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A Response to session 1 on 27.02.2021 – Georges Perec’s Literary Experiment

Venue - Six Nations Rugby Match – Wales v England, Principality Stadium, Cardiff behind  
                  closed doors with roof shut.
Date and Time – 27.02.2021 Kick Off 16.45 hrs
                                        
The Legend of Dragons and Roses as told by the Bard Disgleirio 2021

Prelude
White haze and red mist hover above the stadium as two nations wait                                               
a dragon sits lonely in the stands 
breathing heavily as she glances across at the red roses

I am a Bard I do not bear arms
but this battle is of exceptional import
and my pen is sharper than any sword yet forged
quill and blade mirror my name Disgleirio
they will both glitter and shine in the sun

a shape shifter and time traveller since birth I know
this chronicle will never be found between the covers of                                                                                           10                                         
the book of Taliesin
but in a version we cannot as yet comprehend
Aneurin met his death from Eiddin’s axe
this woman though no warrior 
will die in her byre not on these killing fields
amongst her Welsh and English kin
through the gate enters first the boy George 
venerating the sod with a private affirmation
one hundred not out

fire reaches into the sky                                                                                                                                     20
set loose from slender holding pens
fed by the smog of testosterone seeping from the offset tunnel                                                    

the Hs stand to attention 
safeguarding both ends of the pitch 
waiting   waiting    waiting
stark white simultaneously they menace and welcome

now inspection of the troops
silent and respectful as they judge the other side 
straight lines
heads up                                                                                                                                                                    30
shoulders back
their war chants are silent but seen in the faces
the camera intrudes into personal spaces 
intrusive unacceptable outside of this arena                                                                                             
anthems sung not sung words unknown

Alun sings loud and proud roaring his verses
as the flames illuminate his passion behind
cigarette cards tattooed on the screen
the faces I read but the rest hieroglyphics   

First Half                                                                                                                                                                   40
(Accompanied by Braham’s Piano concerto number 2)

he whistles always he                                                                                                                                          
then like boys in the playground arms and legs in a blur
in the air on the ground and the in between places

are they liminal spaces


arcs drawn slice through the air                                                                                                                    
slashing through the molecules 
the trigonometry of play is calculated 
as the ball is cwtched cocooned kicked and abused across the field
towards H and H who are still waiting                                                                                                          50
for the perfumed kiss of the leather 
as it takes flight over the bar                                                                                                                            

the suits look concerned 
frowns intensified by masks
who will lip read Eddie and Wayne’s profanities today
while the referee semaphores his intentions to all

the rucked Scunthorpe nurtured grass groans
as fallen bodies slide tearing roots from turf                                                                                             
and the dragon’s claw clutches at air
praying for the deserved resolution                                                                                                           60

again the camera bearing bird circles
above the fight                                                                                                                                                       
it presents paradigms but the rules for me
remain unknown

a dragon’s representative runs
now on pointe in dye soaked boots
the stain leached from the blood of a rose
jumps for the sky to claim his prize                                                                                                              
surely an arabesque to make a dancer proud

the warrior is fast                                                                                                                                                   70
he falls to the ground with his love in hand over the line
his groomsmen caress and exclaim on his skill                                                                                         
as he grows in stature and confidence
the dragon’s H is ecstatic as the kicker 
adept at calculating pythagoras’s theorem 
feeds the open mouth before him

lines mutate unravel unfold and reform
toes kiss leather torn from the sky                                                                                                                 
manoeuvres replayed slowed down
monotonous to me                                                                                                                                               80
but not other voyeurs who examine 
men trapped in the machine                                                                                                                            
free again and the sweat meanders into every crevice
mixed with blood dye chlorophyll
this noxious substance worn as boldly 
as the woad patterns of the ancestors
look at these men drawn from the power of mountains
they do-si-do together                                                                                                                                        
heel to toe
take your partners waltz across the grass                                                                                                   90
then destroy them as you liberate the ball

and repeat                                                                                                                                                              

and repeat again
run run run boy run man
no straight moves now
nature abhors a cliché
curve and swerve every time
confuse the dragons or roses                                                                                                                           
with spirograph precision and cool

throw me down coos the number eleven                                                                                                 100
love me hate me 
but never ignore me                                                                                                                                           

the quartered dragon in the stand smiles

two lines are formed like an equal symbol seen from above
but they are not
see the scaffolding that is built then buckles
as he is offered to the sky
equality destroyed as the stolen ball                                                                                                          
is cradled in his arms as if a newborn

then                                                                                                                                                                           110

gods are addressed as he stands before the alter
a private dance a prayer to the shining wood bar                                                                                  
breathe now fill those lungs
step kick observe
this time his god is not appeased
as H denys the request
the rose wilts a little more

no dragon tears are shed                                                                                                                               
as the tide ebbs and flows
red and white symbiotic as a pink mist                                                                                                      120
the black mantled conductor
orchestrates                                                                                                                                                          
as Canute never could

on the screen 
a thirty number sudoku to be resolved
arms around necks
knees in a groin
while distorted jaws                                                                                                                                          
grimace their silicone smiles

busy as a hive                                                                                                                                                        130
with no queen to order the chaos
a scrum falls                                                                                                                                                           
my eyes shut nostrils wrinkle
with the smell of anaesthesia and pain
again they throw
head protectors sway like bluebells in the breeze
for a moment 
the tall single stemmed rose                                                                                                                        
dazzles with his beauty

forward                                                                                                                                                       140
dummy right now left
but today the rugby muses are capricious and laugh                                                             
such violence is balletic when slowed                                                                                                        
by the powerful behind the monitor     



Half Time              
the big cold boys pontificate 
for cash
remembering past glories                                                                                                                               
while the home bar juries will deliver
their own verdicts                                                                                                                                               150 
depending on which blood lines they adhere to

but always Nigel Owen will steal the show                                                                                              

Second Half
(Accompanied by Beethoven’s Symphony Number 9)

another pause as the conductor halts play                                                           
all genuflect before him
shoulder to shoulder
as a small man throws the pearl
before them

a shout                                                                                                                                                                     160                                                                                                                                                                
a dragon and rose can be seen reclining together 
just for a moment                                                                                                                                               
as though lovers on the sand
the ruck mesmerises 
jewel coloured slippers are torn apart
from the silk string them binds them
they dissipate across the field of play

choose your enemy 
the one on the left please
slide forward then lie on the green                                                                                                              170                                                                                                       
as it caresses thigh and arse 
skin blue with the weight of his sinew                                                                                                        
glory remembered where the track marks show

familiar faces ground into mud
only to rise as a phoenix
and always the black suits
chant in code
down the wire to invisible translators of note
the dragon’s flame singes the rose’s thorn

concentration now lost                                                                                                                                     180                                                                                                                              
I ponder aloud
will DHL deliver the next try                                                                                                                           
or will the velvet of Guinness seduce all
when at the bottom of the heap
can the rose smell the dove enhanced armpit 
of the beauteous Hardy
and will the children beg mammy 
to capture the bird to improve their game

a young dragon is smiling to himself
but the camera has seen whatever it was                                                                                                 190                                                                                               
he got away with it this time

here come the fluorescent tenders of wounds                                                                                       
real or imagined they do not discriminate
and the dragon’s breath wafts points over the bar 
a continuous buzzing from sideliners 
up and down mirroring the ball
as they hold flagged lances in their hand denoting rank

for the love of all that is sacred
remove the kick predictors 
they offend                                                                                                                                                            200                                                                                                                                                    

dragons fly faster
even without the crowd                                                                                                                                   
they are in their own kingdom
and the roses must bemoan the wrath of H
their offerings still diminished

slapped backs and shoulders
strapped thighs shins
wrists and heads
is it armour or deception
as the bruises bloom red white and blue                                                                                                   210                                                                                                       

from the air the spectacle impresses
synchronized swimmers splashing in mud coloured sea                                                                    
each begrudging the other space and ball
instructions shouted screamed whispered and signed
assembled the before vision of fragrant cleansers and potions
or the after of a man’s cologne

throw it to the lines again rosie
but the engineered Everest of men collapses
as a mine where the pit props have sheared
an opportunity lost as the oval orb tumbles away                                                                                220                                                                           


the hero falls with a kick to the neck
but he rises straight up and on with the game                                                                                       
no footballers here 
the silent bellow from viewers unseen
vibrates through the cool welsh air

I do not understand the patterns or rules of this game
it is written in a language I cannot accurately translate
so I read as if in an adopted tongue
while capturing words that complement the movement observed

that huddle of men moving along as a crab on the beach                                                                 230                                                           
wrapped together by biceps of tungsten
until the soft under belly is exposed as they roll                                                                                   
a british iteration of the trojan’s horse
each face creased with concentration
as if a woman giving birth

the final unheard whistle is blown with a gallic nonchalance 
it is ended 
the engagement over
flames reignite as the dragon triumphant 
scorches the earth with her flame                                                                                                               240                                                                                                    
roses hold heads high
congratulations all round commiserations none                                                                                   
the miscellany of nationhood is confusing
choose your flag and take a stand
this is not a game this is war

we have prevailed
amongst the spoils I choose my prize
the chief poet the pencerdd
for the Rugby Union of Wales                                                                                                                   

Wales 40   England 24                                                                                   250


*****










A Response to session 1 on 27.02.2021 – Georges Perec’s Literary Experiment

A Commentary on The Legend of Dragons and Roses as told by the Bard Disgleirio 2021
            27th February 2021, the Six Nations Rugby match derby of Wales against the old enemy England. I’m told it’s nothing personal, just a game of rugby, but do not let the hugs and banter at the end fool you; for the eighty minutes of play this is war.
          The task was an exercise in responding to an event in detail as in theexperiments of Georges Perec’s literary work, that is using:
 ‘forms of ethnographic writing utilizing approaches, methods and stylistic devices which remain highly pertinent to ethnographic practices today[footnoteRef:1]’. [1:  Howard Becker, “Georges Perec's Experiments in Social Description.” Ethnography, vol. 2, no. 1, 2001, pp. 63–76. JSTOR < www.jstor.org/stable/24047718> [accessed 5 May 2021].] 

The match was to be watched on mute with music replacing the sound of the crowd and commentators, Braham’s Piano Concerto 1 for the first half and Beethoven’s Symphony 9 for the second.
          An ethnographic approach was not a concern, watching ninety minutes of rugby was. I do not understand the game or rules[footnoteRef:2] although I am aware of the names of the players, and I know it is a religion and not a sport in Wales. My approach was to lock the door, put on headphones to listen to the music, and with an open mind write what I saw on the screen in as much detail as possible. I only watched the match once and put my notes away until the next day. [2:  Six Nations Championship, Rules (2021) <https://www.sixnationsrugby.com/rules> [accessed 10  March 2021].] 

          Sunday morning, I deciphered the fifteen A4 pages of pencil hieroglyphics into a readable text, it was obvious immediately I had written an epic war poem or saga. There was no apparent influence from the music, when I thought back, I could not even remember hearing it. My first draft was just a tidying up of the notes, but then it was suggested I look at some of the classic sagas and heroic poets. The Welsh classics, The Mabinogion[footnoteRef:3], The Book of Taliesin[footnoteRef:4] and Y  Gododdin[footnoteRef:5], along with Seamus Heaney’s translation of Beowulf[footnoteRef:6], the Orkneyinga Saga[footnoteRef:7] and de Troyes Yvain[footnoteRef:8] demonstrated which direction to take. Choosing a name for the female bard took more time than was necessary, it had to reflect my personality if the Legend was going to work as I planned. This is an annoying aspect of my practice, the need to place myself in a work before I can understand what is going to happen. Disgleirio in Welsh means shine, glitter, burnish[footnoteRef:9], my family nickname is Glittergirl and all combatants in the Legend/rugby match shine with determination before they clash, name sorted. [3:  The Mabinogion, trans. by Sioned Davies (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2007)]  [4: 
 The Book of Taliesin, Poems of Warfare and Praise in an Enchanted Britain, trans. by Gwyneth Lewis 
   and Rowan Williams (London: Penguin Classics, 2020)]  [5:  Aneirin, Y Gododdin, (Not Known: www.Mythbank.com The Arthurian Classics Collection, 2019) ]  [6:  Heaney, Seamus, Beowulf, Bilingual Edition, trans. by Seamus Heaney (London: Faber & Faber Ltd, 
     1999).]  [7:  The Orkneyinga Saga, The History of the Earls of Orkney, trans. by H. Pálsson and P. Edwards (London: Penguin Books, 1981).]  [8:  Chretien de Troyes, Yvain, The Knight of the Lion, trans. by Raffel Burton (New Haven CN: Yale University  Press, 1987).]  [9:  Translated using the University of Wales Trinity St Davids translation service https://geiriadur.uwtsd.ac.uk/ 

] 

          Once the influence of the old works was introduced into the original draft, the writing seemed to flow more easily than I anticipated, I enjoyed every word. Editing was painful as usual, but once finished something was missing, it took two days of rereading and referring to the books to find what it was – line numbering. Once they were put in, the Legend was complete.
          What the task has shown me, is that you do not always need to understand what you see to write about it. More importantly, I know I can sit still for ninety minutes mesmerized by something I know nothing about.           

*****
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	A Response to session 2 on 13.03.2021 – The art of the Pantoum

Task: an exercise to create poetry using a defined format – the Pantoum

Pantoum 1 - This is the Way It Is


	Cradling the child in his arms he whispered I love you

	The birth room was hot smelling of blood placenta piss and new life

	With tears running down his face he laid her down on the shawl

	Spent and weak his woman smiled when he kissed her mouth

	

	The birth room was hot smelling of blood placenta piss and new life

	Clinical white light reflected off the walls bleaching pink skin and lips

	Spent and weak his woman smiled when he kissed her mouth

	Eyes with pinpoint pupils still indolent from the opiate oxytocic cocktail 

	

	Clinical white light reflected off the walls bleaching pink skin and lips

	Too harsh for an infant daughter and her new born family to bear

	Eyes with pinpoint pupils still indolent from the opiate oxytocic cocktail 

	Lights dimmed and colours restored they searched for perfection 

	

	Too harsh for an infant daughter and her new born family to bear 

	Birthed outside of their space as custom demands

	Lights dimmed and colours restored they searched for perfection 

	Despite the unsubtle intrusion of others

	

	Birthed outside of their space as custom demands

	A shawl crocheted with dreams of the future in each turn of the hook

	Despite the unsubtle intrusion of others

	Connections were made and the three bound by a merino wool web


	A shawl crocheted with dreams of the future in each turn of the hook

	Blood lines woven into loops and spirals 

	Connections were made and the three bound with a merino wool web

	With stitches contrived to map out a life

	

	Blood lines woven into loops and spirals

	A paradigm imprinted on DNA 

	With stitches contrived to map out a life       

	As yet not weakened by gorger lineage 

	

	A paradigm imprinted on DNA 

	Baba entwined the old stories with each turn of the hook

	As yet not weakened by gorger lineage

	Her responsibility to protect the old world and see what may become

	

	Baba entwined the old stories with each turn of the hook

	Patterns of feather shells stars crystal and the iris

	Her responsibility to protect the old world and foresee what may become

	The new mother whispers to herself Tasaria will be your secret name

	

	Patterns of feather shells stars crystal and the iris

	I witness the future and you will have these as a dowry

	The new mother whispers to herself Tasaria will be your secret name

	Born at dawn it is a Romany blessing

	

	I witness the future and you will have these as a dowry

	On the bed her child bloodied and drawn

	Born at dawn it is a Romany blessing

	Though you are impure until the baptism so sleep now my love

	


	On the bed her child bloodied and drawn

	The next generation lies with her swaddled and fresh

	Though you are impure until the baptism so sleep now my love

	A knife cut then he places the red drops onto the child

	

	The next generation lies with her swaddled and fresh

	Unknown to others until God has made his mark

	A knife cut then he places the red drops onto the child

	Pledged to protect until she passes to her husband it is their way

	

	Unknown to others until God has made his mark

	His family to be hidden no image sanctioned her name unsaid

	Pledged to protect until she passes to her husband it is their way

	Anonymous to all to keep the tsinivari spirits away

	

	His family to be hidden no image sanctioned her name unsaid

	Marimé is a dangerous season in the life of a woman

	Anonymous to all to keep the tsinivari spirits away

	With the woman of her ken to care and protect

	

	Marimé is a dangerous season in the life of a woman

	A new role to master the rules rigid and complex  

	With the woman of her ken to care and protect

	Amulets and talismans to secure and bless

	

	A new role to master the rules rigid and complex  

	Three weeks pass the child is cleansed in water that runs she is baptized

	Amulets and talismans to secure and bless

	Massaged with warm fragrant oil she becomes a member of the tribe 

	

	

	Three weeks pass the child is cleansed in water that runs she is baptized

	Time to choose her given name a Roma designation 

	Massaged with warm fragrant oil she becomes a member of the tribe

	But only her mother knows the sacred name unspoken by others

	

	Time for him to choose her given name a Roma designation

	The Christian ceremony had settled on Kathleen

	But only her mother knows the sacred unspoken by others

	My darling Esmeralda Kathleen Heron 

	

	The Christian ceremony had settled on Kathleen

	With tears running down his face he laid her down on the shawl

	My darling Esmeralda Kathleen Heron 

	Cradling the child in his arms he whispered I love you

	

	







Tsinivari – evil spirits that may attack mother and child during the night.
Marimé – the time between birthing a child and its baptism, the woman is perceived as 
                      ‘unclean’.






*****



	Pantoum Two - Life Lessons

	

	I’ll show you mine if you show me yours said he

	I was taught to be polite cos I was brought up proper

	I turned and smiled 

	And excoriated flesh with an acerbic tongue

	

	I was taught to be polite cos I was brought up proper

	My parents were particular on the company we kept

	And excoriated flesh with an acerbic tongue

	On the dining room table was a ledger full of rules 

	

	My parents were particular on the company we kept

	Persona non grata dear god there were many

	On the dining room table was a ledger full of rules 

	Who is in who is out and when to run away

	

	Persona non grata dear god there were many

	Too old too young too posh too poor or just a knob

	Who is in who is out and when to run away

	Often confusing when we flicked through the pages

	

	Too old too young too posh too poor or just a knob

	Just mind your manners then you never get caught

	Often confusing when we flicked through the pages

	Keep your wits about you and always thump first


	Just mind your manners then you never get caught

	Trained as athletes we moved like the wind

	Keep your wits about you and always thump first
Ready for action and karate trained

	Trained as athletes we moved like the wind

	Picked a few pockets but not enough cash

	Ready for any action and karate trained

	We hit the big time with the shiny hair scam

	

	Picked a few pockets but not enough cash

	Gentlemen of a certain persuasion loved us for our locks

	We hit the big time with the shiny hair scam

	Blonde dark mousey curly and poker straight

	

	Gentlemen of a certain persuasion loved us for our locks

	No touching just looking

	Blonde dark mousey curly and poker straight

	Pockets full of cash from those dirty old men

	

	No touching just looking

	Spent on chocolate crisps and fizzy from the corona van

	Pockets full of cash from those dirty old men

	Ma and Pa only took half a cut and never balled us out

	

	Spent on chocolate crisps and fizzy from the corona van

	Cousins friends and neighbours joined our adolescent band

	Ma and Pa only took a half cut and never balled us out

	Roaming wild around our patch life was such a buzz

	

	Cousins friends and neighbours joined our adolescent band

	Until that is we were snitched on

	Roaming wild around our patch life was such a buzz

	Bloody social services came along and messed up the fun

	

	


	Until that is we were snitched on
Mamgu grassed up the oldsters she had other plans for us

	Bloody social services came along and messed up the fun

	Respectability a job and proper pension to plan for

	

	Mamgu grassed up the oldsters she had other plans for us

	Hauled off to probation we were polished up shiny and new

	Respectability a job and proper pension to plan for

	But you can’t change your spots

	

	Hauled off to probation we were polished up shiny and new

	Then I turned and smiled

	But you can’t change your spots

	I’ll show you mine if you show me yours said he




*****











A Response to session 2 on 13.03.2021 – The Art of the Pantoum

A Commentary on This is the way It Is and Life Lessons

          When writing poetry, my preference is to compose in free, usually non rhyming blank verse which has no formal poetical metre. The American poets John Ashbery and Walt Whitman are just two of my favourite exponents of the genre[footnoteRef:10],[footnoteRef:11]. Jonathan Edwards is my British example, a performance poet and author; his poems may not rhyme, but they have the rhythms of speech heard on the street[footnoteRef:12].  [10:  For example The Decals in the Hallway in his collection ‘Chinese Whispers’.]  [11:  For example A Song for Occupations in the ‘Complete Poems of Walt Whitman’.]  [12:  For example Song of the Retail Park Tree in his volume ‘Gen’. ] 

          As a writer of the ‘unstructured school’ of poetry, the idea of a strict framework is intimidating, so definitely the task to choose. I started by reading something of the Pantoum’s history, then reading many 20th and 21st century examples. Then I analysed in depth two of these; Donald Justice’s Pantoum of the Great Depression[footnoteRef:13] and Randall Mann’s Pantoum[footnoteRef:14]. Discovering the Pantoum or Pantum in Malay, began as a sung or spoken song made sense[footnoteRef:15], my work is also written to be spoken out loud, the Pantoum form sneaked into my brain proving you are never too old to learn something new. [13:  Donald Justice, Collected Poems (New York: Knopf Double Day Publishing Group, 2004).]  [14:  Randall Mann, Complaint in the Garden (Lincoln: Zoo Press, 2004).]  [15:  Free State Review, The Spell of Repetition: Shaking Down the Pantoum <https://freestatereview.com>    [accessed 23 April 2021].] 

The form is strict[footnoteRef:16],[footnoteRef:17], so to ensure I got the line ordering correct I made a grid to work from[footnoteRef:18], it can be adapted to any number of stanzas. Initially I tried without this but found it too difficult to keep to the correct form. [16:  Write a 4 line stanza, the 2nd and 4th lines of this become the 1st and 3rd of the next stanza, the 2nd and 4th lines need to have a connection with the 1st and 3rd, repeat throughout the work until the last stanza. The 3rd line from stanza 1 is also the 2nd line of the last stanza. Line 1 from the 1st stanza is the last line of the Pantoum.]  [17:  Bryant, Jo, Wordpress, How to Write a Pantoum Poem (2011) <https://jobryantnz.wordpress.com>   [accessed 13 April 2021] .]  [18:  See appendix A.] 

          In her article The Spell of Repetition: Shaking Down the Pantoum Kirun Kapur said the Pantoum is ‘a spell of repeated lines’[footnoteRef:19]. It is an exceptionally challenging spell to cast, even after the analysis I had done on Justice and Mann’s work it took much longer than anticipated. Trying to find the words that made connections between the repetitions demanded a great deal of concentration and much rewriting took place, and the finished This is the Way It Is piece was much darker than I had planned.   [19:  Free State Review, The Spell of Repetition: Shaking Down the Pantoum <https://freestatereview.com> [accessed 23 April 2021].

] 

          Both Pantoums were as complicated to write as the other, repetitions being rewritten and the number of stanzas changing frequently to try and capture the appropriate rhythms and cadence of the language. But on completion, This is the Way It Is seems to read in a more natural way than Life Lessons. I am still unsure why this happened but have decided to keep both in the assignment as a comparison as to what works and what does not work as well.
          I have completed the task set and learnt much about the history of the form and read in an area of creative writing I have not explored before. The discipline was harder than expected, but I’m pleased I stuck at it and stuck with the task. Trying to do it with rhymes and a set syllable count would have been near to impossible at this stage in my career. 
          It has been a steep but worthwhile learning curve.
          
          
*****
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APPENDIX A        
  Pantoum Template
1. Lines 2 & 4 are 1 & 3 in next stanza etc etc

2. Last stanza 
a. use lines 1 & 3 of 1st stanza
b. line 1 of 1st stanza becomes line 4 of last stanza
c. line 3 of 1st stanza becomes line 2 of last stanza            ( 52)  
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A Response to session 2 on 13.03.2021 – The Lyric Essay

Task: Writing a lyric essay

Sunflowers

There was a sister born but not living I didn’t know until I was older and not wiser

Sat on pink carpet in the hall watching powdery dust fly then fall when I sneezed as skin cells drifted up my nose and down into my lungs.
[bookmark: _Hlk70875407]          Sneeze          Tisian          Niezen
          Achoo           Achoo          Achoo
          Bless me father for I have sinned
          Bendithia fi Tad Sanctaidd oherwydd pechais 
          Zegen mij Heilige Vader want ik heb gezondigd
Amen to all


Jumped down the stairs into the hall a darker pink, let us call it raspberry or one of these below, I’m not fussy.
	[image: ]
	Yes I am but I would never admit this to anyone who reads my words or asks my opinions on pink it is too sacred a colour to take a blasé opinion on its merit at any time non-believers I find difficult to relate to as I cannot understand their resistance to its rich beauty and infinite variations of tone and depth I’ve just counted fifty three five three 53



There are concerns among friends and family that
my sight is distorted by the excessive use of both pink and gold
 in my clothing, speech, poetry and artwork. 
I believe it is due to the 1960s overuse of antibiotics and cod liver oil. 
There is no proof, even on the website of QAnon, 
but it is my belief, therefore it is a fact.

Lying next to the door of the poor substitute for a studio that is the box room 
full of books, paints, detritus of life and toilet paper hoard
is Vincent V.G. Vinny to this friend.
A Tuesday afternoon it is the usual time that he comes to call.

	Vinny you look done in and what have you done to your hair? That beard needs a trim and those eyes those eyes are those of a man who forgets to see himself and the world. Come with me I called you up the cards and the runes begged me to help. Paul, Theo, Sien and Anton no more, just the living now to instruct from wherever you are when you’re not with me.
	[image: ]

	

	


There was a brother born but not living he didn’t know until he was older and not wiser
but he bore his name.

Cross legged on the floor behind the closed-door 
runes are thrown and cards dealt opal and jet engraved with gold
tarot times four - Rider-Waite, Medieval, Tarot del Fuego last the Cheap
MOON
WANDS
DEATH
FOOL

It is written then said Vinny 
Nothing is as it seems our dreams mislead us listen watch then filter 
A new birth but for you or me?
Cut back strip away the old and we can make way for the new
Joy and fear to come for us both in the cards.

Holding hands we stand and look around the space we have inhabited

Dust lies thick on books and boxes muffling the sound of their meaning
Moving to the left always to the left as if trying to rebuild the lobe he lopped and discarded in the field that day
he never sliced his auditory organ clean away
just enough to encourage the blood to flow and then look disconsolate

perhaps thinking an artist requires an image to be memorable

poor Vincent

Still Hirst and Emin are far behind his fame and game
	[image: ]
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	He seeks the locked wooden chest 
where 
he knows 
my riches are stored
a 21st century cornucopia of 
mixed media 
voluptuousness 

sable and synthetic brushes

sponges

silk velvet and jewels to dazzle
 
even a 19th century behemoth

blades with handles and cutters

a light box to trace and repeat

paints with oil

and water

pearlescent
 
metallic

iridescent

much too much bodacious colour



Tubes and boxes brushes then pens are laid out on the table, there is always a defined order, but his laying on of hands confuses me every time. Today is an elliptical sort of day. The arc of colours mirror the rainbows that reflect in the window from the cheap crystal chandelier that hangs above. 

You go first Vinny.

He has a finger the right index finger in his mouth chewing on the nail stump, the noise is the sound of saliva and keratin being ground as if with a mortar and pestle. We will paint the sunflowers again and again until you get them right he exhorts, his hand hovering over the yellows greens and blues. 

Absinthe and digitalis 
can make you see yellow
say the medics 
not my preferred colour 
or drugs of choice.

Possibly my prolific consumption
of strawberries and vimto as a child
account for my pinkishness life

or not

It is of no concern to us now.
Like a chess board laid out for battle yellow green and blue are set in a grid awaiting the call, pink crimson and cochineal jeer and shout from the opposite side. Vinny and me the commanders in chief.

Canary yellow raises a bid to destroy the positivity of the daffodil and flaxen, they retaliate joining forces with the formidable lemon and butter, before finally succumbing to the might of marigold. She bows to none in her strength and rapacity.
[image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ][image: ]
(I ponder the wheels but only in a notional form as the curve always improves the theoretical)
What chance does the delicate and generally deigned gender of XX pink have in the theatre of war?
Champagne pink will inebriate and let your defences fall, then Fairy pink can enchant you while filleting you with a small blade then carve you into slices so Piggy pink can eat the evidence and no charges can be made
or
Cotton candy destroys the pancreas
while her sister Coral 
eviscerates you in New York
as the Cherry Blossoms pink 
throw confetti to the wind

Apologies V.G but I never like to lose so my weapons are chosen wisely.
A truce is agreed our love and commitment run deep
We are bound together by the colours and his need to leave the darkness
I presume he wonders from heaven not hell
To think of him there is too much to bear
I have no belief so neither of us care 
Tarot and runes merely a comfort 
I can instruct them to tell me what I need to hear
That is their power.

The canvas before us is alba white, the coarseness of the weave is thrilling as in the imagination stories are woven as paint dries and worlds appear. Together our brush strokes synchronize as we read the other’s thoughts. 

He is all haloes around the light                                                                            
Easy lines loose and free
Petals falling with yellow orange ease                              
 His paint is thick and unctuous like honey
A desire to lick off the colours
Then taste them in his mouth
Overwhelms.

But he is a dead man a spirit a lost soul, but he is my lost soul, his image dazzles with such a blazing intensity I am unable to let him go. I do not know if he visits others, I do not want to know. He feeds the need for art that cannot be sated by others. In this room he no longer suffers. His worth to me is inestimable, he is a mentor, a spectre, my beautiful hallucination.
As the light starts to fade his aura dims
my sunflowers look brittle and spent in the vase as he fades away
on the back of our canvas 
I pour three drops of orange ink
with four of magenta and mix with a knife
then gold and silver mica powder
blown from a page of his life story torn out to reuse and remember
the Tuesday afternoons when the Tarot allowed
the composition is now one of light 
dazzling with the third shade 
birthed from the union of life and death
with the glitter of that which is not gold
once dry it is a sacred space
where my heart sings as the days disappear too fast
Gauguin left he never understood
when the visions and voices appear you look and listen
I looked I listened
before my birth I heard him in the asylum
felt his pain accepted his addiction and understood his fear
although my sunflowers look like wilted weeds
when he is here they are as a masterpiece
verdant juicy alive
I miss him when he’s gone.
Sneezing as the dust returns to the room, it occurs to me it may be too late to attend my appointment. Since being labelled as neurologically diverse, I must be spoken at by others as nods and Mmms are recorded. Just say what they want to hear and come back next time, tick all the boxes.

But I paint with Van Gogh, my brush is wondrous, my skills probably divine. In my world each picture a masterpiece but I won’t show you just yet. And Vinny? No fits no seizures, but he can’t wear an earring in that left ear just yet.

Sneeze          Tisian          Niezen
          Achoo           Achoo          Achoo
          Bless me father for I have sinned
          Bendithia fi Tad Sanctaidd oherwydd pechais 
          Zegen mij Heilige Vader want ik heb gezondigd
Amen to all

[image: ]                                                  [image: ]

A Response to session 2 on 13.03.2021 – The Lyric Essay

A Commentary on Sunflowers
“The world is full of texts, more or less interesting; I do not wish to add any more”[footnoteRef:20]. [20:  Kenneth Goldsmith, ‘From Uncreative Writing’, in No Internet, No Art, ed. by Melanie Bühler ((New York: Onomatopee 102, 2015) (p3).] 

                                                                                                                                                   Goldsmith  
“But I disagree with him and have added a lyric essay”[footnoteRef:21] [21:  J.E.M. this is my reply to Goldsmith.] 

                                                                                                       J.E.M 2021
 
          I watched Lucy Durneen’s talk, “Passion for Words, Tranås at the Fringe”[footnoteRef:22] about the lyric essay on YouTube, was intrigued and decided to attempt to write one. After researching this relatively young genre, the definition I used was one by the Seneca Review Magazine[footnoteRef:23], concentrating on four areas; white space, prose and poetry, arranged in fragments and the use of lyrical language[footnoteRef:24]. A collage essay was the category of essay that interested me the most, a construction of scraps[footnoteRef:25]. [22:  Lucy Durneen, Dominic Williams, Passion for Words, Tranås at the Fringe [video]. 2020 <Passion for Words: Lucy Durneen "So what is a lyric essay anyway?" - YouTube> [accessed 20 March 2021].]  [23:  Hobart and William Smith Colleges, Seneca Review (1970). <https://www.hws.edu/senecareview/about.aspx> [accessed 20 March 2021].  ]  [24:  Dave Hood, Writing Creative Nonfiction: The Lyrical Essay (2013) <Writing Creative Nonfiction: The Lyrical Essay « Find Your Creative Muse (wordpress.com)> [accessed 20 March 2021]. The other areas are here.]  [25:  Other categories are prose poem, braided essay, hermit crab essay.] 

          What happened once I started to write I still cannot explain. The Welsh, English and Dutch stanza, was going to lead to a lyric essay about the medieval wool trade. But the second ‘pink’ took me elsewhere. Perhaps my love of colour overwhelmed the organized side of my brain.
          So, is this a lyric essay? Yes it is. Words and images are placed liked fragments to produce an ensemble, a coherent piece of work; the white space is as important as the placing of the text and images, it augments and separates.  Although the lines are not written in iambic pentameter, there is a rhythm there when read out loud. The images were chosen with care to enhance or illustrate, rather than explain the words; the aim to give readers with an hearing impairment a more visual experience. Repetition of the sneeze stanza at the end felt important to me; it stitched the essay together like the infinite possibilities provided by the colour wheels. 
          The most difficult part of the task was keeping to the word count, I wanted to write more than was required, so this was another good learning session. The lyric essay can be seen as a ‘free’ form of writing, but there are always restraints when not writing for yourself. Good preparation for the working environment.
          Discovering a new way of writing, the research involved, hours spent finding the one word needed to complete a line, and much editing of the work was exhilarating. Editing is one of my less well-developed skills, Sunflowers really pushed me hard to improve and will benefit future work. The lyric essay appeals to my love of the eclectic, the collection of bits and pieces to rework into something new, upcycling I suppose. I believe I have addressed the task adequately and am pleased with the result. I like what I have written and how it is laid out on the page satisfies my eye, that I have attempted to work outside of my comfort zone also pleases me.
          There will be more lyric essays appearing in my portfolio.
       

*****
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