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Portfolio (Adam Johnson) 
Birth And Death (Adam Johnson) 
She was only 9 when she died. It seemed that only yesterday she had been birthed into this world, but now she was lost, dead and wilted like a daisy withered by the cutting cold of winter. 
She and her friends had been out playing, a steady breeze blew a refreshing coolness upon them as they ran through luscious green fields.
Shana had stopped at the edge of a shimmering pond, her friend’s excitement crackling in the air behind her and soon they caught up with her. They stood there, staring at it as if it were a portal, as if, if they stared into it long enough, it would transport them to another world. The children were captivated by its beauty and its calmness, the way it seemed to capture the sun upon its very surface.
Shana picked up a small grey stone and thrust it towards the water’s edge, causing the stone to dance upon the surface before it plunged into the depths below. Quickly the other children followed suit, and soon ripples spread across the ponds canvas as stones flew from the children’s hands, skimming the waters like graceful swans before sinking gently into a watery grave. 
Of course, these being children their minds swiftly grew bored of this, they diverted their attention towards the woods, which I am afraid to say is where this tale takes its dark turn and tragedy will strike like a spear to the heart. The children raced towards the forest, laughing and jeering all the way, creating a chorus of joy and innocence as they whipped past trees dappled in yellow leaves, branches crunching under foot.
Shana eventually happened upon a holly leaf bush deep within the forest. It bore holly berries, red and alluring to the child’s naked eye, a death trap by nature itself calling to the unaware. 
She delicately plucked a berry, being careful not to prick her hands on the holly, as if to feel the sting of the leaf was to be taken by death itself. She rolled the berry in her hands, examining it vigorously, as if she were a beast investigating its prey, then, she popped the berry in her mouth. 
The moment the juices poured from the berry Shana realised she had made a mistake. Instead of the sweet taste she had expected a sea of bitterness flooded her mouth. She coughed and wretched, desperately trying to expel the wretched thing from her body. The flesh and skin collapsed to the floor, but the poison was already inside of Shana. It worked its way through her veins, twisting and coiling like a snake moving through vines. 
Shana stumbled her way through the woods, her body growing weaker and weaker, her head spun, her skin seemed to burn, and sleep seemed keen on taking her. All of this she tried to fight, as she glanced around desperately like a deer who had caught wind of a predator, searching for her friends. 
To no avail, she sunk down to the forest floor, her friends had gone in another direction, she was a sheep, abandoned by the flock and left alone to fend against the jaws of mother nature. Her vision blurred, and her body shook upon the muddy ground. The poison sapped the life from her and plunged her spirit into a dark abyss, in which she could never be found.



Where were you? (Adam Johnson)  

Task: In media res (in the middle of things task), write a story beginning with “where were you last night?” Last night has happened already, thus we start in the middle of things 
Note: passages of speech in italics are John’s thoughts, it gives me the chance to explore his thoughts to add to the story
“Where were you last night?” The words shot out of Susan’s mouth like a bursting dam and hit John like a tidal wave. 
“I-I… I don’t know what you mean,” John forced a smile, curving his face into an unnatural shape, internally he was taken aback, how had Susan known he’d went out? 
“John, I’m not an idiot, now why did you sneak out of the house?” A tear began to slide down Johns face and his voice began to shake, 
“W-w-what does it matter? What’s done is done, it doesn’t even concern you, please just leave it be.” John walked towards Susan and tried to grab her hand in a warm embrace, but she pulled it away and stared down at the table, 
“You know you can talk to me?” John sighed deeply, I can’t tell her what happened, she’d never forgive me 
“I’m sorry, I just… It’s too painful to talk about. Reliving what happened.” he said meekly, sitting down opposite Susan and putting his head in his hands. Susan glared at him, then she threw a mostly burnt shirt onto the table, 
“Why did you burn it John? Whatever happened last night, you need to tell me, you need to tell me right now, I need to know that,” Susan lowered her voice to a whisper, “I need to know that whatever you did won’t get you or me into trouble.” John slammed his fist on the desk and glared into Susan’s eyes. 
“Why must you keep fucking pushing?! Do you take pleasure in my misery? Is it in your bloody nature to pry?!” Susan looked shocked, her mouth was agape, her eyes were glazed over and she was shaking. 
Susan took a deep breath, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have pried, but John, whatever happened, you need help, talk to someone, anyone, please.” Susan rose from the table and put on the kettle, “would you like some tea sweetie?” John gave no response, she turned to him.
“You want me to see a psychologist? That’s what you mean, isn’t it?” He glared up at her, Susan looked perplexed, 
“And what would be wrong with that? They’re legally bound to keep your secrets.” Susan turned back to the kettle and muttered something under her breath, “especially since you can’t seem to tell me in confidence,” with this John shot out of his chair so fast that he sent it flying backwards. 
“I ain’t seeing no fucking shrink Susan, I’m not insane, I don’t need to stay in the past, times arrow certainly isn’t going backwards!” Flecks of spittle rimmed John’s lips, “and the reason I don’t want to talk to you is because you couldn’t possibly understand!” Susan slammed down the kettle, 
“So you won’t talk to me despite the fact that we’re married, you won’t talk to a psychologist, what are you going to do? You can’t keep it all bottled up forever!” Susan snapped, 
“Because the demons of my past have come back to haunt me! I just want to leave it all behind! I’ve talked to you about what I used to do, I’ve talked to psychologists as well, lingering on this isn…” 
“What did you do John?!” The air went silent, John whimpered, 
“I did what I had to do,” he snatched the shirt off of the table and walked up the stairs, Susan followed close behind. 
“What does that mean? Please just tell me,” Susan and John jumped onto the bed, “please, I just need to know, I need to know that you trust me, it’s either that or I’m gone,” John looked painfully into her eyes. 
“I… I got a tip off that an old gang leader was rebuilding and that he wanted to kill off the members of my old gang, he’d already managed to pick off 3 of us,” John sucked in air as he sobbed, 
“And?” Susan pressed 
“He wasn’t just killing members of our gang, he was killing their families as well, I was worried that he’d come and hurt you, so I… I…” John shut his eyes tightly, grimacing at the pain of the memory. 
“Hey! Stay with me, what happened after that,” John shook his head, then once again opened his eyes, 
“I killed him, Nathan his name was, a vicious bastard, he took pleasure in killing, in making people suffer, I slit his throat while another man held him, oh god, the thrashing, the blood it… It,” John punched the bed and took in a deep breath. Susan looked shocked  
“I… I, I thought you’d never killed before, I thought that was your one rule, you told me th-” 
“It was… It was until he became a threat to you. Susan, I love you, I couldn’t sit by and wait for that monster to butcher you,” John whispered in shaking tones. 
“How do you know that for sure?” 
“Susan, when I said he was killing families, that included the kids, multiple sources told me…” John breathed out heavily, 
“Told you what?” 
“Told me that when he was confronted about his merciless slaughtering he said ‘no half measures’, then he shot the guy who confronted him.” Johns eyes closed tightly, “I know I’ve done a lot of heinous shit, but even to me, he was a monster.”   
Susan looked sympathetically down at John, she hesitated for a second then asked, “so where is the body?” 
“A-At the bottom of the sea, we popped his body into a barrel of acid, sealed it, then went out on Jims boat,” John winced, “we even attached an anchor to the barrel, so nobody will find it.” With this John turns away from Susan and lies down. Susan didn’t say anything, but she lied down on the bed with John and wrapped her arms around him 
When the time reached midnight, Susan shakes John awake lightly, “we need to burn that shirt,” John exited the room and returned with a large cardboard box. Susan and John placed the shirt at the bottom of the box and filled it with other useless objects. They then went to the garden and started a bonfire, throwing the box on top. As the contents inside were devoured by the flames, they both exhaled great sighs of relief and embraced each other as their burdens turned to ash.  





























The Palestinian (Adam Johnson) 

EXT      -     STREET IN BETHLEHEM    -   DAWN          
THE WEST BANK, IT IS THE BREAK OF DAWN, A WARM ORANGE GLOW BEGINS TO CREEP ACROSS BUILDINGS, ILLUMINATING THEM, PURGING THE SHADOW OF NIGHT. AS THE CAMERA SLOWLY PANS ACROSS, A FLAG SLIDES INTO VIEW FLAPPING CALMLY IN THE WIND ATOP A POLE UPON THE DOME OF A LARGE BUILDING, IT’S HARD TO MAKE OUT AS THE LIGHT HASN’T QUITE REACHED THE FLAG YET. AS THE CAMERA PANS FURTHER TO THE LEFT, WE COME ACROSS ANOTHER FLAG, THE CAMERA STOPS AND THE LIGHT HITS THE FIRST REVEALING IT TO BE THE PALESTINIAN FLAG. ANOTHER 10 SECONDS PASS AND LIGHT HITS THE OTHER FLAG, REVEALING IT TO BE THE ISREALI FLAG, THE WIND SUDDENLY PICKS UP FOR A SECOND, CAUSING BOTH OF THE FLAGS TO FLAIL. 
THE CAMERA BEGINS TO ZOOM IN TOWARDS BOTH OF THE FLAGS, THEN IT BREAKS OFF TOWARD THE ISRAELI FLAG UNTIL IT FILLS THE ENTIRE FRAME.
INT.  -  HOUSE ON THE WEST BANK  -  AFTERNOON 
 WE THEN CUT TO ANOTHER ISREALI FLAG, A WOMANS VOICE CAN BE HEARD SINGING IN ARABIC. THE CAMERA BEGINS TO PULL OUT TO REVEAL AN OLD LADY (JUDITH) ON HER KNEES IN FRONT OF THE ISRAELI JEWISH FLAG WHICH SHE HAS BEEN HUNG UP ON HER WALL. BENEATH THE FLAG LIES A SMALL BENCH WITH A STAR OF DAVID FROM THE DAYS OF THE HOLOCAUST, A THING WHICH JUDITH KEEPS AS A SYMBOL OF RESILIANCE TOWARDS THE NAZIS, THE BADGE WAS ORIGINALLY MEANT TO SHAME HER, BUT NOW SHE KEEPS IT AS A SIGN OF PRIDE IN HER JEWISH HERITAGE. NEXT TO THE STAR OF DAVID, THERE LIES A PICTURE OF A MAN, OSCAR SCHINDLER, AND NEXT TO THIS AN IMAGE OF THE WOMAN STANDING OUTSIDE OF AUSCHWITZ DURING THE OPENING OF THE INSTITUTION AS A TOURIST SIGHT, A BITTERSWEET LOOK IS ETCHED ON HER FACE 
SUDDENLY, A LOUD KNOCKING COMES FROM BEHIND JUDITH, SHE USES HER WALKING STICK TO SLOWLY GET OFF OF HER KNEES AND TO HER FEET. SHE SLOWLY WADDLES TO THE DOOR, HER OLD LEGS SHAKING AND STRAINING AS SHE STRUGGLES TO CARRY HER OWN WEIGHT. SHE GLANCES THROUGH THE PEEP HOLE IN HER DOOR AND GLANCES A YOUNG MAN CARRYING A BAG OF TOOLS. A LOOK OF CONFUSION AND TERROR WASH OVER HER FACE, THEN, SUDDENLY, COLOUR FLOODS BACK IN AND SHE BREATHES A SIGH OF RELIEF. JUDITH OPENS THE DOOR AND SMILES KINDLY AT THE YOUNG MAN (JAMES) 
Judith 
Hello, are you here to fix the TV? 
JAMES NODS AT HER 
James 
Can I come in? 
Judith 
Oh yes, of course, follow me, and please try not to touch anything uhhhh… 
James 
 James, and of course not, my boss would have my head if I… 
JAMES FREEZES HALFWAY DOWN THE HALL, JUDITH TURNS AND GOES INTO THE LIVING ROOM NOT REALISING THAT JAMES HAS STOPPED FOLLOWING. HE STARES AT THE ISRAELI FLAG, HE SEEMS TO BE PUT IN A TRANCE, HIS EYES ARE GLASSY AND HIS BODY SHAKES, HIS FISTS CLENCH UP, ONE INTO A TIGHT BALL, THE OTHER AROUND THE HANDLE OF HIS TOOLBOX. JUDITH COMES OUT OF HER LIVING ROOM AND SEES JAMES GLARING AT THE FLAG, SHE LOOKS DISGUSTED AND OFFENDED BY HIS REACTION 
Judith 
Excuse me, but I am not paying to have you glare at my flag! Come on now, I need this TV fixed before the movie starts 
JAMES SHAKES HIS HEAD AND RELAXES HIS BODY, HE QUICKLY MAKES HIS WAY DOWN THE HALL, THEN HE CATCHES SIGHT OF THE STAR OF DAVID LYING ON THE TABLE AND THE PICTURE OF JUDITH STANDING OUTSIDE OF AUSCHWITZ. HIS EXPRESSION SOFTENS A BIT, THEN HE LOOKS BACK UP AT THE ISRAELI FLAG AND IT HARDENS ONCE AGAIN. BEFORE HE CAN BE PULLED INTO ANOTHER TRANCE, HE SIDE STEPS INTO THE SITTING ROOM. JUDITH POINTS TOWARDS THE TV, AS IF JAMES WASN’T SMART ENOUGH TO SEE THE MASSIVE MONSTROSITY THAT IS LYING ON THE STAND 
James 
So, what exactly appears to be the issue miss? 
Judith 
Mrs Judith, and I’m not sure, that’s why I called you, the TV won’t switch on, I’ve got it plugged in, but it’s not working… *SHE MUTTERS UNDER HE BREATH* And sadly neither is the Palestinian, no wonder there’s been no success when it comes to peace talks 
JAMES PRETENDS TO MISS THE LAST PART, HE PUTS HIS TOOLS DOWN AND ACTS LIKE HE’S TRYING TO FIND OUT WHAT IS WRONG WITH THE TV. HE PURPOSELY PLACES HIS FEET IN A WEIRD POSITION, CAUSING HIM TO SLIP AND DRAG THE TV DOWN WITH HIM. IT SMASHES OFF THE GROUND WITH AN AUDIBLE CRUNCH, FURY WASHES OVER JUDITHS FACE, HER OLD BONES SHAKE WITH RAGE AS SHE TRIES TO GET UP FROM HER RECLINER AND TEARS START TO POUR FROM HER EYES 
Judith 
You bastard! You did that on purpose! You dirty vindictive Arab! 
JAMES GET UP FROM THE FLOOR AND CASTS JUDITH A CUTTING GLARE
James 
Vindictive? I just came here to fix your TV and instead all I’ve got so far are painful memories and claims that I am either unable or unwilling to attain peace 
JUDITH SPITS AT JAMES
Judith 
I suggested that you were unable to… Although unwilling does sound likely, you are animals afterall 
James 
Says the one who hangs a flag up in her house of a people who are committing genocide! 
JUDITH’S EYES WIDEN IN SHOCK, JAMES TEETH ARE CLENCHED NOW, AS HE TRIES AND FAILS TO CONTROL HIS TEMPER 
Judith 
Don’t you dare talk to me about genocide boy! I survived the death camps! I survived the nazi scourge, I… 
JAMES SWIFTLY CLOSES THE GAP BETWEEN JUDITH AND HIMSELF, JUDITH COWERS AS HIS ANGRY HEAVILY BREATHING BULK OF A BODY IMPOSES OVER HER WILL. JAMES SPEAKS THROUGH CLENCHED TEETH
James 
I know what you went through, and guess what? I’m going through something similar right fucking now, my-- 
Judith 
What you are going through is nothing compared to what I’ve went through, what my people have went through! All we want is our holy lands back! All we want is a place that we can call home, where we’re safe from persecution! 
James 
And all we want is to not be shot, tortured, killed and persecuted, we just want Israel to stop encroaching upon our lands, The West Bank is—
Judith 
The West Bank contains sites which belong to Judaism! It is our right to occupy The West Bank 
JUDITH LOOKS JAMES DEFIANTLY IN THE EYES, TEARS START TO FALL DOWN JAMES’ FACE 
James 
My father died while protesting Israeli occupation of The West Bank, he was conducting himself peacefully, yet they fucking killed him 
JUDITH GIVES JAMES A COLD HARD STARE 
Judith 
Good, if he’d succeeded I’d no longer have a home, now, get the fuck out of my house! 
James
I pity you, I pity how hollow and empty of a husky you are 
WITH THIS, JAMES GETS UP, GRABS HIS TOOLS AND LEAVES NOT EVEN GLANCING BACK AT JUDITH, JUDITH SITS IN HER RECLINER, CRYING, TEARS STREAKING DOWN HER FACE, THE FRONT DOOR CAN BE HEARD SLAMMING SHUT, THE ENGINE REVVING UP, JUDITH GLANCES OUT OF HER WINDOW AND SEES THE PALESTINIAN DRIVING AWAY 
THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK, END
The Lake (Adam Johnson) 
He looked upon the lakes surface, but all he could see was a deep and uncaring grave, a silent watery tomb. The calmness of the water’s surface was deafening to him, like standing within the eye of a hurricane before being caught in the inevitable maelstrom. The lake reflected the moon to a mirror image, the rays danced across its surface, yet the light provided no comfort. Instead it felt to James as if he’d incurred the wrath of the gods, the reflection of the lake acting as the prophet and the moon as gods eye staring down in silent judgement. 
The fish were nowhere to be seen, as if they knew what James had done and hid in fear of becoming his next victims. The trees surrounding the lake swayed slowly in the breeze, as if there were trying not to provoke James with swift movement, instead electing to slowly edge away from his sins. Even the shrubbery seemed to put James on edge. As the wind lightly cut through them they seemed to whisper to one another, as if they were a jury deliberating on the assertation of guilt. 
The rocks lay in the lake, submerged, grey, lifeless, heavy, like a burden one must carry if they have done something so unforgiveable they dare not speak it out loud. This lake, it was like a tick, draining all joy, syphoning energy away from James, it was as if it existed to ingrain into him misery. 
James caught a glimpse of himself on the exterior of the lake, he stared down at his reflection, fixated. All he could see was a monster, a vicious and unruly man, eyes burning with fury, dark circles underscoring them, he was no longer himself, he could never go back. With this realisation, James jumps into the lake headfirst and sinks into a watery grave.

















Film Script (Adam Johnson) 
Gra 
SHIMMER IN
INT – IRISH SEA – LATE EVENING (AROUND 10PM) 
THE CAMERA STARTS STARING DOWN AT THE SEA, THE WAVES MOVING BACKWARDS AND FORWARDS WITH THE CURRENT QUIETLY. THE MOON IS REFLECTED UPON THE CLEAR SURFACE, THE CAMERA SHIFTS PERSPECTIVE, FACING STRAIGHT FORWARD, THEN, IT SLOWLY PANS OVER TO A BOAT. THE ROSSLARE FISHGUARD RETURNING FROM IRELAND, IT CRAWLS SLOWLY ACROSS THE SEA’S SURFACE, LEAVING A TRAIL OF BRINE AND PURSED WATER. THE CAMERA CIRCLES AROUND TO THE BACK OF THE ROSSALARE, ON THE SECOND FLOOR WE CATCH A GLIMPSE OF A BAR, DIMLY LIT, SIGNIFYING CONFLICT. OF THE PEOPLE ON THE BOAT, ONLY A SMALL HANDFUL IS AWAKE, WE SEE TWO MEN TALKING TO EACHOTHER THERE HEADS CLOSE TOGETHER. ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE BAR, WE SEE A COUPLE, THEY’RE ARGUING, THE WOMAN IS SAT IN HER CHAIR, SCOWLING, THE MAN IS RED IN THE FACE, FLECKS OF SPITTLE FLY FROM HIS MOUTH AS HE UNLEASHES A VERBAL TYRAID. HE STOPS FOR A SECOND, THE WOMAN SAYS SOMETHING, HIS ANGRY VISIAGE MELTS FOR A SECOND, A LOOK OF SHOCK REPLACING IT, HE THEN STORMS OUT OF THE BAR AND GOES TO THE DECK. THE CAMERA FOLLOWS HIM TO THE END OF THE DECK, WHERE HE STOPS, LEANS ON THE RAILING, AND LIGHTS HIMSELF A CIGAR, HIS HANDS SHAKING, IN PART DUE TO THE COLD AND ANOTHER DUE TO WHAT THE WOMAN SAID TO HIM, HE TAKES A DEEP INHALE AND STARES OUT FURIOUSLY AT THE OCEAN 
GARETH 
(Muttering)
 Fucking pathetic woman, always bringing up that shit, she just won’t let me live that down, will she? Vindictive cunt 
GARETH SPITS INTO THE OCEAN AND TAKES ANOTHER INHALE OF SMOKE FROM HIS CIGARETTE, SUDDENLY A YOUNG IRISH WOMAN, NO OLDER THAN 22 APPEARS BESIDE HIM 
ARIEL 
Hey, do you have a cig?  
GARETH TURNS TO LOOK AT ARIEL 
GARETH 
What’s your name? 
ARIEL 
Who wants to know? 
GARETH 
I like to know a person’s name before I start smoking with them 
GARETH GIVES ARIEL A COY SMILE AND LOOKS AT HER EXPECTANTLY 
ARIEL 
My name is Ariel, what’s your name mr… 
GARETH 
Who wants to know? 
ARIEL
A woman who likes to know the name of the man she’s smoking with 
ARIEL GIVES GARETH A CHEEKY GRIN AS HE LIGHTS UP A CIGARETTE FOR HER, BOTH SNIGGER UNDER THEIR, SHE INHALES DEEP AND LOOKS INTO GARETHS EYES 
GARETH 
My name is Gareth, nice to meet you Ariel 
THE TWO TAKE INHALES FROM THEIR CIGARETTES AND BREATHE OUT IN UNISON 
ARIEL 
So, where are you headed? 
GARETH 
Home with the misses 
ARIEL 
And where is home for you? 
GARETH 
How about taking an educated guess? 
ARIELS FACE SCRUNCHES UP IN CONFUSION, THEN A MISCHEVIOUS SMILE CONSUMES HER FACE 
ARIEL 
(humorously) 
Ah, so you’re returning to the hallowed land of the sheep shaggers then? You going to get yourself a nice lamb shank? If you get my drift 
ARIEL WINKS CHEEKILY, GARETH LOOKS AT HER WITH A DEAD PAN EXPRESSION 
GARETH
(serious tone)  
At least I wasn’t born in the land of potato famines… Although perhaps if the Irish had used potatoes for more than just alcohol there would have never been a famine 
THE TWO GLARE AT EACHOTHER, THEN, BURST INTO FITS OF LAUGHTER, SUDDENLY A VOICE CUTS THROUGH THEIR JOY 
JOYCE 
Gareth! Gareth! I know you’re still out here! Come back right now! Or I swear we WILL be getting a divorce!  
GARETH LOOKS AT ARIEL, ROLLS HIS EYES, THROWS HIS CIGAR INTO THE SEA, MOUTHES SORRY TO ARIEL AND WALKS OFF SCREEN, ARIEL CONTINUES TO SMOKE HER CIGAR. THE CAMERA CUTS BACK TO THE FRONT OF THE BAR, JOYCE STANDS THERE TAPPING HER FOOT AS GARETH APPROACHES 
JOYCE 
You have the key to our rooms, I want to go to bed now you useless lout! 
GARETH THROWS HER THE KEY, A SCOWL APPEARS ON HER FACE, BUT SHE WADDLES OFF ANYWAY. GARETH LETS OUT A SIGH OF RELIEF AND WALKS BACK DOWN THE LENGTH OF THE DECK TO FIND ARIEL AGAIN, THE CAMERA ONCE AGAIN FOLLOWING HIM. HE SEES THAT SHE’S NO LONGER THERE, HE PEERS OVER THE RAILING AT THE LOWER DECK AND CATCHES A GLIMPSE OF HER RUBY RED HAIR. GARETH SPRINTS DOWN THE STAIRS AND SIDLES UP NEXT TO HER 
GARETH 
(Apologetically) 
Sorry about that, my wife is a pain in the ass 
ARIEL GIGGLES 
ARIEL 
It’s fine, although I wish I could slap her silly 
GARETH 
Tell me about it 
ARIEL 
So what brought to the land of mystic famines? 
GARETH CHUCKLES 
GARETH 
Business, me and my wife were planning to buy a real estate agency… Well I say plan, we have bought one, we were discussing prices for the houses, she wanted to sell up for 3 times the initial price, I said that was ludicrous 
ARIEL 
Why, would it not be profitable? 
GARETH 
No, upselling them that much would likely turn people off, don’t want to haemorrhage money like she haemorrhage’s fat 
ARIEL 
Fair enough, kind of sounds like she’s on the verge of giving you a brain haemorrhage 
BOTH SNIGGER 
GARETH 
Well… you’re making me crave a hard drink 
ARIEL 
You know you can easily get that in Ireland right? 
GARETH
Oh boy do I know it, the kids were killing themselves in Limerick, they put drinks down like they have 3 livers each… Puts me to shame  
ARIEL 
Yeah, maybe I can inject you with some of that Irish spirit 
ARIEL WINKS AT GARETH 
GARETH 
So, where you headed? 
ARIEL 
Aberaeron, I’m going to live with my uncle for a bit, he’s fell quite ill, so someone needs to look after him 
GARETH 
I’m sorry to hear that… I wish you all the best 
ARIEL SMILES WARMLY AT HIM 
ARIEL 
Maybe you could come down and visit me at some point? 
Gareth 
Yeah, I’d love to, but, it is getting late, I better get to my room before my wife locks me out, see you around Ariel 
GARETH WALKS BACKWARDS AND GIVES ARIEL A FRIENDLY WAVE GOODBYE, HE THEN ENTERS THE CABINS, THE CAMERA STAYS FOCUSED ON ARIEL, SHE TRANSITIONS OUT, THE TIME REACHES MIDNIGHT, WE CAN HEAR UNADIBLE ARGUING COMING FROM INSIDE THE BOAT. SUDDENLY THE CABIN DOOR SHOOTS OPEN AND GARETH AND JOYCE APPEAR OUT OF IT 
JOYCE 
For fuck sake Gareth! What’s the point of us having a joint business if you won’t let me make any decisions! 
GARETH 
For fuck sake Joyce, you know fine well that we can’t oversell like that! Nobody will buy at such ludicrous prices 
JOYCE DOESN’T LOOK AT GARETH, INSTEAD CHOOSING TO LEAN AGAINST THE RAILING AND STARE OUT INTO THE OCEAN 
JOYCE 
You’re just like your dad you know  
WITH THIS, GARETH PUTS ON HIS GLOVES THEN PULLS OUT A SCARF AND GAGS JOYCE, KNOTTING IT TIGHTLY SO THAT NOBODY CAN HEAR HER SCREAM. THE MOONLIGHT SHIMMERS OFF THE WAVES AS HIM AND JOYCE TUSSLE, REFLECTING ONTO THE BOAT, BUT FAILING TO HIT EITHER JOYCE OR JOHN. JOHN THEN FEROCIOUSLY CRACKS HER HEAD OFF OF THE RAILING, KNOCKING HER OUT. HE THROWS HER BODY OFF OF THE SIDE OF THE SHIP AND HER BODY GIVES AN AUDIBLE SPLASH. A CLOUD THEN COVERS THE MOON, THE SURFACE OF THE OCEAN GOES PITCH BLACK, A SYMBOL OF THE DARK DEED JUST COMMITTED. JOHN STARES DOWN AT THE WATER AND WATCHES IT BUBBLE AS JOYCE’S LIFE EBBS AWAY, HE THEN RETURNS TO THE CABIN
FADE TO BLACK 
INT – WALES DOCK – MORNING  
GARETH TAKSE HIS AND HIS WIFES STUFF OFF OF THE BOAT AND THROWS IT INTO THE CAR, HE LOOKS FRAZZLED AND WORRIED, LIKE A DEAR IN HEADLIGHTS. HE GETS INSIDE OF HIS CAR, TURNS THE KEY, WE CUT THROUGH FIELDS AND FORESTS AS HE DRIVES HOME. AS HE DRIVES WE SEE GARETH CONSTANTLY LOOKING BACK, FLINCHING AT THE SLIGHTEST NOISE BEHIND OR BESIDE HIM. JUST AS HE’S NEARING CARDIFF, HE HEARS SIRENS BLARING BEHIND HIM, HIS BREATHING BECOMES HEAVY, THE CAMERA CUTS AND ZOOMS IN CLOSE TO HIS FACE, BUT SO THAT WE CAN STILL SEE HIS CHEST, THE SIRENS GET LOUDER AND LOUDER, THE LIGHTS BECOME MORE AND MORE EMPHASISED, GARETH SLOWS DOWN TO A CRAWL. THEN SUDDENLY ALL TENSION DRAINS FROM HIS FACE, THE CAMERA PANS TO GARETHS DRIVERS VIEW, AND THE POLICE CAR DRIVING AWAY FROM HIM, IT THEN TURNS BACK AROUND TO FACE GARETH BREATHING A SIGH OF RELIEF 
INT – GARETH’S STREET – AFTERNOON 
GARETH DRIVES CASUALLY ALONG HIS STREET, THE CAMERA PANS ALONG AFTER HIS CAR, SUDDENLY IT STOPS, JAMES PULLS INTO HIS DRIVEWAY AND STOPS THE CAR, WE THEN SEE HIM CARRYING STUFF INTO THE HOUSE. WHEN HE COMES TO TAKE HIS WIFES STUFF OUT OF THE CAR HE PAUSES, IT’S SHOVED INTO THE BACK, SHADOW LYING UPON IT, HE RUNS HIS HAND ALONG THE TOP OF HER SUITCASE, THEN HE SHAKES HIS HEAD AND PULLS IT INSIDE. GARETH POKES HIS HEAD OUT OF THE DOORWAY ONCE MORE, PRESSES A BUTTON TO LOCK HIS CAR, LOOKS BOTH WAYS FRANTICALLY, THEN, HE CLOSES HIS DOOR, WE DO NOT GET TO SEE INSIDE OF HIS HOUSE HINTING AT HIS ISOLATION 
CUT TO MIDNIGHT, 3 WEEKS LATER, WE SEE THE OUTSIDE OF GARETHS HOUSE, THE DOOR OPENS, GARETH WALKS WITH NEW ENERGY IN HIS STEP. WE ONCE AGAIN CUT TO THE INSIDE OF HIS CAR, THE CAMERA IS PLACED BETWEEN THE TWO FRONT SEATS. GARETH OPENS HIS CAR DOOR, AND SLAMS IT SHUT BEHIND HIM, HE POPS IN A CD, ROCK MUSIC BLARES FROM IT AND HIS HEAD BOBS LIGHTLY TO IT AS HE SETS UP SOMETHING ON HIS PHONE. HE PLACES HIS PHONE ON A MAGNET, THE CAMERA ZOOMS INTO IT, REVEALING A GPS APP WITH THE DESTINATION OF ABERAERON SET ON IT UNTIL IT FILLS THE WHOLE SCREEN 
INT – ABERAERON – MORNING 
THE CAMERA ZOOMS OUT TO REVEAL GARETH SITTING IN HIS CAR OUTSIDE OF A HOUSE IN ABERAERON, HE LOOKS NERVOUS, HE WATCHES AS MEN EXIT AND ENTER THE HOUSE. GARETH MOVES TOWARDS HIS CAR KEYS WHICH ARE STILL IN THE IGNITION, HE FREEZES, HE LOOKS DOWN AT HIS HAND, THEN, HE PULLS IT AWAY AND QUICKLY GET OUT OF THE CAR, NOT WANTING TO HESITATE ANY LONGER. HE RUSHES TOWARDS THE DOOR, HE KNOCKS LOUDLY, AND THE DOOR SWINGS OPEN A COUPLE OF SECONDS LATER, WE SEE ARIEL IN THE DOORWAY, SHE’S POINTING A GUN AT GARETH 
ARIEL 
Hello wife killer, it’s so nice to see you again, would you like to come in? 
ARIEL COCKS THE GUN, SUGGESTING THAT GARETH HAS NO CHOICE, HE WALKS INSIDE, HIS BODY SHAKING 
GARETH 
I… I don’t know what you mean 
ARIEL
I saw you gag her, I saw you throw her into the river 
GARETH 
Have you any proof of it? 
ARIEL 
No, but that won’t matter, not in this case 
SUDDENLY, TWO OF THE MEN WHO HAD PREVIOUSLY BEEN THERE TO VISIT ARIEL APPEAR BEHIND GARETH AND PLACE THEIR HANDS ON HIS SHOULDERS. AT THE SAME TIME ARIEL PULLS OUT A PISTOL, SHE COCKS THE GUN AND MOTIONS FOR THE MEN TO PULL GARETH INSIDE. GARETH TRIES TO PUSH AGAINST THEM, BUT THEY GRAB HIS ARMS AND COVER HIS MOUTH WITH THIS HANDS. 
ARIEL 
I know that you fell in love with me the moment we met, I know that you wanted me… And I know that in the end, you’d have killed me like you killed her… Now come on lads, let’s make this quick
THE TWO MEN DRAG GARETH INSIDE OF THE HOUSE, THE DOOR SLAMS SHUT, THE CAMERA STAYS OUTSIDE OF THE H
OUSE, WE HEAR A BIT OF COMMOTION, MUMBLED PLEADING, THEN A GUNSHOT. ARIEL THEN POPS HER HEAD OUT OF THE DOOR, WE SEE BLOOD ON THE ENTERANCE MAT. WHEN ARIEL IS SATISFIED THAT NOBODY IS COMING TO CHECK, SHE CLOSES THE DOOR AND LOCKS IT. 
THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK – END 






Reflective Critique (Adam Johnson) 
Readers/Reading I like 
I’ve been enjoying doing research, for example, to really get a good grasp on the Israel/Palestine conflict, I read a series of articles published by VOX. This in turn helped me to understand more about what the conflict was about, so that I could better capture the essence of the situation in my script both visually and through the characters that I created. It helped me to create character that felt real, like they were actually part of the conflict as opposed to just conjured up in the mind.
The lecturer also offered a lot of interesting/useful materials to read on Moodle. I found the writing done for the “Objective Correlative” section really helped, as it was short, descriptive and emotional, it made it clear what the concept was. On top of this it also helped me to imbue my tendency to write with flourish with a sense of purpose and depth. The examples opened my mind to how powerful a tool an environment can be to explore emotion, what a character has done, where their head is at, etc 
Other students work in progress on the forum was also inspiring with a large variation of creative ideas, characters, environments. Standouts for me were Pri and Finn’s work, Pri’s for her excellent characters, her sharp dialogue, her grounded narratives and the relatable issues that she brings up in her stories. Finn’s stands out for the creative and surreal qualities, things like turning a simple bus ride into a magical and mysterious monster thriller with interesting lore and characters. Finn’s work also stood out to me due to the wit and humour much akin to Monty Python. 
Birth and death
For this piece, we picked 3 random items and had to incorporate them into a story, I had a daisy, a stone and a holly berry. The daisy, I used to describe the death of the child at the start of the tale, using it as a simile. I used the stone to foreshadow the coming death and of course the holly berries were used to signify danger and were the item which entices the child and end up killing her. This task helped me in two major ways. The first is that I learned how to take inspiration from random items in order to craft and add to a story. The death of the child of course hinges on the holly berries, but the stone acts as good foreshadowing and the daisy acts as an image of frailty and innocence, being reflective of the child and its death. This task also helped me some with of my issues of over writing, due to the simplistic nature of the story, it helped me focus on creating some tight writing as opposed to over indulging in flare. 
Where Were You 
For this piece, we were told to start in the middle of a story with the starting line, “where were you last night?” I found this task to be incredibly useful but also challenging. The most useful aspect I took away from it was that the story started to make me think about my characters’ pasts. The task itself made me wonder why would a character do this? What did they do? Do they have any demons from their past that could come back to hurt them? It made me want to really flesh out my characters’ backgrounds and made me thing about their history. There were quite a few edits I had to make to this piece, a lot of it was due to me messing up tenses and my propensity to over write, I cut down a lot, around 200-300 words. While that did make the writing sharper, it also added problems of believability to the character, as he was a criminal in the past. However, in my mind, John hadn’t killed anyone in the past, so I changed his wife’s and his reaction to better reflect that. I wanted to show that, while he may have been a criminal, he wasn’t a murderer. 
The Palestinian 
The task for this piece was to write a script about a Jewish woman who had been in the holocaust who was living on the west bank and who called to have her TV repaired, with a Palestinian TV repairman turning up to fix her TV. For this I focused mainly on showing and not telling. I used visual ques such as the Israeli and Palestine flag to resemble the occupation of the west bank, the wind speeding up and the flags flailing to resemble the incoming storm. I learned a lot during this exercise about showing and not telling, letting many things go unsaid so as to respect the audience’s intelligence. I also did some research into the Israel/Palestine conflict, I did this so that, not only could I create appropriate imagery, but I could also create characters that felt like they actually lived in this conflict. I wanted this screenplay to feel grounded and realistic, so I tried to keep dialogue short and snappy, so as to avoid the people in my story feeling like caricatures. I also made references to real events that were going on, such as the killing of peaceful Palestine protestors by the Israeli government. This in turn helps to bring the gravity of the issue further to the forefront and helps the viewer/reader to empathise more with the characters’ plight. 
The Lake 
The lake was an incredibly interesting exercise for me, to write about how someone who had committed a murder saw a lake. The task helped me to grow in a number of ways, for one, it helped me to once again tackle my over writing by getting me to inject emotion into all of the surroundings. From the trees being described as if they’re slowly inching away, to the lake reflecting the moon like it was a prophet reflecting the judgemental eye of god. This task taught me to always write with a purpose and to use things even as simple as a light breeze to my advantage to explore a character’s mental state. It also gave purpose to the flourishes that I tend to have in my writing, giving it depth and meaning rather than it being fluff/padding. 
Film Script 
The film script gave me a chance to attempt to subvert the readers’ expectations, while offering some hopefully interesting characters. For example, the original story said that the business couple go back home, but I decided to have the husband kill the wife. This offers a slight deviation for the set narrative without deviating completely. It also adds a new reason for Gareth to leave his home and seek out Ariel in Aberaeron, a chance at fresh new love, or so he and the audience would believe. Little known to either, Ariel saw Gareth choke his wife to death, she may have liked him when they first met, but she knows he’s a danger and so she makes sure he can’t be one to her or anyone one else ever again. I like this idea, that, the audience expects them to meet and pick off where they left off, but Gareth’s actions come back to bite him in an unforeseen way. I also like the idea that Gareth doesn’t just leave his home because he wants to have an affair with this Irish woman. He leaves because (although not directly stated) the house reminds him too much of what he did to his wife. 
Conclusion
Writing Fiction has helped me to grow massively as a writer. It helped me to focus on removing over writing in my stories so that the reader isn’t bogged down in pointless details which ass nothing to the narrative. This module has also helped me learn how to create story from any objects, no matter how small and obscure they may appear to be. I’ve also learned how to convey character through how a person views their surroundings, I’ve been inspired to research and learn in order to make my stories feel more grounded and to create characters which are all the more believable and I’ve also learned when to put in detail as well as when to cut it. 
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