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Session 1: Englyns and Epistles

Three Linked Englyns on the Theme of Health

Virus

Must multiplication worm

Away; burrow, furrow, squirm.

Bodies die, become infirm.

Life

Life is slender, thread-like. Threats

Frame lives, define us. Our frets

Are great; live without regrets.

Birth

Out of the womb great wonder

Comes. Slick little babe, under

weight. One voice, vocal thunder.

Commentary On Englyns

The task of writing three englyns appealed to me because of the opportunity to pare back language, in what initially seemed to be a very simple format; but this was a format which gave rise to a rigorous selection of words, and belied my initial feelings about the form, as the development of nuances followed from the constant eradication of unnecessary words. The first line of my englyn entitled Virus was initially, for example :

Germ multiplication occurs

I removed the word “Germ”, which, although it was effective, did not have the imperative force of “Must.” The selection of this word then allowed for a more nuanced reading by adding the word “worm,” instead of “occurs.” This revision reduced the number of syllables to the required seven, but also had the dual benefit of creating an analogy between the word “worm” and the virus itself, as well as its method of contamination…. 

Must multiplication worm…

To my surprise, the strict formal attributes of an englyn, gave me much greater creative flexibility.  

Another example of this came with line endings and the use of enjambment. I began to realise that splitting the sense of a line is a much more powerful tool than I had previously thought. 

In the above example, for instance, I would normally have added the first word of the second line “away” to “worm.”  But due to the formal requirements of the englyn, I had to end the line with the word “worm.” This had the benefit of giving the theme of this englyn more urgency, with greater emphasis on the word “worm.”

Undoubtedly the biggest challenge of writing an englyn for me, and the most enticing aspect, was trying to get it to “make sense.” In the second of my englyns Life I found this was particularly hard to do. My initial opening line began :

Health is slender, thread-like. Threats…

There were a couple of things which dissatisfied me about this line, and which underlined the challenge I had sought and undertaken. Firstly, the englyn did not meet the criteria of having an internal rhyme. And secondly the word “health” was not specific enough to give the englyn any sense or meaning. However, when I replaced the word “Health” with “Life,” the meaning became more concrete, and created the required internal rhyme with the word “like.” 

In the englyn Birth I also discovered that writing in this tight syllabic form, single words have greater impact. For instance, I initially used the word “baby” in the second line. I shortened this to “babe” because of the syllabic requirement, and this colloquialism gave the line, and indeed the englyn, much greater immediacy and subjectivity.  

Such requirements forced me into looking for more apposite words to express the feelings I wished to convey. The impact of these formal restrictions was the realisation that they could equally be applied beyond this form, for example, in the short story, where concision is crucial.

More broadly, as far as this task was concerned, I found that having three linked englyns gave me the opportunity to explore different aspects of the same theme. This is a method I would consider adopting for writing short stories, or other forms of fiction, linking 3 or 4 stories together around the same theme. 

I have learnt that constructing an englyn produces concision of language, that revision of the text does not, in this form at least, need to be an onerous task. Concision of language engages, or has the capability of engaging, the reader with greater immediacy. Following this task I will now be more precise in my selection of vocabulary. 

The challenge of working out the puzzle of an englyn was an enjoyable and rewarding one; trying to create sense where single words seemed initially to make no sense. As a form in itself, the englyn has both flexibility and brevity; it nurtures creativity and concision. Beyond this, as a writer, the englyn has further impacted me,  by developing the habit of editing my work more thoroughly in all forms of writing.
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Session 5:  Collaboration and Community - Ekphrasis

Twisted.

In the courthouse,

Twisted and bent by labour,

You lean like a wind-whipped tree.

The lies they have told,

Like knotted cords, 

Tighten round your neck.

You raped her; you murdered and

Molested her. But it wasn’t true,

It was the white, scented lady

Who sexed her gardener;

The white, scented lady,

Who told them, so they say,

On her dying breath, it was you.

Shackled, you succumb to their will,

As they gloat over their verdict.

Dragged from the courthouse

Through the sweltering day, 

The dust of the gutter,

And pick-axed in the soil.

They will braise, broil and dismember you;

Burn you and char you,

Like the tree they will bind 

You to, in the field where you flame

To your death.

Unfulfilled, you will die.

You will not father, embrace

Or nurture a child; 

Your mother cannot grieve you;

Instead the soil will cinder

your ashes.

Session 5 – Collaboration and Community 

Commentary on Ekphrasis

Ekphrasis, according to Dominique Hecq, is the “dialectical struggle between the visual and the verbal.”
  For the reader/viewer, the image and the text compliment each other; yet, as differing media forms they also contradict each other. This conflict, as well as the visual content of the image, are the main reasons I chose this task. My textual interpretation of the image, juxtaposed against it, might allow the reader/viewer to form a new interpretation. The writing process, in effect, gains another layer of creativity beyond the scope of the image or text alone.
The photograph I chose for this task also gave me the opportunity to develop a narrative exterior to the image. I wanted to suggest a conclusion to the punishment, a final outcome for the victim. So the image came to represent the broader society which existed in this town, and in the USA at the time the photograph was taken.  This appealed to me because it enabled me to give the victim a voice; to highlight the unjust,  brutal nature of the society which allowed such a punishment to exist at all. 

A textual interpretation of the “frozen” image, can also lend it greater power. Whilst reading the text, the viewer will feel compelled to examine it in greater detail; therefore the task fulfilled one of my aims : to foreground this disturbing, yet compelling image. 
Executing this task proved difficult because of the balance that needed to be struck between describing the image, and imagining my response to it. Since the reader and viewer of the image and text could see both, and draw their own conclusions from both, I realised that describing the image in detail might prove to be detrimental to the impact of the poem.
My initial draft also presented another problem, this time with regard to the relationship of the photographer to the image. I originally wrote several lines concerning his role; whether he was in any way connected to the prison authority, or whether he was an independent recorder of the prisoner’s plight.

However, it became clear to me that such an exploration, valid as it may have initially seemed, would also disrupt the flow of the poem’s narrative. Consequently, though it was difficult to remove these lines, I decided I had to be ruthless to maintain the integrity of the piece. And in fact, this diversion may also have been self-indulgent. Such ruthless eradication of the text was a valuable lesson, which I believe will serve me well in future enterprises of this nature.
My observations about this image, led me to explore something beyond its confines. The boy was being punished in a prison setting, and was not going to be executed by a lynch mob. But I had created fiction from a factual fragment. This affirmed my belief that I could use media of any format to my advantage; I could create a narrative to illustrate an issue from a broader historical context.
I have come to realise that different forms, and in particular ekphrasis, can have a considerable influence on the way I work in future; writing about images can provide a stimulus for, and a tool which, will enable me have a more tangible interaction with the reader. 
This interaction can be illustrated by the use of an object which appears in the image - the pickaxe which secures the prisoner to the ground. The utilisation of this object in the text helped draw the reader/viewer’s attention towards the barbarity of the punishment being carried out. 
As a result, this task has, and will continue to broaden my horizons beyond my own imagination; to seek out other media forms for inspiration. In the future, I will also consider cultivating the idea of using complimentary and contradictory media to inform other forms of literature, especially the short story.
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Session 9 – A Golden Age,  Short Fiction

Piece 1

Escape

“Where’s your money darling?” 

His palms were rough. He had taken off one of his gloves and his fingers were at her throat; his skin against hers; his eyes...........Why had he done it, she wondered?  

The struggle had been brief - she hadn't resisted or let out a cry of pain, so why had he done it?

“I want your cash and jewellery; I want all your baubles and bangles. I’m going to take everything you own darling…..”

She didn’t answer. She stared at the two slits in his balaclava. 

‘Don’t look at me bitch,’ he slapped her hard with the back of his gloved hand.  She felt the welts from the ribbed leather on her cheek. Silently he moved his fingers until his hands cupped her breasts, and he rested the knife across one of her nipples.

“I will  take everything darling. You can make it easy for me, or you can make it hard.”

She hated being called ‘darling.’ Her ex-boyfriend used to call her that. He would use that same tone as well.  How she wished it was him. She had learned how to handle him. 

She felt the intruder’s hot breath as his lips came closer to hers, his saliva smearing her cheek as he spoke.  The blade of the knife seemed to freeze to the fabric of her blouse. Then she felt blood dripping between her breasts. Her breathing became sparser. She felt angry then – angry, helpless and in pain. She tried to control her breathing, to allow the anger  to subside, but her heart still beat fiercely. 

With every breath she remembered him; with every beat of her heart she remembered him. She remembered how they had first met; how shocked she was to hear from him. She had placed an advert in the paper with family details. She was desperate then. How long would it be before she knew where he was? They had been separated at birth, and in all those forty years she had never seen him. Now her mother was dead, and Angela wanted the truth.

Angela had been brought up by her mother. Her father, an American serviceman, had returned home with his unit, never to be heard from again. Then, when her mother was dying, she told Angela about Alex; how she couldn’t cope with them both; how she had sent him for adoption; how she had sobbed when she let him go.

Three months after Angela placed the advert, he phoned her. She had been preparing to forget about him. She had been preparing to leave the city; to leave her past behind her. She had become depressed. She even felt suicidal. But his phone call gave her new hope. 

They met in her favourite restaurant. They showed each other photographs. Angela told him about their mother, and what she knew about their father. His adoption had been bad, he told her. Angela’s upbringing had been good. He was nervous, so was she. But over time they grew closer to each other. They thought they shared the same physical features; the same family traits as their mother. They were both reserved, unmarried, unfulfilled in their careers. He was a year younger than her.
They met on the same day, in the same restaurant every week. They met after they finished work, he only lived on the other side of the city. She began to trust him; she knew he was family. She was happy again for the first time in years – so was he.

****

Three men were standing over a hole in the pavement.

'Is the water off again?' Angela asked one of the workmen.

'Afraid so love,' a bald, bespectacled foreman answered.  Another workman, leaning on a pneumatic drill, threw away a spent cigarette and lit another.

'It'll be hours yet.'
Alex had agreed to come back to Angela’s flat. There she would show him their mother’s diaries; letters, details of the family tree on her mother’s side. He was interested in genealogy too. He brought nothing but himself, and she was happy with that. That was all she wanted from her brother.
They climbed the stairs and the drilling started outside. She opened the door. She had left the living room window open, and the noise of the drill was shaking the ornaments on the sideboard.  Alex went in ahead of her, as she followed she saw a flash of light in the darkness.  It was a knife. The door sprang shut. Her hand sought the light switch but she couldn’t reach it. There 
was an exhalation of breath, and Alex crumpled to the floor dead. Then she felt the intruder’s fingers around her throat, the rough palm of his right hand digging into her flesh, the blood from the knife dripping between her breasts. With every breathe she remembered him; with every beat of her heart, she remembered him.
She could see, even in the gloom, that her flat had been ransacked.  Whatever he wanted from her she couldn’t give him. She should have let him know that she had nothing – no money, no jewellery, nothing.  She wanted to tell him, but she couldn’t speak.  Briefly she thought she had a chance to get away, now that his hands had released their grip on her throat.  She felt a surge of adrenalin.  She told her legs to move, but they didn't respond.  The chance came and went. She felt the rasp of his fingers again at her throat. Once more he told her not to look at him, so she lowered her gaze.  All she could see now was blood pooling around Alex’s body, and seeping between the floorboards. 

The intruder moved her from the hallway to the bedroom.  The drilling stopped; he closed the window and pulled the curtains. He closed out the world. She tried to understand what was happening to her. But everything, her senses, her pride, her dignity as a woman, seemed to implode. She closed 
her eyes and did all she could to black out everything that was happening to her. 
****
Her next memory seemed no different from her last.  Still there were hands at her throat; still she couldn’t comprehend what was happening to her.  How long had she been like this?  Why was everything so black?  Had she fainted because of what he had done to her?  She was confused and, now felt pain.  What had he done to her to cause this pain?  She couldn't bring herself to open her eyes, but she still fought against him.

'Listen darling,' the voice said, 'don't move.'  

She felt suddenly weak and feeble.  She didn't want to live.  What would he do to her now?  The voice came again, but seemed less harsh. 

'Don't move darling.’ 

Still she kept her eyes firmly closed.  But she was conscious of lights dancing above her eyelids, and movement too.  A tannoy sounded. 

'Please leave the area calmly.'  

And then another voice.  

'Bloody engineers, bloody water board.  You would have thought they could have told the difference.'

And another.

'I said I could smell gas.  Haven't I always said I could smell gas?'

'Move along please, move along.'

'Alright darling, her rescuer said, 'you’re doing great.'

The hands were no longer at her throat.  She opened her eyes. She was in a medical collar.  There was dust and concrete above her.  Right in front of her she saw the red and scaly skin on the severed wrist of the intruder. She looked away from it - where was her brother? And then she saw the intruder’s head. The balaclava no longer covered his face, and she recognised him; with a sinking of the heart, she recognised him.

'What...what?' she could barely speak.

'Steady darling,' the ambulance man said, stroking her matted hair between the crack in the concrete. 'We'll soon have you out.'

'How long?' she managed to say.

'Blimey, you've kept us busy for a good few hours, you’re front page news darling,' another man spoke.

'Thanks to Oscar here we found you safe.'

A wet, black nose brushed against her hair, but the handler pulled his rescue dog back realising the danger.  

'He's a bit keen is Oscar.  Alright my son, you'll see the lady when she's out.'

Slowly, carefully, they pulled her towards them.  She was inches from safety now; she felt raindrops mingle with dust falling on her face; falling through the gap between the mangled steel girders; she saw the dead eyes of the intruder; she saw the slab of concrete above her slip and creak. She was alone again. She wished the slab would fall; wished it would crush her, and the memories which now came back to her.

Session 9 – A Golden Age,  Short Fiction

Short Fiction – Piece 2
Wasteland
Even now, sixty years later, the cries came back to him; the screams came back to him. For the first time since he was a boy James had returned. The farmhouse had gone; only the bones of it remained. The fields where he had harvested strawberries as a boy, were overrun with weeds and thickets. The pear tree was still there though; where the nettles had been there were daffodils. The house where he lived was still there too, but it had become derelict; a phantom; a relic of a life long buried. Five doors away from where he lived was George’s house. That was why he had climbed the pear tree; crossed the railway track; gone out with the girl George fancied – everything James did he did to beat George. 
On the wasteland in front of the farm, he saw the pit where he and George helped build bonfires every Nov 5th; where his father had roasted potatoes and chestnuts; where he had last seen his mother before she died.

He went into the decaying farmyard through the old rusty gate. It was raining heavily, and he held up his hood, his fragile fingers clinging to the material. The rutted track, overrun with weeds and long grasses, was difficult to walk through. Slowly, he made his way into the farmyard. Disintegrated 
eaves from the old barn lay strewn across his path; there were sheets of corrugated iron as well, and his old bones took him over these obstacles with great difficulty. 
But he was determined, and he carried on walking. He looked up through the roof of the barn. Crows squawked on the crumbling stonework; wings flapped, and a pallid sun tried to break through the clouds. The far corner of the barn remained intact, and even after all these years, he could still see scorch marks beneath the beams. 
The last time he had been here was just after George’s birthday. They were coming back up Clay Lane; they had been fishing together, they were tired after a long, hot day in the sun, so they took the short cut through the farm. They were worried about getting caught by Mr Studley; they were worried about his vicious dog too. But they didn’t reach home. Half way up the hill they saw a bright glow above the farmhouse. When they got to the barn dusk was approaching; the sunlight was fading, the temperature falling quickly.
That was when they heard the dog howling; when they saw the flames curling around the barn, and the farmhouse, and the apple orchards.  The air began to fill with thick, choking smoke. The barn doors were open, allowing the wind to funnel the flames. In the corner of the barn they saw the dog 
tethered to a post, flames lit the hay bales and began to fill the building; the heat was increasing, death was getting closer. 

They entered the barn. George soaked his hands and face with water from a nearby barrel, then went to free the dog. There was a bucket hanging over the barrel, and the handle was already hot when James picked it up. He began filling the bucket. He could smell the burning timbers as they cracked and splintered; and outside the scent of exploding apples filled the air.  He ran through the smoke and hurled it at the flames. He could not put out the fire, but he might give George more time to rescue the dog.
James leant against the perimeter wall surrounding the barn, he was exhausted. The rain was heavier now, the wind stronger, his mood bleaker. He looked up. A single beam of sunlight penetrated the clouds momentarily and lit up the pear tree. He wished now that he had let George climb the tree first; he wished he had told him what a good friend he was. No-one he knew now knew about George. James hadn’t told his wife about him, he hadn’t 
even told her he was coming back; he hadn’t told anyone he was coming back; he never talked about that night.
He had travelled from one side of the country to the other to be here. He had arrived in the morning, and walked all day. Everything had changed; the people had changed, the fields had gone to seed, the old houses had become derelict.
No-one came to help them that night when they were alone with the fire; when the dog’s howling became desperate, when James found Mr Studley, the farmer, hanging from one of the beams. For a minute or more James stood beneath him, mesmerised; watching the body swing in the wind, the tongue protruding from the side of his mouth. Then he heard a falling roof beam behind him, forcing him to run from the barn; he was on fire, but he rolled in the grass to put out the flames. As he did so he saw the roof collapse; heard a cry, a scream, a howling dog. Mr Studley had set the fire, he had tethered the dog, he had destroyed everything he owned. 
James was standing now beneath the only intact beam left in the barn. The water was dripping from the beam, the clouds were gathering once more. If only, James thought, he had not stood beneath the body watching it that night; if only he had done something to help George.
James undid the stud on his raincoat pocket, and took out a length of rope. With great effort, he picked up a piece of corrugated iron which stretched half way up the barn wall. Several times he tried to climb it, but his old bones failed him. Then he found another sheet with nails attached. Placing this against the other sheet he managed to get a footing; to loop the rope over the beam; to  secure it. Through the derelict barn he looked out over the wasteland; the pear tree he and George had climbed, the pit where they had built their last bonfire; where James’s father roasted potatoes and chestnuts. He had come home; he had come back to the barn; he had come back to George.

Session 9 – A Golden Age,  Short Fiction

Short Fiction – Piece 3

A Dis-Contented Man
My grandfather had an accident. A pane of glass fell on his head when he was 60, and he became deaf. Grandmother died last year, then he was alone. But he still had his pride; still had his routine. Each morning at six he would get up, polish his shoes in the outhouse; on his workshop table, surrounded by dusty hack saws; jars of screws; chisels and hammers. 

It was in this outhouse that he built his model trains; fashioned articles of furniture, and other useful implements : bedside tables, chests of drawers, ladders. He always worked in his waistcoat, he always smoked his pipe. If he got annoyed; if he cut a piece of wood the wrong size, which he sometimes did, he would tap his pipe against the wall two or three times, then go and tend to the garden. When he came back I would often see him scribbling in his note book, folding down the corner of the page, and putting hit back in the drawer under his workbench.

If he had a project to finish though, he would stay in the outhouse for hours. My grandmother used to call him many times, but he never heard her. And when she came out for him he would tap his deaf aid, and obey her command when he heard it. When she had gone, he would smile to himself, and turn down the volume on his deaf aid again – content with his small victory, his small deception. 

When he was working on his own, without grandmother looking over his shoulder, that was when he was most happy. Many times I watched granddad draw the fire. Kneeling on the grate, spreading the centre pages of the daily express, he would waft them against the fireplace until the fire had taken. Then he would hold his hands up to warm them. They were calloused hands; with skin the texture of sandpaper. His fingers had many scars from hack saw blades, and misplaced chiselling. 

When he had finished setting the fire granddad always had difficulty getting up - he had one leg shorter than the other. When he was in his twenties he worked in South Africa. He was a mining engineer. And it was in the mines that he lost his foot, crushed between the coal face and the wheel of a wagon. He showed me the stump one day. I touched it, I felt the folded skin; the cut, the texture of it; it took him a while to recover after standing on it. 

Not far from the fireplace was Joey’s cage, and he would see to him next. I had given him Joey as a present, the “little fella” was now his budgerigar. He was treated like a king. Every day grandfather would close the windows and doors of his caravan, and let him out of his cage. He would clean the cage with meticulous care. Sometimes Joey would perch on the kitchen worktop as granddad cleaned the cage; he would stroke Joey on the forehead, sing old music hall songs to him, and Joey, in his own way, would sing back.

Joey was his only companion now. Grandmother had been gone a year, they had been married forty. I can still hear her razor-like voice, cutting across the caravan .

“What ever are you making all that noise about Ivor,” after he had inadvertently dropped a saucepan or two.

“Nothing my sweet,” came the cowed response.

My grandmother often put granddad in his place; sometimes she humiliated him in public; telling everybody how inadequate he was. Granddad was placid, but always happy, in spite of things.

His last budgerigar had died suddenly just before grandmother died. I found the budgie in his cage; limp in a bowl of seed. I didn’t tell granddad straight away – as what I had discovered would shock him. As I took the budgie out of his cage, there was a strong odour of bleach from his water dish. I knew what this meant. 

I didn’t want to upset either of my grandparents, so I emptied the cage, cleaned it, and  buried the budgie before I told granddad  he was dead. This did upset him though; he tapped his pipe out two or three times. But the next time I saw him he was happy again. He was putting weed killer on the garden, telling me how he was determined to “get rid of all these pests.” He winked at me. 

Granddad was very ill after this. He was in hospital for two or three weeks. I visited him every day; we became closer; he shared confidences with me; I shared confidences with him. Then, without expecting too, I let slip what I thought had happened to his budgie. As I was telling him this that day though his eyes were close; he may have been asleep, or he may not have heard me.

Shortly after grandmother died, I went back to check on him. This was when I gave him Joey. He was in the outhouse, stripping paint from an old chair I had given him to restore. He was happy.  He loved the smell of turps and wood dust; he loved feeling the wood yield beneath the sandpaper; the natural grain emerge from the old varnish and dirt. He had a look of utter contentment on his face. He was doing what he liked to do best. It was only when he stopped to gather his breath that I saw the pain in his face; they had been married so long; he had endured so much.

On top of the bin was the old bird cage - he was going to throw it out. While he wasn’t looking, I put Joey in the cage for him. Immediately his pain fell away. He was thrilled when he heard him chirping; saw him bouncing up and down on his perch. He laid aside his work. He took the bird in the cage to show his neighbours; he took it to his Friday club to show them; he began doting on his new companion. 

Some time later I realised he had heard what I had told him in the hospital. I was sure he was asleep, but he had heard me.. I knew at the time it would upset him; but I didn’t know what he would do. Now, cleaning out his outhouse; removing his tools, his chisels, his whole way of life, I begin to wonder how much I really knew my grandfather.

Through the dust; the bottles of weed killer; the old battered wartime signs, I see his notebook. He had left it out. Inside are notes about family loss, his true feelings about my grandmother, his birth certificate. All this reminds me that I was the last family he had. I was an only child, like he was. I had endured my own pain when my parents died; now I was the only one who had seen his pain; who had seen the way she treated him, who had seen how he bore it.

I will always remember that look of contentment on his face; I will always regret telling him what grandmother had done. Because what she he done to his budgie, he had done to her. 

Session 9 – A Golden Age,  Short Fiction

Commentary on Short Fiction
“Short fiction, seems more targeted - hand grenades of ideas if you will. When they work, they hit, they explode, and you never forget them.”
Paolo Bacigalupi – American Science Fiction writer.
https://www.goodreads.com/quotes/353173-short-fiction-seems-more-targeted---hand-grenades-of-ideas (Qtd in Good Reads)

In this task I wanted to attempt to “explode…hand grenades of ideas;” to undertake an intense exploration of a particular character, or a particular event, and writing in the short fiction format seems to allow this. 
I also wanted to try to write a story without dialogue; an undertaking which would enable me to focus my attention on a particular character. I could, for instance, have written dialogue between the friends James and George in my story “Wasteland.” But in doing so it would have slowed the pace of the story; it would also have taken the intensity out of it; it would have diluted James’s emotions, his intense guilt. 
Writing without dialogue in this story, whilst it has proved beneficial to me, has also reminded me that, in longer forms of fiction this will have more limited effects. In future projects of both short and longer fiction, this exercise will have served me well; it has given me confidence that such a technique, judiciously used, can be successful.

I have gained further confidence from this format because it is self-contained - enabling me to gain greater control over the structure of the story.  With this knowledge, I will also be able to develop my longer fiction; breaking  projects of this nature into smaller self-contained units; this will be helpful in planning and structuring such projects. 
Short fiction is also a flexible format. It can, I believe, be adapted to many genres, such as slice of life, where a turning point in the story isn’t absolutely necessary; to precisely plotted and structured crime stories. Gaining this insight will liberate me to explore such genres in the future.

The importance of endings was underlined during the course of this task. Closed endings, it became clear, are not always necessary; in fact they are positively disadvantageous. An open ending, with things left unsaid, allows the reader to think about the story after they have just finished reading it; to form their own conclusions; to give the story, in effect, an afterlife. 
In my story “Wasteland” for example, I left my ending open; James had looped the rope over the beam in readiness, perhaps, to kill himself. But a number of other possibilities could have occurred. He could have been stopped by a passer-by; or he might even have changed his mind. 

Having been guilty in the past of “closed endings,” writing in this format in particular, has ensured that I will give endings a great deal more thought in the future. 
The potential intensity of short fiction was also something that appealed to me about this task. Its ability to convey emotion through repetitive short phrases separated by semi-colons, or in short sentences. In my story “Escape” for example, I used this technique to express Angela’s emotions :
…she saw the dead eyes of the intruder; she saw the slab of concrete above her slip and creak. She was alone again. She wished the slab would fall…
This technique can be very effective in short fiction, I don’t think this style of writing could be sustained in longer forms of fiction though. In future enterprises therefore, I would look to develop a method of incorporating this style into longer forms of fiction, without compromising its potential emotional impact.
As I progressed with this assignment, I learned that in order to refine this technique it was necessary to eradicate conjunctions such as “and” and “but“, both of which, I had been guilty of over-using. These revisions, I realised, 
were crucial to increasing the pace of the story where I wished to convey a sense of danger, or strong emotion.
I hope to use all of the techniques I have learned in this module - writing in short phrases; eradication of unnecessary conjunctions; the importance of open endings in short fiction - to further my writing in both the short and long fiction forms. I want to “explode hand grenades of ideas,” to attempt to improve my short story writing.
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