	     Abbie Ena-Smith (1902082)
hpen 5029/6029 writing place

contents page
	Title of piece
	Aspect of place
	Word count

	The Clearing
	Translation of a single space
	562

	Jasmine, Fox, Hat
	Staging Impossible spaces
	566

	Whistle up a Storm
	Dangerous/Confined spaces
	755

	Salma
	Enclosed spaces (middle section of a short story)
	355

	The Claret Dress
	Utopia/dystopia
	900

	Castle
	journey
	2,287

	
	Total words
	[bookmark: _GoBack]5,425




The clearing
You’d never have known. Not with the grass as soft underfoot as it was there. Not with the sky arching overhead, as blue as a starling’s egg or from the sigh of the wind susurrating amongst the leaves. Afterwards, it may never have happened at all; it could have been some hazy dream leftover from the headiness of the dog roses, hanging in pearls along the hedgerows. Such scents in the air made the earth feel drowsy, as if dozing. The bees were intoxicated by the syrupy taste of it as they dug between fuzzy stems of nectar. They’d never have known. They bumbled from the smooth pink petals to the purple and to where the cowslip grew in droves, like drops of honey amidst seas of a violent green. One enclosed paradise entrenched by the many trees that encircled it with arms outstretched, leaves seeping into ladybird red, or golden like sunflower petals in consequence of the dying summer. They gazed towards the lone tree standing lithely just off-centre of the clearing.
She’d never have known that some haunted little soul was about to hang themselves from her branches.
There would be no eerie silences, not even whilst it happened. A bug, perhaps a beetle of some kind, would carry on clicking its legs in a bruise of reddish-purple rushes, as it did then. The moths, the wasps, the flies and the spiders who knitted their new homes, they would all be so busy. None of them would pay any mind. The robins would finish their conversations, flitting from branch to branch and the gentle river’s song would play forever in the distance - all proof that life would move on without the little soul. Nothing would become still just because they would. They would be insignificant amongst all this.
In death they would be as they had imagined themselves in life.
Maybe the wound of it would become apparent come winter, when snowdrops, morose, bowed their heads in humiliation of the world and gnarled branches reached out for the warmth they’d lost in the multi-coloured haze of autumn - until the snow cleansed the earth again.
True, that day the threat of rain loomed over hills in the distance, exchanging that blue for a stark silver light, weighty in the sky. It cast great patches over the surrounding lands, strands of gold still fighting between the cracks; over the woods; over the fields; over the small teeming village nearby; all unseen from the little clearing. Yet, when it finally came it would only be a very mizzling rain. It would do no more harm to the atmosphere than those downy leaves would – nodding as the fat drops greeted them. It may have been that the gathering rain was preparing, like the waters of the Lethe, to wash the stain of this coming act away into a soft oblivion - never to leave a mark upon the landscape.
Even so, there was time enough before then. The evening still had to drown everything in an apricot hue. That person still had to push their way through the rough foliage of the surrounding woods, towards their coming doom. They fell more than once as the ferns tightened around their ankles, perhaps urging them not to go on - knowing. Still, they tumbled through it all, insensible to the beauty that surrounded them.

Jasmine, Fox, Hat
Of course, it was all in her head. Then again, everything seemed more real in her head than it did during the everyday. Everything stands at such a distance there. So, you should have said you believed her when she swore that she really could smell the jasmine emanating from the wallpaper. There really was a tea party to her, with plates and knives and forks, tea cups and saucers and a small fat teapot at the top of the table for the host to make themselves agreeable with. The tablecloth was made of a velvety, white linen with soot-black swan napkins folded at all seventy seats – far softer than anything the everyday could produce. Far warmer too were the cheerful flames ablaze in the great white fireplaces running the length of the hall. The guests truly did arrive out of a silk-lined magician’s hat atop the side-board, and out of it marched an entourage of woodland creatures from the tops of the trees to the very bottom of the flower’s roots. Unlike the everyday, they all got along. No-one snubbed one another, or laughed at one another or whispered mocking deceits to one another – not like had been done to her. That’s why she was there. At last came the fox. No-one knows why he specifically was chosen to be the host. It was decided a very long time ago, far longer than living memory can recollect. Even he knew not why he held the teapot, but he did. It was all perfectly logical when you thought about it really. It was not like the owl could lift it, could he? Not with those feathers. The mouse could barely use his own fork and the squirrel was the same size as the teapot – how could she pour it? Yet still, you thought it was silly. Silly things aren’t allowed in the everyday. They must be washed away like mud on shiny, polished shoes.
And whenever she went to dine with them anew, she smiled in a way she never did for you. That’s why you didn’t like it, wasn’t it? It wounded the pride in you with the way she spoke of the fox. It wounded you when she spoke of his kindness and wit; it wounded you with the way she spoke of the owl and the vole and the hare, didn’t it? You knew it was all in her head; still you could have smiled and said how nice it was for her to have so many friends. But you didn’t.
You made sure she knew how displeasing it was for you to hear her go on about it. What choices did you give her then? The creatures – their world was shaken by it. The milk curdled and the Jasmine wilted. Of course, they blamed her for it. They squawked and squealed at her, or ignored every word she said. How could she not believe in them? They implored until she wept. Sourly, the fox told her that she could either live in one world or the other. So what do you think she chose? Neither.
Still you might pull through and understand the suffering she was subjected to. You might, feeling bereft, realise what you have left and what you had before... but I won’t hold my breath, because if you did, you’d have to admit the part you played in it.


Whistle up a storm
They say it’s bad lock to whistle inta the wind on a ship. Reckon a mechanoised fishin’ boat’s jost about the same thin’. Patrick had done it on impolse. Can’t remember whoi he’d even done it at all, bot you could see it on his face after he had – after he’d realoised with sheer horror what he’d done. We jost gaped at ‘m, the same primal terror wellin’ op within the rest ov os. The captain saw the lack of work goin’ on an’ barked at os for the reason. We decoided not to tell ‘m, scottlin’ like beetles back to our designated places as we waited to haul in the latest catch from the depths. No-one spoke for at least half an hour afterwards.
The next day we were meant to be goin’ home. You won’t onderstand the relief oi had if you’ve never had to soffer the brand of hoigiene you get out at sea. Ya moight not smell the rot o’ fish any longer, bot the body odour ya get in a confioned space of all men puts skonks to shame, it really does. Anyway, by the toime the son was flashin’ its last pitiful rays across the skoi the atmosphere on deck was a bit less taut than before an’ we could all laugh again. It was bloody freezin’ though – an’ mixed with the freshness of the sea me t’roat felt like it had a cheese grater down it. We’d been worried that if the temperature drawpped too moch that the spray of the water would freeze on deck and we would’ve had to have taken wooden mallets to it jost about every foive minutes to stop from sloidin’ all over the place. Still, you get more money from fish in winter.
When it started oi was leanin’ on the gunwale behind the cabin. Oi was starin’ out at the t’ick, dark clouds that were chasin’ away the last o’ the son. It was real orange loike an’ oi was feelin’ the swey o’ the boat beneath me feet as the wind picked op - but not alarmingly, not yet.
It was snowin’ heavily.
Oi’d been diggin’ in me pocket for me fags – not that oi t’ought they’d loight – only to find the object oi’d grasped was far glawssier than the usual packet. It was a chocolate bar. Honestly, oi weren’t best pleased, but Ciaran had always nicked me fags, so ya jost take ya lot after a whoile. It was a cheap substitute as the cold had solidifoied the caramel in it. After nearly takin’ me teeth with it oi jost drawpped inta the water. Instead oi started watchin’ the snow come down in the dim loight from the boat. Suddenly, the wind decoided it wanted to have a kick about and oi don’t know how bot it took me bocket hat with it inta the darkness. Another bad omen.
And ya know what; oi saw it then – that first stroike o’ loightenin’ in the distance. It was so sharp and broight, even for loightenin’ that you’d‘ve t’ought that it was unmistakable. Still, oi couldn’t believe it was really there, not in winter. At first oi listened for the usual bass tones that follow, but there was only the constant chog from the engine to ‘company the view.
Couldn’t be a storm.
Somethin’ screyped along the boards behoind me. On instinct oi looked and that’s when oi saw Ciaran. He came inta view over on the port-soide, also hidin’ behind the cabin. At first oi t’ought 'e might be goin' to the jacks, as he was lookin’ out to sea as oi was. Oi was goin’ to startle ‘m for the inedible chocolate he’d stoffed me with, but he startled me, all of a sodden, as he swayed oddly and then chocked somethin’ overboard.
Oi called out to ‘m, “Whatcha doin’?”
His head moved too quickly to face me when oi said that for it to’ve been innocent. He hesitated a good long whoile before sayin’ anythin’. Oi noticed, as he was walkin’ over to me, that he was holdin' his torch weirdly - downwards, bit loike a knoife. Not sure if that was important.
Foinally, he said, “Nothin’.” in the way people do when it’s somethin’.
See, we’d known each other since we were in nappies, so oi always knew what he was t’inkin’ - but not then. He looked strange to me then. It was makin’ all me hairs stand op on end.
That’s when the engine stopped.


Salma
But they always opened again. 
Sometimes she dreamt of whispering, of quiet mutterings coming up from the basement, winding their way up the banisters and crawling throughout the rooms. She could never hear what they were saying, the words distant and incoherent. At times they were not words, but whistling, like from a kettle on a stove. She saw these words and whistling enter the rooms, the eyeing doors swinging open, hinges protesting. Lights flickered to life.
Stop leaving the lights on. Her father said.
Salma stayed awake at night. She stayed listening to the emptiness, expecting to catch the murmurings, to hear the conversation of the stairs. She was certain the walls moved in the darkness, expanding outwards, billowing. She knew it was the house breathing.
At some point, she dreamt of Margot. Margot sitting at the foot of her bed, legs swung out, kicking at the air as she smiled at her, a pink ribbon in her hair. She was not like the girls at school; she moved softly and said nice things about Salma’s hair, her room, her father. Though she liked to talk. She talked of films, mainly, black and white, from the ‘40s, ‘50s. She talked of A Night to Remember and of Casablanca, Anatomy of a Murder. Salma liked Margot and Margot seemed to like her. Her father asked who she spoke to in her sleep.
Salma aged. She became fourteen, then fifteen, sixteen, but Margot stayed the same. The house kept her young. When she was eighteen, Salma found a pink ribbon in the basement downstairs. Then Margot began to talk more of other things, strange things, of darkness and cold stones around her. She dreamt of Margot coming in through the front door. Margot in a big coat, treading grit into the carpet. She dreamt of her father.
It was not her mother he thought of.
Margot became angrier rambling about things Salma couldn’t understand. She went on and on about the cold and her hunger, the blood. She told Salma what she wanted her to do, how she wanted others to suffer as she had too.

The claret dress
Down by the harbour of a small fishing village, amidst the mothers and daughters gutting fish, a woman in a claret dress walked.
It was not a fast walk. The sharp sea wind, collecting from a rising tide, drove against her as she dragged herself forward. She laboured step by step, sloping somewhat - limping.
Step – drag – step –drag.
Her movements were methodical, like a heartbeat, a hidden shoe scraping along the cobbles as she pulled it along.
She was quite the flash of colour, for all the browns and greys and vague greens there. The eye could not help but be upon her, as she contrasted herself to the backdrop of sand and moulding work tables. The only thing as bright as her slipped out of the gut of a fish.
Strange as it sounds, she was not immediately noticed. They were all too busy to have noticed her, working frantically before the fathers and sons came back. One of the daughters, who had wanted a brief distraction from the monotony of her work, looked up and found it. Then another did the same. The daughters noted that skirt of hers, velvety against the harsh pearl light of the harbour. They noted the ruffled bodice, akin to seaweed and her hair – they particularly noted her dark hair and the way pearls shone out from beneath the tangled tresses, like oysters. She was unlike anyone they’d ever seen before in their short lives. To them, it was like she’d washed up in the wrong place; she’d been swept too far round and had landed accidently on their coast. They could not yet see the dirt that had collected between the folds of the trailing hem, or how tattered it was, or the paleness of her face. The mothers, confused as to why nothing was getting done next to them, succumbed to the same spell. Slowly, one by one by one, like a magnetic pull, the whole harbour halted in their work.
All was silent and still apart from the ever swishing of the sea as they watched her inch by.
Nothing seemed to catch her gaze, though she caught theirs. Mute, transfixed, she did not look about her – as they thought she should - her unblinking eyes firm on the horizon. Not even the holler of a lone seagull, picking at the disregarded guts strewn about the stones and sand, could make her turn her head as she stumbled by.
Why was she there? Her presence threatened the order of things. Others had been pulled out of their tumbledown cottages by the sharp atmosphere that had descended. The children, in innocent curiosity, were held back from following her. There was a strained, unspoken fear of what might happen were they to go near her - to interrupt her. Her strange fixation had begun to give the mothers a collected sense of dread.
They could feel what was coming with the rising spray of the sea.
She did not look like she would ever stop. Maybe she never would have - not if she hadn’t fallen and broken the spell she’d cast upon them all. Her captors broke into two sections: those that rushed towards the woman and those that hung back from the scene. The heavy atmosphere, at least, benefitted from this change. The mothers and daughters found they could speak again.
Disinclined to get involved with it themselves one group, standing by the tables furthest away from the scene, took to speculation.
The first of the mothers queried, nodding towards the congregation surrounding the fallen woman, “Don’t reckon she’s from there, do yer?”
Not understanding, a younger daughter asked, “Where’s she from?”
None of them replied to her, continuing to talk amongst themselves.
“Caan’t be, whoi’d she wan’ a leave there fer?” a second replied.
“Well where else yer goin’ get faabric loike thaa’ these deys?”
All the while, the daughter had still persisted in asking, “Where’s she from-where’s she from?” until at last she had to be hushed to: ‘Let the mothers speak’.
Meanwhile, the mothers around the woman had attempted to haul her up by crook of her arms or other such methods, but she wasn’t being very helpful. She just kept gazing towards the sky. Her little head had smashed into the stones as she fell, and even those further out could see it growing steadily brighter than her dress from the injury she’d sustained.
Watching this, a third mother hummed, “Maaybe she were caast aout?”
“What fer?” the second asked.
“‘Ow should oi know?”
“You think they’d do thaa’?” The first joined in.
“Oi think they’d do anythin’ to keep from bein’ a ceremony.” The third affirmed, eyes still on the woman.
The second wasn’t having it, spitting out, “Give oh-ver! You don’t bliv all thaa’? Be all bletherin’ thaat be.” Then she folded her arms, as if to protect herself from such nonsense, muttering all the while to herself, “No, oi don’t bliv a word ov et.”
In the end it had taken several of the mothers together to lift up the woman’s dead weight to carry her towards the nearest cottage. The group watched the rest as they walked along behind, like a funeral march.
“One thin’s sure as eggs,” the first avowed, the disquiet in her voice acting as a warning, “wha’ever ‘er reeson fer endin’ up ‘ere, it caan’t be good.”


Castle
It was amazing how tired you could become simply from walking. He hadn’t quite prepared for it. His legs had pulled at him, angrily, at first – distraught that they could be subjected to such treatment. Then, his muscles began to take a stand and he felt like he was dragging around blocks of cement. This was all without mentioning the way his trainers rubbed raw holes into his skin, or the aching of his eyes, drooping constantly without his say so. The regular pit stops he took by the roadside didn’t help. All he wanted to do was lie there and sleep the day away - and the next, but he knew he could not.
Stones were more fun. Always, he would tear his feet out of his trainers to find that they were empty. There wasn’t a stone in sight. It was more than infuriating. At times it was enough to drive him frantic. In the end he’d given up wearing them all together. The phantom rocks proved too much for him and the pain he suffered squeezing his wounded feet back into the rough lining was too immense.
His rucksack was virtually empty anyway.
His battered, dust caked trainers were awarded the luxury of being carried.
He did not know how much longer he could survive living like this: sleeping by the roadside, unwashed, unshaved, foraging meals as best he could at a time when even the apples on the trees were still sour. Blackberries formed the staple of his diet. They granted him a measly water source when he ate them by the pound; however, this made the toilet situation move from ‘challenging’ to a ‘nightmare’. Naturally, this was counterproductive. He ate them anyway.
Yet, he had nowhere to go; no-one to help him. If he wanted a home, he was going to have to find somewhere and make a place for himself.
So, ultimately, he had nothing to do but walk.

He had no record of the time that had passed. It could not have been that long, he reasoned with himself, since he had first begun this forced pilgrimage. Though the days changed from morning to night, morning to night, over and over, the air was still hot and heavy with summer. The sun ached his head and blinded him in equal measure, making him feel woozy and out of touch with the world around. When it didn’t blind him the sun burned his neck, so that he had to choose between sweltering in his jacket, or his skin smarting with every turn of his head. There was this oppressive cheerfulness to it, which irritated him more than the ceaseless soundtrack of the insects in the grass either side of him – along with the trill of birdsong.
His tongue was lined with a foul tasting paste.
He’d read somewhere that humans only lived for three days without water.
He had to have been walking longer than that.

Once he’d found a cottage - thatched, like on a chocolate box. He’d knocked at first, but as with everywhere else he’d tried on the way it was empty – filled with dust. How was it that he’d not come across any trace of civilisation since leaving? Or any other living animals apart from the birds?
Did they know something he didn’t?
There were droppings on the floor.
The lead-lined sink he found in the kitchen had one of those old fashioned water pumps – the ones that had to be levered by hand.
His mother had told him of similar ones back in India.
The hinges moved with this depressing moan as he heaved the handle downwards. By the pressure of it against his palms he could tell there was water in there somewhere, it just wasn’t surfacing. He could hear it too, gurgling deep within at every push and each time the film on his tongue felt heavier. Desperation started to take over. So he did what most people at their wits end do when something doesn’t work. He forced it harder.
From the pressure he exerted, the metal of the handle cut into his palms. His head felt lighter and lighter, drifting away from him – until he was about to capitulate to the protesting of his arms, not used to the strain, and something at last gave.

The smell came first; stagnant and foetid.
Rust coloured water began to fall out in sloshes, splattering into the sink. Then the head of something, a bird, a mouse, a rat, he didn’t know, was finally dislodged from the pipe and it was pushed out by the rush, soon followed by the rest of the remains.
It was too much.
The choking stench of it, the sight of it, of the rotted flesh peeled back enough for the thing’s skull to poke through – he’d spun round before he knew it, using his hands to cover his face, making all around him dark.
If he couldn’t see it, it wasn’t there.
It didn’t exist.
None of it was happening.
That did not dampen the smell. He could still taste the putrid sting at the back of his throat as his breathing shook the whole frame of his body, rising and falling like the water had.
His resolve started crumbling, like aging brick. Tears stung his eyes and he registered a long sweeping whine emanate from his own mouth, invading the dusty silence around him.
He wanted to go home then, but he couldn’t.
He’d had to pull himself together.

He wouldn’t stay there, even for shelter - he couldn’t face it. There were wheat fields to the west. If there were fields there must be a farmhouse, he reasoned. He’d decided to try his luck and find that.
The fields seemed to stretch on forever. He felt that every step he took forwards, the treeline ahead retreated backwards. He knew not how many days he spent like that, listening to the hiss of wheat in the wind, the bristles scratching at his fingertips as he tracked his way across the land. It did end, however, and at last one evening he arrived at the edge.
It was with apprehension and reluctance that he pushed through the boarder of trees. If the other side revealed yet more fields, and nothing else, there was a very possible eventuality of his going mad.

He came out the other side.
He was looking out at a great expanse of water. At first he was taken aback by the sheer size of it, stretching out to an impossible length width-ways before him, the end indiscernible. It wasn’t the sea, but then it wasn’t a lake either; there were various dips and pools of it, tufts of reeds sticking out here and there like stepping stones.
Whatever it was, working that out did not remain at the forefront of his mind long.

He was relieved, so incredibly relieved that the water was all he noticed. He limped frantically towards the edge, the uneven grass happily sliding into sludge beneath his shoeless feet. In his excitement, he even slung his rucksack down into the dirt, so he could reach for the liquid uninhibited.
It was surprising how cold the water was when he plunged his hands into it, the smooth waters enveloping them. Then he drenched his whole face, stray pearls running down his neck and down his back.
It was too tempting.
Before even attempting to ascertain whether it was drinkable it was in his mouth.
However, with the first gulp his reverie was quashed as he was forced to comprehend the consequences of his dehydration. He’d already felt dizzy and thirsty, at one point he’d thought he was going to faint under the intense gaze of the sun, but at that moment he fully realised just how ill he felt. The water decided it wanted to be heaved back up again. He managed to hold it in, but he almost stopped himself from taking another gulp he was so distressed by the feeling of it.
Knowing no better, he judged that he had to fight through it.
Great swathes of water were chucked down his throat at such a rate he barely had time to finish swallowing the last before another mouthful was forced in.
It was with a strange mixture between hope and dread that he carried on like this, feeling sicker all the while.
Then a noise startled him out of it.
The swishing of wings on water.

He shuddered violently, forced to look up. There was a bird; he believed it was a kingfisher from memory, flapping across the water, creating a lot of fuss.
It probably thought the same of him.
His gaze followed it across, before something else caught it and held it in place.
The water framed a structure beyond – a fortification of some type.
From what he could see, it was very grey and cube-like, the odd turret jutting out the sides. It was so far off, it appeared like a painting. Rigid and lone standing it stood before the hills, rising in the distance, as a fragment of a world long forgotten.
At that distance it was indiscernible whether it was a ruin or not.
If pressed, he wouldn’t have been able to explain the feeling it gave him at the sight. Serenity might have been the closest way of putting it; there was this strange otherworldly balm to the structure.
He felt an attachment to it he didn’t understand.
He was certain he’d never seen anything like it before in his life that wasn’t in a book, or on his neighbour’s television set. They hadn’t had the money or time to see anything like it.
So why did it feel like he was looking at home again?

Could he get across to it?
He surveyed the water’s depth - it didn’t look too deep.
He leant forward on his knees, reaching down with one hand, trying to touch the bottom.
Even at the edge it was a lot deeper than he’d first anticipated, or hoped for, the line of the water coming all the way up to the shoulder of his jacket. Small fish tickled his hands as traced his way to the bottom of the lake’s bed. He tried to swipe at them, thinking of his aching stomach, but it was to no avail. His clumsy hands were too slow for them. He’d have to try again when his head was sturdier and he had more energy.
What would he do with them anyway?
He couldn’t make a fire to cook them.
He supposed he could try to eat them raw, but then how did you debone them?
Would he even be able to eat when the water had already made him feel this sick and bloated…?
And so on.
Caught up in this he didn’t know notice, until there was a splosh next to him, that his Walkman - headphones and all - had slipped from out of his dungarees pocket and into the water.
The image of it disappearing below the murky pool stunned him out of all action for a moment.
Then he became wild, like he had in the cottage.
He dug and trawled through the bed, his hand routinely coming back caked in wet slimy mud.
But no Walkman.
It had run out of battery long ago, but his mother had bought it for him.
He swore at the loss of it, banging his hand furiously on the wet peat, kicking up dirt into his own face, making him angrier.
Furious, he let his guard slip, thinking too much about his own grief to pay any mind to the water he was meant to be keeping down. The water in question decided it wanted to return to where it had first come from.
With his throat burning from the bile that had been ejected up along with the water, he began to fear anew. If he couldn’t keep liquid down what would he do? It would be just like him to die of thirst with water right next to him.

Any tenacity he’d managed to scrape together finally fled from him. He lay on the bank sobbing in fear, grieving at the death of his Walkman - for that of his old life, until his chest was as empty as his pocket.
All the while, his glassy gaze kept inching back towards the castle.
In the end he found he was just staring at it, the sight of its steadiness in the gloom, calming him.
At last able to breathe regularly again, he forced himself slowly back up and crawled further down the bank. Learning from last time, he found a place where the water was not contaminated with the contents of his insides and sipped at it instead. He found he was able to hold it down much better.

There was a slight chill coming into the breeze as, with an aching face, he surveyed the scene once more.
The only remanence of his old life sunken beneath the glassy surface of the lake, he could only look towards the new. The castle was all the hope he had.
He must get over there.
Would he even be able to get across, though?
He looked longingly towards it again. It was becoming dimmer, hazier to his view as the sun decided it was time to sink behind it.
Soon it would be nothing but a black silhouette before the brilliance of the sky.
What if he struggled to get across and the castle, along with the last of the sunset, completely vanished altogether?
He would be left, in a strange wetland, with no light to guide him.
