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MONOLOGUE 

Title: The fall out
Back story: This is a staged monologue between Rosie and her mom. Rosie was planning to leave the country for work so that she would be able to help provide a better life for her family. Things were looking really bright and sure for her until she realized that she made the biggest mistake of her life. 

Scene 1
Setting: Inside of Rosie’s bedroom and bathroom. Rosie is by herself and begins speaking to her camera as she makes a vlog.
Rosie: Oh, what a beautiful day it is. The sun is out, the air smells refreshing…. Everything is just so calming. 
(Smiles, inhales and exhales. Says something sarcastic)
Oops, I forgot it’s travel day. The day I’m literally leaving home. 
                			(Starts checking her bags)
I’m packed, I have my toothbrush, undies, deodorant. Wait my neck pillow, let me grab that really fast and set it aside one time. How can I forget that knowing the flight is so long and uncomfortable. 
(Sigh and continues to talk to herself)
I feel ready but am I actually ready to leave my family though? You know, I thought I was ready but really, am I? After all that thinking, I thought I was. Ha! Sike! Dubai here I come!
(Laughs)
Imagine me, in a whole other country by myself like a headless chicken. Ha! I can’t cook, I can barely keep my room tidy. How can I handle living alone? I think my mom is delusional, Delusional to think that her favourite daughter can survive on her own.
(Begins to speak louder)
In another man’s country that is….
(Starts walking towards the bathroom. Rosie takes the camera with her)
Well, what a woman who claims to love her child. With that aside, I’m excited about this trip and meeting all these new people. I mean, it’s all I ever wanted for a long time. To feel free as a bird, (swirls) be alone in my own space, my own comfort and- awe my own kitchen, boy I’m gonna whip up some food in that kitchen, well at least try. Not looking forward to being responsible for the mess though but hey. 
(Stares at herself in the bathroom mirror, continues making her vlog.)
This is so sad, oh my God, leaving everything behind. I’m gonna be starting all over again, and I done start feeling anxious introducing myself to my new co-workers and flatmates. Granted I’m excited to meet them, but I’m not a social person and that is already giving me anxiety. My brother is already crying and tearing up inside but pretends like everything is okay. My mother outside in the kitchen trying to make me my favourite eggs with milk in it- what’s it called again? Oh yes scrambled eggs, fluffy scrambled eggs that is.
 And you know what’s funny, this woman doesn’t normal sing, dance, clap her hands and take Jesus off his throne but today mom is literally blasting gospel music. I mean yeah get those praises in, (Raises right hand) Hallelujah, but ma’am is everything okay? I’ll be gone for only 10 years.
Beat
 My sister didn’t even call me to wish me a safe flight, no love, no all the best, nothing. She clearly didn’t find that audacity, but that’s okay I’m accustom feeling neglected by her. Everything is already starting to feel different, like I can hardly put my hands on things like I used too. Why is it always so hard to say goodbye?

Why is it so hard to do the things you really want to do? I just hope this is the right decision. Maybe it is for the betterment of my life, or maybe 
(Starts walking back out to bedroom) 
I’m gonna find my fairy tale husband.
 (Closes eyes)
 My fairy tale family. My fairy tale house.
 (Opens eyes) 
I’m gonna have all the money in this world.
(Slight giggle) 
 Oh my God, I can’t wait to take some pictures and show off. I hope I survive. 

Scene 2
(Rosie stops recording and heads towards the kitchen. Rosie’s mother is in the kitchen)
Rosie: Mommy, send aunty Yvonne number for me so I can beg a ride to de airport. Yuh know dem dey sometimes ish already and always geh excuses. Right now, I in a good mood and meen dey pon no ring-mon-roll thing. 
 But mommy, you could believe your aunty is coming to tell me how I must carry ah whole 5lb bag ah coconut hushy for her son? Way he gine do wid all them hushy dey? Build snow man? Some people really nah have conscience. (Rolls eyes) 
Mommy: stewps, but Rosie way you does tell them dey your business for? Them dey never war see nothing good for nobody. Anyways, I bin done call Yvonne and she say she coming for 10. You done geh all your thing together? Try nah forget yo passport. 
Rosie: I have everything together already. All I have to do is eat and bathe. Let me go now and check in online cause you nah finish yet with breakfast. 

Scene 3

(Rosie leaves the kitchen and heads back to bedroom)

Sick and tired of having to change these lenses. I changed them 2 weeks ago to blue light and its like nothing is working. What’s gonna happen when I start working and have to sit in front of a computer for 8 hours straight? Its either my eyes are getting worst or these glasses just need throwing away. 

Wait, wait, wait, what the- 
(Rosie screams and burst into tears. Mom runs in the room)
Mom: Girl what happen to you? You war give me a heart attack?
Rosie: Mommy, oh gosh mommy the flight….
Mom: Girl open your mouth and talk, what happen to the flight?
Rosie: the flight was yesterday mommy.
 (Sobbing louder) 
I swear mommy I booked the flight for the 9th but is 8th I put and now I- 
Mom: Rosie I don’t understand what you telling me. I asked you yesterday if you called and confirm everything already you said yes, so what stupidness you coming to tell me now? 
Rosie: But mommy I did- 
Mom: watch, just move from in front of me with your foolishness. I told you do something and make sure everything right and in order. You studying to do all other thing except way yuh fo do. Yuh ass too darm happy nah, Imagine that…. Just less yuh noise from around me yuh darm foolish ass.
 (Mom leaves room, mumbles) 
You had one job, one! I dor understand, you not making sense. 
(Rosie speaking to herself)
Shit shit shit I messed up. This was my only chance; this was my way out. How can I make such a foolish mistake.
 (Slams hand into the wall)
 My mom was depending upon me to make this work, to make this right. How are the bills going to get paid? The landlord gives us 1 month the pay rent and we already don’t have food. No money. Nowhere to live.  All the money went to my ticket and I messed this one up. What am I going to do? I’ve failed….




MEMOIR 
Title: A father’s love
Growing up in a single parent home was never an easy task for me. My mom played the roles of a mother and father figure for all her children. I love her and commend her for her hard work. My father on the other hand, was never around. His abandonment since growing up has now affected me in ways that left me yearning for love in different places with a broken heart. I’ve always wanted to have my father around. I wanted to feel like a normal person; I wanted to brag about my dad in primary school like my other friends did, I wanted him to show up to my PTA meetings in high school; I wanted to have our father and daughter moments in college. I wanted him in my graduation pictures, to congratulate me, I wanted him to tell his only child how proud he was about her. I wanted him to just say I love you. It felt as though he never wanted me and he wishes for me to just go away. I wish things had been different between us, he’s, my daddy. I love him.
An incident happened that made me realize how he truly felt about me and I would never ever forget. After not speaking to my father for 3 years, one day I decided that after school I would visit him so that we can try to figure out the problem and work on our relationship. This was not an easy task for me because in that moment I felt as though I was the adult and he was the child, I was only 15 years old. In the yard where he lives, there are 2 houses, my father’s house on the right and my other relatives’ house left, with a flight of steps separating them. The yard was filled with flowers, my dad’s little garden and he had white clothes on the line as if he had just finish washing. I knew that the discussion that I was going to have with my father was going to be a long and emotional one. So, I decided, out of respect to visit my other relatives before meeting him out. 
The conversations were quite short and casual then I headed over to my dad’s house, using the back door as it was closer. I knocked, No answer, I called, No answer, I knocked and called again, No answer. In that moment, I felt like I was setting myself up for danger. As I stood at the back of his house, I started panicking, I felt my heart beating through my chest. It was like my entire body was in shambles and my mind kept gunning with wild thoughts. I knocked again and stood there for about 2 more minutes, still no answer so I headed back over to my relative’s house. I asked my cousin-in-law if she knew about his whereabouts and she said “Obe was home all day, go try calling him from the front door”. 
[bookmark: _Hlk127092700]I did just that. I knocked, I called, knocked again, no answer. I went back to her letting her know he didn’t answer and explained to her why I was even there in the first place. She didn’t seemed to be surprised; it was like she knew this was going to happen because of the way she looked over her should to stare at me with her bold eyes. They clearly had a conversation about me because her response was “well you har know way you did to your father, and way mek he nar talk to you. On top of tha is only now you coming?”. 
I was flabbergasted. I looked at her very confused thinking to myself, ‘Am I her child? Like woman you dor know me.’ As someone who had newly joined the family, she clearly knew more about the situation than I did. The fact that she made those judgements showed me the kind of picture my own father was painting of me. I laughed and I told her that I was leaving and I wasn’t going to ever come back. I was putting in all my effort yet it wasn’t reciprocated. As I began walking up the steps, I could have broken into pieces because that comment really hurt my feelings. I felt like I wasn’t good enough, No matter what I did, it wasn’t pleasing to anyone on my dad’s side of family. I started thinking back, trying to figure out where exactly I went wrong to cause him to hate me so much. As I approach the road to wait on a van, I saw him at the end of the street near a shop. He was sitting there with his friends, laughing and sharing jokes. He seemed very happy, he had a glass in his hand, and I felt like it was the right time to ask for an excuse. I mean, he was infront of his friends, he wouldn’t embarrass me. Well, that’s what I thought. So, I shouted his name hoping for some sort of acknowledgement. “Daddy, daddy!”, I waved and smiled at him. “Can you come here one second?” 
This is where it goes downhill. My father jumped off the wall, walked into the middle of the street, stared at me and walked away. He said nothing. He walked away to a point where I couldn’t see him anymore. It was at that point I knew things were never going to be the same between us. I burst into tears, I pinched myself, I was scratching like I had itches all over my body. He broke my heart, he embarrassed me in front of everyone, he gave up on me. I stood there for a few minutes trying to compose myself then I left. I was in a very depressive state when I got home, I started questioning myself. Where exactly did I go wrong? what had I done? Who was going to love me if my biological father himself don’t even want me? My mind was active that entire evening. I felt as though I had no value, no purpose, 
In the years following this incident, I started searched for love in people who didn’t deserve my kindness. I started accepting the bare minimum from guys who really didn’t mean well because I never knew what love was. My mom would talk the talk, but her love was different. I wanted more love; I was desperate for his love. It has now been 7 years since I haven’t seen nor heard from my dad. When people ask about his whereabouts, I am too embarrassed to say I don’t know. I don’t know anything about my dad, literally. If I could go back in time, I would definitely change our relationship. I love my dad, regardless. He’s still my papa, but at this present moment, even though he’s alive but he’s dead to me and I blame him for that. 




[bookmark: _Hlk127116453]SHORT STORY

TITLE: Till death do us part
 
It has always been said that growing up in a single parent home would be one of the most overwhelming feeling a child could experience. However, this wasn’t the case for Kimberly and her mom as they had a very intimate relationship. They were like each other’s best friend and they were inseparable, until one day darkness covered their home. 
 
“Mom! Mom! Wake up!” screamed Kimberly. 
“I told you not to leave your bed. Why are you doing everything you’re told not to do? Kimberly said as she kicks all the kitchen wares out of the way. I can’t lose you mom, not now…. Look at your feet, your-”  
“Please Kim, help me up. Take me to the hospital. I can’t brea-” her mom begged.  
 
As Kimberly rushed back to her room to grab her phone, she realizes that her newly reconstructed room was in a quite destructive state. It was as if someone had gone through her stuff looking for something. The mirror was shattered on the bathroom floor, her make up bag was empty, her closet was untidy with unfolded clothes everywhere, and her secret pink box from under her bed was missing. Kimberly started to feel even more distraught. She called 911 immediately.  
 
“911 what’s your emergency?” 
“Hello, my mom has been in an accident, I think someone broke into our house. Can you send an ambulance really quick. My mom, my mom, she can’t breathe…” 
“Ma’am, can you state your name please?” 
“Kimberly Jenkins, I live at 2443 slimline street. How soon would the ambulance get here? We’re running out of time.” 
“Kimberly the ambulance is on its way right now, they are 5 minutes out but I need you to do something for me. I need you to check if your mom has a pulse. Do you know how to do that?” 
“She’s not breathing. How far is the ambulance? My mom is bleeding.” Cried Kimberly.  
“Ms Jenkins, I need you to stay calm. Can you describe your environment?” 
“OH MY GOD! You guys are the worst. Describe my environment when my mom is literally bleeding out? Are you listening to yourself? Don’t you have some sort of conscience? Empathy? Nothing? Oh my God. You guys are horrible human beings.” 
“Ma’am”  
 
As Kimberly sat on the floor with her mom lying in her arms, watching her pearly white dress turned into blood red, she began shaking from side to side, forward and backwards in frustration, watching the black hands of the clock tik as she waits on the ambulance. The ambulance arrived five minutes after and took both Kimberly and her mom straight to the hospital immediately. Luckily, her mom regained consciousness after several trials of CPR was performed on her. Kimberly was excited but wasn’t prepared for the unsettling news she was about to receive.  
 
“Hello Kimberly, my name is Doctor John, your mom’s doctor until she leaves the hospital. Your mom is in a stable condition for now but unfortunately, I have some bad news for you. Let’s take a walk to my office. So, tell me where were you when this incident happened?” 
Kimberly replied, “I went to the shop to pick up a few groceries because I wanted to cook curry beef and white rice. We had run out of paracetamol also so I had to go get some because I suffer from migraine headaches. When I got back home, I met her lying there on the floor barely breathing, then I threw the bags on the counter and tried helping her. She told me she couldn’t breathe and that’s when I called 911 right away. Is my mom gonna be okay?”  
“Take a seat please.” Doctor john said to Kimberly. 
“Is my mom gonna be okay?” 
“Unfortunately, no. From the scans that we did, your mom has been battling with stage 4 Lung cancer. She also has a medical history of things that she suffers from since 2012. High blood pressure, Alzheimer’s, kidney stones, and fibroids. You didn’t know about these conditions?” 
“No, I didn’t. My mom never mentioned any of this to us, well not to me. I’ve been living with her since I was a little girl, but she never once mentioned going to the hospital or anything.” 
“But I don’t understand, where are you when she’s leaving home?” he asked. 
“Mom has 2 kids, my older brother Aaron and myself. Aaron passed away last year because he was suffering from cancer and he had a little disability. Whenever mom takes him to the doctor, she would normally send me over by my aunties or uncles until she comes back. Since Aaron died, mom was okay until later this year she started to become weaker and weaker. She was able to cook, wash, and do everything but showed no signs of pain just weakness so I told her that I would start taking care of her and let her rest. Every time I offer to bring her here, she refuses but I didn’t take it for anything.” 
“With all these conditions, your mom doesn’t look like she’s going to survive for much longer, I’m sorry. The cancer has taken over her body and there’s nothing that we can do for her right now. We can keep her on the machines and try out best to get her home as I know both of you would wish for, but I must tell you though that once she’s removed from the machine, the medications that she has to take would cost you an arm and a leg. They are very expensive. For now, we would watch her vitals and see how she would progress.” 
“No, no, no. there must be something that you can do. Something, anything. My mom is strong, she’s a fighter, she has been fighting all these years. Please help me, I’ll pay whatever you want, I’ll do whatever you want.” Kimberly replied as she began to cry. 
“I’m sorry Kimberly, but there’s truly nothing that we can do. And maybe someone didn’t break into your home, maybe it was your mom and she just wouldn’t remember. I’m sorry Kim, I wish I could help.” 
 
 Kimberly felt as though her life was over. She had no one to turn to as she was the only person alive from her family. Her mom was her backbone, and to hear such saddening news knowing that there wasn’t anything that can be done really broke her heart. Kimberly visited her mom every day even though she hated the awful scent of the toilets that was one room away from her mom’s, she wanted to spend those last days with her mom. The hospital became her new home, she was there from 6 am to 7 pm. She would make sure that her mom has her favourite breakfast; pancakes and sausage, her lunch and dinner. As the days went by, Kimberly’s mom showed signs of progression as she was able to lift her fingers, twitch her toes and nod her head. She was offered a drug trial that would expand her life expectancy. However, Kimberly had to pay a total of £30,000.00.  Without a shadow of a doubt, Kimberly was willing to take her mom through this trial. 
 
“I’ll do it, I’ll pay the cash. She would take the drug. I would pay the money.” 
“Are you sure you want to do this? Why don’t you ask your mom first, maybe she should be the one to make the decision.” Doctor john asked.  
  
Kimberly stormed off home to grab the money so that her mom can do this trial as soon as possible. It was to her great surprise that even though the house was cleaned a few times after the accident, her secret box from under her bed was never found. Kimberly searched everywhere, her mom’s room, the kitchen, laundry, garden, stove, and once again her bedroom. The box was gone. Kimberly started panicking because in that box held the winning numbers for a lottery ticket winning £2,000,000.00.  
 
 “Shit shit shit, mom what have you done? Where could this box be. I’m looking everywhere but I just can’t find it. God please, please God help me, I need to save my mommy. Show me a sign!”  
“Like why is everything going wrong in my life right now, I try to keep everything together. Mom why didn’t you just let me help you…” 
 
Kimberly phone starts ringing. 
 
“Hello” she answered.  
“Hello Kimberly, this is Dr John speaking, I’m sorry Kimberly your mom passed at 2:46 pm. We tried resuscitating her but she didn’t make it. We would like you to come back to the hospital as soon as possible bef-” 
“No! please God no.” Kimberly screamed. 
“I’m sorry for your loss, but we would like you to come at the hospital as soon as possible before we transfer her body to the morgue and perform autopsy to find out the exact cause of death.”  
“I’m on my way.” 
 
Kimberly rushed to her moms’ bed side as she gives her final goodbye. She was in great distress as her last words to her mom was be strong mommy, ‘I’m coming back for you, I’m going to save you’. After a couple months of her passing, Kimberly became as tiny as a stick, with loose skin hanging from her fragile bones, paired with deep-sunken, baggy, crimson eyes, from the tears cried every night. One day she decided to clean the attic as a coping mechanism being that there were old machineries sitting there since her dad and mom were alive. It was to her great surprise that her secret pink box was stuck between two old wooden boards hanging from the attic. Inside of the box was not only her winning lottery ticket, but the deed to two houses that her parents invested in, a love letter from her mom, a picture of four stick men that represented their family drawn by her elder brother Aaron, and a shiny gold ring from her great grandmother’s wedding. Kimberly became over whelmed as she started reading the letter and felt closer to her mom even though she was not there. 
 
“Mommy, daddy, Aaron, I love you guys so much. I miss you daily. You are my guardian angels.”  
 


WORD COUNT: 4087
The Critical essay

In this critical essay, I will be demonstrating how I embodied the use of materials that was taught in this module to create three different pieces of work; a memoir, monologue and a short story. I will be reflecting upon the use of different types of languages and voices used in my memoir called ‘A father’s love’, the usage of stage directions and settings in theatre monologue ‘The fall out’ and the use of third person perspective in my story ‘Till death do us part’. 
In the memoir ‘A father’s love’, the use of different types of languages and voices was demonstrated by a section of dialogue within this piece that comprises of standard English infused with a bit of Vincentian dialect. This is shown in my piece of writing where it states, “They clearly had a conversation about me because her response was “well you har know way you do to your father, and way mek he nar talk to you. On top of tha is only now you coming?”. I incorporated both languages, so that readers would be able to understand, and have a clearer insight of the different types of voices in this genre of writing, showing imagery and providing sensory details of the response from the character. I was inspired by Kerry Hudson’s book entitled ‘Lowborn’, specifically the way that Hudson quoted the reaction of her grandma, when she heard about how her daughter feels about being a part of the family. She quoted, “oh, she says that, does she?”[footnoteRef:1] Kerry quoted her reaction using standard English, as opposed to the way in which I quoted my work, we can see the interchange across different cultural backgrounds as a means to evoke language and voices in literary writing. Another autor that inspired this memoir is Candice Carty-Williams, in her book entitled ‘Queenie’.[footnoteRef:2] After submitting my first draft, the feedback given from my lecturer, enabled me to make various changes to the use of grammar, syntax and punctuations, creating a balanced flow of my memoir, making this piece more impactful and easier to connect with the readers on an emotional level. I focused more on using imagery as my main writing technique, because I believe it was more suited in having readers visualize my surroundings. [1:  Hudson, Kerry, Aberdeen 1981 in Lowborn (London: Chatto and Windus,2019)]  [2:  Carty – Williams Candice, Queenie (London: Orion Publishing Group Ltd,2019)] 

My monologue ‘The fall out’ incorporates the use of stage directions and settings, to execute the exact position of the character, while giving the readers a clearer image and picture of what’s in the authors mind. To help with the construction of this piece, I used a monologue from Maureen Kane Berg as a guide to create the perfect layout. In his monologue, he uses short sentences in italics, to show direction between each line. For example, he said “At this moment, the teacher, Perry, arrives, followed immediately by Helen. Perry conducts the class standing – he is very animated.)”[footnoteRef:3] Another example depicting the utilization of stage direction and settings, can be seen in the monologue ‘Miss Fozzard finds her feet’ by Alan Bennett, where he sets the scene in the beginning of his piece.[footnoteRef:4]After receiving feedback from my classmates, I realized that in order to make this sounds more realistic, I would have to develop my character, provide a clearer stage direction, and use a different type of language to make it more significant to the readers. I adjusted my work by implementing Mr Berg’s style of writing. I was giving the opportunity to consider the correct tense, choose the appropriate setting for each scene and work on developing my character more to make ‘The fall out’ a playful and successful one.  [3:  Berg Kane Maureen, Decomposition (USA, n.d)]  [4:  Bennett Alan, ‘Miss Fozzard Finds Her Feet’ in Talking Heads (London: BBC Worldwide, 1998)] 

I attempted writing the story ‘Till death do us part’ from a third person perspective using the free indirect discourse technique. I chose this style of writing because I aimed to provide a wider perspective of my characters in the story. After reading pieces of different materials in class, I felt that it was best suited for the execution of my story. ‘Pride and prejudice’ by Jane Austen is an example of this of this style of writing. This can be seen in the way she narrates the scene in third person, giving her readers ideas of this character before allowing her characters to speak. For example, Jane said “Mr. Darcy soon drew the attention of the room by his fine, tall person, handsome features, noble mien, and the report which was in general circulation within five minutes after his entrance, of his having ten thousand a year.”[footnoteRef:5] In these lines, the syntax made it easy to follow by describing his status, his wealth and his surroundings. In my story I tried to showcase this technique by saying “As Kimberly sat on the floor with her mom lying in her arms, watching her pearly white dress turned into blood red, she began shaking from side to side, forward and backwards in frustration, watching the black hands of the clock tik as she waits on the ambulance.” In these lines we can understand the frustration and anxiousness of the character, and the use of descriptive words also helped in strengthening these lines. Another example of this technique is from the story called ‘The Red Pony’.[footnoteRef:6] In Chapter three of this story, the narrator is describing the actions of ‘Jody’ as he was on his way back home. George Eliot’s ‘Middlemarch’ was another piece of inspiring work.[footnoteRef:7] While editing my story, I made various adjustments to the settings by applying more descriptive words to my piece. I used the reputation of words as a writing technique to emphasize the characters feelings while trying to stick within the correct tense in the story.  [5:  Austen Jane, Pride and Perjudice (London: Egerton,1813) pp. 5-11 (p.6)]  [6:  Steinbeck Tohn, The red Pony (USA: The Penguin Group, 1939)]  [7:  Eliot, George, Middlemarch (Edineurgh:Willam Blackwood and Sons,1871)] 

Whilst there are various literary theoretical approaches, as it related to my piece ‘Till death do us part’, the approach that I found more suitable, is that of a fictional theory. I agree with Kieran 1996 and curries 1998, as they depicted strong points of being able to produce an outstanding amount of knowledge as it relates to the construction of fictional stories; choosing the correct situations and fitting personalities, while trying to enforce some moral complexity for readers.[footnoteRef:8] My short story, is embodied with the key elements of fictional literacy such as the characters, settings, point of view, theme and plot which helped to strengthen my calibre of writing.  [8:  Kroon Fred and Voltolini Alberto, Fiction, Stanford University, 2019)] 

In conclusion, the application of these different languages has helped me to showcase varying styles of writing, writing voices, and perspectives that can stem from a memoir. Stage directions and settings in monologues, help readers to have a more vivid imagination on what they are reading, and the use of the third person perspective in the short story ‘Till death do us part’, provided a clearer insight of the character to the readers.  As someone whose writing experience has been quite limited, as I have only previously written one piece titled “Let’s play” for a magazine article which focused on sport journalism, upon completing this module, I am of the opinion that I have surpassed my doubt of not being able to do any other type or genre of story writing thus, this experience has proven to be both inspiring, and encouraging. However, I do realize upon reflection that I have to work on my grammatical skills, especially punctuations when it comes to writing in general, as a means of producing higher standard of work as I progress. 


Word count: 1304

Portfolio word count: 5391
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