Writing in the 20th and 21st Century
Story
What is the artistic story to be?
I don’t know why we’re told to do this, but I guess it’s better than sitting in classrooms all day. Thankfully I have my friend with me. Jess is a big talker and I seem to be the only one in our class that can understand her humour. Walking through the doors of the art museum, Jess catches up to me.
“Hey slow down, don’t wonder off without me!”
She stopped next to me and took a dramatic gulp of air.
“let’s go look at some weird art together, I need to tell someone about how much I find all this so boring.”
She said excitedly. I look over to her and ask.
“Why exactly did you choose take this class again?”
“Easy, I like to doodle when I’m bored, so easy grade, plus I knew we’d eventually go on this trip, free day away from annoying classes,”
I smiled at her, and we made our way up the stairs towards the gallery and going through the archways, we came through to the big open space that holds all the different works. Our school definitely couldn’t afford to send us to see any of the big artists, like Picasso. But this has a lot of art that was heavily influenced by the bigger artist and their techniques. I could barely contain my excitement, experimenting with different art materials and different techniques, how art can change with the slightest change. It’s one of my favourite things to do, it’s one of the reasons of I chose to do this class.
“Wow you’re really a giant nerd, aren’t you?”
Jess said to me sarcastically, breaking me out of my train of thought. Before walking up towards an art piece that uses Picasso’s techniques, lots of different parts that created the form of a woman.
“This to me is so stupid, yet to you it’s incredible. I don’t understand it, imagine trying to explain this to someone who couldn’t see this, to them it’ll just be a scrambled mess and would probably sound like I have a stutter or having some sort of stoke. So lay it on me nerd what makes this so cool to you?”
I look at her then back at the painting, the figure of the woman was of looking upwards and the different pieces has lots of varying colours and shapes, however there are different sections of blue and purples creating thin lines to create tears running down her face.
“Well, if we’re talking about the image, it’s self it could be a reflection on the pressure of life and the freedom with finding time to evaluate who you are and how you got to the places you are or the person you’ve become from experiences and the different pieces could be a reflection of her memories and things she holds dear. That experience of that can cause you to cry, in a sense that you can know understand yourself in a different light and why you make choices that have led you to where you are. If we’re talking about technique it’s more about how all these different things can make up a whole new image, and is more of a construct and experiment on the human mind we can register that these things are all different and don’t exactly fit together and it’s confusing, but our minds want to focus on the bigger picture of it all, which sometimes means minimizing what’s there to feel a sense of familiarity and not get overwhelmed, which….”
I look back over at jess to see her just looking at me clearly not caring about what I’m saying and regrets asking me anything at all.
“Ok just to round it up it’s a big reflection on life and people.”
Jess smiles at me grabbing my hand with a firm grip and drags me away from the art and leads us to a bench on the other end of the room before sitting down.
“You are such a nerd it’s exhausting, and I came on the trip to get away from learning about big life lessons.”
Jess said sound fed up, as if my nerd talks are zapping the life out of her soul. I sit down next to her, and she quickly took the opportunity to flop onto her side laying her head on my lap as if she was going to sleep.
“I don’t know why these conversations always seems to drain you; you’ve never been so shy about your opinions what’s the matter. Am I putting my talks into many fancy nerd words?”
I ask, slowly running my fingers through her hair. Jess lets out a small laugh.
“As if that would take me down so easily, I was around when you needed someone to talk to about nerdly little theories and all your latest art experiments. I just have a hard time with heavy topics, like the world is doomed to fail for me. That it’s so difficult to be a woman trying to make any change in the world and a moment of freedom or clarity can make us cry because of the pressure to be someone, like how do you manage to keep up hope when you talk about things like that? I look at you and you just seem to take it and have it motivate you. How? I couldn’t even if I tried, it’s like I see my own impending doom of forever being a nobody, if I’m lucky maybe my likeness will be captured in one of your awesome art works.”
The pause after that was thick and after a little bit jess gets back up to move, leaving me alone on the bench trying to take in everything she’d said.
“Jess wait up!”
I get up and move towards her as she turns around to face me.
“Sorry I’m being such a downer and ruining our day of fun”
Jess said her voice smaller than before, only above a whisper.
“Don’t apologize, you’re right! I understand where you’re coming from, trust me, but I know for a fact that you, will always be someone and maybe not to the rest of the world, but to me, you’ll always be that amazing friend, and your likeness is already captured in my art. It’s how I stay so hopeful because my art is my voice and you are the inspiration to my art, so my message is your message and one day, maybe not soon, it’ll be heard loud and clear. I mean you have such loud opinions already I’m surprised people haven’t told me my art is too loud yet.”
Jess just nudges me almost bumping me into a stranger who looks over and scowls at us, mumbling something about young kids and our generation. She grabs my hand and drags me out of the gallery both of our bodies shaking in laughter.
Hanging from the wall is a painting of a realistic case of different insects on display. It seems it also grabbed the attention of Jess as she follows my gaze up, looking at the piece.
“I’m jealous”
She spoke. Catching me by surprise.
“What of the art? I mean I guess I am too, like the time and skill it would of taken to get all the details of all of those different creatures and how they would look when you take into the account it’s meant to look as though they are behind a glass case.”
Jess sighed loudly clearly annoyed.
“No, you nerd. The bugs, I’m jealous of the bugs.”
She says that as if it was the most obvious thing in the world and everyone would think that first when someone says something so obscure as that.
“The bugs why? That just seems so dull, spending all your time just pinned there so boring”
I look over at her confused, what could she potentially see to be jealous of something so motionless and dead.
“They just get to hang there, not bothered, undisturbed and only acknowledged when people are there to admire them. No drama, no work, just existing. Sounds so much better than the complexity life has.”
Oh, I guess I can see her perspective, still raises alarm bells off in my head, but now is probably not the best time to mention it. I doubt that kind of conversation anyone would appreciate someone trying to have with them in such a public setting. For now, I should do what I can to brighten her mood and ease the tension till I can bring it up another time.
“Well, yeah that’s one way to see it, while it would be rather calming to not have to constantly have to deal with how there always to be a new problem that humanity seems to of become, but where’s the fun in just hanging there, I’d be more jealous of a free soaring creature. While they too have their problems, but for the short time they are alive, they sure know how to live. So many adventures and experiences, going along to their own beat and nobody ever judging how they live, they just accept that it’s just the bug being a bug. Why be trapped when you could do so many other things if you were free to do what you wanted and could be as creative as you want. Now that sounds a hundred times more exciting than staying in some silly case watching the world float by.”
Jess seems to be taking in my words, contemplating some sort of decision in her head. Before tilting her head in my direction and smirking.
“You make a good point, but say they were, I don’t know. Little bug pets, I wouldn’t have to fend for myself and be given all the food I’d need and enjoy my life in luxury. All the at home adventures I could possible want.”
I respond with nothing but a judgemental glance, we both know that wasn’t what I meant, but It’s definitely an improvement on a dead insect hanging from a display case. Jess breaks the tension, busting out in another fit of giggles.
“You should see the look on your face! Why are we having such a weird conversation anyway, what you a bug nerd on top of being an art nerd now.”
She said in between her contagious happiness. Next thing I know I’m joining her laughing.
“You’re the one that started it, who knows maybe you’re secretly the bug nerd.”
Jess looks at me shock etched on her face
“Blastformy! I shall never be condemned to your status of nerd take that back at once!”
She tried to catch me between her arms, but I quickly dodge out of the incoming attack of uncoordinated arms that try to reach out for me.
“Never, you shall here by be known as nerd Jess, nerd of the bugs! There is nothing you can do to stop it.”
Jess smirks at me before removing an invisible glove from her wrist, before promptly throwing it onto the ground
“I shall challenge you to a duel! We shall duel after dusk at my abode, with game pieces in hand!”
I dramatically put a hand to my chest and the other to my head.
“Oh, my dear friend, if this is how it shall be then I gracefully accept your duel.”
Jess takes that as the chance to put both of her hands on my arm that is near my chest before promptly dragging me away to look at the rest of art. It’s are trip and time away from the boring mondain might as well enjoy it while we still have the time.
Commentary
When writing this story, I was heavily inspired by some of the poems I had looked at in the module, such as: If I told him, a completed portrait of Picasso by Gertrude Sten. This poem was one of my favourites when I read it, however what inspired me most was the opinions others had on the poem, most commenting that they didn’t understand why this piece of work was considered a poem, and that the writing style seemed confusing and ‘as if someone was having a stroke.’ This made me think towards modern day artwork, although I don’t fully understand what makes art be seen as art by todays standard. I know that there is probably a message to be told, however vague it may appear at first glance.
This is what inspired the setting of my story, as well as the characters in my story. Jess representing the first glance that most people have when it comes to different types of art or poems, while the main character is the representation of people who can see deeper meaning within different art works, even if it wasn’t intentionally put there by the artist.
Another piece that inspired me was the poem; The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock, by T. S. Eliot. This poem inspired me to create a more in-depth character for Jess, to which I put towards the end of my short story. I made that decision as it’s only once the main character has opened up the inner message of these art pieces to Jess and initiated deeper conversations, that we see more of Jess’s character. 
Which I find to be true of real life, once someone has opened up about their own opinions and highlighted certain aspects of literature and art, it can help others see details they may have over looked at a first glance and form opinions and start a deeper discussion, even a potentially counter argument towards others. It also can help when trying to see though different perspectives in life.
This is why there is shock from the main character about the sudden shift of Jess’s unusual show of depth, not always being a loveable goofball, essentially switching the roles between them, Jess now being more aware of depth and the main character only judging by a first glance.

Book review
Slaughterhouse 5 by Kurt Vonnegut
Slaughterhouse 5 is an experimental fiction antiwar book, that is portrays the story of a character known as Billy Pilgram, as he escapes the world around him, to his own mind and his visions of his past, present and future. Losing his touch on reality, ignoring his daughter to instead look at the wall so he can talk to his imaginary, plunger shaped aliens, shearing their words of wisdom.
His daughter slowly taking care of the house, much to his disgruntlement, but doesn’t wish to change it for ‘so it goes’. All while being ignored by his own comrades even Roland Weary who has saved billy’s life more than a few times.
Kurt Vonnegut’s novel, slaughterhouse 5 is described by many as a semi-autobiographical. The author and the protagonist Billy Pilgram share many similarities. Both born in the United States of America in the 1920s, a time of great depression and struggle. Kurt Vonnegut was born to rich parents who lost their fortune and perhaps because of their loss distanced themselves from their children. Billy on the other hand was raised by poor parents who raised him as best as they could, it wasn’t until later in life that Billy was ‘rich as creases.’ Both of them have seen the ugliness and death that comes with war and as a consequence Billy certainly suffered from what we now know as post traumatic stress disorder or PTSD for short. As his name foretold, Billy would be a traveller through time, his mind lost to trauma. It could be argued that Vonnegut has also, suffered from mental health problems, as the narrator remarks early on in the book, that the author was determined to write about his time in Dresden, an awful experience that both Kurt Vonnegut and Billy Pilgram share. 
Billy found himself being drafted to the army, not of his own will. Whereas the author made a conscious decision to enlist, he too had dropped out of college after his dissertation ideas had been rejected. It could be said that Vonnegut had portrayed his rejection and feelings that were brought about; as Billy’s malaise with life, Billy had ended up engaged to Valencia, not through choice, as he believes he has no free will, but because of his time travelling mind teaches him that everything in his marriage would be okay. Similarities between the two men continues, both Vonnegut and Billy, both fought at the ‘battle of the bulge.’ Both were captured during their time in war and held as prisoners of war, although through different circumstances Billy is a weak man both in stature and mind and was a prime target for ridicule and bullying throughout his army career. Vonnegut on the other hand was a pacifist and an atheist, war was as alien concept to him, just as the Tralfamadorians are told to be the aliens in Billy Pilgrams mind in the story. We will never know how close the story of their prisoner of war experiences are, but we know for certain they were both in Dresden and then transported to a prisoner of war camp in a box car. Neither were treated as badly as some. These men brought home scares and ghosts from the death and devastation they saw.
Kurt Vonnegut’s marriage was bitter and full of disagreements, his wife being a Christian and he is being an atheist, their differing views resulted in them divorcing. Vonnegut’s role as a scout in the war would earn him the Purple Heart, however I’m not sure he felt deserved this medal as he killed off the two scouts in the slaughterhouse 5 in chapter 4, leaving the two less experienced men, Billy Pilgrim and Weary to be captured. Later Billy’s first encounter with the Tralfamadorians is met with purple light and a purple tractor beam leading him on board. Maybe the author feels that his ‘Purple Heart’ is alien to him, with his pacifist view’s. Maybe he saw the irony of this, gesture by the country awarding this medal as the accidental killers of American soldiers on German soil. Does the purple light of the spaceship make Billy a hero, going off with aliens to be exhibited in a goo? A display representing humankind.
· Talk about the fact I feel as though Billy is extremely robotic due to the lack of free will (debate between if he had any free will to begin with pool seen when billy was a boy learning how to swim) and the lack of empathy (elevator crushing scene) and how it maybe a look into the human psyche after war and billies potentially suicidal way of thinking in certain scenes
· Potential inner wants between the character and the authors wants when it comes to being as affected by what war has done, billy being emotionless towards death, where as the author seems to have intense empathy
· How I don’t agree with the aliens thinking of the future being unchangeable and the almost gullible nature of billy. However, I agree with the past being the past and that is unchangeable. 
· The fact that so it goes being repeated seems to be repeated to prove a point that, so it goes seems to be an excuse for people to ignore the true suffering that comes with war.
· That the jumping between past present and future can be extremely confusing to read and that the narrative voice somewhat seems to lack emotions towards situations, however looking from a distance you can tell the book is filled with lots of emotions given by the author.
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