Flash Fiction 

1. Create one of your own. Go back over the flash fiction pieces you have read. 

2. 700 words or so. No more than 1,000. No fewer than 500. Due: August 14. Typed, great. 

E-mail me a copy at school so we can view it on the overhead:  mrose@lodiusd.k12.ca.us

3. Characteristics of the genre: 

depth, clarity, human significance, philosophical, deep thoughts. 

Less is more. Meaningful glances and snapshots into the heart of life. 

Stage presentations. Musical pieces. Poetic flourishes.

Some evoke mood—others intellect. Some are downright darkly hilarious.

No pause in reader’s concentration. No break in field of vision. Focused effect.

Details are vivid. Figurative language is used. Juxtaposition of odd details create strangeness. 

Characters are more obtuse than in general short fiction. 

Observation of the third person narrator, or personal vision of the first person is the voice or point of view. Sometimes second person is used, as in Bread, but it’s a tough point of view to do.

Tone: cryptic, ephemeral, and a sense of control. Mood: strangeness. 

Humor should have heft---sarcasm should have depth.

Usually the conflict or situation is contained within one setting or scene.

Ideas: 

1) Take a fairy tale, fable, myth, legend, or story we might recognize as a familiar didactic piece and twist it to address idiosyncracies of modern life. 

2) Use the newspaper as a catalyst. Choose an article that strikes a chord with you.

3) Use the Sun, Onion, or Weekly World News tabloids to get strange ideas that describe ironies in life.

4) Use a painting, photograph, or other art work/s to stimulate ideas and visuals.

5) Take a piece of music – classical, jazz, etc. without words. What images are evoked and how do they take off on their own?

6) Go somewhere, like a café, public place, library, and observe people. Any ideas come to mind? 

Aesop’s Fables

124. The Milk-Woman and Her Pail 

A FARMER'S daughter was carrying her Pail of milk from the field to the farmhouse, when she fell a-musing. "The money for which this milk will be sold, will buy at least three hundred eggs. The eggs, allowing for all mishaps, will produce two hundred and fifty chickens. The chickens will become ready for the market when poultry will fetch the highest price, so that by the end of the year I shall have money enough from my share to buy a new gown. In this dress I will go to the Christmas parties, where all the young fellows will propose to me, but I will toss my head and refuse them every one." At this moment she tossed her head in unison with her thoughts, when down fell the milk pail to the ground, and all her imaginary schemes perished in a moment.

Hence the saying: “Don’t cry over spilled milk….” could be made to fit.
Another one: Don’t count your  chickens before they hatch. 

Or: Don’t put all your eggs in one basket. Or: Don’t cut the cheese with a dull knife. Oooooh.

Aesop: Aesop's Fables

111. The Mice in Council 

THE MICE summoned a council to decide how they might best devise means of warning themselves of the approach of their great enemy the Cat. Among the many plans suggested, the one that found most favor was the proposal to tie a bell to the neck of the Cat, so that the Mice, being warned by the sound of the tinkling, might run away and hide themselves in their holes at his approach. But when the Mice further debated who among them should thus "bell the Cat," there was no one found to do it.

(Relates to the Little Red Hen story---where no one wanted to help make the bread, but everyone wanted to partake of the bread. 

Aesop: Aesop's Fables

217. The Town Mouse and the Country Mouse 

A COUNTRY MOUSE invited a Town Mouse, an intimate friend, to pay him a visit and partake of his country fare. As they were on the bare plowlands, eating there wheat-stocks and roots pulled up from the hedgerow, the Town Mouse said to his friend, "You live here the life of the ants, while in my house is the horn of plenty. I am surrounded by every luxury, and if you will come with me, as I wish you would, you shall have an ample share of my dainties." The Country Mouse was easily persuaded, and returned to town with his friend. On his arrival, the Town Mouse placed before him bread, barley, beans, dried figs, honey, raisins, and, last of all, brought a dainty piece of cheese from a basket. The Country Mouse, being much delighted at the sight of such good cheer, expressed his satisfaction in warm terms and lamented his own hard fate. Just as they were beginning to eat, someone opened the door, and they both ran off squeaking, as fast as they could, to a hole so narrow that two could only find room in it by squeezing. They had scarcely begun their repast again when someone else entered to take something out of a cupboard, whereupon the two Mice, more frightened than before, ran away and hid themselves. At last the Country Mouse, almost famished, said to his friend: "Although you have prepared for me so dainty a feast, I must leave you to enjoy it by yourself. It is surrounded by too many dangers to please me. I prefer my bare plowlands and roots from the hedgerow, where I can live in safety, and without fear."

Aesop: Aesop's Fables

17. The Dog and the Shadow 

A DOG, crossing a bridge over a stream with a piece of flesh in his mouth, saw his own shadow in the water and took it for that of another Dog, with a piece of meat double his own in size. He immediately let go of his own, and fiercely attacked the other Dog to get his larger piece from him. He thus lost both: that which he grasped at in the water, because it was a shadow; and his own, because the stream swept it away.

Moral of the story, says teacher, is let imaginary sleeping dogs lie.

You can find the entire Aesop 300+ page collection online here. Have fun!

http://www.literaturepage.com/read/aesopsfables.html
