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The Postman


Three Objects – Falling in Love
Parcel, traffic cone, holiday brochure

I’d never intended to fall in love with my postman.
In fact, I’d never intended to speak with him at all. The only thing I wanted was to open the door and get my parcel and close the door. No fuss, no hassle. Instead, he had to go and be a totally charming and handsome arsehole.
At first, it was exactly the kind of professional relationship you normally get between a postman and their… receiver. I would open the door and take the parcel. We’d have a quick exchange about the weather and then I’d close the door. After a few weeks, when the weather had stagnated and we’d run out of times we could say nice weather today, we started to talk about other things: he’d ask me about work, and I’d tell him how bad it was, and he’d make a joke, and I’d laugh. And it was good. It was nice.
Towards Christmas I started to see him more and more at my front door, with more and more parcels. We talked about family and relationships and what we each wanted from life. It’s amazing what you can do with five minutes at the front door. On the last delivery day before Christmas I gave him a gift, nothing more than a bottle of wine, but a gift still. At first he was surprised and said that he couldn’t possibly, but I insisted that it was a tradition in my family so he had to take it. To make up for it, he said it was tradition in his family to take someone on a date when they do something nice. I agreed.
Our first date was what you would expect. Christmas Eve, he picked me up from my house (obviously being a postman comes in handy), and we went for dinner. You have no idea how good it felt to see him in something other than a red shirt and jacket. At the end of the night he dropped me at home, but we each promised we would meet up again.
Date number two was different. We went to a gay bar, because that’s what you do on New Year’s Eve. We waited outside for quite a while to get in, probably about two hours in all. I saw some strange things waiting in that queue, but exactly what you’d expect from London: large groups of drag queens parading about, teenagers wearing traffic cones as hats, a lot of weird drunk shit.
But, we enjoyed it. We had a few drinks. We kissed at midnight. We danced, a lot. It was a great night. I wasn’t sure what to do at the end, so we went back to mine. We didn’t have sex, but that didn’t matter. It was nice just being with him.
We eventually started dating properly, and he stayed my postman. We’d make sure to keep it professional enough when he was delivering, but outside of that we were like any couple you’d know. When my birthday got nearer, he delivered a large pile of cards at once and at the bottom was a holiday brochure. He’d circled a few places that he thought I’d like to go, and I have to say, he was spot on. We went to Greece a few weeks before the end of the summer and I honestly had the best time of my life.
I’d never intended to talk to my postman, let alone go on holiday and fall in love with him. But there I was, three martinis down on the shores of Mykonos, totally and completely in love.


The Meek and Blessed


Magical Realism – Lecture by Ros Hudis

I miss the sound of nothing. I miss lying in bed with only your thoughts for company. I miss walking down the street and hearing only the cracks of leaves underfoot or birdcalls in the bushes.
It’s been six months since the noise started. As each month went on, the noise changed, it got louder. First it was like a campfire, wood and grass crackling in a distant grove of pines. Then it was different, sounding more like an avalanche of rocks and water than anything else. 
In the third month I thought it had stopped, but occasionally it would sound like… stars. Burning, fading stars. By the fourth month people had started to notice: the noise had become so strong that you could feel it. Your eyes would tighten whenever it groaned and the hairs on your arms would quiver.
Last month was by far the worst. The buzzing, the constant buzzing. While others had started to notice it, no-one could stop it. The news reported on it and the government made a statement, but they could not stop the noise. This month’s noise is different, a lot calmer but still there. It sounds like horses, riding across the plains like you’d see in a Western. The thumping noise echoes on the walls of our apartment, shaking the windows in their frames.
I dread to think what next month’s noise will be, but I hope they will be over soon.
I was one of the first to hear the noise, but no-one believed me. I tried to talk to my parents about it, but they could hear… nothing. That sweet nothing. They said it was tinnitus, or that I was going deaf, or even that I was imagining it. 
After the first few weeks they took me to see a doctor. We did hearing tests, we did internal examinations, we did external examinations. But they couldn’t find anything wrong with my hearing. No deafness, no tinnitus. I was perfectly fine.
My parents still can’t hear it. Six months in and they’re still able to sit peacefully, without the constant awareness of that ever-loudening sound. Sometimes I wish they could hear it, so that they could feel how crazy it makes you feel, how it burrows into your mind and distracts you every second of the day. Other times I wish I could be like them, totally oblivious to any of the chaos and aching that it inspires. Totally at peace.
I’ve heard rumours about what it could really be, something more than just a random noise in the background of our lives, but nobody is sure at all. The internet is tearing itself apart over the “trumpets” with each person having a different idea or hope or theory. 
Some say that the noise is the effect of a weapon created by some hostile government, brainwashing us or seeping radiation into our homes. Others claim it to be the result or cause of climate change, like a giant weather balloon sent into the atmosphere to control the planet’s temperature. 
I don’t know what the truth is, but I also don’t know what I want to be true. All I know is that people want something to put their trust in, an answer to the questions so they can go back to their normal lives and ignore the madness.
The scientists on the television say we will learn to ignore it eventually, that it will just become part of our lives like the unnoticed sound of cars driving down a distant road. But ignoring the noise is not the same as the noise stopping. It will still be there. And we will still be oblivious to its meaning.



The Other Roman Holiday – Screenplay Task

EXT. TERMINI STATION, ROME – EVENING, RAINING
A couple stand in a graffiti-covered bus stop with their luggage. They are MIKE and KAREN, both white, 40-something, Northerners. A pharmacy’s green neon light flashes behind them. There are no other people around.

KAREN 
(looking away from Mike)
I told you we should’ve packed an umbrella.
MIKE
And I told you it never rains here. The 
weatherman said it’d be fine.
KAREN
You know you can’t trust weathermen. 
They only say that so they don’t 
have to put the work in.
		MIKE
Well if you think that you probably 
should’ve packed one yourself.
	(BEAT)
I just don’t see how it’s my fault
that you didn’t pack an umbrella.
		KAREN
It’s not just about the umbrella, Michael.
Karen grabs one of the suitcases and storms off into the rain and out of shot. Mike watches and takes a deep breath. He follows her with the rest of the luggage.
EXT. BUSY ITALIAN STREET – SAME
Karen is walking, almost running, down the street. Her wet hair is stuck to her face, and she keeps moving it with her free hand. We see Mike chasing after her in the background, but his shouts are blocked out by the traffic noises and rain.
Karen eventually stops at the entrance to an alleyway. Mike catches up with her and places his hand on her shoulder.
					MIKE
				(out of breath)
			What you doing making me run like
			that for? You know I’ve got bad legs, love.
					KAREN
			I never said you had to come with, you decided
			to follow me.
Mike sighs and looks down the alleyway.
					MIKE
			Is this the place then? Looks nothing like
			the pictures.
					KAREN
			It wasn’t raining in the pictures…
Karen walks down the alleyway. Mike follows.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA STAIRWELL – SAME
Karen is stood in the elevator. There is plenty of room left. Mike doesn’t even look in the elevator but begins carrying the bags up the stairs. Karen shakes her head and presses the button. The doors close.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA RECEPTION – SAME
The elevator doors open. Karen steps out and looks around. She shrugs her shoulders and walks towards the reception desk. The receptionist, CARLO, is elderly and amicable.
					CARLO 
(In Regional Italian)
			Hello, dear lady, welcome to Hotel Italia. 
Do you have a booking?
					KAREN
			Sorry, I don’t… don’t speak Italian.
					CARLO 
(In strained English)
			Ah, English it is! I thought there was a certain…
			Britishness about you.
Carlo looks over Karen’s shoulder and notices Mike coming up the stairs with the luggage.
					CARLO
			And this must be your husband, yes?
			He is a very brave man taking the stairs, even
			I get the elevator nowadays.
Karen shrugs her shoulders as if to say “who knows”. Mike walks over with the luggage and shakes Carlo’s hand.
					CARLO (CONT’D)
			Welcome to Hotel Italia, sir. May I take your 
details, please?
Mike nods and hands over the booking information. He pulls Karen aside.
					MIKE
				(whispering)
You fancy going pub in a bit? We passed one
on the way in if you want a drink.
		KAREN
	(shaking her head)
I think I’m just going to go to bed. It’s been a long
day already. And we’ll be walking loads tomorrow.
	(BEAT)
You can go if you want though, means I get the bed
to meself for a bit.
Karen nudges Mike gently. He nods.
					CARLO
			That should be it. Karen, Michael. Room 47 is yours for
			the next five days, and if you need anything – 
Carlo presses the bell on the reception desk.
					CARLO (CONT’D)
			You know where to find me.
Mike and Karen take the room key from the desk and walk down the hallway. Carlo smiles and watches them leave.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA ROOM 47 – NIGHT
Karen is lying in bed. Half a glass of wine is on the bedside table and she is flicking through various Italian-speaking television channels. She finds an English-speaking channel (reruns of the original Hawaii Five-O or something similar) and settles on it.
EXT. CORMAC’S IRISH BAR – NIGHT, LIGHT RAIN
An obviously-English 20-something COUPLE, are stood outside of the bar, talking to each other. Their conversation is almost silenced by the loud country/pop music from inside. 
Mike walks over to the Couple and waits for them to notice him.
					MIKE
			Y’alright there guys, how’s it going?
The Couple nods in response and gives him the thumbs up.
					MIKE (CONT’D)
			Is it any good in there? 
					COUPLE
			That depends what you’re looking for, grandad. A pint
			or a prozzie?
					MIKE
				(laughing awkwardly)
			Just a pint. Think me wife might have something to
			say otherwise.
				(BEAT)
And who are you calling grandad? I’m not that old,
you know.
The Couple glance at each other and go back to their hushed conversation. Mike stands watching for a moment. He realises they are done talking to him, so he walks up the steps into the bar.
INT. CORMAC’S IRISH BAR – NIGHT
Mike walks through the front door. The country/pop music is loud. The bar is full of young people, and he is visibly out of place. He shuffles around some dancing 20-somethings and sits down at the bar. The HIPSTER barman walks over to him.
					MIKE
			Pint of Guinness please, mate. It’s been a rough night,
			I’m telling ya mate.
The Hipster raises his eyebrows and makes the drink. He does not speak.
Mike turns to look around the bar. There are various groups of young people, talking, dancing, and playing and pool. Mike looks overwhelmed. He turns back to pay for his drink, then watches the young people go about their business.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA ROOM 47 – NIGHT
Karen is sat on the bed. She is wearing a towel: it is implied that she showered. The television can be heard playing music, but Karen picks up the remote and turns it off. She sets the remote down and finishes her glass of wine.
INT.  CORMAC’S IRISH BAR – LATER THAT NIGHT
Mike has clearly had a few drinks. There are empty glasses behind him and he has a few beer stains on his shirt.
The music is mumbled and the flashing lights are blurred. Mike pushes past a group of hipsters on his way outside.
EXT. CORMAC’S IRISH BAR – NIGHT, LIGHT RAIN
There is no-one around, except for the Couple from before. Mike bursts through the pub door and stumbles down the stairs. The Couple notices him, but there is no interaction. 
Mike walks offscreen in the opposite direction of Hotel Italia.
EXT. DARK ITALIAN ALLEYWAY – NIGHT, LIGHT RAIN
Mike is leaning against a wall. We hear him piss on the stone floor and his shoes. He shakes off and looks down the alleyway.
Two people are stood kissing underneath the backdoor light of a shop. Mike catches a glimpse of the face of the WOMAN. She has the same hair and is dressed similar to how Karen was. Mike believes the Woman to be his wife.
Mike runs down the alleyway and punches the Man in the face. He falls to the floor.
					WOMAN
				(Screaming in strained English)
			What the fuck you do that for? You’ve hurt him!
					MIKE
				(pointing at the man)
			Stay away from my wife, you hear? Or I’ll fuck
			you right up next time.
The Woman crouches down to help her partner. Mike spits at them and walks back towards the entrance of the alleyway.
INT. CORMAC’S IRISH BAR - NIGHT
 Mike walks in from outside, grimacing and stretching his hand. He pushes past the groups of young people and leans on the bar.
					MIKE
				(out of breath and pained)			
Five shots of vodka please, mate. Just line
‘em up for me.
The Hipster looks sceptical, but he pours out the shots anyway.
					MIKE (CONT’D)
			Cheers mate. Buy yourself one, will ya?
Mike places the money and a tip over the bar. The Hipster smiles and takes the tip.
					HIPSTER
				(In a posh English accent)
			Anything for you, grandad.
The Hipster winks and walks away. Mike brushes the comments off and takes the vodka shots in quick succession. He shakes his head and turns around to face the room.
In the corner, Mike notices a group of 30-something men and women. They are drinking and singing along to the music. Mike takes a deep breath and stumbles over, almost knocking over one of their drinks.
DARYL, bearded and Canadian, catches Mike.
					DARYL
				(laughing and patting Mike’s back)
			Whoa there, big guy. You almost caused a 
mess over here.
					MIKE
				(slightly slurred)
			I’ve been causing a mess all night, it wouldn’t
			be anything new to me.
The group laughs and clear a space for Mike to sit with them.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA ROOM 47 – SAME
The lights are on, but the room is empty. The television is off. We hear the key rattling in the door and Karen walks in, fully-dressed. She is carrying a new bottle of wine and looks tired. She sits on the edge of the bed with the wine bottle and glass.
INT. CORMAC’S IRISH BAR – SAME
Mike is sat with the group. They are laughing and singing along with the music (Kenny Rogers or similar). Mike leans over to a blonde woman and kisses her cheek. It is clear he has been drinking more.
EXT. CORMAC’S IRISH BAR – NIGHT, LIGHT RAIN
Mike and the group are leaving the bar. They stumble down the steps, but Daryl catches Mike again before he falls. The Couple are still stood outside, now smoking. They notice the group walking off and decide to follow. We hear excited “whooping” noises in the distance from the group.
INT. DARYL’S APARTMENT – NIGHT
The group all share an apartment complex near Cormac’s Bar/Hotel Italia. Daryl’s is an old building, but it has been decorated with modern furnishings (flat screen television, sofa, dart board, etc.) It is comfortable. There is loud indie music playing. 
Mike is sat on the sofa with a can of Guinness open in front of him. He is talking with Daryl and the woman whose cheek he kissed. Daryl leans over and whispers something in Mike’s ear. They both laugh out loud.
Mike brushes Daryl off and looks around the room. He notices the Couple from before and makes his way towards them, taking his Guinness can with him.
The Couple notice Mike and stop their conversation. Mike places his can down on the side next to them.
					MIKE
				(With a sense of pride)
			You guys enjoying the party? Bet you
			didn’t think I would make it this far.
The Couple glance at each other and smirk.
					COUPLE
			Gotta say, we’re impressed. You’ve done
			pretty good, granddad.
One of the Couple goes to hug Mike, while the other reaches around and drops several pills in his can.
					COUPLE (CONT’D)
			 We’re heading off now, anyway. Busy day
			of money-making tomorrow.
					MIKE
				(feeling dejected)
Oh right…
The Couple smiles and heads towards the door.
					COUPLE
			You have a good night though, we might see
			you around the place.
Mike looks confused buts shrugs it off. He waves goodbye to the Couple as they leave. Daryl walks over and pats Mike on the back to get his attention. The music gets louder and everyone in the room starts dancing. 
The woman Mike kissed starts grinding on him and they begin to make out.
INT. DARYL’S APARTMENT – ABOUT TWENTY MINUTES LATER
The music is still playing and everyone in the room is still dancing. Mike seems out of it now: the pills are taking effect.
The lights and music start to blur. Mike slowly stumbles through the flat to the front door. Daryl walks after him.
EXT. DARYL’S APARTMENT BUILDING – NIGHT, LIGHT RAIN
Mike is leaning against the wall next to the front door. Daryl, still drunk, is mostly oblivious to the situation.
					DARYL
			 So you don’t think you’ll be able to come
			back inside? 
				(excitable)
We were gonna play some beer
			pong, drinking games, ya know? It was gonna be great!
Mike shakes his head and moves away from the wall.
					MIKE
			I think this might be it for me. I’m knackered.
Daryl, seemingly heartbroken, wraps his arms around Mike.
					DARYL
			Alright buddy, you have a good night. You know where
			we are if you change your mind.
Mike nods his head and pats Daryl’s back. 
					MIKE
			I’ll see what happens. See you, mate.
Daryl hugs him again quickly and walks up the stairs to his flat. He goes inside without turning back. Mike walks out into the street, in the general direction of Hotel Italia.
EXT. ALLEYWAY OF ITALIAN RESTAURANT – SUNRISE
The restaurant’s back door opens and GIANFRANCO, 40-something chef, steps outside with a bag of rubbish. He walks down the alleyway and nonchalantly tosses the rubbish bag. It lands on a pile of other rubbish bags, which Mike is sleeping in the middle of.
Mike jolts awake and the newly-placed bag falls onto the floor. Gianfranco turns around and notices him lying there.
					GIANFRANCO
				(In thick, regional Italian)
			What the fuck are you lying in my rubbish for?
			Come on, get out of here!
					MIKE
			Calm down, I’m going! I’m going!
Mike scrambles off the bags and onto his feet. Gianfranco shakes his head and walks back towards the restaurant. Mike walks to the end of the alleyway. He appears visibly pained. His head hurts.
Mike looks around and notices the corner of Cormac’s in the distance. He walks towards the bar. There are empty glasses and bottles scattered on the floor. Nobody else is around. He sits down on the steps and rubs his eyes. He notices a blonde hair on his trouser leg then picks it up and examines it. He looks guilty.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA RECEPTION
Mike exits the elevator. He walks towards the hallway, relying on the walls to guide him. Carlo is nowhere to be seen.
INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE ROOM 47
Mike pats down his shirt and trousers to find his room keys. He pulls them out his pocket but drops them on the floor. He scrambles to pick them up, making lots of noise.
Karen’s slow footsteps can be heard approaching from the other side of the door. Just as Mike goes to put the key in the door opens and Karen is stood there. She is wearing a dressing gown, looking visibly tired as if she has just been woken up (which she has).
					KAREN
				(annoyed but tired)
			What the fuck are you doing out? I thought
			you’d be back by now.
Mike gently pushes past her, walking into the room.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA ROOM 47 – SUNRISE
Karen closes the door and turns around to Mike. She looks confused. Mike is sat on the bed taking his shoes off.
					KAREN
			You not even going to speak to me, Michael?
					MIKE
				(refusing to look at Karen)
			 Why should I? After what you’ve done…
					KAREN
			After what I’ve done? What do mean “after what I’ve done”?
			I haven’t done SHIT, Michael. The only thing I’m guilty of
			is wasting my time on you.
Mike makes a “pfft” sound and begins to take his trousers off.
					MIKE
			You’re guilty of a lot more than that. I know
			what you did in that alleyway last night.
Karen looks confused. Then horrified. Then confused again.
					KAREN
			What I di – What the hell are you on about?
			The only time I left this room was to get another
			bottle of wine!
Mike can tell that Karen is telling the truth. He looks confused and guilty.
					MIKE
			But – But I saw you with some bloke?
					KAREN
				(heartbroken)
			You really think I’d throw away twenty years of
			marriage over a quick shag with some 
Italian prick?
Mike doesn’t know what to say. He walks towards Karen and pleads.
					MIKE
			I thought it was you, I’m sorry. I really thought
			It was you.
Karen pushes past him and starts getting back into bed.
					KAREN
				(bitter, but heartbroken)
Go away. I don’t want to see you right now.
		MIKE
	(hopelessly)
Where am I supposed to go? We’re in Rome.
Karen puts the television back on and turns the volume up high. Mike tries to plead with Karen, but his voice is blocked out by the television.
Eventually, Mike leaves the room. Karen curls up in bed and begins to cry.
EXT. CORMAC’S IRISH BAR – EARLY MORNING, OVERCAST
Mike is sat on the steps outside the bar. His clothes are a mess and he is staring at his feet.
We hear a succession of footsteps approaching and walking past, businessmen and construction workers on their way to work. None stop to talk.
After a few sets of footsteps, the Hipster stops just out of shot.
					HIPSTER (O.S.)
			You alright? Little bit early to be drinking
again.
				(BEAT)
			Do you want to come in? We’ve got a coffee machine
			if you fancy a more sobering drink.
Mike continues to stare at his feet. The Hipster walks past and goes inside the bar. 
A moment passes and Mike slowly gets to his feet. He turns and enters the bar.
INT. CORMAC’S IRISH BAR
MONTAGE as Mike and the Hipster drink coffee in one of the booths. Mike is explaining his side of the last night’s events. The Hipster nods along and reacts appropriately where he can.
					HIPSTER
			Now, I don’t know that much about women,
			and I’m not sure you do either, but it doesn’t sound
			like your wife did anything wrong.
Mike nods and takes a sip of his coffee: he knows the Hipster is right, but he does not want to admit it.
					MIKE
				(with a sense of guilt) 
			But if she’s innocent, then I’ve really fucked up. How
			the hell do I come back from that?
The Hipster thinks for a moment. Mike anxiously taps his fingers on the table.
					HIPSTER
			Honestly? I don’t know. This is between you and your
			wife now, I’m sorry.
Mike nods slowly and finishes his drink. He reaches across the table to shake hands. The Hipster shakes Mike’s hand.
					MIKE
				(smiling slightly)
			Thanks for listening to an old fuck like me. And
			sorry for ruining your morning.
The Hipster is taken aback at Mike’s honesty and apology.
					HIPSTER
				(chuckling and smiling)
			No problem, it’s been a much better time 
than I had planned. You know where I’ll be if
you need to talk again.
	(winking)
Or if you need anything else.
Mike laughs and stands up from the table. He heads towards the door but turns back to the Hipster.
					MIKE
			Have a good day, mate. Cheers again for the help.
Mike exits the bar. The Hipster sits alone at the table. He stands up and starts cleaning the room.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA ROOM 47 – EARLY MORNING
The door opens and Mike walks in. He seems tidier than before: he has straightened up his clothes in an attempt to look sincere.
					MIKE
			Karen, love. I’m sorry. I really am.
Mike pauses for a moment. There is no reply.
					MIKE (CONT’D)
			Karen? Are you here, love?
Mike walks further into the room.
PAN TO REVEAL EMPTY BED
Mike walks closer to the bed. Karen has taken her wallet and hotel key but has left her phone. 
Mike sits down on the edge of the bed for a moment. He is thinking and looks like it. He quickly stands up and runs out the room.
INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE ROOM 47
Mike slams the door behind him jogs down the hallway towards the reception.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA RECEPTION
Mike jogs into the reception and stops at the desk. Carlo is not there. Mike rings the bell and waits for a moment. Carlo does not appear, so Mike rings it frantically and waits.
Carlo appears from a side hallway somewhere.
					CARLO
				(pleasantly surprised)
			Ah sir, I wasn’t expecting you so soon.
Mike looks confused but brushes it off.
					MIKE
			Have you seen my wife today? Did she say where
			she was going to?
					CARLO
			I have not seen her, sir, I am sorry. But I do have
			this letter for you. Perhaps it was your wife who left it?
Mike takes the letter from Carlo’s hand and tears the envelope open. Mike begins to read it but stops. He looks pale and distraught.
					CARLO
			Is everything okay, sir?
Mike looks up from the letter.
					MIKE
			It’s all good. Thanks for keeping the letter safe.
					CARLO
			That’s okay, sir, it is only my job.
Mike smiles awkwardly and folds the letter back up. He walks back towards the hallway.
INT. HOTEL ITALIA ROOM 47 – EARLY MORNING
Mike is sat on the end of the bed with the letter open in his hand. He is distraught. The letter is from the Couple.
PAN TO LETTER 
The camera PANS down the LETTER’S TEXT while the V.O. reads it out. This should be CUT WITH SCENES FROM THE NIGHT BEFORE: Mike’s drink being spiked, Mike leaving the party, Mike having sex, various shots of a blonde-coloured dog, ending with Mike in the rubbish in the alleyway.
					COUPLE (V.O)
			Michael, we told you last night that we would see you 
around the place but who would’ve known it would be
so soon? We knew it when we first saw you: old, useless,
hopeless. It was the perfect opportunity to have a little fun.
And, of course, to make some money. You see, we spiked
your drink last night at that party. And then, you went for a
little ride. You seemed to have a good time: you didn’t complain,
so it must have been a little bit fun. Either way, you owe us now.
We have the tape, and we know you have the money. Meet us
where it happened tonight, with the money, or we’ll tell your
wife about the other bitch in your life.
BACK TO SCENE
Mike holds the letter tight in his hand. He screws it up and throws it towards the bin, but it misses. He stands up and storms out of the room, slamming the door.
PAN TO THE TABLE
There is nothing on the table except for a post-it note.
FOCUS ON POST-IT NOTE
The note reads: “Mike, I’ve gone out for a walk. Meet me at the Pantheon for breakfast and we can talk. Your dear wife, Karen xx”
FOCUS ON POST-IT NOTE FOR A MOMENT
CUT TO BLACK


Writing Fiction – Reflective Critique

Throughout the length of this module I have experienced a wide variety of styles and genres of storytelling, which have no doubt influenced my writing. While it is not necessary to do so, it can often be useful to recognise this influence so as to further improve your writing.
One of the novels that I feel has influenced my writing during this module is Enduring Love by Ian McEwan. Despite dealing with some “tougher” concepts (such as obsession, trust and delusion) the characters still talk and act in a way that is believable and realistic. After threatening to report Parry to the police, Joe admits that his speech “sounded fatuous, the sort of meaningless thing people say, like, I’ll sue the bastards”.[footnoteRef:1] While it may be “fatuous” it is realistic: human speech isn’t always succinct so it makes sense for some lines of speech to be flawed or less effective than others. Using this idea of imperfect or pointless speech, The Other Roman Holiday contains “uncomfortable” scenes where the speech of characters fails to accomplish what they intended. One such instance occurs inside Cormac’s Irish Bar, when Mike attempts to make casual conversation with the Hipster: he states that “It’s been a rough night” expecting the Hipster to ask what happened. However, the Hipster does not respond and carries on doing his work. Both mine and McEwan’s scenes work to make the writing more realistic as they resemble proper human speech and conversations, instead of a constant flow of unbroken dialogue. By writing the screenplay’s dialogue as realistically as possible the characters within it become more relatable, as we connect (the somewhat awkward) aspects of our speech and conversation with theirs.  [1:  Ian McEwan, Enduring Love (London: Vintage, 1998), p. 59.] 

Enduring Love also inspired my pieces by operating a “show-and-don’t-tell” policy, where we learn about characters through their actions and speech, instead of being told what they are like. Parry’s character is developed through the novel as his obsession with Joe becomes more severe and we experience this change through his actions: his phone calls to Joe become more frequent and he eventually begins to stalk Clarissa, Joe’s partner. Parry’s personality is clear through his actions, so we do not need to be told what he is like. Show-and-don’t-tell is a necessary part of screenplays, as everything important must be shown to the audience and not just described. From Mike and Karen’s interactions in The Other Roman Holiday the audience gets a good understanding of their relationship: it is tense and lacks communication at times (their first conversation in the screenplay is a good example of this) but it is obvious that they love each other anyway, shown by Karen’s note ending with “Your dear wife, Karen xx”. While the script itself can detail the nature of their relationship, it is down to their actions and dialogue to convey this to the audience, cementing the importance of the show-and-don’t-tell approach.
While the screenplay contains plenty of dialogue, I made the decision to contrast it with two prose pieces with no dialogue present, instead relying upon the narrator’s character to make the story engaging to a reader. This focus on narrative technique instead of dialogue was partly inspired by God’s Own Country by Ross Raisin, which features no quotation marks or similar punctuation, shown in excerpts like “Will you go find him, then. She still had her hands on her hips.”[footnoteRef:2] Instead, it falls upon the first-person narrator to report what the other characters are saying: we rely on them to be honest but also give us their interpretation of the events, their character being placed wholly at the centre of the story. Although neither The Postman or The Meek and Blessed contain dialogue, I attempted to use similar techniques to those that Raisin uses, specifically the first-person narrator who reports back on the events. Within The Postman, the narrator uses their position to give an honest opinion on the other characters and events, describing their partner (the postman) as “a totally charming and handsome arsehole.” By offering their opinion through the narration, we come to understand who they are and their relationship with their partner. We can infer the dynamics of the relationship through what they tell us, similar to the way that the show-and-don’t-tell policy works within the screenplay. One issue with first-person narrators is that there is always the chance they are not being completely honest when describing situations, but neither piece explicitly suffers from this. [2:  Ross Raisin, God’s Own Country (London: Penguin, 2009), p. 66.] 

One final influence on my pieces was the monologue Girls & Boys, by Dennis Kelly, which gave them the conversational tone that I desired. Carey Mulligan’s character is working-class and confident, often touching upon the serious aspects of the play in a humorous way. Even when describing her husband (the murderer of her children) she still manages to do it in a way where it is both friendly and chatty, allowing the audience to easier connect with the piece. The Postman’s narrator speaks in a chatty way throughout the piece, but it is the last line (“But there I was, three martinis down on the shores of Mykonos, totally and completely in love.”) that really gives it the friendly character it needed. Had the narrator been more serious and uptight, certain aspects of the piece wouldn’t have worked as well, such as the comments on going to a gay bar. The narrator of The Meek and Blessed also speaks in a conversational, if not slightly erratic, way when describing the events surrounding the noise. They involve the audience throughout the piece, especially when they say that “I’ve heard rumours about what it could really be”, drawing you in further by opening up your mind to the different possibilities. By having an everyman style narrator instead of someone with expert opinions, the general audience can relate easier, the conversational narration engaging the audience throughout.
[bookmark: _GoBack]It is clear that many different writers have influenced my work throughout this module, thus allowing a further improvement of my writing style, specifically focusing on the development of characters.
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