Julie Budge – The Wedding 

Session 3: Begin a sketch in which a character Abby encounters a change : 

Abby stared at the back of her father. He wore his new deep blue suit well on his now much trimmer body. She had been surprised at how much weight he’d lost when she had seen him early that week, after years of not been in touch. He’d mumbled it was down to the marathons he had run, and that’s how he met Louise if she remembered. The last two words was said in a sharp questionable way. Abby had paused and wondered if that was intentional, before answering simply ‘oh yes’. 
They had hugged and both cried. It was overwhelming. 
The tea he poured in her old favourite mug (yes, he had kept it) went cold as they exchanged years of this and that. It didn’t feel like the home she left abruptly. 
Abby felt old, but she was only twenty-three. She looked around at the relatives, plenty who had greeted her with big smiles and various hugs. The church was smaller than she remembered. The same aisle she had walked down with Edward. She smiled with the warmth of those memories. 
” You look like you’re Mum” Auntie Bren whispered. 
Nanny Edie was tearful on the other side of her, she could hear the quiet sniffles. 
Abby was not good with death. Abby was not good with marriages either. 
Her wise head, her teaching degree, her scouting youth – she had achieved the Queens Award and had had many proud parents’ moments under her belt – but all of it was banished under a rug when she left home without warning, with no goodbye or any discussion. It was all about death then. She had felt so overwhelmed and so angry. 
Everyone was clapping and cheering. 
Her father turned around holding Louise’s hand. Abby stared at his face. What was he thinking she wondered. His eyes looked happy, more wrinkled at the corners and he was smiling at her. A big wide smile that made his face look chubbier. 
There it was again. That feeling. She felt that she didn’t belong. The world was so more connected, yet she felt lonelier than ever before. Unworthy, alienated, and anxious - so anxious. She rubbed her hands together nervously. She wished Ed had come with her. 
The journey had taken many hours across and down from Scotland to the South of England. It had made her so aware of the distance she had put between her, her siblings and father. She had felt so much guilt. But she was so much happier with distance.
Louise was standing in front of her now. Looking perfect in every way possible. Glowing in fact, like she imagined every bride should be. Abby shifted nervously. 
“I’m so glad you came; you’ve made us both very happy” Louise said quietly. 
Abby sighed then, a sigh that escaped without warning like a long awaited breathe that had got stuck. She felt it rise, that feeling she always kept down right at the pit of her stomach, she’d felt numb for years. The lump in your throat gripped her. It stops you feeling, stops you crying. 
Her father took the light duck blue handkerchief from his pocket that matched his tie and handed it to her “Don’t cry”. 
That was it. The tears flowed, the nose ran, the snorting snuffles and hard cry. “I killed her” she sobbed, “I did it” ….” she….”. Through tear filled eyes she saw the faces drop, the hush, the silence. 
She new it was the beginning of the end. Everyone would know. Everything would become clearer. 
----
She could see her Mum floating in the deep dank canal. She could feel the rain. The dark windy night, a hard push and she was in. She had watched then as her mum struggled dipping in and out of sight. Screaming, calling, begging. Water slashing noisily and slowly peaceful. 
No-one around. No-one to see. Abby watched her drown. 
Abby walked home. Her father met her at the door, looking behind her as he did “Did you meet your Mum?” 
“No, must have missed her, the bus was late” 
He grabbed the coat to go “I’ll go and see if I can catch up with her – she probably took the Canal Walk – its quicker on such a rainy night” – the door slammed shut. 
She took of her coat, walked into the lounge, and gazed at her 17th Birthday Cards. They were lovely this year, and so many she thought.  Turning on the TV, just in time to watch The Chase. 

Commentary: 
I planned to have a twist in the tale and tried to make her Character seem anxious for reasons to distract the reader into thinking it was grief – loss of her Mum and the father with a new bride. Did I succeed? 
But the massive impact of the change (of such a wedding) results in showing her cold sinister side. I worked to try and portray the character in more detail. 
I wanted to illustrate a variety of strategies re characterisation – her voice, but narratorial statements but not sure it worked. 
The end was not planned and just flowed into such. I attempted more show than tell – but this is a struggle. 
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