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	PORTFOLIO ELEMENT 
	CREATIVE TASKS  
	CREATIVE CRITIQUE:  
	WORD COUNT 

	A) READING:  
CREATIVE 
ENGAGEMENT 
 
	 
At least 8 submissions  
(only date and session – don’t print out) 
	 
At least 4 sets of peer feedback 
(only date and session – don’t print out) 
	 
N/A 

	 
	
	

	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;  
 
	 
(i) Lost Girl
(ii) Body Collector
(iii) A Bad Trip
	 1271


	 
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); 
 
	 
 
 
 
 
	 

	 
3. Exercise in a chosen genre 
	 
a piece playing with dramatic conventions –  eg of realism/fantasy; 
 
	 
 
	 

	
	
	TOTAL WORDS 
	 
 


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



Play in Six Exchanges
Lost Little Girl
Part 1
(A mother and her 5-year-old daughter can be seen at an amusement park wading through a very large crowd, the mother holding on to the daughter’s hand, in the little girls other hand is a tiger plushie.)
Mother: Now, where do you want to go next.
Daughter: I want to go on the merry go round
Mother: Now, Now, don’t you think we should eat first, the line is rather long.
Daughter: But I want to go on the merry go round.
Mother: Don’t worry, we’ll come back later, I promise.
Daughter: Oh, okay (Rather dejectedly).

Part 2
(While they are walking, someone bumps into the little girl causing her to drop her plushie)
Daughter: ‘Gasps’ Teddy!
(The girl then lets go of her mother’s hand to grab the toy off the floor)
Daughter: I’ve got you teddy
(When she looks back, the little girl can no longer see her mother in the crowd)
Daughter: Mommy.
Daughter: Mommy, where are you?
Daughter: Mommy, I can’t find you.
Daughter: Mommy… (On the verge of crying)

Part 3
(A female worker at the amusement park sees the little girl and approaches her)
Worker: Hey it’s okay, what’s wrong?
Daughter: I can’t find my mommy.
Worker: It’ll be fine, how about I help you find her?
(The worker then sees the mother in the crowd calling out for her daughter)
Worker: Is that her over there?

One Act Play
Body Collector
(It’s a sunny day and a man (David) can be seen pushing a cart filled with what appears to be a pile of bodies. Flies buzzing all around him, he approaches a man (James) standing outside his home with the body of an elderly man (Oscar) at his feet.)
David: Hiya James, lost another one have we?
James: Yeah, my pa this time, Plague took him.
David: Oh, bad business that, real bad business.
James: Well, I s’pose its not that strange, a man his age, surprised he didn’t die sooner.
David: What was his inheritance worth again.
James : 25 Gold Pieces.
David: Well at least some good will come from it then, it’s a damn shame though, losing family like that.
(David throws Oscar onto the pile of bodies)
James: Honestly wish he had died sooner, that gold is going to put food in my kids bellies.
Oscar: I’m not dead!
David: What was that?
James: What was what?
Oscar: I’m not dead!
David: Oi, its Oscar, he’s not dead.
James: Yes he is.
Oscar: No I’m not!
James: Shut up.
David: He is very clearly alive, you know the rules James, I can’t take him if he’s not dead.
James: Well yeah, but he’ll be dead soon, I’m sure of it, I heard him coughing the other night.
Oscar: It was just a cold, I’m getting better.
James: And a man of his age, he can’t have that long left.
Oscar: I’m fifty fucking three you shit.
James: See, he’s even forgotten his own age, that’s a clear sign that he’s not got long, last I checked he was at least 52.
Oscar: My birthday was last week you prick.
David: Listen James, your Pa’s very clearly alive, there’s nothing I can do.
James: When are your next rounds?
David: Thursday
James: No mate, I can’t wait that long, just stick around, I’m sure he’ll be dead at any moment now.
David: Sorry mate, I’ve got to get to the Jones’, They’ve lost two more this week.
James: Come on mate, I’m sure you can make an exception.
(James subtly hands David a bag of coins which David proceeds to weigh in his hand)
Oscar: Listen here, I am perfectly healthy and-
(Before Oscar can finish his sentence, David bashes his head in with a shovel)
James: I knew we would see eye to eye, cheers mate.
David: Anytime, though next time, make sure they’re dead alright.
James: Will do and sorry ‘bout that mate, see you on Thursday.
David: No problem just make sure it don’t happen again. See you around mate.


Dramatic Monologue
A Bad Trip
Where am I? How did I get here? I was just at John’s house, so how the bloody hell did I end up in the middle of the street. Wait, was I at John’s? No, no, my heads feeling too fuzzy to remember. I’m almost certain I was at John’s, we were celebrating, I think? Yeah, we were celebrating finally graduating from school, I arrived at his and we had a few drinks…. that doesn’t matter, what matters is finding out where the fuck I am. Alright, take it easy, just breath Dan, just look around you. What do you see? Flickering streetlights, a cemetery, a bunch of houses that looked like they were just copy and pasted next to each other. Was that statue there the entire time? I’m sure it was. Right, what else do I remember, uh, well, um, oh right, when we were getting drinks John asked if I wanted to head out for a smoke. I told him I didn’t have any ciggies, but he said I could just borrow one of his, he’s always been generous like that, though now that I think about it, it did taste quite funny. And the burning, my throat felt as though it were on fire, but he probably overstuffed it or something when rolling. He always does that. Wait, when did that statue move? It was just over there a second ago now it’s…. god what did John give me?
I’m running now, I don’t know where it is I’m running, all I know is that anywhere is better than there. Somethings chasing me, I don’t know what the fuck it is but it’s something. I pull out my phone an instantly dial John’s number…. No answer, fucking typical, eh probably asleep or off with Jane again, utter wanker, he’s the one who put me in this situation in the first place. I dial again. “I’m sorry, the number you just tried to call is currently unavailable.” Oh, fuck you. It’s okay, it’s okay, it’s… oh shit! Fuck, calm down, just a fucking squirrel, wait, when did it stop running? You know what? It doesn’t matter. Come on, think, what would Dad do? He would probably tell you to man up and to just power through, he was never that sentimental, I miss him though. 
Don’t worry just keep going, you’ll be fine, this isn’t your first time being this drunk, am I drunk? I honestly don’t know right now, and I can’t think enough to care. I just want to get home. Why do my legs hurt so much? How long have I been walking for? Ha, just a couple of the thousand questions that have been going through my head tonight.
Wait, there’s a house with its lights in just ahead, maybe they can help me. I walk up to the front door of this house, well when I say walk, I mean stumble up to the front door like an idiot, but I digress. I knock on the door a few times, an old lady answers.
“Hello there young man, how can I help you?” She asks, honestly feels good to have contact with another person for the first time tonight.
“Hi, I’m so sorry for disrupting your evening but I seem to have gotten a bit lost, had a few drinks I’m afraid. Could you tell me where I am?”
“Well you’re in the middle of Bristol my boy.” Oh, I am so fucked, I live in fucking Swansea!
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