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Cold Lights

I see flashes of walls that whizz past me in a flurry of blended crams and white. The glare of rushing fluorescent lights blinds me. I cannot close my eyes. I can’t shield them with my arms. My arms are cold. Can someone give me a blanket? 
Bang! I glimpse swinging doors out of the corner of my eyes.
	‘Here you are, Doc,’ says a voice as a blinding light settles above me. 
Is this the gateway of heaven or a dentist’s light? I see now why they say you see a blinding light in my condition. Even the light feels bitterly cold; there’s no warmth radiating from it. Is it cold in heaven? Or am I going to Hell? I remember learning about something in Norse mythology about their Hell being a frozen wasteland.
	I’m sure my eyes must be burning by now; they are as dry as an old woman’s knickers. Surely now they are as bloodshot as a druggie's arm on steroids. Yet I feel none of that. I just feel cold, and that scares me more. Why can’t I feel anything else!?
	‘Have you got her paperwork, constable?’ … Who the fuck is her?
	‘Sorry mate, but we have a Jane Doe here, so anything I know about her will be what you tell me.’
Wait… did he just call me Jane? I have a name. Thank you very much. It’s Charley.
The first voice comes into my line of vision – just - from the corner of my right eye that hasn’t been fully blinded yet. If his pot belly comes any closer, I’ll lose an eye, and then I'll really be blind.
	A face looms over me and shields me from God’s frosty glare, but his stare is equally as icy. There are no emotions behind those eyes. They are pale blue, almost glassy, and belong to a balding old face with wrinkles and age sports. Is this the Old Man from that Poe story? You know, the one with the vulture eye. I guess that makes me the mad one.
	‘Where’d you find her?’
	Up your arse, turn left. 
	‘Not sure, Doc; she was handed over to us from Leeds.’ 
	Same thing. Anyone in Leeds will tell you it’s a shit hole.
	I hear a clock somewhere ticking without a tock. Tick, Tick, Tick. I wonder if a mouse will hickory dickory up it? Does the mouse still run up the clock when it stops ticking? I wore my Disney watch when I carved a new line for the mouse to run up my arm. 
There's a scruffling and a shuffling, the clang of metal on metal.
	Doc hovers over me again, clad in scrubs and a face mask, eyeing me with that vulture-chilling stare. Can he see through me with those piercing eyes? Eyes are supposed to be the gateway to the soul, aren’t they? 
I feel something being unzipped on my lower body and hear the rustling of fabric. Is he removing a bag? Please leave it on, and don’t look at me; it's not the real me. Is this cold isolation I feel, or am I turning into a popsicle? We must be in a fridge. But don’t eat me; I doubt I taste like Fruit Blast.
	He pokes and prods me in every nook and cranny. I cannot feel the warmth of his hands through the gloves. You could play snakes and ladders on the white lines across my arms and legs. I feel the cold engulf my breasts, and that same coldness spreads my legs. I feel his frostbitten touch on the folds of my vagina. That’s unpleasant, like taking a smear test at a family clinic. Even people like me can’t avoid those appointments. What you have or don’t have between your legs doesn’t matter in the face of HPV. Still, I wish he wouldn’t touch there.
	I hear him mutter something; ‘Tears… Forced entry.’
	Well, you’ve got something right, at least.
	Staring up at the lights I hope that they will take me to Heaven or Hell: eternal fire or freezing damnation. If this is my life flashing before my eyes, my life must have been cold, full of nothing but the eyes of vultures circling to take me. I feel hollow like something is missing, an ice cube that hasn’t fully frozen yet. I hope there's still time to thaw me out.
	I see Doc holding a scalpel now. I’m guessing that it’s the cold of the blade I feel running down my chest. Please don’t touch me there; touch me anywhere else but there.
A pair of …pruning shears? To break the chains to my heart? I can hear the crack and crunch of something being broken down there, and I catch a glimpse of my ribcage, but I still feel a weight on my chest. It’s still there even as I glimpse him removing my heart—a hollow, empty organ. More organs are being removed, even the ones I don’t have, and it makes me think of how they prepared mummies for the afterlife, but instead of organ jars, they're being put into bags.
None of those pounds of flesh matter. They are not what defines me.
But does that even matter anymore?
Every touch feels so distant, so professional. So cold. Am I even a person to him? Am I just a number on a sheet or a task to complete? Does he even care I’m human? 
Am I still human? 
Do I even have a soul?
	There’s a ringing in my ear.
	I am reduced to a body, and that’s all that matters. Vulture food stripped down to the bare bones, left exposed to the blinding white light of the cold truth. At the end of the day, when we are all wheeled onto the crematorium, we are all reduced to ash and placed in a jar. Only then can we feel the heat of what we truly are. All that matters now is a different kind of label.
Jane Doe, Female, 5’6, Approximately 25 yr.


Red Apples

Once upon a time, there was a little librarian who loved to read and, in fact, spent more time reading than doing her job. She couldn’t help it; she just loved to read, and in her mind, the knowledge she got from books was worth more than her measly librarian wage. As a child, she had wanted to be a writer but then realised that she preferred reading books to writing them.
It was a friend, once upon a time, who started calling her Red Cap because she always wore the same red hat and coat to work. More and more people started to copy her friend, and it stuck. Some even teased her by asking if she saw a wolf on her way to visit her grandmother. Red Cap never minded the teasing, as she loved her coat and hat, a gift from her grandmother many Christmases ago, and she was proud to wear them. 
Red Cap always looked forward to her birthdays and would wonder if her grandmother would get her something else red, perhaps some shiny red shoes to remind her of home. She also hoped her grandmother would bring her a lovely red velvet cake. Or maybe she’ll get a lovely mirror for her wall because Red Cap did take ever so much pride in her appearance. A happy mind comes from a clean and tidy body, she thought.
	One day at work, one of her colleagues asked her to put away some cookery books. There was one about baking cakes and another about ageing wine. 
‘Please just put them on the shelf this time,’ said the manager, whose name was Mother Goose, ‘and don’t start reading them instead.’
	Red Cap promised Mother Goose that she would do as asked and went on her way to the cookery section.
	As you would expect from most librarians, Red Cap knew her way around the library with ease. She took the half steps on the 2nd floor by the science books down and around to the half-moon seating area by the science fiction books; there, she took a small staircase up to the children's fantasy room on the 3rd floor and across the book bridge that leads to the 6th floor of the adult horror section, then down the slide to the teenage drama shelves and around the loop-di-loop to the 5th floor geography section, until finally, Red Cap took the pole down to the 4th floor where she came to the cookery section. Very straightforward.
	As promised, she put the books back on the right shelves, double-checking the numbers codes on their spines to make sure they were in the proper order. It didn’t take her long, and she was just about to make her way back through Narnia to get to the front desk when she noticed a red book on the bottom shelf of the ‘Many Different Ways to Eat Fruit’ section that she’d never seen before. Red Cap knew that this was not one of the library books because she could name every book in that library without missing a beat; she had read them all by now, after all. Everything from The Collection of Edgar Allan Poe to Studies on the Human Unconsciousness by Sigmund Freud. You name it, she read it. Yet she did not recognise this book. 
	She picked it up and noticed the book was bound in a tight, soft leather, stained ruby red. It had that earthy, woody smell with undertones of oak, transporting her back to the days she used to play Cowboys and Indians with her little brother. It had no number code on its spine, but it did have a title, Red Apples. She could not open it to check its contents because it was locked with a padlock, the type you would expect to find on a teenager’s diary. 
Curious, Red Cap took the book with her to the secret librarian's train station hidden behind the bird-watching book self, where she caught the bullet train made of books and paperclips to the front desk; the train even gave off an imaginary choo choo as it stopped. If you ever wondered how librarians always seemed to magically get around libraries quickly, then now you know. However, they only ever used it for emergencies, such as when one was to find a mysterious book.
Red Cap scanned the book to check if it had any ID magnets in its frame. Nothing. She checked with Mother Goose, the manager, but she too didn’t recognise it. They bickered over the intent and purpose of this strange book and what to do with it, and it was suggested it was lost property or perhaps a prank. Red Cap suggested that they should try to pick the lock and see what was inside, but Mother Goose disputed her suggestion and argued that if someone did come to collect it and it was broken, then it would be the library's responsibility to cover the cost of damage. Red Cap was quite disappointed; she wanted to know what was inside. Ultimately, they left it in the lost property tray at the edge of the front desk with a big red sign that shouted: LOST. Red Cap’s colleagues were sure that someone would come and collect it.
‘And don’t you go trying to read it, Red Cap. I know what you're like,’ warned Mother Goose, and Red Cap promised she wouldn’t, despite her fingers twitching in its direction.
A few days passed, and no one came to collect the book. The book looks so lonely, thought Red Cap. Her hands twitched every day she saw the book lying there in lost property. There was never a book she could not read, which made her want to read it more. Some days, her manager would catch her by the lost property tray as she stoked the book’s spine. If only she could take just one little peek.
 A month passed, and still, no one came to collect the book. Soon, it would be time to clear out lost property. They weren’t allowed to keep anything, and instead, most of it was donated to charity shops or thrown in the bin. Red Cap couldn’t let that happen. She needed to know what was written in that book. She tried to ask Mother Goose if she could keep it when it was time to sort through lost property, but the manager refused her request and stated that it was against the library’s policy. This left Red Cap with no other choice. 
She decided to steal the book.
It’ll be fine; it matches my hat and coat. she thought. What use could a charity shop have with a locked book anyway? It's too nice to throw away. Red Cap repeated that over and over in her head. She knew she wouldn’t lose her job over taking something from lost property, but that wasn’t the problem. 
What if I get caught? 
Do they even remember the book is still there? 
What if someone comes to collect it tomorrow? 
Maybe it’s empty? Will I even be able to get the lock off? 
Will I get into trouble? 
Oh God, will this make me a thief!?
All the way home, she thought of every possibility, every concern, every likelihood. Red Cap decided that she would do it tomorrow, but she didn’t even realise that the book was already in her hands, in her house, until she sat at the desk and looked at it. 
“OH GOD IT’S A TELEPORTING BOOK!” exclaimed Red Cap.
Now you're just being silly, Red Cap; books can’t teleport, Red Cap huffed in her head. The damage was done now, but she doesn’t even remember taking the book. First things first, try to get that lock off. A funeral procession of safety pins, hairpins, and paperclips later, the lock sprung open with a click. Gingerly, she set the lock aside, opened the book, and read the bold crimson title within a frame of ivy on top of a luscious tree covered in red apples.
She turned the page and started to read. 
Red Cap read, and read, and read. Chapter after chapter, and only paused for food, toilet breaks, and showers. At bedtime, she struggled to put the book down so she could sleep, and when she finally did, it took her even longer to distract her mind from the book. She would eventually fall asleep when exhaustion took over. Night after night, she stayed up longer and longer. At work, all she could think about was the book. She didn’t even notice if anyone questioned its disappearance. She started showing up for work later and later each day and left earlier and earlier to the point her manager became quite concerned. 
‘My Red Cap, what bloodshot eyes you have,’ said Mother Goose one day.
The next day, Red Cap stole a pair of glasses from lost property. All the better to read with, she thought. 
Her manager also noticed that Red Cap seemed to be getting slimmer, and her eye sockets were becoming gaunt and sunken.
‘My Red Cap, look how much weight you’ve lost,’ said Mother Goose, concern etched in her voice.
Red Cap took a thick and furry brown cardigan from lost property the next day and wore it on top of all her clothes. All the better to avoid questions, she thought.
Fewer and fewer people started to come to the library, and the cause was complaints of a horrid smell that came from the reception desk.
‘My Red Cap, look how matted your hair has become,’ said the manager.
The next day, Red Cap stopped coming to work altogether, and that day, she barely acknowledged a voicemail from her grandmother, who tried to remind Red Cap that ‘I’ll see you in a week for your birthday.’ 
Whose birthday? She thought. She didn’t have time for birthdays, that would take time away from her book.
A week later, a pink slip was posted through her letterbox, but she didn’t notice. It remained buried in a heap of letters. Red Cap had stopped caring about the world around her. The cupboards were empty, the food in the fridge had rotten away, and you couldn’t tell the smell of mouldy and decayed food from the smell of Rep Cap herself. Her hair had become a tangled nest, grime and oil covered her skin, and her poor red coat and hat on the coat rack next to the door had become frayed and brown. The water and electricity were eventually turned off, and if you were to ever open those dank curtains, all you would see is dust pixelating the air.
And there was Red Cap. Crouched over her desk and adorned in her stollen glasses and brown cardigan, where she read the red book over candlelight.
The jagged nails of her left hand scratched at her face in concentration, which created deep and bloody gorges along her cheeks, while the nails on her other hand were gnawed down to the quick and painted her cracked lips red. With bloodshot and impossibly large eyes, she took in every detail written out before her.
She had read and re-read that book and memorised every word, but it wasn’t enough to soak in every detail. Each new reading took her deeper down the rabbit hole, but she never reached the bottom. It brought a mixture of clarity and confusion. She knew how the book ended, but every time she re-read the book, she saw a new side she hadn’t considered before. It was like a never-ending well of salt water that quenched her thirst just as much as it dried out her body, causing her to drink more and more. This apple of knowledge promised not damnation but opened her eyes to the eternity of knowledge the world has to offer. Like a wolf that chases its prey, she is determined to catch that rabbit at the bottom of the well.
She was happy to sell her soul to any snake that offered her these poisoned red apples so that she may absorb the knowledge from Eden’s tree.
There was a knock at the door.
‘Let me in, granddaughter; I’ve brought you some cake for your birthday,’ said a voice from beyond the door.
Red Cap did not answer, move, or pause in her reading. 
Knock, knock.
‘Hello, are you there?’ Red Cap did not answer.
‘I’m coming in.’
A jingle of keys twisted in the lock, and the door opened, pushing over the pile. The grandmother looked around the small studio apartment, quickly covering her mouth as she tried not to cough. The stench of decay and rotting food had created a fog so thick you could have cut it with a bread knife.
Through the fog, the grandmother spotted Red Cap slouched at her desk. As she made her way towards her granddaughter, she balanced the cake in her hands. The grandmother had to weave through the random bits of debris on the floor: unwashed clothes, empty packets and bottles of water, dirty plates, and cutlery. The flood had become a landfill, a new place for rodents and insects to call home. A cockroach scurried over the grandmother's foot.
 When the grandmother finally reached her granddaughter, she touched Red Cap lightly on the shoulder and gave it a small shake.
Red Cap turned and smacked her hand against her grandmother’s face. Her jagged nails sliced through the grandmother's eye. The grandmother screamed as she hit the floor, clutching her bloodied eye. The birthday cake rolled across the floor. Red Cap snarled, jumped on her grandmother’s chest and started to beat at her face with her fists.
Blood squirted up Red Cap's arms, on her face and chest. It went into her eye and mouth, and she swallowed it. Red Cap couldn’t hear her grandmother’s gargling as she pounded.
Crunch.
Bits of her grandmother's teeth and skull scratched and caught on her hands. Blood and brain matter covered every inch of her oily skin, sticking to it like a paste. 
Chest heaving, breath ragged, Red Cap stopped.
She stared at her hands and at the unrecognisable figure beneath her. She brought her hands to her nose and sniffed the goo that covered them. Tentatively, she took a small lick. 
‘What tasty flesh you have, grandmother.’








Dripping Sand

The sane man watches the sand glass on his desk. He sees the dripping sand, but he doesn’t hear it. He cannot hear the sand drops of his life pass him by, but he knows it's there. Trying to hear a drop of sand in the desert is like trying to hear the sound of a pin drop in a hatter factory. It blends perfectly with its surroundings, becoming one of hundreds of thousands of clogs churning. Indistinguishable. All the man hears is the grind of machinery, the rattle of more money being produced with every turn. 
He watches the hatters working diligently from his office as he taps impatiently with his pen onto the smooth mahogany surface of his desk next to the pouring sand glass. The unheard drip drip of the sand blends in with the tap tap of the pen. Indistinguishable. 
	How, then, can you find your way in the desert when every grain of sand is indistinguishable from the other? The stillness of its everchanging dunes leaves the sane man mad and the hatter at home. The hatter can walk over the dunes and feel the glass below his feet without thirsting for the oasis. A sane man would walk within its glass confinements, limited by the fruitless effort of counting each grain of sand, dying of thirst.
	The hatter walks for the sake of walking. He is unconcerned with the journey and cares not for the end. He is free from the sands of time to make his own path at his own pace. He doesn’t have two brash farthings to rub together, yet every time is teatime for the hatter that is not a slave to fate.
A sane man plans the easiest route, the quickest path, all leading to the Gates of the Elysian fields. Yet the man is confined to this glass cage; he must complete his journey before the sand of time drips its final grain. The sane man thinks that doing things by the book would show that he lives a good life. Live within the rules so that when the time comes to weigh his feather, when the sand has fallen to the bottom of the glass, the scales will balance in his favour. But he cannot see his glass cage, nor can he hear the dripping of sand. He must obey the rules of limitations, but are the rules he follows the rules of this glass cage or something else? He swipes the gains away with his feather, piling them into a corner to return to later. He has more than enough brash farthings to pay for his tea.
	Time is money, but money cannot buy you more time.
The sane man has opened his factory on a Sunday to beat the Monday shipping quota. These hats will get there faster if the hatters work one more day. What does it matter to the sane man if the hatters don’t get to see their family? What does it matter if they work on the Sabbath day? Hatters’ hands are stained a poisoned blue, and their eyes are glassy, occasionally dripping with sand. Feathers stick out of their coats, but they pay them no notice. 
	The sane man knows that the work will be completed on this day. He knows the hats will be on their way to Timbuktu tomorrow, with the hatters all back at work ready to make more. He knows how much money the hats will make him and how little he’ll pay the hatters for their efforts. The sands of time are in his favour.
	But the sane man doesn’t see that a grain of sand weighs more than a feather.
Reflective Essay

In this essay, I shall discuss how I tried to develop my craft of writing short stories. To do this, I have experimented with different narrative modes to evolve my show-and-tell in ‘Red Apples’ to show-and-tell that the protagonist will become the wolf. In ‘Cold Lights’, I used the uncanny to allude that the protagonist is a corpse. Another way I have tried to expand my craft is by using different narrative points of view to explore the themes, such as writing a monologue to explore the theme of identity in ‘Cold Lights.’ In contrast, I tried to develop a close third-person point of view in ‘Red Apples’ to examine the theme of forbidden knowledge. Furthermore, I aimed to experiment with writing a conceit story, ‘Dripping Sand’, to expand my writing by exploring different meanings with one conceit.
	In ‘Red Apples’, I attempted to show-and-tell through sensory imagery, such as ‘[h]er hair had become a tangled nest, grime and oil covered her skin,’ to show the decline of the character's physical and mental state that tells the audience that Red Cap has become the wolf. I was encouraged by feedback during workshopping sessions to add more signs that show the changes in the character in order to further develop my technique, which is also supported by my research into show-and-tell as Cox argues that ‘[i]magery enables us to read patterns of meaning.’[footnoteRef:1] Techniques like sensory imagery contribute to moving the plot towards the resolution at the end of a short story by showing the reader a possible twist without outright telling them what it will be. [1:  Ailsa Cox, ‘Capturing the moment’, Writing Short Stories, (Oxon: Routledge, 2005), p.38.] 

	In ‘Cold Lights’, I attempted to develop the show-and-tell technique by writing the uncanny, influenced by reading Poe’s uncanny description of an eye,‘[o]ne of his eyes resembled that of a vulture,’ in his short story ‘The Tell-Tale Heart’.[footnoteRef:2] However, unlike Poe, I have tried to create this sense of uncanny by making my tale from the point of view of a corpse as ‘the uncanny can also be a matter of something gruesome.’[footnoteRef:3] I attempted to show rather than tell the reader that they are reading from the point of view of a corpse through the imagery of death scattered throughout, such as the metaphor of ‘that vulture-chilling eye,’ as a ‘vulture’ alludes to the idea that the doctor is looking at a corpse. Therefore, by suggesting that the point of view is from that of a corpse, I am making the familiar strange that adds to this sense of the uncanny, which I believe has improved my flash fiction writing. [2:  Edgar Allan Poe, ‘The Tell-Tale Heart’, in Complete Stories and Poems of Edgar Allan Poe, (New York: Doubleday & Company, INC., 1966), p.121.]  [3:  Nicholas Royle, ‘The uncanny; an introduction’, The Uncanny, (Manchester: Manchester University Press, 2003), p.2.] 

	I have also tried improving my flash fiction writing by exploring different narrative points of view to explore different ways of presenting themes. In ‘Cold Lights’, I have written a monologue of a corpse consciousness as I believe this way of first-person writing will explore the theme of identity in more depth. As I usually have difficulty expressing emotions in the first person, I have tried to use the technique of rhetorical questions to demonstrate the character's inner struggles with their identity; ‘[a]m I even a person to him?’ The modernist way of writing inspired this because Dominic Head argues that within modernist stories, ‘emphasis falls on internal rather than external action,’ which, according to the basic ideas of the modernity theory written by Klages, reflects the ‘self’ as it can lead to ‘universal truths about the world.’[footnoteRef:4] This conforms to the theme of identity as her inner conscious thoughts eventually lead her to the hard truth of identity after death. [4:  Mary Klages, Literary Theory: A Guide for the Perplexed, (London: Bloomsbury Academic, 2015), p.167.] 

In ‘Red Apples’, I also experimented with a close third-person narrative view to explore the theme of forbidden knowledge. I was inspired by Carter’s ‘The Company of Wolves’, use of switching from a distant third person, ‘[t]he wolf is carnivore incarnate,’[footnoteRef:5] to a close third person, ‘[s]he saw how his jaw began to slaver,’ which builds on her story's deeper meaning.[footnoteRef:6] I tried emulating this by remaining distant at the start of my story using the fairy tale motif ‘[o]nce upon a time, there was a little librarian,’ then changing to close third person to demonstrate the character’s decline from the consequences of learning forbidden knowledge, ‘[s]he didn’t have time for birthdays.’ This also reflects Tatar’s feminist rereading of the story that the wolf is ‘nothing more than a projection of Red Riding Hood’s “badness”.’[footnoteRef:7] Feminist theory from the mid-to-late 1970s would argue that the wolf represents freedom from social constraints, as Klages writes that feminist theory during that time ‘argued that gender is a social construct’.[footnoteRef:8] [5:  Angela Carter, ‘The Company of Wolves’, in The Bloody Chamber, (London: Vintage, 2006), p.129. ]  [6:  Angela Carter, ‘The Company of Wolves’, in The Bloody Chamber, (London: Vintage, 2006), p.138.]  [7:  Maria Tatar, ‘Fact and Fantasy: The Art of Reading Fairy Tales’, The Hard Facts of Grimms’ Fairy Tales, (New Jersey: Princeton University Press, 1987), p.41.]  [8:  Mary Klages, Literary Theory: A Guide for the Perplexed, (London: Bloomsbury Academic, 2015), p.111.] 

Another way I tried to develop my craft is by writing a conceit story, ‘Dripping Sand’, by imitating Cheever's approach to his conceit in ‘The Swimmer’, as using a conceit can present ‘ordinary things to the mind in extraordinary ways.’[footnoteRef:9] I was inspired by Cheever's imagery of adventure and pilgrimage, ‘modern geography,’ to expand the conceit of a swimming pool to symbolise the man’s life journey.[footnoteRef:10]  I aimed to mimic the conceit of the journey of human life by presenting how a sand glass represents my character’s journey being confined by society's limitations, ‘[a] sane man would walk within its glass confinements,’ just how the pool represents how the swimmer’s journey of life is confined to those he meets by the pools. [9:  Charles E. May, Edgar Allan Poe: A Study of the Short Fiction, (Massachusetts: Twayne Publishers, 1991), p.8.]  [10:  John Cheever, ‘The Swimmer’, in The Stories of John Cheever, (New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1978), p.777.] 

Furthermore, I expanded this conceit of a sand glass to also symbolise awareness of mortality; as Atwood argues, ‘all writing is motivated deep down, by a fear of and fascination with mortality.’[footnoteRef:11]I did this through Egyptian mythological imagery of the afterlife, ‘a grain of sand weighs more than a feather,’ to represent fear of mortality, as the character strives to live a good life to be accepted in the afterlife. This was inspired by reading Jacobs’ ‘The Monkey’s Paw’, which uses death imagery to represent the fear of tampering with mortality, as the man felt ‘a horrible fear that the unspoken wish might bring his mutilated son before him,’ which I have tried to imitate by expressing similar unease of one’s mortality.[footnoteRef:12] Expanding on a conceit like this allows me to explore more than one meaning through one conceit, giving the story more depth than I would otherwise achieve.  [11:  Margaret Atwood, ‘Negotiating with the Dead’, in On Writers and Writing (London: Virago, 2003), p.137.]  [12:  W. W. Jacobs, ‘The Monkey’s Paw’, in The Monkey’s Paw and Other Stories, (Middlesex: Penguin Books Ltd, 1962), p.70.] 

In conclusion, writing these short stories has improved my craft because experimenting with techniques like show-and-tell, narrative point of view, and conceits has expanded my skills and understanding of what it means to write a short story. This has also helped me overcome weaknesses, such as writing emotion and exploring multiple meanings while having a limited word count. Therefore, I can expand my writing craft to include these techniques in the future.
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