Portfolio [4327 words]
A black screen. Someone is breathing heavily, voice shaking as if they’ve been crying. A clock ticks, dull and quiet. There’s a knock on the door.
FADE IN:		
INT. BEDROOM – EVENING OCTOBER 2005
Carys is curled up, chin tucked under her knees, eyes bloodshot and fixed forward, breathing heavily out of her mouth. There’s a fresh purple bruise starting to form around her left eye. The camera slowly zooms out.
MARK O.S.
Come on, baby. Please open 
the door.
The camera reveals Carys has her back pressed against a chest of drawers which have been dragged in front of her bedroom door. The door handle moves up and down.
MARK O.S.
Look, I’ve just- it’s been a 
long day and I’ve just been so 
damn tired. I’m not feeling like 
myself.

Carys doesn’t respond. She slowly raises her fingertips towards her face, brushing against the fresh bruise, then flinches in pain. 
MARK O.S.
How about we watch a film? I’ll 
make popcorn and you can choose.
I don’t mind. Would you like that?

There’s a beat. The clock ticks on. Carys stays silent, clutching her knees. There’s a sigh from behind the door.
MARK O.S.
Okay… okay, that’s alright. 
We’ll talk tomorrow. I’ll 
drive you to school if you 
want, so you don’t have to 
take the bus? I love you, baby. Goodnight.

There’s a shuffle of footsteps that get quieter as the man walks away. Carys drops her head to her knees. 
CUT TO:		
INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT
The sun has gone down and Carys is opening her drawers and shovelling clothes into a rucksack. Her eyes are bloodshot, the bruise around her eye has darkened. She moves quietly, every so often looking to her door. She finds a hoodie in her wardrobe and pulls it over her head. 
After zipping up her bag full of clothes, she kneels beside her bed and sticks a hand underneath, feeling around. After a few seconds she stops, then pulls out her arm with an envelope in her hand. She peers inside it and we see that it is stuffed with bank notes, mostly fives and tens. 
She shoves the envelope in her hoodie pocket. Carys walks over to her chest of drawers and picks it up at one side, then carefully moves it away from the door.
INT. LANDING
Carys sticks her head out of the door. The landing is empty. A TV is playing quietly from another room. She steps out, cautiously and slowly. She closes the door behind her. 
She makes her way down the stairs. Her foot touches one of the steps halfway down and it creaks. She retracts her leg, still and silent for a moment as she looks around, then she moves on and skips the step. The noise of the TV grows louder.
INT. HALLWAY
She reaches the bottom of the stairs, just by the front door. The TV is loud now. She reaches for a pair of white trainers and a green coat hung over the banister. She gets dressed as a laugh track plays from the TV. 
She grabs the doorhandle, twisting it slowly until the door gently creaks open. She checks over her shoulder. There’s nothing in the hallway. She slips out of the front door, rucksack on her back, and closes it behind her.

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT
It’s quiet. The sun is low and the wind whistles gently. She walks forward. Down the front steps, out onto the pavement. Her pace quickens. She clutches the straps of her bag, eyes pointed forwards. She lets out a sob, then breaks into a run.

INT. TRAIN CAR - NIGHT
The doors open and a few people stumble out onto the platform. Carys steps on, hood pulled up and hands stuffed in her pockets. She turns towards the seats and collapses into one of them, leaning her head against the window. 
As the train takes off, the train announcement voice begins to list the next stops. Carys stares blankly out of the window, eyes red and her bruise black and purple. The announcement voice fades into a dull ringing.
INT. KITCHEN – DAY - FLASHBACK
A pop song is playing on the radio, Carys is humming along because she can’t remember all the words. She’s washing dishes in the sink, hair tied up out of the way. The room is bathed in orange sunlight, glistening over the terracotta floor tiles. 
The sound of a door slamming open catches her attention and she glances behind her. In walks her father, Mark, dressed in a blue shirt and smart black trousers, huffing in mild annoyance as he stumbles into the kitchen. He hasn’t taken his shoes off and he’s left a small trail of dirt in his wake.
CARYS
Alright? How was work?
MARK
Awful. I don’t know how these… 
morons ended up on this project 
but they are driving me up the bloody
wall.
Mark walks over to a cupboard, pulling out a mug and turning on the coffee maker. The girl has started drying the dishes on the drying rack.

MARK
Where’s your Mum?
CARYS
Still at work, I think. She 
said she had a meeting.
Carys eyes the dirt on her father’s shoes and the prints he’s tracked over the tile. She clutches the tea towel in her hands tighter but doesn’t say anything. Mark turns off the radio, the cheery music cut off abruptly. The coffee machine beeps and he grabs his full cup of coffee, bringing it to the table and slumping down in a chair.
Carys eyes the coffee mug resting on the bare wooden table without a coaster. She grabs the placemats and coasters from the drying rack and carries them over to the table, placing them down neatly. She picks up the coffee mug and places it on a coaster, shooting her dad a small smile which he doesn’t return.
Carys accidentally knocks the mug while drawing her hand away and it tips over, spilling coffee all over the table and over her father’s shoes. He jumps up quickly. Carys eyes go wide and she goes to grab the mug but it’s too late. The mug rolls off the table and smashes on the ground.
MARK
Are you fucking kidding me?! 
CARYS
I-I’m sorry, I didn’t mean—
MARK
Jesus Christ, what the hell 
is wrong with you?! Get the 
fucking mop. Can’t even get 
one damn minute of peace in 
my own fucking house! 
Carys grabs the mop out of a bucket in the corner of the room and starts to mop up the coffee around the pieces of shattered ceramic. Mark grabs the closest thing to him, which happens to be his car keys, and throws them at the wall near the sink. 

The noise makes Carys flinch as she mops, she looks up towards the sink. She sees where all the dishes are drying that she just washed up by hand. Then the keys lying on the draining board. Mark starts walking towards the sink. 
Carys drops the mop and pushes past him. She grabs the keys, then turns around to give them to her dad, but he raises his hand.

END FLASHBACK: INT. TRAIN CAR - NIGHT
Carys is asleep in her chair; head rolled to one side and pressed against the foggy window.
TICKET INSPECTOR (O.S.)
Miss? Can I see your ticket?
Carys wakes, startled and unaware of her surroundings for a moment. Then her eyes fall on the ticket inspector standing over her.
TICKET INSPECTOR
Your ticket?


CARYS
Right. Sorry.
Carys fishes around in her pocket and pulls out a train ticket. She hands it to the inspector. He takes it and scans it, then hands it back to her and moves on. Carys checks her watch. It reads 22:08.
TRAIN ANNOUNMENT (V.O.)
Our next stop is Cardiff 
central.
EXT. CARDIFF CENTRAL TRAIN STATION – NIGHT
Carys pushes through the train station doors and walks out. It’s mostly quiet as it’s a weekday, only a few lonely people wandering about. Carys looks around, hood pulled up and hands stuffed in her coat pockets, the zip done all the way up to under her chin. 
EXT. CARDIFF – NIGHT
Carys walks through Cardiff under the flicker of street lights. A few pubs and clubs are still open, faint music echoing as she wanders past. 
A group of men, probably middle-aged, are standing with beers laughing together outside of a pub. They don’t pay attention to Carys, but her back stiffens and she hunches her shoulders, walking quickly past them avoiding any eye contact. 
She finds a quiet area where all the shops have closed with their shutters pulled down. A single streetlight bathes the street in an orange glow. Carys settles down on the doorstep of a shop. She curls up on the step, resting her head on her rucksack. Her hood is still pulled up and her coat zipped tight, we can only see her eyes and nose. The streetlight flickers gently as her eyelids droop. The wind whistles quietly, orange leaves drift across the pavement. 
EXT. CARDIFF – EARLY THE NEXT MORNING
The sun has barely risen. Carys is curled up into herself, covered in a few stray leaves. A police officer stands over her, frowning, hands tucked around the straps of his vest. He clears his throat, looking down his nose at Carys who doesn’t stir. He tries again, coughing louder. No response.
POLICE OFFICER
Hello?
Carys twitches in her sleep, then tucks her head further into her arms. The officer sighs.
POLICE OFFICER
Sir? You’re going to have to move somewhere else. This is private property.
    (pause)
Hello?
Carys wakes up suddenly, frightened and disorientated. She looks around for a second, unsure of her surroundings and breathing heavily. The police officer steps back slightly in surprise, his hand falls to the taser on his belt. Carys looks up and he sees her face for the first time. His hand stays near his belt.



POLICE OFFICER
Sorry, didn’t mean to scare 
you.
Carys shrinks away, her back against the shop door.
POLICE OFFICER
You alright there?
Carys nods, grabbing her bag and pulling herself up. She stares at the officer’s boots. The officer squints at her face.
POLICE OFFICER
How old are you?
CARYS
Uh… eighteen.
The officer frowns, he doesn’t seem to believe her. 
POLICE OFFICER
…Okay. Right, well you can’t 
sleep here.
CARYS
Sorry, I’ll- I’ll move. Sorry.
She slings her rucksack over her shoulder, keeping her head down staring at the officer’s boots. He scratches the back of his head.
POLICE OFFICER
You know, there’s a women’s 
shelter not too far from here. 
(MORE)
POLICE OFFICER
About a forty-five-minute walk,
I’d say. Just east of here, 
near the Sainsbury’s.
He points down the street.
POLICE OFFICER
Big white building. You can’t 
miss it.
Carys shifts awkwardly on her feet, pulling at the strings on her hoodie. 
CARYS
Okay. Yeah, I’ll… I’ll check 
it out. Thanks.
She glances up briefly to the officer with a rehearsed polite smile. He nods, tucking his hands back around the straps of his vest. They walk off in opposite directions. Carys glances briefly behind her, the officer isn’t following.
The city is waking up as the sun peeks over the horizon. Shops are opening up and there are a few people walking about silently, dressed up warmly. None of them notice Carys. She keeps her head down, sticking to the side of the street where the shadows fall.
Carys walks past a dark shop window and catches her reflection. She stops, seeing herself for the first time after a night sleeping rough. Her hair is all over the place, her eyes bloodshot and weary, the bruise around her eye dark and purple. She touches a hand to her hair.
She swings her rucksack around in front of her and rifles through it, pulling out a few items but seemingly not finding what she was looking for. She didn’t pack a hairbrush. She tries combing out the tangles in her hair with her fingers, patting down stray hairs and trying to look presentable. She looks in the window again. Her hair is slightly neater, but she still looks exhausted. 
Tears well up in her eyes, but she wipes them away before they can fall. She pulls her hood over her head and keeps walking; hands stuffed in her pockets.
She keeps walking until a shop catches her eye. A Greggs Bakery, warmly lit and filled with enticing smells. Carys stops, contemplates for just a second, then wanders inside.
INT. GREGGS BAKERY, CARDIFF – MORNING
Carys opens the door. There are a few people inside, either sat down with a pasty at one of the little tables, or standing in the queue, eyeing up the different pastries displayed behind the glass. Carys slips behind the last person in the queue and stares and the selection of food in front of her.
SHOP WORKER
Next please.
Carys walks up to the till.
CARYS
Hi. Uh, can I get a sausage 
roll please. And a- a hot 
chocolate. Please.
SHOP WORKER
Do you want marshmallows with 
the hot chocolate?
CARYS
Yes please.
The worker types in some numbers on the till. Carys pulls the envelope of cash out of her coat pocket and fishes for a fiver. She hands it to the worker. 

CUT TO:		
Carys shuffles into one of the booth seats in the Greggs, carrying her food and drink. She takes the lid off the hot chocolate and steam billows out. Pink and white marshmallows float around in the rich brown liquid. Carys goes to take a sip but burns her tongue and pulls away quickly, spilling a few drops down her coat.
CARYS
(Quietly) 
Ow. Damnnit.
There’s a pitter-pattering of soft rain coming from outside. Carys turns towards the window as she wipes hot chocolate off her coat with the napkin from her sausage roll. She puts the napkin down and picks up the pastry, taking a bite while watching the rain come down.
LATER
The rain is worse than ever, hammering down on the street outside. Carys has finished her food. She goes to sip from the cup of hot chocolate but it’s empty. There’s a few crumbs down her front and her hood has fallen down. She wipes away a small amount of chocolate on her top lip with the crumpled napkin. 
She dumps her rubbish in the bin and looks out the window at the rain again. She pulls her hood back over her head.
EXT. CARDIFF – DAY
Carys runs through the rain, splashing through puddles in her sodden white trainers. One hand secures her hood in place, the other clings to the strap of her bag. She stops right before a crossing, looks quickly both ways, then dashes across the road. She takes a brief respite under an awning and breathes heavily, leaning back against the wall. 
She takes the moment to look around. Something catches her eye in the distance. It’s a Sainsbury’s. She secures her hood again and takes off running in the direction of the shop.
She jogs down the street, looking around until she spots a large white building with the word ‘Haven’ written on a large sign above the front door. Carys stands still for a second, rain pouring down around her. She takes a deep breath and heads towards the building.

INT. HOMELESS SHELTER – DAY
Carys steps through the front door, dripping water all over the laminate floor. The lights are pale and cold. The walls are a pasty shade of yellow, paint peeling and cracking in a few places.
A security guard stands near the entrance inside, eyeing Carys as she steps through the door. Carys avoids his eyes.
Carys treads towards the reception desk, each footstep squeaking against the floor. There’s a woman sitting behind the desk, blonde hair pin-straight and tucked back with a hairband. She’s deep in conversation with someone on the other side of the telephone.
RECEPTIONIST
(into phone)
I’m being dead serious. It was
in his sock drawer.
Carys waits in front of the desk for a moment, but the receptionist doesn’t seem to notice her.
RECEPTIONIST
(into phone)
Obviously not. I couldn’t 
sleep at all last night. 
What the hell do I do?
Carys shuffles awkwardly in place, then pulls her hood down. The receptionist finally notices Carys and looks up.
RECEPTIONIST
(into phone)
Shit, let me call you back.
She places the phone back onto the receiver and smiles up at Carys.
RECEPTIONIST
Sorry about that, how can I help?
CARYS
Sorry, is this the… shelter?
RECEPTIONIST
That’s us.
CARYS
Right, okay. Uh, I was told you 
might have some room?
RECEPTIONIST
Ah. I’ll have a little look for 
you.
The receptionist wheels over towards her computer and clicks through something. She sighs and looks back at Carys.
RECPETIONIST
Full up at the moment, I’m 
afraid.
Carys’ face drops, she takes a deep breath.
RECPETIONIST
I can put you on our list though 
if you’d like? So if you happen to 
pop in next time there’s a space, 
you’re more likely to get it since you’ll already be in the system.
CARYS
…Sure.
RECEPTIONIST
Great! I just need a few details. 
What’s your name?
CARYS
Carys Jones
The receptionist types on the keyboard.
RECEPTIONIST
And your date of birth?
CARYS
Eighteenth of March, 1992
The receptionist types again, then stops and looks up at Carys again.
RECEPTIONIST
Sorry, did you say 1992?
Carys’ eyes widen as she realises her mistake. The receptionist furrows her brow as she looks carefully at Carys’ face. Carys swallows.
CARYS
A-actually, I’m alright. Thanks.
RECEPTIONIST
(standing up) Wait!
She quickly turns to leave, but the security guard stops her at the door with a gentle hand on her shoulder. She looks up at the guard who studies her face, eyes drifting towards the bruise. 
Carys shrugs off his hand and barges out the door, taking off running down the street without looking behind her. The rain is still pouring down.
She runs into an alleyway and finally stops running, collapsing behind a big plastic wastebin. She starts to cry, big heaving sobs as she gasps for breath. She tucks her head between her knees and screams.
Her jeans are soaked and her white trainers are turning brown. She wipes at her good eye with the back of her sleeve, sniffling and hyperventilating. 


CUT TO:		
EXT. CARDIFF – AFTERNOON
The rain has eased up a bit. Carys walks along the street slowly with her hood pulled up, hands stuffed in her pockets. Her jeans are soaked through, mud coating the soles of her trainers. 
There’s a bridge over the path up ahead. A brief respite from the rain. Carys walks under it, pulls her hood down, then slumps against the wall. She lies down on the floor, using her rucksack once again as a pillow.
She closes her eyes, shivering in the cold and damp, curling into herself. She starts humming a song to herself, trying to block out the sound of the rain. To put her mind onto something else.
Her eyes snap open when she hears someone laugh in the distance. There’s people chattering, laughing with each other. Carys lifts her head off the bag and looks in the direction of the sound.
There’s three boys walking towards the bridge from the other side of the street. They’re wearing black coats with the hoods pulled up, they’re joking with each other. One gives another a friendly shove. 
Carys jumps to her feet, picking up her bag ready to swing it around her shoulders. One of the boys spots her, elbows his friend and points towards Carys.  
TEENAGE BOY #1
Oi!
Carys glances quickly behind her, sees the boys and starts walking faster, out into the rain. The boys start jogging to catch up with her. She looks over her shoulder again and starts running.
The group of boys are faster. They catch up with her. TEENAGER BOY #2 grabs her by the arm and stops her from running any faster. She’s flung backwards with the force of it, letting out a yelp as she crashes into the boy who grabbed her arm and tumbles to the ground.
TEENAGE BOY #2
The fuck!?
Carys looks up. All three boys are standing round her. She scrambles to her feet.
TEENAGE BOY #1
Damn, we jus’ wanna talk. What 
you runnin’ for?
Carys doesn’t respond, she looks frantically around for a way out. She attempts to push past one of the teenagers but is pushed back. The three laugh amongst themselves, closing around her.
TEENAGE BOY #3
You in some sort of rush? Where 
you goin’?
He asks Carys, sporting a malicious grin. Carys squeezes the straps on her rucksack.
TEENAGE BOY #3
Don’t s’pose you got some’in in 
tha’ bag, eh?
One of the other boys reaches for the zip on Carys’ bag. She spins around when she hears the noise, this causes the coins in her coat pocket to jangle together. The teenagers laugh again.


CARYS
S-stop.
TEENAGE BOY #1
(laughing)
It speaks!
TEENAGE BOY #3 eyes Carys’ left coat pocket. It’s slightly bulkier than the other one. He goes to stick his hand inside but Carys pushes him away. She tries to run again but TEENAGE BOY #2 grabs her by the handle on top of her rucksack and pulls her back. She stumbles backwards and the two boys behind her each grab one of her arms. 
CARYS
Wait- stop!
TEENAGE BOY #3 walks forward and fishes in Carys’ coat pocket as she struggles to break free. He pulls out the envelope of cash and his eyes widen, his jaw falls open slightly and he laughs to himself.
TEENAGE BOY #3
Holy shit!
Carys’ eyes lock on the envelope of cash and she desperately kicks out with one of her legs, striking TEENAGE BOY #3 right in the groin with her shin. He drops the envelope, grunting in pain and stumbling away. A few notes scatter on the floor, coins roll across the tarmac. He holds one hand between his legs and stares at Carys with contempt.

TEENAGE BOY #3
You… bitch.
He balls his free hand into a fist and throws a hard punch into Carys’s abdomen. She lets out a breathless scream of pain as the two boys holding her back drop her arms and she falls to her knees. She clutches her stomach, motionless with pain, tears welling in her eyes.
A boot strikes her in the side of her ribs and she topples sideways, hitting her head on the ground. She cries out in pain. 
Both her arms wrap around her head as another boot swings towards her face, hitting her lower arms instead as she shields herself. She screams for help, though the sound is muffled.
MEL O.S.
Hey!

A voice yells from somewhere in the distance. The three boys stop and look in the direction of the voice. We hear the sound of quick footsteps running through the rainy street.
MEL
Leave her alone! I’m fucking 
warning you!

We see MEL, a woman in her forties with cropped short hair, wrapped in a raggedy old navy peacoat and sporting a pair of steel toecap boots, waving an intricately decorated old metal walking stick around like a weapon. She’s running with a minor limp on her left side, but moving as fast as she can manage, a wild fury behind her eyes.
TEENAGE BOY #1
Shit, grab the cash!
The group of teenagers take off running as Mel approaches. Carys doesn’t move, her arms glued over her head as she coughs shallowly between rapid breaths. 
Mel slows down as she approaches Carys, still waving her stick at the group of boys as they sprint away. As the boys disappear around a corner in the distance, Mel crouches down to Carys’ side and puts a hand on her shoulder.

MEL
Fuck, you alright babe? Don’t worry, they’ve cleared off. Fuckin’ bastards, Jesus…

Carys slowly uncovers her head and looks up towards Mel. Her eyes are bloodshot, there’s tears streaming down he face. She can’t seem to speak.
MEL
C’mon, let’s get you up.

Mel helps Carys sit up on her knees. Mel holds her gently by the shoulders. Carys slowly stops hyperventilating as she calms down, clutching at her abdomen as she stares at the ground in front of her. 
Suddenly, Carys’ body lurches and she vomits up her semi-digested breakfast. It’s a pale brown because of the hot chocolate. She manages to miss her knees, but a small amount of it ends up in the ends of her hair as it hangs forward in front of her face.
MEL
Ah, shit. Hang on.

Carys doesn’t move, her head hanging low. Mel fishes in her pocket and pulls out a little packet of tissues. She takes out a fresh one and tucks Carys’ hair out of the way, then wipes at Carys’ mouth. She tries to get the small amount out of her hair but is less successful.
MEL
Right, c’mon. We can’t stay 
‘yer.

Carys doesn’t respond, but Mel slips a hand under her armpit and pulls Carys to her feet. Carys grunts in pain, but manages to stand. She doesn’t seem entirely all there, her eyes stay glued to the puddle of vomit until they move away. 
Mel guides them through an alley and out onto a different street. She sits Carys down in a doorway and Mel kneels in front of her, eyebrows furrowed. Carys doesn’t look at her.
MEL
Hey, you’re safe now. I promise. 
My name’s Mel. Can you tell me 
yours?
Carys doesn’t respond.


MEL
I’m not gonna… go tell the police 
or anything if tha’s what you’re worryin’ about. I just wanna 
check you didn’t hurt your head, alright?
Carys raises her head slowly, her eyes meet with Mel’s. She swallows.
CARYS
…Carys.
Mel smiles.
MEL
Nice to meet you, Carys.

Essay [994 words]
In this essay, I discuss the process in which I wrote my portfolio and the difficulties I faced in exploring an unfamiliar form of creative writing. I found this to be a challenging module as I had never written a script in any form before, but I chose to write a TV script because I am unfamiliar with radio dramas. I settled on writing part of a 90 minute film script because I felt that was a good amount of time for the story I wanted to tell. I created a three-act structure and used it to write part of the first act as a script. 
There were several problems I faced whilst writing this script. These included learning to how to format a script, creating a story within a genre I am unfamiliar with, writing within a time period during which I was very young and barely remember, and adjusting to writing something completely different than the prose I am used to. I used  the script-writing template provided on the Moodle page, I created my first draft for my script.[footnoteRef:1] However, there were a few parts of my script in which I wanted to show a specific effect that wasn’t showcased on the script template. My solution to this would be to browse forums online to see if I could find the right way to add in a flashback scene for example. Whilst writing, I also had to keep in mind that it is not my job as a spec script writer to explain exactly what the camera shows. Most of my knowledge of how stories are told via film comes from watching films, rather than reading film scripts. Therefore, I automatically tried writing my first draft of my script as if I were imaging exactly how it would be shown on screen which is not how scripts are written. To improve upon this, I accessed the script archive on the BBC writers webpage and read through some of the scripts there to get a good idea of what to show in a script and what to leave to a shooting script and a director.[footnoteRef:2] Prose uses a lot more dramatic and descriptive writing, contrasting the concise and specific language used in scripts. In my first draft, I found it quite difficult to remember to keep my language precise. In script writing, it’s important not to write about things the reader cannot see. For example, I could not write exactly what Carys was thinking in my script, I had to show how she felt through her actions and her body language instead.  [1:  ‘Https://Moodle.Uwtsd.Ac.Uk/Pluginfile.Php/1116226/Mod_resource/Content/1/SCREENPLAY%20TEMPLATE.Pdf’, n.d. <https://moodle.uwtsd.ac.uk/pluginfile.php/1116226/mod_resource/content/1/SCREENPLAY%20TEMPLATE.pdf> [accessed 17 December 2025].]  [2:  Script Library <https://www.bbc.co.uk/writers/scripts/> [17/12/2025]] 

I chose to set this story in the year 2007 because I wanted to remove the convenience of mobile phones. If Carys had unlimited access to maps, online banking, the internet, etc., my script might have been drastically different. I wanted to create a larger sense of fear and uncertainty regarding how Carys navigates Cardiff city by herself as a young girl and so I thought setting the story at a time where mobile phones were far less common would be an interesting way of doing so. Because I was only three years old in 2007, I would often have to ask older family members questions about certain aspects of what life was like back them. One example of this was when I was uncertain about how train tickets were inspected twenty years ago in south Wales, and whether they were hole-punched or scanned by ticket inspectors. This wasn’t a question easily answered by the internet, so thankfully I was able to ask my older sister. This is also why I set the story in Cardiff, because it’s the only city I am vaguely familiar with as a resident of rural south-east Wales.
The most difficult problem facing me as I wrote this script was my general lack of experience with this genre of story. I don’t watch a lot of films to begin with, and the films I do watch are quite different to the story I decided to write. Gritty realistic dramas are not something I enjoy watching. This story branched out from my first idea, which was the opening scene where Carys has barricaded herself in her room after her father’s violent outburst. I wrote this scene because I wanted to explore writing two very different characters through just a few lines of dialogue and a lot of body language. For the few lines that Mark does say, I made sure to never include him apologising for his actions. He instead chooses to victimise himself, blaming the difficult day he had at work and downplaying the severity of the situation. Carys has no lines because she is in shock and scared. Instead of her explaining through dialogue how she feels, I wanted to show the audience her feelings through her lack of speech. These were my initial ideas for this assignment, but when it came to creating a larger overarching plot, I found myself unsure of how to proceed. My solution was to use a three-act structure to create main plot points that could take place over 90 minutes. The rest of my story was then inspired by accounts of the lives of people I know who have suffered through homelessness.
In conclusion, this module was filled with hurdles that I had to overcome. I carried out extensive research regarding the formatting of a script to combat my unfamiliarity with the mode of writing. I chose the location of Cardiff city because it is familiar, and I chose the time period because it eliminated the inevitable plot-holes that the existence of modern technology would create. I used the three-act structure to create a bigger story beyond my original idea. Although this assignment was tricky, I feel as though I have benefited from stepping outside of my comfort zone to create something so different from my usual work. 

Bibliography 
‘Https://Moodle.Uwtsd.Ac.Uk/Pluginfile.Php/1116226/Mod_resource/Content/1/SCREENPLAY%20TEMPLATE.Pdf’, n.d. <https://moodle.uwtsd.ac.uk/pluginfile.php/1116226/mod_resource/content/1/SCREENPLAY%20TEMPLATE.pdf> [accessed 17 December 2025]
 Script Library <https://www.bbc.co.uk/writers/scripts/> [17/12/2025]
