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Task Two – Part One
My work consists of three pieces of flash fiction, all taken from different time periods in history, exhibiting themes such as love, loss, trauma, community and regionalism. I particularly like to tackle how themes such as these affect and enhance character voice in order to create an authentic and relatable experience for my reader.
The first is an emotional piece delving into the psyche of a Kentish farmer as he about to be shot for desertion after the Battle of the Somme. It explores, through a regional dialect, the fear and regret that soldiers such as he could experience in having decided to join the war in the first place. Within this it also describes the pain and hurt caused to those who were either led to believe that they were being heroic in signing up, or were made to join a war that many working class individuals believed, before and after, was not actually their fight. The voice’s anger at having given up the relative safety and comfort of his reserved occupation, for something that was a hopeless defeat, is designed to put into focus the point of view of the so called “cowards” of the First World War - many of whom were shot for their natural wish to leave the battlefield behind.
The second centres around two women awaiting punishment for supposed “witchcraft” in a small village during the seventeenth century. The evidence against them is aided by speculation of a nefarious relationship between the two of them. Focussing on the portrayals of lgbtq+ relationships at the time and the connection they had to the concept of sin, the text is set through the eyes of one of the girls as she explains the terror and injustice they feel as they wait to be taken to the pyre as well as the contradiction between their own feelings versus the view of their community. Moreover, it highlights the betrayal of their friends and family who have all renounced them.
My final piece is a delicate point of view of the racism and discrimination of the Irish during the 19th century. This is portrayed through a family man who has to emigrate to the slums of Victorian New York in order to find work and feed his family. Again, through a regional dialect, the concept of home and community is reimagined through someone who is both poor and foreign during a particularly turbulent time in Irish politics. Additionally, it conveys the insensitivity and discrimination against the Irish from both the English and Americans alike – the English who failed to aid them during the famine and then the Americans who didn’t want them to come into their country. Having to completely uproot his life, but not possessing the money to bring his family with him as well, the piece emphasises the pain he feels from being separated from his wife and children and the horrendous conditions he has to face every day.

Task Two – Part Two
Dear Ingrid Jendrzjewski and other editors,
My name is Abbie Ena-Smith and I am a female writer from Kent, England, in my early twenties. I am writing to ask you to consider three flash fiction pieces for the historical ‘Timeline’ in your literary magazine Flashback Fiction. I am a student at the University of Wales Trinity Saint David, studying English and Creative Writing. Despite this, I have other avid interests in music – playing the piano myself - and art. Most notably is my love of history, which I incorporate into my writing. Typically, I focus on rural life within the UK during the 19th and early 20th Centuries, along with the juxtaposition of the wealthy and the urban poor of the cities. However, my work is diverse and I also have a fascination with the history, folklore and traditions of various locations around the world. Currently I am intrigued by Norway and Japan.
I like to write from all manner of perspectives, hence my particular attraction to narratives based in history. I find it compelling to explore the worlds and cultures of others. Themes such as oppression surrounding sexuality, race and disability dominate my work, as demonstrated by my synopsis. I use these themes to embrace a sense of character and an engaging voice in order to evoke empathy and awareness within the reader. As such, writers like E M Forster, Jane Austen and Markus Zusak have been key staples in influencing my work, given their sensitive displays of social political themes and a flawless sense of character.
I am astounded by the work of Flashback Fiction. The depth of emotion and meaning generated by writers such as Sherri Turner, TM Upchurch and Gaynor Jones, with their sparse word count, is phenomenal. It is this depth that I search for myself when reading and aspire to achieve within my own work. As well as its leanings towards History, I admire that Flashback Fiction is so invested in giving voices to those with diverse, but challenging backgrounds. This is, as also described by my synopsis, something I myself am invested in. For these reasons I believe that I would be an advantageous contributor to your magazine.
Having completed a diploma in Creative Media I am comfortably aware of the general aspects of marketing and generating content with an audience in mind. Thus, I am able to utilise this knowledge and write for a specific – such as with Flashback Fiction - or wide-reaching readership in order to create awareness for certain themes and topics. I am of the opinion that the medium of flash fiction is an extremely versatile art form with which, by being brief yet having profundity, subjects such as mental health or ethic oppression can be granted the awareness they both need and deserve. Moreover, it will make magazines like Flashback Fiction more widely read by those searching for a community of acceptance they often lack elsewhere.
I hope you will consider my pieces.
Kind Regards.

Task Four – Part One
Of course Lauren was distraught - as always when things don’t go her way.
“So you don’t want me at Christmas then?”
Sal explained that it obviously wasn’t that, but she started harking on about favouritism anyway, about how overlooked she was as a child; about how Martin always got everything he wanted and she always got the naughty step. She started assuming that Martin would be over with his home-made pudding and his roasted garlic and rosemary sprouts with a nice expensive wine or gin, as she sat drinking Carling alone on her sofa to The Snowman. The pathetic imagery nearly gave her mother an aneurysm.
She knows the pressure it puts on Sal - it’s all “emotional blackmail”, or whatever they call it these days. She always was an ungrateful little madam. There are children starving all over the world and she never once went without food, or warmth - not if she’d behaved. But oh no, no no no, just because Martin knew how to behave better, behave properly, she was treated “unfairly”. Kids have to learn somehow, and she had a lot of learning to do. Still does.
At least Martin knows to take what he’s got and get on with it. Lauren’s never had that kind of grit. She wants everything to be fed to her like…well, I don’t know, a dog I suppose - or a baby bird. Not many of those in the garden at the moment.
Anyway, I could see it working. Sal’s such a dozy, gullible thing, leaning into the bleating tones that I could hear through the receiver, re-arranging the plans in her head, moving it so that we would have to see the grandchildren on Boxing Day instead.
Well, I wasn’t having that.
In the end I had to rip the bloody thing from her hands and slam it back down onto the switch. She was about to raise her voice at me. I could see it in her face, the shock of it: ‘you can’t do that!’ She knew better though, than to say a word about it.
“I’ll put another pot on.” She decided after a pause, thinking of the lukewarm mugs in the next room that Lauren’s call had interrupted. She went off into the kitchen.
I realised I’d have to be careful, watchful or she’d phone her again later while I was out in the shed.
‘Yes of course you can come; the grandchildren will just have to come over Boxing Day instead.’
I wasn’t having that.
I decided to stay inside that afternoon.
She’s too soft, especially on the kids. That’s why Lauren’s turned out the way she has.
Who does Lauren think she is?
Maybe if she’d given us some kids like Martin it would’ve been different, but it’s just her or her revolving circuit of sad men.
Why should the grandkids be moved just for her? Why should we have to have a boring Christmas with nothing to do but watch Christmas Specials of the day-time drivel she subjects us to, like Date Night or whatever it is…why should we be unable to watch Sammy’s face as he opens his new Star Wars Lego set - all for her?
No, I wasn’t having it.


Task Four – Part Two
I came out of my thoughts, yet the reality of the shop floor remained chasms away. My throat was still tight from thirst, sticky chocolate clumping on my gums, creating moulds around my teeth. There was the faint lingering of something disquieting in the background of my mind. I couldn’t quite grasp at it.
What was it again?
I’d touched all the sweets, felt each of their curves, their smoothness, their rough patches of nutty flakes or chocolate shaving decoration…it wasn’t that. Unless I’d missed one? Which one? Which one? My eye marked each at a time.
The heart shape did it. It was the strawberry cream, marbled white and dark like a galaxy. A flash of something went off in my mind, like the headlights of a car rushing by.
Heart…
I was almost there, almost had it grasped with imaginary fingers. I would have to start making connections to find it. What had I been doing before? Retracing my movements up to that moment I began to recount: Heart - dreaming – photograph - water – chocolate, no, I’d gone too far back – calendar. The calendar rang true: calendar, heart – love –
Valentines was over.
Worry came back in full force. It was not the mysterious worry, creating anxiety for its elusiveness, but a settled worry, habitual, cloaking me like my old dressing gown. It would be there until the job was done, ever reminding of its presence.
“It’s time to change the sign.” I said into the nothing, into that persistent abyss between myself and the shop.
The boy’s voice came back from far away.
“We don’t have to do that yet.”
His words were irritating to the pressure in my head, the dryness of my throat. He was a headstrong boy. I wondered if he addressed his mother like that, or whether it was because he knew he could get away with it with me. In my day he would have had a clip around the ear for his words.
“No, it’s time to change the sign.” I tried to insist.
The boy didn’t understand these things.
It was important the sign was done. It had to be done; it must be done that moment - or they’d be behind.
The sweets could wait.
“I’m in the middle of this, it’ll have to wait.” He disagreed, as obstinately as before.
I was left feeling stuck, stupid, still, the sickly rays of the sun edging lower and lower. The boy always took so long about things; I’d be waiting vainly in the seat of my chair until it was time to close. It would still need doing tomorrow. The feeling would stay there, the worry and the irritation, all night long - because maybe I’d forget again. I’d forget like I had earlier when I went into another of my daydreams. People would see that I hadn’t done it, that I hadn’t remembered. What would it look like then?
Needs to be done.
Needs to be done.
I wouldn’t wait for him. I’d had this shop before he was the twinkle in his mother’s eye. I could do it on my own.
“I’m going to change the sign.” I said, my voice not feeling like my own. It came from some other world.
I could sense that the boy would be frowning. He did nothing though, allowing me to pick up the bucket of letters from under the desk. I heaved it up with shaking hands; it was strangely heavy for all the tiny pieces it contained.
Already the feeling was relaxing, knowing the job would get done.
I opened the door, the bell tinkling. It was much louder outside, despite there being only a pane of glass between the inside and the steady stream of cars. The roar was disorientating, along with the heavy scent of the diesel from the exhaust pipes. One car went past chugging smoke all up the street, invading my already prickly throat. It had a dirty taste.
It was so different to the delicateness of the chocolate, the mustiness of the walls - even the choking chemicals the boy sprayed on himself, like all young people these days. It was enough to wind you when they came in groups to clutter up the shop, howling and taking pictures with their phones.
It was never like that in my day.
I swung a little on the spot, drifting away again and having to take a moment to gather my bearings before turning towards the sign.
I got there, my energy already depleting. Still, nothing felt quite real to me.
I thought of turning back in, but I watched the setting of the sun a moment thinking about how, after expending as much energy as I had to get out here, it would niggle at me to leave the sign until tomorrow. It would be worse than if I’d left it completely. I was afraid of defeat, of the humiliation as I traipsed back in there, bucket in hand.
Why couldn’t the boy just understand?
I was sure Judith would have.
I dropped the bucket down with a tinny thud.
Task Five – Part One
No-one had said it was going to be easy, but then again no-one had said about the fifteen hundred foot drop either. I had to have gone wrong; otherwise I’d have thought “massive chasm” would have been mentioned in the group’s itinerary.
I don’t think that you’d even feel death from that height.
It was never so green anywhere as in the Rainforest. It was the type of view you only dreamt of in connection with Lara Croft or Indiana Jones. Below, a river snaked along between the chasm gaping before me and round, to the right, past the abrupt cliff-face. It sparkled in the gold of the sinking rainforest sun, winding its way steadily until it plunged into the wild unknown, the mass of vibrant foliage that was lowland jungle. This stretched onwards into the horizon, seemingly without end. There I was, in my very own adventure film - only I was having cold feet.
It was freezing up on that cliff. You wouldn’t think it, being a Rainforest, but as I climbed up and out of the lowland trees, towering as tall as giants above me, the foliage fell back to the height of my hips. The humid, weighty veil of heat I’d dragged myself through had lifted. Quetzals with their almost luminous cyan wings fluttered about or squawked around me as I laboured up that steep incline, hoping to trace the steps of my group.
‘At least there aren’t as many mosquitos up here.’ I’d thought as my arms prickled from the cold and the land peeled away around me.
The chasm I’d come to was broached between the ridges by a mere two wooden planks. This couldn’t be the way the group had gone, not with a “bridge” like this.
It really was the last straw, after a whole day’s frantic searching, with the squealing mosquitos constantly swooping and diving right by my ears and being grabbed by all the plants along the rainforest floor. A sudden realisation slammed into me. Whether I attempted to cross or decided to go back the way I came from, if no-one found me soon it was likely I’d be sleeping alone in that jungle. I’d be unprotected, guideless, with a depleting water and food supply.
What a mistake it had all been.
What had I been thinking? I wasn’t like the adventurers I had idolised in youth - I hated monkeys, for one. I was squeamish and too used to being able to jump into the shower whenever I wanted. The feel of leftover sweat, the smell of it, clinging under my armpits, down my back, between my thighs – it all became too much to bear.
I despaired, crouching down right then and there to cry my heart out.
All I’d done was lag behind.
The lowlands were reluctant to give up their secrets easily. We hadn’t seen any sign of life, only heard it, catching mere glimpses of the birds in the canopy above. Because of this, I became excited when I spotted some leafcutter ants at work, stooping down for what felt like a minute to watch them. When I looked back up, I was alone, left by the group.
It had been the work of a moment.
Task Five – Part Two
The holler of a howler monkey erupted somewhere in the distance, amongst the never ending song of the cicadas. Still on edge, quite literally as I sat by the precipice, it was enough to shock me out of myself and into silence. In this new silence of mine, I began to think I was imagining things, hearing the voices I longed to hear. Yet, as I listened more closely I determined they were there - indistinguishable, but present. I was able to work out that they were coming from the other side of the bridge, beyond the ridge where the land dropped into a decline and descended down into the first rising and falling of the hills of the rainforest highlands.
I got up, my misery replaced by a frantic excitement. Hope. I was safe! I was going to be fine; I would make it through this. The ecstatic relief was almost enough to make me run across the boards to greet them on the other side – almost.
I waited for those voices to reveal themselves. Then as they got louder, coming up the hill on the other side, I realised to my horror that those words were gibberish to me because they weren’t in English.
Feeling like a trespasser, a child caught scrumping apples, I wondered whether to hide, but before I could the owners of the voices came into view. Climbing up they gazed over the gap, as I had, and saw me. The voices hushed. They were villagers. One pointed, presumably announcing to the others behind him, still climbing up the steep slope, that I was there.
[bookmark: _GoBack]My eyes clocked the home-made machetes on their belts and the modest bows and arrows in their hands with dread. It sounds awful, but my mind harkened back to tales like Robin Crusoe and Captain James Cook being eaten by cannibals.
What would they do? They stared, I stared. Two of them began to converse with one another. There must have been at least seven of them, all men.
I waited, still considering my choice to run.
Having finished discussing they waved me over, beckoning as if the sudden drop I’d have to cross meant nothing to them. The distance over the chasm wasn’t big in itself and the boards appeared fairly new. I supposed that in being where they were the boards had to be replaced quite regularly, due to the storms and howling winds. If I were quick – a bounding step or two - it would be over in a few moments. I’d be on the other side. But that height…if I wobbled it’d all be over in a different way.
Could I even trust these people if I did make it across?
They did seem rather keen to have me come over.
Nonetheless, my entire body continued to protest at the view of that fall. I just gazed fearfully back, unable to even shake my head.

Task Six
For the second half of session four’s task, we were asked to re-write a section of the short story The Confectioner, but from a first person perspective. For this commentary, I will outline how I interpreted the task and text, came about my outcome and what I learned from it. As well as that, I will detail whether I think I achieved the task and then summarize what I could have done differently.
For me, the purpose of this task was to aid us in learning how to work to a set brief. This was especially apparent in our having restricted parameters to work within, given that material provided involved a pre-exiting character and setting. In this case, reimagining the text was dependent upon the development of the character within the context of the original narrative. Additionally, morphing a third person perspective into a first person confines parts of the narrative both reader and writer have access into. For example, taking the point of view of Mr Feathers, as I did, Danny cannot be delved into outside the elder man’s opinions of him. Thus, we as writers learned to work within a restricted setting, like a brief, in which there is less artistic leeway than in our own work.
As said, I chose the point of view of Mr Feathers, working from the passage leading up to his stubborn inclination to change the sign. This is because I wanted to explore, in my own rendition, the unspecified reasons for his motivations in being so determined. I started by examining the whole piece, construing Mr Feather’s obsessive nature with the sweets and the sign as being something akin to OCD, or at least being born from monotony. I also noted the continued references, not only his physical health, but to his mental. Mr Feathers is repeatedly absentminded, as with the woman at the beginning of the story, or his trying to remember why he feels worried. On top of this is his reliance on Danny – as demonstrated by his inability to get himself a glass of water. There is an interesting power dynamic between the two because of this dependence, where Danny feels like he is even able to refuse his employer’s instruction to focus on the sign. Thinking about this then, it seemed to me that the confectioner’s determination to do the sign could have been driven by both obsession and an insecurity for his palpable frailty.
I believe I have succeeded in doing what was asked of me by the task, drawing from the original narrative as my foundation, but using the first person perspective to go into more detail. For instance, I honed in on Mr Feather’s forgetfulness by creating a system whereby he tries to re-remember things – implying it occurs often. Considering the events and context clues within the text, I believe this fits well into the original narrative. Furthermore, I succeeded in being able to work within set parameters by adhering to the original text, the brief to make it first person and by keeping it within the 1,000 word limit word-count.
Personally, I think I acquired new skills in being able to write from the perspective of a pre-existing character. This was interesting to do, because I had to constantly infer from the text their characteristics in order to keep the voice constant. I also developed via writing within the short story genre itself, learning to able to keep my writing succinct. Working within the conventions of the short story was quite tricky for me, as I am used to being able to go into a lot more detail than the medium allows. I had to work hard at being concise in my observations in order to get Mr Feather’s character across concisely within the action that takes place. I believe I have succeeded in doing both to a large extent though some areas are not as focussed in tone as they could be.  Since I wanted to concentrate on the feelings and motivations of the old man in my response of the task, some parts could have had more of a sense of worry from Mr Feathers. The detail in Mr Feathers re-remembering Valentines and also the descriptions of the road and sign are long-winded in places and could have been replaced by a more direct sense of fear and doubt from the confectioner in regards to his infirmity, like I aimed for. Thus, his fixation could have built and created more of a climax in attempting to do the sign, which I do not think it achieves now.
Furthermore, I could have done things differently by taking a completely different scope of perspective and written from Danny’s point of view. His view, even during the third person narrative is rather limited, allowing for more of an artistic scope with his personality and thoughts. However, there is significantly less action involving him, possibly making writing from his perspective more challenging. If done again, I should like to have written from both sides of the same moment to compare and contrast between two different viewpoints and then chosen which suited the task better.
Overall, I think I have completed the task to the specifications required of me. I interpreted the task in order to work out what was required of me, changed a part of the story into a first person narrative and then wrote my version of the story based on the original text. Though some parts of the voice could have been more focussed and I could have chosen a different perspective to work with, I learned to hone skills for working to a brief in the future.

Task Seven – Part One
Guilt overwhelmed the entirety of Verity’s, thus far, short life. She could never escape it, stalking her wherever she would go, as attached as her shadow.
Children fight. Every parent could tell you that. It wasn’t any different whether they were younger, older, male, female - they fight at every angle. It is how they learn.
Verity had fought with her brother. He wasn’t even two, but to her he was annoying enough. All he did was wail and when he wasn’t wailing he was trying to chew her toys, her clothes, even her hair on a couple of occasions. He shoved everything into that gooey, dribbling mouth of his.
It was disgusting.
She was only five herself. She hadn’t wanted a brother - hadn’t wanted a sister either. She’d been perfectly content with being the only child, having all the attention to herself. Mummy and Daddy had liked to take her out to the park and buy her toys when she’d been good, or if she’d done well at school. She could play as loudly as she liked, screaming up and down the halls as she raced around on her pink tricycle. That had been her personal treasure. It had rainbow tassels and star stickers that Daddy had stuck on saying that they were magic and would make her fly. He’d been lying, but they were pretty all the same.
Then her brother had come along to ruin everything. Suddenly she couldn’t do this and couldn’t do that, because James would wake up and start crying. When that happened Mummy would be the one pacing the halls for hours, jiggling him up and down or swaying him from side to side trying to coax him back to sleep.
Relatives no longer came especially to see just her; they came to see how James was doing. Everyone always looked at him and talked about him and cooed over him, saying how cute he was when they came over, especially all the aunties.
She felt like no-one wanted her around as much anymore.
It wasn’t fair.
One afternoon Mummy and Daddy had sat them playing together, not thinking to leave them long. James was just screaming in her face, his unintelligible yowling piercing her small ears, chipping away at her undeveloped self-control. It was when he shoved the head of her favourite Barbie in his fat, slobbery mouth that she decided she’d had enough.
She began to shake him and hit him and attack him every which way in animalistic rage.
He screamed and screeched, she thought from the shock of it at first. She stopped, but he continued.
Mummy and Daddy ran in. They asked what had happened.
With a stomach of lead, she said “I don’t know. He just hurt himself.” She couldn’t tell them how, but they knew.
There was something wrong with him, they could see by the bruises on his neck and head - by the way his pupils had dilated.
They called an ambulance.
She wasn’t allowed to ride in it with them. She was given over to a neighbour. Not understanding, they tried to cheer her up, occupy her attention with petty games and activities.
‘Don’t worry, James would be fine’ and ‘wouldn’t she like some ice cream?’
But he wasn’t fine.
Task Seven – Part Two
The guilt grew stronger the older she got, being able to fully comprehend what she’d done to him. She could see the consequences of her actions in his face as his tongue lolled out of his mouth, in his eyes as they stared blankly around the room. It grew stronger every time Mummy cried or Daddy sighed or when people looked at her with that knowing stare, not sure how to talk to her.
She overheard them one night, Mummy and Daddy, discussing her. She crept out and sat on the stairs, watching the light under the living room door as it flickered from the television they’d muted. Mummy was loud. She must have been drunk again. That’d been happening a lot since.
“I don’t like her around James.” Mummy had said.
“She won’t do anything.” Daddy replied, in a calm voice.
Already impatient, Mummy cried out, “She already has!”
“It was an accident-”
Daddy was still trying to be calm, but Mummy was too drunk. They started talking over one another, just like they’d told her was rude to do to other people,
“No it wasn’t-”
“-She wouldn’t have meant-”
“-She maliciously attacked him-”
Verity didn’t know what that meant, but she gathered it wasn’t a good thing.
“-She was only five!” Daddy suddenly shouted, loud enough to cover Mummy’s protests.
It gave her such a painful twinge when Daddy still tried to defend her. Knowing the twisting and turnings of guilt, she believed like Mummy, that it was entirely her fault. As such his words were so much more cutting to her than those stares or Mummy’s words.
“She was just jealous; we shouldn’t have left them together-” Daddy tried to be placid again, but Mummy wasn’t having it.
“-So this is my fault?”
“No-”
“-it’s my fault that my son’s damaged?”
“That’s not what I was saying-”
“-Well I can’t look after both of them! I can’t, I can’t do it! James needs too much attention.”
“We don’t have the money for a childminder.”
“You don’t understand-”
“-I do, I do,” Daddy tried to reason, “But we don’t have the money and I can’t stay at home, I need to work.”
Still, she wasn’t listening to him, continuing to argue with him, until finally she just admitted it, “I don’t want to be in the same house as her!”
“Sue, you can’t just get rid of her...”
“I’m not trying to get rid of her-”
“-well it sounds to me like you are…it’s not fair on Verity.”
That was the worst thing he could have said.
Mummy started screaming, “What about what’s fair for me?! What about me?!”
Then she started crying, and when Mummy started howling like she did, Daddy didn’t know what to do. So he usually agreed with her. Verity had this slight notion Mummy sometimes did it on purpose, but what did that matter?
She deserved it anyway.
It was decided that the next day she would be sent to Nanny’s.
“Just for a little while.” Daddy said during the drive there, thinking to keep that promise.
Young as she was, she already knew that that “little while” would become a long while. 
She stayed with her Nan right up until she left for university.
