Reality 
The wooden bridge crunched and croaked as it swayed in the whistling winds. The explorer clutched onto the thick ropes on either side of him stretching across the mouth of the Devil’s Mountain. He felt a tapping on both of his legs and broke his own rule to never look down when crossing a crooked rope bridge, taking a large gulp, he tucked his head between his legs only to find that it was his own two leather clad legs tapping as he trembled. Through the wide gap between the planks, he caught a glimpse of something gigantic skimming the surface of the gurgling lava beneath him. He heard a faint whimper force itself through his own mouth involuntarily. Taking a deep breath, he lifted his eyes up to the deep black sky clad in twinkling gem stars and the full moon a plate of shimmering silver. He brought his glance back to the smouldering orange and red beneath him and then to the jagged black daggers of mountain that encircled the area. The sound of bubbling and sizzling complimented the waves of heat that slightly distorted his surroundings, giving him the distinct feeling that he was on a sinking ship.  It was then that he realised that he wasn’t quite as hot as he should have been and cursed himself for forgetting where he really was.  Just as he felt himself begin to relax a little, he was startled by a thunderous slap and clumps of molten rock being flung around in the scorching lake below, as the reptilian tail of some … thing, quickly slithered into the lava. 
The explorer furrowed his brow, puffed out his chest and clutched the axe tied to his armour and set moving forward, against his better judgement. At the far end of the bridge, he could see the wizard’s hat on the top of the castle. It wasn’t very often that a castle would have a literal wizard’s hat on it, or guinea pigs with bat wings for that matter. But there was a confusing charm about this world: On the one hand you could be swept up and taken to an evil black orifice of mountain filled with torturous weapons carved into the mountain by legions of blood lusting skeleton demons, and on the other meet a squirrel with a cape and a pet monkey drinking frog semen through a silly straw. This world was a rare gem, with most adventurers tending to go to the same kind of landscapes with the same kind of creatures. Regular old castles built of brick and mortar with watered moats and dragons and Excalibur; only the connoisseurs decided to visit worlds with killer cereal milk monsters and people with feet for hands and faces for feet. 
One step closer and then another …. Squeak, squeak! A large guinea bat swooped past the side of his face causing him to step back in shock, his foot slipping through the gap in the planks. He pulled his foot back through as quickly as he could; his metal boot twisting and tumbling towards the molten chasm below. The explorer’s eyes widened to the point his eyeballs almost fell out of his face as a grotesque snake like monster leaped, twisting and writhing through the air snapping its large blood-stained teeth, like shed sized tombstones just falling short of the explorer by a few feet. The monster landed in the lava with a sizzling splash, sinking into the pool for a few moments before again surfacing and concentrating a glare of burning hatred that gripped hold of the explorer’s soul but slipped away as he himself wriggled away from this powerful illusion. 
One more step, then another … almost … there … what was that that just flew past the moon? Never mind. Then with a dull thud and the sound of clattering wood, a flash of paralysing fear grabbed a hold and spun the explorer as he found himself tumbling towards the gaping mouth of the thrashing creature below. The explorer spun through the air feeling like he was in an open tumble dryer filled with burning fear. He somehow managed to spin himself around and catch a glimpse of a distorted shadowy figure on the other side of the bridge bellowing a twisted laugh. Game over.  
He jumped up into an upright position to find himself on the smooth curve of a lime-green hill. Leaning on his arms with his legs resting on the fuzz of the grass, he let himself fall backwards and look up into the cosmic blue sky above as carefree clouds that morphed into beautiful vortexes and swirls as they drifted past. He lay there for a few minutes and took it all in, he had forgotten what a beautiful resting place this was. He pulled himself up and scanned the landscape for the portal to the multiverse reception.
 Everybody knew that portals were located to the north of every world, unfortunately not everybody could afford one of those fancy compasses in order to figure out which way north actually was. Behind him stood an army of trees, far too tall to see anything beyond them. Skimming around above the trees on plasma powered jetpacks were the turquoise skinned maintenance bots. Unfortunately, they were too far away to ask them for help. To his right was a techno-city with flying vehicles like ants buzzing in between the outer buildings. Before him and stretching around to the left were smooth hills that gradually melted into great snow-capped mountains. 
The explorer decided to spend ten credits for a guidance arrow which pointed him in the direction of the techno-city. He breathed in a big gulp of air, pulled himself up from the grass and ambled his way down the foot of the hill.  As he approached the outskirts of the city, there was a large toll booth with a que of about 15 other characters who looked as though they had a vast amount of experience in this part of the world. Another 15 credits. The streets and buildings were pristinely maintained, the maintenance bots were spot on in that regard. Though their speech was somewhat monotonous and robotic they were generally helpful. Their generic smiles were somewhat grating, however. He came to a street filled out with expensive shops: gravity bikes, jetpacks, energy weapons, you name it. There were people everywhere, real people and in droves. This must be the upper-class part of the city as everybody had at least one gravity piece of apparel.  
There was a group of gravity booted people looking towards the explorer with smirks and sneers and he lumbered through the street in his mere leathered Armor. Though he had gained a large collection of credits, the leather apparel said that he couldn’t afford to be here. He sent out a request for some help locating the portal. Some of the people in the area turned towards him a for a slight moment but then tried to pretend that they hadn’t seen his request for help. He carried on past the length of shops and came to a dark alley just at the end of the street. He peeked into the dark and shadowy area but felt an uncomfortable queasiness in his stomach which told him to keep moving. As he continued on, the crashing of metal and tin could be heard coming from the alley. SHWOOP! 
The explorer found himself staring into the curious eyes of a fellow explorer that held a twinkle of something yet to be revealed. The confident young man flicked a stray piece of curly blonde hair from his battle-scarred face and stared into the eyes of the explorer very carefully.  Why is he looking at me like this? He thought to himself. The explorer tilted his head, the young man frowned and slowly his hand slid towards the handle of his weapon. Then, quick as death, the young man offered his hand and laughed and smiled warmly. ‘I remember you! I’m just yanking your chain. We had a right giggle on the trampoline world, didn’t we?’
‘I caught your distress signal and thought I’d bring you here. I won a few credits in a battle royal, so, I thought I’d bring you to the world of yesterday to have a gander at life before the technological revolution.’ The young man smiled brightly and gestured to follow him.  
The explorer looked around in awe at his surroundings. He found himself walking around what appeared to be an ancient village. No telephone wires, 6G masts and definitely no smartphones. There were many houses, spotted about the clean landscape. They were not built from plastic or metal, but of wood straw and clay. The people wore simple clothes, necessary and plain. There were no fashion brands and no advertisements. There were no pathways, no roads and definitely no hoverboards nor gravity scooters.  
The air was filled with the twanging of metal, the bleating of sheep and the quiet incomprehensible whispers of actual voices. Both men and women worked at the front of their homes. Some with garlic, basil and other natural treats and others with swords and shields hanging valiantly completed for the day. In the centre of the village was a little marketplace, the shop owners spinning enchanting descriptions about their products. This was so far away from world that he lived in. Yet somehow, he had never felt so at home before in his life. 
‘Come with me,’ said the battle-scarred young man. 
He led the explorer toward a group of men huddled in a group shouting boisterously on the outskirts of the village. The men, grubby and hard-faced stood in a ring jabbing their fists in the air triumphantly.  The explorer became distracted by faint rumbling and the smell of burning plastic. What’s going on this time? Never mind, this world is too interesting. In the centre, was two men clad in armour wielding long steel swords and wooden shields with runes arranged in strange patterns.  
The two men roared as shield clashed with sword. The man with the shield ducked and spun around in one swift motion, swinging his leg around and sweeping the other man’s legs, sending him thumping down to the ground. The standing man lunged toward the downed man and thrust his sword, stopping but an inch before his throat.  
‘Good fight young warrior,’ said the victorious combatant. He stroked his bristly orange beard and offered his hand to the other man, pulling him to his feet. Of all the worlds the explorer had traversed, he had never seen an act of mercy between two people engaged in a battle. This world was so far away from his own … the on dawned it him, where he actually was. The smell of burning plastic was so poignant. 
He quickly turned to his blonde-haired friend, who was now laughing a twisted laugh.  
‘It’s you … from the bridge! Who exactly are you?’ The young man stopped laughing, his face straight and serious. He burned an imprint of his ominous grey eyes into the mind of the explorer. 
‘I am reality.’  The young man slashed a jagged toothed sword at the explorer. Everything went black. Game over.  
BOOM … RUMBLE. The sound of electric fizzling and the dense stench of burnt plastic assaulted Adrian’s senses as he quickly pulled the RealityExplorer666 helmet from his sweaty balding head. The room was shaking, and plumes of smoke drifted through the gap of his open window. BOOM, another explosion and bits of crumbled roof fell from the ceiling. The poster of a beautiful landscape peeled itself from the wall and spiralled onto the ground face down. BOOM, a pile of empty cans and bottles fell from the draws next to his bed, the doors flinging open and spilling his old computer hardware to the ground. He ran to the window and peered out in horror.  
The police were battling the rebels again. Pop, Pop, Pop, BOOM. A rebel screamed as a bullet tore through his arm. The rebels who were hiding behind an upside-down burning car fled through an alley after throwing a grenade. The police chased after them, two of them running to the down rebel and beating him mercilessly, before dragging him off out of sight. 
All went quiet, but the sound of the raring flames of the car. No maintenance workers came. No sight of grass, nor mountains or strange creatures. This was reality.  
 
Time Out
Licking his lips and rubbing his hands together with his back slightly arched, Rudolf marvelled at his glorious creation: A Time machine. As it happened, Rudolf was the winner in the race to be the first man to build such a machine. There was that three-legged horse who managed to build one out of platypus fingernails, tartar sauce and an elastic band, but that was a total accident. Nevertheless, it felt damn good to be the first human to build one, on purpose. 
Golden bars of sun pushed through the kitchen window and lit up the metallic box sat on the oil-stained table, as though God was shining a golden laser pointer on it. The chrome box shimmered gold and silver and for a split moment Rudolf swore he heard a choir of angels singing ‘Rudolf is Awesome’ coming from the device. It was no bigger than a shoebox. Three buttons: Go, Stop and an on and off switch that you could alternate one from the other. He wasn’t a fan of a digital dials, so, he used the face of an old alarm clock, for that classic time machine movie nostalgia feeling. 
Next to the box was a brown leather helmet with flaps that went over the ears and goggles that went over the eyes. From each ear flap, two wires gradually united into one end that was to be plugged into the top of the time machine. He placed the helmet on his head and set the dial to the year 2022. A brilliant injection of adrenaline fizzled up in his body like a shaken can of Dr Pepper. 
He hovered his finger over the ‘go’ button nervously. Today’s world of flying cars, self-fitting jackets and trees in jars would be replaced by manual driving cars, pants you have to zip up and pavements that you actually have to walk on. Then a jagged thought pushed its way into his mind: What if this goes wrong? What if I create a time paradox? What if I jump into a different timeline that emus decided they have had enough and decided to take over the world? 
He felt his finger shake and retract slowly by an inch … ‘fuck it!’ He slammed his finger into the button. The world exploded into a blizzard of atomic haze. First the kitchen table, then the half-melted test tubes, the dirty knives and forks and of course the blow-up clown he would debate tree bark density on a Tuesday, all disintegrated into a million atomic fragments, whooshing and swirling out of existence. 
The world around him turned blacker than black before tenderly exploding into a soft blue void that expanded infinitely in all directions. Ominous clouds of purple began to materialise with spears of golden bolts lashing aimlessly in all directions. The indistinguishable whispers of a million voices filled the void like a giant blanket of sound. Ghostly apparitions ambled, cheered and warred in the depths of the soft blue. Structures would rise up from the foundations and then unbuild themselves within seconds. Nothing appeared to be solid in this place. It was as though he was outside of the physical completely and inside a ... mind of some kind. 
A pleasant vibrating sensation started to tingle in his hands before slowly moving around the rest of his body. He pulled them to his face. Yes, they were still there, but it looked as though he was watching them on a grainy old television screen. Rudolf would have been panicking if it wasn’t for the pleasurable sensation gradually building into an orgasmic ecstasy. All those books, those films that described time travel as feeling awful were full of shite! A conspiracy to deter us all away! Sod a massage, getting your molecules rearranged and evaporated is where it’s at! 
The biting smell of burning hair broke his molecular massage causing him to grimace. Then, all of a sudden, a universe shattering pop followed by a steady but blaring frequency filled his consciousness. He lifted his hands to his face once again, only to watch them turn into dust and shatter out in all directions. 
Darkness.
It became uncomfortably apparent that Rudolf no longer had a physical form. Even more uncomfortable than that was the fact that despite having no body, there was a shrill and tinny smell in the air, if there was such a thing as ‘air’ here. He tried to call out, to scream but to no avail. He could, however, hear his voice in his mind. He tried calling out into the eternal darkness but only felt the echo of his own solitary soul.
There was no point of perspective, no ‘thing’ from which he was able to find a frame of reference. There was a strange sensation that suggested to him that he could see in front, behind and below him all at once. Where, am I? Or has something gone terribly wrong with the time machine … and on that note, where is the time machine! It has to be here somewhere, I can’t be stuck here like this, can I? If he still had eyes he would have wept. 
And so, it was to be that Rudolf had found himself stuck outside of any tangible reality. For hundreds of years Rudolf remained in the stasis of the void. He never did truly understand what had happened to him, but he eventually came to the conclusion that the time machine didn’t get him to the year 2022. Instead, he found himself outside of the physical universe, or perhaps outside of the universe altogether.
 He was Completely alone. No body, no objects, no land, no friends. He was nothing more a floating mind. 
Days turned into weeks, weeks turned into years and years into centuries. With nothing but memories, Rudolf would replay the events of his life over and over. He would break down the moments of his life where he made his mistakes. He remembered the day that Gertrude, his ex-wife, gave up on him, though it wasn’t until he found himself here that he finally understood that.
The gold plate of the sun eased a gentle hand through the window of the shed that caressed his neck as he turned the screwdriver, tongue sticking out of the side of his mouth. Mozart’s Symphony 40 was playing quietly on the radio as Rudolf pleasantly whistled along. There was a knock on the shed door, ‘It’s me!’ Said Gertrude mischievously. ‘Come in’ Rudolf sighed. 
The door opened and the dark corners of the shed filled with warming light. Rupert turned to see Gertrude’s gentle blue eyes eagerly looking into his own. Her soft brown hair flowed smoothly over her shoulders as she moved swanlike with graceful precision. She wore a jet-black silky bed robe that accentuated the curves of her voluptuous hips. That memory of her entering the shed always stuck with him, he always thought it was as though she had the sun tied to a string like a balloon, she’d carry around with her. If only he would have told her how beautiful she was that day, maybe he wouldn’t be in this situation, if only he’d seen the significance of that moment long ago … it’s too late now.
She made her way over to him and placed her arms around him, kissing him suggestively on the neck. ‘Not now Gertrude, I’m working on something.’
‘Come on Rupert, you are always working on something. I barely see you anymore. I was thinking we could roll around on the grass by the sun flowers next to the pond. The sun flowers will keep us out of sight, and you know that the gnomes not going to let anybody perve on us!’ Gertrude leaned in and kissed him on the neck. Rupert sighed. 
‘Just give me half an hour, ok?’ Rupert did not see her face, but he remembered that he felt it slump without seeing it. That moment, if only I could go back. What I would do to take her hand and lead her to the sunflowers by the pond. But it was too late. By now, two centuries too late. 
When one has an eternity with nothing but your mind, imagination and memories there is no option but to get creative. And so, Rupert would go back through every one of his memories. He would visualise every aspect of them, giving them a great depth and vibrancy. He would see the crow’s feet crinkle on Gertrude’s eyes as she smiled. The sticky cobweb wafting in the breeze in the corner of the bedroom and the glistening granules of salt in the mortar in between the bricks of the house. 
Eventually, he would begin to imagine how the memories would have gone if, he would have made a different decision in different situations. He imagined taking her down to the sunflowers by the pond, slipping a golden ring with engravings of sacred geometry over her slender finger. Being in the great church with its twin pikes. Inside a great echoey hall with a large eccentric organ behind the podium, stain glass windows of saints and spiritual leaders to the left and right walls. Friends and family smiling proudly, tears of joy streaming down their faces wearing beautiful dresses and sharps suits. 
Hell, he didn’t stop there. He then set out to imagine worlds of his own. The most beautiful, picturesque and fantastical worlds with rivers of liquid diamond and mountains of molten gold. Skies of colours beyond the realm of human comprehension. He would fill these worlds with all sorts of creatures: from metal feathered birds to six-foot bees to alien dinosaurs with chainsaws for legs. He built heavens that would satisfy everybody’s wildest desires and hellish realms that would make the devil wet his pants. 
This went on for many lifetimes, many millenniums, many eternities. So much so that Rudolf became lost in his own creations. For in each man, woman, alien or slug he would build them from their personality to the dimples on their bottoms. Within each of the avatars he created, was the essence of himself. All were within Rupert and Rupert was within all. 
Rupert was able to leap into any of his creations at any moment and feel what it was like to be a human, or an alien or a tree at any moment. Eventually he would create more creators that would continue the work of his universe, so that he could explore the multiverse he had created. For he knew that somewhere, in his creation, she was there, waiting for him to find her once again. 

Reflective Essay
The purpose of this module and the two works that are being submitted along with this essay, was to explore world building and developing environments that feel vibrant and alive. Throughout the month, we explored a number of themes such as time travel, writing at home and travel writing. Through a number of writing practices such as defamiliarization and writing imagined places I was able to accustom myself with something that I have always struggled with in making the worlds of my writing more believable, more concrete within the imagination. 
I have an interest in writing fantasy, with the style of Terry Pratchett’s Discworld novels influencing the strange visuals in my piece ‘Reality’, with imagery such as the castle with a wizard’s hat. I am also deeply interested by philosophy and always try to embed ideas in my writing that makes the reader have to consider the works on multiple levels.  With these works in particular, I have tried to play with the reader’s expectations and emotions, by embedding visual humour with the grave. For example, In Time Out I created a sense of ridiculousness for the reader to become enveloped in. The reader is led to believe that the main character is an eccentric. We come to find that the main character becomes trapped in limbo for an eternity. As the story develops, there is however, a sense of relief to the grave situation. 
With both of the creative pieces, I decided to shape the landscapes using a multiverse which would give me the opportunity to add variety in my pieces. In ‘Reality’ I set out to provide the reader with a fantastical environment where the main character finds himself in the beginning of the piece. Followed by a more familiar, but still otherworldly setting as it has gravity cars and so on. Then the reader is brought to, what I would perceive as an ideal type of ancient landscape, followed by the true reality that the main character finds himself in. 
In ‘Time Out’ however, while towards the latter half of the work there is more concrete worlds that are described, I decided to use a different visual frame of reference. I decided to describe the journey in the time machine as though it was happening within the mind. I attempted to give a depiction of the visualisation process during meditation and try to put that into words. The power of the mind and imagination was the main theme of this work. I was heavily influenced by the philosophy of the seven hermetic principles, one of which is that the universe is mental, or in other words, we are in the mind of God. I feel as though I have effectively and interestingly explored the idea the power of the imagination, however, I feel that I could explore and expand on this idea in much greater detail given more of a word count to explore. 
Another theme that I have tried to embed into my works are the idea that each human being has a great power within them to create a positive change in the world. In ‘Reality’ I perhaps could have emphasised the significance of the worker bots, as my intention was to remind the reader that in real life, there are no robots that will fix and maintain the world for us. It is up to each and every one of us to take responsibility for our own slice of world, to stand up to the injustices that come across our path, resisting the urge to run away into the virtual prisons many young people find themselves in, in the modern world.
In ‘Time Out’ it was my intention to put to the reader the potential for greatness that resides in the mind of each and every person. The imagination is a powerful tool that can be used to create universes if we so wish. Every time we write a story, we create a new universe. For every universe we create we can explore redraft and correct mistakes, just as we can reflect on our actions take action to not make those same mistakes. Richard Bach’s work Illusions was an influencing factor In these two pieces
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