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  Thanks to the English Literature and Creative Writing Department at Lancaster University, whose ongoing support throughout our project has provided us with much guidance, and whose financial donation has enabled this project to truly accomplish its goals.


  Thanks to our Poetry and Prose Judges, who volunteered their time to the difficult task of shortlisting our many excellent entries and provided us with wonderful feedback.


  Thanks to Professors Graham Mort and Saleel Nurbhai for donating their expertise in creative writing to select this year’s winners and runners-up.


  A big thank-you to all of the entrants who submitted this year—we had tons of fantastic submissions, which our judges and team thoroughly enjoyed reading.


  And thanks to our very generous supporters on our GoFundMe page—this wouldn’t be possible without you.


  Foreword


  The Literary Lancashire Award was founded in 2019 by Ruth Walbank and Lara Oriss and is now in its second year of running. The award is designed to be an opportunity for young writers in Lancashire to experiment and be creative with writing whilst simultaneously allowing ambitious writers to take that first step into building an impressive writing portfolio.


  This year’s entries were fabulously fun to read, and our team has been eagerly anticipating the publication of The Literary Lancashire Award Anthology 2020.


  Our team has worked incredibly hard since October 2019, so a big thank-you to our wonderful team members:


  Megan Hawkswell, Secretary and Treasurer


  Olivia Middleton, Online Content Officer


  Alix Leonard, Online Content Officer


  Daniel Findell, Co-Head Organiser and Head of Judging


  Lily Norman, Co-Head Organiser and Head of Marketing


  We hope you have as much fun exploring the creativity of Lancashire’s writers as we did.


  Our Themes


  Each year, we set several themes for entries to be submitted under. We find these themes can be a useful way to get ideas flowing, as we keep them open and broad in their interpretation. This year’s themes are:


  
    	Lost and Found


    	Mysterious Stranger


    	Under the Influence


    	The Machine


    	Witch Hunt

  


  ‘What comes from the heart, goes to the heart’


  —Samuel Taylor Coleridge


  ‘But the future must be met, however stern and iron it be’


  —Elizabeth Gaskell


  Prose
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  Winner


  Eggshells

  By Ellen Darbyshire


  ‘The stories were of a very high quality, with a number of distinct and engaging voices. These were all a great pleasure to read, and it was a challenge to decide the best of them. The eventual winner was “Eggshells”, a compact piece of flash fiction packed with description and emotion; the characters were nicely rounded, and there was a sweet and believable interaction between them.’


  Saleel Nurbhai

  Head Judge of Prose


  Eggshells


  by Ellen Darbyshire


  Lost and Found


  The eggs have broken.


  In front of me is translucent albumen, drip


  drip


  dripping


  down the shelves, past the organic boxes at the top—Fresh, Healthy, Happy—all the way down to the battery boxes at the bottom—Saver, Budget, Value. Every time a string of the stuff snaps, I hear it splash at my feet. I know that if I look down, I will see the egg whites there, and the yolks, and the shells. I also know that if I do not look down then there might be nothing there at all, that the dripping is sweat, or blood, or waters breaking.


  I can feel people looking at me, so I look down.


  Six jelly suns smile back up at me. Sunny side up.


  The eggs have stopped dripping, but the splashing sound continues. I put my fingertips to my cheek, and they come away wet, glazed.


  Oh, dear.


  I look back up.


  Oh, dear.


  It is a woman wearing too many necklaces, or perhaps one very large one. It’s hard to tell. One hand is clutching the handle of her trolley, which is filled with microwave meals, and Party Rings, and teabags, and paracetamol. The other hand is fanning her face, which is pale and mottled with brown and red.


  Oh, dear. She steps closer to me. Have you dropped your eggs?


  They’re not my eggs, I say.


  Oh, dear.


  I didn’t mean to, I say, defensive, and suddenly I am aware that she might be here to reprimand me, to scold me, to laugh at me.


  Let me help you, she says instead, and before I can stop her, she kneels down underneath me, scooping up the jelly in her hands. The yolks slip between her fingers like water wrigglers, clear ooze running down her wrists. I look around the aisle. Other people in the supermarket are staring at us, maybe everyone. They look at the woman, then me. Her, then me.


  I crouch down beside her. I’ll do it.


  She slowly pulls her sticky hands away and places them on her knees. I scrape the yolks and shells into the box they fell from, but there is little I can do about the thick puddle of goo now settled on the floor. I stand up and hold the box in my hands. A caricature of a chicken grins up at me with teeth that shouldn’t be there. It feels empty now.


  I put it back on the shelf. Like nothing ever happened.


  The woman is staring at me, too.


  Oh, honey. She stands up next to me. Don’t get upset. She thinks for a moment. There’s no use crying over spilt yolk.


  I’m not crying, I say, and then remember that I am.


  You don’t need to be embarrassed. We all get butter fingers.


  No, it isn’t that, and then, without thinking, It’s hormones.


  The woman pauses to assess me. Her eyes make their way down to my stomach, which I find my hands are now cradling, cupping at the wall of cold flesh. She clasps her own hands to her chest. Oh, I see! I see!


  And it is just like every time a woman makes the connection. Maybe it’s some sort of chemical reaction in our brains. Maybe it’s always there, and maybe it never goes away. I understand completely, the woman is now saying. When I had my daughter, I was just a mess, all the time. I cried when I saw a pigeon snatch another pigeon’s dinner away. A pigeon, can you believe!


  Ha-ha, I say. Wow.


  Now my daughter is the new mummy, she carries on. We were just here to pick up some formula.


  I glance back at her trolley.


  I got a bit carried away. She laughs as she too looks back at the trolley, which I can now see is half-crammed with nappies, talcum powder, formula. Hey, she’d be happy to give you some suggestions if you’re looking for baby stuff yourself. I know how daunting it can be.


  That’s okay, I tell her.


  She looks surprised. Well, all right.


  Her arm reaches out towards mine, and I step back, sliding my basket handles into the crook of my elbow. She pulls her arm back.


  You sure you’re okay, love?


  I smile, big, like the chicken. I’ll be okay.


  I pick the egg box back up from the shelf and put it in my basket.


  Runners-up


  The Moth

  By Jana Craddock


  ‘“The Moth” is a well-balanced piece of surreal, psychological horror, with some touches of lurid body horror.’


  The Speed of Light

  by Khatijah Balu


  ‘“The Speed of Light” captures moments in time and allies them with some acute images; the way events and thoughts were mingled brought a pleasing realism to the whole piece.’


  Saleel Nurbhai


  The Moth


  by Jana Craddock


  The Mysterious Stranger


  Paloma had been crying down by the canal when the giant moth fell from the tree.


  She hadn’t intended to be by the water at that time of night. It was asking to be killed. She had cut through the nettles on the steep bank without thinking and gone along the walkway because after everything that had happened that evening, she just wanted to get home. The thick, black grass crunched beneath her flats as she strode along. The canal smelt like shit. She didn’t even care if her shoes would be soaked by the time she got back because it didn’t matter anymore. She didn’t need these fucking shoes anyway. Might as well throw them in the canal right now. She pushed on, breathing in the decaying smell of whatever was congealing in that sewer, until she felt a tear running down her cheek. Sudden as a nosebleed. She slowed down to wipe it away, but more followed, and she sank down onto her heels. She held her head and pinched her eyes shut. God’s sake. Her throat burned. Why can’t it wait?
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