
Creative Writing - Beginnings

1 I am old now and have not much to fear from the anger of gods. I have no husband
nor child, nor hardly a friend, through whom they can hurt me. My body, this lean
carrion that still has to be washed and fed and have clothes hung about it daily with so
many changes, they may kill as soon as they please, The succession is provided for. My
crown passes to my nephew.

Being, for all these reasons, free from fear, I will write in this book what no one who has
happiness would dare to write. I will accuse the Gods, especially the God who lives on
the Grey Mountain. That is, I will tell all he has done to me from the very beginning, as
if I were making my complaint of him before a judge. But there is no judge between
gods and men, and the god of the mountain will not answer me. Terrors and plagues
are not an answer. I write in Greek as my old master taught it to me. It may someday
happen that a traveler from the Greek lands will again lodge in this palace and read the
book. Then he will talk of it among the Greeks, where there is great freedom of speech
even about the gods themselves. Perhaps their wise men will know whether my
complaint is right or whether the god could have defended himself if he had made an
answer.

I was Orual the eldest daughter of Trom, King of Glome.

- Till We Have Faces, C. S. Lewis

In the first place, Cranford is in possession of the Amazons; all the holders of houses
above a certain rent are women. If a married couple come to settle in the town,
somehow the gentleman disappears; he is either fairly frightened to death by being the
only man in the Cranford evening parties, or he is accounted for by being with his
regiment, his ship, or closely engaged in business all the week in the great neighbouring
commercial town of Drumble, distant only twenty miles on a railroad. In short,
whatever does become of the gentlemen, they are not at Cranford. What could they do
if they were there? The surgeon has his round of thirty miles, and sleeps at Cranford;
but every man cannot be a surgeon. For keeping the trim gardens full of choice flowers
without a weed to speck them; for frightening away little boys who look wistfully at the
said flowers through the railings; for rushing out at the geese that occasionally venture
in to the gardens if the gates are left open; for deciding all questions of literature and



politics without troubling themselves with unnecessary reasons or arguments; for
obtaining clear and correct knowledge of everybody's affairs in the parish; for keeping
their neat maid-servants in admirable order; for kindness (somewhat dictatorial) to the
poor, and real tender good offices to each other whenever they are in distress, the ladies
of Cranford are quite sufficient. "A man," as one of them observed to me once, "is so in
the way in the house!" Although the ladies of Cranford know all each other's
proceedings, they are exceedingly indifferent to each other's opinions. Indeed, as each
has her own individuality, not to say eccentricity, pretty strongly developed, nothing is
so easy as verbal retaliation; but, somehow, good-will reigns among them to a
considerable degree.

- Cranford, Elizabeth Gaskell

The year 1866 was signalised by a remarkable incident, a mysterious and puzzling
phenomenon, which doubtless no one has yet forgotten. Not to mention rumours which
agitated the maritime population and excited the public mind, even in the interior of
continents, seafaring men were particularly excited. Merchants, common sailors,
captains of vessels, skippers, both of Europe and America, naval officers of all countries,
and the Governments of several States on the two continents, were deeply interested in
the matter.

For some time past vessels had been met by "an enormous thing," a long object, spindle-
shaped, occasionally phosphorescent, and infinitely larger and more rapid in its
movements than a whale.

- 20,000 Leagues Under the Sea, Jules Verne


