HPEN4005 READING & WRITING DRAMA

ASSESSMENT (1): PORTFOLIO INDEX:
To be completed as checklist and attached to the final submission of Portfolio


Name: Luke Griffin

Student no:  1901090


PORTFOLIO ELEMENT

CREATIVE TASKS                      CREATIVE CRITIQUE:                WORD COUNT

A) READING:

CREATIVE ENGAGEMENT


At least 8 submissions (only date and session – don’t print out)


At least 4 sets of peer feedback (only date and session – don’t print out)
See opposite page


N/A



B) WRITING: PORTFOLIO ELEMENT


EXAMPLE                            TITLE & DESCRIPTION

WORD COUNTA Car for Sale: A student goes to buy a car from two shady individuals.

821

1. Exercise in form and structure

(i) A play in 6 exchanges; (ii) a one-act play;
(iii) a dramatic monologue;
504
The Man on the Platform: A commuter encounters a mysterious man on his way to work.



2. Exercise in
characterisation

(i) a dialogue establishing characters though contrast;
(ii) a monologue or
dialogue demonstrating character development; (iii) a scene from a longer play demonstrating pace change (leading to climax or resolution);

A fairy in the depths of drug addiction is saved by an old friend.
1089



3. Exercise in a chosen genre

a piece playing with dramatic conventions – eg of realism/fantasy;








2414

TOTAL WORDS



* While both READING and WRITING elements are necessary to pass the module, only WRITING
exercises are included in the 2,000 words word count





Creative Tasks and Creative Critiques
	Sunday- 3rd November
	Feedback to Richard Sylvan on 1st November

	Idea 1- 3rd November
	Feedback to Abbie Ena-Smith on October 31st

	Idea 2- 3rd November
	Feedback to Abbie Ena-Smith on October 31st

	Idea 3- 3rd November
	Feedback to Nissim Galiko on 1st November

	Small Scene- 30th October
	

	Reworked Car Sale- 3rd November
	

	Death Row Monologue- 3rd November
	

	Set in a prison- 3rd November
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A Car for Sale
Beaten up car arrives in a secluded car park- 20 something year old student stands by a shiny looking bicycle, wearing a plain t shirt and jeans. 2 men in their thirties get out of the car- they look rough, grimy. One wears a beaten-up pork pie hat (Mr. Neall) and the other an ancient looking, mud covered leather jacket.
Student: Oh? You must be Mr Neall… (He shakes Neall’s hand) Is this the car? It looks a bit different to its picture on Facebook.
Neall: So it is, the photos a tad old isn’t it? Mint condition I’ll have you know though, boy. (His companion nods)
Companion: Yeah no, no no it’s in great nick mate.
Student: Still, I know it’s a good price and all, but I was expecting it without the… the rust.
Neall: Good bit o’ elbow grease’ll take that right off for ye- it’s a fair price for a fair car and I’ll not be having ye bleed me dry now, will I?
Student: Well, I guess not- can I take a look inside?
Neall: Sure thing, here’s the keys- don’t mind the missing button, the boot doesn’t lock anyhow.
Student: …okay, let’s see what’s what. (pause as he inspects the interior) Uh Mr. Neall what’s this stain on the back seat? It wasn’t in the pictures.
Neall: Had to take me dog to the vet last week, poor bugger met with the wrong side of a barbed wire fence. Now, I’m sure it’ll wash out, if not throw a blanket over it, it’s only on two of the three seats. (companion crosses his arms)
Student: Oh God I’m so sorry about your dog, is he okay?
Neall: Aye silly bastard’ll be fine- few days ‘o rest n that. Why don’t you get in? See what it’s like ‘n all.
Student climbs inside the back of the car, his vision obscured- the two men eye up the student’s bike and make a move towards it, suddenly the student reappears, and the two men appear nonchalant.
Student: Woah that’s one hell of a spider! Look at that web!
Neall: Oh yeah mind the webs, there’s a nest in there somewhere- we live out in the country so you can’t blame us. And ignore the buzzing noise when the engines on- it’s supposed to make that noise, and the loud bang when she starts is to be expected from an original like this.
Companion: Bloody thing’s got five gears and almost all of ‘em work, can’t get better than that can ye?
Student: I must say I’ve been needing a car for a while, it’s a major ball ache biking from one side of the city to another just to go shopping, and I’ve been wanting to visit my mum back home for a few months now, and-
Neall: (cutting him off) Look boy, d’you want the car or not? Fine vehicle like this, I can find another buyer this afternoon- it’s a classic bit of kit, it breaks me heart to part with it, but I know you’ll take care of ‘er real good. Is that your bike over there? Lovely… what is it? A ten speed? Lovely… looks brand new, all shiny like, I bet this cost a pretty penny. How much you want for it? I’ll do you a deal, twenty off the price of the car.
Student: Sorry, the bike isn’t for sale, my dad bought it for me when I left home, it means a lot… Now let’s pop the hood so I can see the engine.
As the student bends over inside the opened bonnet, the two men quickly pick up the bike again and place it in the boot, shutting it with a slam
Student: What was that? Did you just close the boot?
Companion moves to pull a piece of metal pipe out of his pocket.
Neall: Don’t worry about it boy, you left the damn thing open that’s all. Now we’ve really-
Student: Yeah… yeah, I think I’ll take it, it’s not much but if it gets me around safely, I guess.
Companion hastily tucks the pipe away. The two men exchange looks and both nod, before the companion gets into the car.
Neall: Ah… about that… Sorry boy, just had a phone call, cars off the market. Listen, I’d love to stay and chat but we’ve gotta get back to the missus and the kids. Dog’s had another run in with the fence- I told him to stop trying to get out, it’s not like we don’t feed the bastard. Anyways, I’ll see you later boy, hope your bike keeps you going a bit longer.
Neall gets back in the car and drives off with haste, leaving behind a pool of engine oil and a cloud of black smoke. The student stands bewildered, before turning to go inside- noting his missing bike in horror.




The Man on the Platform
Two men stand on a deserted train platform- it’s just the two of them and one (Ben) looks uncomfortable, while the other acts as if he’s been there for years. The man turns and looks directly at 
Ben, making him uncomfortable, before he begins to speak.

A Man: I appreciate my name, you know? It’s my identity I suppose. And I’ve made it my own.
Ben: Hm? What is your name then? I’m Ben by the way.
They shake hands, the man seems vacant, as if he’s talking to thin air.
A Man: All we’re born with is our name.
Ben: Yeah, so what’s yours? You never said- and the train’ll arrive any minute.
A Man: It’ll stay with us until long after we’ve died too. The funny thing is-
Ben: I’m sorry I’m not really following; who did you say you were? 
A Man: That’s just the thing though, isn’t it? You think you need to know my name to know me. That’s the power of a name- all the preconceptions that come with it. As soon as you’d hear my name, you’d have made your mind up about me straight away. But right now, you’re unsure.
Ben: I guess… so does that mean you’re not going to tell me? 
A Man: Ben… I’ve never met a nice Ben. Statistically, 100% of all Ben’s that I’ve met have been awful. And that shapes how I perceive you. You see? That’s the problem with names. They all have different meanings for us. Only the truly unique names can make a lasting impact. Otherwise they all blur into one.
Wind is blowing, Ben must raise his voice to be heard, but the man’s tone stays flat and calm.
Ben: I really have no idea what you’re trying to tell me mate, are you alright?
A Man: In my opinion, numbers would be more effective- everyone gets a different one- keep them all on a database, easier to keep track of who’s who. We can judge people on their merits instead of focusing on that first impactful noun. 
Ben: That sounds pretty suspicious, I won’t lie. I don’t think I want your name now; I don’t want to be implicated, ha-ha. It’s strange, I’d never usually see people up this early to catch a train- I wouldn’t, but I’ve got to get to work somehow. Say, what have you got in that suitcase?
A Man: That’s not the first time I’ve gotten that to be fair. And this old thing? Oh, it doesn’t matter- I’m sure you’ll see it on the news tomorrow… Then again maybe not.
Ben: What?
A Man: Oh, don’t worry about it Ben, my old chum. It doesn’t bear scrutiny. Hey! Here’s the train.
The train pulls into the station and the doors open but the man does not move an inch. He simply smiles at Ben.
Ben: Wait… you’re not even going to get on it?
A Man: That’s not why I’m here Ben. Safe trip.





Fairy Dust
An elf sits alone in a run-down apartment, needles litter the floor. Once immortal, she has, through her vices, become mortal- however she still lives far longer than any human. She sits on the floor, picks up a needle filled with a gold substance, and slowly injects it into her arm. She falls slowly back and lethargically writhes on the floor.

(fade to black)

The elf still sits on the floor, waiting for something- but she does not know what. The door opens and in walks a human man.

Man: Oh, dear God, what have you done now- I haven’t seen you for two weeks and this is where I find you? (pause) For fuck sake let’s at least get you onto a chair.

He approaches the elf and picks up her frail body, helping her hobble over to the kitchen, sitting her in a chair at an empty table, before sitting down himself, opposite her.

Man: You’ve already forfeited eternal life- are you so desperate to kill yourself, you’ll inject that fucking fairy dust into your veins? Honestly, if you hadn’t saved my boy all those years ago, I’d turn on my heel and walk out this god damn door.

The elf looks up, her eyes gaunt, but welling with tears.

Elf: When you’ve lived for centuries, Mark, you start to realise some simple truths- pain is constant and everything ends. The dust helps me deal with that pain and it’ll facilitate the second. Who am I to fuck with the natural order of things?

Mark: Do you honestly believe there’s nothing worth living for? How can you say that? After all these years? Where the fuck has that fairy gone who pulled my little boy out of that river? Who saved him from that fucking water sprite? You had so much potential and I used to worship you- you were my idol, you’re still Matt’s idol. He might be older now, but he doesn’t understand what’s happening and he misses you. He hasn’t seen you in three years! How am I supposed to tell him his hero is lying in a dust den with her arms riddled with track marks? He’s fourteen- he doesn’t fucking understand. And neither do I. 

Elf: (pause) I’m sorry Mark… I really am. But there’s just no point. I’ve had enough. We all keep doing the same things over and over and it never gets better.
She’s gained back some strength, she gets up and walks into the living room, sitting on a tattered sofa. Mark follows and sits next to her.

Mark: Look, I know it’s hard- I can barely comprehend the fact you’re seven hundred years old, but I’ve known you ten years now and to me that’s a long time. I fucking miss you. After Rose died you and Matt kept me together- I couldn’t have done it without you. You’ve done so much for my family and I swear to God that nothing is going to make me give up on you. Just… fuck me I can’t keep seeing you like this. I’ve had enough. I don’t care what you say, I’m getting you sober. 

Elf: I guess it would be nice to fly again. (smiles wistfully) See the moon over the sea again. But that’s it. I’m done now, I’m just dust.

Mark: I don’t believe that- you’re more than just the drugs- you’re my closest friend. I can’t watch you kill yourself.

The man shakes his head and leaves abruptly.

(fade to black)

Back in the apartment- its clear that the elf has made an effort to tidy, there are no more needles, everything is cleaner- tattered but cleaner. The elf stands by the table, organising miscellaneous objects, she has more energy now, but she still looks tired and frail.
The door opens and Mark walks in.

Mark: (looking at the floor) Hey… you look… you look a lot better, I’m… I’m glad.

Elf: (looking concerned) mark, is everything okay?

Mark: (pauses) It’s… It’s Matthew, he was mugged by a group of goblins, he’s hurt bad, in intensive care, the doctors are doing everything they can but there’s a chance he won’t walk and there could be permanent brain damage and-

Elf: Mark, listen to me. I know I haven’t been around much, but I’m right here and I’ll do anything I can to help. Tell me what to do, I’ll do it. I’ve been clean for two months now- I haven’t touched the dust since you last saw me. I’ve got some of my magic back- maybe I can help? Tell me what to do and if I can, I’ll do it.

Mark: Find them. Find the bastards that did this to my son.

(fade to black)

The next day, back in the elf’s kitchen- the elf sits on a chair with her back turned. Mark knocks on the door an comes into the room.

Mark: Hey! I’ve got good news! Matt’s gonna be fine! The doctors say he’ll need to stay in for a couple of weeks, but they can fix him up fine, his leg is in a cast and he’s sleeping it all off but he’s fucking fine!

Elf: (back still turned) that’s… that’s brilliant news Mark, you must be so happy.

Mark: Will you come and visit him? He’d love to see you again; he’s missed you so fucking much.

Elf: Yeah, of course. (she slowly gets up and turns around, holding her ribs- she looks directly at Mark 
and smiles)

Mark: Oh Jesus! What happened to you? Your eye… those cuts! Fuck, what happened to your tooth?

Elf: I’m fine, few days rest and I’ll be right as rain. I can’t say the same for the goblins though. 

Mark: You didn’t have to do that [elf name]. it’s my fault you’re hurt. Let me fix you up and-

Elf: Mark, its fine- I’m okay. You saved my life- that was the least I could do to pay you back. Without you I’d be wasting away, swirling my bran with fairy dust- but you helped me remember who I am. I can never repay you.

Mark: Are you free now? Let’s go to the hospital, we’ll get them to take a look at you, and we can go see Matt after.

Elf: (smiling) Thanks, I’d like that. 

Mark helps the elf to the front door and opens it. We see the two silhouettes standing side by side as the door slowly swings closed behind them.

