                                                                         HPEN 7017 - SESSION 3                                     FIRST DRAFT   
‘Begin a sketch in which a character encounters change (e.g. an unexpected gift of flowers; a stray cat learning to trust; the collapse of a floor) or a major environmental or social change’

‘Change is not an event - It’s a process’

After a night of no sleep, which followed four of barely any, Emma set off at four-thirty. From her still asleep cul-de-sac, she walked a mile and half into the city centre. Other than the bitter sting, and the icy-not-frosty morning, she noticed the bustle - of delivery vans and gym bunnies, and of the types that thought an hour then was worth two at night. Compared to what she was about to do, maybe the gym at such an ungodly hour wasn’t that bad.
‘I’d far rather be doing that ... How did this happen? ... Then again, it’s me ... Why would I expect anything fucking less?!’ Emma contemplated. ‘When life throws you lemons and that...’ she mused, speeding up to pound out the last few minutes to the station.
Arriving at ten-past five to catch the coach at quarter-past, Emma steadied her breath before boarding, and claimed her place in the queue. Getting her phone ready to scan her ticket, she hoped that the day would go according to her never-imagined-this-happening-to-someone-like-me plan. It would take one delay, or one missed connection, and she’d miss the visit. She couldn’t just turn up a few minutes late, or simply see Nour an hour or two later. The email clearly stated -
VISITING STARTS AT 2 P.M. 
ARRIVE WITH I.D. 30 MINUTES BEFORE YOUR VISIT. 
IF YOU ARRIVE LATE, YOU WILL BE TURNED AWAY. 
Thirteen minutes more than her much drafted route-planner accounted for, Emma stepped off the stuffy coach. She’d allowed for delays and for time to freshen up, but thirteen minutes ate fiercely into the twenty she’d allotted. ‘Oh well’ she figured, ‘He’s seen me at my best, kisses my face off at my worst ... I’ll just be grateful to get there at this rate.’  
As unanticipated as the last five days had been, Emma didn’t want Nour to see how much it had shaken her. She needed to keep his spirits up, to show him she was a force to be reckoned with. He had nobody to call family since losing touch with his, and she was going to show him that - blood or not - she would never let him down, no matter where he ended up.
Emma left the coach depot trying to ignore her desperation - ‘Why didn’t I just pee on the friggin’ coach!’ she scolded herself silently. She prayed to God - a God that was real when things went well and couldn’t give a shit about her so couldn’t be real when they didn’t - that she would catch the correct bus. She had never been to London before and had planned all connections using Google. She’d planned to step off the coach, walk ten minutes to the bus, which, according to ‘all-knowing’ Google, would take her directly to Brook House. 
Google maps was not on top form! After several screen rotations and map re-centres, her concentration gave way to necessity. Emma had to pee! 
Lightheaded, due to her rushed yet never-ending day, and not eating since midnight, she allowed herself ten minutes, to find a toilet and grab coffee. There was no time for food - she couldn’t stomach it anyway. 
Relieved, and bolstered by caffeine, Emma used her fingers to calculate. She had an hour and thirty-five minutes, to find and ride the bus, and to present at the reception desk. Refusing to waste more time on Google - ‘Worst sat nav in the world’ she decided - Emma concocted, an on-the-spot plan B. 
‘Excuse me, do you know which bus I need to get to Brook House?’ she asked, hoping the passer-by didn’t wonder why she needed to know.
‘Brook House? ... as in the deportation centre?’
‘Yeah, that’s right.’ she fired back assertively, mistaking his query for judgement, but needing his help regardless.
‘I don’t think there is a direct bus ... not anymore anyway. You need to take a bus to the airport and take a cab from there’ he said, surely from experience. ‘I’ve dealt with that place myself’ he said coming closer. ‘My brother was held there for three months in 2018 ... for no reason at all! He had a baby and wife at home, business income here and in Barbados ... never took a thing from this government. Still, they locked him up!’
Emma was taken aback, the one person she chose to ask, turning out to have a personal connection to Brook House.
‘Crazy!’ she figured. ‘But ... he’s out of there now you say yeah?’ she asked, more for her sake than for that of the conversation.
‘Yeah ... We got him out alright ... but he ain’t been the same since. He’s gonna go to Barbados for good ... just waiting to wrap up the business and sort the sale of his house. He’s had it with the UK.’ 
Apparently oblivious to Emma’s urgency, and as if she had all the time in the world for conversation, he continued - ‘So your man’s there yeah? ... Where’s he from?’. 
‘How the heck does he know that?’ Emma thought but didn’t ask, instead replying, ‘Yes, he’s been there almost a week now - and he’s from Syria.’ - ‘He’s been here for around ten years though.’ she added, letting it be known that he hadn’t just ‘jumped off the back of a lorry’ last week.
‘Don’t worry ... them middle eastern boys are tough! He won’t be deported neither ... you’ll see.’ the man said, with more confidence than Emma had. ‘Stress less sister!’ he added, sensing her need for positivity. ‘The bus comes in there’ he told her, his outstretched arm directing her to a bus stop on the opposite side of the road. Employing several hand gestures to make sure she couldn’t go far wrong, the man re-capped - ‘Stop three ... North Terminal LGW ... no number ... just North Terminal LGW. When you arrive, you can jump straight into a cab - okay? Go now ... don’t be late.’ He ended their chance meeting by wishing Emma a good day and good luck.
The kind stranger had taken more of Emma’s time than she felt she could spare, but his words gave her some comfort. She felt a little surer that something had clearly gone wrong, that some terrible mistake would soon be realised, and that she would have her sweet gentle Nour home soon. 
Emma arrived at Brook House at ten-past one. She had time to freshen up after all! 
It had been a long day already; she’d travelled for more than nine hours, and it wasn’t over yet. ‘I’d do it again in a heartbeat’ she thought, running a brush through her hair and swishing Listerine round her mouth simultaneously. Emma was ready, she left her make-shift powder room – a less than sanitary toilet cubicle - and  joined the que at reception. 
An over-friendly Turkish lady, who’s pretty face did not need the layers of blusher adorning it, turned, and smiled at Emma. As if knowing this was Emma’s ‘first time’, she run through a quick-fire checklist with her – 
‘Got photo ID? ... your booking reference?’ to which a puzzled Emma nodded. ‘Good’ the lady replied, nodding back in approval. ‘Ah wait! ... do you have proof of address?’ she queried, adding ‘One girl drove from Leeds to see her husband, she had a passport ... but they don’t have an address in the UK right? ... she begged them, and they refused.’
‘Really?’ asked Emma, her initial confusion at the ladies ‘zeal’ over-ridden by panic. ‘I only have my passport and booking reference ... it didn’t say proof of address ... it just said I.D.’ 
The lady was genuinely concerned. She kindly swapped places with Emma, so that she was either, one step closer to resolving the issue or, five minutes less in the que just to be turned away. 
Emma was able – as a one off - to use a utility bill on her phone as proof of address, ‘Thank god for Google!’ she thought forgivingly.
‘You’re sooo lucky!’ the lady screeched, flinging her arms around Emma. As uninvited as it was, Emma didn’t mind the hug one bit. She figured that she quite liked the over-the-top, nosy-but-sweet, little-bit-crazy stranger. 
Released from the ladies clutch, Emma composed herself. She barley had chance to say good-bye, before she was ushered through a cold metal turnstile, by an extra-large, extra-grumpy, female officer.
‘This is it’ Emma thought. She had ‘definitely, definitely, made it.’

COMMENTARY ON NEXT PAGE ...


Commentary
I wrote about change being multifaceted, how it can be tackled head on even if begrudgingly, and how there is more to the ‘change’ than just ‘it’.
This piece gave me the opportunity to handle the passing, and the shift of time, which was very relevant in this story. 
I intend to expand this piece, or amalgamate it eventually, with another piece of writing about ‘journey in the face of adversity’. 
I chose to write as an omniscient narrator, from a third-person perspective. I attempted to mitigate the disadvantages of third person by writing snippets of first-person and second person point of view, and including inner monologue/internal dialogue. I am enjoying using this technique (not sure if it is the ‘done thing’ or acceptable but it feels right) and am enjoying learning how to factor in monologue/dialogue, and how these can add so much more to a story in terms of ‘showing not telling’. 
*** Internal perspectives, and the thoughts of different characters, which will be important to the continuing story if expanded.
I hope that my writing of Emma’s character shows her as being willing to fight against all odds, the type of character that perseveres, especially for the benefit of others, even if that is at the cost of her own well-being at times. This story will ultimately be about giving it all regardless of the advantages or dis-advantages to the protagonist, about whether giving all of ones-self (to others) is a strength or weakness, and how in the face of adversity the ‘underdogs’ can come out on top.
I found it difficult to open, so knowing the gist of this piece and where it was going, better than where it started, I hashed out the dialogue/monologue roughly, and worked around it. This really helped me get going.
Side note ... I tend to write about the rise of characters, rather than the rise and fall, and in terms of the ‘Seven Basic Plots’ my writing tends to fall into the ‘overcoming the monster’  ‘rags to riches’ or ‘the quest’ (in terms of reaching a goal ... and not a physical object). I’m certain that sometimes my story writing falls into more than one of the plot types (is this even possible?
