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Chapter one, Rose-Tinted Silk
Mollie adored her grandmother Rosamund. Unlike everybody else who was afraid of her, thought her outright crazy, or both. And so, when it finally happened and Rosamund passed away, Mollie was the one that ventured into her private rooms. 
Amidst the chaos and hubbub, nobody thought to explain to the six-year-old that Rosamund was dead.
On that bright and windy autumn morning, Mollie was being ignored by the adults. Her Dad stood shouting into his phone and her mum and aunty Rachel just told her to go away because they had arrangements to make. She looked out the window of her grandmother’s old house at the rusty leaves dancing on the lawn and decided to go looking for grandma. 
Nobody noticed her going through the little door in the kitchen that led to the back stairs. She knew where she was headed, and her little legs stretched wide up each creaky wooden step. Up to the third floor, she went, where her grandma spent most of her time hidden away in her ‘private quarters’. 
  Mollie knocked at the top of the stairs and waited, looking up in awe at the tall arched door painted in deep blue with golden stars, moons, and suns. On the ceiling above the door, a carved stone angel with outstretched arms smiled down at her. She smiled back and hummed a happy tune, whilst running her fingers over the raised lines of golden paint, mapping out an imaginary route through the stars. Eventually, she knocked again and called out “Rosamund? Helloo, it’s me, Mollie.” She didn’t say  Grandma, even though that’s how her parents referred to her. Rosamund didn’t like it. 
Finally, she gave the door a gentle push and stepped back in surprise when it swung open, as if caught by the September breeze. The cavernous room in front of her was dark and still; Molly waited, holding onto the door frame whilst her pupils grew. Gradually the dim haze of light that filtered through the curtains brought furniture shapes into focus. And so, she entered her grandmother’s large, dusty study and smiled to herself; the smells of old books and exotic incense tickled her nose. She sneezed. Rosamund was not at the large captain’s desk studying maps or ancient scrolls.
Mollie pushed on through, into the maze of narrow corridors and cluttered rooms, past suits of armour and ancient vases filled with spears. Rosamund wasn’t in her big bed with the too-hard mattress, or in her little bathroom behind any of the ferns or dangling vines. 
When Mollie finally reached her grandmother’s dressing room, she hesitated … she wasn’t supposed to go in there, but Grandma loved hide and seek, and this was the only place left to look. The dressing room was hexagonal, each wall panelled with greying wood. The ceiling twisted up into a hexagonal spire with a round central window letting in the only light. On the wall across from Mollie was a huge, gilded mirror that towered above her, and all around the room were rails and mannequins draped with every colour and texture Mollie had ever seen … pirate hats, peacock feathers, capes as heavy as curtains, and soft purple gowns, swords, shields, high-heeled shoes, and puss’s boots, lined the walls. A diamond necklace hung on a nail all tangled up with a pointy cone-shaped bra, and beside the mirror sat a bucket of tiaras.   
Mollie picked up a tiara from the bucket and placed it on her head, looking at her reflection. Before long, she was deep in fur and velvet trying to wield a sword that was bigger than her, when suddenly she noticed the night dress hanging from the corner of the mirror. It was almost pink and caught the light shining from the window above. It looked so delicate and soft, like the dress of the wild rose fairy. Wielding a warrior’s spear Mollie went up onto tiptoes and tried to hook the nightdress down; the tip of the spear hooked the lace trim, and down it gently fell. Molly reached up to catch it as it slid effortlessly over her outstretched arms and down over her head. 
Momentarily enveloped in the soft pinky glow and the smell of her grandmother, Mollie felt as if she were being hugged. With Rosamund in her mind, she began to trip over the pools of peachy silk now gathering around her feet. Tumbling, spinning, and falling much too far, further than the floor and higher than the spire, she twirled and whirled as if carried on a pillowy carousel. Landing with a soft thud she poked her head out from the pool of wild rose night dress and blinked. Nothing was hurting, and grandmother must have found her. Mollie could smell the rich aroma of her cigar,  heavy in the air. She looked around. The dressing room was tidy now and Rosamund stood beaming down at her.  
  “Hello little one, I see you found my time slip; what’s your name and when did you come from?”  Molly stared up through her mop of messy curls with a perplexed look on her face. “Where were you hiding? I looked everywhere,” she said indignantly. 
Rosamund with her wild mane of hair, shining darker than Mollie had ever noticed before, stood strong and laughed a big belly laugh. Mollie stood up and hugged her grandmother’s legs. 
“Stand up straight little warrior and listen to me.” Mollie quickly obeyed and looked up seriously waiting for her instruction. Rosamund stood quiet for a moment and took some puffs of her cigar whilst observing the little girl at her feet. She let out a dramatic sigh and wrinkled her face into a scowl, fixing the child in her stare. Suddenly like the changing wind, her expression was replaced with a wild and mischievous grin.  
“Be very careful little one, my time slip is too big for you,” said Rosamund, pointing at Mollie with two crooked fingers that held the smouldering cigar.  “It would be very easy for it to slide right off, and whoosh you would be gone, and it would be left behind!”  She then threw her arms around in great swaying and whooshing motions excitedly. 
“So, hold on tight to it when you take it off, and don’t let it go!  And don’t let anybody into my dressing room! Now take it off … go on … off you go!” 
And so, she did. Mollie stepped out of the night dress being careful to hold onto it tightly with her little fist. As she began to twirl and fall, she heard her grandmother shout “I can’t wait to meet you!” 
When Mollie went back down into the kitchen, her mum asked her where she had been. “I just went to see Rosamund,” she replied. Her mum looked up at her father as he paced back and forth with heavy steps. “You see,” he said, “It’s ridiculous, you can’t leave a whole estate to a six-year-old!” 
Chapter two, The Gang
That night Mollie went to bed in the nursery on the second floor of Rosamund’s house. She always felt cosy in there, even though it was vast. The soft green walls stretched up to a high ceiling and were painted all over with knights, dragons, and fantastical forests. Mollie slept on a big four-poster bed draped with gold velvet, next to which stood a protective rocking horse of white silk, embroidered with colourful flowers. in the corner was a tall tepee made of animal skins, filled with soft blankets and piles of books.
 Sometimes when Mollie visited, Rosamund would sit on the bed and tell her strange adventure stories of magic and myth. However, she was not there that evening, so Mollie’s mum Kathryn read her a book called ‘It’s ok to Cry’. It was a boring book about emotions and grief. It didn’t really make sense, but it seemed to make Mollie’s mum feel better.
 After the story, Mr Sonny brought Mollie a cup of hot cocoa; Sonny was Rosamund’s housekeeper and resembled a beanstalk. Tall, long-limbed, and hunched from stooping under door frames and leaning over cooking pots, his once blond hair was now mostly grey and grew in abundant tufts from his large ears. Over the hill lived his brother Jack and young nephew Django whom Mollie adored. 
The following day was a Saturday and Mollie sat out on the front steps of the house waiting for her cousin Lula to arrive. It was a lovely fresh morning and the lawn stretched out happily till it touched the trees at the edge of the pine forest. The dragon’s breath mist looked as though it were creeping up the driveway towards her and it filled the valley below where the road dropped down obscuring the view of the little town. Whilst she sat, she remembered Rosamund telling her…
 “The reason we call it the ‘dragon’s breath mist’, is because these hills used to be home to the Welsh dragons. And on cold mornings they would take a big yawn and fill the air with their heavy breath. It would hang over the towns and valleys turning the countryside into a vision of silvery water with just the mountain peaks and treetops poking out above. Like ships on a great ocean”.    
Lost in her thoughts of sailing the great spittle ocean on her doorstep ship, Mollie didn’t notice Django emerging from the forest until he was halfway across the lawn. He was eight years old and lived on the other side of the mountain in a bus, with his mum, dad, and baby sister. Whenever Mollie visited her grandma, he would walk over to play with her and visit his uncle Sonny. He had a scruffy red head, bright green eyes, and always wore clothes that had been torn or dirtied in the forest on his way over. He always had a leather bag over his shoulder and when he reached her, he opened it up and pulled out two half-crumbled apple buns. They smelled of cinnamon and butter; Molly was delighted as she had only had a bowl of rice crispies that morning. 
The two children stood eating and chatting about how deep the stream in the forest was at the moment and how good the buns were, when a little red car emerged up the drive through the mist with her cousin Lula in the passenger seat. “Look,” said Mollie, “Lula has arrived on a little baby dragon ...  a little red dragon trundling through the mist,” and she giggled. Lula was aunty Rachel’s daughter and she was very cool. She had very, very, short hair and was tall for a 12-year-old. She was always drawing amazing pictures and was often grumpy. But she was so much fun! Especially at Rosamund’s house where there was no internet connection, and her phone didn’t work. 
Lula’s Dad, Uncle Max, got out of the car and waved at the two children. He walked over to the steps and ruffled Mollie’s curly hair. Getting down on one knee he looked her in the eyes and said “I hope you’re ok Molls? I know you loved your grandma”.  Lula slunk out of the car behind him and kicked a stone with the toe of her army boot. She looked over at the two children, straitened up her slouch a little and walked over, hands in pockets, her scowl changing into a smile. 
The children sat on the front steps together and chatted about the mist for a while and how cool it was. Then Lula looked over to Mollie and said “It sucks about Rosamund, doesn’t it?” Mollie wrinkled her brow and looked up at her big cousin. “What sucks?” Lula fidgeted on the step before replying, 
“That she died ... it sucks that she died.” Molly giggled, “She didn’t die, she’s just hiding. She loves that game, I found her yesterday.”
 Django who was now standing up and throwing stones into the fog looked over his shoulder at Mollie. “No Molls, she is dead, Mum told me she died last week.” 
They were all quiet for a while before Lula put her arm around Mollie and said “I know you like to play games Mol, but I think you better be serious about this. The grown-ups think you’re in denial.” Mollie pushed Lula away from her and stood up crossing her arms. “I’m not in any nial! … whatever that means. Come on, I’ll show you.”
The children went into the kitchen; there were no grown up around. Mollie led the way through the little door and up the creaky steps. She knocked once again at the top and called out to Grandma. This time, a little less confident she forgot to say ‘Rosamund.’ She pushed the door open and reassured the others that it was ok, it wasn’t too dark. And anyway, Grandma is probably just having a lie-in. As they slowly walked through the maze of rooms Mollie chatted about her game of hide and seek the day before.
 “None of that makes sense Mollie,” said Lula. 
“Which bit doesn’t make sense?” Molly snapped back.
 Django was a quiet boy, he usually listened but sometimes he talked too. “I think it makes sense,” he replied, “maybe she saw Rosamund’s ghost?” Lula let out a deep sigh. 
Rosamund was once again nowhere to be found. The children nervously entered Rosamund’s dressing room, but soon relaxed and began to dress up as cowboys and queens. Mollie rolled up in a fur coat on the floor and said “Look, I’m a sausage roll.” Lula said she was more like a sausage dog, or a sausage bear because she was so fluffy. 
Then a thought struck her, “hey Moll, where did you put the nightie? Maybe the spooky night dress is what made you see Nan’s ghost!” Mollie wiggled out from her furry sausage casing and pointed to a leather satchel hanging from one of the rails. “It’s in there, I couldn’t reach to hang it up”. 
“Well,” said Lula “I’ll try it on. It will fit me better, and I’m bigger … so if magic is gonna happen it will be safer.” 
Lula pulled out the silky pink slip and held it up to the light, it really did seem to shimmer. Mollie grumbled in disagreement …
Lula ignored Mollie and pulled the slip on over her clothes. “Quick,” she said, “grab my hands,” then grabbed hold of Django and Mollie and jumped into the air laughing. They all landed in a pile on the floor and giggled together. Then they heard Sonny’s voice calling from another room. “Children, are you up here? Lunch is ready”. 

Chapter three, Home Hill
The kids quickly tidied up the dressing room, put the pink slip back into the satchel, and rushed down for lunch. They met Sonny on the second staircase, and he warned them not to get caught going up there. Mollie’s Father Samuel would be furious if he knew where they had been playing. 
After lunch, the children asked if they could walk through the forest to go and get Django’s dog Pip to come for a sleepover. Mollie’s mum said that would be fine as long they stayed out of the way and didn’t cause any trouble. 
Rosamond’s house was almost at the top of a forest-covered mountain. Below the mountain was a small old town called Islaw’r Ddraig. The English called it Low Town, and Lula called it Sad Town. The mountain was one of a group of three that sat nestled together in the undulating green countryside of mid-Wales. The children affectionately called the three mountains Home Hill, Tiny Hill, and the biggest of all, Dragon Hill, because from a distance it looked like a curled-up sleeping dragon.
 If you took a walk through the forest and up over the windswept moor at the top of Home Hill, and down into the trees on the other side, you could find an overhanging ledge that sheltered Django’s home camp. The walk wasn’t far if you didn’t dawdle. However, the children always took the time to climb the trees, paddle in the stream, and eat the wild berries. The three set off at one o clock in a hurry to be back before dark; it was a lovely time of year with the wild harvest in full abundance. They rushed through the lush, green undergrowth of the ancient forest, leaping from moss-covered rocks, stopping here and there to eat wild strawberries and pick mushrooms for Django’s mum. 
Django’s camp, protected on one side by the mountain’s overhanging ledge, and surrounded on all other sides by deep forest, was accessible only by an old disused track. Django’s family, the Bryns, lived in an old double-decker bus that housed their cosy beds, kitchen, and wood-burning stove. Throughout the warm months, The Bryns spent most of their time outside. They had a fire-pit to sit around and talk, and to cook on, swings in the trees, and a wooden shack full of dry wood with space to carve and make. Mollie and Lula loved visiting the camp; it always smelt of wet trees, wood smoke, and delicious food. Django’s mum would tell them stories about earth magic and his dad would make them hot cocoa over the fire. 
As they walked into the camp that day the little black lurcher Pip came bounding over to greet them, jumping up and licking their faces with excitement. “Oh Pip, you’re the best girl ever,” Django said as he got down on his knees in the squishy moss to cuddle his pup. Djangos mum Eleri was sat by the fire knitting a woolly hat for the baby. She patted the log next to her, gesturing to  the kids to join her. “Do you have time for a cocoa?” said Django’s dad Jack. They all agreed that they definitely did! Djangos’ dad was the only member of the Bryn family that didn’t have red hair; his unruly blond locks grew over every part of his face, but the top of his head was bald. He said his hair had slipped down one day from his head to his face and he couldn’t convince it to go back up where it belonged. They all sat contentedly drinking their cocoa and eating warm Welsh cakes. Django poked the fire with a stick and watched the sparks fly into the air. His mum always told him, floating sparks looked like dragon sneezes. Lula sat on a blanket with the baby, playing with pinecones, and Mollie was staring into the fire lost in thought. 
She looked up to Eleri and asked her “Do you know where my Rosamund is”? Eleri stopped her clicking knitting needles and looked down at Mollie. “Your nan has passed on to be with her spirit family now. She is at peace … how are you?”  Mollie said she didn’t think Rosamund had left her for the spirits, she had seen her just yesterday. “Don’t worry little bean, I’m sure you can find her when you need, you have a strong bond.” This didn’t help clear things up very much for Mollie, but she left it there, and anyway. 
 Lula said it was time to go now. Before they trundled off into the woods, Eleri pulled Django to her for a hug and talked low and quiet in the strange version of Welsh that she used with her children. Lula’s mum and dad were English, she didn’t understand any of it. Mollie spoke Welsh but could only detect a few familiar words from Eleri’s language. 
 Pip followed them back through the trees, detouring only to chase a squirrel and drink from the stream. The gang made it back before dark and were allowed to take their dinner to the nursery. Sonny had made cheesy leek pie with fluffy mashed potatoes and gravy; there was even blackberry crumble and custard for afters, to cheer them up, he said. 
Dinner in the nursery with her friends was a treat for Mollie, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that something weird was going on. She had to get to the bottom of it. “Something didn’t work today; it was different when I put on the slip.” Lula rolled her eyes, “Mollie!” she said in exasperation. But Django agreed with Mollie.  He said “Yes, let’s go back. It was fun up there, anyway … Mollie is usually right, she is clever.” 
“Fine then you two. We will go back up there and play your games. There is nothing else to do here anyway,” said Lula in a huff.  “But … let’s go very early before everybody gets up. Dad wants me to go to the city with him tomorrow to buy funeral clothes.” They all agreed and set the alarm for five am before snuggling under duvets in the tepee, with Pip curled up all cushty by their feet. When the alarm rang at five, it was still pitch black outside and the children sat up like a shot.
 Quietly they put their dressing gowns on over their pyjamas and crept up the stairs to the third floor. This time they didn’t knock on the painted blue door, as Mollie had decided Rosamund probably wasn’t going to answer. Django took a small torch out of his trusty leather bag and shone the weak beam of light around the study. In the depths of darkness, the maze of doorways and old floorboards seemed to creak more than ever. The white drapes around the too-hard bed looked like ghosts in the torchlight, and the suits of armour in the corridor cast long shadows down the hall. Even Pip was nervous and crept slowly at Django’s heels. When the children finally reached the dressing room door, they were huddled together like sardines in an imaginary can. In a rush to open the door Mollie tripped over Pip and they all fell into the dressing room in a heap. Once recovered from the shock they burst out laughing and lay on the floor for a while to catch their breath.
Lula decided to push the dressing room door closed to shut out the dark corridors and armoured soldiers. “It’s spooky in here, shall we tell stories?” Django suggested. Lula sighed and put her arm around Mollie. “Go on Mol, tell us the one about the dragon’s breath that Rosamund told us.”  The children sat on the floor in a triangle and put the torch in the middle. Mollie was proud to be given the responsibility of storyteller.  
“A long time ago, the three mountains were home to a family of Celtic dragons. They were as red as boiling lava, and they feasted on the livestock of the villagers. Although low town lived in the shadow of the dragons, the people didn’t move away … because the dragon’s breath held powerful magic, and the land that bathed in the steamy morning dew benefited from abundant crops and fertile sheep. and … if you knew how … you could weave the fog into magic into spells …”  
Now recharged with myths of ancient magic, Mollie stood up, marched over to the leather satchel hanging from the rail, and pulled out the slip. “Come on guys,” she said, “we better hold hands just in case”. Without hesitation, Mollie pulled the night dress over her head and down over her fluffy dressing gown. The others smirked at the sight, and Lula pointed “Yes, Mollie! Great look!”.  Django reached out and took the girls by the hand just as Mollie started to feel uneasy on her feet. “Come on pup,” he called, and Pip jumped up onto the kids, knocking them down into a heap. With Pip slobber all over her face and Rosamund’s story fresh in her mind, Mollie felt the peachy silk pooling and growing around her; it stretched and flowed like a woven wave over the other children and the dog. Pip let out a little howl and Lula stuttered “don’t let go of me”.  As they began to fall and twirl Lula held on tight to Mollie who held on tight to Django, and Django held on to Pip. Up and down and round they went, the light from the torch faded away and the children landed in darkness ... moist, soft, earthy, mossy darkness. 
To be continued …


Reflective Essay discussing The Adventures of The Time-Slip. 
writing with Sara Reynolds, writing place.
Adventures of the time slip began as a fifteen-minute classroom exercise, we were instructed to write about the moment of time travel. Sarah Reynolds showed us examples of the three main types of time travel used in creative fiction, Time Machine, Time portal, and time slip. 
When I heard “time slip” I immediately pictured a woman’s slip that enables time travel. So, for fun, I began to write about a child finding her grandma’s slip. In the fifteen-minute window, I wrote the build-up but didn’t even get to the time travel part as I ran out of time. I really enjoyed the exercise and decided to work more on this idea when I got home. 
As advised, I decided on the rules of my fictional time travel world before I continued to write. I set out to develop the piece into a complete flash fiction story in under a thousand words. I was really enjoying the characters and concepts I had created in my mind, so the first draft flowed quickly, and I was happy with the bones of the story. During this first draft process, I was careful to keep my writing in the past tense and maintain a clear perspective, as these are things I have struggled with previously.
For the second draft, I refined my sentences and paragraphs and then read the story aloud to make sure of clarity for the reader. It was only at this stage that I realized I had written a children’s story.  The next step was to go through it again focusing on a building sense of magic that built up as the lead character approached the timer slip. Finally read the story thinking of a child’s perspective, making sure it didn’t get boring or confusing. 
The next step was to read the story to my three children and my mum to get some feedback. My 12-year-old daughter told me that the process of falling through the time slip was not clear enough, she thought mollie had just tripped over, so I worked on expanding that. My 8-year-old son had a few questions whilst I was reading so I made the points in which he was confused a bit clearer. One piece of feedback everybody agreed on was,” what happens next?”. So I decided to develop the short story into a longer children’s story, with chapters. I also realized that due to the nature of time travel, my own fictional world could lead to many future stories.  
I chose this piece to workshop in class, as by that point I was very invested in it. The workshopping process was very helpful and as soon as I got home, I simplified some of my sentences as advised by Richard, and I worked on clarifying a couple of points that Sarah had questioned. 
Once I had finished the first chapter, I decided to write the next two chapters to complete my portfolio. This decision was largely because I was so focused on this time-slip world, that I couldn’t get into developing anything else. 
The first draft of the consecutive two chapters also flowed quickly. When I re-visited them however I realised they were a total mess, the dialogue was confusing and sparse, the grammar was bad and it was boring in many places. The characters were lacking substance on paper, even though in my head they were well-developed. I then spent five hours editing, first improving punctuation, spelling, and grammar. Once I could understand what I had written, I worked on introducing and improving the characters. The next step was to cut out unnecessary and boring bits, and refine the clarity of the story. 
 Finally, I went through all three chapters, over the next three days working on creating a clear sense of space. Making sure the reader was in the same place that I was in my head and focusing on foreshadowing for the rest of the story. 
I have a clear intention as to where the story will go, the themes I want to include, the story arc, and a detailed back story for the characters. I have tried to create a miniature story arc in each chapter, ending each one in an interesting place that leaves the reader wondering what comes next or with unanswered questions. I also aimed to create a world that would allow the reader to explore the possibilities of lost magic that may be retainable. And the possibility that magic is still here if you are open to seeing it. These themes will be explored in more depth as the story progresses. 
I have recently been reading the harry potter books to my children, and I have tried to create a similar sense of a modern relatable world containing magic. In Harry Potter, there is a clear definition between the magic world and the non-magic world. This differs in my fictional world where magic is an undercurrent in all living things. The surreal side of my story is based on a combination of Welsh myth and my theories of human and universal connection which is what will make it unique from other magic fiction universes. 
I also hope to explore Different types of families, upbringings, and beliefs. and how they approach life topics such as Death, gender, and lifestyle choices. I particularly want to write about nomadic cultures that are less represented, and I feel I am in a good place to explore that topic due to my own traveling upbringing.







