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Task - Jack London.                      My Life
I was born John Griffith Chaney, January 12, 1876 in San Francisco California. From an early age I decided to call myself Jack. Everybody who knew me they called me “Jack London”.
I was raised by my mother Flora Wellman, and my father William Chaney in San Francisco waterfront. My mother was unmarried, and my father never took an interest in my life. My mother ended up marrying John London and we ended up living in Oakland. I took London as my new surname. Every mother loves their children. Not my mother. She did not love me for some unknown reason. 

I became an American author and journalist, and social activist. I was a pioneer in the then-burgeoning world of commercial magazine fiction and was one of the first fiction writers to obtain worldwide celebrity and a large fortune from my fiction alone.

I’m best remembered as the author of The Call of the Wild and White Fang, both set in the Klondike Gold Rush, as well as the short stories "To Build a Fire", "An Odyssey of the North", and "Love of Life". I  also wrote of the South Pacific in such stories as "The Pearls of Parlay" and "The Heathen", and of the San Francisco Bay area in The Sea Wolf.


At an young age of 17, I had my first alcoholic drink at a friend's house in Berkeley while in University. I can't remember whether it was either beer or vodka, but I knew it felt good. At first it was something I did socially with friends, but by the time they reached their year in university, I couldn't get enough. While others stuck to casual drinks on the weekend, I started doing it by myself. Only my close friends knew about my problem. It got to the point where they would tell me to slow down or take away whatever I was drinking from me.

'Binge drinking affected my relationships by making it difficult'. 'My priorities weren't in check and I wasn't there for friends either. Not worrying about anyone else became routine. I didn't have friends but people who would resent me for putting them in bad situations.' 
For myself, drinking alcohol was easy to get away with. It seemed more acceptable than smoking or doing other drugs, and getting hold of it was easy, even underage.   


























Task 3- Jack Kerouce
Lily Lamplight & Jack Kerouce

Lily Lamplight was her name,
Nocturnal favours were her game,
Gentlemen called by the score,
Smuggled in through the back door.

Jack Kerouce was his name,
Telling Lily to play the game,
He’d give a wink…with that smile,
Telling Lily to se coucher-s’etendre (lie down).

Her hair in rollers…before bed,
Painted nails of crimson red,
On the street the curtains twitched,
Waiting for Jack to slip into bed.

 New York in the late 1940s,
That was the place to be,
Seeing Lily walking by,
How can she do this to me.

She made that point of walking by,
With her skirt up to her thigh,
It’s a wonder she didn’t land in jail,
Or did she pay the judge in kind.

Her neighbours were a little chilly,
They kept their men away from Lily,
As she paraded by their doors 
all fur coat without the drawers.

Her little skirt caressed her hips,
Pillar box red her pouting lips.
Nylon stockings…never silk,
Not meant for ladies of her ilk.

She’d sit by the door at spot light print shop,
Waiting for Jack to open the shop,
Walking up from downtown Lovell,
With a drink in hand he’s gone all funny.






She’s up with Jack every day,
In her finest black lace negligee,
Ask no questions, tell no lies,
And two free bottles of wine.

Mrs Smith at number 10,
She kept a note of all the men,
That shameless girl has no regrets,
She is as dirty as her nets.

Lily kept her wardrobe shut,
So, that Jack would see no smut,
Her real life was never frilly,
But her line of work…suited Lily,

Lily Lamplight was her name,
Nocturnal favours were her game,
40 years on the pull,
Her life was short…but never dull.




[bookmark: _GoBack]           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,

 I’m sat beneath the plum tree,
At the bottom of the garden,
This poem takes me back,
And the pages are once real again.

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 me 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. 

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