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HPEN5009: Writing Fiction
Using the 5 things write a short narrative.
1. Garden furniture  2. Marilyn Monroe  3. The Earth’s core  4. Eagles  5. Fireworks

Right. Here we go. So, the other day I went to ikea to buy a bench for my garden. I wanted a standard park bench; that was all. Nothing fancy and definitely nothing expensive. I didn't have much of a garden but I was sure that I could fit a bench there (although I might have been pushing it a bit). I wanted to sit on the bench and have a special, quiet place to read my book. I was currently reading about eagles. I didn't know much about eagles. Actually, I literally knew nothing about eagles. After seeing red kites fly over the house, I wanted to learn more about birds of prey so I thought that it would be a change to read some non-fiction. I picked out a bench that seemed suitable for out the back and took it to the checkout. This was only possible because I was in ikea of course. Everything there was flat pack, even the garden furniture. Weird. I probably should’ve considered that before taking it home and attempting (that’s the key word) to set it up alone. As I got to the checkout, I was greeted by the most beautiful woman. She wasn’t the type of girl to drink detox tea or inject her lips on a weekly basis. She was different. Her hair was short and golden and there sat a beauty spot just above her lip but closer to her cheek. She looked like Marilyn Monroe with her lips painted a brick-red colour. I hadn't seen someone that beautiful for years and didn't know when I’d have the opportunity again. While at the checkout, I popped my card in to the machine and asked the lady question. I’ll admit, it was very out of character for me. A conversation that wasn't simply small talk in a shop? Very weird. I don't know what came over me but I thought I’d take my chance.

“I’m Gary. I was just wondering what you were doing tonight?”

“Nothing? Why?” She said with a puzzled face.

“Well, after I put up my bench, I think I'm going to go and see some fireworks. What d’ya think?”

“That sounds nice. It is bonfire night after all. I hope you enjoy your eveni-,” I cut her off because surely she wasn't serious. Did she not realise that it was an invitation or was that just a way to say no without hurting my feelings? Anyhow, I thought I’d ask her directly in a hope she’d say yes.

“No. I mean would you like to come to see some fireworks at the rugby club… with me? They’re going to be spectacular. That’s what I’ve heard anyway. It’ll be like glitter canons exploding in to the sky and shimmering like temporary pieces of art. I’ve grown fond of them over the years. So, uh, would you like to come?” As I spoke, she smiled at me and nodded.

“Oh, sorry. Yeah, of course I’d love to come with you… and my name is Becky by the way. Shall I meet you there at around half seven?”

“Perfect”, I said. “That would be lovely”.

I took the furniture home and had a spring in my step walking out of the shop. I was far too pleased with myself.

I drove home and took myself out to the back garden. I knew that there wasn't much there but going out with the box made the whole space feel even smaller. So I popped the radio on and started building the bench. Radio 2 was my favourite. The people seemed far more intelligent than most others on the radio like those weird DJ’s on radio 1. The conversation was about the earth’s core. It was a bit of a strange topic. Everyone had their own views and there was even a ‘flat-earther’ on the show. I’ll say no more. But I was glad to have some background noise. The toolbox was out and and I attempted to put the piece together for hours. I’d had no luck at all. Soon enough, the time had ticked on to seven o’clock. Although the bench was still flat, as though I hadn't even made an attempt at building it, I remembered that I had a date with Becky from ikea. It was time to leave for the fireworks.

I met Becky outside of the rugby club and we went to stand next to the rest of the excited, firework watching crowd. Everyone wore thick clothing and pom pom hats. It was officially winter. We had the most lovely evening chatting about absolutely everything while watching the embellished sky. We even had hot dogs which really made the both of us feel instantly more relaxed. Towards the end of the date, I walked her back to her car which was parked down the road. I told her about the garden furniture that she had seen me buy earlier in the day. Her reply made me shake my head.

“Why didn't you say that you couldn't put the bloody furniture up? I’ve got to learn all of that stuff for my job. I’m literally like a D.I.Y. goddess.” She giggled as she spoke.

So, I’d spent hours slaving away and making no progress meanwhile I could’ve asked Becky for help the entire time? I then had a lightbulb moment and thought that it would be the perfect time to try my luck.

“Oh really? Sounds like a date.”

