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The Last bus ride
How it was possible to feel the sorrow this deep and still be alive, she could not comprehend. Nine months had gone, and the pain was still there, some ways even reaching deeper into depths of her she did not know existed. “Fuck the five stages of grief from this Kubler-Ross woman; there is just one unending, infinite and painful, lasting state of sadness,” she thought to herself with a slightly ironic smile in her skeleton like face.
She had been a woman full of joie de vivre, full of life, vigour and charm. Round forms, gipsy black hair and laughter like “silvery bells singing in the wind” he always said. He, the love of her life. They had met late, and maybe they would not have been mature enough before for the kind of relationship they now could have. She had been 47 and he 53, and now twelve years later she was 59, and he was gone. They had twelve most incredible years together, both being passionate artists. She was a theatre director, internationally acknowledged and they had travelled together everywhere, China, Norway, Israel. When he could, he would travel with her, and if he could not, he would make sure to at least visit for a weekend. Middle age passion, passion for life, passion to feel through all your senses as intensely as one did as a child. He was an artist a painter, and it seemed that when they were together all their senses opened like a flower taking in the nourishment from the very air they breathed.
He was gone. One morning he just did not wake up. He was laying there peacefully beside her, and when she turned to kiss him, she felt his lifeless lips.
Not possible, so without any warning just like that. Life one minute there, next gone. Where does it go, life? “Nothing disappears, it just changes form, ice to water to steam and then integrating with air” he had told her. He was often contemplating death, but not in any morbid sense. Once (after quite many bottles of wine she had to admit) he burst out “we become butterflies – now we are caterpillars and just eat and eat, but then we melt in a cocoon and transfer to butterflies!” “you and me, my gipsy queen” he whispered in their most intimate moments “we melt together”. - “If you are a butterfly somewhere come and get me” she often cried “I can’t stay here without you, I am not melting I am frozen, alive but dead, a living dead. Oh, come!”
Still, here she was, without purpose or direction. Since he died, she had not been able to work at all. Her life had become robotic. She woke up, washed herself and ate something little if she could. There were days when she forgot to eat, she simply did not seem to get hungry anymore.
Outside of her kitchen window, there was a tree, and, in that tree, two crows were living. She could sit and follow those two without a conscious thought for hours and the day was gone. Her nights were not restful but full of hollow emptiness. She did not live, she survived.
Sometimes, like today, she took the bus number 73 to the graveyard and went to his grave. For some reason, it was easiest to talk to him there although she knew that he was not in his rotting body. Where ever he was, it surely was not there. Programming of tradition and childish religion, she knew that but did it anyway.
She put her coat on and covered her black hair with a scarf. Large sunglasses too, she did not want people to recognise her or approach her with intrusive curiosity or even well-meaning condolences. She had cut all the communication with the outside world to a minimum since his passing.
Outside the sunlight was nearly too bright. It was spring, and the sense of new birth and vibrancy was in the air. Rather than stimulating, the contradiction between her inner landscape and the outside world made the pain sharper.
There was the bus, and she hurried her steps. The bus was full, and she stood beside a young Arabic man in black clothes. She looked passing to his eyes, they were full of fear and something else. She looked closer. Under his coat, she saw something squire and wires sticking out. The man looked at her again and opened his coat.
“Darling,” she quietly cried inside herself “I am melting - I will become a butterfly!”






Dreamtime

 It was dusk when she entered the garden through the beautifully decorated iron gate. “It seems to always be dusk here”, she noted to herself fleetingly as she stepped through the gate. The grass under her bare feet was soft and bright blue, and the sky above her head was turning into darker shades of green as the sun was setting down. “At least the sun is the same colour as I remember, that feels comforting” she mooted to herself casting her mind to the “Time Before”, a time that now felt so far away, more like a Chimera, a dream, a ghost life. 
In that previous life her vulnerability had always been one of her greatest assets. It made men want to protect her, and at the same time, women did not experience her as threatening as they otherwise would have done. That and her radiation of innocence had separated her from other blond sex goddesses (and there were many during those years). 
Yes, she had been adored, even loved - or rather the image that she had projected on film screen had been. She did not regret anything, she had lived a rich and eventful life. Some people had also recognised what a talented comedienne with an excellent timing she truly was.  Even fewer people had known her to be an intelligent and complicated woman with deep and many layered emotional life. People wanted a naïve and childlike blond sex goddess, and that is what she had given them. 
[bookmark: _Hlk533069902]She had paid a high price, but it was all past now. She had recently obtained a longer view, and there were no failures, only success and learning. It had taken a long time, but time had no relevance here; a sense of linear time belonged to the ghost life, to the dreamtime. She was told that as long as she still was attached to her previous life, she would also continue to be a prisoner of time. She felt she was finally free.
She was going to have an important meeting with The Guardian in the garden. A bird, very similar to a nightingale had delivered the invitation by singing. Here one understood the language of Everything, all life was part of it and spoke it, birds, trees, the wind, foxes. 
She was walking faster now, both eager and a bit scared. The scent of the purple flowers was nearly intoxicating, and her steps felt lighter and lighter. She had instructions to go where the eagles land but could not see any eagles in the dark green evening sky that was getting even darker.
Suddenly she felt a burst of wind on her left and a large wing nearly touched her. She felt the same on her right side. “Two eagles, now where did they land?” Then she saw a third one landing just after a little Japanese bridge where there seem to be an opening.
Feeling light as a feather she now hurried her steps, half floating in the air. As she reached the opening little colourful, shiny balls were lit up in the air, and the small flowers here and there grew in size changing form to most inviting armchairs and sofas whispering her to sit down and rest a bit.
The eagles had gathered in the northern end where the path that was leading to the blue forest started. These magnificent birds were still as statues. Everything seemed to be waiting and waiting in stillness.
Without a sound, The Guardian then entered. She tried to focus on His/Hers face but somehow it was impossible. He/She had a face, that was clear and yet she could not see it, no matter how intensely she looked.
“ Do you have any questions?” The Guardian asked with a kind voice. She had so many questions but could not quite remember them now. “Am I dead?” she then asked “Or is this a parallel universe – or a future? I am a bit unsure”. Without seeing it she felt the radiating warm smile, tangible like a touch on her skin. “  there is no difference, my dear” The Guardian said softly, and without understanding, she felt strangely settled. They were comfortably quiet for a while. “It is time for you to go again my dear. Do you feel ready?” The Guardian then gently asked. She nodded head two times and then asked: “Do I need to go back there, can’t I go somewhere else this time? It is such a painful place, so much suffering and it is getting worst by a day”. Already when she asked, she knew. It was exactly for that reason she had to go back.  The Earth was calling. This time she would serve more consciously, she had learned that much from her previous life. Not that she would remember any of it, but it was now part of her core formation. “Last time I was Marilyn Monroe, who am I going to be this time?” she then quietly asked . The Guardian bent down and whispered to her ear. She stood up and straightened her back looking a far ahead. “I am ready,” she finally said with a firm voice. 
All the coloured light balls around them formed up to most beautiful and integrated mandalas swirling melodiously and sparkling with living lights like fireworks. When it stopped, she was gone.





Marina and the Other World

She became aware very early that she was born different. It was not easy to point out precisely in what way she was different, but there were some small clues already from a very early age.
Her mother had a love for the sea and named her Marina as a tribute to that love. When they were spending time on a seashore, which was often, her mother would say:  “Sea is the cradle of all life” pointing out to the open sea that seemed infinite.
She was a wise woman, her mother, and she pretty much let Marina be and do things that would have worried other mothers. Marina could spend hours “time-travelling” in her mind, but from the outside, it would look like she was not doing much anything at all or doing meaningless and strange things. For instance, Marina could be nibbling and fiddling for a whole morning with the tassels in the wall hanging that hanged beside her bed and refuse to go out to play with other kids because she was “busy” – but in fact she was in the court of the Sun King, Lous XIV and danced with glamorous ladies and gentlemen dressed in velvet and silk and involved with all kinds of complicated intrigues. Or she could quietly sit for a long, long time on a meadow looking deep into a bluebell convinced that it was a portal to another world, to a completely different reality and she could appear on the “other side” if she just waited for long enough.
Marina also knew that she knew something; what exactly she knew she could not put in words. It took for her many years to realise that others did not have that sense of “knowing” and she often wondered why people did spend such a lot of time talking and engaging with trivial matters. 
There was also another, nearly invisible world that nobody was paying any attention to. It was not exactly as was told in fairy tales, it was much more unseen. Everything had its physical presence that you could see with your physical eyes and an invisible presence that you kind of saw from the corner of your eyes. There were colours and forms, but they were different. She had tried to describe it to her mother, but even her mother seemed to think that all was a produced by Marina’s vivid imagination. Marina alone knew that it was real, in fact far more real than houses and cars and shops. 
Marina talked to trees and to flowers too, but mainly with animals. They seem to listen intensely and often came to her without fear. When she had been about three and visiting at her grandparent’s country house, wild forest birds had come to sit on her shoulders as she sat in the garden and sung for herself. These shy forest birds had joined with their tweets to her singing and only flew away when her grandfather came to inquire what kind of special concert was performed in his garden. A similar type of occurrences with different animals kept on happening to her until she became a teenager.
Gradually Marina needed to learn to confirm and adjust more and more to the general and common ways of going on, but she always felt that the reality others lived in was not the real reality, but make-believe, an artificial construction for some strange and for her unknown purpose. In spite of all that Marina still trusted the grown-ups and their intentions and felt reasonably safe and protected.
It all changed dramatically when Marina turned twelve; a whole new world opened to her, a scary world. It started when she began to see faces in front of people’s face, kind of electrical not so physical faces. Mainly rodents, rats, hamsters, squirrels but also dears and foxes, an occasional wolf and some others.  It was evident that nobody else saw these things and Marina did not dear to mention anything about it to anyone since they most likely would have questioned her sanity. 
Next thing that began to happen was that she heard what people said before they said it. That was very confusing as she often started to respond before a person spoke and it made her appear odd and confused. 
She did not quite know what to do with all this since she had no-one to talk to about it and who could give her any guidance in these matters. First time in her life she started to wish that she would be like others and all this would just go away. 
It didn’t go away instead Marina started to have dreams, dreams about the future and what seemed like many possible futures, most of them horrific dystopian scenes filled with catastrophes of several kinds. Some of her dreams were different thou, and there was a presence of peace that was much more gentle and powerful than anything she had ever felt. There were people too, but Marina could not really interpret what was going on since she had no reference framework that could be applied. “Why is this happening, what am I supposed to do with all this?” she kept on asking.
In the midst of it all, Marina somehow also managed to live an ordinary life. She went to school and did well, not great since her mind was so occupied elsewhere, but she stayed out of trouble. 
Marina was turning out to be an attractive looking girl, not an extreme beauty but pretty with an expressive face and a long thick straight hair with different shades of brown and chestnut. Her eyes were grey, deep and far apart under well-formed brows, her face oval and mouth small but full like a rosebud. Her nose was a bit big for a current idea of beauty, and it made her face look stronger. She was not very long but nicely propositioned with a tiny waist. 
Boys began to notice her, and Marina fell in love for the first time when she was thirteen had her first boyfriend Max when she was fifteen had sex with him when she turned sixteen. Max was a nice guy, quite intelligent and interested in movies, real movies and not just shallow entertainment. He was considered handsome too, with unruly black hair and dark brown burning eyes. Many girls would have happily volunteered to be his girlfriend, but he had asked Marina. 
It all was working out well for a while, and Marina enjoyed herself. Yet she felt like she was two people living in two different worlds and not truly belonging to none of them.  Marina was trying to talk to Max about it, but of course, he could not relate to it, and she stopped talking to him about the “other world”. 
Their relationship lasted until she became eighteen a Max, who was a bit older went away to study to become a movie director. The long-distance relationship was not even suggested, they both knew that it was time to part.
Most of their common friends had been more Max’s friends and bit by bit these relations just dried out.
Her dreams kept on coming more often now, and Marina felt like she was living on twilight zone of a particular kind, like being on the edge of the cliff looking into the distance and seeing many alternative futures. She was not able to move into any of them, and neither was she able to live in that “ordinary” world that she so hard had tried to live in before.
As time went by this contradiction between became greater, and she withdrew from the world of other people feeling more and more lonely and isolated.
Marina had a special place by the sea not far from where she now lived, and one day in late autumn, she went there considering ending her life. Her mother had died a year ago and since that her solitude and the feeling of not belonging had become unbearable.
She was gazing over the horizon feeling an overwhelming pain of loneliness and a sense of not belonging anywhere. As she was looking over the grey autumn sea, a beautiful glistening fog started very slowly to form up above the waters. Marina squeezed her eyes. First, it had a transparent milky white colour, now different colours were appearing constituting a most beautiful living diagram. 
A sensation of incredible kindness and settlement began to permeate through all Marina’s being. It reminded her of the peace she had felt in some of her dreams, the rare ones.
“It is going to be alright”, a voice inside her whispered, “You have been born here for a specific purpose, but your time is not yet.”
Marina sat quietly for a long time. All was well. She knew now what she had always known, and she remembered why she was here.






The Photograph

I was looking at the photograph. I had never seen it before , but it was him, wasn’t it? His face was not so clear, but there was something about the poster that was unmistakable. I had seen some other, not many, photographs of my grandfather from his younger days, but nothing like this. This was a powerful picture, causing emotional disturbance that the mind then tries to resolve. As art should. All meaningful art that is.
I was signed to report from the UN meeting in Copenhagen and had come a few days before just to see the WW2 exhibition in Louisiana.
WW2 had been a present shadow from the past during most of my childhood. That is possibly one of the main reasons why I had become an investigating journalist specialised in a war crime.
My Grandfather Hugo Deveraux had been only seventeen years old on D-day 6th of June 1944, but, like so many, he had already seen too much. 
[bookmark: _Hlk533178525]Hugo had been a happy lad before the Nazi invasion, always joking, singing and playing his harmonica. He had an older brother Andre, after whom I was named and whom Hugo had adored and looked up to. Andre was the dark, handsome, quiet type who read a lot. He had joined the Resistance very early, and everybody in the family knew it, but nobody talked about it.  In those days  the consensus in my grandfather’s family seemed to be that if nobody ever talked about the ever-present deadly danger, it somehow became less tangible. 
According to grandfather Hugo, they were secretly listening BBC radio broadcasts during the nights in the dark, feeling they were not alone, feeling hope. Even today, at the age of 93, Hugo still whistles the signature melody from Sibelius that always announced those forbidden radio broadcasts. I often find myself humming the same tune.
Andre had died just a week before D-day. He was shot down by a collaborator during one of his secret nightly missions.
My grandfather often told what a devastating blow that had been for the whole family. Andre had managed to survive so long, and it was so close to the end of the war, such a waste.
Every year when the western world celebrated the D-day, in our home, it was a day of mixed emotions. Grandfather Hugo told how the Americans had joined the English. Now they were all allies, The French, The English, The Americans. “Expect” grandfather Hugo always screamed, tears in his eyes when he came to that part of the story “those bastards bombed and bombed the French civilians, their own allies – they bombed our villages!!!” Then more quietly: “It is the war crime, nobody talks about”.
Two days before American landing in Normandie, their bomber planes had flown over the coast and a bit into the land. They were trying to hit the bridge and thereby make it difficult for German troops to get from one side of the river to another. Instead, they had hit the village were Hugo’s family lived. Hardly nobody survived. Hugo’s mother, father and little sister, all dead, buried under the house. The only consolation had been that their death must have been instant.
From that day on grandfather Hugo never sang or played his harmonica and the only thing he ever whistled was Sibelius’ call down music. 
My mother Chantal has inherited Hugo’s musical talent and was singing French chansons in a café in St Michel, Paris when my English father saw her. He kept on coming to the café every night sitting by the stage, eyes only for her. When the week was over, they left together, and I was born a year later. 
Grandfather Hugo had a mild stroke in 1980 when I was eight, and he then moved permanently to live with us in Hampstead London. Because of grandfather Hugo’s stories I became nearly obsessed with war and war crimes - not just wars I Europe but everywhere; Rwanda, Bosnia, Tibet, Iraqi, Afghanistan, Ukraine, Syria. The list just goes on.
I was looking at the photograph. Two fishermen looking at a countless number of bodies, American bodies, at Omaha beach. Young men, far away from home, many fighting for something they could not quite understand. My grandfather and his dead family. Also, all the dead German soldiers who are sons, fathers, someone’s brothers. Incomprehensible madness had taken over them, and it looks like that horrific madness never fully disappeared, ready to stick its head given the smallest chance.
I leave the exhibition and walk by the seaside. Louisiana Museum is just outside Copenhagen and scenery is not so unlike beaches in Normandie. My mind goes to coming environmental UN conference. I house no high hopes. It is like sitting in a leaky boat, buckets of water rushing in and trying to shuffle it back with a teaspoon. If my grandparents lived in a mad time, it surely has not got better. “The world has become an asylum, and the patients have taken over” as the saying based on some horror novel goes. America's role as world police since the WW2 has got completely out of hand even if their motives were often suspect. It is like something destructive was released into this world during those two world wars, WW1 and WW2, and that something has grown and become unstoppable. It makes me think of the biblical beast with seven heads; when you cut one off, seven new ones grow in its place.
As I walk slowly towards the “Wonderful”  Copenhagen, I fear deeply for the future of my children and their children, of all children including those not yet born. What kind of world will they inherit?






The Last Jew

I am sitting here and waiting. Night is mild and dark, but stars are bright. I can still see the stars from my balcony, but not much else because of the wall. Has Bethlehem become a prison? Did I escape the camps just to end up in prison in the promised land?
I am an old woman now. When I became Miriam Ofir my newly wedded husband Aaron and I moved to Bethlehem. It was a lively and prosperous town then back in 50ies. Christians, Muslims and Jews, were living together in the birthplace of Jesus. We believed it was a good omen for future peace in the Middle East. How different it all turned out to be. Now Bethlehem is under the Palestinian government, not many Christians left - and it could very well be that I was “the last Jew” as my grandson Eli calls me. I am too old to move now. Why the Palestinians can’t let the Jewish people live in peace, I don’t understand. My daughter Gafnit says that Saul, her husband who has a position in Government, explained to her how it all is because of Hamas and that all the surrounding Arab countries want to destroy Israel. I am too old for politics, and I have seen too much, far too much.
Tonight, I was finally going to watch Schindler’s List on TV. I did not want to see it when it came to the movie theatre. “As well,” says Eli who things that the movie is overrated emotional porn. He likes to provoke, Eli, but there is not much that can provoke me any longer. 
Tonight, I felt ready, but the bloody TV refused to work. It is not old and far too fancy for my taste. Saul got it for me when I turned 85. I am now waiting for another “last Jew”, Mr Abrahamson to come and prepare it. He used to always prepare my old TV, nice man but he too is getting old, pushing towards 70 by now, I think.
At last, only 10min to the movie! I rush to the door (if one now can call it rushing with my legs). A young man with a lot of dark curly hair introduces himself “I am Hakim Mohammed, and I have come to see if I can help you with your TV”. “Where is Mr Abrahamson”, I ask taken by a surprise. “No offence Mr Mohamed, but Mr Abrahamson has served us all these years, and I am very happy with him”.
“Just call me Hakim, Madam. Unfortunately, Mr Abrahamson is no longer with us. I heard he moved out from Bethlehem already some years ago.
I really am “the last Jew”. I had not even realised that I hadn’t seen him for years. Time moves so fast when you are old. How am I supposed to deal with this young Muslim man and the movie about the Holocaust that is going to start at any moment?
“Would you like to have some coffee?” I ask him, and he nods investigating the TV. “Are you hoping to watch Schindler’s list tonight?” He asks turning bits and bobs behind the TV. “I have seen it some years ago. It is horrible what people can do to other people, just because they have different genetics.”
“Yes,” I nod and could not agree more. “Nobody who has not experienced it can possibly understand the horror of it, and even if you have experienced it, it is still impossible to comprehend.”
Hakim looks at me with a deep sadness in his eyes. He then turns towards the TV “I don’t know if I can fix this tonight, there is a part that needs to be ordered, and that will take a few days”.
I feel disappointed, evenings could be long and lonely, and TV kept me company. “Coffee is ready, and I have some nice cakes. Since you are here and we now both have some extra time, maybe you anyway like to have some together with me?” I heard myself asking Hakim pointing towards the sofa.
Hakim sits, somewhat carefully, at my green velvet sofa and takes a cup.
“Many years ago, life was quite different here in Bethlehem, but recently, I must admit I have not had a proper discussion with anyone from Palestine” I start chatting, sipping my coffee. “Come to think of it; I have not had any proper discussions period”. I offer the cake plate to Hakim, and he chooses the smallest one. “Take more,” I say, “I can’t eat them all, and they will be old and dry before anybody comes and visits.”
Hakim smiles shyly and takes another one, one with chocolate and almonds. Those were always Aaron’s favourites. I miss him, he was a good man and a good husband, but he worked too hard and died out of stroke nine years ago.  Hakim eats slowly looking into the distance and then looks into my eyes. He has very soulful olive-green eyes, but they seem so endlessly sad.
“Tell me something about yourself, Hakim. I am old enough to ask directly, and I really want to know. How is life for you? Do you have a family, children?”
He looks a bit taken, but then starts quietly to speak: “I had a family, a wife, a daughter and a baby Yosef. They all are dead now. I have a little sister. She is blind and depends on me. My brother is alive, but he is in prison.”
That night I listened when Hakim was telling about life in West Bank, in Gaza. About children. I listened as I have never listened before. Tears were running down my cheeks. I saw my life in the camps; I saw Hakim's life in West Bank. I saw, and I cried. Not for me, but for all humanity. I saw how we all are victims. I regretted that I had not listened earlier when I was younger when we were building Israel, this “Promised Land”. I saw how victims become perpetrators’ like abused children grow up becoming abusers. I cried for Israel, and I cried for Palestine.
That night, Hakim and I, both hold each other’s and cried for all the wasted lives, both living and dead. And we became friends. In Hakim, I, now an old woman, found my first Palestinian friend.









A reflective critique

[bookmark: _GoBack]My writings seem to be influenced, both by dystopian novels and magical realism. I can also detect influences from Russian storytelling (Gogol) and Scandi Noir as well as English fiction for children (I am reading a lot for grandchildren). A strange mixture come to think of it.
Themes of dead, meaning of life, pain and transformation are reoccurring in my stories during these four weeks.

The Last Bus was inspired by the recent death of an acquaintance who had been active in the Scandinavian music world. His death was sudden, and he left behind him a wife, a famous actress. They had married late and seemed very much in love.  I was trying to put myself in a place of a woman who without warning suddenly loses her beloved to death, feel what she might feel. 
This story pretty much wrote itself, although “all writing is rewriting” applied here too. I found it easy to be “her” and could also visualise her and follow her daily goings-on. The end was a surprise for me too, but it felt whole and tight.

· Cut down sentences
· Reduce the word account
· Say only what is necessary
These above are some of the notations given by Dic, and I found them very helpful. I think my writing naturally tends to be a bit minimalistic and not only because English is my second language.


The second portfolio piece is called Dreamtime.  The exercise was to include Marilyn Monroe, strange garden furniture, four eagles, fireworks and the earth calling into a story. It felt like a clear invitation to Magical Realism and fun to tackle.
I started trying to focus on Marilyn Monroe’s character. Who was she? I did not know so much about her (I thought). As I recalled what I knew, it turned out to be quite a lot, including some memorable moments of her many movies and a clear picture started to form up. Now she is dead, and that became a starting point.
I enjoyed writing it because the concept of magical realism allows a different kind of freedom. This story is quite dreamy with lots of description (Dic did once mention that I could use more descriptive language) and it has a kind metaphysical, slightly Buddhist take on it.
Dic suggested that I should start the story by locating her in the scenery and also make the storyline a bit clearer. I could see what he pointed out and rewrote Dreamtime. I think the story clearly improved after these changes.

[bookmark: _Hlk533269135]I loved Isabella Allende and Gabriel Garcia Marquez and read them both a lot in the early 80ies. “Master and Margarita” by Mikhail Bulgakov was also one of my favourite books. “Shikasta” from Doris Lessing made a lasting impact although it is more Science Fiction than Magical Realism. Still today these books have an influence on my writing.

The next story Marina and the Other World, childhood memories and magical realism. I use some of my own experiences as a child but take them further and exaggerate. I remember Dic talking in our class how the story should always be integrated with the narrative and “don’t tell, show instead”. I tried to have that awareness when writing this story.  
Dic has talked about how characters in fairy stories don’t often feel so close and although not a fairy story maybe Marina is a bit distant. Her world is different – as is the world of people who are mentally ill or live in different reality for some other reasons such as cultural differences or because their brain is wired differently. In fact, we all live in different “worlds” and so-called “normal” is often a matter of degrees and perception.  
There is a spiritual influence in Marina’s world and the end is maybe a bit too obvious. I was trying to make it less so but found it difficult. I remembered Dic talking about how one of the problems in writing short stories is that you leave the reader in the state of ignorance. I got that reflection with “Marilyn” and rewrote it with a more definition. I decided to leave Marina in her world.

The last story I wrote is simply called The Photograph. It took me a long time to get going with the WW2 photograph. It is a powerful image, but the story just did not want to come. I needed to find an angle that somehow triggered me. I do need to get interested in people in the story in order to write about them. Then it just happened, the whole story in one go. I felt it could become a book. I got interested in all the people in the story and wanted to know more about them.

As Dic has pointed out many times, keeping Tempus constant and consequent in a story is vital, and I find myself struggling with that. I also have other difficulties with grammar but expect to get better in time. 
I am getting the hang on “all writing is rewriting” and if I had time would probably rewrite all of these stories and would try to get them tighter, have better flow and rhythm – and get rid of the debris.

The Last Jude is the final piece I chose to include into this portfolio. I wrote it already last year and left it in, but since I have no credits from that previous module, I understood from Dic I could put it in my portfolio this time too. I am fond of that story, it is clean and straightforward has enough detail to paint the picture but not too much. It reflects on the painful and devostating conflict that has been going on in decades and brings it into a human level where there is no conflict. I felt close to the old Jewish woman Miriam and in my writing could in some degree draw from my mother’s struggle with old age and loneliness.


I feel like I am beginning to find my voice a tiny bit. I think my writing improves when I really get inside a character. It is always the “Human Story” that is interesting I think, even when told with the help of “Magical realism”.

Books I have read since last September that have influenced my writing: And the Mountains Echoed by Khaled Hosseini, Moomin by Tove Jansson, House of Spirits by Isabella Allende, The Handmaid’s Tale by Margaret Atwood, The Dispossessed by Ursula Le Quin.
















