Task: Year 6

Choose one of the four short-story openings and continue the story. 

Visiting  Catherine 

They had grown up next door to each other, on the fringe of a city, near fields and woods and orchards, within sight of a lovely bell tower that belonged to a school for the blind.

Now they were twenty, had not seen each other for nearly a year. There had always been playful, comfortable warmth between them, but never any talk of love.

His name was Newt. Her name was Catherine. In the early afternoon, Newt knocked on Catherine's front door.

Catherine came to the door: She was carrying a fat, glossy magazine she had been reading. The magazine was devoted entirely to brides. "Newt!" she said. She was 'surprised to see him.

He was wearing washed-out Calvin Klein jeans, a La Martina polo shirt and a Tommy Hilfiger pullover. He always used to have designer fashion. His parents both were-doctors at a private sanatorium. His father has been promoted as head of the clinic when Newt was 12 years old.


He used to be her best friend. Her big blue eyes glared at him. He reached out for her hand. He wanted to say hello as in the old days, by kissing her on the cheek and hugging her. He took a step forward and she took one back. Her, holding his hand now,shook it strongly and looked abashed and a bit embarrassed. He looked perplexed, not knowing what was going on. „Catherine, what is it?" he asked carefully. The thing was, in Newt she always saw a man to spend her lifetime with, although he never intended to make the first step. For him, Catherine was a great person to have fun with, but he never thought loving her. Catherine vainly tried to hide the bride-magazine, but Newt asked „Oh! You're getting married! Congrats!" He didn't know what he triggered off inside of her. Maximilian,her fiancé, was just second choice. They knew themselves for 2 years, after Newt left to study at Yale.

She asked Newt to come in. The house, had changed a lot. Newt remembered that thewalls were painted bright orange and the old, brown couch stood in the upper left corner.There used to be a special warmth in the house, a certain familiarity used to overwhelm anyone who stepped into the living room. Now everything was clinical white, everything seemed clean and sterile, that enjoyable warmth from earlier days was gone. The ambiance "was cool and he would have never recognized the living room again. Catherine's parents 'decided to build a new house close to Saco, Maine, which lies about 20 miles from here.

She made coffee for Newt and herself, sat down at the kitchen table and asked him what caused him to go more than 200 miles from Yale to that goddamn jerkwater town. „I am as well -going to get married! I met the most stunning woman. I just wanted you to know!"

With tears in her eyes, Catherine left the room and Newt sat there all by himself with an ashamed look in his face, thinking of what he had just triggered off. He should have never come here, he thought.

He left the room as well.
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They had grown up next door to each other, on the fringe of a city, near fields and woods and orchards, within sight of a lovely bell tower that belonged to a school for the blind.°

Now they were twenty, had not seen each other for nearly a year. There had always been playful, comfortable warmth between them, but never any talk of love. His name was Newt. Her name was Catherine. In the early afternoon, Newt knocked on Catherine's front door. Catherine came to the door. She was carrying a fat, glossy magazine she had been reading. The magazine was devoted entirely for brides. "Newt!" she said. She was surprised to see him .......but she didn't show it to him.

She seemed calm and balanced but inside, her heart was beating so fast, she was afraid he could see it bouncing, so she pressed the magazine hard against her chest. She could feel how the comfortable warmth between them was refreshed and she had to think about their shared childhood. He had always been like a brother to her and in his presence she had this feeling of security

"Catherine!" Her appearance took all his breath away. She wore a simple, figure-hugging dress, and her stunning, elegant legs showed to advantage. Never before he had realized that she was so beautiful and he felt strongly attracted to her. He knew that she felt the same as he did.

In her eyes there was a brightly burning flame of excitement and in his imagination he could hear her hearty laugh which was so familiar to him. He had the anxiety for hugging her tightly or asking her out for a walk through the autumnal countryside, but there was an invisible force which prevented him from doing so. There was a long tingly silence, both of them muffled in memories. She smiled, brushed a wisp of hair out of her face, leaned against the door frame and softly sighed.

"How are you? Where were you? I didn't see you at least for a whole year. Why didn't you call me? I've so much to tell you...Catherine..."

"Newt...I...I didn't mean to hurt you. I was in Australia for a year, my life has changed completely,
a tear rolled down her cheek and she snuffled. "I'm sorry Newt, I'm so
sorry!" He stepped towards her and wiped off her tear. As his hand touched her cheek she held her breath and their views met for a second before she looked down again, at the magazine in her hands.

"I'm sorry Newt;
engaged to be married." Another tear rolled down her cheek as she

stepped back and closed the door behind her.

Task: Choose one of the four short-story openings and continue the story.   (year 6)

(The following examples are all based on the same opening)

A Visit to a Friend

They had grown up next door to each other, on the fringe of a city, near fields and woods and orchards, within sight of a lovely bell tower that belonged to a school for the blind. 
Now they were twenty, had not seen each other for nearly a year. There had always been playful, comfortable warmth between them, but never any talk of love.
His name was Newt. Her name was Catherine. In the early afternoon, Newt knocked on Catherine’s front door.
Catherine came to the door. She was carrying a fat, glossy magazine she had been reading, The magazine was devoted entirely to brides. “Newt!” she said. She was surprised to see him, because she thought he was in Australia. “What are you doing here? Come in!” She showed him to come in. Newt stepped inside and looked around. He was standing in a big, bright room. It had white and pink wallpaper and was decorated with all sorts of things. The huge mirror was emblazoned with flowers and butterflies, which were made out of paper. The furniture was cream-colored and the door knobs of the cupboards were silver and had the form of flowers. In one corner there stood a white grand piano with a bunch of red roses on it. There was a hallstand that looked like a tree and on the wall there were some colorful paintings, which Catherine had painted. They all reminded Newt of nature. “Wow! How beautiful!” he said. He was very impressed; despite he knew that Catherine was very artistic. He was surprised how much talent she really had. They sat down on the cream-colored sofa and Catherine went into the kitchen to get some food and drink. It was very silent. Newt saw a pile of bride magazines lying on the table. He began to tap with his feet on the floor to break the depressing silence. After several minutes Catherine came back. She poured tea into two cups and put some cookies on the table. “So, why are you here? I thought you were in Australia to study” asked Catherine. He answered “I have a few weeks off and I decided to visit friends” “Oh that’s lovely. It’s very nice that you visit me!” She took the teapot and poured more tea into the cups. He wondered why they drank no orange juice. In the past they have always drunk orange juice. They made it themselves and this was always a lot of fun. “Do you still play the piano?” she asked. Newt nodded. “Please, play the song I loved so much! Do you still know it?” Yes, Newt still knew it. He could never forget the day, where he played it the first time for her. His parents were out and he was alone at home. He had often been alone, because his parents thought he didn’t need someone to look after him. Every time his parents were out, Catherine came. He had been scared of being alone all night, although he would have never admitted it. On this day, they were bored, so he sat down and played for her. She liked it so much that it became her favorite song and he had to play it millions of times for her. No, he could never forget this song. Newt sat down and once more played it for her. “Thank you. I don’t know why I liked this song so much. It’s nice but it’s rather simple.” Newt said nothing.  “Anyway, how are your parents? I’ve not seen them a long time.” “Me neither, you know we never had a strong relationship, but I think they are fine” Her face wore an expression of sadness. Newt never had the feeling that Catherine cared about his parents and their relationship to him. To break the unpleasant silence he asked “And how are you? What are you doing?” “Oh, as you can see I’m going to marry! We have not sent the invitations yet, but you’ll definitely get one” At this moment he realized that he doesn’t recognize her anymore and was sad that life passes so fast.

