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	A) READING:  
CREATIVE 
ENGAGEMENT 
 
	 
At least 8 submissions  
(only date and session – don’t print out) 
10/11/19
Posted THE BAG and DOWNSTAIRS, with downstairs having minimal changes
9/11/19
Posted reworks of BEN and ID
3/11/19
Posted INEQUAL EQUALITY and ID
30/10/19
Posted a finished version of DOWNSTAIRS
27/10/19
Posted by Jeni, BEN was posted and an Unfinished version of DOWNSTAIRS
	 
At least 4 sets of peer feedback 
(only date and session – don’t print out) 
3/11/19
Posted a critique for Abbies post called “Disrupting Preconceptions”.
1/11/19
Posted a critique on Abbies monologue labelled “25.10.19”. I also Posted a Critique for Nissim for the post he labelled PTSD.
30/10/19
[bookmark: _GoBack]Posted a critique on a post Luke had made called “Small Scene”.
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	B) WRITING: PORTFOLIO 
ELEMENT 
	 
EXAMPLE 
	 
TITLE & DESCRIPTION 
	WORD COUNT 

	 
1. Exercise in form and structure 
	 
(i) A play in 6 exchanges;  
(ii) a one-act play;  (iii) a dramatic 
monologue;  
 
	 Downstairs
A story about a strange man whose daughter has gone missing, even though he has little reaction to it.
	 1379

	 
2. Exercise in characterisation 
	 
(i) a dialogue establishing characters though 
contrast;  
(ii) a monologue or dialogue demonstrating character development;  (iii) a scene from a longer play demonstrating pace change (leading to climax 
or resolution); 
 
	 BEN
A story about two climbers who have gone up a mountain and have become trapped in a ravine. The two talk about the legend of “Ben, the Summit Killer”.
 
 
 
 
	 1196

	 
3. Exercise in a chosen genre 
	 
a piece playing with dramatic conventions –  eg of realism/fantasy; 
 
	 ID
A story about a boy who has amnesia, he discovers some memories and sees he doesn’t want to remember said memories.
 
	 1504

	
	
	TOTAL WORDS 
	 4079
 


 
* While both READING and WRITING elements  are necessary to pass the module, only WRITING exercises are included in the 2,000 words word count  
































Downstairs
This is of a Middle-aged man who is quite segregated from social interaction, he finds staring to be offensive or scary, always focusing on people’s eyes, he has a daughter that hasn’t been seen in days and even his own family don’t want to talk to him
[Man walks on stage, carefully looking out a window to his right and then sitting down on the sofa next to him, still looking outside, he looks towards the audience and jumps a tiny bit, then quickly looks back outside]
You must be wondering, what is this man looking at? Well? You aren’t really gonna get an answer, I don’t know myself.
(Pause)
[He Grabs a newspaper next to him and opens it] You know, I used to have people over all the time, sometimes for dinner and maybe for tea. They would always comment on the furniture, “Your table looks brand new, actually, why is it that most of your things look brand new?”, (Slight pause) I would always say “I’m just a clean person!”.
[Pauses as he starts shaking his leg] “You don’t look it”.
Cheeky fucks, while we would talk all they would do is look around, keeping their eyes glued to the damn walls and ceilings, as if they were looking for something. I got nothing to hide, unlike them. Ah--- Hold on!
[He rushes towards the window as his face grows distant and full of anger]
Ah, sorry about that. I have this neighbour across the road, Miss Croswell, she is the worst of it, always peeking at other people windows. As if she can say anything! I know what her kids are like, always going out in the nights for a quick shag. [Laughs] I wonder where they get that from, a slag like her I hope. Anyway, where was I- Ah right! I was [Pause] …She doesn’t like it when I stare, oh the looks she gives me, she always looks back in disgust. One day, she went up to me and asked “Where is that daughter of yours?” “Daughter? What’re you on about?”
“I have none?”
I remember her looking almost angry, “Don’t joke about such things, my son hasn’t seen her in days!” [Looks down and away from the audience] But it’s like I told her, I have no daughter. “Aren’t you a bit lenient with your kids?”
Ever since then, she has given me this dirty look. Her face painted with a frown.
What a miserable old cow.
[Fade out]


[Fade in]
[The man is leaning against the living room doorway; he stares at the window that now have closed curtains]
I saw the little bastard at my window, looking through and looking, I ran out the front door and threw him across the yard, I’m sure all he has are scrapes and bruises. “Where is she” he said, “Where did you put her!” I told him “I know as much as you kid”. Last time we spoke I said that I didn’t have a daughter, yeah, I lied. She ran away, I only just went to the police yesterday, and oh did they ask me questions, 
Police: “Why did it take you so long to come to us?” 
Man: “I have a life outside of her you know, I was too busy”
Police: “Why do you think she ran away”
Man: “I don’t know, maybe one of her brothers put her up to it, he has always had a fascination of her”
Police: “Where was she last seen?”
Man: “I have no idea, why don’t you ask one of her friends or something?”
Their eyes grew to judge me, always looking down on me as I answered their questions. When I got home, I could see Miss Croswell again, this time with horror in her eyes. “Where is she!” She asked, “Where did you put her?” Mother like Son, I guess.
The Police came over today, and they decided to come kicking, bringing a whole squad of cars along with their damn cameras. As they came up to my door I opened it and asked “Officer, what is this?”
“I’m sorry sir, but we have a search warrant for your address, I suggest that you stand aside!”
They rushed in here with their damn cameras, taking pictures of every nook and cranny of the house. (Pause) You know what, I bet it was that Bitch across the way, [He quickly sits down on the sofa].
But I sometimes hear things in the night, like, I don’t know, movement.
[He pauses and looks to his left side, looking upset and full of anger]
They asked me about her, my wife, (Pause) that whore. I remember her, always giving me that damn look in her eye! (Pause) if I needed someone to pity me I’d might as well have gone homeless. She always cleaned, looking around as if I have something to hide, I know what she was like! She… She loved to sleep around, oh yes, she might think that I didn’t know, but I did! Every week, she’d go out, saying she needed to go shopping. Oh I know that was a lie.
(Pause)
I loved that witch, but she disobeyed me.
(Pause, he then looks towards the audience)
I guess that’s what they had in common.
[Fade Out]

[Fade In]
[The man is sitting on the sofa, it has specks of blood on it and the man is full of sweat, and he is grasping a glass of whiskey. The table in front of him is overturned, glass scattered over the floor, a chain along with a pair of handcuffs and a collar is next to the sofa as well as a bottle of whiskey]
My “Daughter” (Laughs) Oh what a funny word, Daughter. She was always so cheerful when she was a kid, she would always ask me “Dad, how did you meet Mom?” and I would always say “You’ll learn when you grow up sweetie”. I was truly happy then, the neighbours would always visit, having tea or lunch over the house. She would be playing with the other kids, (he takes a sip of the whiskey) always cheerful like I said. She… she turned 12 and… well let’s just say I was less than pleased, (another sip) she would always go over there, to Miss Croswell’s house with that boy. I would- (Sounds of banging underneath the floorboards, he listens for a second and yells) I would shut the fuck up down there if you know what’s good for you! (Banging continues, he laughs, banging persists for the rest of the performance) She never listens to me, I told her to stop going over there, but she went there anyway (He laughs again, slowly getting up off the sofa and then he throws his glass into the wall, spraying whiskey everywhere) She disobeyed me, so she paid the price just like her mother did. 
(He sits back down)
You’re probably wondering what all this is, don’t worry about it. It’s perfectly normal, she must be taught somehow. Everyone one’s doing it, even that slut across the street, you know. They always judge, they always god damn judge, (Yelling) well what if I want something for my efforts! They always say parenting is hard, so why can’t I have some compensation for it!? She disobeyed me, she provoked me, she is the reason she’s down there.
(Blue and red lights flicker in the window; he then grabs the bottle on the floor and stands up)
Well, my time is up. (He takes one last drink from the bottle, after that he runs into the hall and comes back with a knife.) This is what I get for being a good parent, (He looks to the window and points) that slag can’t even teach her kids to keep to themselves, yet she gets to live, why?! Why does a horrible parent like her get to live while a parent like me gets to die? I just don’t get… I… I don’t get it.
[The man stands there motionless as sound of banging start erupting through the house, the door cracking at the pressure, the man then holds the knife to his throat, allowing the scene to fade out]





BEN
Synopsis: Two people fall into a crevice, having been friends since school, they wait for rescue as they talk about the past of the killer known as the “Summit Killer”.
Characters:-
John
Daniel
Callum
Stranger

Start
[John and Daniel fall from a cliff, hitting the ground as they argue with each other, the ravine they have fallen into is surrounded by ice, their equipment is thrown about along with their bag packs]
John: Argh!... (Angrily) Get off me!
[John shoves Daniel off him, sounds of movement against stone walls could be heard]
Daniel: What are you doing?! Are ye trying to kill me?
John: (Sarcastic) What? Nooo. I wouldn’t do what you did to me.
Daniel: Did to you? What’re ye talking about?
[Sounds of wind along with loud footsteps as they start drifting away]
John: Is that-
Daniel: Callum! Get back here you bastard!
[Daniel jumps onto the wall only for him to fall right off]
John: Of course that’s not going to work you idiot, just calm down for a second!
(John scratches the top of his head as he grasps the bottom of his legs, letting out a small grunt in pain.)
John: Jesus! Look, maybe he’s gonna get some help, look, why don’t we just wait for a bit.
Daniel: Yes because Callum, the king of cowards, is going to get help for us. We need to reach the fucking summit John!
John: (Sarcastic) All right then, sure, keep trying to climb up that wall, I’m sure that’ll work for you!
Daniel: All right, All right, we’ll wait for a bit then. What’ve we got left in our bags anyway?
John: Let me see… (grabs the bag next to him and starts searching through it) Apart from all our other shit, we have a few bars of chocolate, a bundle of rope and a torch.
Daniel: …are you being serious?
John: (Sarcastic) oh sorry, let me just shout back up to the dickhead that has half our stuff! Why the hell did we ask him to join the climber’s association?
Daniel: I don’t know, I’m not the one who invited him to climb with us! We should have brought Reggie!
John: Oh, shut up!
(Sounds of harsh winds echo around as the two waits for a bit in silence, John lays onto his side while Daniel stands up and looks around, shuffling around the space)
Daniel: Hey Johnny
John: Firstly, don’t call me that, secondly, what?
Daniel: Isn’t this how Ben went out?
John: Ah shut up, would you?!
Daniel: Isn’t it?
[John sits up as he lets out a sigh, Daniel follows as he sits down next to him]
John: No, Ben died from a head injury. Supposedly he was supposed to be with another climber, but he was found on his own. Some people called it a murder but there was no evidence to support the theory.
Daniel: What do you think?
John: I think it’s a bunch of nonsense, he probably hit his head on the fall.
Daniel: Yeah but… Wasn’t there a lot of people that wanted him dead.
[John scratches his head, Daniel looks on gleefully]
John: (Sigh) Yeah there was a lot of talk around him… to be honest, he was kind of an asshole. Some of the climbers that he went with would mysteriously disappear and then turn up dead a few years later. He was involved in all sorts, some people even saying he was involved in the Mafia.
Daniel: Really?
John: I wouldn’t believe it, but after his death, a few things about the deaths of climbers started propping up. The police searched his home and found some old souvenirs of some of the dead climbers, along with that were pictures of the bodies.
Daniel: So, he was a serial killer?
John: Yeah, they dubbed him “The Summit Killer”, because of how he would kill them right before they reached the summit of their climbs.
Daniel: Didn’t you know him before this?
John: How the hell didn’t you know him? Yeah, you could say that, we were friends in school but back then, he was still an asshole. He was very sporty, so that leaked into his social life, so if you seemed weak and disagreed with him over things like basketball, guess whose shit list you just appeared in.
Daniel: Yeah, he was an ass, but why did he murder all those men? Where did it all start?
John: (Sarcastic) Yes, because me being an old acquittance will give us all the answers.
Daniel: I’m just asking.
John: Look, just drop it. I have no idea all right?
Daniel: All right, all right, fine.
[John sits in silence as Daniel stands up, he starts to scan the room as he touches the walls]
John: How is it you don’t know anyway? We were in the same school!
Daniel: Yeah? So? Look I was worrying more about other shit back then man!
John: What like that girl you were chasing? What was her name?
Daniel: Drop it!
John: Ah, Susan! Wow really, Susan?
Daniel: I said drop it!
John: (Laughing) All right, All right!
(Slight Pause, John is still sitting in the middle, staring at the audience until he starts speaking)
John: Now that I think of it… there is one incident I can think of-
Daniel: Really! What?!
John: How don’t you know? It was talked about all over school! In our last year, his brother was getting bullied by… I think his name was Jacob. Ben did not take kindly to that, so…
Daniel: Well, what happened?
John: Well, what the hell do you think happened?! He walked up to him during a lunch break and beat Jacob half to death.
Daniel: What happened to him?
John: Well, he was in a hell of a state. Ben beat him so badly he was just clinging to life, his jaw, it was literally hanging by a thread. The boys face was just a pile of meat and bones.
[pauses]
John: Let’s just say that he was never the same ever again, and I mean this for both parties.
Daniel: Really, what happened with Ben?
John: He was expelled, thrown basically down the rabbit hole of schools around the country until he dropped out.
Daniel: Really?
John: Yep.
[Sounds of footsteps start emerging, both shoot back up to their feet]
Callum: Hey! Are you two all right down there?
Daniel: About fucking time, what took you so long?
Stranger: Is this them?
Callum: Yep, they are on the list, right?
Stranger: Well, one of them is at least.
[A few more footsteps then a stop]
Stranger: Is one of you named John?
John: Yes that is me, why? What’s going on?
[A gun is thrown down, John backs away and looks straight at it while crouching down and picking it up]
Daniel: W-What is this?
Stranger: Sorry you got dragged into this, but orders are orders. Ben gifts this to you with love John.
[Sounds of two sets of footsteps start backing away]
John: (Yelling) No, come back here you bastard! You can’t just leave us here!
John: No, Come Back!
[FADE]






















ID
This is a monologue of a boy who has amnesia, he has no recollection of who or what he was or even what had happened to him. Only that his name is David Copperfield, we find that he is afraid of remembering himself, almost as if that would be the death of him.
David is placed in a hospital room, in the middle there is a hospital bed, to his right there is a window and some drawers next to his bed, to his left is the entrance to the room along with a patient monitor, there is also a blank board on the wall.
[David is sitting in a hospital bed, reading through a book as we hear a beep in the room]
David…
(He pauses, looking around the room in a panic)
David, David… who was that again? Is he a friend? I can’t for the life of me remember!
(He pauses and then starts reading into the book again)
Every time they always ask me the same damn questions, 
“Do you remember anything?” 
“What’s the last thing you remember?” 
“Do you even know your name?”.
I always repeat the same answer, (Sighs) “I don’t know”. They even let other people see me, lots of different people claiming to be my this and my that. Like, two people came in the other day, a woman and a man. The woman there just kept crying, why? Yet the man… I don’t even know what he was thinking. His eyes were just blank (pause) something about him gives me the shivers. “Do you know who we are?” he asked, “No, I haven’t the faintest idea, why? Do you people know me?”. I hope to god they know me, cause I don’t, all I got was a shocked look from the woman but the man, he looked almost pleased... anyway, another time, they sent this group of 4 people to me, and again “Do you know who we are?” and again… well I guess you know. They stayed for a bit and talked about… well me. Apparently, I’m quite smart, which I find hard to believe. A straight A student, which I find even funnier… But they kept telling me to get better, get better? What’s wrong with me? Am I ill? I mean, the doctors keep coming in, checking my head and asking me questions but… I just don’t get it.
[David looks down, reading more of the book]
Oh, you probably wonder about this book, it’s a diary apparently from this guy, David. They told me to read it, the doctors I mean, they keep saying this is my diary, but I don’t remember anything about it. He had a girlfriend, a group of friends, he was part of his school’s football team, am I really capable of any of this? I just…
Don’t know.
[Fade out]

[Fade in]
[He is still sitting in the hospital bed, looking out the window to his right]
Why won’t they let me leave?! They just keep saying I’m sick. Their damn testing is getting on my nerves, always asking me “Do you remember anything”, except this time, they said it differently! Well, whatever.
[He looks towards the drawers, grabbing a sketchbook from it and opening it]
Ah, sorry, I haven’t really been doing anything while I’ve been here, so I started to pick up drawing… (He looks at the paper and starts frowning) I showed some of my friends, but all they told me is that “I” wouldn’t do something like draw, I… was too smart for that. What the hell is that supposed to mean? I showed it to those two as well, that woman has always been nice to me but that man, his ice-cold eyes were now filled with anger. At one point, that woman left for a minute and it was just me and him, he looked at me and said, “Stop focusing on such pointless things!”
“You’re the reason she’s in this mess!”
(pause) I just looked at him confused, all I showed him was this (He shows a drawing of two people, a boy and a girl, on a bridge, the drawing has been shaded so that the viewpoint is that of a car, the car lights illuminating everything, the boy pauses for a bit) I don’t know why I keep drawing this, this image of two people on a bridge.
[He looks back outside and then sighs]
Do I really need to remember so badly? I’m fine the way I am now, without my memory and all! I mean, what will happen to me if I do remember? Will I just fade? But that’s what everyone wants don’t they?
I don’t think I want to know. (Pause) The image of the bridge, a boy and a girl, why does it scare me so much? (He looks back at the image) A car? What does it mean?
[Fade out]

[Fade in]
[He is sitting next to the window as it rains, the board on the wall is full of the dame bridge drawing, but with each drawing, the quality gets worse]
They keep asking me to remember, not as if it were a request but more as if it were a demand. How do I do that? Why should I do that? I don’t even know who this David person is like, is he nice? Is he an ass? I don’t know. I argh- (He hold his head in pain, He starts to speak in a quick fashion) We stand at a bridge, a cold evening, she holds my hand as if she were about to lose something, car, car, car!
[pause as he walks across the room, still holding his head in pain. After that he sits down on the bed] Why do I get these things? These sudden bursts of memory. The first time I went to school, the first time I kissed a girl, the first time I got into a fight. I get them, but when I think about them, it… kind of hurts. I think about what-ifs I didn’t know about, like what-if I didn’t argue with a friend. Like Argh- (David gets up out of his bed and then falls to the falling, writhing in pain, he stops as he starts to speak quickly) Look up, Father, Father, she’s lying on the floor, her eyes void, wake up, wake up, wake up! No, stop it! I- (He stops completely, then gets up as he clutches his head)
Wha- where am I? Wait, what the hell? What the hell is this?
(He runs out of the room)
 [Fade out]

[Fade in]
[He is sitting in bed, looking through the old sketchbook]
I woke up here not so long ago, almost like I had been in deep sleep. Apparently, all I have been doing since I got here was draw, but I don’t really remember that at all. (He grabs the sketchbook and starts staring at the drawings) Why did I keep drawing this? (He looks a bit closer) Now that I think of it, it kinda looks like me and Jessica? Why does- Argh (He holds his head and starts speaking quickly) Blood, blood, blood, a man is standing over, his eyes cold, ice cold, too cold! (He stops, looking around) What was that? (Pause) I have asked so many times, but why? Why won’t they let me see her?! She was admitted here as well wasn’t she? I Argh Goddamn- (He pauses then speaks quickly) Look up, Father, Father, she’s lying on the floor, her eyes void, wake up, wake up, wake up! (Pauses again) Why the hell do I keep getting those damn things!? I-
(A man walks in; he looks to be from the couple from before)
Ah- Hello sir! Sorry but could you leave me alone for a minute? I think your daughter needs you more than I do anywa- (The man comes closer; David starts looking in fear)
Cold eyes…
[We fade out as the man goes up to the bed]

[Fade in]
[David is staring blankly at a wall, he seems confused. He is wearing bandages around his head, his face bruised]
David? Who is that? They keep asking me about him for some reason? Why? Do I need to know about him? Anyway… my name is… Connor, right? Yes, Connor. He kept telling me that at least.
My dad told me that.
Father, Father, she’s lying on the floor, her eyes void.
Father, Father, she’s lying on the floor, her eyes void?
Why are her eyes void?
No, no, those are hallucinations, Jessica isn’t real, yes, he told me, not real, nope.
[He looks up, as if looking at another person]
Why would he lie to me? He isn’t lying, nope, why would he lie to me. I need surgery, yes, yes, to get you out of my head.
Father, Father, she’s lying on the floor, her eyes void.
[He repeats this as the scene fades out]

 
