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	LEVEL 7 ASSESSMENT SPECIFICATION 



	Student name:
	Julia Evans
	Student ID number:
	0202569
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	Creative Writing 

	Module:
	Writing Workshop: Researching and Writing to a Single Focus

	Module code:
	HPEN7018
	Contribution to Overall Module Assessment (%):
	80

	Lecturer:
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	Paul Wright

	Assignment Title:
	Portfolio
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	Return date of provisional marks & written feedback:
	Within 20 working days.

	Submission method:
	All written assessments, where practical and possible, must be submitted via Turnitin unless otherwise instructed by the Lecturer. (Please DO NOT put this assessment specification into Turnitin or it will match many similarities with other students’ submissions.)
Alternative submission method (if applicable): 
Late submission of the assessment will result in a late penalty mark.  Penalties for late submission: Up to one week late, maximum mark of 50%.  Over one week late, 0%.  Only the Extenuating Circumstances Panel may approve a change to submission dates.

	Academic honesty / referencing:
	Academic honesty is required. In the main body of your submission you must give credit to authors on whose research and ideas your work is based. Append to your submission a reference list that indicates the books, articles, etc. that you have used, cited or quoted in order to complete this assessment.  











	Module Learning Outcomes 
(from module syllabus)

	

Upon the successful completion of this module, the student should be able to:

· demonstrate a systematic knowledge and awareness of the creative possibilities of the genre within which they have chosen to work;
· employ focused research to enhance originality in the conception, design, and execution of their finished creative work;
· exhibit a comprehensive level of general craftsmanship in the production of the project, and especially in the use of language and structure.








	
TASK DESCRIPTION




Assessment Component 1 (80% Weighting)
CREATIVE PORTFOLIO
6000 words (or equivalent)
N.B. A poem is approx. equivalent to 500 words prose.
For this module, you will be required to submit a portfolio of creative work focussed around a single research question. The particular genre of your portfolio is up to you. You might choose for example to write a single short story, or a selection of short stories / flash fiction pieces. Alternatively, it may be a poetry collection or a single long poem, or an extract from a novel. It might be an extended piece of creative non-fiction or several pieces of creative non fiction.  However, the portfolio as a whole must be unified in its research focus.







	GUIDANCE FOR STUDENTS IN THE COMPLETION OF TASKS



NOTE: The guidance offered below is linked to the five generic assessment criteria overleaf.

1. Engagement with Literature Skills
Your work must be informed and supported by scholarly material that is relevant to and focused on the task(s) set; you should make use of scholarly reviews and primary sources, as appropriate (for example, refereed research articles and/or original materials appropriate to the discipline).    You should provide evidence that you have accessed a wide range of sources, which may be academic, governmental and industrial; these sources may include academic journal articles, textbooks, current news articles, organisational documents, and websites.  You should consider the credibility of your sources; academic journals are normally highly credible sources while websites require careful consideration/selection and should be used sparingly.   Any sources you use should be current and up-to-date, mostly published within the last five years or so, though seminal/important works in the field may be older.  You must provide evidence of your research/own reading throughout your work, using correctly a suitable referencing system, including in-text citations in the main body of your work and a reference list at the end of your work. 

Guidance specific to this assessment: 


2. Knowledge and Understanding Skills
At level 7, you should be able to demonstrate a systematic understanding of knowledge, and a critical awareness of current problems and/or new insights, much of which is at, or informed by, the forefront of your academic discipline, field of study or area of professional practice, with a comprehensive understanding of techniques applicable to your own research or advanced scholarship. Your work must demonstrate your growing mastery of these concepts, principles, current challenges, innovation and insights associated with the subject area.  Knowledge relates to the facts, information and skills you have acquired through your learning.  You demonstrate your understanding by interpreting the meaning of the facts and information (knowledge). This means that you need to select and include in your work the contemporary concepts, techniques, models, theories, etc. appropriate to the task(s) set.  You should be able to explain the theories, concepts, etc. meaningfully to show your understanding.  Your mark/grade will also depend upon the extent to which you demonstrate your knowledge and understanding; ideally each should be complete and detailed, with comprehensive coverage. 

Guidance specific to this assessment: 


3. Cognitive and Intellectual Skills
You should be able to: evaluate critically current research and advanced scholarship in the discipline; evaluate methodologies and develop critiques of them and, where appropriate, to propose new hypotheses; deal with complex issues both systematically and creatively to make sound judgements in the absence of complete data. Your work must contain evidence of logical, analytical thinking, evaluation and synthesis. For example, to examine and break information down into parts, make inferences, compile, compare and contrast information.  This means not just describing what! But also justifying: Why? How? When? Who? Where? At what cost? At all times, you must provide justification for your arguments and judgements.  Evidence that you have reflected upon the ideas of experts within the subject area is crucial to you providing a reasoned and informed debate within your work.  Your choice of methodologies to gather data and information must be rigorously defended. Furthermore, you should provide evidence that you are able to make sound judgements and convincing arguments using data and concepts.  Sound, valid, persuasive conclusions are necessary and must be derived from the content of your work.   Where relevant, alternative solutions and recommendations may be proposed.

Guidance specific to this assessment: 


4. Practical Skills
At level 7, you should be able to demonstrate originality in the application of knowledge, together with a practical understanding of how established techniques of research and enquiry are used to create and interpret knowledge in the discipline. This includes acting autonomously in planning and implementing tasks at a professional or equivalent level, originality in tackling and solving problems, and decision-making in complex and unpredictable contexts or situations.

You should be able to demonstrate mastery of the leading edge subject-related concepts and ideas as they relate to real world situations and/or particular contexts.  How do they work in practice?  You will deploy models, methods, techniques, and/or theories, in those contexts or circumstances, to assess current situations, perhaps to formulate plans or plausible, justifiable recommendations to solve problems, or to propose new models, or to create artefacts, which may be innovative and creative, thereby demonstrating your understanding of how the boundaries of knowledge are advanced through research and/or application.  This is likely to involve, for instance, the use of real world artefacts, examples and cases, the application of a model within an organisation and/or benchmarking one theory or organisation against others.  

Guidance specific to this assessment: 


5. Transferable Skills for Life and Professional Practice 
Your work must provide evidence of the qualities and transferable skills necessary for postgraduate-level employment in circumstances requiring sound judgement, personal responsibility and initiative in complex and unpredictable professional environments.  This includes demonstrating: the independent learning ability for continuing professional development to advance existing skills and acquire new competences of a professional nature that will enable you to assume significant responsibility within organisations; that you can initiate and complete tasks, projects and procedures, whether individually and/or collaboratively, to a professional level; that you can use appropriate media to effectively communicate information, arguments and analysis in a variety of forms for a variety of audiences; fluency of expression; clarity and effectiveness in presentation and organisation. Work should be coherent and well-structured in presentation and organisation.


Guidance specific to this assessment: 






	
     STUDENT FEEDBACK FORM



This section details the extent to which the assessment criteria are demonstrated by you, which in turn determines your mark. The marks available for each category of skill are shown. Lecturers will use the space provided to comment on the achievement of the task(s), including those areas in which you have performed well and areas that would benefit from development/improvement.
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	Generic Assessment Criteria 
	Marks available
	Marks 
awarded

	1. Engagement with Literature Skills
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	4. Practical Application Skills

	
	

	





	
	

	
	
	

	5. Transferable Skills for Life and Professional Practice

	
	

	



	
	

	
	
	



	Assessment Mark (Assessment marks are subject to ratification at the Exam Board.  These comments and marks are to give feedback on module work and are for guidance only until they are confirmed. )
	Late Submission Penalties (tick if appropriate)
	%

	
	Up to 1 week late (50% Max)
	
	

	
	Over 1 week late (0%)
	
	









	GENERIC ASSESSMENT CRITERIA



	Level 7

	In accordance with the Framework for Higher Education Qualifications, at the end of Level 7 students should be able to demonstrate: a systematic understanding of knowledge, and a critical awareness of current problems and/or new insights, much of which is at, or informed by, the forefront of their academic discipline or area of professional practice; a comprehensive understanding of techniques applicable to their own research or advanced scholarship; originality in the application of knowledge, together with a practical understanding of how established techniques of research and enquiry are used to create and interpret knowledge in the discipline; conceptual understanding that enables the student to evaluate critically current research and advanced scholarship in  the discipline to evaluate methodologies and develop critiques of them and, where appropriate, to propose new hypotheses. They will be able to deal with complex issues both systematically and creatively, make sound judgements in the absence of complete data, and communicate their conclusions clearly to specialist and non-specialist audiences.  They will demonstrate self-direction and originality in tackling and solving problems, and act autonomously in planning and implementing tasks at a professional or equivalent level to continue to advance their knowledge and understanding, and to develop new skills to a high level. They the qualities and transferable skills necessary for employment requiring the exercise of initiative and personal responsibility; decision-making in complex and unpredictable situations/professional environments; and the independent learning ability required for continuing professional development.



	Level 7
	FAIL
	FAIL
	MARGINAL FAIL
	SATISFACTORY
(Pass)
	GOOD to VERY GOOD
(Merit) 
	EXCELLENT
(Distinction)
	EXCEPTIONAL
(Distinction)

	Category
	0-29%
	30-44%
	45-49%
	50-59%
	60-69%
	70-84%
	85-100%

	Engagement with literature (including current research, referencing,
academic conventions and
academic honesty) 
	Little or no evidence of reading and/or reliance on inappropriate sources.
Views and findings mostly unsupported and non-authoritative.
Referencing conventions used incoherently or largely absent.
	Poor engagement with essential reading. No evidence of wider reading. Reliance on inappropriate sources, and/or indiscriminate use of sources. Heavily reliant on information gained through class contact. Inconsistent and weak use of referencing.
	Engagement with a very limited range of relevant and credible sources. Some omissions and minor errors.
Referencing conventions evident though not always applied accurately or consistently.
	Engagement with an appropriate range of research-informed literature, including sources retrieved independently. Some over-reliance on texts. Referencing may show minor inaccuracies or inconsistencies.
	Engagement with a wide range of research-informed literature, including sources retrieved independently.
Selection of relevant and credible sources.  Very good use of referencing, with no/very few inaccuracies or inconsistencies.
	Engagement with an extensive range of relevant and credible literature, informed by the latest research. Consistently accurate application of referencing. 
	Exceptional engagement with an extensive range of relevant and credible literature, informed by the latest research. High-level referencing skills consistently and professionally applied.

	Knowledge and understanding (A systematic, conceptual understanding of knowledge, and a critical awareness of current problems and/or new insights, much of which is at, or informed by, the forefront of the discipline; a comprehensive understanding of techniques applicable to their own research)

	Major gaps in knowledge and understanding of the subject matter is not systematic. Substantial inaccuracies. No awareness of current problems, insights or the latest research and/or advanced scholarship within the discipline.

	Gaps in knowledge, with only superficial systematic understanding. Some significant inaccuracies and/or irrelevant material.  No critical awareness of current problems, insights, or latest research within the discipline.
	Limited knowledge and systematic understanding of the concepts and principles within the subject area, which to some marginal extent, is informed by current research and scholarship. Some critical awareness of current problems and/or new insights, but often under-developed.
	Knowledge is accurate and reasonably detailed. A systematic understanding of the field of study informed by, to some extent, current research and scholarship, A critical awareness of current problems and/or new insights though this may be under-developed occasionally.  
	Knowledge has a well-defined focus, which is reasonably extensive, coherent and detailed, with a critical awareness of current problems and/or new insights.  Exhibits good understanding of the breadth and depth of contemporary and established views, and the work is, at least in part, well-informed by current research and scholarship. 
	Excellent mastery of a complex and specialised area of knowledge. A systematic, excellent understanding of the concepts of the subject informed by current research and scholarship. Highly critical awareness of current problems and/or new insights. A critical, awareness of how the boundaries of knowledge are advanced through research.

	Exceptional mastery of a complex and specialised area of knowledge. An exceptionally critical awareness of current problems and/or new insights. An outstanding understanding of the concepts of the subject, well-informed by current research and scholarship. A critical, sophisticated and nuanced awareness of how the boundaries of knowledge are advanced through research.

	Cognitive and intellectual skills 
(Critical evaluation of current research and methodologies and develop critiques of them and, where appropriate, to propose new hypotheses; make sound judgements in the absence of complete data.) 
	Wholly or almost wholly descriptive work. Little or no evaluation or critique or attempt at a systematic approach.
Failure to develop arguments, leading to illogical or invalid judgements. Unsubstantiated generalisations, made without use of credible evidence.

	Largely descriptive work, with superficial use of critical evaluation of research and methodologies. Absent or weak development of hypotheses and judgements. Information accepted uncritically, uses generalised statements made with scant evidence and unsubstantiated opinions. Ideas sometimes illogical and contradictory.
	Limited attempt at critical evaluation/ critique of current research and methodologies, tending towards description.
Limited attempt to propose new hypotheses. Can deal with complex issues but not systematically or creatively. Some evidence to support emerging judgements but these may be underdeveloped or with a little inconsistency / mis-interpretation.
May assert rather than argue a case.

	Some critical evaluation/ critique of current research and methodologies, though slightly underdeveloped in places, Proposes adequate but limited new hypotheses, where relevant. Can deal with complex issues but not fully systematically or creatively. Ability to make judgements based on data (that may be incomplete) but with some tendency to assert/state opinion rather than argue on the basis of reason and evidence.
	Sound critical evaluation/ critique of current research and methodologies, Proposes new hypotheses, where appropriate. Can deal with complex issues systematically and with some creativity. Ability to make sound judgements based on data (that may be incomplete) 


	Excellent critical evaluation/ critique of current research and methodologies, Proposes innovative hypotheses, where appropriate. Can synthesise complex issues systematically and creatively. Ability to investigate contradictory or incomplete information and make strong, persuasive, arguments and sophisticated judgements. 

	Exceptional critical evaluation/ critique of current research and methodologies, Proposes innovative hypotheses, where appropriate. Exemplary systematic and creative synthesis of complex issues.  
Ability to investigate contradictory or incomplete information and make strong, persuasive, arguments and sophisticated, nuanced, judgements. Potential for journal publication or doctoral research.

	Practical skills
(Originality / creativity in the application of knowledge, tools and techniques and in tackling and solving problems in complex and unpredictable professional situations; practical use of established techniques of research and enquiry to create and interpret knowledge in the discipline.)
	Limited or no use of methods, materials, tools and/or techniques.
Little or no appreciation of the context of the application.
Limited understanding of the application of theory to practice or making appropriate links between the two.
Very weak problem-solving skills in complex and unpredictable contexts. 
	Rudimentary application of methods, materials, tools and/or techniques but without consideration and competence. Flawed appreciation of the context of the application.
Weak understanding of the application of theory to practice, with only occasional evidence of making appropriate links between the two. Weak problem-solving skills in complex and unpredictable contexts. 


	An awareness and mostly appropriate application of well-established methods, materials, tools and/or techniques, with occasional errors.
Basic appreciation of the context of the application. Theoretical knowledge and understanding applied in practice, but not always making logical links between the two.
Can identify problems and propose basic solutions without fully appreciating the complexity of unpredictable contexts. 
	An appropriate application of standard methods, materials, tools and/or techniques.
Clear appreciation of the context of the application. Mainly consistent, accurate and logical application of theory to practice, making appropriate links between the two.
Can identify problems and propose mostly appropriate solutions in complex and unpredictable contexts, with elements of originality.
	A very good application of a range of methods, materials, tools and/or techniques.
Very good consideration of the context of the application, with perceptive insights. Can identify problems and propose appropriate solutions in complex and unpredictable contexts.
Evidence of originality and creativity. 
	An advanced application of knowledge, methods, materials, tools and/or techniques.
The context of the application is well considered, and insightful.
Can identify complex problems and propose excellent solutions. An excellent grasp of techniques applicable to own research or advanced scholarship.
Shows originality in application of knowledge and techniques, and of how established techniques of enquiry create and interpret knowledge in the discipline.
	Exceptional application skills in complex, unpredictable, contexts, drawing skilfully on the latest research within the discipline. Can identify complex problems and propose sophisticated, original solutions. 
An outstanding application of techniques applicable to own research or advanced scholarship.
Shows originality in application of knowledge and techniques, and of how established techniques of enquiry create and interpret knowledge in the discipline with assimilation and development of cutting edge processes and techniques.

	Transferable skills for life and professional practice
(Exercise of self-direction, autonomy and personal responsibility; plan and implement tasks at a professional level; independent learning; use appropriate media to communicate effectively and professionally to a variety of audiences; fluency of expression; systematic approach; clarity and effectiveness in presentation and organisation.)
	Communication medium is inappropriate or misapplied.
Work is poorly structured, disorganised and/or confusingly expressed. Very weak use of language and/or very inappropriate style. Little or no evidence of autonomy (or collaboration, where relevant) in the completion of tasks. Little or no evidence of the skills required in professional, postgraduate employment.


	Communication medium is poorly designed and/or not suitable for the audience. 
Work is poorly presented in a disjointed manner. It is loosely, and at times incoherently, structured, with information and ideas often poorly expressed. Weak use of language and/or inappropriate style. Weak independent initiative (or collaboration, if relevant). Limited evidence of the skills required in professional, postgraduate employment.
	Can communicate in a suitable medium but with some room for improvement. 
Mostly ordered presentation and structure in which relevant ideas / concepts are reasonably expressed. Work may lack coherence in places. Can work as part of a team, but with limited involvement in group activities. 
Demonstrates some but not all of the basic skills required in professional, postgraduate employment, with some areas of minor weakness.
	Can communicate effectively in a suitable format, but may have minor errors.
Mostly coherent, organised work, in a suitable structure and is for the most part clearly expressed. Can work effectively independently and/or as part of a team, with clear contribution to group activities. 
Demonstrates the skills required in professional, postgraduate employment, with some areas of strength and some of minor weakness.
	Can communicate well, confidently and consistently in a suitable format.
Work is coherent, fluent, well-structured and organised. Can work very well autonomously and/or as part of a team, with a good contribution to group activities. 
Demonstrates comprehensive professional, postgraduate employment skills.
	Can communicate professionally confidently and consistently in a suitable format.
Work is coherent, very fluent and is presented professionally. Can work autonomously with initiative. Where relevant can work professionally within a team, showing leadership skills as appropriate, managing conflict and meeting obligations. Demonstrates excellent professional, postgraduate employment skills and a strong appetite for further development.

	Can communicate with an exceptionally high level of professionalism. 
Work is remarkably coherent, very fluent and is presented professionally. Can work outstandingly well and professionally within a team, showing advanced leadership skills. Demonstrates exemplary professional, postgraduate employment skills and a strong appetite for further development.
















THIS DOCUMENT IS ALSO AVAILABLE IN WELSH





Twelve Seconds

The women stood in an orderly fashion in their worn, drab, wool coats, a little over dressed for the mild summer evening, but who could afford a summer coat as well. The women jangled coins to pay for their fish and chip supper with their neat hats perched on their neat heads.  Behind them, the dreary brick wall of the chip shop exhaled the heat of the day.  The skyline of houses around them was jagged like an old nag’s teeth, worn and battle bruised from the awful years of bombings.  Everything useful gone, fed to the still hungry war effort of 1944.
‘Did you hear that number 47 and half of 48 on Clifton Hill Road was raised to the ground just yesterday?’  Margret held her clutch bag in front of her like she was gripping a lectern. Her voice projecting so she could catch the attention of the women around her.  Her voice often rose above the murmur of the fish and chip queue.  If she didn’t chat now who knew when she’d hear news to relay back to her bed-ridden mother.  It was lonely work caring for her mother, who rarely moved more than a few inches without Margret’s help. 
‘Down the end of my road that was!’  Announced Anne to the surrounding women.  She was a chatty, young mother who vigorously jiggled her pram with her sleeping baby within.  It was tightly swaddled and obviously used to the agitated rocking.  Anne was well known amongst the women in the queue.  She was happy to chat about the joys and difficulties of motherhood and update anyone who would listen on the progress of ‘her little Reggie’.
‘Nooo….’ Margret breathed out her disbelief.  Her poor mother lived only for the news and gossip she could gather, and Margret knew this would hold a morbid fascination for her.  Not that she hadn’t been told a story just like this before.  Houses being bombed and destroyed wasn’t unusual news, of course.
‘Yes! I heard it.  I heard the awful drone and buzz of the bomb myself.  I was near sick with terror.  I had the baby in the house with me.  I heard it above, until I didn’t.  My heart was in my mouth ladies.  I swear I almost died of fright.’  Anne’s rocking became a little more intense as she recounted her snippet of the dreadful incident.  
‘Goodness, it doesn’t bear thinking about.’ Margret tutted and readjusted her white knuckled grip on her bag. 
‘The silence was dreadful and then the whole house shook.  I thought it had landed right on my head. I heard glass shattering and an awful blast.’  Margret noticed the rocking pram and thought that baby must dream of being on a turbulent swell at sea!
The women all shook their heads in dismay.  You’d think they’d be used to it by now, but the horrors just didn’t stop.  Each woman noticed the shuffling motion forward and closed the gap in front of them.  This had become their Friday night ritual.  They could smell the fried food aroma coming from the chippy and they all anticipated that relief of a hot, filling meal.  The tang of vinegar travelling along the queue of woman like the terrible stories they relayed to each other. At least they could rely on this, their fish and chips.  Rationing was tough on everyone with the ongoing blockades but at least fish and chips wasn’t rationed.  Good for moral the powers on high said!  Not a woman standing in the queue would argue with that! As long as you had the money you could get your chippy supper.
There was a lull as the women absorbed the details of Anne’s horrible but familiar tale.  Irene broke the thoughtful quiet.
‘My Harold said it was an awful mess. After they’d put the fire out, there was a huge crater left where the houses had been.  He looks haunted every time he comes home. He spares me though, bless him. He tells me about the survivors and the heroic efforts, but he leaves out much of the awful things that he sees.’  Irene paused, she was proud of her husband, he was a good and brave man in her opinion. ‘Yes, he spares me that. But when he comes home, and he’s got nothing to say I know it’s a very sad day indeed.’  This was all relayed by Irene, Harold’s wife. A neat little woman, who usually knew all the stories being married to Harold, a local ARP Warden, who spent most evenings walking about checking the lights were out. They were a kind-hearted couple, so most people kept their scurrilous comments about wardens out of their earshot. Irene’s own job within the Ministry of Information also gave her sad insights into the state of London. Irene paused and seemed lost in her own thoughts of rubble and chaos
‘Were there any Irene?’ Margret interrupted Irene’s thoughts; she wanted details.
‘Any...?’
‘Survivors?’
‘Oh yes, thankfully they were at work, bet they must have been thanking their lucky stars!’ The women all tutted and agreed.  They were all inwardly thinking of both how lucky and unlucky they were. The homes bombed out the friends and loved ones lost. They rubbed their calloused fingers together and thought of their hardships. 
‘Although I did hear that Joyce’s boy was not so lucky.’  Anne added.  ‘He was passing on his bike and the blast had sent him flying…’  Anne’s voice trailed off.
Margret was just about to probe further to get more gossip, when Anne gave her a nudge.  Margret turned to give Anne a piece of her mind but noticed the wide-eyed warning and the high eyebrows.  Margret paused after sucking in the air for the outburst and followed Anne’s doleful gaze…
Shuffling towards the end of the queue was Joyce.  Many of the women fell silent and tried not to stare.   Whist others looked about confused not knowing the reason for the sudden tension and lack of chatter.  What some of them hadn’t heard, was that Joyce’s son had been caught in the explosion of the doodlebug when passing houses on his bike.  The blast hadn’t killed him, but he hadn’t been spared.  Irene had heard he’d been blinded and badly burnt, and he was in hospital.  Harold had helped stretcher the poor boy to safety.  She would remember him in her prayers that night.  That poor boy was not counting his lucky stars, Irene thought, and her cheeks burned thinking of what she’d only just said.  Sometimes she regretted her chatter.  She thought she ought to say something to Joyce.  
‘How are you holding up, Joyce, my love? Harold and I have been praying for your boy, Walter.’
Joyce looked defeated.  There was no more fight in the woman.  She had suffered and paid a heavy price over the last five years.  She’s been bombed out twice and lost her husband to a German U-boat.  She had often declared to the fish and chip queue she wouldn’t know what to do without her son, Walter.  The other women in the queue all watched and waited.  It was too difficult not to. 
‘Well, I’m still here just about.  Poor Walter is in a dreadful state, but the doctors think he will live...’
‘Thank God, you must be relieved.’ Offered Margret.  But Joyce’s weak smile and sad nod silenced any more hopeful offerings.  
‘God is most certainly testing me, Margret.  I only hope to be strong enough to make it to the end of this dreadful war.’ But Joyce didn’t think of or pray to God anymore.  Her faith was long gone.    How could war and bloodshed be part of ‘His’ big plan?  She had no intention of sharing anymore sad details with the queue, so she pursed her lips and lowered her eyes.
The muted atmosphere hung like the warm smells until the weatherworn Mabel, who only lived a street from the chip shop, filled the silence with her croaky voice. ‘I wonder what fish they have today. My Jack said he’s sick of plaice and wishes they would have cod.  But then beggars can’t be choosers I tell him.’  Jack was known to be a rather cantankerous, old, sod and the surrounding women did not envy Mable at all.  He was too old and too disabled to join a second round of war, the first had done its worst to him and spat him out the other end.  However, he was perfectly capable of bullying and moaning at his poor, long suffering wife.  When Mabel couldn’t stand the heat in her kitchen some days, she’d leave her backdoor open and most of the neighbours suffered alongside Mabel as they heard Jack’s miserable, loud moaning and shouting directed at either her or the dog.  Many of the neighbours agreed he was actually fonder and kinder to the dog. 
The sturdy, stockinged legs of the women shuffled forward once again.  Soon they’d be standing there, with their toes touching the counter.  The women would lean in to inspect the fish and give their orders to Frank.  Frank had run this chip shop for as long as most of them could remember and before him, it was Frank’s father.  Frank was an imposing man, standing at almost six feet tall.  He looked as if he’d spent his youth boxing, as he had a rather flat, wonky nose and his shoulders were broad and muscular, even for an aging man.    
‘Two pence of fish and one of chips please. Plenty of salt and vinegar if you don’t mind Frank.’
There was a hot crackle of fat as the next batch of chips was tipped into the fryer.  The golden chips of potato swirling violently.   Sally, Frank’s granddaughter, wiped her hands on her apron and she stood poised and ready to wrap the fish and chips in newspaper.  Sally had obviously inherited her grandfather’s height and build.  She had rapidly turned from a young, shy girl into a painfully awkward teenager, who clearly did not want to stand out.  Frank and Sally had their practiced system of taking orders, preparing and wrapping down to military precision.  They had to keep the queue moving.  Frank knew how to keep his customers happy.  You made sure the fish was fresh, and the potato chips were dry before you tipped them into the bubbling oil.  You cooked it quick and kept it hot.  Frank’s chippy was popular, some people even caught two buses to get their fish and chips from Frank’s
Frank and Sally worked hard in the oppressive heat of the chip shop.  Jean, Frank’s wife had gone upstairs already, away from the sweltering heat, having spent most of her day preparing the fish and potatoes for cooking.  It was hard work for the three of them.   They couldn’t afford more help, and they’d lost Sally’s mum to the land army this summer.  She would be away for a few more weeks yet before she could visit home.  Since the wages had improved for the land girls and she could stay in a hostel, Sally’s mum, Dorris, believed she could earn more working away.  Frank hadn’t been pleased but the extra income had certainly eased the pressure.  Frank’s ego was still bruised in the knowledge his daughter was doing better without him.  Frank had always been the provider for his family, even when Dorris had married that useless man, Rudy.  There was nothing sturdy about him, not even his health.  Sally was barely a year old before flu had killed Rudy and Dorris had been left a young poor widow.  
The queue steadily melted away as orders were taken and fulfilled.  A lovely, warm bundle tucked under each woman’s arm.  The food would fill and comfort each of them and then another long perilous evening would begin.   
_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

Mabel’s back and legs ached having walked to the chip shop and back.  She could already feel her bed calling for her.  Mabel shut the front door gently as she could.  She always tried to move around silently in the house and found life was easier that way.  She often hoped Jack wouldn’t hear her and would forget she even existed at all.  She liked to think he had been a decent man when they first married, and it was all the atrocities life had thrown at him that made him so mean.  Mabel would sit in the kitchen sometimes and try to remember before the Great War.  She was a young slip of a thing and had just married Jack when war broke out.  Had he been kind then? Would he have been a different man without the nightmares and illness that haunted and plagued him. He had rushed off to war for King and Country and returned to her broken. She tried to feel compassion but often felt foolish for putting up with his crap.  He was demeaning and exhausting but where would a woman like her go?  She was old now.  She knew it was a sin, but Mabel often mused about Jack passing.  She hoped she would get to keep his pension.  She dreamt of peace for her and the dog.
She snuck by the parlour, but the rustle of paper gave her away.  She’d hoped she could get to the kitchen and dish it all out before he heard her come in.  At least then she could put it in front of him, and he might tuck in without moaning at her and she could retire to the kitchen and eat in solitude. 
‘Mabel… you silly, old cow! Is that you creeping around?’  There was a pause as Jack deliberated whether he was shouting to himself and empty house, or Mabel was out there avoiding him.  He could barely move from his armchair and needed Mabel to help him get to bed or the lavatory. He felt like his own body had betrayed him.  ‘Come here! I want to see what crap you’ve bought off that thieving, bastard Frank.’  He’d often told Mabel the fish and chips she brought home was awful.  He would complain the fish was too greasy or the chips were overcooked. Sometimes he’d complain she’d been too slow getting home and now it was all cold and suitable for the dog.  
Mabel approached cautiously; she tried to remain an arm’s length away from Jack.  He was in a foul mood by the looks of things, and she didn’t trust him not to be spiteful.  He made a lunge and managed to grab the package of fish and chips in her hand.  He ripped it open and inspected the contents.
‘Utter shit, as usual.  He must see you coming and think what a mug.  I’ll fob her off with the worst of it.  You’re always so stupid.  You can’t do a thing right!’ He threw it at her and half spilled out of the paper, onto the floor.  Her half, because he would insist on having dinner himself, while he would say she could do with losing a few pounds anyway.  Well at least the dog would be well fed tonight.  In fact, Bobby, the little Jack Russel had already tucked in.  ‘Well, what are you waiting for, you gormless fool?  Get it on a plate and bring it to me!’
As Mabel took a plate from the cupboard in the kitchen, her hand shook a little.  She hated his rages but thanked God he was too decrepit and frail to move from his chair in the parlour.  Would God consider that a sin she pondered? Surely not.  She’d suffered enough at his hands over the years. 
______________________________________________________________________________________
Anne wheeled the enormous pram into the hallway, careful not to scrape the wheel on the floral green wallpaper.  The pram was heavy and cumbersome, difficult to manoeuvre in tight spots, but she was grateful her mother and father had managed to find and buy her such a lovely second-hand one.  The baby was still sleeping, and it was no wonder.  He’d kept her up half the night before.  He was so hungry, almost ravenous most of the time.  Anne had been nursing him both by breast and bottle. He was most indiscriminate in his preference as long as he got his fill! They should have named him ‘Guzzle’ not Reggie!  Thank-goodness for her extra rations.  
Anne squeezed passed the pram pressing her back against the wall, her post-partum stomach still protruding somewhat.  She hoped that would go before Ernie had leave.  He’d be horrified at her bulging, stripy stomach.  Her sister had told her not to be ridiculous.  He would love her whatever she looked like, as she was the mother of his child. Anne would love to believe that, but her sister was young and naïve. It was easy for her to say with her flat, young, childless figure.  He would still love her, she thought, but he probably would prefer the bulge to go. 
Her sister would be home soon; she would stow away her bike down the tiny allow that led to their yard.  The long summer days had brought more freedom, but she still had to get home before blackout.  It was much safer getting home in daylight with all the potholes and debris.  Mrs Johnson, down the road, had gone flying on her bike when it hit a rock in the dark and she had broken her wrist.  Her job in the factory had been put at risk as she could barely use her hand for weeks.  Goodness knows how she would have made ends meet if she didn’t have her job.  Anne was sure Mrs Johnson’s wrist still pained her, and it had happened months ago.  
Anne had grabbed the warm bundle of fish and chips she had stowed at the baby’s feet and took it to the kitchen.  She’d warm Beth’s supper in the Aga but Anne would tuck in to hers now while she could eat in peace.  She hoped Beth would come home quietly and not wake the baby.  However, like the wish had summoned her, Anne heard the key turn in the lock.  The door flew open, and her exuberant sister was already hallooing down the corridor.  
‘Shhhhh, please Beth! Can’t you come in quietly?!’ Anne’s stern whisper was full of annoyance.  She didn’t mean to sound so grouchy, but she was sleep deprived!  
Beth’s hands flew to her mouth like they were trying to push her noisy salutation back in, but as she did so, she bumped the pram.  Both women squeezed their eyes shut at her clumsiness and waited in dread for the wails of the hungry baby to begin.  There was a little stirring moan, and both girls cracked open their eyes slowly at one another.  Beth mouthed an exaggerated ‘sorry’ and held her hands up like she was in a heist as she shuffled sideways by the pram.  They both stood and waited a few seconds for the motion and snuffling to stop.  As Reggie’s sleepy agitation subsided, their tense shoulders dropped, and they relaxed.  
‘Come on, I’ve just plated up your supper.  Let’s eat it while it’s hot.’ Anne’s whispered words were accompanied by exaggerated hand gestures in an effort to demonstrate her whispered instructions.  Beth waited until they were in the kitchen and far enough away from little Reggie before she began her cheerful conversation.  
‘I cycled past Irene on the way home.  I shouted hello as I passed but she seemed miles away.  Deep in thought.’
‘She was probably still thinking about poor Joyce and her boy, Walter.  We were talking about it in the line when Joyce walked up and joined the queue.  It was dreadfully awkward.  Who knew what to say? That poor woman has had such bad luck.’
‘Oh gosh, yes.  I saw her the other day leaving to visit Walter.  We should really do something for her.’
‘I’ve got some eggs from the chickens still.  I’ll try to bake some biscuits tomorrow.  She can keep them or share them with the nurses at the hospital.’
Beth had taken the plates down from the dresser and Anne unwrapped their supper.  She portioned out the food and they both tucked in.  The companionship between the sisters a deep comfort to each other. 
_________________________________________________________________________________________
Sally was glad to be finished for the night. It had been busy, as usual, but the long summer days meant the chip shop could be open until much later. The queue had been long and constant; when you thought you were getting somewhere with the end in sight, more people would join, and you were exactly where you started. Fish and Chip Fridays were popular.
Her toes were sore and ached, having stood for hours in shoes that were too small for her feet. She couldn’t even hope to have her mum’s old ones these days. She had surpassed her mother in height and shoe size last year. It bothered Sally to think of herself as so tall and lanky when her mother was so lovely and petite. Her grandmother had commented when having to let down the hem of Sally’s skirts that she hoped Sally would stop growing before she was taller than all the boys in the East End, or she’d never get married. Even just thinking about these comments brought a lump to her throat. She was fifteen and didn’t meet any nice boys. Not that there were many about these days. Sally was deeply envious of her mother, off working as a land girl; she bet she met nice men all the time. She had wanted to join her mother, but her grandfather, Frank, had forbidden it. He said it was highly inappropriate for a young, unmarried girl to be living in hostels, even with their own mother. And besides, he had said, we need you here. How are we to cope without both you and your mother? Sally had appealed to her mother, but she reminded Sally she wasn’t old enough.  
‘I pray you never need to join, and the war will end, and we can all move on.  Your time will come, my darling.’  And that had been the end of it.
Sally stood in the kitchen, contemplating some bread and butter for supper, but knew her grandmother would notice it missing in the morning. It wasn’t worth the hassle, and besides, she knew she should resist if she wanted to fit into her skirts and blouses for another year. A letter stood propped on the kitchen table, addressed to her and in her mother’s handwriting. Sally always had mixed feelings about these letters. She was delighted that her mother thought of her and wrote. It wasn’t cheap buying paper and stamps. The letters broke up her mundane life. How was it, she thought, that everyone else’s lives were full of excitement, but hers was so very dull? But these letters also made her jealous. She felt sometimes that her mother had escaped her boring life at the expense of Sally’s.
Sally picked up the letter to take and read in bed. No sense in standing around in the kitchen when her grandfather would soon be finished locking up and be expecting to hear what her mother had to say in the letter. Although it was still light outside, her grandmother had already drawn all the blackout curtains and retired to her bedroom.  Sally lit a lamp from the stove and took it with her to her own room. As she passed by her grandmother’s door, she heard a creak of the old springs in her grandmother’s bed. 
‘Sally is that you?’ Her grandmother called out loudly through the wall. 
‘Yes, Grandma…’ Sally paused wondering if she was about to be sent on an errand. ‘Do you need something Grandma?’
‘Pick your feet up for goodness’ sake girl! I can hear you from in here and you’ll wear holes in my carpet!’
‘Yes Grandma,’ Sally rolled her eyes and tried her very best to keep her annoyance out of her voice.   She continued to her room trying to step as lightly as possible. 
Sally quickly changed into her worn nightie before quietly clambering into bed. It was lumpy and uncomfortable and creaked when you turned over. Sally positioned herself with the lamp beside her and opened the letter neatly with the letter opener she kept in her bedside drawer. She pulled the thin, crisp paper from the envelope and angled the writing towards the light. She knew that straining her eyes in the poor light was bad for her and that having to wear spectacles would only make her grandmother despair more over her marriage prospects.
Dear Sally,
I hope you are well and keeping on the right side of your grandmother and grandfather. I know they can be strict, but they do care about you. They’re just old-fashioned.
I have moved to new digs recently. I’m now working on a farm an hour away from the last one. There’s beetroot and runner beans to harvest here and loads of fields to dig over and prepare for the next crop. Luckily, this farmer has a tractor, and he’s already let me drive it. They are a lovely couple, and his wife is trying to feed us all up, she says. She talks like we are geese to fatten for Christmas! I only wish I could bring you some of this lovely fresh food. Not that I wish to rub it in, but she has such a surplus of eggs we eat them every day!
I hope Aunty Jane is sharing her eggs with you and your grandparents. She promised your grandfather a chicken this year for Christmas. I hope she does as she promises, or your grandfather will be furious with her.
I hope to have saved enough money to buy you some new shoes when I come home in a few weeks. Hang in there, Sally dear, it won’t be long. We shall have to make a day of it when we go shopping. We could have tea somewhere and feel terribly posh! Wouldn’t that be funny? I will sign off for now and write again soon. I miss you dearly.
All my love,
Mum xxx
Sally smiled as she finished the letter. Good old mum, she tries so hard. Sally couldn’t wait to see her. Won’t it be a hoot if they do go for tea? Sally could try and do her hair nice and wear her best skirt. She folded the letter carefully and slipped it back into the envelope, placing it with the other letters from her mother in the bedside drawer. Time to turn out the light and dream of dainty cups and plates, little cakes, and cucumber sandwiches.
_________________________________________________________________________________________
Irene was tired as she made her way home from the chip shop, as she had been up half the night with the children. Her boys had been unwell, and their coughing and spluttering kept them all awake. She had been tending to them in the gloom of candlelight as their fevers peaked and waned. Her mother was watching them while she worked today, as days off at the ministry were unheard of, especially at the moment. It was her job, along with an army of women, to compile damage reports on the buildings and roads throughout the East End. The onslaught of Hitler’s revenge bombs had meant her workload had skyrocketed. She felt almost snow-blind with the piles of paper that surrounded her at work. She thought the damage caused by air raids a few years ago could not possibly be outdone, but a hundred doodlebugs a day aimed at London were causing absolute carnage.  
The warm package of the fish and chips in her hands, reminded her she needed to hurry to catch the bus.  If she didn’t, she would not get back in time, and Harold would need to leave early for work that evening.  She was relieved as she reached the bus stop as the bus pulled to a stop beside her. She mounted the steps at the rear of the bus and was pleased to see a free seat near the front of the bus.   The bus each night was usually full, and all the seats taken but tonight she would get to sit and relax a little before she got home and had to rush around getting the house in order. 
Irene crossed her ankles and tucked her worn shoes beneath her bus seat. She sat tightly braced, with her handbag and the package of fish and chips on her lap, willing herself to stay awake while she looked about her. The bus was stiff and rickety, and full as usual. She recognised many of her fellow passengers, mostly women, returning from offices and factories to make the fabric of their strained community function in place of the men lost or still fighting. There were a few schoolchildren who caught this bus too.  They returned late from school, Irene had gleaned, because they did their homework at school.  Irene thought this was odd but what did she know of these posh schools? The students proudly wore their smart uniforms, having managed to win their places at the local Catholic school. Irene had heard that they were making smart new schools for ordinary children now; she only hoped her boys could pass the exam.  Harold had said she needed to be much stricter with them if there was any hope of them attending a good school.  He said she mollycoddled them and let them get away with murder.  Irene struggled with harsh discipline of her boys, they were her babies, and she felt the world they lived in was harsh enough already. 
Irene tuned into the conversation of the girls in front of her; they were barely 20, she guessed. As she glanced at them, she noticed their hair was neatly curled and tucked beneath headscarves, and they wore blue coveralls, cinched in tight at the waist with brown belts. Irene wondered how they managed to look so glamorous in their factory clothes. They looked like they could have walked from a movie set. Girls these days seemed to have a confidence she only dreamed of. They were deep in conversation and oblivious to the rest of the passengers.
‘I told him just because he’d taken me to a dance or two, didn’t mean we need to get married.’
‘Eddy is the same. I hardly see him; he hardly gets any leave at all.’
‘I don’t need to be tied down, do I? I barely know what’s happening tomorrow, let alone plan a wedding. And where does he think we’re going to bloody live? At home with my mum and dad? Most of his family has been bombed out too.’
To have your whole future still stretching out in front of you seemed marvellous to Irene. Fancy having so many opportunities still. She was brought back into the moment by the jolting of the rough road. How many reports had been written about this road? As she looked out of the window, she noticed they’d made it to Boundary Road. It was scarred and pitted and had absorbed years of German fury. The Blitz had scooped out great holes, only to be filled with the sad rubble of destroyed homes.
Irene’s attention was then drawn away from the sad state of the road, something nagged at her ears and brain.  And then even over the rumble of the bus, a strange putt-putt noise could be heard, like a motorbike doggedly making its way forward before it runs out of fuel. Londoners had learned quickly to fear the low hum of the dark, steel cigars that blindly and relentlessly swarmed the city. Above Boundary Road, the buzz stopped suddenly, and the people below had 12 seconds to wonder if their number was up.
The passengers of the bus froze in their seats as they glanced into the faces of their fellow travellers. Was it best to stay put or make a break for it out into the street? Flying shrapnel and rubble were a terrible threat—was it safer on the bus? Irene’s panic-stricken stare met the eyes of a young schoolboy.  He was sat by the open steps near the exit. Their fear mirrored between them as they weighed up what to do. Some people near the front of the bus were standing and straining to see out of the windows above them, but that helped very little.  Irene felt the indecisive stop, starts of the bus driver.  She could feel his thoughts through the movements of the great machine.  Was it better to stop here or drive there?
Irene thought of her own boys, would she see them tonight?  Would they sit together and unwrap the warm bundle of fish and chip?  Would she see Harold before he left for his warden duties tonight?  Irene felt a sense of dread.  The young boy at the back of the bus jumped from his seat and leapt out of the bus onto the street. 
And then the 12 seconds were up.
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