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Out of Place
 
TASK 4: Start a story from the middle.

Ruth tossed and turned and tried to block out the noise on the windows and the tocking of the tall, old clock downstairs.
‘You just lie there.’ she said switching on the lamp, ‘some guard dog, you are.’
Barefoot in her pyjamas, she made her way down the narrow stairs in the glow of the lamp from her room, and to the living room where the fire was still burning as though it had just been made, Odd, she thought, as she watched the shadows play on the Chinese rug, that graced the flag-stone floor, then climbed the patterned wallpaper.
A waft of cold air touched her face and turning sharply she saw for the first time the portrait of a boy in an alcove. The shaded eyes seemed fixed on hers.
The trees were almost bare. As she approached the slatted gate. Ruth thought someone should find the time to clear up the mouldy brown mush littering the garden path. The owners surely?
‘Come.’ The face of the boy spoke to her, ‘come closer.’ He whispered; his voice was smooth as whipped cream. Ruth responded willingly, there was a faint smell of raspberry, was she imagining this? His lips were deep pink and soft. They spoke her name, ‘Ruth. Ruth.’
Suddenly Ruth tripped, although, she would swear, later she had been shoved. She fell, head-on into the frame, which moved. The whole picture and alcove moved forward, which launched her into a space of blackness.
Her screams had no sound, not hers anyway. They were screams from a faraway place. Like the cry of a wolf mountains away. 
Ruth was spinning in darkness, never ending. Images in her head reeled at a frightening speed. The cottage: the face of the boy. Why had she ventured alone?
It came out of blue, this lovely, White-washed cottage. Situated in the Welsh countryside, a few miles out of town. In the photograph, it had a small wildflower garden and was surrounded by woodland and open fields. With Jiffy in mind, who she thought would love it. She made the booking. 
This was Jiffy’s fault.
Ruth was alone, she had been for a year. She had friends and they went on holidays which she was invited, of course. She and her husband, Archie had never been apart all their fifty years. This was her first holiday without him. 
The trees were almost bare. As she approached the slatted gate. Ruth thought someone should find the time to clear up the mouldy brown mush littering the garden path. The owners surely? She should have guessed then.
She drew the curtains and decided on an early night. She checked all the doors were locked, and she called to, Jiffy, her Jack Russel, who was not happy to be called away from his tartan blanket, placed, just so, in front of the fire. But Jiffy followed and to bed they went.
The solid ground met her with a thud. Ruth remained still, too afraid to move, she kept her eyes tightly closed. The smell reached her, and she took in the earthly whiff of soil, cold and damp to the touch. It was silent. She moved her eyes around the space until she was sure she was alone, then she moved slowly onto her knees. She felt stiff and cold, but she had no broken bones.
 It was impossible to know where she was. In the blackness she shivered then and holding her face in her hands she sobbed, until she was interrupted. she held her breath. A whining sound echoed, followed by a thump and then a scratchy scuffle. she listened; and
 she recognised the rhythmic scratching noise. Could it be she whispered. With that her face was swamped with a wet sticky tongue. Jiffy must have followed her. Little did she know then that jiffy had wondered into the room following her familiar sent to the alcove, but he had been kicked into the black space where he had followed Ruth to the bottom of nowhere.
REFLECTICE COMMENTARY
I have chosen for task 4, to use my story, Out of Place. I decided on a paragraph, almost in the middle of the story and then, I placed this point of the story, at the beginning.
I found that I had to rearrange the paragraphs and include narration to link the story so that it flows and makes sense. 
Rearranging the paragraphs meant that the story was no longer chronological. The original story now jumped from the middle to the end then back to the beginning. 
For example, the original story, paragraph 1 became paragraph 5, and paragraph 2 of the original became paragraph 10 of the re-draft.
I found I had to fill in at the end and at the beginning of paragraphs so that the story flows and reads in a clear manner.
I also extended the story line, where Ruth finds herself in a dark, empty place and her dog Jiffy has followed her. I am still to extend on this. 
I feel that the structure is more interesting using this method, as I had to concentrate harder on the story because it jumped through memory. It seemed to have more intrigue.
I read the short story, Heat by Joyce Carol Oated and I related my story to her method of short sentences and how Carol Oates jumps back and forth the storyline. I found that this kept me interested in wanting to know what happens next. 
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