CSCW7012:  Writing Workshop – Writing and Context 
S. Adams 1600044
Week 5. DANGEROUS PLACES



Love is Blind


He rolled off the seat and fell to the floor banging his head on a sharp object. He could feel blood running down the side of his face. The cool flooring soothed his thumping head. He was laid out on the floor for several minutes wishing he had some water. His mouth was dry and he could do with a cool glass of water. He remembered that he had a sock in his mouth but was able to pull it out before he passed out. He had been drinking most of the day.	Comment by Jeni Williams: suggest moving to second sentence so blood follows after he’s fallen and is lying there.	Comment by Jeni Williams: lay? (no one has laid him out )	Comment by Jeni Williams: repetition of water - so maybe build on it as if his mind is going over things and thinking about it. ‘he could really do with a cool glass of water 	Comment by Jeni Williams: he passed out before al this happened and he is only now coming round  - and then passes out again?
I’m not sure (since his hands are tied) how he would get the sock out and surely he would be aware of it immediately - he might feel he was choking.so is this a memory?
The girls. 
Where the hell was he? His hands and feet were tied. He was dazed and confused not knowing what was happening. The girls. He struggled to loosen the ties but just made it worse and he gave up. He got to his knees and felt a little better that he was able to do something. If he could do this, he could try and stand. As James Collins stood up, the room started to move and he fell flat on his face. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: the whole piece is long and you need to cut quite a bit – suggest you don’t need this if he is confused	Comment by Jeni Williams: cutting not particularly to lose words  but to develop a more varied rhythm

The fall had caused the cord that was tied to his feet to become loose and he was able to get out of it by wriggling his feet. He called for help and stepped forward to see if he could feel anything to get an idea of where he was when it suddenly hit him. He could hear it. He could hear the outdoors. He shouted again knowing full well that it was no good. His hands were sore trying to untie the cord. He sat back down on the seat. ‘Remember, try to remember.’ He said. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: loosened the cord round his feet ….and was able to wriggle them free (Avoids saying feet twice)  	Comment by Jeni Williams: listening for anything that might tell him where he was 
The room was still moving. He stood up and felt around. Yes, it had to be. He could also smell the room. He tried to keep his balance and held on tight. It was easier knowing that he was in a vehicle that was moving. The smell of the caravan was a smell he thought he would never forget. It was the happy smell that he knew so well in Cornwall on holiday in a caravan. What was he doing in a caravan tied up with cord that reminded him of a church?	Comment by Jeni Williams: don’t need smell twice	Comment by Jeni Williams: and there was a familiar smell - one he would never forget	Comment by Jeni Williams: have you mentioned this?
He could hear the familiar beeping of a pedestrian crossing. He tried to get an idea of where the window would be. It was pitch black and James could not see a thing because he was blind and had no idea where he was. 

He fell again and this time he had banged his head hard and passed out.	Comment by Jeni Williams: excellent 



                                                                **********


Several hours earlier.


‘Your Guinness, crisps and change.’ Sophie said loudly as she served her favourite customer from the table. ‘I have opened the packet for you.’	Comment by Jeni Williams: lovely opening

‘I am not deaf Sophie.’ Love replied and took a sip of his pint. 


He was not in the best of moods that morning. He had just walked out of a meeting held by the committee of Capel Elfed New Village Hall, where he was forced to listen to the upper- class arrogance of Gloria Lloyd-Jones and the jabber of her sycophantic audience who sat hanging on to her every word. She was only thanking him for the large amount of money he had raised to build the new hall. Gloria was another one who treated Love like he was deaf or stupid. She stood open mouthed and watched him leaving as Sophie ran up behind him. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: was this in the lounge? or do they have a meeting room? how does it relate to the multipurpose pub he’s in now? 
Love only agreed to go to the meeting because it was held in the Drovers Tavern. 
The Drovers pub was not only the hub of the community, it was also a shop, post office and 
the cwtch bar was used regularly for the local clubs in the area.	Comment by Jeni Williams: so was that where the meeting was – or where he is now?

Love is the local celebrity. He is a famous author who writes historical and detective novels. He was made famous for writing the long running popular TV series, Murder Over the Bridge. He hated all the limelight that went with his fame. This is one of the reasons why he left the bright lights of Swansea to settle down in Capel Elfed. He did not realise at the time that he would be living amongst the likes of Gloria Hunter-Jones. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: was? - be consistent	Comment by Jeni Williams: not a critical comment but HA HA HA!
He was a good looking man who had just celebrated his 50th birthday. He dressed smart but casual and was always wearing a spotted silk cravat. Different colours for the days of the week. Burgundy was for Thursdays.

Love put on earplugs and listened to an audible book. He heard the committee members leaving the pub. He waved to Gloria and quickly opened his iPad and raised it to his face. He was lucky that Gloria took the hint. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: but he still heard …. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: in their direction? (he canit wave to Gloria if he can’t see her) and if she takes the himnt then that’s enough



Summer had come to an end as temperatures cooled swiftly to make way for the Autumn. The woodlands that surround the small hamlet of Capel Elfed had a tinge of rosiness to its green foliage that complimented the trees in the midday sun. The woodland floor was filled with decaying wood, fungi and moss. It was a beautiful day and the woods were showing off in their peaceful surroundings with the woodland creatures.
A shrill echoed through the woods.	Comment by Jeni Williams: something

‘Bloody hell!’ she cried rubbing her ankle.	Comment by Jeni Williams: don’t need here you’ve already had a shriek 
‘Where are you Tina? Sshouted Libby, disturbing the birds who flew off screeching in temper while the squirrels dashed up trees to escape the sudden burst of noise and activity in their ordinarily tranquil setting.	Comment by Jeni Williams: this sentence is too long 	Comment by Jeni Williams: I like this very much but hone it down	Comment by Jeni Williams: dashed isn’t squirrel like – it’s too direct and smooth. Squirrels move jerkily in stops and starts , maybe a different verb?	Comment by Jeni Williams: sudden disturbance (picking up on your earlier verb)

‘What happened?’ asked Libby.	Comment by Jeni Williams: maybe you could say watching her sister rubbing her ankle.
‘I tripped on a log and fell, help me up.’ 

They walked out of the woods and went back to the caravan which was parked in the Chapel car park and towed to a red Volvo. Libby opened the car to get her mobile phone. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: check on her phone?

‘The pub’s just further up a bit, it won’t take long.’ She said and asked Tina if about her ankle was OK.	Comment by Jeni Williams: maybe announced  /reported ? because she’s just looked it up[

‘I am fine, it was just an awkward fall but I want to wash before we go into the pub.’ She replied.	Comment by Jeni Williams: don’t need
Libby was impatient 	Comment by Jeni Williams: try always to link to character and find ways to indicate dialogue without too many tags
‘No time – come on.’




Two women walked into the bar of the Drovers Tavern. They were dressed from head to toe in the most fashionable of designer walking clothes. Sophie could tell they were not from around these parts and definitely ‘outsiders’ who were possibly lost. They looked alike but the age gap was confusing. They were either sisters or mother and daughter. Sophie could not make up her mind, but she will know before they leave – you can bet on it.	Comment by Jeni Williams: tenses

‘Can I help you?’ Sophie asked the woman with the short dark hair. She was the older one, and Sophie thought she was in her forties.
‘A dry white wine and a coke please.’ Tina said politely waving a twenty pound note in her hand.
Libby and Tina settled themselves on bar stools at the bar. There was only one other customer in the bar sat  sitting in the corner.	Comment by Jeni Williams: you say bar in the next sentence so cut here 

‘Hey, this is not a real twenty pound note.’ Sophie said placing their drinks on the bar and inspecting the money. placed their drinks on the bar and inspected the money.	Comment by Jeni Williams: consider 
‘It’s the new note and if you want, I can give you a tenner anyway – I didn’t realise how cheap the drinks would be.’ Tina took the twenty pound note and put it on the bar and swapped it with a ten pound note and gave it to Sophie. ‘Keep the change.’


‘Is it always this quiet?’ Libby asked.
‘Nope, the shop’s busy and we have builders staying in the rooms so we are full. It’s just that time of day.’ Sophie said, was hurt that two strangers would think the pub was not popular.
‘What, lunch time?’ Libby said in response.
‘It picks up at one when the Post Office is closed. As a matter of fact, we have plenty of bookings for meals today so if you’re hungry I suggest you order now.’ Sophie smiled lying through her white teeth and started to pour a Guinness.	Comment by Jeni Williams: very nice!

‘Take the twenty quid into the Post Office, they will tell you it’s not a forgery.’ Piped up Libby and passed the twenty pound to Sophie.	Comment by Jeni Williams: you can assume she’s speaking you don’t always have to say 

After Sophie took Love his pint, she went through the back of the bar and into the Post Office.

‘She’s a bit of a cow.’ Libby said as she watched Sophie take the pint to the man in the corner.

‘Just a bit suspicious of new people and loyal to the pub I think.’ Tina said.

‘She is pretty for a village girl.’ 

‘Sorry about the twenty pound but I have been abroad and not come across the new note yet.’ Sophie said smacking the twenty pound note on the bar.	Comment by Jeni Williams: sounds annoyed? maybe diff verb?

The pub never did get any busier and Tina was bored drinking coke and ordered a bottle of wine and two toasties. 
Tina was forty-two and ten years older than her sister Libby. An idea had occurred to her that they could rest in the caravan before driving off later. She will have wine!	Comment by Jeni Williams: why is this important? does she feel she has to prove herself? how do the two sisters differ from each other?	Comment by Jeni Williams: then she could have?

They sat at a table next to where Love was sitting. Tina approached him and asked if he would watch their rucksack and mobiles while they went to the bathroom.	Comment by Jeni Williams: little bit clumsy

Love gave her a broad smile and said that he would be honoured.

When the ladies returned, they thanked Love. Sophie came back with a Ploughmans lunch and set it out in front of him tucking a corner of the napkin into his cravat.
Love quickly pulled the napkin off and placed it on his lap. 

‘You need a nice glass of wine with that.’ Libby shouted across to Love. ‘Please get the kind man a glass of wine, a thank you for looking after our gear.

‘So, you asked Love who is blind to watch your bags?’ Sophie giggled.

‘Where’s his dog and I can’t see a stick.’ Libby said a little horrified. ‘We could have lost our mobile phones.’	Comment by Jeni Williams: phones?

Tina kicked her under the table hoping it was the bad leg. 

‘Love is quite capable of finding his way round without a dog and if you open your eyes his cane is leant on the wall there.’ Sophie said bitterly pointing to the cane standing to the right side of Love’s chair against the wall.	Comment by Jeni Williams: instead of using a verb – said – which you then qualify by a present participle pointing – just use pointed It’s more concise and direct

Tina followed Sophie to the bar apologising for her sisters behaviour and ordered a bottle of house white and a bottle of Malbec.

Love invited the ladies to sit with him. Sophie came over with the two bottles of wine. 

Tina was explaining to Love that they run a successful chain of thrift shops and was only in the area on business in Lampeter searching for suitable premises for a shop. The sisters had taken a week off to look around Carmarthen, Builth wells and Lampeter. 

‘You are kidding me?’ Sophie said. ‘You own Thrifty Nifty and there’s going to be a shop in Lampeter? She placed their toasted sandwiches on the table next to the wine. Her whole attitude towards them changed. Libby was half expecting Sophie to curtsy as she formally introduced herself to the sisters.

[bookmark: _Hlk35465349]‘Yes, that’s right and because the weather was so pleasant, we decided to walk Forthill and visit here for lunch.’ Tina said feeling chuffed that Sophie approved. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: as above – rather than ‘said feeling’ just use ‘felt’

Sophie went back to her bar duties.

Love was telling them about his latest book and the girls were giving him their life stories and he soon found out that neither of the girls them were married!	Comment by Jeni Williams: this is too descriptive. if Sophie keeps an eye on them then this could be her noticing and him showing an interest… 

They were born in Swansea and when Libby was two, her parents had died and they went to live in Bristol in a children’s home. Libby was adopted and Tina was sent to live with different foster parents. 	Comment by Jeni Williams: this is too direct – find a way to let it emerge
Love quickly changed the subject as the conversation grew dark and before long, they were all laughing again.

‘And he is a famous writer who can’t see!’ Libby roared and they all laughed. 

Love was feeling a bit squiffy. He took his cane and made his way to the bathroom. Love enjoyed the feeling when he was slightly drunk. He walked off balance anyway so that did not bother him. He felt more confident and good looking. At fifty, he felt he needed that bit of confidence with the ladies even though he did not realise how handsome he looked.	Comment by Jeni Williams: ?

He could smell Sophie’s perfume and knew she was about to grab his arm. He wished she would not do that but he did not want to upset her. 

‘Hey Soph, are the girls I am with pretty, tell me about them?’ Love said slurring his words slightly.

‘Yep, Libby is pretty in a Barbie way with long blonde hair and Tina is very attractive with short dark hair and I would bet they are sisters but a bit of an age gap and they wear make-up when they are out walking which is a bit vain if you ask me and you could do a lot worse.’ Sophie ended her spill spiel and took his arm carefully walking him towards the gents.

The pub was still empty apart from the three in the corner who were competing in a wine drinking competition. Sophie knew that Love was drunk and by the sound of the girls, they were pretty squiffy too.	Comment by Jeni Williams: mark time passing 

Tina went to the bar to buy more wine.

‘Love is such an unusual name.’ she said.
‘That’s just what us locals nicknamed him.’ Sophie explained.  ‘Love is blind! Get it? His real name is James Collins and he’s a famous writer.	Comment by Jeni Williams: but she knows this because he’s already told them about his books. And he must have told them his name.  maybe the famous and successful could be made more important  And then Tina realises who he is…. 



Tina sent a message to Libby. She really wanted to go. She had a plan.


THE END


Checking for mail
On braille is often quite
Painful on digits.	Comment by Jeni Williams: very nice!!!



