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TASK 1 – Jack London 

London in London 


Act one the play begins without a dress rehearsal,

Jack London steps out in full glare wearing costume,

Sniggering, prompt stage fright fear of the role reversal.

Screaming streets as wild as a tropical typhoon

Gently the waves allow calm from sir to mate.

The honeysuckle and the bee in harmony sing,

Vivat Rex (God save the King!) and all Pomp and Ceremony

Powerful Empire and the greatest, wealthiest Estate.

Spit drenched pavements offers free delights, a cig and apple ring

Carrying the banner deprived of sleep and money.



Act two they sleep in the silhouette of the great church,

The wealthy in the upper circle comfortable and overfed,

Looking down on the East End like the church, they observe

London’s Pied Piper of little happy dancing girls drop dead.

Scrap heaps sleeps paying for King and country

Women selling themselves for tuppence or a stale loaf

Doctor Bernardo cares in search of the child amiss.

Jack shares with Chippy and Carter two slices and some tea

The final curtain falls on death and money of England’s growth

Made by the slums and The People of the Abyss.






The poem was inspired by Jack London’s The People of the Abyss. Whilst reporting the 
Coronation of King Edward VII, his publisher allowed Jack London to write a book about the East End of London. Jack took a taxi (hansom) to the East End to buy second hand clothes to wear as a disguise. He wanted to live with the people in the East End, thinking that if he made himself look like a poor and out of work sailor, he would blend in with the real people of the East End. Children crowded around his hansom because taxis did not drive through the East End. The man in the market who Jack purchased his disguise from, called him sir and thought Jack had done something criminal and needed the clothes to disguise himself. The next morning, Jack London, wearing his ‘rag tatter’ clothes felt apprehensive. No longer did people call him sir. He smiled when they called him mate and his confidence grew.
Jack London compared the abysmal slums of the East End to the pomp and ceremony of the Kings Coronation. This riled Jack as there were so many people starving and dying and yet only a few miles away there was the King and his entourage dressed in finery and showing off their wealth whilst people were eating black apple cores and picking up dog ends to smoke from the shitty, filthy streets in the East End. There were many homeless people and homeless families in the East End. At night, the law would not allow the homeless to sleep and they had to walk during the hours of darkness; this was known as ‘carrying the banner.’ In the daytime they would sleep in parks and Jack thought it ironic when he saw hundreds of homeless people asleep in a park with a Church standing nearby.

Jack London refers to the organ-grinder as the Pied Piper of London. This was the only time Jack saw a ‘beautiful sight’ in the East End. When the organ-grinder comes round, the children danced in the street. 
 


Task 3 – Jack Kerouac
The White Horse

Helen took the last storage box that she had just filled with odds and ends and placed it with the rest of the junk she had collected over the last couple of years. She poured the remainder of the Malbec into her glass and sat looking out of the window of her third-floor apartment on West 11th Street that looked out onto The White Horse Tavern. The low autumn sun was setting, and the small courtyard below was littered with leaves. Helen could hear the muffled sounds of the drinkers in The White Horse and it reminded her of him. She sipped the last drop of wine and contemplated on going across to The White Horse to get another bottle and there was the possibility that she might see him in there. Helen was at peace with the world and tomorrow would launch a new beginning for her. Moving out of the apartment and into a new job gave her a new lease of life and at twenty-six years old, the world was her oyster. Helen rinsed the wine glass under the tap and dismissed the idea of going to The Horse and went to bed.


Jack Kerouac became an overnight sensation after his novel On the Road was published and became the number one bestseller. Jack was uncomfortable with the fame that went with the package and he was bored and too tired of appearing in yet another television interview – he was also too tired from drinking. Jack was a good-looking man and the television cameras loved the way his shyness came through. He had a permanent squint as though the glare from the lights was always highlighting him. He put down his pen and grabbed his coat. It was noon and he was only a block away from The White Horse. At this time of day, he was hoping there would not be anyone in the bar. He wanted to drink and to be left alone. Jack was right in his presumption, there were no customers in the bar when he entered the White Horse Tavern. 
‘Beer and a large shot of whisky, I’m going in the corner.’ Jack said to the girl behind the bar and made his way to the corner table which was hidden by a pillar. The corner table was usually a spot for lovers as the pillar blocked the view from anyone else in the bar seeing who was sitting at the corner table. Jack unzipped his bag and took out a copy of Jack London’s paperback Call of the Wild and began to read with his head bowed down and one arm stretched out on the table. The girl behind the bar placed his drink order on a tray and walked over to the corner table.
‘One beer and a large whisky Jack.’ She placed his drinks and with a wink she walked back to the bar and returned to her cleaning duties.
Jack threw the whisky down his throat and turned the page of the book. He sipped at the beer and started to feel the benefit of the whisky.
‘Same again please Jo.’ Jack called to the girl behind the bar who was polishing the beer fonts. The alcohol helped Jack to relax and he felt at ease with Jo now and was able to at least acknowledge her by using her name. He had known Jo for a few years since she started working in The White Horse; many a time she had helped Jack when he was too drunk to stand up and Jo would call a cab and make sure he was alright. 
Jo returned with a fresh pint of beer and another large whisky.
‘Thanks Jo, this is just what I need.’ Jack looked up at Jo and gave her a smile.
‘As long as you behave Jack.’ Jo replied and looked towards the entrance to the bar as the doors opened and a couple of tourists came through. They were British and headed straight for the bar and Jo could hear the familiar sounds of a Welsh accent and rushed to serve the Welsh tourists. Jack spent the rest of the afternoon reading and drinking and was surprised to look up from his book and see his friends Peter and Allen. He did not know how long they had been in the bar. He closed his book and walked over to join them sitting at the bar chatting to Jo. The pub was starting to fill with customers as Jo said her farewells and three new members of staff took her place. Jack was very drunk and started to tease Peter. Allen was not impressed with Jack’s behaviour and made small talk hoping that Jack would quit teasing Peter. 
‘I need a piss.’ Jack slurred. ‘Get another round of Boilermaker’s and put it on Peter’s tab.’ Jack swayed as he got off the stool and made his way to the gent’s toilets. Jack washed his hands and laughed to himself as he read the faded letters of the marker pen where someone had scribbled ‘Jack Go Home!’
He thought it was best if he did go home. Peter did not deserve the abuse which he had given him and he thought about this as he washed his face with cold water. He looked up into the basin mirror and blinked, then he blinked again not believing what he was seeing. There was nobody else in the toilets; looking in the mirror Jack Kerouac did not see his own reflection but that of Jack London. 
‘Hi there, Kerouac.’ Jack London said. 
Jack could see the whole face of Jack London, nothing else, just Jack London’s face smiling straight at him and saying hello.
‘Hi London.’ Kerouac replied nervously
‘John Barleycorn has got you hasn’t he Jack Kerouac?’
‘It’s the Garden of Eden and anything goes!’ rejoiced Kerouac
Jack London chuckled at Jack’s response and said ‘The Greeks believed that the Gods gave them wine so that they might forget the miserableness of existence. Why are you drunk Jack?’
‘Because, Mr Jack London, I like ecstasy of the mind!’ 




























Task 4 – John Keats


Nightingale

Three days later. Wednesday 11th July 2018

‘These bloody damn wasps,’ exclaimed Richard as he waved his arm in annoyance and sat down under the plum tree. ‘And you can bloody well shut that noise up too, Mr Nightingale.’ he groaned looking up into the tree at the nightingale who was singing to his heart’s content.
Richard always sat alone under the plum tree in the park on Hampstead Heath to enjoy his lunchtime break. He opened his sandwich box and smiled knowing how devoted his wife Anne was to him. Richard made a point that his sandwich box should contain one ham sandwich made with uncut wholemeal bread and ham off the bone from Edwards the butchers, a small packet of Waitrose ready salted crisp and a slice of Anne’s homemade cake. He also had a flask of coffee which he made himself because Anne was, ‘bloody useless,’ as Richard would often remind his wife, at making a simple cup of coffee. He unscrewed his flask and poured steaming black coffee into his china cup; Richard would only drink from a china cup. His grandmother, who Richard admired totally, had told him the only way to drink hot drinks was from a bone china cup – it tasted better. So, Richard sat under the shade of the plum tree, drinking coffee from his late grandmother’s china cup. 
The sun was shining, the birds were singing, but Richard was still full of gloom. People were sitting on blankets enjoying the summer weather in the park, but miserable Richard just sat moaning to himself ignoring the beauty that surrounded him. Two butterflies fluttered into the plum tree and settled there for a moment, to Richard they looked like they were lovers.
‘Don’t be a silly Billy.’ Richard said to himself, and added ‘They are butterflies.’ He poured brandy into his coffee which he drunk and witnessed the nightingale killing the two butterflies. Richard smiled, packed his sandwich box into his briefcase and headed back to the office.

Monday 9th July
John Adonis Blue lived his life to the full. He flew miles to drink his preferred tipple using his tongue like a straw gulping down the liquid nectar. John would only go for the rarest and tastiest of the varieties and had to travel far and wide for his little luxury. He worked hard and played hard. His favourite pastime was to sit and watch the people on the park. He would often visit friends in Wentworth Place, which was close to the big park on Hampstead Heath. Wentworth Place was a large estate house, originally two houses that were joined together. The estate to the rear has a woodland garden and the front of the house boasted one of the finest gardens in London. It captured the grandeur of a bygone age and its floral displays were spectacular. 
It was on this lovely summer’s morning, that John made a visit to Wentworth Place and to his delight she was there. His beautiful English rose, Vanessa Cynthia – his painted lady. She had the bluest of eyes and John was madly in love with her. John would ponder over Vanessa for hours when he was not with her; romantic poetry flowed from his thoughts thinking about his love Vanessa Cynthia. 

Tuesday 10th July

John and Vanessa spent the night under the stars on Hampstead Heath. The night was clear and warm; the grass was their bed and they made love all evening, sleeping for a few winks and waking to more love making and caressing. John knew he did not have long to live and the lovers both agreed to spend one last night together before he flew off the following day and leave this world forever. 
‘You are my bright star.’ whispered John, as he lay in the grass next to Vanessa pointing to the starlit sky and added ‘Would I were steadfast as thou art.’

The following morning, John and Vanessa spent their last hours together in the park and when the time came they agreed to say their farewells in their favourite plum tree where the nightingale sings.




I was inspired to write this short story from a part of a letter John Keats wrote to Fanny Brawne:

“I almost wish we were butterflies and liv’d but three summer days – three such days with you I could fill with more delight than fifty common years could ever contain.”













