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Illegal UK resident exercise:
 Wickedness or Weakness
The streets of Llandeilo are plagued with daredevils. It’s no place for a curious child like Taza, but he skips along with no worry. Normally I’d be bolting him to my side as we walked these neighbouring roads where cars roar endlessly. Today however, my legs have a kick to them, a bounce in my step, and try to keep up with Taza. Children always vim with energy, and looking at Taza, I almost feel like another one of the school boys – innocent. Now I am old. Old enough to be wearing a suit paired with a case and top hat.
	Why do I feel this surge energy? I am not certain. Perhaps it swelled in me from watching Taza skip along in front of me as we walk home from his school.  Perhaps it’s because this is my first day off in years. I don’t know. It’s probably because it’s his birthday tomorrow, and he has no idea about his surprise.
	“You shake,” Taza says in his unique accent, walking backwards, looking at me. He’s far enough to make me squint back at him. All I see is a brownish scruffy haired figure.
	“Shake?”
	“Yes. When I am sick I shake. Are you sick, Tom?” Tom’s not my name, but it’s easy for him to say. Before I could say anything in return he turns away, skipping farther ahead, over the hill. Slowly he vanishes over it. All I see before me now are the cars pouncing over the hill, catching airtime as they hurry by. They could hit Taza – I pick up pace.
	A scream. His. My bones won’t move as fast as my mind races. Taza could’ve fallen over and hit his head on the concrete. I stretch my neck as high as I can, hoping to catch a glimpse of him over the hill. Nothing. Or a car rammed into him, and is now out cold, bleeding. But I hear no drivers’ screaming. Someone could’ve seen him and asked too many questions. 
	Then I see him crouched over looking at ants circling pebbles scattered in the path. Relief floods me, but drains away quickly to my laborious breaths. Age is my punishment. My feet heavy as iron. My chest heaving. And still I squint to make sure that is Taza in front of me. 
	“See you shaking.” he says noticing me.
	“I’m aging.” A stone whizzes by me, but I dodged it. Slightly. Taza had slung one my way. 
	“What does that mean?”
	“Becoming bigger, like a man.”
	“Oh. Like…” he goes on to translate my words into Arabic, his foreign tongue, then says, “Aging mean you big man. You do big stuff. My Boba was big man, no one bigger him. You weak man.” 
	I give a helpless laugh, trying not to be hurt by being called a weak man.
	I point at my house, which is on the other side of the street it’s not much of a house, but it’s all I could afford after my service in the military, and leaving the way I did. “Let’s go.” As we start crossing a white sedan creeps up behind, then beeps. “Give me a sec, Taza,” and I go to the driver window and see a reflection of a withering mummy – the window rolls down to the driver staring at me.
	“You alright?” he says dawning a smug smile, and an expectant hand.
	I slip him a fairly packed envelope. He snatches it and counts only about three of the twenty bills in there –
	“It’s not fat enough, I want an envelope fat like you, American.”
	“That’s the amount we negotiated.”
	He eyes Taza staring back at us curiously, a rock being thrown up and caught in his hands. “You sure aren’t feeding that refugee, huh. He’s skinny as ever.” 
	I do a quick scan of the situation, if I give this man anymore he will never stop hounding me… and besides, he won’t actually do a thing. Most people are cowards - that I can attest to. Hence, I back away from his car and go back towards Taza. “In the house you go, Taza,” but Taza doesn’t budge. His eyes are shackled to something. I follow his gaze back to the car creeping up on me as I walk away. I try to stay composed but my body betrays me. Trembling. Violently. I manage to croak, “That’s the amount we negotiated, that’s the deal we struck.” But with the daredevil drivers gunning past us, my voice drowns away. The driver inches closer. Closer. A stone whizzes by my head, and cracks the windshield of the white sedan. Then, the engine is killed. The driver comes out, towering over me. 
	“Lookit, I am going to have that refugee be deported back to Arabstan, or whatever shithole he came from, if you don’t pay me. And it better be double or else I will report your deserting ass too.” His focus shifts to Taza plucking another rock from the ground, aiming, but the driver doesn’t stop stepping towards him. 
	“Taza put the rock down,” I say as calmly as my shaky voice can. But I can see it in his eyes, ferocity. He once held those eyes at me, back in Syria, as I pointed a gun at his dead family. I try to say his name again, but weakness vomits out of me, “Please don’t hurt him.”
	Smack. The fist sized rock hits the driver on the shoulder, only making him more enraged. He grabs Taza by the wirst, and flings him to the ground, then gives him a sickening kick to the abdomen. The driver turns around to me on my knees, an indignant expression on his face. 
	“Look what you made me do, Tom. I didn’t want to, but you made me do it.”
	Behind him, Taza hurls another stone, at him – misses, but the notion enrages the driver even more so he kicks Taza again. And again. And again. I swore to myself that I would protect Taza, after what I did to him and his country. But look at me now. Kneeling. Tears flowing. Can’t even speak for being too petrified. No one else will help those down, that’s something you have to do yourself. That’s why I abandoned my post in the army. That’s why I hid here in the UK. That’s why I smuggled Taza here, to not be a coward, but a saviour. I fling a rock back at the driver. finally he stops striking that helpless, confused, little boy. I fling another at him as he guns it towards me. He drops. Taza’s looking back at me, in pain, but hiding it as best he can.

	A dawn lit kitchen braces me. I feel young again as I cook pancakes over a stove trying its best, for Taza. It’s his birthday today. He’s still clueless, snoring away these perfect hours, but I’m hoping the smell of sweet maple gambolling up through the ceiling, will lure him to the kitchen. 
Someone knocks on the door. Soft, slow knocks. I go to the door to open it, and on the wooden landing stand a few children, presents in their hands. I smile my old smile at them, then look up to wave the parents away, that’s when I notice the officer posted on the other side of the street. He glares at me, waving hand cuffs. I wave the door shut back at him. “Tom?” I hear Taza call out. 


Where were you last night exercise:
It Happened?
Where were you last night? Those words fall over the morning Hawaiian sky, snowing onto the sleepy city. Many civilians share uncertain expressions as they read those words – who was asking? A janitor sweeping down the front steps gets smacked in the face by the very question. He crumples its paper as his memory pieces together the answer. 
	Like many, he was at home watching the nightly news about how immigrants ruin economies –the screen froze over. Loud digital screeches blared, then came the robotic voice saying “This is not a test. Repeat, this is not a test.” A body of text scrolled through the screen. A warning. No, more of a statement about the events that took place not too far from where this man lived – an uprising.  The voice looped over and over as the man stumbled his way out of his comfy chair he paid a whole month’s salary on. Yet it couldn’t comfort him from this. So he paced. And he heard what he most feared; foots steps, in the thousands marching outside his doors. What do I do? They’re here! With every loop of the robot, his knees weakened, finally crumbling down into a fetal position. He rocked back and forth amongst his possessions, wishing he could un-see the text, to un-hear the words, to have done something before that could have prevented it all. 
	That janitor’s face locked in disbelief, watches the papers snow, sweeping through skyscrapers, latching onto windows, plastering the views of a city nearing its end. Those in their luxury suites are forced to stare down these words. In their respective brains millions of neurones fire at the sight of the question, playing last night’s events over in their respective minds.
	Last night a woman was on her favorite forum, where people just like her gathered and talked about mutually minded things. Love of dogs, cats, how they hated people who wore khakis, how they hated those who actually believed the Earth was a sphere, and that the next world war was going to happen any day now. But when she was linked the same emergency video, with that looped robot, with that scrolling text. At first she didn’t want to believe it, playing it off as some kind of fake news. It has to be some kind of sick joke. But with every loop it chipped away at her. Soon her flat world spun round. She looked far off into the distance from her high-rise apartment, and saw the booms, but waved them off as some fireworks show, since well they looked exactly like that. Bright plums of vibrant reds trailing into clouds. Did my eyes deceive me? she thought manically. The war has started…
	This very woman frantically tears away the papers smothering her windows, now. And she laughs like a mad woman while doing so. As do her neighbours. Everyone tries to get rid of those words haunting their vision. Every which way they look out, these words ask them yet again, ‘Where were you last night?’. As she looks out her window, people rip these words away, on every floor of every building. Yet still those words pour over the city, gliding along the breeze, through the streets, through the park where two men sit playing chess. 
The younger of the two’s phone vibrates; a message, from the government. It tells that the red alert was a slip up, it was meant to be a drill, that a missile wasn’t inbound. The younger man relays this information, but the older man isn’t really listening, rather he nervously taps on the chess board.
	“We’re a nation of minorities, you know. A huge population made up of many minorities,” the older of two the men says matter of fact. 
	“Says who?” 
	“It’s self-evident. Did you not hear all that noise last night?” 
	“I did. But that doesn’t mean a thing. Last night’s festival was merely a celebration of minorities, not a hostile takeover. Your move.” 
	“It’s a curse you know, the internet. Too many people are validated on that.”
	“Like the minorities?” sighs the younger one, he looks around the park to see families, kids zipping through the grass, smiling faces, the usual – people who know the world isn’t chaotic like the old man thinks.
	“Exactly. Too many bubbles exist where likeminded people only talk to likeminded people. Then they become disconnected to their reality. Call me a conspiracist all you want, but many of us know this.” Their heads turn to the fluttering papers whisking by, knocking over some of their pieces. “Shit.” 
	“Where were you last night?” the younger one reads aloud from the paper he snatches, a flyer for the festival’s week.
	“Not at that fucking festival that’s for sure. No way could I be around all of them,” he says bending over to pick up the chess pieces. Methodically he replaces each. “When too many people who think exactly the same come together, they start to lose sight of what’s real. Tell yourself a lie long enough, and eventually it becomes truth.”
	“So what’s the real truth then?”
	“That we are still the majority, us whites. They are trying to degrade our values. They are killing us softly. With each and every festival held on our soil, like how they tried to last night. With every celebration of colour, they attempt to mix us out. That ‘drill’ last night was dictated by them to confuse us whites and make us flee.”
	“Who’s them?”
“Don’t patronize me, boy.”
“Do you really know what’s real anymore, old man?”



Magical realism exercise:
Preaching Beauty
The clock strikes now. It’s my time. From behind the backstage curtains I see them, men, approaching the stage. Their pilgrimage to me is almost complete. Crumpled offerings clenched in their hands; my gifts. Lights dim. 
“Welcome to Club Somnium!” says Hermes, one of the MC’s. My name’s announced to the mass. They commence to recite it back. He says it once more and the mass erupts. Lights off. One. Two. And I’m on display, a spotlight over me. The mass a void of darkness and eyes. I see their lust, and I strut towards it. I feel alive again – no, I feel like a goddess again. My dance hasn’t begun yet already they sway to my motion, showering me in presents. Stepping downstage, I tower them; they hush the cheering into a hymn as they peer up at me. Next to the steel pole on front stage, I drop my shawl. They drop their jaws. I swing my arms wide. They sway with it. It’s true I’m old, but I’m young; fresh in everlasting desire. I sire their eyes to my movements. To my legs, its lustre reflected in their eyes. Slowly bringing their gaze higher by shaking my hips, belly, breasts and the hair flirtatiously wrapped around. To my shoulders, moving them in swirls. To my face, lifted up allowing the incandescent spotlight to bathe me. On the rim of my sight, I can see a figure on the obscure catwalk looking down at me with his distinct white hair. 
The room is enchanted in silence for I have them in pure submission. I tell my subjects to say my name. They do. I command my subjects to chant. They do. I demand louder! They praise me at the top of their lungs. My revitalization: crinkled skin is smoothening, lips blushing blood red, hair draping freely, and soul feeling glimpses of power like it did centuries ago. I dance. Prancing nice and slow, savouring the feeling. I spiral up the pole old and slide down younger, preaching my beauty….
***
“You’ve come along way. At least three hundred people came tonight just to see you,” says the man with white hair, his hairy wrinkled arms folded as he leans on the shadow casted door way. “This club can’t even hold three hundred people.” He laughs, but it sounds more like his lungs gasping. He shifts in place, searching for a comfort that won’t come, revealing thunderbolt tattoos across his arms. “Some of your followers even started brawling others to get in.”
“Well it’s still not enough. I can never attract enough,” I respond situated in front of a mirror lined with big, yet unflattering, fluorescent lights. “My stomach still roils in hunger, and already I wither into an old lady,” I say examining my features.
“Don’t we all,” he says, treading towards me. I brace myself knowing he’s going to place a hand on my shoulder. It gives me a pathetic jolt. He then slouches into a dusty couch behind me. The light illuminates his skin, it’s dry and crackled like an ancient statue. 
“Not getting enough followers yourself I see,” I say staring his reflection down. 
“You’re the one on stage performing, they love you. I can’t go on stage. It’s as simple as that.”
“No, you linger above it and gaze down like some kind of supreme god.” I laugh. Perhaps a little too hard. “Hermes goes on stage, if he can so can you. He may not be performing but it still aids him,” I say settling in my seat. He keeps his head drooped down. It’s depressing. Both of us dwell in the silence for too long. 
“Do you have any pills, my mind is –”
I toss him the pills on my table. “I’m going to the bar. Care to join me?” 
Grumbling paired with a dismissive wave, is his answer. Be an old man, I don’t care. I feel ancient enough already and I don’t need your presence to remind me. I used to be desire, used to be in the hearts off all men! The goddess…now in a mucky room with no splendor to lavish myself in but the dim, flickering, lights.
As I get up from my chair, “That look on your face – we have rules, don’t do anything stupid,” he says. “We live in a new age. Don’t forget that.”
I leave him in the dressing room and make my way back to the noise flustered main room.
“Hey aren’t you Aph –”
“Move aside!” I demand the pest. 
A once relaxing and purposeful life, now scrummaging and shameful. Having to resort to meager chanting’s of disgusting, vile men, only to retain a mere glimpse of my powerful self, rather than the prayers of faithful, noble servants. Coming out from back stage I skulk around in the shadows of the club, don’t want any more interactions with any of them. How ironic. 
Men remain hugging the stage and glaring at the pole, waiting for other saints to preach their whorish dance. What a life I have come to.
	At the bar, so far unnoticed and undisturbed, I signal the bartender tending the back shelves, “The usual,” I order. He walks over with a smile, even after all this time he is able to keep that confident look, on a deteriorating face. 
	“Nice turnout. You must feel a lot better,” he questions while also pouring me a drink. He slides it to me as I take a seat on a wooden stool.
	“This isn’t my usual.”
	“Times have changed, try out something new. I mean it’s best not to get too attached to anything. You of all people should know that.” In the background I hear Hermes announce the next event, Mary. 
	“Curse that Mary,” I sigh under my breath and push the drink away. “How is that whore so able to sway the people? What does she have that I don’t, besides a mother’s fat body?” The bartender responds with the same disgusting smile. “This is horrible.  I still feel like a spec of nothing. Sure ten minutes of chanting is wondrous, but as soon as the lights fade, the mirage becomes known for what it is. Drained. Syphoned. Curse Mary thieving all my momentum.” I glare at the drink and push it further away, then swivel around to watch her on stage. 
	Lights so bright it’s blinding floods the stage. Her beauty comes from the mystery of who she is – a commoner. Insignificant. Her shawl covers her face. A pathetic tease of modesty. 
	“Alright, if you don’t want that drink, then what do you want?” 
Power.
“Maybe have a baby like her, copy her tactics? I heard the people love her kid,” he says cynically.
	“Are we in the Underworld here, hmm? No, we are not, so why do you continue to play games with me. Here I am struggling to exist – we both are – and still you act like a fool,” I retort turning around to face him, nodding innocently. Two more drinks are at the ready. “It’s easy enough for you to receive prayers, all you have to do is serve this damn poison made by fools and get them to fight one another, and bang their cups, and curse. You have it easy.” 
The mass cheers louder. 
Mary must be preaching her beauty’s to the pole. Wretched whore. The fool goes ahead and consumes the drinks. “And yet, here I am, a Lord, in a state of decay.”
“Give me my usual.”
“There’s no more of that.”
I respond with a glare. He pretends to be scared.
“So what if that’s how I can hope to feel like myself again.” 
The masses cheering evolves to chanting. There’s a longing rhythm to it. 
My stomach roils and my nose stifles with mucky air. “Besides, look around, do you see anyone fighting?” he raises his arms, gesturing around him. “Oh and I actually get real powers back, you just get youth. What good is youth?” he returns to arranging the bottles sprawled along the back shelves. 
It’s not just about the youth, it’s about the old times of my youth, the ways of how life was lived. When the pantheon of gods reigned there was simplicity in life. There were strong traditions to keep balance. Now everything is jumbled and shifting with no foreseeable course. Why follow something new when the old ways were just fine. 
	A warm hand touches my shoulder, it’s Hermes. “Great turnout darling,” he says in high spirits. Though I’m sure he doesn’t believe that.
	“Yes? Then why am I already feeling like him again?” I respond. Hermes gives me a puzzling look where his eyebrows burrow up and hide under his bangs, then gives the bartender the same. I exaggeratedly pretend to throw something at him. A few seconds later, I add “Zap,” to which he immediately nods his damned head. 
	“Just ask the old man to talk with the owner in giving you the prime spot,” says Hermes. My lips part, ready to respond, but his complexion, it’s so fair. He looks like he did centuries ago….
	“The owner won’t allow that, Mary is the new sensation. I mean, look at her!” says the bartending fool, sarcastically cradling his head in his hands. 
The mass behind me roars, surging with real passion. I examine the empty drinks in front of me, then push aside, and spin around to gaze at the spectacle, but the lights on stage falter to darkness. The dance is over, but the chanting goes on. 
“Why don’t you just jump back on stage? Swing around that pole and ride her momentum like she rode yours,” cynicism plain in this fool’s voice. 
I need to be alone. Hermes places a hand on my shoulder but I shirk it and his upcoming hope speech away. I’m drained. The old man better not still be in my dressing room.  
***
	I sit in my dusty room again, in front of the mirror lined with lights, the door closed. Already, my hair as lifeless as a thread of string, and my skin equivalent to battered dirt. The mirror doesn’t reflect a god, no, it displays a withering old lady. Muffled whistles and cheers for others still haunt me in my own room. Some brand new whore must be swaying the people for yet another time. There’s always someone new. Something bigger and better wrapped in a better story that starts being praised. New religions…I do not see why I am being ignored. I offer path to strive towards. An end goal for all men, should they live a successful life. I am the end they want. I am important to the structure of society and help keep a balance on morality. We gods and goddess do. Do we not?
But in the here and now, the Goddess of Desire dances like a whore, like a prostitute in whatever country the old man has brought me to. How does Hermes manage this all? Mingling with the humans, I guess it’s natural for him. He’s lucky having his prayers come from a natural attribute. 
The fluorescent lights are becoming bothersome. Flickering between dimness and darkness. And the mindless mob out there’s chanting for someone else is aching. Nausea is something I will never get used to. I reach for a pill on the table…but they are all gone. Even after rifling through the all my drawers, then the couch, then the drawers again – nothing…that cursed, disgustingly vile, good for nothing old man used them all! I see myself shaking in the mirror, practically burning myself with the fire in my eyes reflected.
I need my own followers. I need my own home like Mt. Olympus. That home was a true monument to what humanity can achieve if they kept praying to the gods loyally…
A knock on the door, “The old man told me to tell you he got you the closing show for tonight,” says Hermes on the other side of the door.
…which they would’ve until the old man became bored, decided he wanted it all for himself and caused a stir. Casting the gods from Mt. Olympus as if they were his collection of bolts. Everything is always his fault. Always fucking unsatisfied with life and decides to become the epicenter of change. 
How brittle reality is, is laughable.
I storm out into the hall, and march to find the old man. The hall stretches far with doors leading to other whore dens. I bet he’s in one of them. 
Air here is ripe with whistling, and cheering, and yelling. It pains me for those calls are not in my name. My stomach roils. My mind ready to raze – someone stands at the other end of the hall. A man. Going door to door, peering in each, then closing it with dissatisfaction. He is searching for something, or someone. Perhaps he is a follower of mine…I wait for him to approach. He is beautiful and young. Though his eyes are hidden behind this lush hair I can see their colour, a sparkling green. His skin, fair. His figure, slim. His walk, graceful. Oh my. 
The cheering and yells grow louder.
The man, opening and shutting door after door, not finding what he wants. Is it me you want? He’s almost to me. I…I – I feel uneasy. His curious peering into each room is alluring. Should I turn away for if he sees an old lady he might reconsider his search? My eyes are imprisoned to his movements. My mouth salivating. My fingers tensing. My eyes vim with excitement. My, my, I want to scream!
	“Excuse me is this Aphrodite’s room?” questions the curious man already encompassing my vision. So he is looking for me. A smile dawns on my visage and I let it shine brightly. A follower of mine is just what I need. Perfect. 
	“Come here young man.”
	“So is this her room? Is she in there?”
	“What’s your name?” 
	He doesn’t respond. I open the door to my room and gesture inside.
	“Come sit with me will you? An old lady like me can get so lonely,” he makes his way behind me to one of the ragged couches. Twenty, maybe twenty-five at most? He has the look I had, when I was still reigning from Mount Olympus. So young, so full of energy. Beautiful. “Come closer will you?” he does so, but slowly with look of confusion on his face. I go to match him eye to eye. So much youth in him. Without realizing, I purse my lips and latch on to his. 
We hear the mass give a cheer. 
He staggers back at first, but the taste of alcohol on his lips and breath are surely counselling him to let go. I should stop, but his scent is so sweet. His breathing heavies. Passion makes itself known through his tongue, and he takes lead, guiding me to the couches. His eyes a sparkling pure green. I run my hands through his black hair, he runs a hand up my shawl. His smooth, gentle, hands caress my wrinkled body firmly. I breathe in his aroma in great inhales.
We’re lying on the couches now, he cranes over me and begins to remove his ivory shirt. Desire blunt in his actions. The mass’s cheers do not falter. Now, lunging down for my neck, he runs kisses down it. Soft and smooth lips. Soft and smooth kisses. He pauses, savouring the moment. For a long while he stares. So, I take in another long breath of his aroma. 
Then I take in another breath. With every passing second the cheering fades, and so does the lustre in his stare. I tell him to kiss me again, he obeys. Rigid lips, and a dry kiss. I command another but he’s slow. The crowd is faint. I run a hand through his wilting grey hairs. His skin is crackling and loosening, his breathing very faint, and eyes barely able to stay open. I breathe him in again, no longer hiding my attempt to syphon him. He stops moving. I rise, push him aside, and return to the mirror. A fair skinned woman with green eyes and long, lush hair greets me. Young! Energy surging through me more than when I did the stage performance. From the mirror I see his once fair skinned body, now a brownish colour, curling and curling into itself, drying into a mere empty husk. 
	Looking at his new form, It reminds me of a possible future, and an already happened past. Of memories about my kin. Poseidon shriveled like him. Back in Greece I think. He was certain there were worshipers since it was our homeland. It’s laughable how wrong he was. Something always comes along to sway the sheep-minds into believing in them and doing their bidding, as it always does. With the support being funnelled into newer beliefs, his lack of followers shrivelled him up. No longer able to go on. But not me. I will exist, I will survive forever.  I deserve to, don’t I? I offer something to strive towards. An end goal for all men, should they live a successful life. I’m important to the structure of society. I help keep a balance on morality. 
	“What did you do!” yells the old man, craning the door wide. Quickly running in, about to slam the door, but stopping himself realizing it would bring on a commotion, and settles with closing the door in a hesitant yet calmly fashion. With his back to me, “You know you can’t do that. There are rules set in place. If we don’t follow them everything will be chaos.” He spins around to face me now. Slowly, he comes closer putting a gentle hand on my cheek, and brushes my hair back. My beauty must be overwhelming. “We all have little amounts of followers, we can’t just go around consuming them. We need to sustain what little we have.” 
	“What do you know, you have no followers,” I say sourly and moving away. “And so what if I do this to one of the mortal humans, they are nothing. Has being surrounded by them made you into one?” he doesn’t answer. He is shaking, visibly shaking. Is it anger or is it fatigue…no, it is desire for me. I do not bother to control the laughter spilling from me. Desire plain in the old man’s eyes?
	“Do you want me?”
	He says nothing, but I know he wishes to say yes. I take a step to him. He flinches. I purse my lips…
	“I told you there are rules. We will vanish from existence if we don’t control ourselves, Aphrodite.”
	And I latch my lips onto his. I inhale deeply, taking in his aroma. He tenses, about to push me away, but I take another deep inhale. I will have my own Olympus.



Reflective Critique

I’d consider myself a screenwriter, though I mostly write prose. This is because I think most of what I scribble onto the page oozes in drama. Most of my works have great visual scenes that would be striking on the silver screen. Like in Preaching Beauty, with how were are immediately placed on stage with Aphrodite’s brainwashing of the crowd through her erotic dancing. Or how in Wicked or Weakness, the image of Tom craning his neck, desperately trying to see over the hill for Taza, and even the interactions between characters are brash. At least in my opinion these are quite dramatic scenes – I could very well be wrong. That being said, I feel my ability place the reader in the moment alongside my characters, to immerse them into the perilous situations my characters are often in is what makes me a screenwriter. My constant readings of books teaching the craft of writing, and then reading stories to evaluate them in relation to how they approached the craft, is how I came to my conclusion. 
	The best way to learn to write is to read as much as one can. Every writer, good or bad, will say this, but as I was reading Stephen King’s book, On Writing, he flawlessly noted as to why it’s so important (but of course my re-telling will be but a fraction of his truth). King (2000) says it’s how one develops style. When one reads Dickens, their writing mimics Dickens, or when they read Lovecraft, the hours and hours they spent reading his works will unconsciously make its way into their work. He claims it’s happens to him all the time, and well I admit the same. Through reading others works we will adopt their styles. Their mannerisms. Their nuances. The more books read, the more styles learned, to then eventually mold our own. Also, King (2000) says to read shitty writing too. For reading poor works will show you what works and what doesn’t. If there’s a book you’re reading that you just simply attest, there’s a reason for it. Identify that reason and you’ll make your own writing better. 
	I took that advice into analyzing my classmate’s works – people who like me are still beginning to learn the process of writing and hence have flaws. Now, I’m not claiming that my work is any better than my peers, but after spending time on Moodle, reading my peers works I was able to see what King meant by reading things that are poorly done. Many of my peer’s works had great narratives, and characters, more so than my works did, but I still I thought that they were poorly done. Well, poorly done in one sense being the actual writing. I found that some stories had bland writing, in that all sentences started in a pronoun/he/she, etc. Which made the story repetitive, despite being engaging in other ways. Sentence structures were all very straightforward making the reading dull. He took her arm. She pulled away. He tried again. Writing like that is more like one’s casually speaking rather than telling a story in prose – there’s no style. 
	I used this insight to help my writing be more interesting. I changed my sentence structures, added many variations. Like, starting sentences with nouns instead of he/she. Also I used more fragmented sentences, for they quicken the pacing of the work. And well since I think of myself a dramatic writer, pacing is huge thing in keeping things dramatic and intense. In Wickedness or Weakness, A scream. His. My bones won’t move as fast as my mind races. I feel having a frag there really lets the intensity of the situation and its brevity show. Or even looking at how it’s used with the lights in the opening of Preaching Beauty. 
	Speaking of brevity, what I learned from the screenwriting books I read, like Screenplay by Syd Field (1979), was quick and short writing. Lean writing is what he calls it. Quick, to the point, descriptions help the reader stay in the scene rather than being bogged down in descriptions. Being concise with my words made the story feel much more authentic and let the reader stay immersed. The one syllable exercise in class was great practice for just this as I had to be very conscious in my word usage to be concise and meaningful for my story.
I feel that in all my work’s it’s quite evident that my sentences are kept quite short and to the point. Kept lean.  Especially looking at the opening paragraphs of Preaching Beauty and It Happened. 
The clock strikes now. It’s my time. From behind the backstage curtains I see them, men, approaching the stage. Their pilgrimage to me is almost complete. Crumpled offerings clenched in their hands; my gifts. Lights dim. 
The sentences are kept short, and filled with sharp images in quick succession just like the silver screen likes. It may seem quite ironic that I claim to be a screenwriter but I have only chosen fiction prose to be in my portfolio…but well, there’s nothing I can say to that other than it’s my style, and the fact that this is a fiction class. A class that really had some great exercises in helping me evolve as a writer. The one syllable exercise I already mentioned was fantastic in testing my creative mind with such a restraint, as did the objective correlation one with trying to describe a scenery/event through the vibe of an environment. All in all, I really enjoyed this class, and I feel it did help me become a better wordsmith.
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