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The Jack London Piece:
A Punchline
I love you – three words with weight to them. Immaterial weight heaved by most in one way or another. A father says it to his child he cradles, a master ruffling a pet’s fur, a friend to a friend in the form of a laughing fuck you, a person to their soulmate. But they are mere words invoking mystical feelings. Mystical because it’s ever shifting. Mystical because a thousand songs have been sung in hopes to decipher its chaotic disorder. Mystical because it’s love; immeasurable. I say them all the time in reaction to being told them myself, yet unaware this string of words so simple can tear worlds apart – of the small minded. It’s such a joke. Trust me. Find the punch line, you’ll die laughing. 
Here’s how I know.
It was November, 1905. I was in my thick wool jacket, and ripped jeans. I’m cool. I’m cold, holding a small letter gutted from its envelope. It was Christmas time after all, with the snow in free fall. Falling in good chunks. Falling like my mood. Life had me on the ropes. 
Walking the ridged streets of Oakland on a night like this isn’t something I enjoy too much. Couples littered the place as much as garbage hidden beneath snow, and hobos hidden in doorways of closed shops. Bright energy sucking lights were big here, at least on this night and they buzzed loud. Way loud. Even with them scrambling ears I heard her – Charmain. I have something to tell her, but I don’t know how. How would I approach it?
Her voice was scary – dominating – sweet but with an edge – dominating all other sounds. And it damn well dominated me like a siren sires in a weary sailor lost at sea. I don’t even remember what exactly I was doing wandering the streets that night, nerves had me drinking and forgetting what I wanted to do. Maybe I was out looking, sailing the sea of couples, for love. Maybe Charmain was in fact a mythological creature luring me in. I don’t know and didn’t care at that moment. I fell in love right then by the mere sound of her laugh cutting through the buzzing signs. I was ready to say “I love you,” like I was taught to say in moments like that – ‘moment’ is the driving word there. Frantically I searched the Oakland sea, hooking my eyes onto anything that moved. Desperate to reel her in.
But I can’t. I’m married.
Now, doesn’t all that want to make you choke with vomit so you could end your own pathetic misery of thinking love solves all of life’s biggest enigmas. Love should be a social stigma – banned for being so naïve.
Right, I was meeting her for tea or something, said she’d pay so I agreed. Shouldn’t have for I was shaking not from the cold, but from the nerves – I think. I had to tell her something. It’s something you just feel deep in you, and that was the place. I couldn’t stop fucking shaking. Trembling. She wanted to see me. To have a drink with me. To fuck me?
Charmain’s voice cut through the electric buzzing air, and jolted me. “Jaaaack,” she yelled like a mad woman from across the snow pile on the other side of the street. Before I knew it she was hugging me and tugging me inside some stuffy, overly brown coloured tea house where it was noisy from other people chatting about whatever folk chat about, but in a white noise kind of way. 
“How you been, huh?” her voice shaky from her clattering cold jaw, “Bess been treating you good, huh?” A smile plastered on her face. Her hair pinned up and greasy. She looked like a total mess. 
I toss the letter onto the table. “I have to tell you something,” I said, then, putting my hands on the table thinking that her watchful gaze might scare them to settle.
“You alright?” her eyes clung to mine. It was really weird. I couldn’t hold eye contact for more than a second. Her staring was mixed with a smile. And – 
“Why don’t you ever wear make-up?” I said.
“I ought to smack you for asking that,” and she actually slapped me. Which made me more nervous.
“Read that.”
“Just tell me what it says,” she said quickly.
“Read it, woman.”
She smacks me again. I almost shatter from it.
 “What I have to tell you is…I failed.”
“Oh?” she said with a smugness.
“My book, they hated it. They might as well of stabbed me for that book was about a part of me.”
A silence of us ensued. But the noise around us kept me in a whirl. Whirling with nausea. Where’s the fucking waiter? I couldn’t stop thinking. 
“Too bad. Fix it,” she said. I would’ve slapped her for that, but I vomited in my mouth from the thought of it. 
“Read the letter.”
	She looks at me puzzled. She asked what the point was since I just told her what it was about. I told her to read it, but she didn’t budge. 
	“For Chrisssake, woman, just fucking read it, they’re divorce papers,” I finally blurted out. 
	“We’re not married you idiot.” 
	A waiter finally shows up, muting us, forcing us to stare each other down. This time I could only stare at her for a few seconds before relenting, and looking down. She orders a coffee, black. I ordered a scotch, then changed it to beer, then a coffee after the waiter informed me they don’t serve alcohol. Finally he skirted away.
	“Daughters of the Snows, the book they rejected, was about you,” I said at last.
	“So I’m at fault?”
	“No, what I’m trying to say is that the book was about you. All I could think was you. Your wildness. Your care-free attitude. You don’t wear make-up you aren’t always concerned with others prying eyes. You’re manish. You’re like me…with the divorce from Bess we can fuck.”
	“Jack…” she says surprised. Then laughing. “You know I don’t care for marriage. What are you thinking?”
	“I’m not thinking, Bess and I never fuck, she’s a prude, I don’t love her. Love’s a joke and sex is the punchline because that’s what holds it together. My balls are full so my mind is empty. Fuck me and let me think again. Let my mind be free and creative again so I can write properly. So I can make money. Fuck me good. Fuck me now. Come on Charmain.” The people around us stared horrified at my vulgerness. Apparently I was yelling at the top of my lungs Charmain informs after my credulous look back at the crowd. 
	“Let’s go, Char.”
	She laughed. Laughed well and hard. Smiled with a smugness. Smiled with a flirtatious feverous stare. Then, she stood and I stood too. I love you I said, and so did she.



The Occupation Piece with Ros:

Bolero of Fire
Sirens screeching wake us up. The silence once in the fire hall now a chaotic mess of fighters gearing up. Helmets on, turnout jackets zipped. 
On sight. A plume of smoke wisps out of a small cottage. An old lady nearby utters prayers, wishing Satan be smited from her home. A fighter runs out from the home says it’s a simple class A fire, C side. I think that means the kitchen. My palms are sweating, and I can’t tell if it’s the cold or my nerves making me shake. 
“Rookies,” says someone tapping my shoulder and the guy beside me, “you’re up.”
My time…
Inside. I stumble over the hose I’m dragging in, my partner carries a thick blanket. Sniffing the smoke, there’s not much of it but I let it consume my lungs. An overwhelming intoxication fills me. My partner runs passed, through the narrow wooden hall. The entire cottage made of old wood. I stay breathing in the fumes. Heat embraces me next. So warm. So soothing. I take my time walking down to the back, taking in my first field experience. How I long to see something burn. My steps into the heated room before me are slow, each foot feeling frostbit, melting me away. Violently I shake. Violently I curse not believing it’s really my time with the fire. 
Crackling, periodic like the beats of a slow drum, hit me. Redness, shrouds the scene before me:
A bolero of fire whips around consuming the wood work of the cupboards. A fragrance of petroleum blossoms, spreading with the flames spiraling up the spiral stairs to the side. My hands tremble, struggling to unleash the hose. Come on. Come on. See it. Finally, I shoot a jet of water into it and the flames roar in protest – no, they roar with power as the water sizzles the petro, erupting into greater embers. My partner yelling:
	“There’s propane mixed in it, use foam.”
He runs passed, leaving me alone with the fire. Yelling that he will go switch the hose. I see what took place now, the old lady who can’t see well or smell, burnt her attempt at breakfast over her propane fueled stove. Again I shoot another jet of water to the approaching fire as it cuts off the hall to the kitchen. And again the fire sizzles the petroleum, bursting with greater magnitude. Smoke suffocates the house, and shouts of my fire officer, outside, irritate the crackling fire.
	“Foam! Someone go switch it to foam already…” they drown out to the music that is the burning wood. That is the sizzling chemicals. That is my humming. Rhythmic. I hold out my arms apart letting the fire wrap around me. Our bolero starts, slow at first, but I jet out spurts of water, and we go faster. Burn faster. Around the kitchen we go. Then to the hall leading into the living room, and more. Above me, I know my partner has swept across the bedroom before singeing the ceiling back to me.
Oh how I wish to throw off my helm, strip off my gear, and revel in the warm embers. Let them lap at my skin. Leave charred marks of honour. I wish to breathe in the cinders. Again I feed another jet of water. Walls of fire begin to replace the walls of the house. I want to see greater fires. I crank up the stove, and fuel gusts out. The fire razing, enraging. My chest heaves. The smoky intoxication getting higher. I spray more water and the fire sings me a great song. 
	Walls of the fire begin to consume all. The crackling of the structural integrity of the building tells me it’s time to bid farewell. As I run out, I leave the hose spraying, the other fighters run in. Behind me, the honourable cries of martyrs wisp out, longingly to my ears. In a few minutes my dance partner will be dead.



R.A.F’s politically/historically inspired villanelle:

Salute to an Ideal World

I always do as I am told
wear a white-top and black skirt.
My appearance is controlled.

When I long to embrace the cold
supervisors assert “Put on a shirt,
always do as you’re told!”

Even to how I mould
my words. Expression cannot be overt.
My speech is controlled. 

If I see abnormal activities unfold
and I know I must report it, thwart 
those who do not do as they’re told.

Be it my Father who’s the head of the household
and sheltering old friends, but no one breaks the law unhurt.
We must always do as were told.

I am the model citizen, behold
the mighty Führer in constant alert.
Always do as you’re told.
Let your mind be controlled.




South American Piece:

Mosaic of Madness
Darkness. The unsettling kind of dark that plays tricks on the eyes shrouds us. Something skitters. Something screeches. Our caravan has to move along. We have a duty. Whatever is around us is evading our gaze as we walk through the mosaic of homes jutting out in stalagmites from the concrete. This avenue, Grecia, has a false emptiness – we can feel it. 
	“Halt,” one of us say raising a fist. Down the street lined with shops, signs flickering away, newspapers scattering passed, we hear movement. OPEN reads the neon bathing us. Fingers are pointed. Heads are nodded. Some go into the shop, an abandoned convenience store, the rest skulk on. To the right looms the stadium, carefully it watches with us. 
	A scream, rhythmic, and close. Close. Closer. Someone must be running our way, and just like we practiced we get into base; legs bent, nimble, arms poised, eyes glaring. Nothing. That scream is never heard again, instead heavy footsteps periodic like the beats of a drum, play. 
	We move on, fast. What we want is to find the truth. To find the way out of this horrible chaotic pile of shit. This godforsaken run down corrupt mess.
Darkness. The unsettling kind that makes us feel outside ourselves wraps us, puts us in its armor – silhouettes. We are all mere shadows of ourselves treading down the pavement. Uniform. A whisper, faint, but clear. It’s chanting. It’s passion. It’s the sound one makes when one thinks they have no other option so they bind to it, blurring the line of who they are and what they believe in. After all, what else would one do if there was no other choice like an animal backed into a corner. This chanting like an evil spectre we can never escape, not fully. Not yet. 
	The sight before us, a crackled street – cracked like a web – and in it are the bodies caught, lifeless. Too many windows watch us. Helicopters fly over, spotlights searching. More screams. More bodies. Our eyes are adjusting to the dark. Funny how we can adjust to anything, our bodies just do it. When it’s cold, our bodies move blood to warm the organs. When a sense is lost all others overcompensate. When it’s dark, the eyes, the pupils grow to soak in more light. But when corruption comes how should we adjust to that?
	“There!” one of us say pointing to a man and woman, in the shadows of an alley. For a second they are caught in a prison of stares, in the next they wisp away into the dark. Behind us, a different group bumps into us and they join us in our duty. 
	Allende. He is a man. A man that runs this country. How does he hope to adjust – to cure the plague ridden in our country? This country, is it sick or is its people? That’s our mission. That is why we march, to find out the answer to that very question. In a courtyard now of a school. The flowers bloomed, the homes enclosing it, beautiful, the signs polluting it disgusting. It’s Allende, his face plastered all over them. He brought Chile to the brink of civil war, he did, and we are all now suffering the consequences. Yet still some bind themselves to him. Chanting again, very close. We enter the school.
	Desks are over turned. Lights zap, struggling to stay incandescent. We creep the halls you hide in. The halls that have told you Allende was the best choice. The halls that have betrayed us. You can’t hide, not from this. We tighten our silencers. Our guns stiff against our chests, eyes locked down the barrel. Like the darkness itself we spread rapidly, room to room, as the lights in the building are killed. You cry, we hear it. You’re worry vomiting out in great gasps. A room, science lab, with long tables, and many many hidden compartments. Almost we leave, but you’re breathing it’s loud. One of us look up and there you are on top of a tall cabinet. 
	“Please!” you cry, but before you plead again – we adjust you. We move on. 
In the gymnasium, well outside the gymnasium we find the doors are barricaded. As we tear down the rubble in the way. We hear you again, inside, chanting as if praying we won’t make it in, as if your sins won’t catch up with you, and our pace hastens. How can you hide yourselves from this, from what you’ve done? It is because of you we failed the first time, it is because of you this country went another month of chaos. So come out. “COME OUT,” one of us scream. 
Inevitably we make it in. We see you on your knees still asking Allende for help, but some of you run, and some of you fight with broken table legs, and chairs, and fists. Inevitably we round all of you up. 
Brightness. The incandescent kind of bright that’s brilliantly blinding. So bright that no truth can hide from these great stadium lights. And under these lights stand all those that contributed to the downfall of this once great nation in great rows. Your faces bathed in justice’s light, and drenched in tears, and swollen with wounds. A helicopter lands in the midst of the field. A man, hooded with a black bag gets out. We scream at him to hurry up, and it makes him stumble more. 
	“Relax everyone, this will all be over with soon. We just have to figure out who’s who, yes? Weed out the enemies of the state, and then we can all live in stability again, yes? So,” says the commander shoving along the hooded man approaching him, “Go on.”
	And the hooded man slowly walks down the line you stand in. There are slits cut in the black bag so that he can see clearly. His eyes are dark, almost undisguisable from the black bag, but there is an intense glint to them, it’s like staring into an abyss. He stops staring at one in line, a woman who can’t return his deep gaze. He moves on. One step at a time. Forty people done with. Slowly he examines each, but this moment isn’t slow, it isn’t quiet. No, the helicopter blades blare, Guard dogs bark, Cries and wailing from every direction. The man stares at another, another man, who returns the stare.
	“This is an Allende supporter. I’ve seen him in rallies.”
	That very man is kicked to his knees and adjusted in the temple. 
	The hooded man moves on. As he examines each, tapping the shoulders of a few here and there, who are then adjusted. Closer he’s comes. Closer. Closer. A woman now in his abyssal stare, pleads. Begging. Trembling. Pleading. She has children, they need her, they need their mother. She begs in her knees now, offering herself in every way, her fingers digging into the hooded man’s legs. Thus he squats, his eyes leveled with hers, a pitiful smile escapes against his will, and he whispers something. Though we can’t hear it, we know what was said: “You killed your children by being the leader of the Allende’s students club. You deserve what’s coming to you. You do.”
	The hooded man kicks her off, but she won’t budge. “My children,” she cries, “I did it for them,” she cries, “so that they could have a better future,” she cries before we adjust her. The black hooded man moves on.
You’re next. He looks you deep in the eyes, shackling yours to his. He’s about to raise his hand to point at you, but his head it catches the attention of the girl next to you, shaking violently. 
	“That is another supporter, we had class together,” and she’s bawling. Begging. Pleading. Adjusted. The hooded man takes another step away, but hesitantly. His head is tilted, his eyes back on you. And he stands before you once again. 
	“I know you,” he whispers only so you could hear it. “You’re the reason this is all happening. It is your fault. We followed you to Allende. Now watch as we die for your foolishness.” Now to everyone, “this is the pro Allende newspaper writer. The one who propelled all his falsehoods. Damn him now!” 
	At once the entire stadium screams at you. Curses you. Wants your blood to be spilled instead of theirs. See this? This is what happens when you let passion control your actions, rather than discipline. 
	You are kicked behind the knees. You look up at the barrel thrusted in your mouth. You can’t breathe. You can’t seem to hold it together as you look up at us, at the lights that blind encompassing the stadium, at those around you who watch with desolated expressions. You are trying to mumble a prayer, but we adjust you for the better of our country.



F. Scot Fitzgerald inspired piece:
Dark Paradise
There goes Abel, in my ear, singing soothing sorrows. A haze shrouds the air, and everyone’s devouring drinks – is that what it takes to enjoy the moment? A stimulus outside of ourselves? I just want to make myself feel good by my own means. It should be possible shouldn’t it, or is that a fantasy – a fairy tale taught to us when we were young and naïve like Beauty and the Beast where a monster could get that hot stuff. Kids believe just about any god damn thing. Man, I miss it all. The do whatever you feel like attitude because whatever you wanted would be fun, and a good idea, and make you happy. Happy. 
Then comes life scrambling that kid brain. That painless time to a world of problems and mind games of self-doubt; screaming help me out. Suddenly you wouldn’t do whatever you want and nothing was a good idea because all idea’s spawned conflict – I mean just look at the Great War we got out of. Look at our America now, as if all the crap we’ve been taught through fairy tales was just that, crap. 
But I tell you, once I heard it, happiness, its true essence captured into the language of music, I never wanted it to stop – jazz was the cure to our generation’s wounds. Jazz uplifted this nation from the horrors of the Great War.
Cue double time swing drums coaxed by three saxes leap frogging each other. Cue the clarinets as saxes blare loudly. The club is in full swing, the bellies of each patron full with booze too. Well, as full as can be without bringing any attention to on lookers – this I don’t approve of. Jimmie’s doing a jig, his fingers clutching onto his sax as it practically gives him CPR. He’s got a tempo going, declaring himself king of Madison’s as he can play the quickest and loudest, whoever dares to get into his smoky spotlight just can’t keep up. Smiles look longingly up at him, and laughter, of girls, keep him energized. He eyes a girl near the stage, one of the white ones, he’s got a thing for white girls. She blows him a kiss and he tries to catch it – which is Karl’s chance, on the keys, to overtake him. Karl’s fingers as light as feathers feverously attack the keys. I shake my head at Jimmie, who’s not pleased, throwing his sax into the crowd. There’s some new faces on the floor tonight, new girls, and Jimmie’s sax greets one square in the jaw, the very girl who threw him a kiss, and she drops. This party in Madison’s has been raging ever since it opened, there isn’t any time to mind a girl being trampled. I stumble my way to her like a pinball anyways, I like white girls too. 
	“You alright, Miss?” I stick my hand down to her entangled in the frenzy of feet.
	“Negro boys, I swear,” she says taking my hand, and I lift her close, so that my mouth is next to her ear, and clearly say,
	“Not all of us are like that, surely, Miss,” pulling back with an uncertain smile. 
	“Oh of course,” she smiles back with a smile so purely apologetic, or flirtatious, I am not sure, for the lights are too dim, but boy it makes me feel alive. This place it feeds me, like it feeds all the patrons energized by the whims of their emotions. That’s the fuel of our music – emotion and passion of our pain. Nothing else. “The names Ellie,” she says at my blankness. 
	“Jay.”
	“You know where I can get a little loose, Jay? I think my jaw’s tightening up on me.”
I swivel around, her hand still in mine, and guide her along to a door behind stage. A rhythmic knock on it and the seeing hole opens up. The eye on the other side of the door asks me a question, and I answer it quickly and hushly. The eye vanishes behind the door, then appears back on a stubby little man opening the way.
	“Right this way,” he croaks, motioning to a narrow corridor which ends in a small crowded room. 
	“The music doesn’t make its way back here,” I’m telling her, our heads low, walking through the low hallway, “so I don’t hang back here much. But this is where all the musicians come to unwind before they get on stage.”
	“You a musician too, Jay?” she says a little too eager to get into the oncoming room.
	“I try. Not even close to the boys on stage. I don’t know what’s in them but boy can they play.” We come to a narrow room, filled with barrels of new booze. A few more musicians lay on some of the beds, unwinding by the fire. 
	“My, my, it looks like a rodent’s hole down here,” Ellie says, then coughing to the haze hitting her hard. The fire smoke hasn’t anywhere to escape after all. 
	“Packrats know how to hide, hon, and so welcome to the rat-hole, where we hide the goods,” says Jimmie on one of the sofas. 
	“You’re the one who threw the sax at me,” Ellie says indignant. 
	“You’re the one who lost me my spotlight,” he says back. It must have really hurt him for his eyes are almost bloodshot.
	“Don’t be such a baby about it Jimmie,” I say and he waves me off. The room is quiet, save for the crackling fire, and the occasional barman rolling another barrel out here and there. Ellie’s laying on one of the beds, and I watch her from the other side of the room. Her clothes quite out there, but suiting, she’s a girl who I can tell is hurting. Not just her jaw, but her look. She wears that red sequin head piece, but it’s merely to distract from her sorrowful eyes. She’s dazzled out in pseudo pearls, but that’s yet another mirage that shields her past. I pick up a sax leaned against one of the barrels and begin to play soulful tunes, a slow ii V. 
	“Hyfckoffwuldya,” I think someone mumbled at me, so I stop, and look up only to see, Ellie snuggled up to some guy pleading for something, but he keeps shoving her away. 
	“What’s going on I say, putting an arm on her shoulder.” 
	“No one will share,” she says, her eyes looking longingly into mine.
	“There are plenty of beds,” I say.
	She looks away from me and pleads the guy on the next bed over, picking at something in his arm, so I look too – a needle. A needle strapped down into his lower forearm. I pull her away, hastily, “Don’t touch that, he’s sick, and needs it.”
	“I need it too,” she pleads. 
	“Yeah, what’s your sickness?”
	Laughter, behind me, from Jimmie. A good deep uncontrollable chuckle pours out of him. “We’re all sick for that, Jay.”
	My eyes almost twitch back to the needle, then to her eyes, then to her face, and only then I notice in this soft firelight how harsh her features really are. How skeletal, and freakish. How sick? “What have you got, Ellie?”
	She doesn’t answer, no, she picks the needle from the man’s arm, and inserts it into hers. Just like that, she loosens up, unwinding. Being cured. What the fuck. I stagger back, and Jimmie behind me asks if I want any? I answer with a run, back through that low hanging hallway, back past that stubby man guarding the door, back into the main room of Madison’s. Someone else is in the spotlight, this time Abel, his voice so soothing, so loose, so unwounded and free. Free like the saxes, and clarinet’s that play erratically around it. That playing so improvised, yet structured…with pain. I watch the party at his feet, the patrons, revel in the music, entranced. They move fast, but sluggishly. And Abel, I stare at him intently, and the other musicians, at how ghoulishly they really look. Is that the source to our music? I can’t breathe, my lungs imploding, but this party here at Madison’s stops for no one. On my knees coughing out my heart. No eyes pay attention to me as I get entangled into the maelstrom of shuffling feet. The saxes go out on a solo, fighting each other for their moment. Is this really the source to Jazz? Is it really dictated by forced serotonin and booze, and not passion? Not emotion? I get shoved down, people trampling all over me. I can’t get up, only see almost demonic expressions on the faces of everyone under the spell of this tainted music. This is the jazz age.




[bookmark: _GoBack]Reflective Critique

I know as a writer research is a must in the creed. Whether for journalistic purposes or creative purposes, research is essential to have a realistic feel to my work. It makes allows idea’s to become developed and whole. I can’t talk to a scientist and bullshit my way through a conversation of physics if I don’t know anything about physics, and likewise I can’t write a piece on something I know nothing about and have others believe in my words without research. That being said, this class did not in the slightest, give me – rather I should say teach me – any new ways on researching a topic. Merely it presented topics that I would then have to and learn how to research myself – perhaps that was the point, for me to go on my lonesome and learn how to do in-depth analysis of whatever topic I chose. After all in the real world I won’t be hand held through my writing journey’s. 
Jack London
	For my first piece, on Jack London, I investigated into his personal life, what he liked, and didn’t, his relationships, and his writing style. He has a sort of brutal blunt way about doing things in his life, and a type of relentlessness in his writing (think Call of the Wild). So in my piece about him, I made his lust for Charmain, and disinterest in Bess very plain, in terms of his sexual appeal to them. Jack loved sex, and that’s one thing I drove as hard as I could. 
	In editing that piece, from class critique, there were some items, and references to things that seemed out of place, like mentioning shades, or neon signs, which didn’t become a thing till later, and thus were edited out.
Occupation assignment
	In this assignment, given by Ros (a substitute I believe), I explored the occupation of a firefighter, but I didn’t want just another tale of a fire rescue. I wanted something darker, as fire just has that energy to it to be quite unnerving for how devastating it can be. And by researching that it’s known for a minority fires to be started by firemen themselves, whether it be for their own boredom, or them looking for a sexual gratification. I chose to pursue that line of thought and wrote exactly that. 
	In editing this piece I tried to tone down the intense use of adjectives I had before, in hopes to tighten it up more, and make it feel freer flowing in being read. 
The Chilean Coup
	The documentary that we watched filled in a lot of the gaps of in memory I had about this subject. The history of Chile is just so chaotic, and split that I had a great idea for this topic. With the history of many coups, of one party always ousting the other – a sort of us vs you mentality, I chose to write my piece just like that. Two split groups, one for Allende (the students) and one against (the military). Upon researching the story I found how brutal the military was to anyone who supported Allende, and that damn atrocity that happened in the stadium. Thus I used those as vital arenas in the story to demonstrate the brutality of it all, but with words that didn’t make it seem so (like using adjusted instead of killed).
F. Scott Fitzgerald
	The Jazz Age of America, all that’s ever said of it was the greatness of it and the easy going life of those living in it. How flamboyant it was, and dazzling, and fun. But nothing can ever be purely good, says the cynic in me, and thus I found that in that time is when heroin was becoming a huge problem in America. And perhaps the craziness of Jazz was fueled by heroin, and the prohibition taking place. Thus I wrote a story involving the two, and one kid’s epiphany to realizing what the source of his happiness really is.
	In editing this piece – at first I didn’t have an arc for the character Jay, more so he was shocked by what he saw and that was that, but no story is complete without and arc, and thus I added those parts in the beginning and end, about his feelings to his music.
RAF
	I wrote a villanelle for this some because the whole point the RAF had was about how they/people were being controlled by capitalism, and forced rule, so making a poem that’s very strict and repetitive in its ways seemed like a perfect analogy to the group’s political views. Using my knowledge of history I used lots of symbols that referenced leftism (communism/socialism) and fascism (capitalism, Nazism) etc. And the RAF were all about opposing the oppressors, but not really being able to, which is just like the poem I wrote. 
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