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Introduction 

 This Bachelor’s thesis on Creative Writing examines the order of time in relation to plot. 

Firstly, a brief clarification will be given about the method used writing this research on 

chronologically unusual plots, after which the essay will start. A piece of original fiction will 

follow, called Blue, showing the effects, and difficulties, of writing a story that starts at the 

end. Lastly, the conclusion will explain how the research, the result of the research and the 

original piece of fiction came together. 

 “A story is a series of events recorded in their chronological order. A plot is a series of 

events deliberately arranged so as to reveal their dramatic, thematic, and emotional 

significance” (Burroway, 262). The most typical plot consists of conflict, crisis and 

resolution: conflict meaning a struggle between characters or within one character, crisis 

meaning the position in the story where that struggle leads to a boiling point, and resolution 

meaning the outcome of the struggle, happy ending or not. This thesis analyses the 

relationship between plot structure, time and order in a story.  

  Firstly, the research essay will show some examples of modern novels, films and 

television shows that illustrate forms of prolepsis. This in itself is already a form of prolepsis; 

a flash forward to later used examples. Subsequently, the term will be explained together with 

annonce, the passage that starts off the story. We will find out that the reader subconsciously 

stores away the important information found in the annonce, which will make reading the 

proleptic story so exciting as the reader will be looking for clues along the way. Reading the 

research, she will then half-way through meet with the examples again and have them explain 

about textual signs and the perhaps unwelcoming ending of a proleptic novel. Next, the 

circularity of prolepsis will be explicated and will as a result make place for an envisaged 

future that needs to be true. We will conclude with an example from the beginning that shows 

that a proleptic annonce in some cases does not work, because it is presenting too little 



information. The conclusion will prove that, within a fictional world, readers do long for a 

self-fulfilling prophecy. 

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Wonder of Anticipation  

On prolepsis and the chronologically odd plot 

 

Some fiction is written in a chronologically unusual manner. The following examples are 

from modern novels, films and television series that include a phenomenon that jumps right 

into the story as the future precedes the present. These examples are given in order of 

significance to writing fiction so show examples of novels first, then of film and lastly of 

television shows. The popularity of this chronologically strange phenomenon is increasing in 

modern culture and although a television show can be regarded as multiple stories, the 

television examples are useful to explaining the difficulties of creating a chronologically 

different plot and what viewers will experience when too many time lapses take place. All 

examples will later on reoccur in this essay.  

 The novel Skippy Dies by Paul Murray starts with the following sentence: “Skippy 

and Ruprecht are having a doughnut-eating race one evening when Skippy turns purple and 

falls off his chair” (Murray, 1). The whole first chapter is then spent explaining, in dramatic 

matter, the last minutes of Skippy’s life and how he apparently does not die from choking on 

a doughnut. What the real cause of his death is, nobody knows. The following chapter starts 

with a title page that says: “1 – Hopeland” (Murray, 7), and includes a quotation. This 

suggests that this is actually the start of the story, as it is chapter one. The reader’s interests 

are now sparked: why did Skippy die? Yet it is not even clear yet who Skippy is, or who the 

other characters are.  

  The novel Drive by James Sallis begins with: “Much later, as he sat with his back 

against an inside wall of a Motel 6 just north of Phoenix, watching the pool of blood lap 

toward him, Driver would wonder whether he had made a terrible mistake” (Sallis, 9). 

Chapter two starts with a characterization of this Driver person, written in past tense. It 



suggests that this is actually the onset of the story, where we get to know the main protagonist 

and hopefully find out what he has got to do with a pool of blood.  

  The film Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind, directed by Michel Gondry, begins 

with a man and a woman who meet each other for the first time and then impulsively spend 

some time together on a beach. This is actually the concluding scene of the film and this 

couple have met before, which the viewer will get to know while seeing the rest of the, more 

chronologically ordered, film.  

  The first episode of the Emmy-awarded television show Breaking Bad starts with a 

camper van speeding through the desert, then finally crashing down the side of the road after 

which a middle aged man staggers out in his underpants, wearing a gas mask. This scene 

repeats itself at the end of that first episode, with viewers now knowing who that man is and 

why he is not wearing any trousers. Breaking Bad then continues to start every new episode 

with that episode’s finale. 

  The biggest tease is popular television series How I Met Your Mother, which starts 

with the ending scene, or maybe even further in the future than the ending scene, of the whole 

series. “Kids,” the main protagonist tells his adolescent children, “Let me tell you how I met 

your mother.” Moreover, each new season begins with a cliffhanger, namely what is about to 

happen in the finale of that particular season, without showing everything that is significant. 

The television series is currently showing season eight and we still have not met a future 

mother.    

  The above examples show that plot cases where the future is ahead of its time are not 

uncommon in modern culture and explain what a chronologically odd plot looks like. These 

examples are given at the start of this essay, exactly as in the example stories: starting in the 

heat of the story. When the future precedes the present, this is called prolepsis. This is almost 

the reverse of a flashback, so a flash forward, and can be seen as a form of anachrony, or “the 



temporal reordering of elements of the plot on the discourse level in relation to their 

chronological order on the story level” (Fludernik, 150). Another categorization of anachrony 

is analepsis, where the past is introduced somewhere in the story where it does not belong 

chronologically. Analepses flash back into the story and prolepses leap forward. The most 

common form is repeating prolepsis, where a happening is narrated twice, both out of 

chronological order (at the beginning) and then later, in chronological order. In relation to a 

story, prolepsis problematizes the narrative in that three moments in time have to be 

considered: the time locus of the narrated, the time locus of the narrator and the time locus of 

the reader, and “Narrated time is anterior to the time of narration which is in turn prior to the 

time of reading” (Currie, 32). The first sentence of Skippy Dies is seen as the past for the 

narrated, the future for the narrator and the present for the reader. Although it might be a 

future event in the story, the reader has not experienced the event yet and therefore stores it as 

‘present’. Peter Brooks explains: “if the past is to be read as present, it is a curious present 

that we know to be past in relation to a future we know to be already in place, already in wait 

for us to reach it” (Brooks, 23).  

  Gérard Genette, a French literary theorist, created the term ‘annonce’, or ‘advance 

notice’: the passage that starts off the story in a non-chrological order. Annonces are almost 

always brief suggestions. Those occurring here “refer in advance to an event that will be told 

in full in its place” (Genette, 73). A proleptic annonce is interesting because it leads to a 

different reaction in the brain of the reader than chronological annonces do. Usually, the 

reader builds up a contextual frame in mind and holds specific points in the story in memory 

for later recall. After a proleptic annonce the reader is confused because he has not had time 

to build this contextual frame yet, and therefore the frame in his mind is incomplete. 

However, the frame that is built instead, consists of the whole experience of reading the 

proleptic annonce and the expectation that this information in full is significant and should be 



stored away safely in memory for later recollection. The expectation that this part of the story 

will return somewhere in the future narrative and should therefore be stored in mind entails 

anticipated recall. The proleptic annonce is, in a way, an invitation to speculate about the 

future of the story and also very strongly indicates that this information is important to know 

now. First of all to allow the reader to build an intense relationship with the protagonist(s) and 

to have the reader feel that he cares about what happens to this protagonist later on in the 

story. Chronologically plotted stories introduce characters more carefully, which often leads 

to bored readers who cannot seem to get through the first part of the novel, because nothing 

really happens.  

When “nothing happens” in a story, it is because we fail to sense the casual 

relationship between what happens first and what happens next. When something does 

“happen”, it is because the resolution of a short story or a novel describes a change in 

the character’s life, an effect of the events that have gone before. (Burroway, 264). 

Proleptic annonces immediately introduce change and produce a wish for knowledge and 

background information. Stories are read because humans have a dominant desire to want to 

know what happens next and why it happens. Think of a proleptically plotted novel as the 

inverted pyramid in news writing, where the first part is an attention-grabbing lead that makes 

the reader want to know details: an annonce works the same way. Start with the story’s most 

important facts or a startling statement, and then keep adding more details, chronologically. 

  How someone processes an annonce will depend on the reader’s general knowledge of 

communication skills and on her familiarity with specific novel genres. Moreover, it will 

depend on a number of textual features in the annonce: 

1. The nature of the information in the annonce: 

a. specificity/abstraction: degree of detail, quantity, balance between assertion 

and implicature etc., 



b. world-building function: does it contribute information on properties of the 

fictional world, on primary and secondary protagonists, their goals and 

motivations, on acting situations (states of affairs), on actions, or does it evaluate 

these in the wider context of the narrative? 

2. The distribution of annonces within the text: 

a. range between annonce and target narrative, 

b. frequency: number of annonces for a given event (or vice versa). 

3. The manner of presentation of the above information, including stylistic grounding 

devices, etc. (Bridgeman, par 28) 

 Every reader processes an annonce differently and also recalls a textual frame in a different 

manner than other readers, as we cannot be certain as to what a reader knows from general 

knowledge (school leaving ages, the maximum speed a camper van may be driven on a given 

road), textual signs (“the following week”), the knowledge of textual patterns so far (is 

information given directly of being delayed), the knowledge of textual conventions (cliff-

hangers at the end of a chapter are usually resolved in the next chapter, or episode), of plot 

conventions (conflict, crisis, resolution) and of genre conventions (expecting a prolongation 

of suspense in crime novels). For example, readers not familiar with textual signs or plot 

conventions might, in Skippy Dies, not notice that the story actually heads back in time after 

chapter 1, as it is never literally explained and the following chapter begins with another 

character, and therefore never recall their memory of chapter 1 at all. Furthermore, whether or 

not the reader stores the annonce mentally depends on how significant (s)he deems the 

passage in regard to the motivations and goals of the protagonist(s). For instance, in Eternal 

Sunshine of the Spotless Mind, the opening scene makes it seem like the main characters meet 



each other for the first time, and so does not seem significant to remember because the viewer 

is particularly interested in whether these characters end up together again. In stories where 

repeating prolepsis occurs the proleptic textual frame can be expected to be reactivated at the 

concluding part of the story, or the part that is aimed at from the beginning. Those textual 

frames can be reactivated along the way by giving little textual signs so readers will actively 

follow the chronological development of the story and match it to their expectations of the 

extent of the annonce. In Breaking Bad for example, the viewer knows something is about to 

happen when the main characters buy a camper van and perhaps would like to tell them to 

leave it. Unfortunately, with the proleptic annonce of that episode in mind, the future is 

already arranged for these characters. Lastly, the reader’s attention should be seized when 

there are only few pages left of the novel and the annonce has not repeated itself yet. This is 

because proleptic annonces have to come true, which frightens the reader, as those advance 

notices are never particularly happy. If stories have happy endings, people do not want to 

know about them on page one; this leaves no story to be told and triggers no suspense at all. 

Therefore, the last pages of a novel starting with a proleptic annonce may be unwelcoming, 

and some readers will even abandon the book for they do not want to experience their beloved 

characters getting hurt. Skippy is going to die. Driver is going to kill the people that kill 

Blanche. The main characters in Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind will not remember that 

they once knew each other. The depressing middle aged man in Breaking Bad is going to ruin 

his life selling drugs. The future is set for these protagonists and the last moments of the story 

will reveal this, whether readers or viewers will like this or not. 

  Prolepsis is circular in a way that the anticipation of future events triggered by the 

annonce does have to reoccur in the conclusion of the story, and so has to be true. Therefore 

prolepsis and anticipation are not one and the same term, since “anticipation itself requires no 

verification in relation to the future that it anticipates” (Currie, 39). To make sure that the 



reader understands that the annonce is indeed proleptic and not just a trigger to anticipate an 

imagined future, authors might have to incorporate tiny hints. The envisaging of a future in a 

novel works the same way as it does in real life: our anticipation of future events lies 

somewhere between hope and fear. Edmund Husserl, a 20
th

 century philosopher and founder 

of the philosophical school of phenomenology, created ‘protention’: our perception of the 

next moment; the following moment that has yet to be perceived. Fear and hope, in 

anticipation of an imagined future, are two equally considered modes of protention. “As an 

envisaged future, it is not properly thought of as a future at all, and conforms more closely to 

what Husserl (1964) terms a protention: a part of the present which is future orientated” 

(Currie, 43). Prolepsis produces the future in a story by predicting it, so that in the end the 

possible transforms itself into the actual. What is more is that the godlike ability to visit the 

future can instruct authors (or anyone) in teleology – the philosophy that describes a thing, 

process or action only existing to aim at a certain final cause - and encourages us to look at 

our stories from the perspective of an action completed in the past, therefore looking back 

from the envisaged future into the present. As if one was already learning from future 

mistakes that have not yet happened. This approach to storytelling creates a self-distance that 

operates in the present because we are learning that there is a target that is to be fulfilled and 

that the envisaged future might be already set.  

  The danger of beginning a story with a proleptic annonce that hints at being repeated 

later on in the text is the lack of suspense it assumes. The reader knows what is going to 

happen in the conclusion, so her attention span might be a little low or she might be too 

impatient to read the middle part of the story. In the CBS series How I Met Your Mother 

proleptic annonces have backfired because of this lack of suspense, as each season starts with 

a new proleptic annonce that is repeated in the final episode of that season, but in an 

incomplete manner. For example: season seven begins with a shot of a wedding, and we see 



one of the main characters, Barney, in a wedding attire. The series suggest that he is not quite 

marriage material so this is odd, but true followers assume that the bride will be another 

important character, Robin. In the finale episode of season seven we see that the bride is 

indeed Robin. What we do not see is the wedding, whether the characters actually get married 

or what else happens. The first episode of season eight begins again, with the wedding, and 

shows that the character, who is not marriage material, is indeed trying to escape. However, 

that is it. We do not see if he manages to escape and again, the picture is incomplete. As one 

season is filled with about twenty-four episodes with barely any hints of the outcome of the 

proleptic annonce, there is too much time between the envisaged future and the repeating of 

this future with additional information, and so viewers will lose interest. Suspense is created 

when events are anticipated and we are curious about how they happened. As season seven of 

How I Met Your Mother does not reveal anything about how or why Barney and Robin 

decided to get married, the effect of suspense is lost. Consequently, creating suspense in 

fiction is crucial to keep readers on the edge of their seats, craving explanations. Suspense is 

sometimes linked to mystery novels – detective, crime and supernatural fiction – which 

involve many choices and twists of events, and are usually made up of clues to find out who 

did it (the crime). These novels show that suspense creates a certain increase of  intensity 

around an event and that it does not overburden the reader with background information. This 

way, there will be room for the mind to wonder. Moreover, suspense can be created by adding 

thorough, almost invisible details about something not being exactly right, which hopefully 

trigger a recall of the proleptic annonce and add to a fear or hope in the reader’s mind about 

what is most likely to happen.  

  Why should authors start with a proleptic annonce rather than a usual annonce that 

leads up to a chronologically recounted story? The proleptic annonce, as stated above, very 

strongly indicates that this particular information is important to know now. In terms of cause 



and effect, that annonce was caused by some event in the story’s actual present or envisaged 

future. The prolepsis visits the future to envisage that event that produces the present in such a 

way that the envisaged future actually comes about: a self-fulfilling prophecy. The 

combination of a proleptic annonce, the reader’s building of a contextual frame of 

significance, a good number of detailed signs, the reader’s use of anticipated protentions, her 

later recall of both the proleptic annonce and further insinuations, and the perspective of a 

much feared or hoped outcome in this approach of storytelling grasps the reader from the 

start, and does not let go again until the conclusion of the narrative.  
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Max 

Is it strange that I want to touch  her? To make sure it’s not some sort of mistake? Everything 

feels so unreal. I will never know what ended her that afternoon, her love for him or his 

misuse of it. I am lying in bed now and I’m not sure if it’s worth it for me to ever come out 

again. 

  And as my family collapsed into a form of togetherness the next morning, I felt I could 

not be sad with them. I think the mourning part was already half way for me, and I had 

perhaps come into a state of acceptance, or blank realization. Psychologically, my sister had 

probably died a few weeks ago, and it had nothing to do with the condition of her pale blue 

body today. 

  The idiotic thing is that people actually ask me really intense questions about her and 

who she was and who he was. I think they want to know more about that day but what do I 

know? I overheard a few girls talking at uni today, it went something like this: 

- What reasons could she have, to kill herself?! 

- But did she really kill herself then?  

And a third one said:  

      -   Isn’t it impossible to drown yourself? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Emma 

   She sat outside on a bench, one of those that wasn’t exactly comfortable, but more 

comfortable than sitting indoors in this weather.  Extraordinarily pretty she was, in an alien 

kind of way, eyes a bit too far from each other, but a face almost fully symmetrical. She was 

one of those girls that did not recognize themselves as beautiful, because that was not a 

standard she was looking for. The dreamer, she felt him immediately. In a sad way, this could 

have been the decisive moment in their story: stay or go? She chose to stay and therefore 

proved her trusting manner, looking up from her schoolwork and smiling at him. She 

wouldn’t know why she did this, but then, from now on, she wouldn’t know herself anymore. 

Simply following him would be enough. 

   “Hi,” he said and he came very close. She felt tiny, sitting there and staring up at this 

man standing in her sunlight. He moved up his arm and for a minute she was so sure he was 

going to hit her. She couldn’t move. His hand moved closer very slowly and she felt the 

warmth on her cheek when he suddenly very carefully slipped a lock of her blonde hair 

behind her ear. Anyone would have slapped his hand away. She shuddered. The beaming light 

of innocence, she was now lost. 

   “I’m sorry,” she said, though she wasn’t sure what she was sorry for, “do you come 

here as well?”  

   He fascinated her deeply and she couldn’t stop longing for another touch and at the 

same time loathe him for this wild intrusion. He owned some common facial features that lots 

of girls would find handsome. A nose that was kind of big, a lot of tangled hair, a mouth that 

owned a bottom lip bigger than the upper one, a pair of bushy but well-shaped eyebrows and 

some stubble on his chin. She found him clean. He was wearing a plain t-shirt that didn’t look 

cheap. His intentions could not be read.  

  He smiled. She didn’t know if it was a real smile. 

  “I just really like this spot,” he said. 

  She had been coming here for all her three years but had never noticed him, even if 

this was a favourite spot of his. He made a move as if he would come to sit next to her but he 

didn’t. His knee was very close to hers and she wondered very much about this tiny gap 

between them. Why would someone leave a gap that small? His presence was very obvious, 

though he was so ordinary. His hair had no particular colour, he wasn’t autumn or spring or 

night or dawn; she didn’t quite know what to make of that.  

  “So you don’t study here,” she tried again.  

   He sat down suddenly but the bench didn’t move or squeak. 

  “I study here,” he said and she was satisfied for a bit. 

  “I study the people that go here and the mistakes they make in their communication.” 



  His eyes went through her skin and into her head and she had to look away. 

  “Oh. I took a course once, on the aesthetics of communication,” she said, hesitating. 

  “There are more errors, I believe,” he said pleasantly. 

  “I don’t actually think there are rights or wrongs in speaking.” She shifted.  

  “Yes, well.. that’s what they teach you so you speak up.” 

  She never spoke up, she sat in the back of the group; listening. She didn’t think she’d 

ever risen her hand or voluntarily spoken to someone she didn’t know. 

The back of her neck felt tingly and she discovered his arm was resting on the bench 

behind her. It wasn’t casual because she felt he couldn’t be casual. He picked up a ladybug 

from the back of the bench and threw it on the ground. She was nearly as far as commenting 

that he shouldn’t have done that and that she was in a hurry and should go somewhere, but he 

didn’t give her a chance to. 

  “I don’t expect you to understand though,” he went on quickly, daring her. 

  This was an insult and she was so annoyed by his behaviour that she took the risk of 

being blunt. 

  “So then, explain it to me,” she said. He had waited for that, obviously. 

  “I feel like there is such a thing as good and bad, you know. Through people’s 

communication I can find out whether they are the one or the other. Whether they are 

suitable.” He looked quite confident. 

  She felt a little nauseous about this. And his arm, so close and so warm. 

  “Okay,” she said. She didn’t ask. 

  It seemed to start him off as he laughed really hard and withdrew his arm and turned 

towards her and their knees touched. 

  “So you’ll swallow anything, hm?” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Max 

  This was a confusing night, cause little Emma was going out. Fine, I knew I was two 

years younger and all, but it has felt like this for a few years because she’s such a brainy late 

bloomer. She actually studied on weekends.  

  At the moment, Emma was standing in my doorpost. She would do this quite 

regularly, just paying me little visits, pretending my music was too loud or something. She 

chewed on a strand of blonde hair.   

  “Where are you going then?” I asked her. I went out every weekend and it would be 

kind of weird bumping into her. 

  She shrugged and kind of blushed, as if going out was something to be ashamed of. 

  “To town.” 

  “Emma,” I said, “Is someone taking you? You will get lost, you know.” 

  I’d never in my life known someone this dreamy. When she was younger she would 

often get so absorbed walking home from school – which took about five minutes – because 

she was distracted by a pretty tree or something, and would then come home an hour late. Our 

parents lost the will to worry.  

  “Yes!” she sort of cried this out, “a guy from uni.” 

  A guy. Suddenly this all made more sense. I stretched out on my beanbag and 

pretended to look really impressed. 

  “High five!” I said. 

She slapped my hand away and darted up the stairs to her room. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Emma 

   She went from student who sat alone to object of fascination so fast she thought they 

could have been in a zoo, cages opposite each other, two gazing creatures. There was no 

spark, merely an extreme curiosity. A need. 

   She liked that people now looked at her because she was with him, and that she could 

not read their expressions anymore because it didn’t matter. She felt like she should tell her 

parents or her brother because this was her first official love, but what should she call him? 

An intellectual companion on romantic terms? 

  Sometimes when they were together she wanted to sink into him, to be absorbed and 

exist from within him. Two become one. She wanted to be wise with him more than anything. 

Though, when he embraced her she would get so cold and shivery she had to really shake her 

head to snap out of it. 

The first time he brought up the subject of dying she was very confused. She knew he 

was sceptical on most topics, but this was an entire new level of complex. 

  “I don’t know,” she had said, “I think everyone is curious about how it feels..” 

  He looked at her in that overly familiar way that said ‘cute answer, but no’. His 

opinion will was more important than hers and she wanted to go back in time and choose her 

words more carefully. 

  “I’m not talking about feelings.” He touched her cheek, “I’m saying it doesn’t exist.” 

  “Life doesn’t exist?” 

  “Death doesn’t.” 

She envisioned the leaves that fell from the trees in autumn, lying next to the road - 

untouched, colourful - and she thought they could not be dead. What if, after winter when 

those leaves would vanish, the trees would start drinking from the ashes they left behind and 

would so gain new life and those leaves would appear again, at the end of the trees’ branches 

in spring. Endlessly. 

  “Isn’t that the same, though?”  

“Possibly,” he said, “But think about this Emma, what is everyone saying? You only 

live once? What if life is never ending? What if it doesn’t stop after you die?”  

“Like some sort of immortality?” Why would he bring this up? 

  “Well, you would officially have to die first to start a new chapter of your new life. So 

life and death are not finite, they’re intertwined. The terms wouldn’t exist anymore because 

you wouldn’t be able to talk about ending a life when it’s like an ongoing process.” 

  Her head was spinning but she wouldn’t let it. 



  “But how do you know it is an ongoing process?” 

  “Come on, Em, don’t be naive! Do you really think this is all?” Scoffing.  

  She thought all was quite nice, perhaps a bit bland. If he was right though, they would 

be like seasons. Starting, ending, changing, beginning again. Trees. 

   He looked really confident, yet absent, when he said: 

  “Let’s just test it in a few weeks.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Max 

  I threw my bag on the kitchen table, but of course- 

  “Max, your bag goes in your room,” my mum said immediately.  

  “Right,” I picked it up again, “What’s for dinner?”  

  Mum kind of lit up because she loved cooking so much and always expected me to not 

care about her hobbies. I didn’t, really, it was just the food that I’m interested in. 

  “I’m making a lasagne with zucchini and minced meat. Thought it would be nice for a 

change,” she was shuffling through drawers and picked up our big wooden ladle. It was a gift 

from Emma, who was of course much more considerate about our parents’ likes and dislikes.  

  “Meat?” I was confused. 

  “Could you go and get Dad? He’s upstairs.”  

  “Sure, but why are we eating meat?” I asked again. Mum turned around from her 

ladling. 

  “Darling, Emma’s not staying here this weekend, she’s staying at her boyfriend’s! 

Didn’t she tell you?” She looked really proud; look at my daughter, all grown-up!  

  Well, I didn’t care. It was not like we ever really did anything together anyway. Just 

watched television or something. I sprinted up the stairs into my room and threw my bag on 

the floor. It was really dark and I noticed the curtains were still closed because that was 

something Emma would do because she couldn’t stand “the smell of a teenage boy cave”. 

More darkness for me, then! I turned on my Playstation and flopped down on my beanbag.  

  “MAX!” My Dad called. Oh, right, dinner. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Emma 

  He called her big words, like ‘beloved’. She felt really, really mature, sitting on his 

grey couch that matched the taupe walls, looking at a television screen that was too big for the 

room, or any room. It hung on the wall in the centre of the living area, like a big statue for 

conformity in a house that was already so IKEA. They weren’t watching the television 

though, because there was no reason why they should lower themselves.  

  “Dearest,” he said and handed her a glass of what she thought must be really 

expensive red wine.  

  “Let’s intoxicate our minds.” He grinned but it was neither cheeky nor sexy.  

  She looked at his eyes and discovered that they were a mix of green and brown. When 

he looked back she glanced down at her wine.  

  “Em,” he said, worried wrinkles on his forehead, “You’re not uncomfortable around 

me, are you?” 

  She didn’t know. She was perhaps afraid of the feeling he gave here, a feeling that she 

thought didn’t fit with being in love. She didn’t want to kiss him or have sex with him, she 

just wanted to know what would happen if she would touch his skin and trace the contours of 

his body. If he would be like a statue, emotionless.  

  “No!” she said, unconvincingly. He took her in a really warm embrace and it surprised 

her completely. She had thought he would be so much more awkward but his arms were 

around her quite affectionately and not stiff in any way. She could do that thing where she 

nuzzled a bit in his shirt and smelled his scent and it comforted her. And it really did. His grey 

couch suddenly changed from being designer to being snug and she felt her lips hovering over 

his neck.  

  He drank his expensive wine and they lay stretched out, like content cats, sometimes 

really stretching out their arms and then finding their embrace again. They draped their bodies 

off the couch onto the big, white rug, shuffled themselves under the glass table and looked up 

as from in a fish tank. 

  The topic was hers. 

  “I know it’s a bit ridiculous and I don’t really believe in those daily horoscopes or 

something, but my birth horoscope looked really pretty,” she said. 

   He stroked her hair and shook his head in mock despair. “What am I doing with you! 

You and your affection for pretty things, even if they have no value at all!” 

  “Well,” she said, “in my defence, I have never in my life known anyone who thought 

stars weren’t pretty.” 

  “Right. I do believe in stars, of course,” he answered.  



  “But don’t you think it’s strange that we’re both water signs then?” she said. She had 

thought about this a lot because she didn’t think water signs could go together, officially. 

  “No, I do not think it is strange that we were born in different months of the year and 

that our signs look like water animals and are then both placed under the element of water,” 

he said, being his, somewhat annoying, sceptical self. 

  She slapped his arm.  

  “It means we’re both really emotional, stop being so sarcastic.”  

  He all of a sudden looked serious.  

  “Do you think I’m emotional?” 

  She thought about the way she felt around him and about his ever still face and 

believed that she was, definitely, the more sensitive of the two. 

  “Not really,” she answered honestly, and cringed a little because it wasn’t such a nice 

thing to say. As if he was empty. She realised that was what scared her and so it was a good 

thing to have told him because she sometimes read that communication was everything in a 

relationship.  

  He didn’t flinch; he actually looked a bit proud of himself, as if hiding his emotions 

was a wonderful trait he’d taught himself. Hiding his emotions in this modern apartment, 

under expensive designer pillows and next to his ice cube maker, his abstract paintings that 

didn’t show anything, his lightweight MacBook and his en-suite bathroom. She thought this 

was typical of his irony.  

  “See, I’m right. Astrology doesn’t mean anything,” he said. Then he looked up at the 

table and discovered his glass was empty and hers was still full. He slid up and sat on the 

couch. She followed his move. 

  “Em,” he looked really stern, “you can just tell me if you don’t like your wine.” 

  “No,” she said, “it’s just-”  

  He had already jumped up and had snatched the full glass of wine from the table. 

  “We can’t let it go to waste, right!”  

  She watched in horror as he emptied the whole glass above his perfectly white rug, the 

red fluid happily streaming down like a slow-motion waterfall. A big red stain on the only soft 

area in his clean home. He laughed really hard. 

  “Don’t worry, don’t worry!” 

   She wanted to go home.  

 



Max 

  It was Monday. Mondays were always a bit difficult in our household. Dad and Emma 

would always be pleased and chirpy and frolic around the kitchen, while Mum and I would sit 

at the table and not speak to anyone. We weren’t morning people, certainly not on a Monday. 

Our table was huge, with lots of humps and bumps that were filled with lost crumbs and 

sticky drops of spilled lemonade or jam. I thought Mum once planned on having lots of dinner 

parties here, but was too much of a scatterbrain to actually organise something. I got annoyed 

doing my homework at times, because there was always stuff clinging to it. But hey, I wasn’t 

going to clean anything myself. 

  Today, Dad was the only one who was cheery.  

  “Another week has begun!” he sang whilst making himself an omelette.  

  We said nothing. Mum looked annoyed, Emma didn’t even have her eyes open and I 

was chewing away on dry toast. The crumbs were increasing.  

  “Emma dear, when are we meeting this boyfriend of yours so I can ask him what his 

father does for a living?” Dad joked. 

  Emma opened her eyes. I saw she noticed the mess around my plate. 

  “Never,” she said.  

  I put down my toast and looked at my parents, who were grinning like they had hit a 

homerun teasing their daughter. Hadn’t they noticed Emma’s tone? She hadn’t spoken in a 

grumpy I-don’t-like-Mondays kind of way, but rather matter-of-factly: we were never going 

to meet this guy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Emma 

  Today they were out and about and she missed class for it but it didn’t matter, because 

he would know all the answers anyway. To anything. There was a nearby forest lurking for 

them to explore, which was full of trees very much alive and green. One particular line of 

oaks intrigued them, the branches growing towards each other at their ends, forming a tunnel. 

There was even a light at the end, she laughed. 

  “I almost feel like I’m in a clichéd wedding photo,” she joked, posing in the opening. 

It was a sunny day and she was wearing a sunny dress in a faded orange. She never wore 

dresses, but today it felt appropriate. 

  They walked up the tunnel path and he picked her up gracefully and carried her to the 

top. She wasn’t sure if he was joking too, he felt serious. A sudden thought overwhelmed her. 

She would probably have said yes.  

 “How’s your rug?” she asked teasingly. 

 He rolled his eyes but laughed. 

 “It’s ruined. I know, I shouldn’t have done that. But whatever, it’s just a rug.” 

  They went to climb the biggest tree. They didn’t help each other, just climbed like 

squirrels on each side of the tree, the first one to the top branch would win. The views were 

wide; meadows spreading out to the east, oak wood intertwining to the west, their tunnel 

beneath them.  

  “You know what we were talking about the other day? I want to feel infinite,” when it 

was just them she wasn’t afraid to say ridiculously big things.  

  He reacted immediately and pushed her. She felt her feet slipping from the branch she 

was standing on, suddenly nothing vast below them, a gasp leaving her mouth and her fingers 

reaching for any branch, anything. He held her back. The second she realised he was holding 

her she wasn’t sure if she should be mad or sad, or happy that she had just felt infinite for a 

split second. Not knowing where the beginning was, or the end, just that she would’ve fallen 

and couldn’t have saved herself.  

  “God! That was..” she couldn’t find the words. Powerful? Idiotic? 

  “It was just what you needed, really. Plus, it was some practise for our experiment.”  

  He looked confident. She could have probably pushed him off a branch and he 

wouldn’t have cared. He would have fallen with some sort of sophistication. A smile 

permanently on his face. Whatever, it would say, I know better than this. She felt small again. 

She could’ve just not tried grasping for that branch so desperately.  

  “But what if you hadn’t caught me?” she dared asking. 



He looked at her with a smirk on his immaculate face, as if the question really 

annoyed him.  

  “Yes, what then?”  

  She started climbing down without saying anything. His presence usually comforted 

her so but his mindset was completely out of her world. Her feet were wobbly, but luckily the 

branches grew thicker near the bottom of the tree. She walked down the path again, finding an 

opening between two trees that lead to a big field of grass.  

  The boyfriend in the magazines would have followed her by now and indeed, she felt 

him clutching her wrist and turning her around.  

  His fingers found hers and softly stroked them and the sun was in her face and it was 

all so sweet. She felt repulsed. 

  “Hey. Don’t you trust me?” he asked, and brought her fingers to his mouth.  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Max 

  “You haven’t been home for three weekends now,” I said stubbornly. I didn’t know 

what was up with me but I felt a brotherly kind of duty. 

  Emma turned around in the doorway and sighed so heavily I was afraid she would 

melt into a puddle of weakness. I folded my arms.  

  “You can’t just go to uni every day and never come home for dinner or for anything 

and then just never talk about anything.” I must have found speech somewhere in my body.  

  She just stood there, deciding whether to leave and run for the bus, or to engage in this 

frenzied conversation with me. I demanded the latter. 

  “It’s dumb!”  

  She rolled her eyes and tucked at her dress. Her legs were bare and they looked blue 

and pale and new, as if she’d just bought them somewhere. I guess they were never out and 

now she was suddenly all grown-up and womanly and her legs had to be out for that.  

  “It’s not dumb, Max. You don’t know what it’s like, you’ve never been in love!” she 

said.  

  And I didn’t believe her. She didn’t look in love. She looked weird and wrong. 

  “Well, whatever. Just bring him home then for once so we know what it’s like.” 

Compromise.  

  “No,” she shook her head.  

  “ WHY not?” I didn’t get this part, was she ashamed of him or something? Was he 

some sort of super geeky math student she met on the internet? 

  “You’ll understand one day, okay?”  

  She was just being vague again. Then suddenly something hit me. The way she had 

looked at me just now, how she had rolled her eyes at me, how she had looked in horror at our 

messy table, how she had groaned at Dad singing in the morning- 

  “Are you ashamed of us?” I said. 

  She didn’t say anything, she just stood there in her stupid dress, with her stupid pale 

legs and I pushed her through the doorway and grabbed the handle and slammed the door 

close.  

  I snatched a bottle of water from the fridge quite furiously and stomped up the stairs. 

Upstairs, I looked down from the window in my parents’ room. Emma was still standing in 

front of the door. 

 



Emma 

  Today was the day they had chosen for the experiment. He, the practical one, wanted a 

school day and she, the romantic one, wanted to see a bit of sunshine.  

  She had never been chosen for anything. She had been watching other girls perform 

the Spice Girls on stage at elementary school, she had seen guys run after less shy girls and 

lovingly tease them and seen her friends get Valentine’s cards, secret text messages and first 

kisses. She had seen her friends actually reject the guys they didn’t quite fancy enough. 

  She thought she might have been too boring. For anyone, really. She wished she just 

could have chosen to play Ginger Spice for once, just because she wanted to. 

  He gave her lots of choices and seemed to open up to her way of thinking. After all, 

she was the one that had come up with this plan. It wasn’t so much a plan as well as a feeling 

that she wanted to achieve, and a state of importance.  

  They drove up the car park and she blinked at the sun beaming at her through the car 

window. She was wearing a sundress again, for the occasion. The light was so bright it made 

her smirk a little, such clichés! The light at the end of the tunnel.. Why would anyone want to 

experience that while there was such a thing as the sun? 

  He opened the door for her and his watch glistened. It was only noon, nobody would 

be around at this time. She got out of the car as if in slow motion, as if climbing out in front of 

a herd of paparazzi; significance.  

  They walked up the little path behind the car park, along the ticket booth and up to the 

fence. ‘Closed on Mondays’, a sign read. 

  “Not for us,” he said, and he jumped over the fence. She followed, a little afraid her 

dress would get stuck and tear.  

  The pool was glistening pale; the water looked chemically blue. Like a dolphin basin 

in a marine park. The fence was surrounded by trees and conifer needles were spread out on 

the concrete and sun beds. She went to lie down on one but when he tried to tip over the bed 

she knew he meant business. 

  “Can’t we have a little fun first? It’s such a pretty day,” she asked lazily.  

  “Fun!” he exclaimed, “we’re doing a huge scientific experiment!” 

  “Don’t forget religious experiment,” she added, pointing at his chest playfully. “It’s all 

in one!” 

  “Yes, alright,” he checked the area around the pool with hawk eyes.  

  “Relax a bit, will you,” she said. It was a pleased mood for her today, he shouldn’t 

ruin it. 



  She walked over to the pool and slowly lowered her toes into the bright blue. The 

water felt soft and lukewarm and she walked on to the shallow end of the pool. Then she 

stepped in. The water came to her knees and she felt like sitting down and having a picnic 

there or something. They hadn’t brought any food or juice but she sat down anyway, feeling 

the silkiness of the water on her skin. It made her feel at ease. Unlike him, who was still 

standing at guard in a corner. 

  “You don’t know what you’re missing!” she said. Her dress flowed around her waist 

onto the surface of the water.  

  He came into the water as well and sat next to her; his green shorts coloured a few 

shades darker. They had spoken about this dream of infinity for days and days and had come 

up with tons of scenarios to prove they were right, though neither of them really wanted to 

test out dying.  

  So she came with the idea of nearly dying. The tunnel-idea. The supposed blissfulness 

of a feeling that should be beyond time and space, beyond science or religion; a feeling just 

about floating. And, she had said, floating would feel double as floaty when they would be in 

water. 

  The plan was that she, the emotional being, was the chosen one of them because she 

longed for such a floaty feeling the most and because he was the stronger one he would hold 

her back when she would go too far. Too deep.  

  “It’s time,” he said. 

  “Yeah, you’re right,” she said. 

  She waded through the blue until the point she had to stand on her tiptoes to hold her 

head above the surface and then she let her feet go. Under the water she had to keep her eyes 

open, she had promised that to herself, without her eyes open it wouldn’t be much of another 

world, it would just be solid darkness. The chloral cleanliness of the water stung her eyes a bit 

but she didn’t mind. The world was different under the surface, it was slow and she could 

twirl around and see the movement of her limbs following the circles she made. She could 

also see his legs, which was kind of funny, as if he just existed as legs. She swam towards him 

and tugged on his shorts and snorted out bubbles from hidden  laughter. Everything was 

simple here but she started feeling like she needed to breathe. 

  “You are crazy, you know that?” Max’s voice. She was startled for a second, but it 

was also  kind of nice, having him around to talk to her.  

  “I thought you were supposed to be the sensible one,” he went on. She pictured him in 

her mind, always joking and teasing their parents, going out every weekend, drinking, 

hanging with his friends.. 

  “Why?” she thought. “Why does that matter? You are the smart one, the social one. 

It’s not like anyone notices me doing crazy things anyway.” 



  Her brother shook his head in her head.  

  “No,” he said, “You are completely wrong. Everyone notices you. You are the loved 

one, I am the goofy little brother.” 

  Funny, how they all thought different things about themselves, things that didn’t 

matter or shouldn’t matter because what really mattered were the thoughts of their loved ones. 

She thought she did good. Behaved well. She had never purposely been rude to anyone. She 

sometimes did kind things for no reason.  

  She realised she had closed her eyes and tried to open them but the force of the 

chlorine was too much. She was in desperate need of oxygen and so she kind of splashed 

around  until she found the pool’s edge and the stairs that lead to the surface. She clung to the 

stairs. Yes, she thought, this way she could easily stay down but also get up again.  

  “What are you trying to prove, seriously,” Max said. What was she trying to prove? 

That she would feel infinite under water? That she was like the seasons and could exist 

endlessly? That there was indeed a light at the end of the tunnel but you could choose not to 

go there? That her love for him was really strong and made her do strange things? That she 

was significant enough to have people care that she was doing this? 

  She shook her head really slowly and tried to make sense of it all. Maybe air was 

better than water. It was only emotion that kept her here, in this soft cage of blue. She didn’t 

feel her legs anymore and could not tell if she was standing on something or just floating 

around. Again she noticed the forced shut of her eyes and when she opened them a little she 

couldn’t find his legs. Inside her head felt extremely bright and extremely black, like she had 

looked into a lamp for too long. She needed air. She wanted the freshness of air and to see the 

trees and the concrete and the sun in their real colours. They were all purple inside her head. 

Everything was purple. Her head went all heavy and she started floating up to the surface and 

coughing, coughing a lot, there was water in her mouth and in her throat and it burned from 

the chlorine and she had to go to the surface where there was air! She splashed about and 

finally her fingers found air and it was deliciously dry and warm and cold at the same time 

and she stretched out her fingers but then they were in the water again. She was back under, 

something was pushing her, but she needed to go to the surface. Her throat was burning and 

she was coughing and coughing, the water went in and out at the same time, invading her. 

Air! She tried to open her eyes but all was black and inside it a bit of green trousers. She felt 

herself getting tired of needing air. Maybe floating was good enough. There was nothing 

around her. There was no light.  

 

 

 

 

 



Conclusion 

 

My stories emerge from dreams: I have the most realistic, fantastic, exciting, adventurous 

dreams. This particular dream was quite simple, setting and story-wise, but therefore so much 

more focused on suspense and underlying emotions. I began writing pieces of it while I was 

on a train racing through rural Thailand: I had just been reading We Need To Talk About 

Kevin by Lionel Shriver and was quite fascinated by how the story’s plot revolved around an 

event that had already happened. Many different subjects came up, starting with the idea of 

‘what if one already knows something is about to happen, but it is not literally said in the 

story?’ This proved to be too difficult and could not be analyzed so the subject changed over 

the summer and ended here, with prolepsis.  

  Intertwining my own fiction with this idea of prolepsis proved to be difficult. The 

entire research essay proved that prolepsis helped creating more suspense or anticipation in a 

story, but when writing the fiction piece, producing anticipation turned out to be complicated. 

The textual frame of the annonce of Blue is centred around a girl dying by drowning: this is 

the part the reader will memorize for later recall, and so she will look for clues that have 

anything to do with this. I started slipping in hints related to water and her drowning, such as 

“swallow”, “sink”, “water signs”, “tunnel”, but realised this had no effect as only I really 

knew what was going to happen and I had not mentioned anything about the characters’ idea 

of the light at the end of the tunnel yet. However, I still wanted the story to have a layer of 

water related terms over it. I added more ‘tunnel’ suggestions to the part where the characters 

are climbing trees.  

  The research suggested that change in a character’s life is the most important factor of 

keeping the reader interested and therefore if any change is introduced in the annonce, this 

should result in a thirst for more knowledge. In my annonce, Emma’s brother has just learned 



that Emma has died: introducing Emma. Where the inverted pyramid is concerned, this is my 

attention-grabbing lead. The introduction by Max tells the reader that Emma will die 

drowning and someone asks whether it is possible to actually drown yourself. This was the 

biggest clue and perhaps the most important sentence in the story. Expectantly this would 

work as the sentence readers would store away in their minds for later recall, the sentence 

they would focus on hoping or fearing about Emma’s death: if one cannot drown oneself, she 

might not have drowned, or someone else must have drowned her. Of course this was a self-

fulfilling prophecy and Emma does die, but she does not do it herself, or on purpose.  

    Unfortunately I have no insights in the general knowledge of each reader that reads 

Blue, but mine seemed to be sincerely interested in adding details to the information provided 

in the annonce. Readers wanted to not only know why Emma died but seemed satisfied with 

the somewhat open ending of not knowing his feelings afterwards, because they could ponder 

over this. 

  Whether or not the reader would store away the most important part of the annonce in 

consideration to the motivations of the main protagonist was quite clear as it regarded the 

death of the main protagonist. This meant that there could almost be seen a clock above 

readers’ heads: there would only be so much time to find out the essential information, as due 

to the self-fulfilling prophecy of the proleptic novel the circle would come round and so 

Emma would actually drown. That span of time was an issue as I struggled to form round 

characters, motivations, enough hints and a building up towards the concluding piece within 

little words. Because of this, readers could literally see the trouble coming as it starts with 

‘Today was the day..’ This sentence should immediately recall the initial fear (or hope) for the 

main protagonist’s death. The teleological structure of the story had already set the future, or 

the concluding part, for me, and made it hard to write down as I had labelled it the most 

significant part of the story. This might not be exactly true, story-wise, but the fact that 



readers had anticipated this particular ending from the beginning added to the stress of 

writing.  

  

Characters and Setting 

  

 The development of the characters evolved subtly. In my dream Emma had died 

willingly, but making up a reason why anyone would want to die randomly did not work out. I 

then focused on the bored, rich male protagonist who never got a name, as I wanted to keep 

him as vague as possible. The odd fact was that halfway writing the story I thought he could 

not be more awful, when some readers actually thought he was a pretty perfect guy. Adding 

more socially strange events, such as the ladybug, the spilling of the red wine and the pushing 

in the tree, revealed the character had urges he could not resist. He would oftentimes regret it 

later, as with the spoiling of the rug, but the adrenaline of living on the edge of being out-of-

control proved more important. These urges of ‘him’ were the reason the main protagonist 

died. However, after I had added these slightly psychotic traits, some readers now felt the 

character was inherently evil, which he is not. I tried to write Emma as fragile and absent-

minded as possible in her first chapter, so readers would hopefully feel protective of her, or 

would perhaps just sense that something was going to happen to her.   

  The points of view in this story helped creating a better overall picture of Emma and 

her timid, sensible character. Max showed the reader what Emma was like at home and at the 

end I decided to create a more intense brother/sister relationship by having Emma envision 

Max speaking to her while she is drowning. Moreover, Max helped the reader fear for a 

certain outcome as he himself was confused by Emma’s new relationship, noticing that 

something was not completely right.  



 In addition, I am aware of the fact that I write in a quite over-the-top Romantic 

manner, I have had people mentioning Twilight or even Fifty Shades of Grey, and I perhaps 

even wanted to achieve this. These books offer main characters that are extremely fragile and 

victimised as well, and I wanted to show that letting characters dominate other characters 

cannot always end well.  

  The most significant for me is that this fiction reads like a story, and not like loose 

pieces of words. I started out with almost no setting and added a number of trees, dresses and 

sunlight to set a Romantic tone. It is nature that Emma is dreamy about and it is elements of 

his nature that kill her. The primary aim of this piece of fiction was to make the reader feel 

incredibly uncomfortable reading about this very unsettling and unhealthy relationship 

between him and her. Using a rather forecasting sentence in my annonce, revealing that 

Emma was dead, creating Max to help feel the reader something was socially wrong with 

‘him’, adding as much drowning insinuations as possible (he literally said “after you die”), 

and hopefully creating a relationship that did not feel like a relationship, Blue showed the 

features of the well-formed proleptic story described in the research. Some readers added that 

Blue explained the research essay: they read the story first, then the research essay, and 

because of the story understood the core of the research immediately. In a way, this again 

shows that a future preceding a present is helpful because it creates a faster understanding of 

the whole picture. 

    

 

 

 

 

 



Bibliography 

 

Bays, Carter, and Craig Thomas. "The Best Man." How I Met Your Mother. CBS. 9 Sept 

  2011. Television. 

Bridgeman, Teresa. "Thinking Ahead: A Cognitive Approach to Prolepsis." Narrative 13.2 

  (2005): 125-59. Print. 

Brooks, Peter. Reading for the Plot: Design and Intention in Narrative. Cambridge, MA: 

  Harvard UP, 1992. Print. 

Burroway, Janet. Writing Fiction: A Guide to Narrative Craft. New York: Longman, 2011. 

  Print. 

Currie, Mark. About Time: Narrative, Fiction and the Philosophy of Time. Edinburgh: 

  Edinburgh UP, 2007. Print. 

Dickinson, Kevin. “The Truths Behind 5 Fiction Rules.” Writer. May2012, Vol. 125 Issue 5, 

  p13-13. 1p. Print. 

Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind. Dir. Michel Gondry. Perf. Jim Carrey and Kate 

  Winslet. Momentum Pictures, 2004. DVD. 

Fludernik, Monika. An Introduction to Narratology. London: Routledge, 2009. Print. 

Genette, Gerard. Narrative Discourse: An Essay in Method. New York: Cornell UP, 1980. 

  Print. 

Gilligan, Vince. "Pilot." Breaking Bad. AMC. 2008. Television. 

Lamb, Kristen. "What Star Wars “A New Hope” Can Teach Us About In Medias Res."Kristen 

  Lamb's Blog. N.p., 9 Jan. 2012. 22 Sept. 2012. Web. 

Murray, Paul. Skippy Dies. New York: Faber and Faber, 2010. Print. 

Rosenfeld, Jordan E. “Artful Revelations: How to Build a Masterful Plot with Well-placed 

  Turning Points.” Writer. Jun2010, Vol. 123 Issue 6, p28-30. 3p. Print. 



Sallis, James. Drive. Scottsdale, AZ: Poisoned Pen, 2005. Print. 

Selgin, Peter. “The Anatomy of a Flashback: Use It Sparingly, but When You Do, Do It 

  Skillfully. Here’s How.” Writer. Oct2006, Vol. 119 Issue 10, p37-40. 4p. Print. 

Shriver, Lionel. We Need to Talk about Kevin. New York: Counterpoint, 2003. Print. 

Stifler, Bill. "Anachronies and Their Effects: Nostromo and Portrait of the Artist as a Young 

  Man." Stifler. N.p., 7 Oct. 1987. 22 Sept. 2012. Web. 

Tapply, William G. “Keep 'em Hanging: The Art of Suspense Means Giving Your Reader 

  Something to Worry About.” Writer. Aug2005, Vol. 118 Issue 8, p30-33. 4p. Print. 

Vanderbilt, H. “How to Put Suspense in Your Story.” Writer. Jan91, Vol. 104 Issue 1, p19. 

  4p. Print. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



MARKING GRID FOR BA ESSAYS IN LITERATURE, CULTURE & CREATIVE 

WRITING FOR THE DEGREE IN ENGLISH LANGUAGE & CULTURE AT 

UTRECHT UNIVERSITY 

 

To be completed by examination candidate and stapled, this page up, to the front of the 

hard copy of the essay. Include this form as the first two pages of the electronic document 

you submit to Igitur. 

Name 
 

Imme Visser 

Student number  
 

3495914 

Address 
 

Douwes Dekkerstraat 3 
3532XA Utrecht 

Essay title 
 

The Future Foretold: how prolepsis forms a plot 

Block & Date 
 

One  1/11/12 

Signature*  
 

Imme Visser 

*signifying you have read & understood the plagiarism declaration overleaf. 

To be completed by first supervisor (name): Cook 

Seen by second reader (name): Domen 

Category  [ Code] Description Comments 

Content  
 

quality, elegance, 
argumentation, scope 
& reading, originality 

Fiction a little formulaic if successful in tone, 
detailed observation &, crucially,  use of 
prolepsis.  Serviceable theoretical section. 

Structure 
 

title, identifiable thesis/ 
main claim & topic 
sentences, cohesion  

Good title. Unusual initial structure still only 
partially successful but matters are drawn 
together well at the end. 

[ MLA ] 
 

parenthetical 
references works cited,  
word count & layout 

All fine 

[ G ] 
 

grammatical accuracy 
& use of complex 
structures 

Still some imperfections in the academic prose 

[ R S V P ] 
 

register, repetition & 
redundancy,  
spelling, vocabulary & 
punctuation 

Minor blemishes persist in all these areas – 
notably academic register. 

Final Mark  7.5 

 



INTELLECTUAL PROPERTY STATEMENT 
 

Utrecht University defines “plagiarism” as follows: 

 

“If, in a thesis or some other paper, data or parts of a text produced by someone else are 

used without the source being identified, this shall be considered plagiarism. Among other 

things, plagiarism may entail the following:  

cutting and pasting text from digital sources such as encyclopaedias or digital 

journals, without using quotations marks and references; 

cutting and pasting any text from the internet without using quotation marks and 

references; 

copying from printed material such as books, journals or encyclopaedias without 

using quotations marks and references; 

using a translation of the above texts in your own work, without using quotations 

marks and references; 

paraphrasing the above texts without using references. A paraphrase should never 

consist of merely replacing some words by synonyms; 

using pictures, sound recordings, or test materials produced by others without 

references, such that it appears that this is one’s own work; 

copying work by other students and passing this off as one’s own work. If this is done 

with the other student’s consent, the latter shall be an accomplice to the plagiarism; 

 

even in cases where plagiarism is committed by one of the authors collaborating on a 

paper, the other authors shall be accomplices to plagiarism if they could or ought to 

have known that the first-mentioned author was committing plagiarism; 

submitting papers acquired from a commercial source (such as an internet site 

offering summaries  or complete essays) or written by someone else for payment.” 

I have read the above definition of  plagiarism and certify with my signature on the 

preceding page that I have not committed plagiarism in the appended essay or paper. 

 


