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Note on text

This book features many pieces of literature, along with commentary for each one. 

Italics will be used to separate commentary from the text.
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A pencil and a dream is a collection that’s meaningful to me. It combines many things I’ve worked on in the past and things I might continue to work on. These works span from short drafts that I wrote and forgot about, to works that I’ve worked on for months and years and am finally working on. Publishing some of these works are an honour for me, and I hope you, readers, enjoy what’s to come.
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Chapter 1 
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“School Assigned Me This!" it screamed.

These two stories and four drafts are assignments I wrote in my year 7 in high school. These were written for my English class, and the history behind them was very convoluted. 

Me & Me (First Draft)

White luminescent light shuddered the room. The table’s sheet was silky and smooth, as the picnic coloured tea towel (pushed under the plate of hot food) ruined the circle-shaped table (which had a white skull-like colour) by imprinting a burn mark on its surface. Noodles spouted out of both of their bowls, a broken light flickered in the small corner of the restaurant (where an old couple occupied a small table and cheerfully ate), the continuous blinking in every direction spiralled in both of their minds. He glared at the various styles of clothing that the pretty woman beside him wore. A lovely brass handbag and a yellow jacket covering part of her shirt that featured an image of Billie Joe Armstrong. His classical, bar t-shirt and standard blue jeans looked up upon her sweet, innocent white skirt, with diamonds protruding on every side of it. A firmly folded napkin lay beside his bowl with utensils floating on top.

Her eyes glared at him, telling him not to leave and telling him to stay in her world, to be at the centre of her heart. He was drawn into the never-ending void of love. The sickening sense of dread, every word placed must be considered a parallel to the buildup of a space shuttle launch.

His stomach yearned to pick up the fork and swirl that greatness of noodles, as the hot sensation burned the inside of his mouth. Finally, temptation threw over him; as much as love can overthrow a man, food can do the same.

“This is such a nice evening!” Jess said excitedly as James spiked the food into his mouth, grabbing the napkin under the utensils and wiping a tiny portion of his mouth.

Today, the music died as it is told in songs of great tragedy. The heaviness pleasure in James’s pocket as he awaits his opportunity. The roof looked non-existent, and the afternoon looked like it was starting to become obsolete as night faded into existence.

As white paint faded into canvases, a conversation between the two lovebirds seemed to spark. 

“So you said you moved from Ohio?” She asked. “Like the Bowling For Soup song.” 

“Why yes, my memaw and pop-pop always used to live up in Texas. As children, my brother and I, who were much older than I, would always drive the whole 18 hours down the rusted paths until we arrived at a place where we were force-fed cookies and listened to old songs. So yeah, after the time I turned eighteen, my pop passed away, and my memaw was going through a rough time. So, around, I would say roughly, four years ago, I came to Texas.” James exclaimed, toppling another mouthful of spaghetti into his mouth.

Something in the room smelled faint. A smell of dread slowly shifted in and out of their presence, but particles still moved and remained.

“Oh no, my condolences, that must’ve been a rough time-” Jess started, but was soon ended with James’s wooing comments.

“Oh, no, it’s fine. The old geezers are still breathing.” James laughed, Jess following in the social convention.

“But I guess I should tell you about myself. Well, I loved pottery when I was young, and that moved me to become a florist, so it connects. I opened up my shop, if you want to come sometime.” She spoke with an expression that drew James into a spiral of confusion and ever-so-slight amusement. “Oh, chin up, Bickey.” She mockingly said.

A smile started to grow on his face, but as he stared down into his pocket, he thought it was time.

He only began to speak with the lady for a few days, but something in him thought that he would spend his whole life with her.

“Did I say something? Sorry, you look tired. Have we stayed up for too long?” She exasperated calmly. “Is it your bedtime?” She mockingly asked, her voice tinted to that of a baby.

“No, but I have something to say,” James said.

The room fell silent, and now, as James reached his hand into his pocket, Jess had a glimpse of what was going to happen. The black, hardwood chair scooted down to fit perfectly under the table. James stood proudly, looking and eyeing the room. He had never felt so nervous before. People were staring, and he knew he had to pop the question now or never.

Now, Jess was standing up with a look of surprise.

James finally knelt, turning his gaze up to look at her with the purest intent, which was what they had hoped. But something felt wrong. The small black box with a white draping peeling out of it opened up, revealing a shiny, gold diamond ring enclosed in a gust of white smoke.

Jess’s hands were placed in front of her, cuddled together.

“Jess Master Benard, ever since you entered my life, your brown but not too dark hair. Your beautiful skin, just the way it grapples you with lush intent. Your sweet voice pulls anyone in; you are so charismatic and persuasive. It magnifies me on the content of thou. It makes me who I am. It makes me... Me!” James said, although something on Jess’s face looked like she was scared. Like her teeth were going to fall out randomly. “Jess, will you marry me?”

The whole restaurant was watching the scene (from afar and up close)  as it unfolded. But soon, the folds were wrapped, and god ended its part.

“No!” She screamed. “No, you weirdo. I barely know you, and you want to act like this, like-like we’ve been together for five years? I’m leaving.”

But there seemed to be no escape for poor old Jess, as words of unspeakable things whispered to her, a harsh hand grasping her thickly long brown hair tightly, a grip unlike anything.

“Don’t you move. Don’t you breathe. Just go to sleep. You and me.” James said.

Shouting of terror and the stumbling of chairs were growing as the body of Jess lay on the ground. James stood triumphant in his task. His death was likely, and finally, at last, his last attempt at love came with sweet revenge. As hope fades and fates change, the time and location change as well.

“Mister James Any Bennet from the state of Ohio-” The officer said, but was interrupted by James’s bickering.

“Texas-” James started, interrupting the officer, but was soon given payback.

“Shut up!” The officer screamed with horrible temptation. After he had reached satisfaction with the way the shouting worked, he restarted. “Mister James Any Bennet,” He said with more pressure. “From the state of Ohio.” His eyes drew tentatively to James. “You are sentenced to death for the murder of Jess Benard, various customers and employers at the restaurant of Villi Capri, along with her parents, the previous night.” 

James looked around, a room of brown, yellowish wallpaper and a ground that remembered everyone that entered... and never left. A ceiling that spun swirls of a liquid as its half-broken fan glinted in the fine light of the chandelier that seemed to make the room look dimly lit. The room of shameless wallpaper, broken fans and dim lights was embodied by a police officer and James, the surrounding bars imprisoned with his fellow cellmates, family members and other government officials.

“Mister Bennet, you may now face the wall. Feel free to remember the faces of the ones you wronged. Feel free to face death like the sun going through heat.” The officer said.

James stared at everyone, their faces all coming up like a blur. Besides his grandma. Her face looked like a lemon, all scrunched up and disassembled. Life seems like a lemon, all juice enclosed in a yellowish section, just slowly draining until it’s all dry.

James looked faintly into the crowd behind bars. 

“To my Memaw! I hope god treats you like you always wanted. Don’t stare into the eyes of death like me. Don’t believe the heartless lies that loom above ceilings and fans. Don’t let split personalities consume your life. This ain’t fiction. This is reality. Now, once your miserable faces lose my mind, I shall face this wall, stare at the blank face of god, and tell him everything that he should know. Good luck! I hope you have the time of your life! Me and Me would like that!” James screamed manically.

He stepped to the wall, his hand jerking from his forehead like a soldier (although he never achieved that honour, and if it had been, he would’ve lost it in the eyes of the gods), and he steadily turned around. The only thing stopping him from death was the officer, himself and this wall. 

“Just Me and Me!” James lastly spoke into the abyss of voice.

“That’s brutal. Well, I guess the author is very good at writing a lot.” He said.

“Oh, and I got a C+ on my final one! Like how! I got 14 marks. I passed, luckily. Imagine I failed!” I screamed in pain.

“Imagine, bro.” He said.

I muttered ‘Bro’ under my breath, mimicking him.

“What about the other ones? The time travel ones.”

“Oh, forgot.”

I remember writing this at night, around 2 hours. It would’ve probably been quicker, but I put some more effort into this, which you would later see was a waste of time. Originally, the story was going to be similar, but the ending was going to be a cut to James in a mental asylum talking to Jess, who, of course, wasn’t real. 

Me & Me (Final Draft)

White everywhere. The sheet of the table was silky and smooth, as the picnic coloured tea towel (under the plate of hot food) ruined the circle-shaped table’s skull white colour. Noodles spouted out of both of their bowls as a broken light flickered in the small corner of the restaurant where an old couple ate. He glared at the various styles of the pretty woman who sat beside me. His classical, bar t-shirt looks up at her sweet, innocent white dress, with diamonds protruding on every side. A firmly folded napkin lay beside his bowl with utensils floating on top. 

Her eyes glared at him, telling him not to leave and telling him to stay in her world, to be at the centre of her heart. He was drawn into the never-ending void of love. The sickening sense of dread, every word placed must be considered a parallel to the buildup of a space shuttle launch.  

His stomach yearned to pick up the fork and swirl that greatness of noodles, as the hot sensation burned in his mouth. Finally, temptation threw over him; as much as love can overthrow a man, food can do the same. 

“This is such a nice evening!” Jess said excitedly as James spiked the food into his mouth, grabbing the napkin under the utensils and wiping a tiny portion of his mouth. 

Today, the music died as is told in songs of great tragedy. The heaviness pleases the covered pocket of James as he awaits his opportunity. The roof looked non-existent, and at night looked like it was becoming obsolete. 

As white paint faded into canvases, a conversation between the two lovebirds seemed to spark.

“So you said you moved from Ohio?” She asked.

“Why yes, although my memaw and pop-pop always used to live up in Texas. As children, we always drove 18 hours down the rusty paths until we arrived at a place where we were force-fed cookies. So yeah, after the time I turned eighteen, my pop died, and my memaw was going through a rough time. So four years ago, I came to Texas.” James exclaimed, toppling another mouthful of spaghetti into his mouth. 

“My condolences, that must’ve been a rough time-” Jess started, but was soon ended with James’s woeful comments.

“Oh, no, it’s fine, the old geezers are still breathing.” James laughed, Jess following the social convention.

“But I guess I should tell you about myself. Well, I loved pottery when I was young, and that moved me to become a florist, so it connects. I opened up my shop, if you want to come sometime.” She spoke with an expression that drew James into a spiral of confusion and ever-so-slight amusement. “Oh, chin up, Bickey.” She mockingly said.

A smile started to grow on his face, but as he stared down into his pocket, he thought it was time.

He only began to speak with the lady for a few days, but something in him thought that he would spend his whole life with her.

“Did I say something? Sorry, you look tired. Have we stayed up for too long?” She exasperated calmly.

“No, but I have something to say,” James said.

The room fell silent, and now, as James reached his hand into his pocket, Jess had a glimpse of what was going to happen. The black, hardwood chair scooted down to fit perfectly under the table. James stood proudly, looking and eyeing the room. 

Now, Jess was standing up with a look of surprise. 

James finally knelt, turning his gaze up to look at her with the purest intent. But something felt wrong. The small black box with a white draping peeling finely out of it opened up, revealing a shiny, gold diamond ring enclosed in a gust of white smoke.

Jess’s hands were placed in front of her, cuddled together.

“Jess Master Benard, ever since you entered my life, your brown but not too dark hair. Your beautiful skin. Your sweet voice. It magnifies me. It makes me who I am. It makes me... Me!” James said, although something about Jess looked like she was scared. Like her teeth were going to fall out randomly. “Jess, will you marry me?”

The whole restaurant was watching the scene as it unfolded. But soon, the folds were wrapped, and god ended its part.

“No!” She screamed. “No, you weirdo. I barely know you, and you want to act like this? I’m leaving.” 

But there was no escape for her because words whispered to her as a hand grasped her thick, long, brown hair tightly.

“Don’t you move. Don’t you breathe. Just go to sleep. You and me.” James said.

Shouting of terror and the stumbling of chairs were growing as the body of Jess lay on the ground. James stood triumphant in his task. His death was likely, and finally, at last, his last attempt at love came with sweet revenge. As hope fades and fates change, the time and location change as well. 

“Mister James Any Bennet from the state of Ohio-” The officer said.

“Texas-” James started.

“Shut up!” The officer screamed with horrifying temptation. After he had reached satisfaction, he restarted. “Mister James Any Bennet,” He said with more pressure. “From the state of Ohio. You are sentenced to death for the murder of Jess Benard, along with her parents, the night before.”

James looked around, a room of brown, yellowish wallpaper and dead, dried ground that remembered everyone who entered. A ceiling that spun swirls of liquid as its half-broken fan glinted in the fine light of the chandelier that seemed to make the room look dimly lit. The room of shameless wallpaper, broken fans and dim lights was embodied by a police officer and James, the surrounding bars imprisoned with his fellow cellmates, family members, and other government officials.

“Mister Bennet, you may now face the wall. Feel free to remember the faces of the ones you wronged. Feel free to face death like the sun going through heat.” The officer said.

James stared at everyone, their faces all coming up like a blur. Besides his grandma. Her face looked like a lemon, all scrunched up and disassembled. 

“To my Mewmaw, I hope God treats you like you want. Don’t stare into the eyes of death like me. Don’t believe the heartless lies that loom above ceilings and fans. Don’t let split personalities consume your life. This ain’t fiction. This is reality. Now, once your miserable faces lose my mind, I shall face this wall, stare at the blank face of god, and tell him everything that he should know. Good luck, I hope you have the time of your life, me and me would like that.” James said.

He stepped to the wall, with his hand jerking from his forehead like a soldier, and he steadily turned around.

“Just me and me!” James lastly spoke.

I believe I wrote this the same night I finished the first draft. That night I printed it out and the next morning gave it to my teacher. That later resulted in a convoluted reaction. So, let me explain. I wrote this the night my teacher mentioned the assignment. Originally, I thought that it was just a free roam of imagination, the students being able to write what they want. After giving my draft to my teacher, he told me we had to write based on a choice of three topics. My final assignment is what appears next.

The Time Machine (First Draft)

A man exits his small apartment in the dead east of Huton, a small town located in Eastern Texas, his mind fixated on one thing. A lady. The pinnacle fixation of a man. As his door closes, he puts on his fedora, lifts his coat off the hanger, slips it on himself, and totters down the hallway. 

The parking lot came into sight of the man walking down the left side until his red Captiva beeped. The small, underground field with walls of steel encumbered every person living in the small apartment building and more.

The car's light blighted the streets; his surroundings were obstructed by glass, but still visible.

Kids ride their scooters on the sidewalk, and a shadow from an unknown source sprouts above them. A cricket court was seen in the distance, kids circling it as parents watched from afar. The man recalled his time in Australia. Although he did not live in the original Hutton, located in New South Wales, he did get a sense of it from here. The dark eagerness that covered the town lurked through corners and shadows and followed footsteps.

“Five minutes to your destination, turn right at the next roundabout, " the GPS's lady voice said.

He turned left, two kids walking in front of his car recklessly, and a massive building came into sight.

The GPS glared as he pulled into the parking lot. The restaurant stood alone, blasting arcade lights flickering through the darkened windows.

A bright afternoon sun lit the misty gravel surrounding the small restaurant in a local spot in Texas. Walking toward the restaurant was the man, tall in height, skinny in weight, and whimsical in humour. His hand ruffled his orange hair as he started to approach the restaurant slowly, a sign flickering read ‘Villi Capri V’. 

As his foot picked up the pace, and the smell of sausages and burgers filled his nostrils, his attention switched from his nose to his eyes as he laid them upon a small rectangular object. It was coated in grey paint, and a red button sat lonely on the top. Laughter and cheery voices were blasting in his ears as his hand projected towards it, grasping its luscious surface. 

The shiny button stood out from the rusted grey colour of the rectangle. He looked deeply into the button, spiralling into oblivion as his hand grasped the button, caressing its surface until it slowly clicked down. While it is told in stories of old, buttons of unknown sources tend to do something spectacular when pressed, but as wishful as he may be, fate didn’t turn, and nothing happened. 

A leaf flushed his face, the wind picking it up.

His location looked the same, and as he lost his hope of some fantastical dream falling onto him, he pocketed the rectangle. 

The cold air of the restaurant's entrance engulfed James as the glass door closed behind him.

Over in the middle of the crowded restaurant, next to a table filled with kids and a table with four businessmen, sat a lusciously beautiful lady with blonde hair and skin akin to that of a beast. Her high heels stomped on the hardwood floor as James stumbled towards her, looks of disgust growing on parents as he accidentally bumped their children's chairs.

A smile of pure joy gasped at James from the lady, as he pulled the chair out, a horrible noise emanating from its legs. James jumped on top of the chair in comedic fashion, the lady's smile intensifying.

“You're James!” She laughed. 

A fire seemed to crumble inside James as he found out that his one love was right in front of him. Her turquoise eyes controlled his mind, contrasted with the room's black wallpaper. 

“Indubitably. And I’m assuming you’re Isabel? Or am I awkwardly sitting here with a girl who is also expecting a James?” James said.

“Yes, that’s me,” Isabell said.

“You wouldn’t mind if I just called you Bell, right?” James asked. “Or do you prefer that with the prefix ‘door’?” he added.

“Bell’s fine.” 

He glared at the various styles of clothing that the pretty woman beside him wore. A lovely brass handbag and a shirt that featured an image of Billie Joe Armstrong. His classical, bar t-shirt and standard blue jeans looked up upon her sweet white skirt, with diamonds protruding on every side.

“Wow, I didn’t know I was that important that you're taking me to prom so early,” James said.

“Is it too much?” She said,

“No... It’s perfect. I love it.”

A tall lady in a black uniform appeared to their side with a name tag that read ‘Jess’. 

“Would you like to order?” The waitress asked.

“Um, no. Sorry, may we get menus?” Bell said.  

In a heartbeat, James noticed her chef's knife rapidly start to slide off the table.

“Watch out!” he called out, but it was too late.

The knife fell, landing ever-so perfectly in her leg, impaling her. A scream of pain gushed out of her, a scene started to play out as Bell fell to the ground, unconscious.

James leant in to grasp her. Feel her. Save her from the pain and suffering. But as he got up, he felt his hand gush over the box and in a second, a leaf hit his face...

He was no longer in the same location, but outside. 

The smell of sausages and fries flared his nostrils as his flabbergasted self stood in front of the restaurant's entrance. The sun no longer hurt his eyes, and as he reached down into his pocket, the box was in his hand. 

James went into a small mental breakdown, spiralling into many epiphanies.

What the hell just happened? He thought. I mean, did I just die? Am I dead now? Is this some afterlife crap? How long has it been? Was I knocked out? Is she okay?

Questions weren’t being answered as he mindlessly stood there.

The air of the restaurant engulfed him, and as he turned to the middle of the room, there she stood. Perfectly normal. Exactly like before. James frantically rushed over to the table, the same parents got annoyed when he bumped their chairs.

“Are you okay?” Bell said to James, although her voice sounded like she didn’t have any recollection of him. 

“Oh, Bell. Are you feeling okay?” James asked in a rush.

“How do you know my name?” Bell asked.

“I’m James.” He said, pulling the chair out and sitting on it. The first thing he noticed was the knife on the table. He didn’t think of moving it, just thinking about what would happen. However, he tried to remember his conversation with her previously.

“Oh, your James...” She said, less excited.

He tried to think of a joke to push up the way she looked at him. He didn’t even know what was happening. Maybe she just had a head injury. But there was no time to think.

“So, you want to hear a joke?” James asked.

“Okay.” She said,

“Okay, so an old guy sits next to an older lady. They’re both bored, so the guy goes, ‘Hey, why don’t you stab me in the chest?’ and then she goes, ‘You crazy old man.’ And then he would go ‘What, I’m dying anyway!’ and then the doctor came in.” James said, but he only got a smirk from her.

Then Jess came by...

“Would you like to order?” The waitress asked.

“Um, no. Sorry, may we get menus?” Bell repeated. 

James carefully watched as the knife slowly fell on her leg, impaling her again. This time, he waited... And waited. The scene lets out, but he just sits there. The waitress went to the back, and Bell was screaming.

A leaf hits his face.

The only thing that stood between him was that glass door. He stumbled through the door as it opened around him. Inside was the same, arcade machines to the side as kids snotted all over them, and a bar in the corner where a tall lady in black stood. 

He rushed over to her. Realising it was Jess, he turned back and thought of something.

He went over to Bell, she being oblivious to his location, until he grabbed the knife from the table and started to walk towards the bar. 

“Hey, that’s mine. Give it back, sir.” Bell said, but James was unattentive.

The rectangle collapsed into his hand, ready to be pressed, and as the knife launched at Jess, a leaf hit his head.

He launched through the glass doors, his aim directly headed to the bar. His pace was intense as James reached Jess. 

“Hey, you!” James said. 

Jess turned to him, her face covered with ear piercings and other miscellaneous stuff. 

“Yes, what is it I can assist you with?” She asked.

“You see that blonde over there? The one with the white skirt?” James said, a nod of approval coming from Jess. “Don’t go to her table, and can we get two menus right now, while I’m standing here?”

She listened and presented two menus to James.

“Thanks, you saved a life.”

James left, leaving the woman gasping for answers as her confusion spiralled.

James clumsily tumbled his way to the middle of the restaurant, where Bell sat. He leaned over her and placed his hand out.

“James, and you must be Bell.” He said, Bell, grappling his hand and shaking it until it was released.

James sat down and handed her the menu, Bell flipping through it.

“Oh, thank you.” She said,

“Oh, be careful,” James said, moving the chief's knife more towards the middle of the table. 

She started laughing. 

“I saw you walking over there. Did you have something in your hands... or are you just walking on ice?” She laughed. “You're so funny.” 

“Oh, I love Blink-182.” He sarcastically said, pointing at her Green Day shirt. 

“Oh, yeah...” She fell awkwardly.

Something hit James. Metaphorically, but still bumped his noggin good enough for him to get it running. He knew the perfect way to win her. He knew that with his time-travel-like power, he could grasp the heart and quickly woo Bell.

Without thought, he grabbed the knife and threw it at her, pressing the red button. A leaf hit his face.

James sat down, immediately moved the knife to the middle and started the conversation. 

“Hi, I’m James, your Bell. By this time, I’ll make a stupid joke, nice shirt, hate it. Why did the chicken cross the road? Because it just wanted to. You know that chicken has a rough day...” James spat out, but Bell stood up and got a knife to the head, a red button pressed, as a leaf hit his head.

“Why did the chicken cross the road?” James asked.

“Why?” Bell said.

“To escape Farmer Maggot's grasp,” James said, a laugh coming from Bell, which hinted she got the very nerdy, pop culture-associated joke.

“So, what are you, some kind of comedian?” Bell asked.

“No, not much...” James lied.

“Oh...” Bell said, but was immediately hit with a knife as a leaf hit his head.

“So what are you, some kind of comedian?” Bell asked.

James stared at her deeply. As kids screamed and his thoughts became a checklist, he spoke.

“Why yes mademoiselle.” He said.

“Madam, what?” She lastly said that a leaf hit his head.

“Why yes,” James answered her question. “Why, I do love your Green Day shirt.” 

He remembered last time, making it apparent that what he said was wrong, as an amazing expression fell on her face.

“Oh, I love Green Day.” She said,

“Yeah, they're good. Fine, I guess. I don’t listen to them much.” 

“They're fine!” She said cockingly.

A leaf hits his head.

“Why, I do love your green day shirt.”

“Oh, I love Green Day.” She said,

“I know you, too,” James said.

“What’s your favourite song?” Bell asked.

James sat silent. He tried to remember, and his dad was listening to Punk Rock songs in the car, although he didn’t remember a single song.

“The Anthem...”

As a horrid face dropped down on her, a leaf hit his head.

“What’s your favourite song?” Bell asked.

“Has to be American idiot,” James said.

“Oh, love that one.” She said, as her voice turned into a jingle.

She sang the song and paused every second, like she was waiting for James to finish the line. The immensely annoying chewing of kids blasted in the background till the point that he didn’t realise that Bell had left, and a leaf hit his head.

James placed his earbuds in as he stood outside, trying to get the hang of the song. As he listened for six minutes, he repeated his routine, afraid that the waitress would arrive, but he quickly stopped her in her tracks.

James held his phone out under the table, the volume turned down. As he selected a song, he scrolled down to see the lyrics. 

“What’s your favourite song?” Bell asked, although with more enthusiasm than before.

“American idiot. I love it so much. You know, the one that goes ‘Don’t wanna be an American idiot.’ Dananana.” James said, hitting the table to the beat of the song.

He passed the test of rock and roll, as she laughed, and the singing came to an end.

“Of course, I know it. So what, you're one of those nerdy guys?” Bell said.
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