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Portfolio 
One Syllable Task
Come with Us
Each year a girl is lost to the world. One day she is in the woods; the next day she is not to be seen.  Each time is a new place as they take care not to be traced by man. The girls are now a cold case not ever to be solved. Their kind hearts not meant for the world of man. Young girls bound to the life of a nymph.
The woods are an escape for those who do not fit, but not all meet a nymphs’ wish. A girl will be tried as she goes through the woods. Each step and slip will shape her fate. The test will be fair and quick. One can be sure no harm will come to the girls.
[bookmark: _Hlk533112671]Now the nymphs spy on a girl with red hair. Sure, she is the one, they set a gold path of leaves for her to trace. This is the start of her test; the test of a pure heart. Bathed in the sun’s light, they watch the girl play on dry grass. All her limbs move like a dance; now the nymphs are in a trance. In the girl's mind, she is at a ball and they are her guests. Guests that are not made seen to her yet.
On the third day, while in the shrubs they peak and laugh at her queer games. With a snatch at the branch she has a stick and is now at war with flies; they try to dodge her sword but they fall to their death. The nymphs mime the girl but one falls to the ground with a thump. The sound of bells chimes in her ear which makes the girl drop her sword. The nymph blends in with the tree, in woe, as the rest of the nymphs tell her to hush. The girl moves to the sound; her rich green eyes gleam with glee. The small girl leans on the tree with her palm next to the nymph. Both stare as they search for the sleight of hand. The girl turns with a smile sure the thing would show soon. It was not the right time, both thought in awe.
Time goes by as the nymphs get to know the girl with the pure heart. They wait for her to need them as much they need her. Then they will show in their true form. That day comes in the month of June.
With a crack, clack and a snap, the girl drops to the ground as a sharp pain hits her in the heart. She has left her home for good. The sting starts to ease as she lets the tears fall. Deep in the woods, a scream is let loose for all to hear. A cry from one in need. A clap of light burst from the sky; all come to life in the woods keen to aid the girl to her fate.
A doze creeps on the girl as she lays there on the cold ground. Her eyes now raw from the tears she nods off. While the girl sleeps the nymphs sneak up on her. They crawl and glide to the girl with greed in their eyes. The time has come. The girl is now theirs. 
A snap of a twig stirs the girl to life. With wide eyes, she sees the nymphs.
Eye to eye; the nymphs and the girl pour their souls. No lies will be told as they take her from here. No choice is to be had. The girl is not scared when they take her hand. A soft green glow lights the woods as she is led to a new life. 
                                                 The End 
FOCUS Exercise: Argument on a Bus  
In the Right Direction 
Today seems to be a typical Tuesday in the Malcom home as Dylan and his sister, Abigayle, storm around the house leaving their mother to clean up the mess. Rose Malcom loves her two children dearly but they could be very untidy. The family’s recent move to Manchester has only added to the chaos. 
‘Seriously you two, go get ready for school!’ The two children mid-fight pause to look at their mother. Abigayle gives her brother one last shove before gleefully leaving the room.
‘Set a better example, Dylan, you're the eldest,’ Rose tuts at her son. Dylan shamefully follows his sister’s exit. 
Rose wishes her husband could be around to help with their children, but he had more priestly duties to attend to. Rose’s husband, Peter Malcom, has been recently relocated to Manchester for his job. Dragging the wife and children with him. The two children saw it as a new adventure whereas Rose only saw it as more stress. The most annoying part of the move, to Rose, is that Peter is still yet to mention the reason for the move. Every time Rose would approach the subject, he would either squirm or just say ‘priestly reasons.’  This caused friction between the couple as Rose couldn’t stand her husband when he said ‘priestly reasons.’ It implied that she is too stupid to understand. The married couple kept many things from each other these days but his secrets were more sinister than she knew.
Standing in the corridor Rose attempts to map out, in her mind, a regular school routine. The fact that it is still not established bothers Rose immensely.
‘Children! Come on we have to catch the bus.’
‘The bus?!’ Abigayle squeals with disgust. A strand of Rose’s hair sticks up from her tight updo.  Her daughter’s dramatic tendencies often result in Rose’s appearance coming undone. Nothing a classic eye roll and a quick pat here and there couldn’t solve though.
‘Yes, Abigayle, the bus,’ Rose says calmly.
‘What’s wrong with your car?’ Dylan chimes in as he jumps down the stairs. 
‘Nothing,’ Rose puts out an arm to still her son. She attempts to tidy his uniform.
‘Then why are we getting a bus?’ Abigayle stomps down the stairs to join them. She sniggers at her brother being groomed.
‘I don’t know the roads,’ Rose eyes her daughter wanting to adjust a few things to her attire. Instead, she focuses in on her son knowing better.  
‘Ok let’s leave,’ Rose claps her well-manicured hands together. 
                                           ***
 The Malcom family, minus the father, finally reach the bus stop after many wrong turns.
‘And only two minutes to spare,’ Rose remarks breathlessly with her two children slumping along behind her. 
With the bus arriving shortly, Rose has not got long to fuss over her children’s’ appearance. She hopes they will not cause a scene in front of these strangers; they meaning Abigayle.  
There were all types of people here waiting for the bus. A group of rowdy teenagers caught her attention first. They share a can amongst themselves all eager to have a sip. The can’s contents making their breath bitter as well as their words. That was not the only smell attached to the teens as the occasional earthy scent mixed in with burnt tyres finds Rose’s nose. A smell she recognises from her youth. Then there were a few bland people scattered around the bus stop that didn’t really grab her attention. All were on their phones entranced with its contents.
 Further along, occupying the bench is a woman wrapped in mismatched clothing in all different sizes. The clothes look worn and in need of spin in the washing machine. It is clear why the space next to the woman remains free. However, Abigayle is about to sit next to woman until Rose reels her back to her side.
‘Mum! I want to sit down,’ Abigayle begins to whine.
The woman on the bench and Rose awkwardly make eye contact then advert their eyes quickly.
‘Yes, well the bus is almost here so stand still.’
‘I don’t see it,’ Abigayle protests.
Dylan is still looking at the woman on the bench, puzzled, as one of the teens approaches her. The teenage boy seems to be offering his drink to the homeless woman. The woman does not look grateful about being noticed. She attempts to ignore the boy; not interested in what is offering. However, the dry layer of skin peeling from her lips says something different. The teenage boy smiles at the woman hoping to coerce a reaction from her. Hesitantly, the woman reaches for the can with her swollen fingers cracked and bruised. The teenager jerks the can away laughing at the woman.
The woman like a turtle tries to retreat back into her rags. Dylan still watches the scene unfold wondering why none of the adults has stepped in.
‘Mum, shouldn’t we do something to help,’ Dylan tugs at his mother coat certain she would intervene.
‘It is none of our business,’ Rose looks eagerly for the bus.
‘They are making her uncomfortable,’ concern entering the young boy’s voice.
‘There is nothing we can do,’ the mother tries to shield her son from the rest of the scene.
Dylan witnesses the teenage boy throwing the can’s contents in the woman’s face. Horrified, he removes himself from his mother’s grasp. 
‘That is not very nice,’ Dylan stands beside the woman confronting the teenage boy. 
‘What did you say little boy?’ The boy is still laughing at the scene he just created.
 ‘I said...’ Dylan becomes nervous as the teenager starts to tower over him.
Rose will not watch her son being bullied by some hooligan. Pulling her daughter along with her she marches right up to the boy. 
‘I would think about your next step very carefully, young man.’
With an eyebrow raised, Rose dares the teenager to test her authority. The boy’s tall stature eventually caves in as his cheeks flush red. The boy re-joins his friends slightly embarrassed but soon brushes it off and becomes a menace once again. 
‘Thanks mum,’ Dylan says shyly while glancing at the woman on the bench.
Rose follows her son’s gaze. The woman has not stirred from the bench even though the teenagers still throw abuse at her. On a closer look, the woman’s eyes were red from the strain of holding her tears back. However, Rose is more startled by how beautiful the woman’s eyes were. Her blue eyes the epitome of the ocean- endless and extraordinary. They had their own story. 
‘Come on you two,’ the family approach the bench.
‘Hi, I’m Rose Malcom!’ A hand is offered to the woman as a polite gesture but the woman does not take it. Understandably wary from past experiences. 
‘I was wondering if you knew the roads of Manchester well?’ Rose’s eye contact becomes jerky. Unsure if she were to look in one place it would give the wrong impression. Nevertheless, the woman nods her head in response.
‘Good! Would you mind accompanying us and navigating us around Manchester?’
‘Mum, what about school? And the bus,’ Abigayle says in awe.
‘Well, I didn’t typically want to get the bus and I thought you didn’t either.’ 
‘What about school?’ Dylan pipes in. 
‘Well might as well get to know Manchester first from this lovely lady’s perspective. Then we won’t ever have to get a bus to school.’ All three look at the woman on the bench with hope in their eyes. No one has looked at her like that in a long time.
‘I would love to,’ the woman croaks not use to using her voice. A stale odour, unfortunately, escapes her lips as well.  
Rose offers her hand once more to lady sure it will be accepted this time. Their two hands meet; one rougher and stained with all sorts of dirt than the others. Rose holds in any desire to show repulsion at the contact. The two children stare with their mouths agape.
‘Where were you heading on the bus? Maybe we could take you afterwards.'
‘Just the food bank,’ the woman mumbles.
‘Oh, we will stop somewhere for lunch at some point.’ Rose reaches into her bag for her hand sanitizer.
‘It is rude to have your mouths wide open,’ she gives her two children a stern look. The three follow Rose’s lead as she turns down the street away from the bus stop. 
                                              The End 
The Letter Exercise  
· What you had for breakfast 
· The last message
· Your lover’s eyes
· Music
To Be Tempted or Not To Be  
Lunch service came to an end and as usual much is left to waste. A bowl of glistening grapes; toast half spread; salad still fresh; all for one person to eat and leave as they please. Now young Willow clears it all away while she is still yet to have breakfast. As soon as Willow enters the dining room her stomach erupts like an earthquake at the sight of leftovers. Her petite hands clench her stomach attempting to hush its loud demands. Sneaking a bite or two would be a risk but the grapes were tempting. The food would only become wasteful trash. Willow knew this as she was often left to take the bins out. After little reasoning, in one swift movement, she pockets the grapes into her loose cardigan piercing a few in the process. Willow greedily sucks at her nails for some juice as she waits to pop a whole one in her mouth.
With the clearing of the table almost finished Willow seizes her opportunity by slipping a grape in-between her lips. The smooth grape bursts into a liquid substance quenching her thirst as well as her hunger. However, with her stomach not fully satisfied she attempts to sneak another into her mouth.
‘Hungry, are we?’ A sharp voice startles Willow into dropping her last grape onto the floor. She did not hear the usual warning of high heels echoing the halls.
Knowing full well who it is Willow, hesitantly, turns to face the owner of the sharp voice. Miss Dunne leans in the doorway with her arms across her chest. The older woman waits with a stern look planted on her face but her eyes twinkle with a dark desire. 
‘I forgot to eat before I left this morning,’ Willow reaches for the grape she dropped. 
Noise from the corridor breaks the tension in the room. More people gave Miss Dunne reason to add extra theatrics to the situation.
‘Aren’t you going to eat that?’ A sneer appears across her face.
‘Excuse me?’ Willow now stutters aware of the extra company. 
‘I said, aren’t you going to eat that?’
‘Um, it has been on the floor,’ a slight laugh leaves the girl’s lips.
‘You didn’t seem to mind picking off my dirty plate.’ Miss Dunne starts to circle the room as her eyes travel up and down Willow’s body. Her high heels now loud enough for all to hear. 
‘No, I suppose not. I’m sorry I was hungry, please understand.’
‘Oh, I understand. That’s why you must eat the grape,’ Miss Dunne plucks the grape out of Willow’s fingers.
‘Now open for me,’ the grape sits between Miss Dunne’s sharp purple nails.
‘Really I…’ Miss Dunne pushes the grape into the girl’s open mouth. This time the grape’s smooth surface is rather bitty causing Willow to spit it back out. The grape hits Miss Dunne’s neckline then slowly slides back down to the floor. A group of gasps fills the room.
‘Right you are coming with me,’ her voice oddly calm. 
Willow holds in a whimper as Miss Dunne's nails dig into her skin. The rest watch in awe like silence as the two women leave the room.
                                            ***
Brought to the main bedroom, Miss Dunne pushes Willow to the floor with great force. The wooden floor creaks at the impact. Willow tries to hold back any sign of pain as it will only encourage Miss Dunne more.
‘See these two doors? They enter into my closet. Make yourself useful by organising it for me.' 
‘I don’t have to do that,’ Willow’s hazel eyes look towards the ground. Miss Dunne crouches to be at the same level as Willow. She gently lifts Willow’s chin with her index finger. Their eyes meet.
‘You will do what I say. Understood?’ Miss Dunne’s intense green eyes pour into Willow. A shiver travels down the young girl’s spine.
‘Understood,’ the word is light coming out of Willow’s mouth. Miss Dunne’s thumb brushes Willow’s lips causing a red blush to appear on the neck of both women.
‘Good,’ in a gentle movement her hand leaves Willow’s chin. The click of her heels echoes as she leaves the room. Willow sits in disbelief with her heart attempting to escape her chest.  
As time ticks by, Willow rocks back and forth contemplating her choices. In reality, she had no choices; Willow had to complete what was asked of her then she could leave for the night. Otherwise, she wouldn't be able to come back and Willow still wants to come back. Willow would rather spend her days here than back home. Home is just where she slept and ate. Even though in her rush she had forgotten to have breakfast she did leave a note saying where she would be for the day. Hopefully, it would not be her last message as Miss Dunne is known to keep people for days.
                                              ***
There were a few shoes and clothes scattered about in the closet but overall it did not need much organising. Willow guesses where to place each of Miss Dunne’s personal possessions hoping to not anger the woman any further. Finding a rhythm to her work she starts to hum to help the time go by.  It would seem Willow has forgotten where she is. 
Once again, the echo of high heels did not sound to warn Willow.  At first, Miss Dunne watches Willow with softness until her ears recognise the sound girl is creating.
‘How dare you,’ the words come out in an angry whisper.
Willow's stomach sinks at the sound of Miss Dunne's voice. The girl could not bear to look at the woman's eyes so instead, she stares deeply into a shoe.
‘You know perfectly well music is banned in my home!’ Miss Dunne’s shoulders and arms become tense ready to strike something or someone. Still unable to face Miss Dunne’s wrath, Willow does not stir.
‘Look at me when I’m talking to you,’ the woman’s fingers begin to twitch at her side.  With the little courage she has, Willow places the shoe neatly next to its partner and then faces Miss Dunne.
‘You are yelling at me and I was only humming,' this time Willow looks directly into Miss Dunne's cat-like eyes. Without hesitation, Miss Dunne slaps Willow across the face. Instantly leaving a red mark in a shape of a handprint on Willow’s porcelain skin. Tears are shed as she holds her cheek in fear of what Miss Dunne will do next.
Miss Dunne stands motionless; her hand, pulsing from the hit, stays in a striking position. The hit gave her a thrill but at the same time frightened her. She wants to do it again however the girl’s tears make her hand quiver.
‘Stop crying just don’t do it again,’ she attempts a soothing voice. Willow’s tears stream faster this time down her face. Miss Dunne slaps Willow again believing it is the only option she has. This time it was gentler. The closet goes quiet. 
                                                  ***
Thumbing through her own draws she finds a packet of tissues. The second slap stopped Willow from crying nevertheless her eyes were still swollen red and damp from the tears.  With a tissue in hand, Miss Dunne approaches Willow's face. Certain she was going to strike again Willow stumbles back.
‘Stand still! I’m going to clean you up,’ Willow, reluctantly, allows Miss Dunne’s slender hands to touch her face. While dapping at the tears the two intently look into each other’s eyes. Lips slightly apart, their breaths become in sync. With her free hand, Miss Dunne brushes a loose strand of hair behind Willow’s ear. Willow touches the back of her own ear in a daze. Even though it is silent the energy in the closet is blaring.
‘Are you still hungry? Dinner is waiting for me if you would like to join.’ Miss Dunne turns to exit the closet waiting for Willow to follow. Surely this is a test but the constant ache in Willow’s stomach causes her not to care. At least she would suffer the consequences on a full stomach.
                                                  ***
 At the dining room table, the two sit in silence and are still yet to touch the food on their plates. 
‘Go on take a bite. You have my permission this time,’ Miss Dunne smirks at Willow. 
Willow eyes the food then eyes Miss Dunne hoping not to be tricked. The lack of food must be playing on her vision as Willows swears Miss Dunne winks at her. Not wanting to focus on that possibility she shoves something into her mouth. She coughs a little as the food appears to be spicy. 
‘Careful don’t choke now,’ Miss Dunne starts to tap her nails upon the table amused.
Nervous, Willow continues to thrust food into her mouth. A scrape of a chair against the floor causes Willow to stop eating and to look ahead of her. Miss Dunne is striding towards her; her face unreadable. Then she is behind Willow with her hands placed on the girl’s bony shoulders.
‘Relax everything is fine,’ she begins to massage Willow’s shoulders. Willow’s eyes start to close as her body melts at Miss Dunne’s touch.
‘No, um I got to go home,’ Willow abruptly leaves her seat.
‘You haven’t finished,’ anger sneaks into Miss Dunne’s voice.
‘Sorry,’ Willow shouts as she runs through the doors.
                                            ***
The next day Willow wakes with much to regret from the previous day. At least she makes time to have breakfast before she does anything today.
In the attempt to solve yesterday's drama Willow beginnings to write Mrs Dunne a letter:
Dear Miss Dunne,
I am writing to apologise for my rapid departure from last night’s dinner. I was overcome by unusual feelings I simply cannot explain. You were ever so kind to offer me food but selfishly I wasted it and acted poorly. Please do not use my actions from yesterday as a reason to no longer invite to your home. I will do whatever I can to make it up to you.
                                                             Yours truly,
                                                                    Willow
Now all Willow could do was to wait and hope for Miss Dunne to invite her back.  
                                                 The End
Objective Correlative Task 
Repeat 
 Residents of Lewis street took pride in knowing all their neighbours. However, further down the street, a house seems to always have its curtains drawn. A peculiarity in such an open and friendly street.  People only knew for certain that a middle-aged couple lived in the house. As there was only ever gossip of two people entering and exiting the front door. This all changed on the morning of January the 7th as the curtains were opened for the first time. People were greeted with a cheery smile from a woman they will come to know as Sandra Reeve. 
Sandra’s smile began to make her face ache as she indulges the prying neighbours. A couple with a child stand on the other side of the window delighted to see Ms Reeve so welcoming. Sandra couldn't wait to close the curtains up again but for now, she had to remain pleasant. With one last wave, she turns around to roll her eyes at the neighbours’ nosiness. If Sandra had no cleaning to do, she would gladly take a nap right now. All this smiling and being polite is tiring. Never will she open her curtains again. Nevertheless, the room needed some airing and extra lighting as she cleans. Sandra looks at the living room with disdain as some unwanted items still cluttered the place. Most of the items have a bitter urine smell attach to them, likely from beer and fags that were consumed in the home. A smell that made Sandra’s nose wrinkle in disgust. Now with the main source disposed she would not allow the bitter smell to linger for much longer. With cleaning products in hand, she starts her work.
In front of the armchair, a pair of overused slippers stare at Sandra dauntingly but she shows no remorse. So often Sandra had to listen to those slippers slumping around the house. Well no more. A bitter laugh leaves Sandra’s lips as she knows the slippers will now remain unused. She might even keep these as a souvenir. For now, Sandra places the slippers on the stairs to deal with later. She will eventually put them with the other souvenirs she has collected along the way.  Her next step is the armchair. The armchair has been with her for years; every move she made it came with her. The men in her life found it comforting. The foam filling lulling them into a sense of security in Sandra’s home. She would never replace the armchair as it will always have its part to play. After a good vacuum and a sprinkle of baking soda, it will be good as new. Ready for the next.
In vigorous movements, Sandra attempts to wipe away cup stains from her coffee table. These stains come out easier compared to the stains in the bathroom. Bleach had to be used excessively to make sure they disappeared. The thrill of cleaning it comes back to Sandra causing a painless smile to appear on her face. As her cleaning comes to an end the smile fades. All the fun is coming to an end. Now she prepares to look for her next target. Perhaps she will put a lonely Widow ad in the newspaper.
The curtains eventually close back up. People were left to wonder and gossip again about the occupants of the house. Many say a different man enters the house now but the woman never changes. Sandra Reeves remains for now. 
                                                  The End
Reflective Critique
The module, Writing Fiction, has helped me explore the many possible routes a writer could take. Each task given to our class was a new opportunity to experiment with different aspects of writing. This ranges from genre, settings, character profiles and much more. By experimenting with these I was able to establish a purpose for all my creative pieces providing them with a subtext. I came to learn a story should have different layers of meaning for an audience, or the writer, to gain something from the experience. Furthermore, I found myself setting new challenges as the course progressed which is helping me evolve as a writer and finding out what suits and doesn’t suit me.
The one syllable task is a perfect example of working within constraints. As soon as the task was presented to the class, I was certain of two things; it needed to be a short piece and some sort of fairy tale. Luckily, I already had The Complete Grimm’s Fairy Tales in possession to help guide me with the fairy tale structure. Stories in the book, such as The Elves, have common motifs illustrated within the tales. For instance, human weakness is explored and human strengths are glorified. Combining the two common motifs together I wanted my piece Come with Us to explore the idea that good people must be taken from the human world. 
Notably, one syllable words affect the rhythm of the text. It makes it sharper and faster. Also, it pushes the story and builds the tension. All this had to come into consideration while writing my piece Come with Us as certain fairy tale elements could not fit the given structure. I found myself writing in short sentences as long sentences were not working with one syllable words. What could have been a dreamy fantasy piece (like Keats would depict) becomes fast-paced and tense piece. It does not come across as lyrical or melodious. This created difficulty in portraying the playful innocence of the girl in the woods. To overcome this, I experimented with the sound effects of words to create different sorts of atmospheres. I did this by using soft consonants (grass, hush, leaves, green, doze, sleep) and hard consonants (yet, sharp, hit, clack, snap, crack). 
For one task we were given FOCUS as an acrostic to help develop a plot. This ensures important elements of plots are included as they can get complicated. An example of me using FOCUS for In the Right Direction piece:
· F (the first) – The character Rose Malcom
· O (Opposition) – Drama at the bus stop 
· C (Catalyst) – The son Dylan Malcom 
· U (The Unexpected) – The mum approaches the homeless woman
· S (Synthesis) – They all explore Manchester together
By outlining these elements first, I was then able to put my efforts into developing a subtext to add more depth to the story. Then I was able to bring my attention to the research stage in which I found two articles on homeless people. The articles offered an interesting dynamic to explore the interaction between the homeless and the not homeless. 
	In one task, we were given four different topics to write about in a short period of time (five minutes for each). These four topics had to become one creative piece. It was our job, as a writer, to find and create the connections between the four topics. This reminded me how not all ideas for stories are found through one inspiration. The writer has to work with multiple inspirations to create something. The uncertainty of this task also provided an idea to create puzzles and ambiguity in my piece To Be Tempted or Not To Be. This ambiguity will be shown through a relationship between two characters in the piece. Nothing will explicitly be explained about the relationship through the text to present the reader with questions. This will hopefully involve the reader more. Watching clips from Samuel Beckett's Endgame gave me some ideas on how to create the work for the reader. His characters' relationships are shown through actions and dialogue is not explicitly told to his audience. I attempt to allude to this by not establishing a setting or titles for the characters in my piece.
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Being introduced to the term objective correlative gave the class a chance to explore another way of writing. The idea is that through the description of a sounding an emotion will be highlighted. This task presented me with a chance to write a villainous female. Mainly drawing inspiration from the main female character in the show Killing Eve. I needed to somehow show there is something more sinister going on in Repeat without explicitly saying it. Thomas Hardy’s At the Drapers became the example I used to help me achieve this. As he depicts everyday actions but the underlying story is more complex.    
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