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Jack London Task 1     
3 workshop short pieces                                                                                               22.10.18

[bookmark: _Hlk530235630]I met Elizabeth through her brother Ted. But she preferred to be called Bess. We both lived in Oakland San Francisco where Bess became a teacher and me an author. We were more like friends than lovers as I did not love Bess. We still got married April 7th, 1900. On the day The Son of the Wolf book was published.
We had two beautiful girls, Becky and Joan. After having both the girls Bess started to put on weight. She did sod all about. In fact, I think yesterday was probably the most exercise she has ever done. 

Bess knew about my mood swings and how low I would get.
We would always argue and fight because we felt unheard by each other. Yet that’s all we actually had to do was listen to each other.
I’d sit in my arm chair trying to figure out how this year was going to work out between myself and Bess. My mind wanders a lot. 
I had been feeling rather exhausted lately. My energy levels have dwindled, I couldn’t seem to concentrate, my appetite has changed. Well in my case it has increased. No matter what I eat, within a second or so I’m putting another biscuit in my mouth, feeling guilty with every bite I took. But I knew I had to do something about my weight, not like Bess.

I believed after 4 years with Bess, we’d given it all we could, and our time together was up. There was nothing we could do to salvage our relationship or marriage. Was it our weight that came in between this marriage? It must be, as I know for sure it was not love. Well I never loved Bess from the start. She be better off with another man.

I meet Charmian behind Bess is back. Well, you can call it an affair really. There was just something different about Charmain that I loved about her.
Charmain was my future. Charmain was who I should have been with all along. I married Charmain a year after divorcing Bess on November 19th, 1905 in Chicago.  

I moved to the mansion on the ranch Wolf Home with Charmain. My now ex-wife Bess got custody of our kids. I saw them every second weekend, the usual ‘Dad’ set up.
Life was so sweet.
Charmain and I had an amazing sex life. A connection I believe I never had with my ex-wife.  We tried having kids together, but God wasn’t on our side it just wasn’t meant to be. We lost Joy straight after birth, and then Charmain miscarried our second child.  We had a large circle of friends around us. My family loved Charmain and so did both girls. Although Bess never wanted the girls around Charmain.

Bess could never bring herself to meet Charmain although Bess knew her, she felt betrayed. I hated her even more! She was childish. She was mean she never cared about my happiness. I didn’t care about my ex’s feelings. I had Charmain and a whole new life, and it was fantastic.

Eventually no matter how well we got along in the beginning, no matter how well I thought she “got” me, no matter how good the sex was, the “honeymoon” period came to an end. I became numb and hit the bottle really hard. I thought that drink would help me along the way and blank out what I was going through as it hurts. 

I realised that I missed the woman who created my first home and family. I realised that if I treated my ex-wife the way I did with Charmain everything would have been fine.
I was wrong. I missed the best years of both my daughter’s lives. Missed being a family with them. I let their mother battle with raising them alone. Yes, I helped financially, but those living outside this family has no idea what the costs are on the single mother.
I think that I must be really jealous as Bess has found another man after being a single parent for such a long while.
I was too late.
And then came the day when Bess met Henry Clarence Phillips. I never thought it would bug me in any way. I thought it would be great! But I was very wrong. I felt hurt. I felt jealous. I even felt angry and maybe betrayed.
Bess moved in with Henry, along with my two daughters. She had set up a new home. A new family, with my kids…it was a very bitter pill to swallow. I finally understood how Bess felt all these years. And I feel rotten.

The time came, Bess and Henry got married. Both daughters Becky and Joan were their bridesmaids. Henry’s parents welcomed Bess and the girls into their family. They told everyone how blessed they were to be gaining them as family.
Bess glowed with happiness. She looked lovely and none of it was for me! My heart felt like it had been ripped out. It should have been me standing there by her side. If only I loved her from the start.
Today I live alone on my Glen Ellen Cal ranch and still only see my girls occasionally. They are big now and harbour anger towards me for leaving them and their mother. Who can blame them. Of all the things Charmain was, she was never the mother of my children. I’m still hitting the bottle, which I shouldn’t.

I wrote my will and left the majority of my things to Bess and the girls. They liked coming up to Glen Ellen, Cal ranch. Which I will also leave them. 
I became sick, I could barely open my eyes. My servant cradled me in her warm arms, she made me warm and comfortable. I opened my eyes and looked at her and thanked her for making my last few minutes as comfortable as possible.
But I was too sick to keep fighting anymore. I closed my brown eyes for the last time and went somewhere else.

“I died today” 
[bookmark: _Hlk530239498]SANTA ROSA, Cal. Nov. 22. --Jack London,
[bookmark: _Hlk530237009]The author, died at his Glen Ellen, Cal., ranch near here at 7:45 o'clock tonight, a victim of uremic poisoning.[footnoteRef:1] [1:  https://archive.nytimes.com/www.nytimes.com/learning/general/onthisday/bday/0112.html 
] 

I was cremated in Oakland and my ashes scattered underneath a tree under a rock “overlooking the Valley of the Moon.”[footnoteRef:2] [2:  http://www.jacklondonpark.com/jack-london-grave-site.html ] 


“I would rather be ashes than dust.  I would rather that my spark should burn out in a brilliant blaze than it should be stifled by dry-rot.  I would rather be a superb meteor, every atom of me in magnificent glow, than a sleepy and permanent planet.  The proper function of man is to live, not to exist.  I shall not waste my days in trying to prolong them.  I shall use my time.”[footnoteRef:3]  ~Jack London, 1916 [3:  http://www.jacklondonpark.com/jack-london-grave-site.html ] 





Task 7 Sylvia Plath
I wrote a poem about Sylvia with her daughter Frieda Hughes reading. 



The Eulogy of my Mother Sylvia
October 27, 1932-Febuary 11, 1963

Today…I read the Eulogy,
As I had promised I would do,
I told the people in Heptonstall church,
All those stories about you.
The tiny waves of laughter,
Rippled quietly down the aisle,
As we all recalled your little quirks,
And your inimitable style.

All eyes were on the pulpit,
As I began to read aloud,
From my crumpled piece of paper,
To the quietly gathered crowd.
I didn’t let my eyes fall,
On those faces in the pews,
I read steadily and clearly, 
Like the lady on the news.

I knew that you were listening,
You were only feet away,
So many times, we spoke about,
What should happen on this day.
But I could never have imagined,
When we were going through the drill,
The task that play ahead of me,
To carry out your will.

You said that when the time came,
You didn’t want the tears,
I should talk of only happy times,
From all your living years.
Of course, that’s what I did for you,
It all was done your way,
But there were so many more things,
I would have really liked to say.



What I wanted them to really know,
those people dressed in black.
Was how colourless my life would be,
To never have you back.
To tell them of my agony,
The depths of my despair,
And how my heart was shattered,
And quite beyond repair.

There were so many other things,
Not so easy to convoy,
Like the feeling of great hopelessness,
That you had gone away.
The unimaginable silence,
The unreasonable request,
To never hear your voice again,
These couldn’t truly be expressed.

When I had finished reading,
My tears were hard to hide,
As for the very last time,
I stood there…by your side.
Today I read the Eulogy,
So meticulously planned,
But there was a little something,
I really couldn’t understand.

You had so carefully told me,
All the things I had to do,
But had forgotten the instructions,
For living without you.









                                                              
Task 4 John Keats/                                Nightingale 


The book of my life lies open,
So much has already been read,
The ending has not yet been written,
So, I wrote the beginning instead.

There are pages inside that are folded,
Special pages to which I return,
I know all the words without looking,
Over time they were easy to learn.

There are special people in these pages of mine,
They all had a piece of my heart,
George, Percy, Jorge too,
I read again…right from the start.

It’s not always the greatest of poems,
Some bits are decidedly black,
But when sleep doesn’t come to my tired eyes,
I just read from a few pages back.

Some of the well-thumbed pages,
Bring forth the happiest tears,
Other bring only a sadness,
That will stay till the end of my years,

 
At the bottom of the garden,
Underneath the plum tree,
Writing another book of mine,
Oh, what can it be.

A face you still see in your dreams,
A place that’s in your heart,
A nightingale and Immortal voices,
From page way back at the start.

But there’s nothing in this book of mine,
No matter how good or bad,
That would make me tear any pages out,
Or change the life I’ve had.





If you’ve made it into this book of mine,
Then you deserve some applause,
If you grace my turned over pages,
Then I guess…I too grace yours


Because…Old love will never rust,
Dull opiate to drain,
“Fade away into forest dim,
Ode to Nightingale.”[footnoteRef:4] [4:  https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/44479/ode-to-a-nightingale ] 


And when the concluding pages comes,
And when the book is closed forever,
Everything that ever mattered,
Will be locked in print forever.


























                                             





Task 5. 29.10.18

This is one of pieces of work that we did for Ros.
We had to choose a profession, a place,
[bookmark: _Hlk530591795] and then start to think how we would turn it into short story.                                                                                                                                              


                                                     Soldier Boy                                      

So, I am a soldier and move around to different countries with the army.
My wife Eva does not like the fact that she is always left alone when I am away for 6 months at a time.
We are living on Karemlash base. It’s an “Assyrian town in northern Iraq located less than 18 miles south east of Mosul.”[footnoteRef:5] [5:  https://www.middleeastobserver.org/2016/10/24/iraqi-forces-storm-christian-town-near-mosul/ ] 

It was time for us to fly back to UK and spend some quality time with our family.

Last weekend I saw something at the Army Disposal shop that sparked my interest. I was looking for a little something different for my wife Eva. What I came across was a 100,000-volt, pocket/purse sized Taser.

The effects of the taser were supposed to be short lived, with no long-term adverse effect on your assailant, allowing her adequate time to retreat to safety.

I bought the taser and bought it home. I loaded two AAA batteries in the darn thing and pushed the button. Nothing! I was disappointed. I learned however that if I pushed the button and pressed it against a metal surface at the same time. I’d get the blue arc of electricity darting back and forth between the prongs.


Unfortunately, I have yet to explain to Eva what that burn spot is on the face of her microwave.
Okay, so here I am home alone with this new toy, thinking to myself that it couldn’t be all that bad with only two AAA batteries, right?

Here I am sat in my recliner, my cat Nigella looking on intently (trusting little soul) and then thought better of it. Nigella is such a sweet cat. But, if I was going to give this to my wife Eva to protect herself against a mugger, I would need some assurance that it would work as advertised.

“Am I wrong”?

So, there I am sat in a pair of shorts with my reading glasses perched delicately on the bridge of my nose, instruction in one hand, and taser in another.

The instructions said 

“A one-second burst would shock and disorient your assailant.”

“A two-second burst was supposed to cause muscle spasms and major loss of control.”

“A three second burst would purportedly make your assailant flop on the ground like a fish out of water.

Any burst longer than three seconds would be wasting the batteries.

All the while I’m looking at this little device measuring about 5” long, less than ¾ inch in circumference (loaded with two itsy, bitsy two AAA batteries), pretty cute really, and thinking to myself, ‘no viable way!’

What happened next is almost beyond description, but I’ll do my best.
I’m sitting here alone, the cat looking on with her head cocked to one side so has to say. 

‘Don’t do it stupid,’ 

Reasoning that one-second burst from such a tiny little old thing couldn’t hurt all that bad…I decided to give myself a one-second burst just for the heck of it. 

I touched the prongs to my needed thigh, and pushed the button, and….

HOLY MOTHER OF GOD. WEAPONS OF MASS DESTRUCTION. WHAT THE…!!!
I’m pretty sure Hulk Hogan ran in through the side door, picked me up in the recliner, body slammed us both on the carpet, over and over again. I vaguely recall waking up on my side in the fatal position, with tears in my eyes, body soaking wet, both nipples on fire, testicles nowhere to be found, with my left arm tucked under my body in the oddest position, and tingling in my legs!

The cat was making meowing sounds I have never heard before, clinging to a picture frame hanging above the lounge, obviously in an attempt to avoid getting slammed by my body flopping all over the living room.

There is NO such thing as a one-second burst where you zap yourself! You will not let go of that thing until it is dislodged from your hand by a violent thrashing about on the floor!
A three second burst would be conservative.

A minute or so later. I can’t be sure, as time was relative thin at that point. I collected my bits what little I had left, sat up and surveyed the landscape.

My bent reading glasses were on top of the T.V.

The recliner was upside down and about 8 ft or so from where it originally was.

My triceps, right thigh and both nipples were still twitching.

My face felt like it had been shot up with Novocain, and my bottom lip weighed about 88lbs.

I had no control over the drooling.

I saw a faint smoke cloud above my head, which I believe came from my hair.

I’m still looking for my testicles and I’m offering a significant reward for their safe return.

As I got up from the floor. I heard a key turn in the lock. 
Standing there with her mouth wide open looking very surprised was Eva my wife.
She couldn’t get her words out. But looking at her face she was more concerned of the actual mess I done in the living room. I don’t think she cared what damaged I had done to myself. After trying to explain to Eve why the mess in the living room.

“I got you a surprise Eva, hope you like it?” said Mark. 

“Mark what the bloody hell were you thinking of? you could have killed yourself” said Eva.

“I bought you this taser so that you would feel safer when I’m away with the army”. 

Well that month at home went so quick that it was time for me to fly back to Iraq. I must say that my wife can’t stop laughing about my experience. She loved her gift and now regularly threaten me with it. 




https://www.middleeastobserver.org/2016/10/24/iraqi-forces-storm-christian-town-near-mosul/ 

















Task 6 Blue Line 30.10.18
Another piece from Ros’ work.
Ros asked us to write one line of poetry beginning with the line Blue.


Blue Lines
Waiting for the blue lines,
Behind a bathroom door,
Expecting disappointment, 
Like a hundred times before.
The feeling of such hopelessness,
The game of chance once more,
Waiting for the blue lines,
Behind a bathroom door.

So many of my blessings,
Had been cruelly snatched away,
So many precious babies,
Didn’t get the chance to stay.
This time it might be different, 
This time god might take my side,
Having seen how I had suffered,
And the rivers I had cried.

The early days were long ones,
Holding news I longed to share,
Casting out all negativity,
So thrilled that you were there.
Looking for the little signs,
That you were still alright,
Those sudden waves of nausea,
Brought with them such delight.

The medical appointments,
The flicker on the screen,
The steps so slowly taken,
Each one closer to a dream.
The flutter of a butterfly,
That stopped me in my tracks,
But never quite enough,
To let heart and mind relax.

Lying in a darkened room,
Cold jelly on my tummy,
Waiting just to say hello,
I see you.... I’m your mummy.
But you lay so still inside me,
Suspended there in sleep,
No flashing little heartbeat,
Nothing left to do but weep.

Then came that awful silence,
The sympathy and tea,
And all the cutting clichés, 
Maybe it wasn’t meant to be.
All things happen for a reason,
Perhaps it’s for the best,
You can always try again my love, 
Your body needs a rest.

I didn’t want to hear it,
How could anybody know,
The road that I had travelled,
Or how it felt to want you so.
The anger and the sorrow,
And the hollow in my heart,
I just didn’t have the energy,
To go back to the start.

My arms forever empty
Life torn at the seams,
The universe just waiting there
To trample on my dreams.
The ultimate conspiracy 
Mother Nature’s cruellest side,
A gift so freely given to some
But for me... always denied.

How many times could I get up 
And get back in the game 
How many times more heartache
How many times more pain.
How long would I be waiting
For those two blue lines once more
And asking for a miracle
Behind a bolted door.














Reflective Critique 

Before we went over what task we needed doing for our work, the lecturer explained few things to us, on how to use various aspects for our work like Psychic Distance.
Lecture mentioned Psychic Distance in lecture as something to consider when we write.
· How close are you - the writer to the character?
· You must be close to the character - know what they are thinking and, know them really well.
· Or you might write about them as if they are distant from/to you.
· This distance may change throughout the book
· But if it does it should be DELIBERATE - don’t let it happen unintentionally
· So maybe best to keep the distance as consistently the same
· You need to - of you are writing in the 3rd person to consider your relationship to the other characters and to the story.
· Obviously, this is an important consideration when writing in the first person – but the consideration will be different.
· Consider what the differences will be.

Writers need to be capable to manipulate how close they are to think of their attitude towards the character. They need to be able to focus depending on the passage.
This component of narrative fashion is called “psychic distance.” 
Psychic distance puts the reader straight forwardly inside the head of the character. It enables the reader to appreciate the character's considerations and inspirations, helping the reader to sympathize with the character.
What we discussed about Psychic Distance I will take that on bored and take note when writing my work.

Prior to the Module, my knowledge of the author Jack London was very limited. I began undertaking some research on Jack by looking on different websites, reading about his life story, his work, his life’s journey and his death. I then began to appreciate what he achieved. 
The task given in the lecture was a choice either to write a short story or poem about Jack London and what happened between himself, Bess and Charmain. 
I began by collecting as much information I could on from various websites and watching Jack London’s biography on Youtube. Reading his life story was rather interesting. I then started to write some notes down about the author. I started putting pieces together to build up a story. As I continued reading, I decided to write a story about Jack and both of his wives: Bess, Charmain plus his two daughters Becky and Joan. The story would take place in Oakland San Francisco where he would meet his first wife Bess in early 1900, and Charmain in 1904.
 
The plot of the story is Jack meets Bess through her brother Ted. They get married even though Jack does not love Bess. They have two children Becky and Joan. Jack then falls in love with Charmain and starts an affair behind Bess’ back. Jack and Bess divorce in 1904.  Jack and Charmain gets married the same day his book was published The Son of the Wolf in 1905.

Charmain was twice pregnant, but unfortunately lost both children.
Both Jack and Charmain were devastated. one when Charmain gave birth to Joy and the other a miscarriage. The relationship begins to deteriorate for Jack and Charmain and go their separate ways. 
Jack gets really jealous of his ex-wife Bess meeting Henry Phillips. Bess and girls move in with Henry. Bess and Henry gets married with both girls as bridesmaid. Jack gets very jealous of his ex-wife Bess getting married after many years of being single parent as it still should be him.
Jack hits the bottle very badly and gets really ill. Servants comforts Jack as he slips away in her arms. Jack would die of uremic poisoning November 22nd, 1916 in Santa Rosa, Cal ranch at 7.45pm.


The moral of the story is Jack’s jealousy.

I wanted to make the story interesting for the reader. Considering how I had planned it out I just couldn’t get it from my head to paper.  I sent my work to the forum page and asked for feedback. Although the feedback I received was very useful, I still felt that my piece was not doing justice to what I wanted to write. It was back to the drawing board and attempt to collect more information to get the story right. 
I then started writing the story a second time around and thought I had put enough about Jack and his life into the work. But again, was not entirely satisfied with the finished piece.
Finally, after reading and reviewing my notes again. I had to take few sentences out from the story as they didn’t make any sense. Playing around with the sentences moving them to different paragraph or deleting them mage a lot of difference to the story. I felt that my third attempt at last began to resemble what I had first planned. 

I wrote this story about jealousy, as I know from experience that it hurts when you find out that your still in love with certain person. You know that you can’t have them back no matter how hard you try.
And that’s how I started to write the story about Jack London and his wife’s. 

I was inspired to write my poetry and prose by my friend Emma’s daughter Keely. She was only seven at the time when she wrote a short story for her school completion. Keeley didn’t know that she would have come third and for her piece to be published into a book of short stories.
It got me thinking knowing if Keeley could write a story, I could do it as well.
I wrote a poem about my Diabetes and got it published in Diabetic.uk monthly magazine. I am proud of myself to get my poem this far.
 

The research I did to collect information were,

Videos of Youtube Jack London.
Jack London Documentary.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Jack London – Author, Journalist, Biography.
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