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Excerpt:

Making Life in Colour

A semi-finalist for the Lester Prize in 2020, Carolyn White is a versatile, vivid artist located in 
Perth, Western Australia. Her creations celebrate the joy of vibrant surroundings.

Her commissions include painting, murals, sculpture and sketching, as well as other diverse 
mediums. Clients have included Graylands Hospital, UWA, Primary Schools, restaurants and 
musicians.

Procedural Writing for Harbourside Family Counseling Centre
Excerpt from Manual (15,000 words, in progress):

Eligible children diagnosed with Autism Spectrum Disorder, are able to access funds
through the Ministry of Children and Family Development (MCFD) and their Autism
Funding Unit (AFU). Each child is usually granted [redacted] for use in their birthday year
towards support services or materials, including family counseling.

Parents or guardians are responsible for deciding how to allocate this amount between
support options, and there is no limit on the amount of allocations, just the total funding
for the year. The year runs from the beginning of the month after a child’s birthday, to
the end of their next birthday month.

When a new child supported by AFU funding completes an intake at the clinic, their
parent, guardian or social worker will need to complete a Request to Pay (RTP) form.

http://carolynwhiteartist.com


Mailchimp Campaign for  
Michele Kambolis, MA, RCC, Ph.D (cand)  

Example below: Creation of Campaign in keeping with aesthetic conventions; editing and 
formatting content, sourcing rights-free images

In general: Editing & formatting content, releasing campaigns, management of Mailchimp lists 
and contacts



Cameo & Beyond, Refinement of English Translation from the Italian

Original Draft
Bianca’s Edits in Bold

1. PAGINA: HOME

UNA REALTÀ MODERNA, DOVE LA MAESTRIA ARTIGIANA DI FAMIGLIA RAPPRESENTA LA
VERA RICCHEZZA DELL’AZIENDA.

OUR FAMILY’S MASTER CRAFTSMANSHIP IS OUR COMPANY’S GREATEST ASSET

A modern reality; the masterful craftsmanship of an artisanal family.

Alternatives:

- A modern reality; the masterful craftsmanship of an artisanal family with the unique 
strength of its history.

- A modern reality; masterful craftsmanship representing the unique richness of an 
artisanal family.

La storia di CAMEO & BEYOND è un percorso di intuizioni e successi, che coniuga passato,
presente e futuro di una famiglia originaria di Torre del Greco, da sempre patria di cammei.

The CAMEO & BEYOND journey mirrors the inspirational success of a family from Torre del
Greco, city of origin of the cameo.

The story of Cameo & Beyond is of intuition and vision. Its past, present and future are
borne by one family from Torrei del Greco, the renowned origin city of the cammei, or
cameo.

OGGETTI UNICI, NATI DAL CONNUBIO PERFETTO FRA TRADIZIONE E MODERNITÀ,
SIMBOLO DELL’ECCELLENZA ARTIGIANA ITALIANA.

CAMEOS: OBJETS D’ART EMBODYING ITALIAN ARTISANAL EXCELLENCE, THE
INTERSECTION OF TRADITION AND MODERNITY.

Cameo: Objects d’art, uniquely symbolic of Italian artisanal excellence, a delicate
combination of tradition and modernity.

Eleganti, preziosi e sofisticati, i cammei raccontano qualcosa di chi li indossa, intrecciando
sapientemente il sapore dell’antico a un’epoca più contemporanea, per un gioiello senza
tempo.

Cameos fuse modernity with the tastefulness of a bygone era, bringing timeless 
elegance and sophistication to their wearer.
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BOOM – Theatre
Review

 “Different.” 

An older gentleman’s pronouncement, in that quiet
moment between applause and exit.

i

In theatre, we have the magic of a dream; a world creating and
dissipating in front of our eyes. 
boom, by Peter Sinn Nachtrieb, explodes with vigorous wackiness.
This is the dream where your boyfriend tells you he’s into the other
gender, your teeth fall out, and you swallow a neon sign and turn into
a glowing starfish, all in one. When the last, perspired brow of the
performers dips down and out, the confetti settles. You are left with
abstract memory.

The experience of watching boom, and the way in which I now reflect
upon it, are disparate. On the one hand, my companion and I were
cramped with left-field laughter. Nachtrieb’s dialogue and unexpected
plot devices, particularly in the first half, boggle with invention. I
found myself thinking, What a gift! The gift of the unexpected! On the
other hand, upon reflection: ‘That was entertaining but not… prolific.’
Is this a bad thing? By no means.

Image credit- LidiaCrisefulli

The American playwright could win a Guinness World Record for
longest biographical presentation; in his own words, it’s ‘lengthier than
you wish it to be’. You wonder if he is referring to the two full pages in
a font size for 20/20, or his impressive height, 6’’6, which is reiterated
twice. Perhaps it is this height which lends itself to a bird’s-eye for
form and human idiosyncrasy. In boom, it is unique and well defined.

The play first premiered at Ars Nova, one of the coolest off-Broadway
spaces in New York City for fostering talent. It then became the most
produced play in the US between 2009 and 2010. And no wonder.



Nachtrieb has inherent inventiveness and contemporary appeal. He
integrates realism and absurdism to regurgitate outrageous laughter,
just when you think you’ve settled enough to sip your merlot.
Curveballs? Many. Zany and impressive.

It is also so clearly his work; no doubt about it. When Jules, his
biologist who has predicted the end of the world, is having an unload
sesh with his fish, you get the sense that this is the playwright talking
to himself. Which is cool. And hilarious. And just sorta makes sense.

Image credit- LidiaCrisefulli

SoSo…what is this play actually about?what is this play actually about?

Boom, as in ‘ka-boom’, ‘finito’, ‘achoo’, ‘gesundheit’, is about the end of
the world. An American biologist, Jules, and a British journalist, Jo,
meet for a night of… firsts. What she doesn’t expect is for the door to
be locked. What she really doesn’t expect is that this guy does not want
to hurt her. What she really, really doesn’t expect is that, the world is
about to end, and he wants to fertilize her to save the human race. And
all the evidence is right there in his fishbowl. Distressed, Jo? Don’t
worry. Jules has ‘a large crate of books on grief and loss.’ Barbara, our
host for the evening, wields a strange power over the unfolding
circumstances. She furnishes our experience with an array of
instruments (percussion), levers (drama) and commentary.

Upon entering Theatre503, you are greeted with triumphant, Disney-
World-like music. You settle into your chair, beverage in hand, and
observe the pod-like set. Designer Nicola Blackwell brings us to a very

utilitarian living area, with beanbags, a very important fishbowl and a
large, hull-like door. It could be a loft in a warehouse in Brooklyn.
Actually, we’re in an underground bunker.

The familiar hush of a polite audience falls. A middle-aged woman
dressed in a green suit descends the stairs. Her name is Barbara
(played by Mandi Symonds). Barbara is committed to her job. Barbara
is living, breathing, uniformed Gusto.

Throughout the evening, Symonds uses the rich melange of language
in her monologues with command and clarity. Her passion brims as a
sort of tightness in the chest, triumphantly flinging uniformed limbs to
thwart the coldness of authority. Today is her last day in this job, and
she is determined to tell this story. We are not spoon-fed exposition.
We observe just the right amount of information to work out that…
this is a museum. Barbara is our expert host, and we are watching the
inception of our race.

Jules ‘was a water birth…unintentionally.’ Now all grown up, he has
stumbled upon an impending event, catastrophic for the world as they
know it. His analytic version of social interaction just really wants to
connect with Jo, played by Nicole Sawyerr. It is his privilege, nay, his
duty, to preserve the human race. His insurmountable obstacle to
actually enjoying sexual intercourse with her (Jules is gay and Jo is
irritable), is no buffer to his enthusiasm. He will never give up.



Image credit- LidiaCrisefulli

Will Merrick as biologist Jules, down to his pink flamingo socks, is the
most at home in the American vernacular. ‘My sweet, funky, accurate
data’ rolls off the tongue with relish; his predictions were correct! The
world as they know it is gone. Now comes the fall. Merrick’s way of
stepping into Jules’ shoes is seamless; you almost believe he goes home
after the show this way. The uninhibited, boyish smile he broke out
into at the curtain call, suggests this is impressively not the case. He is
specific and dynamic and the audience, laughing, falls in love with him.

It is hard to deny the charm and comedy of this piece. Nachtrieb has
provided a surprising and entertaining work, performed with panache
by these three players. The real stars of the story, however, are Jules’
fish.

Just why is the fishbowl so important? I’ll leave that for you to findJust why is the fishbowl so important? I’ll leave that for you to find
outout…

Written by Bianca
Kenna(http://www.instagram.com/bianca.kenna)

Boom by Peter Sinn Nachtrieb,

plays at Theatre503 from 2nd – 26th August.

Directed by Katherine Nesbitt, featuring Will Merrick,
Nicole Sawyer and Mandi Symonds. www.theatre503.com

(c) Bianca Kenna
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Margot Go 

Episode #103 - Friends Forever 

Bianca Kenna & Katie Cowger 



                                                             

Created using Celtx                                          

                           TEASER                                                       ______

                                                     FADE IN: 

INT. MARGOT'S BEDROOM, 2004 - DAY

Chipped polish fingers turn the volume on a karaoke machine 
UP, settling on an even number.

Jump to MARGOT, at the age of 9, mouth wider than Dory 
speaking whale, belting:

MARGOT
                               IF IT'S OVER LET IT GO AN COME 
                                     TOMORROW IT WILL SEE SO YESTERDAY SO 
         YESTERDAY

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. SCHOOLYARD - DAY

Margot, mouth just as wide, under a big tree, unbroken in 
song:

MARGOT
                                     I'M JUST A BIRD THAT'S ALREADY FLOWN 
                AWAY! LAUGH IT--

Glittery sparkles rain into Margot's gullet and she chokes, 
spluttering and glares upward.

TEGAN, here a young eight, dangles upside down by her knees 
on a tree branch, sprinkling fairy dust on Margot. She wears 
bright red modesty shorts under her school uniform and has a 
big red cut with dried blood on her knee.

MARGOT
TEGAN!

TEGAN
I'm blessing your song, Margot!

MARGOT
It doesn't need to be blessed, it's 
gone platinum!

TEGAN
(as she scatters more sparkles)

Gold! Gold! Gold!
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MARGOT
(under her breath)

Amateur.
(aloud)

Why are you wearing those shorts?

TEGAN
My Mom said I'm not old enough to make 
certain life choices yet.

Margot grabs her cling-filmed sandwich and plonks under the 
tree, making sure to avoid the Tegan trajectory. She unwraps 
it with a grimace and takes a ginger bite.

Tegan slams to the ground, falling briefly on her butt, then 
kerplunks next to Margot with a wide grin.

TEGAN
Whatcha got?

MARGOT
(mouth full)

Banana-butter.

TEGAN
What?

MARGOT
Banana-butter.

TEGAN
Banana BUTT.

MARGOT
It's        butter. Didn't you get the      peanut                            
memo about butt jokes?

TEGAN
Didn't you get the memo "be nice"?

MARGOT
Nope.

TEGAN
Why do you eat your lunch at recess?

Margot looks at her.

                                                CUT TO BLACK. 

                                               END OF TEASER. 



Overman 

Episode #101 - "A Woman at Bronze Bridge" 

By Tevin Joslen and Bianca Kenna 

biancakenna@gmail.com 
joslen.t@gmail.com 
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A note on place:

Axiom City is much like a turn-of-the-century American 
metropolis. Here we have wacky and unexpected technological 
advancement, albeit with creaking wheels and mustachioed 
announcement. A place we would find conservative, stern. 
Cheekiness is not a haircut for another fifteen years.

The origins of the city are found in its economic and racial 
expectations. From the super-powered Blessed, all the way 
down to the dark-skinned Eternals, native to this land.
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                           TEASER                                                       ______

BLACK.

V.O. A young boy's labored breath.

                                                     FADE IN: 

EXT. SINCLAIR FARM, CORNFIELD - FLASHBACK

From YOUNG KIRBY's (9) shaky POV we peer through the edge of 
the corn to the farmhouse in the middle of a dirt clearing. 
    . All he has to do is reach it.Home                               

His dirt-covered brow furrows to scan the area and the sky 
above. Crouched in runner's position, he steadies his 
breathing before:

Sprinting into the open. He is halfway there. Two thirds of 
the way there. Only a quarter left when...

VILLAIN BOY (12), rounds the corner of the farmhouse. Kirby's 
heels skid to freeze in place. He is spotted. Running back 
towards the corn, we can see Villain Boy charge after him, 
faster than any child should be capable. Kirby closes his 
eyes, bracing for the tackle.

BAM! In true Superman form, HERO BOY (12), flies in to tackle 
Villain Boy to the ground, pinning him down. Kirby watches 
their struggle.

HERO BOY
Go! Run!

With renewed vigor, Kirby races back towards the farmhouse.

VILLAIN BOY
No ya don't.

He is nearly at the porch when arms scoop and lift him into 
the air and over the house. Higher and higher into the sky he 
is lifted until they are too high for comfort.

Hero Boy's hand grips onto Kirby's ankle, slipping him out of 
Villain Boy's clutches. Kirby falls into his arms.

HERO BOY
Don't worry, Civilian. You're safe 
now.

Kirby looks down in fear of the height, but starts when he 
sees something else.
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YOUNG KIRBY
No, wait--

Villain Boy swoops into them, attempting to steal him back. 
The three of them, a clump of limbs, spin in chaos until the 
momentum flings Kirby away, down towards the very far ground.

The boys race down to claim him, slowed by their attempts to 
keep the other behind. They grow farther and farther away, 
too competitive to prioritize Kirby's safety.

But instead of calling for help, Kirby closes his eyes and 
relaxes his arms, giving into his fate, whatever that may be.

OVERMAN (O.S.)
Giving up that easy now, are we?

Kirby opens his eyes, now cradled in OVERMAN's arms as they 
float slowly down to land atop the roof of the farmhouse.

LATER.

It's evening now as Overman and Kirby sit side by side on the 
roof, watching the other two boys fly over the cornfields.

YOUNG KIRBY
You think you'll stay here sometimes?

OVERMAN
I never stay anywhere for very long. 
But homes such as yours, out of the 
way, I find them very helpful to me.

(beat)
You must be pretty strong to be 
playing with those Blessed boys.

YOUNG KIRBY
Not strong enough.

OVERMAN
Why's that?

YOUNG KIRBY
(whispers)

If I don't have powers by my tenth 
birthday they won't be friends with me 
anymore.

(beat)
Is it true you can give people 
Blessings? And take them away too?

OVERMAN
Yes. Would you like me to take those
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boys' Blessings and give them to you?

YOUNG KIRBY
That wouldn't be fair.

OVERMAN
Are you sure?

YOUNG KIRBY
What kind of hero are you anyway?

Overman chuckles.

OVERMAN
The funny kind.

YOUNG KIRBY
I guessed it. I knew you were joking.

Tears well up, but he won't let them fall.

OVERMAN
You would have to do something pretty 
despicable to make me take your 
Blessings away.

YOUNG KIRBY
The gods didn't Bless me to begin 
with. You wouldn't have had to save 
me.

OVERMAN
Are you telling me there's nothing 
special about you?

YOUNG KIRBY
I can hear my mom sometimes. I can 
hear her heart beat.

Beat.

OVERMAN
I can't Bless you... But perhaps I 
could let you borrow something for 
awhile.

Kirby looks to him.

His eyes beginning to glow white, Overman reaches over to 
grip the nape of the boy's neck, whose eyes begin to glow as 
well. The white fills the screen and we...

                                               FADE TO WHITE. 
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                                                     CHOP IN: 

EXT. BRONZE BRIDGE - DAYBREAK

Bronze Bridge is a gigantic structure, fashioned between two 
cliffs bordering ocean and bay. An Atlas-like statue of 
copper strains to hold the bridge upon its back, its arms 
extending as if to keep the cliffs from colliding.

Balancing on the bronze parapets, a WOMAN in poor state and 
even poorer dress, looks out across the bay to her city.

      Axiom.

A city of colors built from turn-of-the-century brick and 
glass and metal. Smokestacks grow out of columns and arches. 
The ambition of these towers were made possible by none other 
than superhuman hands. The Blessed can be seen flying about 
the city, over the heads of civilians tethered to the streets 
on foot and in auto-cars.

She sees all of this. From the wild woods of Tammany Park, 
whose Disney-landscaped edge has broken free to roam the city 
slums of Dead Centre. To the Mountain Imperium with a 
stairway vein chiseled out of exposed gold that leads above 
the clouds to the Pantheon, the government's seat of 
congregation.

The woman's tears are silent. Her toes quiver through the 
holes in her shoes, just a few steps from a three-hundred 
foot fall into the bay. An engraving on the head of the 
statue reads:                       .              Overman will catch you 

She stands straighter, looking not to the city, but at 
something closer. Her feet work towards the copper edge.

SLOW-MOTION: She reaches out to Overman, now floating in 
front of her, snow falling only around him. Dipping her toe 
over the edge, she drops. Smiling as she waits for Overman.

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. STREET - EARLIER

Maxim, or KIRBY (30s), as we will come to know him, one of 
the city's Blessed, flies down to a street corner. He holds 
onto a CIVILIAN, who is wrestling and wriggling. He lets him 
take a short tumble to the ground.

CIVILIAN
Where is Overman?!
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KIRBY
You're safe now.

He rises into the sky to observe the city. In the distance 
Bronze Bridge comes into view. A figure is posed on the 
statue. So soon? Kirby speeds towards it as she drops.

Hurtling in a diagonal spiral, she grows closer and closer 
and he seizes her from just above the water's surface. She 
does not scream or recoil. It's a dull jolt as he grabs her 
ankle and hoists her right-side-up.

She looks up to see, not Overman, but Maxim. We watch the 
faith drain from her face as he flies them higher over the 
bay towards the city. The woman begins to struggle, but Maxim 
holds on tight, expecting this attempt to escape. Until her 
hand rises to meet the naked nape of his neck.

The world begins to spin for Maxim. He's tired. Blink. Blink.

Maxim is flying, out of his reverie. All is the wind except a 
heartbeat. Something is wrong.

The woman is gone.

Her form plummets deadly toward the water. He follows as 
quickly as he can. The beginning chords of the following 
scene's MUSICAL NUMBER begin.

It isn't enough.

                                               END OF TEASER. 


