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Bridge
In front of me is two large cliffs, with a shattered bridge between, still sturdy yet broken in two halves. I can feel my heart stop, freezing in place as I stare at the bridge, did I really come this far just to be stopped? It looks too far a jump, and even if I were to reach, it looks as if I would be skewered, the spike look almost razor sharp. How has it come to this? The sun blares onto me, its rays attacking my skin, leaving red marks. I can hear birds squawking in the sky, my breathing echoes down the large crevasse. Even then, I can smell the smoke of their torches from afar, their marches and chants slowly creep up the mountain as the clashes of their pitchforks, of their knives and swords, ring out, it is deafening. My breathing starts to speed up, becoming uncontrollable.
“Are you really gonna stop now?” I hear a voice from behind me.
A man comes from behind me, stopping beside me as he takes off his feathered hat, and places it near his chest. I see the leather insignias all over his vest, all placed in a showing of pride along with a striped, brown tie in the middle. 
“You can hear them, right? All those bloodthirsty slavers coming for just one person.”
He steps forward as he waves his arms up and looks back at me, “You’ve gone too far to give up now, haven’t you?” he says, snorting at the statement.
“What was it you said? ‘I would rather die than stay here’ right? Well then, c’mon, where’s that fire!? That spark!?”
The man quickly turns towards the bridge, and rushes forward as his legs start to brace, he jumps, launching himself forward as his arms twist and turn in the air. Finally, he lands on the wooden platform, twirling as he turns back at me.
“Is it really that hard?! That impossible?!” He yells. “You escaped along with everyone else! What? Was that a fluke?!”
“Who the hell are you?!” I shout, though the hyperventilating makes it difficult.
The man laughs as he scratches his eyes, he paces back and forth before stopping in the middle of the bridge, placing his arms behind his back and stomping one foot into the floor, like an army general.
“Let’s just say I’ve been watching you for a very long time! From the first time you got that numbered tattoo to when you escaped that camp! It really has been a fun ride!”
I feel against my neck, caressing the tattoo as I stare in confusion.
“What does that mean?!”
“Does it really matter?! Just jump!”
I take a step towards the edge and look down, the cliff goes down for what looks like an age, showing no evidence of stopping in its darkness. My stomach starts to feel nauseous, not only that, but my legs also refuse to move, they only barely keep me up as my whole-body shakes, my eyes tearing up. What can possibly be down there? In that darkness? If I fall, there would be no one to even find me, I would just be swallowed by the void, never to be seen again. I can feel the wind pass me, stroking my skin, would the wind be against me when I jump? Maybe I’ll trip? Maybe I’m not strong enough and I’ll fall? Maybe…
“C’mon, is this really as far as you can go?” I hear him mutter.
I can feel my ears spike up, the heat on my cheeks burning up, like a complete fiery explosion, something not even the sun can combat.
“This is bloody pathetic… Your brothers died for you to reach this point! Are you really gonna let their deaths be in vain?! Then just stay there and die for all I care!”
I can feel the muscles around my arms tense up, my hands spasming as they start to clench by themselves.
“You want to see a jump! Fine!”
I walk back, breathing in an out as I stretch out my legs, moving into position as I point myself towards the bridge. My heart starts to beat faster as I stare at that open space, my body aching at even the smallest creak. With every second I look forward, the more and more that the gap in the bridge looks bigger and bigger, the wood sharper and sharper. I look behind me for a second, still listening to the light tapings of their boots as they scurry up towards me.
“Go will you?!”
My legs move forward, speeding up as each second ticks by. I almost close my eyes as I charge towards the bridge, my heartbeat nearly takes me off my feet. Finally, I can feel the wood underneath me, the taps of the wood echo into the large crevice, until… I jump.
My legs catapult me forward, throwing me towards the otherside, the large drop now underneath me. How did I make it this far just for a crevice to stop me? I land, I can feel my heart still pounding.
“There! What did you think of…!”
I spin around, he isn’t there, he isn’t anywhere? The man who had taunted me had disappeared under the blaring sun, as if he never even set foot here, a ghost of my imagination maybe? All I find is a lighter, bearing an insignia, lying neatly near the bridge.
I pick it up, flicking its spark until it lights up, and I walk up to the bridge, I throw it to the other side and watch as the wood gets engulfed in flames. I watch as the group chasing me appears over the hill and comes to a halt as they glare at the inferno. I can only think of one thing, the many brothers I had lost that day are the reason why I am even able to get this far. The sacrifice of many for one. I think of each of them, their smiling faces each looking towards me as we made our escape, and I also think of the tattoo on my neck, I can only think of one thing.
“I won.”
I walk away, refusing to look at the fire and smoke, listening as the men curse at me, threatening my very existence with their words, and leave towards the downward hill.

Bridge Commentary
Bridge is a story I had written based on a task that Dominic had given us, that task was to write about a character on a narrow bridge, and to then imagine there was a character on the other side of that bridge, the whole task was used for us to rely on senses and character emotion to give us the impression of the location, and in some way, the stakes. The story I had written I used to create world building and to develop a world, I also used this to create a character backstory, as the story then develops into being about a girl who has escaped enslavement, which she also escaped with others who then sacrifice themselves for her to live. The whole story revolves around this one jump that she has to take and how one character keeps trying to convince her to do so, this character being her conscience, though I kept that ambiguous so people could have their own impressions on who the character could be. She then escapes from the slavers chasing her by jumping over the broken bridge and then also cutting them off from her. In the end she ends the chase and moves on.
This task was quite a venture, as the whole process I went into developing the story more and more was quite rough, I started firstly with the interactions with the two characters and then developed story elements from there, at first being just a simple interaction between the two with no conflict apart from the fall, and then developing the backstory of the slave. This started to radically change as I looked back at what the task was and trying to introduce changes based on what was asked, first adding more sensory description which then led to more ideas, which then led to me introducing small bits of world building. I then also started to change dialogue to better fit the story, and I also thought of adding a characteristic to the conscience character to be more like a gentleman type but scrapped it as I felt it fit him more to be rough and gruff. 
It was incredibly helpful, before this I related world building to be something more complex, relating it mostly to fantasy and in some respects, horror. Using the demands of sensory description, I was able to better fit the world to the character and to also create more of the story, so for example, when thinking of smells, I thought the character could be smelling smoke, from torches that came from a mob, which gave me more ideas of the slave storyline. 
I also feel that this helped further develop my sensory descriptions, which I have been having trouble with as of late, not because I cannot write sensory description, but because I would focus completely on one aspect, so doing tasks like these help a lot, I was forced to think more about all sensory descriptions, and to completely put myself in the characters shoes.
I also feel that this helped develop more in writing emotion, another aspect I had been struggling with as of late, I feel that my writing, in relation to emotion, would follow a more comic book type of format, there would not be anything in the descriptions that allowed for the story to show how a character feels, only bits of monologue. Using this helps with writing emotion, and especially with emotions I have struggles with writing, such as anger which I have a completely different reaction to than others. Writing bits of fear and anger was a bit of a struggle as this also needed to fit the narrative more, the girl was being chased in this story and so she needed to feel as if she’s hurrying, or even that, if she is having second thoughts. Though on emotion, I also did use her inner thoughts to also create fear, using it as she asks questions to herself, though I did think of putting other questions like “What if a meteor comes down and hits me?” but I felt that didn’t fit the tone and would have been too much for her to think, and at too much of a big scale. 
What I felt I could have developed more of was the feel of the world, as I was writing, I was picturing the main character being in a post-apocalyptic world, but in the writing, apart from the slave aspect, there wasn’t really anything that suggested that she was living in such a world, I focused more on the crevasse, which was what we needed for the task, but the story could have built more around the crevasse as well, though I had trouble finding where to put that. I also feel I could have put a bit more characteristics for the main character, but I wanted to focus more on the bridge and the crevasse as well as the conflict of the chasing slavers and backstory.
In conclusion, this whole task was quite a undertaking, quite restrictive of location and character, but in the end, the end product was quite a fun piece to write, I feel that through this whole process, I had learnt quite a bit about world building and also feel that this whole story helped further develop my writing skills in some aspects, while this story is not a masterpiece, it did introduce a few new skills in the process and allow me to develop this type of character and world. This was overall helpful, and the prompt did lead to a more creative result. 
Serial killer.
Jason Cha, in this story, at his hometown, he is arresting for murdering 20 teenage girls, all in secluded locations while they were coming home, this includes a girl on of the characters in this story knew, as this spans back to when they were teenagers. Jason was seen as a kind boy and hardworking, acing all of his exams and also being a part of a club. His friends were also very close to him, he never showed any signs of his murderous tendencies, only showing some of his feelings about girls in their later years.
Jason Cha, The Teenage Strangler.
Each of us decided, on the final day of school, that we would meet every year on the anniversary of our final day. How long has that been now? 10 years? I remember back then, with just me, Henry, and Jason. We were completely inseparable, even if we didn’t get as popular as the other kids, we were happy. I remember how Henry was, I guess the word for him would be ‘Lovable Jackass’, he would always get into fights with Jason, not only that but he was known for being the class clown, always trying to be funny with teachers, but he was a good friend. Jason was the smart one, he seemed to always know everything, not only that, but he always had the best grades, almost like everything was elementary to him. He was kind of a smartass, though I think he knew that, he would always use that to annoy us. More than any of that though, he was a good guy, I remember how he would try to help anyone in trouble, he would hold these kind of study sessions for struggling students, which both me and Henry always went to, of course. I could picture him being a doctor.
*Knock Knock*
That must be them, I strut towards the door, turning the handle as the door swings open, nearly taking my head off. Henry is waiting in the cold, his hands in his pockets, though I find it hard to imagine that he would be cold, the coat he is wearing looks too big for him, almost looking comical.
“Henry!” I shout.
He shivers, “Hey Ben, I know it’s been a year but can we speak inside! It’s freezing out here!”
Henry walks inside, stomping his feet on the welcome mat as he unzips his coat, placing it on a nearby coat rack. He strolls behind me through the hall and into the living room placing himself on the sofa as if it is his destined spot, as if it is made for him. I wander to the back, into the kitchen.
“I’m guessing you want some tea?” I yell, putting the kettle on in the process.
“Actually, if you have some coffee, I would love some!” He answers.
After I made us some drinks, I tip toe back into the living room, making sure to not spill the drinks, and place his cup next to him and sit down, right on the carpet, and taking a sip of my tea.
“…uh… ok?”
“…Oh! Sorry, I find this more comfortable!”
We watch TV for a minute before we speak, I don’t think we ever had awkward silences like this, hell, he was normally the one to be the one speaking, not me. Not only that, but he normally comes over with Jason, yet he is nowhere to be found.
“So, what’s up man? You normally come over with Jason, is he not coming this year?” I ask.
I look over to see Henry looking down, with a look of guilt on his face, I can see how much his hands shake, it looks like he is about to drop his cup. His eyes look wide open, not only that, but I can see the bags under his eyes, the purple complexion making it worse.
“Judging by what you’re asking, I’m guessing you don’t know what happened to him do you?” He asks, though with a much more serious tone than I’m used to.
“No? What are you going on about?”
“… You remember that girl, what was it… Rachel?”
“Yeah? She went missing around our last year, right? Why? Was she found? I know Jason had a crush on her at the time, right?”
He nods, tapping a finger on the top of his cup.
“Yeah, they found her… they found her dead in the forest near our school.”
I can feel my ears perk up, I feel like my body was just shaken up violently, the hairs on the back of my neck stick up.
“…Oh.”
I place my cup on the table, turning myself towards him as he breathes out a sigh.
“What has this got to do with Jason, Henry?” I glare at him, though I don’t think he realises.
“It was him, the fucker killed her.”
I stare at him, though I fall completely still and silent, my eyes, though I am still staring at him, it feels like I’m staring at a void, it burns. My chest feels completely empty, with no air and no heartbeat. My mind fixates on the memories of our teenage years, scanning them repeatedly.
“…You’re lying” I mutter.
“What?”
“I said you’re lying!” I screech, throwing myself onto my feet as his eyes are filled with shock. “You know it yourself! He had a crush on her, why in the hell would he kill her?! You know Jason! He would never do something like this!” I yell, forcing down tears.
“Ben, you have to listen to me, he fully confessed to the whole thing, not only that, but he showed the police his other victims, do you really think he is innocent?! The bastard tricked us both alright?! He was never the guy we thought he was…”
We both fall silent, the buzzing of the TV echoes through the room, being the only sign that time is moving forward. He couldn’t have done that, right? I remember how much he would talk about her, almost as if she was his own girlfriend, he would talk about her beauty, the way she would laugh, the way she would talk. If he killed her, why would he talk so fondly of her.
“I remember how much he talked about her…”
…?!
“He would obsess over her, talking about so many things he really shouldn’t know, and remember how he would talk about going to her house? I always thought it was a joke, you know how he was? He would always go for the edgiest of shit, I didn’t think he actually would do that.”
Right, I forgot about that.
“… He was weirdly possessive, wasn’t he?” I ask.
We both look at each other, I’m guessing both of us are thinking the same thing. How did we never see it? I remember the times he would creep me out, the way his eyes seemed to be vacant, the way he would change at the flick of a switch, almost as if he was suiting himself to peoples wants. But I remember how he tended to help people in trouble, I remember how he would help us with our homework, even if we were just a bit late about it. He would always know the answers, almost like he knew them by heart. 
“I know what you’re thinking.” Henry says, with a hint of anger in his eyes. “All of the things he did for us were fake, alright?
Fake? Everything he ever did was fake? Everything he ever said was fake too? Then was our promise fake? Were we ever friends in the first place? How could he do that?! No matter how much I think about it, it feels like a memory of mine had been corrupted, perverted. How could those memories have happened if we were never friends in the first place?! 
“Hey, sorry but could you leave me alone for a minute?” I demand.
“Ok but… I don’t really have a place to go tonight man” Henry says, still looking down.
“It’s fine, there’s a guest bedroom upstairs, stay up there if you want, alright?”
“Ok”
As Henry leaves upstairs, I am left behind to my thoughts, in the empty silence that fades into the sounds of the white noise. I fall asleep, dreaming of only white noise, as the night ends.
A Christmas
Christmas is always a messy time for my family. Though it is always nice, Francis always came with his kids, all here to see me and to play around the house. Gemma was always on her lonesome, complaining about how her boyfriend dumped her the other day, like usual, though I don’t find that to be a bad thing. Every year, me and Richard would always put up the lights in the front garden, oh, how the house would light up, it became our own Christmas tree, except completely made of brick.
It feels like such a distant memory now, when was it? A year ago? I haven’t really seen any of them since then, not with this whole bloody crisis. It’s only Richard and me, we haven’t even put up the lights yet, not even the tree, it feels almost like we are skipping Christmas, but I would never do that for the world.
“So when are we putting it up?” Richard said, handing me a cup of tea as he sat on the sofa, next to me.
I set the teacup on the glass table, “I think we should start doing it soon.”
We fall silent, staring at the tele as Richard took a few sips of his tea, only making the sounds of laughter as each minute passed.
“…Oh! I forgot that I need to write the Christmas card!” I yell, chuckling to myself.
I get up from the sofa and walk into the hallway and place my right leg onto the first stair, holding the railing as I trudge up the stairway. It always feels weirdly nostalgic to do so, on the walls are all the memories we have created along the way, pictures always staring me in the face, with all of its participants smiling at the sound of the word “Cheese!”, but it feels… I don’t know… lonely? As I stare at the images, I remember the old memories, I still remember the time that I had to send Francis to school, it felt like I was sending him to another country, never to see him ever again, and the way Richard held me, it was like he was cradling me, like a baby.
“Geana, love, are you all right?!”
The sharp yell nearly makes me jump, I turned my head towards the living room to see Richards head poking out, the sunlight poking through the window made his silhouette seem almost see through.
“I’m alright Richard!”
Right, the cards. I walk up the stairs and into our bedroom, opening a drawer in the nightstand next to our bed, and grabbing the cards. Our room has always felt cold, though I guess that’s because of the poor insolation, but it feels different lately, like the whole room is trapped in an icy block. All the pictures in the room have been turned downwards, the hung frames bearing no pictures whatsoever, but why is…?
“Do you need help love?”
Richard came into the room, a smile on his face like usual, sometimes I just think he’s a dopey old man, unable to frown, or even to furrow his eyebrows.
“I’m… I’m fine, C’mon, let’s get these finished up!”
We scurry down the stairs and into the living room, planting ourselves into the sofa, each card, at least to me, always feels like I’m sending someone a small postcard from holiday, sometimes with a souvenir. It always feels nice to give them, at least to my grandkids.
Suddenly, I hear the phone ring, though I guess it doesn’t really surprise me.
“Should I pick it up?” Richard said.
“No, I got it”
As I pick myself out of the chair, I wonder to myself who it could be, maybe it’s Francis? He seems to always call at this time of year anyway, maybe as a heads up, though heaven forbid if its Gemma, I head through the kitchen door.
As I reach the phone, I can feel my hand tremble, which should be normal, but this time, it was as if something had taken control of them, an energy that forces my hand away, I picked up the phone.
“… Hello?” I say, trying to hide the nervousness in my voice.
“Is this Mrs Turner?” I hear an almost posh voice ask.
“Yes? Who is it?”
“I’m calling from Greensman Hospital asking if your family has made funeral arrangements?”
My head starts to hurt, “What?”
I hang up the phone and quickly turn to the sofa, only to see it vacant, with no Richard to be seen. I rush over, bumping into the door as my whole body goes wobbly, on the glass table, all that is there is a teacup, still filled with tea, as if nobody ever touched it. 
It couldn’t be right?! For him to just disappear like that is absurd!
“… Richard?” I whisper.
I start to frantically check everywhere, my heart dropping more and more as each room I checked bears no evidence of Richard, even our bedroom. I was left with an empty house, which was empty only because of Richard.
He has to be here! He can’t be anywhere else! I run towards the phone, Francis has to know! He always seems to know these things. I put in his phone number and hear it ringing, the ringing seems to drag on for longer and longer, until finally, he picks up.
“Hello-“
“Francis! Do you know where your Dad is!? I have been looking for him everywhere and I can’t seem to find him!”
“Mum, I-“
“He was just here helping me with the Christmas cards! Now he’s just gone, disappeared into thin air!”
“Mum, I’ve been telling you this for the last month, Dad, he’s-“
He’s gone.
Christmas has always been a happy time of year for me, but now, Christmas is going to be one of the worst days of my life. I set the phone down, slowly walking towards the sofa in the living room and setting myself down as I start to sob, the tears burned my eyes as they gave me a migraine, the light from the window becomes blinding.
“This year is going to be lonely”.
Personal Experience
My biggest fear, more than anything in my life, is losing a person I love, whether through hate or through death, which creates some sort of irony, I guess. A person who prefers to be alone fears losing someone.
To me, death isn’t something to be scared of, not personally anyway. Even though I think about death a lot, for me death is just a stage, and when I finally pass that stage, I move onto the next, occupying whoever is born and becoming them. In the nights, I tend to think a lot, though I guess ADHD is the main culprit for this. A few nights ago, I had an existential crisis. Yeah, I know, maybe a bit jarring to mention that, right? 
Sleepless nights tend to be common for me, the number 5 being even more common on my alarm clock. What I normally do is close my eyes and imagine, it tends to let me fall asleep, but this night was a bit different. The bed I sleep on is quite uncomfortable, the springs squeak a lot, and I always wonder how it sounds to the person under me, with the loud springs always sounding so awkward whenever I move. It always felt like the sun had risen, even though the night had still covered the town, the flashing light of another block seemed to be more annoying than useful.
My thoughts seemed to take over, I thought of my family. One day, no matter what I do, I will lose someone else. That is a fact that everyone must get to grips with, but for me, I can never be prepared for that. The more I thought about it that night, the more scared I felt, I could feel my body seize up, my chest tighten, almost choking me to death, until I finally jolted out of my bed, having a full panic attack. I could feel this dread come over me, like gravity had completely taken hold, and it had started to crush me. I didn’t know, and still don’t know, why I felt that way, why just thinking about that had completely crushed my spirit, and almost broke me in the process. It took me an hour to get over it, the pacing around the room drove me to near insanity, the room itself felt like my own personal confinement, but to me, most of all, it made me feel like a child again. I remember back when I first found out about death, how I would have nightmares about it, and they were violent. I would dream about losing my mother in horrible ways, whether that was murder or an accident, it did not matter, to me it was the worst boogeyman a child could have, it didn’t even need to hide under a bed or in a closet, only in my thoughts.
That night, I fell asleep with that thought constantly in my mind, still shaken from the monster called fear that had played me like a puppet.

1 The boogeyman,
2 Always chasing,
3 From the start of life,
4 To the end of death,
 
2 Always chasing,
5 His claws sharp,
4 To the end of death,
6 His figure changes,
 
5 His claws sharp,
7 Almost like a scythe,
6 His figure changes,
8 His fur a black coat

7 Almost like a scythe,
3 From the start of life,
8 His fur a black coat
1 The boogeyman,


