Think of a small single event 
take two characters who share this event 
write about it in first person from each different viewpoint 

dinner party 

[bookmark: _GoBack]Vicky’s POV 

Getting put next to Simon made the leek and potato soup starter even worse. We haven’t talked in eighteen months, but mum has been on a crusade to bring us back together, so we had to. Plus, it was after Aunty Beryl’s funeral, so we couldn’t not. The pub had told us we could bring the dog to the restaurant, but once we were there it turned out that we couldn’t, so we had to all sit in the bar, around three tables that they’d shunted together, and the dog went under the table and pawed ungratefully at our ankles and whined whenever she farted. 

Simon turned to me and gave me a menu, with a mute face. 
“I’ve already chosen,” I told him stiffly. “Mum emailed us a few weeks ago for our menu choices.” 
“I was in Sunderland,” he said, as though that explained it all. “On a business trip. I forgot to reply,” 
“Well I hope the kitchen know to cook for you today then,” I said, more forcefully than I meant to. It was the longest exchange we’d ever had since I’d slammed the phone down on him all those months ago. 

Truly, the bar was awful. Whoever chose to eat here after the funeral obviously hadn’t done their research. We were hemmed in on all sides by craggy locals who looked like they hadn’t left the pub in years. The very air was heavy with their beer breath. We handed around cold vegetables to go with the roast dinner that was the main course. 
 “How’s work then?” Simon asked in a breezy way. 
“I’m still sending out CVs,” I said, dolloping gravy skin over my potatoes. 
“Oh God Vicky, I am sorry to hear that,” 
I wished I could turn to someone on my right, but mum had artfully arranged things so that I was on the end of the table. 
“Are you?” I asked, finally looking him in the eye. 

Simon’s POV 

Mum phoned me before the funeral. 
“Simon,” she said, in that “I-will-not-be-interrupted” kind of voice, “Simon, I’m calling about the meal after the funeral.” 
“I’m sorry I didn’t get my menu choice to you mum-“ 
“Simon, you’re forty, I don’t need you to apologise to me. You’ll just have to explain to the chef why there is one extra meal to cook on the day. No- don’t interrupt me, I want to talk about you and Vicky. I want you to be on your best behaviour.” 
“Mum!” I said, in my best, grown up voice. “You know what she called me last time. It was unforgiveable.” 
“I’m sitting you next to each other at the meal. You are to talk, and you will be nice.” 
Vicky doesn’t know, but I still bought her Christmas presents last year. They’re sat in my spare room, wrapped and ready to go. But I just couldn’t get the time off work to get down to mums to see everyone, and so I didn’t get them to her. And after that, I found out she wasn’t talking to me, and I didn’t know how to broach that one, so, here we are, at the dinner table, after a funeral of all things, and I’m trying to build a bridge. 
I started by passing her the menu. 
She told me she’d already chosen her meal. Of course, the email from mum. So much concern for the chef today. I explained about my trip to Sunderland, she looked at me like a teenager might whose just been sent to their room. 

The pub wasn’t the most salubrious place to be, but it was absolutely blissful not to be at work. You know things have got pretty bad when you’d rather be at a funeral than at work, but that is the truth. And it was the first time in absolutely ages that all of us had been together, even the dog, who eventually curled up and went to sleep on my feet. She was warm around my ankles. 

“How’s work then?” I asked Vicky. Vicky is always up to something exciting, always travelling, always creating new exciting opportunities. 
I felt like something cold had dropped down my throat into my stomach when she looked up at me and I realised I had put my foot in it. 

She was still unemployed. 

Third Person POV 

Simon and Vicky had not talked to each other for over eighteen months when their mother decided to seat them next to each other at the meal after Aunty Beryl’s funeral. 
It had been a long feud, borne out of the heated competition of childhood and the jealousy that had set in in the intervening years. Simon, ten years older and the serious child, had never learned the appropriate social skills for forming friends, and so when Vicky had come along just after his tenth birthday, he already felt weary of the world and somewhat jaded. He was more comfortable talking to adults than playing with a baby. 

They had had fallings outs over the years, and their mother had to admit, she felt guilty in part now, as she approached seventy, for always having pitched them against each other. She had thought that a little healthy competition would set them up for life, teach them that not everything could be won or easily bought, but she had not meant to make them hate one another. Aunty Beryl’s funeral would be the right occasion for a reconciliation, she thought, and smiled to herself at the rather symbolic ideal of a death bringing a family back together. 

Nobody enjoyed making their menu choices weeks in advance, but given the stress of organising a funeral as well it seemed churlish to complain. Vicky hated choosing pub grub, a roast dinner felt unappetising to her at the best of times, but seemed gruesome after a funeral. That this was a perfect example of a first world problem did not occur to her. 

As for Simon, it had been impossible to get a hold of him when he was away on work trips. It seemed that if one wanted to work for that company, one had to sell your soul to them. He had even missed Christmas last year. 

Vicky wished she could have taken back what she had said to him the last time they spoke. It wasn’t the kind of thing anyone should say, if she’d heard anyone else say it she would have been shocked. But he had asked for it, he was incredibly irritating. He always had been. 

The pub had seen better days. The waiters were adamant, no dogs in the restaurant, only in the bar. 
“But you said on the phone,” Vicky heard her mother say. 
“I’m sorry. Only in the bar,” 

There was an orchestra of sighs as everyone squeezed in around the irregularly shaped tables and pulled bar stools in to make up the number of chairs. The dog, inordinately excited to be around this many people in a foggy air of food, would not sit still. 

Simon and Vicky eyed one another coldly, as their mother showed them to their seats. It was not expected that they would argue with her, hers was an unnegotiable power. Their father glanced down from the other end of the table, lighting a sympathetic look at Simon, and a slight glare at Vicky. He had always taken his son’s side. 

Vicky seethed, she couldn’t believe Simon had asked The Job question. If Simon had known anything about the last few months, he would have understood the enormous stress she’d been under. But he hadn’t bothered to get involved in her life recently, so of course he wouldn’t know. Simon looked at her, and he suddenly reminded her of a homeless man that she had seen regularly at the end of her street. There was a look of desperation that both of them shared. 

A tiny thaw, like the end of an icicle beginning to drip, occurred in Vicky. 
She looked down at their unappetising roast dinner. 
“Would you like some salt, Simon?” 
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