Creative Writing - Description
1She could not understand why a doctor-with as much money as they made charging
five dollars a day to just stick their head in the hospital door and look at you-couldn't
afford a decent-sized waiting room. This one was hardly bigger than a garage. The table
was cluttered with limp-looking magazines and at one end of it there was a big green
glass ashtray full of cigarette butts and cotton wads with little blood spots on them. If
she had had anything to do with the running of the place, that would have been
emptied every so often. There were no chairs against the wall at the head of the room. It
had a rectangular-shaped panel in it that permitted a view of the office where the nurse
came and went and the secretary listened to the radio. A plastic fern, in a gold pot sat in
the opening and trailed its fronds down almost to the floor. The radio was softly
playing gospel music.

Just then the inner door opened and a nurse with the highest stack of yellow hair Mrs.
Turpin had ever seen put her face in the crack and called for the next patient. The
woman sitting beside Claud grasped the two arms of her chair and hoisted herself up;
she pulled her dress free from her legs and lumbered through the door where the nurse
had disappeared.

- “Revelation,” Flannery O’Connor

A few light taps upon the pane made him turn to the window. It had begun to snow
again. He watched sleepily the flakes, silver and dark, falling obliquely against the
lamplight. The time had come for him to set out on his journey westward. Yes, the
newspapers were right: snow was general all over Ireland. It was falling on every part
of the dark central plain, on the treeless hills, on the Bog of Allen and, farther westward,
softly falling into the dark mutinous Shannon waves. It was falling, too, upon every
part of the lonely churchyard on the hill where Michael Furey lay buried. It lay thickly
drifted on the crooked crosses and headstones, on the spears of the little gate, on the
barren thorns. His soul swooned slowly as he heard the snow falling faintly through the
universe and faintly falling, like the descent of their last end, upon all the living and the
dead.

- “The Dead,” James Joyce

They sat facing one another across a table in the upper room of a drinking den known
as the Barbary Shark. Two men. One a Dutch sea captain, the other a Chinese gem
dealer. Muffled sounds of foghorns from the nighttime harbor, mingling with the
raucous seaport din outside, passed unheeded. A flagon of fine gin and a pitcher of
water, close to hand, also stood ignored. In the dim, smoke-filtered atmosphere, both
men's eyes were riveted upon a small, blue velvet packet, which the gem dealer had
placed upon the table. Slowly he unwrapped the cloth, allowing a large emerald to
catch facets of the golden lantern light. It shimmered like the eye of some fabled dragon.
Noting the reflected glint in the Dutchman's avaricious stare, the Chinaman placed his
long-nailed hand over the jewel and spoke softly. "My agent waits in Valparaiso for the
arrival of a certain man-somebody who can bring home to me a package. It contains the
brothers and sisters of this green stone, many of them! Some larger, others smaller, but
any one of them worth a fortune. Riches to fire a man beyond his wildest dreams. He
who brings the green stones to me must be a strong man, commanding and powerful,
able to keep my treasure from the hands of others. My friend, I have eyes and ears
everywhere on the waterfront. I chose you because I know you to be such a man!"
The captain's eyes, bleak and grey as winter seas, held the merchant's gaze. "You have
not told me what my reward for this task will be."
The gem dealer averted his eyes from the captain's fearsome stare. He lifted his hand,
exposing the emerald's green fire. "This beautiful one, and two more like it upon
delivery."
The Dutchman's hand closed over the stone as he uttered a single word. "Done!"

- Castaways of the Flying Dutchman, Brian Jacques

