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DR CHAIM, REFUSAL OF THE CALL
‘Dr Chaim! Dr Chaim!’ a breathless voice called out from amongst the smattering of people behind a short, limping figure. 
The voice was accompanied by the frantic taps and slaps of running feet that echoed softly off the worn cobblestones beneath them and the jigsaw of patchwork buildings around. It was a relatively quiet street, an interlude between bigger and busier, where the cats seldom hissed, the dogs refrained from barking, and the birds appeared absent during the day. The fronts and faces of the properties peered into the street like crooked teeth, resembling the people whose shoes clacked along its curves and divots and the children who tripped on uneven stone enamel from their quiet games. Refinement and finery were evident in its architecture and fading decoration – yet repaired with whatever could best be found. It was like the eclectic assortment of parts discarded over time, often found in bottom drawers, had been used to patch cracks and holes in Fabergé eggs. Many buildings framing the street wouldn’t find themselves out of place on a cockeyed shelf of oddities in some tucked away curiosities shop, of which the limping man would undoubtedly make a fine proprietor.
The man, Cailean, turned after a beat; he was still so unused to being referred to as Chaim, let alone as a doctor. Besides, Dr Chaim had always been that weathered and wrinkled old face lined with conceit and curiosity in equal measure. Never towards him, though; Cailean hadn't sparked the old man's intrigue in over a decade, simply a convenient test subject for the latest tinctures and remedies. The needle scars on his neck and arm were proof enough of that. 
Placing a tentative smile on his face, Cailean glanced around for the voice, his hand coming up to pat his hair, checking that the left side of his face remained covered as much as it could. It didn't quite reach his chin or obscure that side of his face fully, but then, no one here knew what the vein-like purple scars meant. There would be unavoidable questions if people saw the extent of them though. After ensuring his hair fell mostly flat, his hand moved down to worry at the vials sitting around his waist, checking them with his thumb and forefinger – a noted habit of his. 
‘Dr Chaim!’ a young girl exclaimed, panting slightly as she finally reached him. 
She was a small thing, with freckles scattered across her face like they had been absently flicked from a paintbrush. Her hair was in loose, wild curls, and her eyes were a bright, inquisitive blue.
Cailean did his best to smile down at her, though he did not have to look down as much as he might have liked. The original Dr. Chaim hadn't been bothered enough to keep Cailean on the right side of childhood malnutrition - the medicines that had served to save Cailean’s life on several occasions had been cited as too expensive to then also feed him beyond what was just barely necessary for survival. It had all culminated in leaving him, regrettably, short. Short but alive.
‘Hello,’ Cailean greeted the girl softly, ‘How can I help?’
The girl bounced on her toes slightly; her running seemingly had done little to diminish her energy.
‘You're Dr. Chaim? For real? Nanna Etta said it wos you now but ya look nothin' like your Pa! She said no one even knew Dr. Chaim – the other Dr. Chaim, that is – had a kid. 'Course, it makes sense with how sickly ya seem. Can't be good for doctorin' if ya kid seems as bad off as you. Not that you're like, ugly or noffin'! Your eye is real pretty! Purple's my fav'rite. Hey, what happened to your arm? Did it fall off? Nanna Etta says Granpops arm used ta fall off a lot 'cos-’
Cailean blinked a few times, leaning back from the girl's enthusiasm. Even after a few months of interacting with people, it could still be overwhelming. No one had known Cailean had existed before the old man's death because he'd kept Cailean hidden. Cailean wasn't the old man’s son either. 
Taking a breath, Cailean kept his posture relaxed as he cut in, quieting the girl's stream of words.
‘Sorry, how can I help?’
Pausing, the girl peered up at him, her happy demeanour flickering before mellowing as she moved to stand still and flat on her feet. 
‘It's Nanna Etta; she said her lungs were hurtin' again, and her feet were swellin', and I wos to get Dr Chaim right away.’
‘I see,’ Cailean said neutrally. 
Old Lady Etta was one of his and the old man's regulars and one of the few who now preferred Cailean. He could always make time to check on her.
Cailean continued, ‘Well then, you had best take me to her... right away.’
Slowly, the girl's grin re-emerged, and she grabbed Cailean's hand from where it still rubbed at his vials, tugging him forward, heedless of Cailean's stumbling.
 ‘Let's go! Let's go!’ the girl laughed, reclaiming her restless movement and chattering. 
Cailean was glad she needed an ear without input. The pace she was setting was faster than he usually managed—it wasn't just an arm he had lost to sickness, but a leg, too. That, though, he had replaced. The new leg had cost the old man a few more clocks and other such junk parts than he had been happy to part with initially, but they had both loathed Cailean as he was without it – practically immobile and almost entirely useless. 
Small tinkling chimes battled to be heard over the clattering of footfalls as Cailean’s fast-paced stumbling knocked the thin, short rods dangling from his visible ear into each other, the metal humming softly with each ting. He could hear faint clacking sounds from the girl leading him as well, her pockets – she must have collected some pebbles and stones that caught her eye when looking for him. Perhaps she’d appreciate some of the old gemstones the old man discarded from past experiments – more than Cailean did, at least. 
Haphazardly, the girl dragged Cailean through the stone-paved streets. He barely had a chance to appreciate the buildings they passed before they were lost from view:  the bakery with its stylised lettering and varying enticing smells of bread and pastries, the bookshop with its welcoming open door and windows obscured by thick and wild ivy, and the stumbling residentials with their crisscrossing planks between them and their inhabitants puttering about. At certain intervals, Cailean and the girl would dodge to the side to avoid the relentless clattering of mechanical carriages with drivers raising eyebrows to the brims of their hats or duck to avoid hurried mail birds with their whirring gears stressed for speed as they fluttered urgently with less care than they ought. Some whom they passed cast a questioning gaze or two, but most were busy with their own matters, well used to the occasional apparent emergency that had nothing much to do with them. A few passing officers peered after them with interest, though Cailean did his best to avoid their gaze head-on in turn. The bobbies on the beat had a distinct opinion of Cailean, which they had already reminded him of enough times this week. 
As the passing properties grew less maintained, overgrown plant life poured out of more and more cracks and crevices in the walling and windowpanes, and the inner workings of houses and homes became more visible from the outside with their pipes, steam, and cogs toiling away, Cailean knew they were approaching Old Lady Etta's abode. Etta’s home was short and decidedly squat, made like a patchwork quilt with how many types of building materials were holding it up, with a porch facing the sprawled chairs of the café opposite to ensure patrons could hear her when she voiced her judgements of them. A shadowed alley ran along one side of Etta’s house, often used as a cut-through by locals who knew the appropriate amount of wary to be. The other side of the house was the only other house on the street with a porch, something quite surprising given the number of times Etta had tried to set it alight with embers from her pipe, owned as it was by her ex-son-in-law. 
‘Nanna Etta! I got Dr Chaim like you wanted!’ the girl grinned – voice booming as she dropped Cailean's hand and ran to the uneven wood steps leading up to the house.
Old Lady Etta was in her rocking chair on the porch and looked up at the girl's call with a small smile. Etta was just as old as the old man, if not older; her wrinkles dug deeper into her face than his ever had, yet they seemed softer. Her hair was the colour of thick dust and was tied back neatly with a worn leather strap, as always. The knitted poncho she wore swamped her; her late son had made it - she hadn't the patience for it herself, although she had carved the wood of her walking stick personally, an arguably longer undertaking than knitting. It was smooth and shiny, with no visible faults in the wood. It also tapered at the end to a blunt point on the ground with a multitude of scuff marks. Etta didn't need the stick; she just enjoyed having an excusable weapon. 
‘Good, good. Well done, girl.’ Etta croaked, coughing into a plain handkerchief. 
Etta patted the girl's head twice before the girl jumped the railings and scampered down the alley with a laugh, narrowly missing a few passersby. She stopped briefly to wave to Cailean but quickly left from view.
Cailean shook his head fondly as he approached Etta; the kids she looked out for were aggressively unique.
‘Cai, come, come. Yer remedies fixed my eyes quicker than that bastard father of yers could sell his addictives, for all the good it ended up doing him, the tosser,’ Etta cackled out –  she had found great joy in the irony of the old man's death as well as the death itself – ‘But these lungs of mine were never meant to breathe in the smog for so many years.’ 
Carefully, Cailean stepped onto the porch's creaking slats; the street's hubbub felt distant as he walked across the platform. It felt private despite the way that it wasn't. 
‘Perhaps, perhaps not,’ Cailean replied without much thought to what he meant.
He had a reasonable estimate of what Etta was afflicted with, and it was far from beyond his reach. 
Etta raised an eyebrow at him, mirth colouring her features through the lingering pains. Pointedly, Cailean gestured to his ear and then Etta's chest, wanting permission before examining her closer. With a roll of her eyes, Etta nodded. Cailean pulled the neck of Etta's poncho down slightly and placed his ear to her chest, listening to her rattling breaths, in and out, in and out, in and out. They would hitch slightly before tumbling from her mouth like a loose storm, the warm pushes of air causing Cailean's own tied-back hair to flutter slightly. 
Pulling back with a hum, Cailean reached into the bag that weighed down his belt and pulled out what looked like a pinched horseshoe with little nubs on the ends and a tiny dinner plate attached to the outer centre of the curve. Cailean checked it over quickly as if making sure each part of a school project was where it should be before handing it in. Quietly, Cailean shifted his hand down to rub the dinner plate part, warming it slightly, before pulling down the poncho neck once more and placing that side of the contraption on Etta's chest, using his stub arm to balance it. After it was placed, Cailean twisted his head into the opening at the other end, hooking the little nubs into each ear and then freezing in concentration. In and out, in and out, in and out. The device helped Cailean to listen to Etta's breathing more precisely. 
‘You will be fine, Etta,’ Cailean spoke again – lips twitching upwards once more as he stowed away his listening tool and fiddled with his vials – ‘It is nothing I cannot fix for you.’
Etta barked out a laugh with another wheezing cough shortly following. 
‘HA! If I didn't know you were good for it and meant it all literal-like, I'd say yer ego was as bad as the old coots,’ – Etta stopped to regain her breath briefly, eyes tracking Cailean's hand as they pulled out vials and started to fill an empty glass she could only assume had come from one of his many pockets – ‘What concoctionous swill am I being fed this time?’
‘I am not sure 'concoctionous' is considered a word by most, Etta,’ Cailean replied – he didn't typically tell patients what was in the remedies; it was often better that way, and Etta well knew it – ‘But the most important bit is that it will work.’
‘Pah! I don’t doubt it,’ Etta grinned, allowing the matter to drop.
With a slight smile hidden by his bowed head, Cailean finished adding the ingredients he deemed needed to the bottle, swirling it around gently to ease it into mixing. What he was making would work to combat symptoms of the infection that had tried to nestle into her lungs. He would return later with something more potent to dislodge the malady entirely – something more potent required something boiled, something distilled and something decidedly safer dealt with within the comforts of the basement laboratory of the medicinal shop Cailean had nebulously inherited from the old man. The basement lab held the chemicals and equipment, but Cailean preferred the loft, with its dusty light from the large circle windows on each slanted side of the roof, where the mechanical parts were kept next to the growth of herbs and medicinal plants. He had crafted a half-shambled workshop up there; the earthy smell of the air wrapped in the sticky scent of oil and rust was safe like few things ever had been for him. When the old man hadn’t needed him for experiments, whether to help with or be one, he was up there, a magnifying monocle on his good eye and a bitter metallic tang of a tool between his teeth. Cailean hadn’t had the time to spend up there since the old man passed, only what could be spared to tend to the plants. 
‘Don’t tell me I’m to drink that orange crap. It looks glowing,’ Etta frowned, nose scrunching as she brought Cailean back to the present. 
With a silent laugh, Cailean tried to appease her, ‘Do not worry. It likely tastes like vichyssoise.’
Etta blinked, raising an eyebrow at him slowly, ‘Wishy-wars?’
‘No, vichyssoise, it is a, ah, cold leek and potato soup. It is eaten to keep cool,’ Cailean explained, reaching out to Etta to give the remedy.
A loud crack sounded through the air. The glass in Cailean’s hand shattered, small shards embedding themselves into his palm even as he flinched back from the noise. The orange contents splattered onto the wood of the floor. It would stain it in such a garish colour. Cailean didn’t register any pain as blood started to seep from his hand. His heart thudded strong enough that he feared it would flee his chest. He dared not look around for the source, his eye painfully and unbiddenly wide, staring down unseeingly at the orange pooling on the grains of the floorboards and tiles, breathing heaving and dangerously fast. 
On the other hand, Etta hadn’t flinched nor entered a state of panic. When the glass shattered, she crashed upright, narrowed gaze coldly lashing out onto the street. The arm free of her cane had come up to rest on Cailean’s stump, thumb rubbing up and down soothingly. It anchored Cailean, tethering him to his body, unwinding his vision and head from the roaring blizzard and pepper-dashing sooty snow that filled it.
Snickering tumbled out from the side of the house as two officers sauntered from where they had been standing at the mouth of the alley, one of them tossing a sharp stone in her hand. 
‘Careful there, granny. Dr Cai-Cai could be feeding you anything in that unwashed beaker of his. Hell, he’s probably the reason you’re getting worse,’ one of the officers spat, the one without the stone.
Derision dripped from the officers' words as they walked around the railings and onto the porch, the spare stone still being tossed carelessly up and down. 
As Cailean settled back into his shaking body, slowly regulating his breathing, he flicked his eye over to the approaching officers, trying not to flinch at every heavy, echoing step their steel-toe boots made as they stomped closer. He recognised them, both of them. They hadn’t bothered him in a while, but not long enough to have forgotten them. The man who spoke was PC Porcus, and the woman with the stones was PC Ploderick. They both had been avid customers of the old man’s more lucrative – and dubious – business of the addictives and weren’t best pleased to find the Cailean was not continuing that particular practise. 
Etta limped forward, positioning herself slightly in front of Cailean, forcing the officers to stop further from him than they had intended. 
‘Is that so? Even if that were true, it be my choice to make, not yers to throw a stone at. I do hope yer good for the cost of a new glass whatsit,’ Etta sniffed, subtly changing the grip she held on her cane. 
PC Ploderick and PC Porcus blinked at old lady Etta before frowning scornfully down their noses at her. Ploderick looked over at where Cailean stood behind Etta, bleeding hand loose by his side, and curled her lip in contempt. 
‘Hag, we’re not paying the nut a single shilling. Practically saved your life, and this is the thanks we get?’ Porcus scoffed, crossing his arms and mockingly shaking his head. 
‘Thanks? You want thanks? No, yer right, how rude of me, I should thank you.’ Etta smiled wide. 
Without hesitation, Etta brought her stick up between Porcus’ legs in a violent arcing swing, hitting him squarely between them with more strength than a lady her age should’ve been able to muster. Before Porcus could crumple down on top of the cane with a high-pitched shriek, Etta swung it back, twisting it around before jolting it forward, driving the tapered and blunt end into Ploderick’s thigh with equal strength. Ploderick’s cry echoed Porcus’, though she didn’t join her colleague on the ground, managing to stay on her feet half hunched over and clutching at her leg. 
‘You fucking bitch!’ Ploderick screamed, face reddened and pain pale all at once. 
Porcus groaned from where he lay curled on the floor, presumably echoing Ploderick’s sentiments as Etta watched with a self-satisfied smirk.
‘Now, now, my poor old ears shouldn’t be hearin’ such language,’ Etta cackled as she shuffled back to her rocking chair. 
Cailean trailed behind her, cautiously still eyeing the half-downed officers. It was their fault, really; they forgot the rules of engagement. More specifically, they forgot the rules of Etta. Many considered Etta and her house a safe area for good reason – if she had lived in a church, it might have been referred to as sanctuary, but as it was, it wasn’t quite so official. It was respected all the same. Etta had always made sure of it. 
‘Cai, dear, give Etta your hand,’ Etta beckoned – reaching for Cailean’s still-dripping palm and tutting when she saw it – ‘Yer bag – something to get the glass out.’
Cailean sighed. He would argue that he could do it himself later, but it was not an argument he would win. Silently, he gestured to the bag with a nod, shifting his hips to bring it closer to Etta’s reach. Ploderick watched on hatefully as she checked on Porcus’ condition. Etta glanced over at the pair as she reached for Cailean’s bag before summarily dismissing their importance in her mind. Routing around a little with one hand, Etta eventually managed to find a small pair of tweezers for her troubles and set to work gently easing the shards from Cailean’s hand.
‘Stop,’ a new voice cut through the air, heavy and commanding with a presence unlike any Cailean had heard before. 
Unsurprisingly, Etta ignored the voice with the ease of someone who typically ignored most people, but Cailean couldn’t help but throw his head up in the direction it came from, eye wide once more. 
It was a man in a neat waistcoat and a detective badge near the top of his tucked-in tie. He was standing on the porch near the officers with one hand firmly clenched around the wrist of Ploderick’s raised arm. The man’s hair was short primarily, with a few artistically long strands falling down the side or tucked behind an ear; he had a chain swooping from his bottom button into his pocket, a scar on the side of his face, and his shirt sleeves rolled up to show the clearly visible strength his arms contained. He had one hand firmly clenched around the wrist of Ploderick’s raised arm. The hold was tight, very tight. Ploderick’s hand was changing shades quite abruptly. It made the stone she held in it stand out. The sharp stone. The stone she had been about to throw at Cailean. The man’s hold wound around Ploderick’s wrist tighter – it must have been like a vice – and Ploderick dropped the stone. The man let go, and Ploderick fell with the stone. 
‘Go,’ the man spoke at the officers, arms crossing over his broad chest. 
The officers were startled and scrambled to move.
The man’s hands were not just exceedingly strong but large, too, and he’d only need one to fit around Cailean’s throat. Cailean couldn’t help but wonder how that would feel.
‘Are you all right?’ the man asked Cailean and Etta from where he stood, toweringly observing the fleeing Ploderick and Porcus. 
Removing the last glass shard from Cailean’s palm, Etta wiped the tweezers on her poncho before tucking them back into Cailean’s bag with a brief pat. 
‘I’d be better if yer officers hadn’t smashed me meds,’ Etta spat – giving the trembling duo on her floor the stink eye – ‘Yer new. Any fair at bandages?’ 
The man paused, eyes flickering to Etta consideringly.
‘Yes, I recently transferred to the local department. Detective Aiden Barron, I have the appropriate basic medical training for that.’ the man, Aiden, Detective Barron, replied. 
Nodding decisively, Etta beckoned Detective Barron over before diving into Cailean’s bag again for the bandages she knew Cailean had. 
Shifting slightly, Cailean watched as Detective Barron came closer and stopped before them, not that Cailean’s eye had deviated from the other man once since it had first beheld him. 
‘Detective Barron, I-’ Cailean started.
‘Aiden. Please. You call me Aiden,’ Detect- Aiden cut in. 
Carefully, Cailean took a breath before he continued, looking up at Aiden to find Aiden’s eyes on him as well, as firmly as Aiden’s hand had been wrapped around Ploderick’s wrist. Cailean’s breath out turned somewhat shuddering. 
‘Aiden, then,’ Cailean continued – watching as Aiden’s face took on a pleased quality, though his mouth remained a static line – ‘I am able to bandage myself despite how it may look. Please do not trouble yourself with it.’
‘No trouble,’ Aiden replied immediately and succinctly –  gesturing to Cailean’s hand – ‘May I?’
Conceding with a sigh once more, Cailean watched as Aiden took the bandages from Etta’s hand without once looking away from Cailean. With the bandages in hand, Aiden’s gaze lowered to Cailean’s, and Aiden grasped it firmly in his own but with an unexpected gentleness. Aiden’s fingers were defter than Cailean had expected as well. 
‘Meds then? Are you in the medical field?’ Aiden questioned with an almost faux casualness. 
Never one to be quiet for long, Etta answered on Cailean’s behalf, much to his relief. 
‘In the medical field? Pah! Cai here is the best damn doc’ yer ever to find,’ Etta boasted, slapping a hand on the arm of her chair as if to emphasise her point.
Cailean grimaced at Etta’s words. The chemicals of medicine and talking with patients had never come naturally to him or even come to him that well. He was far better with his little machines and creations. 
Aiden responded before Cailean could correct Etta, ‘That so? I’ve been looking for a good doctor.’
‘You have?’ Cailean asked in surprise, ‘I am happy to help if I am able, though forgive me, but I shall have to brew remedy for Etta before I see another patient.’
‘I’m sure Detective Barron won’t mind waiting on you a little, Cai. I gotta ask, will this remedy also be tasting washy-wars? I was half lookin’ forward to it,’ Etta asked, coughing again as she laughed to herself. 
‘I am sure I can get it to taste similar to vichyssoise, yes,’ Cailean replied, with a roll of his eyes that only Etta ever prompted.
Aiden tied the bandage on Cailean’s hand with a short tug before inspecting it quietly as Etta and Cailean spoke. The bandage was just as neat as Aiden himself.
‘I will not intrude. Etta is correct; I can wait. I can describe the symptoms if it helps. My little sister, Myla, is the one sick.’
‘I see. Yes, a list of symptoms will help narrow down what to expect,’ Cailean responded carefully. 
Family was still a strange concept to Cailean, but he knew it to be emotionally fraught. 
Aiden nodded once more to reassure himself, it seemed, before standing straight and reciting something that almost felt memorised.
‘Respiratory issues, blisters that are hot to the touch, paleness, her veins are… dark, they-’
‘-Seem almost like they are burning themselves into her skin from the inside,’ Cailean finished in a horrified whisper, eye wide as he looked at Aiden in fear. 
‘Yes, how did you-’ Aiden started to ask in surprise. 
Cailean cut Aiden off again, already starting to stumble away, ‘I know what is wrong with your sister. I’m sorry. I know what is wrong with her. I cannot help. No one can, no one can help.’
Cailean ran.









CRITICAL COMMENTARY
My portfolio for this module consists of one short story. This was my intended plan from the start, though I had a couple of pieces more aligned to flash fiction in case I fell short of the word count. The opposite issue occurred, which is likely evident towards the end.
My aims within the work were to include a fair showing of defamiliarisation, explore my ability to create a character-driven work with distinct characters, and finally, maintain a balance of character, dialogue, and description within a character-driven work. To a lesser extent, I hoped to imply the illusion of a solid and established world not just with what was said but also with what was talked around or not said. In my efforts to achieve this, my progress would look less than linear upon reflection. 
During the first lecture, Flannery O’Connor’s The Geranium was read, a short story under the label of being a conceit type. This piece is what largely prompted my approach to character and implied world. The character of Old Dudley is not strictly described, yet a clear image of a somewhat grumpy old man is formed. We are also given enough hints of Dudley’s history to know that there is one, the polio-ridden Grisby boy, and the sort of world he lives in. As a nod to Old Dudley, my character of old lady Etta is also referred to with the descriptor of ‘old’ with some frequency, and we meet her similarly judging people from her chair, with small mentions of history – the late son, the ex-son-in-law and so on.
 When it came to incorporating defamiliarisation, the most notable example in my piece is, of course, Cailean’s stethoscope. When defamiliarisation is used, ‘the reader is compelled to see and experience anew that which has been rendered invisible by familiarity.’ (Zamora 1983, pg. 422). This is how defamiliarisation is often deployed. It is to draw attention to detail that would otherwise pass through the reader’s perception the same as the word ‘said’ in stretches of dialogue – ‘almost as silent to the ear and as invisible to the eye as punctuation’ (Cowan 2013, pg. 107-9). For me, however, in this particular case, defamiliarisation acts to cement the forming image and understanding of the world wherein the piece is set. The stethoscope is not an item that ordinarily exists within the world, with the implication that the character of Cailean is behind its creation in this instance. Tweezers, on the other hand, were invented around 3000 B.C. (Kirkup 1996, pg. 545) predating the stethoscope’s actual invention in 1816 (Weinberg 1993, pg. 2223) quite significantly, and so exist naturally in the world as it would make little sense for them not to since humans have found need for them for far longer. Thanks to the feedback received during workshopping, I am confident in at least that depiction of defamiliarisation. Another example within the work is found in ‘the roaring blizzard and pepper-dashing sooty snow that filled it’, which is to be describing static filling Cailean’s head, though it might, perhaps, be too obscure. 
During the workshop, valid points were raised in response to the first half of the short story, which lacked the necessary amount of setting and place. Though descriptions that were present later were good, they were too few and far between, leaving the reader struggling to see where exactly the characters were at most points. This was not reassuring to the aim of balancing descriptions and characters, but it was fixable. I spent much time adding in missing descriptions, rewriting the paragraphs multiple times and getting peers and friends to read over the improvements before editing them further. I improved upon the confused pronouns as I went and fixed the spotty clarity that was also mentioned in the workshop. Overall, at least for the first half, the balance of description, character, plot and dialogue is in place to a pleasing tilt. Thankfully, my characterisations were already solid and compelling, with implications of fully formed characters. During the final read-through of my piece, I went through and altered the dialogue to fit the format dictated by the formatting dialogue handout (Cowan 2013, pg. 107-9) to the best of my abilities, reconfiguring some when they did not quite fit as they were.
Overall, I believe I satisfied my goals aptly within the first half of the piece, though the second half reaches for them rather more nebulously. This is primarily due to the fact that the piece would benefit from tending closer towards the accepted higher limit of word count for short stories, which is 6000 words. It is most likely that I shall independently edit and add to the piece without the caveat of 4000 words and the 10% allowance of it. I confess I am not pleased with the ending on account of how rushed it feels in order to slip under the word count maximum. However, the entirety of the intended plot (after significant alterations from the initial premise and idea) was included. I believe some more minor inclusions of more defamiliarisation would also be a benefit. The piece has definitely helped me to learn a better balance between character, dialogue, and description for character-driven pieces, something I was previously aware of as being a significant issue within my previous pieces. In the end, I have improved in a number of ways and discovered where else I need to focus on in the future.



BIBLIOGRAPHY
Cowan, A. (2013) ‘Formatting Dialogue’, in The Art of Writing Fiction. Abington: Routledge, pp. 107–9.
Kirkup, J. (1996) ‘The history and evolution of surgical instruments. VII. Spring forceps (tweezers), hooks and simple retractors.’, Annals of The Royal College of Surgeons of England, 78(6), pp. 544–552.
O’Connor, F. (2009) ‘The Geranium’, in Complete Stories. London: Faber, p. 3.
Weinberg, F. (1993) ‘The history of the stethoscope.’, Canadian Family Physician, 39, pp. 2223–2224.
Zamora, L.P. (1983) ‘Clichés and Defamiliarization in the Fiction of Manuel Puig and Luis Rafael Sánchez’, The Journal of Aesthetics and Art Criticism, 41(4), pp. 421–436. Available at: https://doi.org/10.2307/429876.







Grammar checked with Grammarly. 
