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Cat Rains (410 words)
Since a thousand generations before the living memory, mountain people like us have spent the last lunar cycle of each fifteenth solar passage of the old calendar on the plain, as is God’s will, to avoid the cat rains. 
Let me start by dispelling the lowlander myth that it rains puppies too. This is only told, in childish ignorance, to annoy my people, by resentful ground dwellers, and is a mark of how stupid and spiteful the thick air down there can make you.
We always have our dogs with us. To protect us from bears and to hunt goats, each family has its own pack of hound. They, of course, accompany us when we are, by God’s law, obligated to descend from God’s birthplace above the cloud, where the mountain crest is a massive sunlit island and the threat of being cast down to live as a ground dweller is something that is used by exasperated parents to scare disobedient children. Dogs are banned on the plain and any lost strays from God’s homeland are hunted down and eaten, so when we, the mountain tribe, arrive with packs of one hundred, or more, the addled plains people spread ludicrously lurid and nonsensically blasphemous lies about puppies falling from heaven, to be gathered like the holy mushrooms.
On the final, accursed, lunar cycle of every fifteenth solar passage, God has decreed that the clouds shall rise above the peaks of the mountains and wills the wind to blow from the unholy lands beyond the grey ocean, bringing the cat rain to torment us and drive us down the mountain to the unholy plain, in order to punish our transgressions. 
The noise is horrible and the mess disgusting, I have been told, and it is written that a full lunar cycle must elapse before we, God’s people, are permitted to return to our sacred land. In this time, God sends his holy eagles to consume the fallen cat carcasses, every one, and it is written that only when the cloud descends to obscure the plains, and the glowing silver eagles have consumed all of the rain cats, leaving to soar back up to the heavens, can we return to our villages and resume our lives of worship and prayer.
Praise and glory to the one true God, and misery and death to all those who doubted him and left to live their tragic lives, out of his sight, below the cloud.


THE GOODSHIP XILLI (2,596 words)
I’m recording this, these words of being alive, these words to be a telling of me, and stories from Mumli, maybe the explanationing, probably notsomuch, for anyones who might somedayhow find this oldbroke craft, my parrot, my wee world, who knows ifwhen because, yup, this is gotta be it. 
[recording paused]
When Mumli bought our homeship, a Xi Conqueror Mark 6, it was already thought wellfucked vintage. Nobody want a forty year old crockashit that had never been further than to the moon and back, yeah right, but still had ‘most a light year logged, so she just about could afford it with all of the shitsome warriorsurvivor’s pensionlump that disdamaged and downabled troops were luckily stuck with after their War. 
She spray-etchinged THE GOODSHIP XILLI over entry port and loaded her childperson Billi (three years old me), two Mainecoon catses (Milli and Cilli), a Scottly dog called Dilli, and Patti, potty-mouthed preloved Africagrey parrot, onboard. Not looking back and too scaredly stubborn to plan where we were gonna end up, she headed us away from Earth as fast as fast as faster this wreck would stand.
The first memories Billi have of this home for thirty Earth-years is the stinging smell of cat piss and my Mumli singing folk songs to, and with, Patti. It was cramped – Mum’ and I shared one sleep pod, and the other pod was always called the zoo. These times, it’s just me and Patti Parrot, who sings to me using Mumli’s voice. She seems particularly fond of singing “Like a Virgin”, as was Mum’. As was.
The smell of cat piss has never gone, but cleaning filters was neverever one of Mumli’s thangs. Which is why the place still stinks of skunk weed, twelve Earth-years after Mum’ blue screened and got recycled, with the same I-made-up kiddies’ ceremonity that Milli, Cilli and Dilli got. Never threw anything away, my Mumli, and GoodShip Xilli was already fitted for hydropogrow when. She was a botanister and soil scientister before she got took to the War, so I have never known the hunger until now, or eaten anything that didn’t take like shit since I was a wee bairn.
[recording paused]
Since before the War, before Mumli she made murdered a thousand enemy strangers, before Mum’ got everything she loved off of off the fucked up Earth and into the cold dark void of freedom, before then, before now.
The twelve and thirty Earth-years passing thing is my bestest guesses, based on Mumli’s wellstoned flight logging and dependently on the undependable frequenceness in which she turned the wheels on the brown and white Bake-or-lite rolling on perpetually calendar that belongs-once to my great-great-greatest grandfather. Our only treasured, inanimated, possession. 
With a spliffy hanging from the corner of her mouthy, she’d sing. 
“Time takes a cigarette. Puts it in your mouth. You pull on your finger, then another finger, then the cigarette”. 
She’d be point at me with her, with her left hand and I’d wait until the word cigarette and her spliffy was glowed red, then I’d pull on her finger, and she’d fart as she turned the dial to move on the calendar a day, or two, or three, dependingly on how long her fart was to last. Together, we’d be then crooning,
“Ohhh, hoh, hoh, hohhh. You're a rock 'n' roll suicide.” 
Patti did joined along in with our laughter, or made a perfecto long fart noise, or shouting pieces of eight. That’s a thing the pretend sailorbloke Mum’ buyed Patti from had taught. Like Party On Dude and the other things Patti not bother to say no more.
Sweet Ziggy Stardust, only that, played ten times of a day, every day, whole album of his, until I had to switch off the hologramaphone to conserve our energy. One hundred and ten thousand plays of it. It was good. Hard to breath nowtime. Tired. Stop shall I.
[recording paused]
Time is an Earth construction, Mumli’d say and, like everything to do with the remembering on of Earth, it was very low on her listing of priority. As was answer to any comms from passing ships, planets, or anybloke who suggest they knew authority over us. We were the us, the Xillians, so off you fuck. Resultantly, I have never met another living creature. 
When she became compostable, and I mean after she was, and we, Patti and Billi, us, Billi and Patti, still had enough energy in the batteries to enpower the holowalls and we could be surrounded by greenrolling fields of ganja (Mumli’s favourite memories) or pulsering tartan swirlies (my babytime favouritest) or two hundred of Mumli’s dancing the Macarena folkdance dressing as Patti (Patti and my grownup favouritest), I almost always remembered on it was also my promised duty to Mumli to be watch the stories she made up to scare me. 
Because I still liked to be, to be scaredlike then, before it was scary all the time and that sucked the fucking fun out the being scared, and thensome. Like now.
I’m gonna watch Mum’ on the here holodisplay, because the scariness feeling is now become the big sadness that Mum’ often got. Do I think I caught it from her, or maybe I always had it as a seed in me and now it’s finally flowered? What kind of flower would I be, should I be flowering now? I think I’d like to be the bright yellow Welshli poppies that Mumli would let grow up among her righteous herbs – 
“them cheery little fuckers that grew all over the Cardig battlefields, when we’d be winning and losing and winning again, that no amount of drones could kill”, 
she’d say – but I’m probably just a flowering turnip, like she used to tease me as ‘cause I’d made her try not to get mad when I got stuff wrong. 
“Brassica Rapa Billi!
Is that you being silly?
Milli and Dilli and Cilli and Patti
A parrot, a dog, and two hairy catties
Are laughing with Mumli
At our favourite chumli
Brassica Rapa Billi!”

She would sing it, reallyreally loud, but Mumli eyes would look sadly scaredly sad, aye. Which is the long faced look I didn’t like, and I can be feeling it grow on my own face, right now. Even Patti making fartysome SOS signals, like Mum’ did thentime to cheer me after when I got boggle-eyed watching her twitch and squirmish at the rememberances coming on her all of an oftensudden, ain’t doing it for me. 

“Fart-fart-fart, fart fart fart, fart-fart-fart”.

Might as well watch Mumli’s scaretime stories now, if the network is willing to retriever them for me. My butt hurts.

“If I could have afforded a Trump TimeCruiser, I would have bought one, baby Billichild, but all I could afford was The GoodShip Xilli and all I could do to keep you safe for ever was to head us out to deep space. War is everywhere on both of Earth 1 and Earth 2. Everywhere is at war with every fucking where else, and every fucking when else, and there’s more war coming. Always will be, ‘cause it feels like there always has been. 

It's poor honest, law abiding, patriotic bitches like me who suffer and die, suffer and die, suffer, suffer, suffer and die some more. I’ve done more suffering than most but fuck the dying part. We’re off into the great black vastness, come and get us, if you want us, we’re gone. Ready or not. Ready. Or not.

Now, I’ve met people who say they knew someone who met someone who was born before the wars. Yeah right. And I believe in the Eastern Bunny and a Sanity Clause, too.

Ain’t no time safe from a TimeCruiser.
Buy one now or be a STUPID LOSER!
 ‘Cause now there’s no time like the past
for making A TON OF BIG BIG CASH!!

That’s what the richest salesman in the history of our enemy preaches and fuck he is, was and always will be right. Anyone who ever disagreed is dead. Most of the poor bastards who agree are dead, hell I dronekilled more than enoughs of them. The rest are starving to death, if the luck is with them.

Like,  The War I fought and tried not to be dronekilled, poisonkilled, botkilled, or justkilled in was their most profitable yet. News. It’s not gonna be long before another warbusiness plan will get funded and the profits are gonna have got to be better for the big investor Governbusinesses than the best war yet. 

They only sell them TimeCruisers to the guys who know how to choose the right time to make serious money from a war, and how much of a cut to offer The Ruling Business. Lotta money to be made from war still here, now, and over there, then.

Doctormen forced you in me, but I beat them bastids, I kept you Billichild. I got you safe. Billi were the best present any soldier could have hoped for. I’m fucked if I will keep my side of the shitbargain and give  you backter the bastids that did you to me. To be upmarketed and be promoted as a sold citizen? No Billibairn of mines is gonna be mutilated into being a man. A man? Hellfuckin no!

Fuckit. I would rather die in the vastness of unprofitable deep space. I mean, I will. So will you my unmodificated beautiful baby. So will you, and I’m sorry a lot less than I am grateful for having our time together on GoodShip Xilli; and let’s not forget the zoo of love we have been a part of. The Ark of the incontinent. Praise and pray to the Goddesses. I will bow my head to pretend to pray, like I really really believed.”

“And party on, Dudes! Party on!”, Patti is pulling the sleeve of my T shirt. I know, I know. You miss Mumli too. Too. Patti is rocking slowsteadily. Me, too.

Now show me the other one.

“Lubbili Jubbili!”

I knows Patti Parrot, you miss Mumli muchalot too. Network! Don’t you disobeyhey. Show Billi and Patti the other one. The secrets story one. Oh goody, there’s Mumz.

“Now I’m gonna tell Billi a secret. The big secret. The one that not everyone knows and it’s not even safe to think. The two Old Mens who runs the Ruling Businesses on Earths 1 and 2 both got to be executed in the Real Time, but happy morons held them both in solitary on a maximum security island, middle of the brown ocean, see? 

Big fucking mistakes aplenty have been made in the remakafying of planet Earth 1, and the colonisafying of Earth 2, in them New Years and now in the Best Times, but that decisioning has to be the least fuckinfunnier. Laughing not.

When the great great grandkid Businesses got hold of the first X TimeBuggy they went straight back and scooped botha them up. One each. Room for the fuckin’ two! Let the End Show get recommerced. They never got to be crucified. Shame! And that’s how the New Years times, that no-one knowzathing ‘bout, ended so quick, right? Got wipedoff that neverwas timeline. See? Then these fuckinhorror Best Times came about. And I know this is. Yer Mumli survived The War knowingly of these secrets and now the winning thistime Business wants to killme ‘cause. For thinking what I know? Who can’t do that? 

See? Thingis. Them took a monstersome gamble on the chances and changes by such a massive timefuckout, did the Ruling Businesses, but they won big, so they did, and do, and fuck the lot of you. And they do, but not you Billikins, I saved you and the zoo. Woohoo!

 Now! More secreter yetstill. Each time one original Boss version wearsafuck out and blue screens, or gets assassinatered again, or gone rogue and has to be euthernised, the genius fuckers just go back to ten Earth-time seconds before they got the last one and grab themselves another. He’s always gratefulfull, and vengancefull, and they know that he can be usedfull for amaybe Earth-year and amaybe the half, topses, before it becomes unmanagedable.”
[recording paused]
Does it to me matter that, intotal, not countingup the zoo and Mumli, Billi’s seen only eight nonhuman livethings in so far, so far in? Throughout a misty up porthole, the onetime Mum’ had to dockup us to a spaceportmarket and barter old shiny stuff for sparebits, and other time Xilli accerdentally land on that planet we never knewed the name to but tookus off again fuckinquick. No.

I haven’t put either of my feet, none of them, on any surface but this flying lavvy since us left Earth. Mumli was always too afraid that I would be taken from her and them doctormen make me be something I wouldn’t want to be, and Mumli wouldn’t want me to be. No. A boy or a girl for ever, and to make me be bad and hurt and kill and be one of those two things, forever, and that was bad because I will always be special and hers and me this way but I would have to stay hidden or they’ll make me decide forever. Bad.
Too many blokestard bastids around to risk it, and I’m now so used to my own company – one of the favouritest things Mum’ used to say, when we would snuggle up in the furry-fevvery-warmth of the zoo, all of us, and the wetness would run out of her eyes, and down her cheeks for Dilli to lick the drips off her chin, and she’d tell me that she’d have to be composted someday soonday and that I’d better have got used to my own company by then - that Billi can’t see the point in bothering.
Making new chummies is leastest of Billi’s fucking worries. I still wearme Mumli’s fadeout grey combatshirts. Sloganned.
A STRANGER IS JUST AN ENEMY I HAVEN’T KILLED YET! 
They made her do it, and I was the prize she won. Special prize, me. Fuckits cold.
What? Onyhoo. Fusiondrive now wellfroze and neverbefixed. As much of my brain stuff was been given to how the quantoneural network stayed alive as I as I as I dare to. We’re allbut much now running dark.  Aircycling be unsurvivablesome trickles. Solarsail in tattery bits wrapped roundabout only escapod. Like wherethefuck would Billi escape? Where! The fuck!
[Recording paused]
I gonna sit here in the almostdark and will to speak these words and more, until I pass out and away.
Just fed last nourishme-grains to Patti, nom-nom-nom. Now she so happily be apreening feathers she have ‘n’ make buzz like a Mumli sextoy.  All is good. 
[Recording paused]
What the fuck is was that! Oh, yeah, right. Before consciousnesses didgo again, Billi musta put proximity syreen at full alert. 
“Nee-naw! Nee-naw!  Nee-naw!!!” 
Just enough to scare me up, thanks for, probable then last time. 
Holodisplay be show with oxygen planet. Xilli’s drift innit gravity and descendnow orbit. No good news. Patti screaming, 
“Hold those horses, shut-up with the wohoos, and clamp your knees together Billi”, 
Mumli used to used to too, like. Bad news. Xilli now nomore of breathing air left here. No ways slowly slowing descenting. Us be dead before us get piledrived. Probably best Billi could hope. For. Hope.
Patti Parrot singin. Billi joinin. Mumli saidthen, all ways go out fuckin singin, wee Billibairn. She did, I think. I remember. Deed.
“I made it through the wilderness! Somehow I made it through-ooh-ooh!!!”
[Recording ended]


The Bus Stop (1,0 words)
Standing by the bus stop at the end of the lane, I watched the bus being overtaken by the rain. Nothing new there, but my nose stung and my vision blurred. It smelt like a byre and most of all the sound was deafening. I felt it in my bones. It made me dizzy. I felt heavy. 
Then, without warning, it was silent. And the bus… had gone. 
The tarmac road had become a rough track, and I was standing next to a horse-drawn cart loaded with manure. 
“Who’re you?”
There was a tall, gangly youth holding the horse by its bridle. He was, perhaps, fifteen and had a ruddy tan. Dressed in dungarees torn at the knee, an incongruously white vest, and heavy black work boots, with the steel toecaps shining through the worn leather, he sported an ineptly savage haircut. He looked like a scarecrow. A very familiar scarecrow. His eyes. The hard line of his mouth, but with a slight tilt to his head that gave the impression of mere curiosity and belied the stern tone he was addressing me with.
“I’m grand, laddie. Hoo urr ye?”
The slight smirk and downward glance at his battered boots; the twitching fingers of his free hand; the wrinkles forming in the corners of his eyes as he savoured his response before he spoke. Happy that he was going to get some banter here. All of these were so familiar to me. It was Lloyd! Lloyd Thomas. The old man who once owned the farm cottage I live in and from the day I moved in, when Lloyd with his wife Nanna had stood by the gate waiting for my invitation to come through, until the last I saw of him - miserable and alone in a care home bedroom - my best friend in the village.
“Scotsman, eh? Where’s your kilt?”
“Far too windy for that roond here Lloyd. Modesty must prevail.”
His eyebrows lifted as his pale blue eyes opened wide and he drew himself up to his full height. They dropped again, his eyes narrowing as he leant towards me. Left hand grasping his thigh, fingers spread wide and knuckles whitening. Lloyd scrutinised my face and unfamiliar clothes. Trying to work out how I knew his name, but with no intention of asking me directly.
“My cousin married a foreigner, you know?”
Oh, my God! This is the joke he told me (eh, tells me) in sixty years’ time, when he next (or maybe first) hears (heard?) my Scottish accent.
“Really? Where was she from?”
“Penrhriwllan!”
Teenage Lloyd bobbed forward as he delivered the punchline, his eyes widened again suddenly, and he drew back and up to full height. I roared with laughter and he relaxed, chuckling. You can see the village of Penrhiwllan from my cottage, on a clear day.
I watched him plan his next move. How do I know him? His unlined face so familiar to me, I found myself grinning at him. I was utterly captivated by the realisation of how much his nose and ears will grow in the next sixty years. Lloyd’s mouth pursed suspiciously but, before he could pursue his next line of enquiry with me, the horse took a step forward and gave a spluttery, happy blow. It was watching a girl approach. Swinging her hips gently as she strolled towards us and turning her smiling face left and right to match. She, too, looked familiar in a way that made me shiver. The hair on my arms and thighs was standing up.
“Is that Nanna coming there?”
My question shocked Lloyd out of his dreamy reverie. He looked at me like he’d forgotten that he had been speaking to someone he didn’t know but who was calling him by his name. Except, I now knew Nanna, too. How could that be?
“Annwen!”
The girl’s cry seemed to hit him like an electric shock and the horse blew again. He seemed torn between putting his attention back on me, working on finding out what I was up to, and gazing at the lithe elfin girl now skipping towards us swinging a wicker basket. The horse made his mind up for him by taking another step towards the girl. Lloyd’s hand still gripping its bridle meant that he was nearly pulled off his feet.
“Nanna likes my horse Annwen.”
He spoke to me over his left shoulder, compelled to explain what I was watching unfold.
“Don’t be daft, Lloyd. I’m sure your horse is lovely, but it’s you that Nanna likes.”
Teenage Lloyd blushed crimson. His eyes swivelled between the look of incomprehension he was giving me and the bashful glances, with a slight curl of his top lip, directed towards Nanna, who was now resting her cheek against the horse’s face and gently stroking its nose while whispering sweetly and smiling directly at Lloyd. Wow. He’s smitten. Transfixed. Utterly bewildered and I think I can hear him gurgling with joy. The joy of a teenage boy awash with love.
“Who’s your new friend Lloyd?”
Nanna was looking at me now, but glanced back at Lloyd, who seemed unable to speak, or think, or even notice that the horse was tapping a front hoof on the toe of his boot. Apparently, Annwen was also waiting for an introduction.
“My name’s Pharic”, I lied.
Satisfied with my answer, Nanna turned her full attention back to Lloyd and handed him the basket, which was lined with a cloth but otherwise empty.
“I thought I’d walk with you to the top field. After you’ve tipped the muck, we could pick some brambles. I know you like jam.”
I can assure you that Teenage Lloyd was not thinking about jam when he miraculously regained the ability to speak and blurted out,
“Yes!”
Annwen took this as a signal and started walking on up the hill with Nanna now holding her bridle and Lloyd, blissfully grasping the handle of the basket with both hands, listening intently to Nanna’s musical chattering.
Neither of them seemed to be aware that I was still there.
The cart rumbled, Annwen clopped, and young love slowly evanesced over the brow of the hill. 
I felt a cold breeze chill the back of my neck. Darkness. Icy darkness. The ground bucked under my feet. My eyes burned and I screwed them shut, shaking my head involuntarily. Dizzy. An unfamiliar voice, faint at first, then repeating the question.
“Well? Do you want to get on this bus or not mate?”


Reflective Essay (1,138 words)
This essay discusses the inspiration, and development through workshopping and redrafting, of the three pieces in my portfolio; Cat Rains, a speculative flash fiction, THE GOODSHIP XILLI, a dystopian science fiction short story, and The Bus Stop, a timeslip flash fiction.
Cat Rains developed from an exercise to produce a piece of magical realism inspired by a well-known saying. It was suggested, in the case of “raining cats and dogs”, to consider a world where it only rained cats. This lent itself to exploring the validity of religious thinking and how stories are passed down, then written down, and then become law. 
Having read “The Chrysalids” by John Wyndham, I wanted to explore the possibilities of a post-apocalyptic world where religion dominates all thinking. A society structured around strict adherence to sacred doctrines in geographical isolation. 
For example, Wyndham describes the possibility of other regions being populated; “They were thought to be all Badlands … but it had been found that there were some stretches of Fringes country in places. These were grossly deviational and quite godless, of course…”[footnoteRef:1]  [1:  John Wyndham, The Chrysalids (London: Penguin, 2008), p. 39-40] 

This inspired me to create a mountain dwelling society, in “God’s birthplace above the cloud, where the mountain crest is a massive sunlit island and the threat of being cast down to live as a ground dweller is … used … to scare disobedient children”. 
In workshopping this, it was suggested “this story is at one extreme end of what magic realism tends to do, in that there's not a great deal of actual realism in it”, but “what magic realism does is to really play with this notion of authority, and particularly textual authority … it's at the magic end.” 
Workshopping Cat Rains also brought up my choice of first person narrative. I had considered and experimented with a third person, possibly omniscient, narrator, but I feel that it reduced the impact. The narrator is telling their truth. A narrator observing and reporting may come across as cynical or judgmental, and I wanted to show someone telling you the reality that they live in. 
THE GOODSHIP XILLI grew out of an exercise to describe a spaceship, and I had the idea that it should be “Pyramidic, battered, single female pilot escaping/outcast from a militaristic society, menagerie of domestic animals, basic nuclear fusion power plant, outdated quantum neural networked control system. Crazy cat lady meets Robin Hood in space. Single sided conversations, explorations of loneliness”.
Developing this, I was inspired by Ursula K. Le Guin’s description of a spacecraft in “The Dispossessed”; “The blank walls were full of surprises, all ready to reveal themselves at a touch on the panel: washstand, shitstool, mirror, desk, chair, closet, shelves. There were several completely mysterious electrical devices connected with the washstand…”[footnoteRef:2] (particularly the everyday domestic functionality), Ray Bradbury’s description of a family fleeing Earth in “The Martian Chronicles”; “Family rockets are made for travel to the Moon, not Mars. We were lucky we got through … I saved it for twenty years … I suppose I should have given it to the government for the war, but I kept thinking about Mars . . .”[footnoteRef:3], and a Robert Sheckley short story “A Ticket To Tranai”, about someone who “walked into the offices of the Transstellar Travel Agency … to book passage to Tranai … about as far from Earth as one can get and still be in the Milky Way. Nobody goes there.”[footnoteRef:4] [2:  Ursula K. Le Guin, The Dispossessed (London: Gollancz, 2002), p. 12]  [3:  Ray Bradbury, The Martian Chronicles (London: HarperCollins, 2008), p. 300-301]  [4:  Robert Sheckley, The Robert Sheckley Omnibus: edited by Robert Conquest (London: Penguin, 1975), 
   p. 250] 

The portfolio version is the third draft, having started as a written journal using a much more recognisable form of English and only vague descriptions of the narrator’s mother. Through workshopping and other feedback, I realised that Billi would not write. Making the story take the form of a recording by Billi, which could include playback of Mumli’s voice, as well as interjections by Patti Parrot, would better convey, through a nu-speak vernacular dialect, Billi’s thoughts on their imminent demise. I developed this dialect in the second draft, but others’ feedback pointed out that earlier remnants now seemed incongruous; “make MORE of a virtue of the nu-speak approach … sentences that remain from earlier draft are too ‘normal’”.
Consequently, 
“Anyway, the fusion drive is cold and unfixable, and I’ve donated as much of my brain tissue to keeping the quantum neural network alive as I dare, but still we’re pretty much running dark, with the air recycling at an unsurvivable trickle and the solar sail in tatters and wrapped round the escape pod and air lock outer panel.”, became,
“Onyhoo. Fusiondrive now wellfroze and neverbefixed. As much of my brain stuff was been given to how the quantoneural network stayed alive as I as I as I dare to. We’re allbut much now running dark.  Aircycling be unsurvivablesome trickles. Solarsail in tattery bits wrapped roundabout only escapod.”
If I take this story further, I will make more of the parrot as a device to further give voice to Mumli, through repetition of phrases she used, but also develop the second-hand nature of the bird by expanding on the scraps of Earth culture the parrot had previously picked up. Currently, I reference Bill & Ted’s Excellent Adventure (Party On Dude) and Only Fools and Horses (Lubbili Jubbili!). 
Further, I would consider the way Daniel Defoe, in “Robinson Crusoe”, uses a parrot as a literary device, and George Orwell’s use of sloganeering in 1984 – my phrase “A STRANGER IS JUST AN ENEMY I HAVEN’T KILLED YET!” strikes me as having its roots in “Ignorance is Strength”.[footnoteRef:5] [5:  George Orwell, 1984 (London: Wordsworth Editions, 2021) p. 154] 

Finally, The Bus Stop, grew out of an exercise to “write a scene where a character moves through time”. The setting is local to my home, albeit at an imaginary bus stop, the characters real former neighbours. 
In tone, it is inspired by Neil Gunn, particularly the characters of Art and Hector from his novel “The Green Isle of the Great Deep” – “’I don’t know this place at all’, said Old Hector, ‘though I seem to remember it too.’”[footnoteRef:6] I wanted to write a pastoral tale that spoke of young love. Using the timeslip device allowing the narrator to observe a love developing that they knew would last many years. [6:  Neil Gunn, The Green Isle of the Great Deep (London: Souvenir Press, 1975) p. 25] 

The early part of the first draft of this story was over elaborate, and I responded to feedback “to make more show than tell and tightened”. I trimmed the opening,
“Standing by the bus stop at the end of the lane I live on, I smelt the rain approaching. There was something wrong about it. I watched the bus being overtaken by the heavy downpour, nothing new there,”, 
to read, 
“Standing by the bus stop at the end of the lane, I watched the bus being overtaken by the rain.”
By workshopping my writing and listening to feedback, I feel that I am developing and improving my work, while still satisfying my artistic intentions.
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