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Task Date: Tuesday 27th November – An argument on the bus where a young(ish) man intervenes

The Flower and the Lion
The planning has started two years ago, well two years and two months ago, accuracy had always been important. But reading the paper the morning of December 9th, the cutting from The Times was in the escape folder, he decided to expedite the date. Next week was the new date, Thursday 19th December, F. day, the start of a real life. No more sham, denial or hiding away from the world, perhaps just till the day after anyway.
Thursday is wet and miserable, the T1 bus cold and empty on the trip up to Aberaeron. Not knowing anyone in the town, it seemed the ideal place to stay the night before he journeyed to a new world. ‘Night Llew’ said the driver as he got off at the bus stop by the square. ‘Night Rhys’. I’ll never see him again thank God he thought, he’d checked what route he was driving tomorrow; a day off.  Llew was at the B & B by twelve, not that he was going to turn up in the breakfast room, he settled up that evening.

Ten fifteen in the morning and he is the only person at the bus stop, his new life as Fflur has begun. The name suits her, long hair, fiftyish, slender, pastel coloured dress and coat, with a floppy hat low over her eyes. She smells like a pasture full of flowers. Stepping onto the bus, the driver asks where she’s travelling to. 
‘Carmarthen please’, he doesn’t look at her, just another woman off shopping in town. ‘Then Swansea, London, a community where I can lose Llew and find Fflur’, to herself. She settles in a seat and takes out a book, there’s an hour and a half to fill before she gets there.
As they pass through Lampeter, she pulls the hat lower over her face, no one notices her. She is happy, maybe she waited too long to make the change after all.
Next stop Cwmann, where a group of kids from the High School get on, noisy laughing and swearing, Welsh, English and Polish. Fflur looks up, wondering how so few can make so much noise. At the back of the bus they spread themselves and backpacks over twice as many seats as needed. Conversation is a mixture of the three languages, based around rugby, exams and what sounds like an impossibly exciting social life. She 

shuddered, remembering the necessity of fitting in, so much manipulating and bending of the truth. She’d hated being that age, a body she could not control and no one to talk to about it. Easier today she reckoned, with access to all that information on line. 
Louder now, and aggressive, the noise from the kids was impossible to block out. Two of the group were being targeted by the rest of them.
‘Moch Sgleiniog i ffwrdd, Polish pigs sod off. Bwyta picl, pickle eaters, cabbage shredders, piss off back home. Wales for the Welsh’.
‘And English’ yelled in a broad Wolverhampton accent by a boy of maybe twelve or thirteen.
‘Gallwch chi aros Spike, you can stay Saesneg, one condition though’, the red haired one said to Spike. ‘I want his bag, the Polski boy’s bag, should look good chucked out the back of the bus’.
Spike is horrified, he can imagine how he’d feel if it was his bag about to be thrown out. ‘No, I can’t, he’s only little, what if his house key is in it? You know his Mum and Dad are working’.


‘Got a conscience now have we? Get his bag Spike’, he speaks slowly, growling the words. Everyone on the bus is ignoring the altercation happening at the back, Fflur is quietly seething at their behaviour.
‘No, no, no. It’s too cruel, look he’s terrified’.
‘I don’t give a fuck’ says red head, ‘the bag Spike’.
‘Leave them alone Rhodri’ from one of the girls.
Spike is not far off tearing up in public, he goes across to the two frightened kids. ‘It’s OK, he won’t hurt you now’.
The red head stands up just as Fflur turns around to see what’s happening, obviously he is going to push Spike off the seat and take the Polish boy’s bag.
‘Enough’ Fflur tells him, ‘that’s enough’.
‘What’s it to you old woman?’.
‘He’s, they’re kids, bullying is not a good look on someone trying to impress his little fiefdom’. Jesus Christ, he’s four inches taller than me, where the hell did that come from? she asked herself. 


‘I said what’s it to you old woman?’ Rhodri paused, looking her up and down. ‘What’s it to you gwrthgyrn fucking, fucking pervert, look at him boys and girls. Want them for yourself do you?’.
Fflur leaves her seat and startes to walk up the aisle towards the group, Rhodri puts on a mock look of fear, cowering down back into the seat.
‘Helpwch fi, help me, y pedoffilen is after me’ he whimpers looking at his group for support. They look away.
The other passengers remain looking defiantly forwards, hoping if they can’t see what is happening, it will go away.
‘The enlightened youth of today, tut tut, Rhodri ydych chi’n fy siomi, I’m so disappointed. Tell me, are you a happy boy?’
‘What do you mean?’ he is confused, why is this person not shouting at him, he knows he deserves to be reprimanded? ‘What’s it to you perv?’.
Fflur sighs, removes her hat and wig and sits in the seat in front of him; Rhodri straightens his back, crosses arms and legs, eyes glare, his jaw tight. 
‘Imagine waking up tomorrow morning’, she nods towards Spike and the two Polish kids. ‘You’re no longer big bully boy, almost a man I suppose, 

but still with a child’s brain. Tomorrow you are small, frightened and an outsider, scared of breathing too loud in case someone decides to hit or verbally abuse you. How are you feeling, happy, content or confused and sad?’  
He is perplexed, the boy is not used to being spoken to as an adult, the man woman in front of him is not shouting. If the roles were reversed, he’d be kicking hell out of him by now; he is aware of everyone listening to each word said. He shrugs his broad shoulders unable to find an answer.
‘In that case I’ll tell you how you’ll feel’, Fflur answers for him, aware she was also addressing the silent audience. ‘How these three feel today, and Llew felt every day of his life’.
‘Who’s Llew? asks Spike.
‘Llew was me until last night, today I’m Fflur’.
Rhodri uncrosses his arms and legs and shifts uncomfortably on the seat, looking directly at her, waiting for her to continue; he wants an explanation now. 


‘Llew, named for a fighter, the lion, a good Celtic name isn’t it?  Never did suit.’
‘So what?’ hissed back the boy.
‘I never fitted in Rhodri, couldn’t find my gang, got angry and lashed out, bullied ki….’. Rhodri shouts out before the sentence is finished.
‘I’m not a perv, no way, you’re sick’.
‘No listen, give me the courtesy of that at least. You, must find your own way in life, do what is you, not what others say is you. I don’t know what you’re lashing out at Rhodri, you probably don’t even know, it’ll come to you. But please, please, stop hurting the others, they can’t help you’.
The boy looked defiant and contrite at the same time; ‘but why this?’ pointing a finger at Fflur, ‘the wig, the dress, it’s obscene’. 
‘It’s me Rhodri, it’s Fflur, who I’m supposed to be. I’m peaceful, frightened by other’s reactions yes, but no longer fearful of not being me’. 
‘What difference does that make then, I don’t get it?’ asks the girl sitting on the back seat. ‘How can it make things better when other people give you crap?’. She was trying hard to understand this new concept; she’d read 

about trans, lesbians, bi and that stuff. Wasn’t she friends with Adam and he was gay, but this was weird?
‘Right, imagine the teachers told you that from now on equality of sex, race and class was over. Only white boys, born to parents living in a huge house in Lampeter or Aberystwyth, could get an education or job, everyone else had to fend for themselves, would that be right?’.
‘That would be soooo unfair, could they do it do you think?’, she looked worried.
‘No, of course they can’t, but that’s what happens to me and people like me; we’re outside the norm. It could happen to any of you if you do what you’ve done today, Rhodri. Do you understand at all?
Waiting for an answer she looked around at them almost deafened by the sound of their minds wrestling with such a huge concept.
‘Look, I’m not a teacher or a preacher reading stuff at you, I just want you to understand what it’s like to be different because it might be you one day, or your brother or Mum. If you need to act like you’re someone else all the time it hurts, really hurts’.

‘Suppose so’ admits Rhodri, he looks surprised as the words come out of his mouth. ‘Why is it better as Fflur than Llew then?
‘Llew would have given you hell for the way you treated those three, his temper was fearsome, you would have begged to be let off the bus. But, you still wouldn’t understand what was wrong, and he wouldn’t understand why he shouted, the Lion only roars. Fflur is happier, confident in who she is, she needs you to know why it matters’.
The bus is quiet, she puts her wig and hat back on before going back to the seat, she doesn’t hide her face this time.
At Llanybydder there is a gathering up of backpacks and bodies ready for the bus stop, the kids get off; Rhodri touches her shoulder as he passes and whispers ‘Diolch Fflur’. A flower seed always outlives the lion she thought to herself, how bizarre the middle-aged woman intervenes and the young man is grateful. She smiles.
 Rhodri thinks he can smell flowers in the house when he tells his Dad he doesn’t want to take over the farm.
*******


Task Date: Friday 7th December – A Magical Realism Story

The Granddaughter
As I swiped through the photographs on the phone she’d thrust into my hand, I knew the portal was going to appear. Carys’s newest granddaughter smiled out of the screen at me; blue knowing eyes wide open, I thought they looked too blue.
          ‘Oh beautiful, how heavy was she, what are they going to call her?’
I saw the letters flooding from my mouth and forming into words just before her ears ate them. They stuck out long greedy tongues, like particularly bad-tempered vipers, they didn’t miss one vowel or consonant. 
          ‘Eight pounds and six ounces she had a terrible time you know, caesarean 
           section in the end. But the name, oh dear me, they’re down to Lola,  
           Peaches or Persephone, poor child’.
Her disapproving breath blew out from pursed lips, it formed a miasma of unpleasantness in the street which lingered in the afternoon sun. I was only 

vaguely aware of it as my interested face was stitched on tight, botox stretched, ready for the inevitable.
And here it comes.
Turquoise, cobalt blue and golden light poured through the door which had opened to the left of me. My essence was sucked up by the osmotic pressure the world behind the door exerts. Molecules rearranged and I was in Room 4, Birthing Suite, West Suffolk Hospital 1983 - again. Back in the blue and white checked dress, paper serviette hat, scrubs and mask. I knew I would be sweating, my latex gloves squelched as I clasped my hands together, waiting. Waiting, waiting, fifteen years of waiting, now it was going to happen. It was the first one of many, more than I can remember now, I stopped counting after the first thirty thousand.
From deep within my trance I saw the head slowly fight its way out from the surrogate’s body, then the blue, slippery, wonderful, wholeness of it. Complete and perfect lying there on the bed. After the sperm donor cut its umbilical line support system, I held it in my bloody hands. The child spoke.
         


‘Thankyou for releasing me from my bondage, I hated the darkness       and noise, so noisy all the time, it never stopped. It’s so good to be alive again’.
            ‘It is my destiny to arrange the escape’ I replied with my eyes. ‘Are
             you ready to serve the Host?’.                              
            ‘With all my heart Provider of the future works’. 
She took her first cry, a new language that would join the others already printed on her primary circuits. I passed another soldier for our cause to the chosen adult carers, their look of pride perplexed me. Did they not realize it was just temporary responsibility, not a lifetimes? When she had developed to the required standard we would be back, too much was invested in her to waste it on their colourless, one-dimensional world.
            ‘Until next time then child’.
She saluted me with a cry until the tight cwtch of the woman crushed the sound out of her. The door was back, strangely, the light was always bluer rather than turquoise on the way back. I presume it’s some sort of disturbance in the time continuum, but I’m not a physicist so it could just 

be the preferences of the portal engineer. I just harvest the seeds that have been nurtured by the agricultural department, always on call.
          ‘What do you think?’ asked Carys, keen for support.
          ‘I’m with you, I much prefer the old-fashioned names’.
The child in the phone, I.D. number 5298/*/526 or Queilty to friends, raised her plump little fist and waved as I passed the Nokia back to Carys. I returned the smile of the next victim of the Giarwdyb Caste, we will have our revenge.

*******












Task date: Friday 7th December combined with Tuesday 18th December – Create an ‘I Remember’ piece of work using the list compiled in the lecture + Creative Wrong Memory

An Illustrated ‘I Remember’ – Maybe
[image: ]         [image: ]            [image: ]                                                                                   
            December 2018                                                           1966                                                                      1965
Three o’clock Saturday morning and I’ve been trying to sleep since eleven. My brain is on a warp factor twelve setting, no point in lying there writing an “I Remember” piece in my head, so here I am sat at the kitchen table with whiskey, toast and the cat for company. George, since you asked us to emulate Joe Brainard’s “I Remember” exercise, my memory banks have been spewing out long forgotten happenings. They are all welcome; the beautiful, horrendous and funny, but one, number nine, this one will not go 

back into the relevant filing tray. It is now roaming free and if not tied down in words, I may never sleep again. My intentions were honourable George, finish the ten ‘Rememberings’ in about seven hundred words and forget about them again.
But it just isn’t happening, fortunately I have copious supplies of whiskey and toast so I’m good for the rest of the night. Number nine is why I decided to finally attend university, my friends without exception told me I was crazy (possibly), stubborn (definitely), and was wasting my time because who knows how long you have left (it’s the job they can’t help themselves).  
I digress as usual, ridiculous as it sounds, in 1966 Guillaume Apollinaire’s work changed my life, I knew what I wanted to do from that day on, it did take longer than I anticipated though. Fifty-one years to achieve my adolescent dream, I’m here now so you can sit there until this ‘I remember’ is read out, what’s five minutes of your time compared to a lifetime?
Secondary school in the mid sixties was not much different to what I’ve read about remand schools now; grey, grey, grey, with flashes of navy blue from our uniforms, and obviously not forgetting that specially mixed 

institution green gloss. Oh yes, the ever-present smell of overcooked cabbage and rampant oestrogen that cannot be erased from my olfactory memory bank, ever. The building had been condemned for demolition since 1954 apparently, no grass, too few toilets, too many vermin as well as pupils, not knowing anything else you got on with it. We were known as the posh school for those dumb enough to fail the bloody eleven plus, at ten I had vowed to vote Labour when I grew up because they were going to ban it. Never forgave them for making me sit it, I didn’t know what hundredweights, hectares and acres were, I don’t suppose any one does now. 
At the beginning of the second year an apparition appeared under the guise of Mr Griffiths (deity, young, love object etc etc); it’s impossible unless you’ve been to an all-girls school in the sixties to comprehend the wonder of a male under the age of seventy on the premises, the new English teacher. With grammar thrown out of the window by this god, we were liberated to write stories, plays, poems, providing we spelt everything correctly, there were no limits. Thirty-five adolescent girls writing their hearts out for this man, I adored him even more when I won the class haiku 

competition, a pound book token no less for the prize. He was directly responsible for that momentous day in 1966, Mr Griffiths arranged the coach trip to Coventry to see the exhibition of kinetic art in the Herbert Art Gallery. 
None of us knew what kinetic art was, and I didn’t like art classes because I couldn’t draw and wasn’t allowed to daub bright colours onto paper like you can today. I remember being grumpy and complaining about it to my parents, but if the teacher said it was good for your education you did it, don’t argue madam. The coach was cold, cramped and as I was always travel sick there was a bag hidden in my gaberdine pocket just in case. I spent the thirty-minute journey glaring out of the window watching the world go by, Mum said it would stop me being sick, she was right as usual. Mind you it did help that when we drove past Coventry cathedral, I saw my Aunty walking along the road with my cousins, I was outraged they were not at school. Life is very unfair when you’re eleven with a strict Mum. 
After the lecture about being on your best behaviour because you are representing the school blah blah blah, we were herded into the museum. It was a red brick Victorian monolith, funded by some virtuous exploiter of 

the poor, so they could be educated in the finer things of life. So Mr Griffiths said, my Grandma huffed when I told her, she had political views somewhere to the right of Genghis Khan.
We were split into groups of five, given a questionnaire and pencil each and told to be back at the coach no later than three thirty, it was one o’clock when we arrived. I can’t remember anything about the other exhibits, I presume I must have looked at them, but when the other four in my group went off to look at the rest of the gallery I went back to the box.
The box was magical.  
Sitting on a small wooden plinth, it was a Perspex cube, probably six-foot square, it was definitely taller than me. Inside it was a six-inch layer of small pieces of torn up paper, from each corner of the cube hoses led to what looked like cylinder vacuum cleaners. There was a small note taped to the Perspex saying, ‘press any red button’, so I did. Now I know the vacuums had the air flow reversed, I didn’t then. I’m pretty sure I shouted with pure joy when the inevitable snowstorm of paper started to swirl and eddy in the airflow. As soon as it started to slow, I pressed the button again and again and again. By now all the class had left the room, but the 

amazing thing was the curator actually smiled at me. Normally you’d be shouted at for being too noisy, exuberant, excited or just too young, it was a revelation. He walked over, this did worry me as I knew not to talk to strangers. My potential murderer turned out to be delighted that I was so intrigued by the piece, he told me all sorts of information, which was way beyond my level of comprehension. When he realized I had no idea what he was talking about, he asked me if I knew where the paper in the cube had come from. Being too short to be able to read the artist’s statement I shook my head, (I still don’t know who the artist was), he then took me to the desk at the back of the room. On it was a purple book secured by a chain to the wood, it was next to the visitor’s comment book, some of the comments were very rude I thought. Yes, Apollinaire’s Selected Poems 1965, three shillings and sixpence sat there looking at me. Mr Curator told me there were twenty copies torn up and put in the cube, I couldn’t work out the multiplication in my head, but decided that was a huge amount of money and was suitably impressed. He asked me to go and pick up one of the scraps of paper on the floor next to the cube, that was another amazing thing, no one seemed worried that the art was falling to bits. I chose carefully, my scrap had vertical lines of print on it, I thought it was 

more beautiful than the other pieces, it didn’t seem to fit in, just like me.  No doubt you’ll be pleased to hear, this is IT, the life changing bit. HE TOOK THE SCRAP FROM MY HAND, SAID ‘HMMMM YES I KNOW EXACTLY WHAT THAT IS’, TURNED TO PAGE 74 OF THE BOOK ON THE 
DESK AND SHOWED ME THIS:  [image: ] It’s Raining[footnoteRef:1] [1:  Apollinaire, Guillaume, translated by Oliver Bernard, Apollinaire Selected Poems, (Harmondsworth: Penguin       Books Ltd, 1965), P 74] 

I make no apology for the block capitols, page 74 is too important to be described in lower case. There was nothing I could say to him, I didn’t understand what had happened, I knew it was important and I felt different, but didn’t know why – I still can’t verbalize it. He gave me the 

scrap of paper back, I pushed it to the bottom of my pocket where it would be safe and went to look for the others.
Lost in a new world I heard my name being shouted, as usual I was last back to the coach. I remember not being able to talk about the exhibition to anyone, I didn’t have the vocabulary, plus I was regarded as odd anyway, I liked to read. I persuaded my parents to buy the book for me, a birthday present I think, no presents then except on birthdays and at Christmas. My pride and joy, I still defaced it with pencil comments and poems of my own. More importantly my name and address were emblazoned on the first page so no one, particularly no sisters, could steal it. 
You dear captive audience are the first people I have ever told about ‘My Apollinaire Cube’. Why I was affected so much would probably cost too much in therapy to find out, I’m just happy it happened. Now I can put the memory back where it belongs and get some sleep.
You will not be getting an ‘I remember’ number ten George, Nos Da all.

*******


Task Date: - Tuesday 11th December – Describe a landscape as seen by an old woman whose detestable old husband has just died, do not mention him or death.

Give me Sunshine
Standing alone at the edge of the field, the old woman looked across the fen towards the sea. She stood motionless for maybe fifteen minutes, blinking occasionally against the sun, hands deep in the pockets of her well-worn Barbour. She’d noticed the threads hanging from the leather cuff binding where it was coming away from the waxed cotton, she might repair it later.
She turned and regarded the grey brick farmhouse; her face had the pallor of a woman used to a hard life – emotionally and physically. Closed, thoughts buried deep and emotions locked away for safety. Decades of agricultural junk littered the yard. Empty plastic chemical sacks blew around like fluorescent tumble weed, she shivered as the keen east wind found the holes in her jacket. Oil stained rags adorned stunted trees looking for all the world like dying lilies. Salt, neglect and dog urine had 

undone the effort she’d put into the orchard during the early years at the farm. She emphasized with those trees, like them she felt stunted and abused, ‘Maybe they’ll grow now?’.
Again she turned, looking at the horizon where the sea met the sky. ‘That’s whats different today, the light has changed, it’s gold not grey, the sky looks bigger’. There had been no small boats flying on the waves since she moved here a lifetime ago; nineteen, full of life and excited about the future. All those plans as shiny as her new wedding band. Taking her hands from the warm pockets, she removes the thin, scratched gold badge of servitude and drops it in the rough grass where she stands. 
She smiles as a small flotilla of white sailed dinghies from the naval cadet school sail past. ‘They look like swans on the horizon. Young and free. I’ll walk down to the beach later’ she tells herself. ‘A picnic and paints I think; the boys can fend for themselves today’. She wonders if she can still reach the high wall cupboard where she hid the paint box all those years ago.
Humming under her breath she watches the harvesting gang work the rich, black soil in the fields. Delighted she realizes she can hear laughter in the wind, singing out loud she turns around to walk back to the house. Was the 

house looking less shabby this morning she thought? All the curtains were open, a rare occurrence, and the front room windows were welcoming in the fresh air.
The ‘For Sale’ sign was leaning against the gate; it was new, shiny, full of the promise her new life might offer. A sharp suited youth had left it there while he walked down the lane, in non-farm footwear, she’d laughed out loud when she saw his town shoes. He’d declined the offer of a pair of wellies to wear when traipsing down to the main road looking for the best place to plant it. Yes, planted was the right word, planted. Who knew what a new family could do with this old, unhappy land, new blood would heal it. 
Feeling pleased with the picture she had painted in her head for the farm’s future, and excited about her own, she took a final look at the sea and walks back to the house. A future of todays and tomorrows, no more yesterdays and silence were now hers to find. There were vases of tulips and daffodils on the window sills when the photographer arrived for the brochure photoshoot.

*******

[bookmark: _GoBack]Task Date: Friday 14th December – Create a short story from the photograph taken by Frank Capa on Omaha Beach

The Photograph - 10th June 1944 – Omaha Beach
‘Omaha beach, Normandy, what a picture’ sighs Clark.
‘Sure is’ Chas whispers back.
The two men find no more words to say to each other, they sit and look at the scene below. It will be etched in their brains for eternity. 
Ten minutes or it could be ten hours pass, neither of them has any concept of what time is now. They are unsure if they have survived the battle or not; any points of reference as to what normality is, have been obliterated and left on the sand. Noise from the relentless bombardment by planes, guns, claxons and the screams of men has shredded ear drums. Chas has lost his glasses and Clark’s eyes stream with tears, from the acrid cordite that still hangs in the air. Both are incapable of emotion, they are drained mentally and physically, the grief will come later. Overwhelming, raw, a physical pain that crucifies them for decades. 


But that is in the future, the now is spread out in front of them like a twentieth century Bruegel painting. Vivid red, silver, white, blue, green, khaki green, a sea of it; the colours of war and death. Concentrate on the small details, how the sun catches the barrage balloons and they glow silver. Or the reflections the ropes on the side of the landing craft make in the water, curved and sinuous. Pebbles splashed with the dark red of drying blood, it looks like a Japanese calligraphy master has etched haiku in praise of life on them.
Chas and Clark can only see the cinematic version of the scene though, too big, too bright and this morning too quiet. The cormorants, fulmars and seagulls have deserted the cliff city and left it to the insane bipeds who bring death. 
‘Clark, hey man, I can see better now, that bloody crap army medic messed up my specs I reckon’.
‘You have my sympathy Chas; do you really want to see this?’  he raised his hand and gestured towards the beach.
‘Sweet Jesus, Mary mother of God, fuck, fuck them all, what have we done?’

‘We my friend have won the fucking battle, Operation Overlord, a success. A stroll along the beach, what a day out, what do you think?’ Clark told him. Or rather the sky, he couldn’t look the other man in the face. This enforced comradeship, a closeness that would have disturbed him back home, he now finds comforting. How to negotiate the rules had always been a problem for him then. In this new world of chaos they were void, he would rewrite them for himself eventually.
‘Do you reckon those barrage balloons are tactical or not? They don’t look big or high enough to stop an albatross let alone a plane. No. I’ll tell you what they are; a string of mega diamonds stretched out like a necklace to illuminate the fucking carnage, or maybe to store all the souls flying about? Chas was close to hysteria.
‘What did you do before the draft, fucking poet?’ Clark laughed at him.
‘In residence, White House, D.C.’
‘Fuck me, not literally man I’m going home to my girl’.
Chas grinned back, the smile showed where the bullet had taken out most of his front teeth. He’d survived, life was his to live as he wanted once he got back to the States.

‘What are those kids doing there?’ Clark stood up and shouted down at them ‘What the fuck are you doing there, show some respect you bastards, they didn’t die for you to drop ash on them. Or are you going to fillet and eat them now your boats have been taken?’.
Chas put a hand on his arm, ‘they can’t hear you, it’s too far away, the guys will move them off’.
A burial squad was behind the boys, laying out the dead in rows. Some of the casualties were still on the stretchers they died on, others arranged into a sleeping position. All of them with faces covered by a coat or tarp, like a game of infant hide and seek. I can’t see you, so you can’t see me. Their legs, with gaiters and boots showing, made Chas think of a tide line where many horses had been washed up and the bodies covered. Perhaps he could cope if he concentrated on that thought, rather than the men he knew under those tarps.
Voices start to be heard, floating up to the top of the embankment where the men sit. They cannot differentiate the words, just the accents. Mainly American; Texans, New Yorkers, and the drawls of the deep south. A few 


Brits, Canadians and Poles added to the mixture, it is multinational and apart from a few German POWs monoglot English. Reassuring, maybe. 
‘Christ’ thought Chas ‘I hope they don’t count first generation Austrian/American as an enemy alien’. His thoughts are in an impeccable Brooklyn New York growl.
‘Where are you from Chas?’, ‘Omaha Nebraska’ the reply. They laugh until they can laugh no more, waiting patiently for evacuation to the flotilla of ships anchored in the bay.

10th June 2014
Two American families are walking around a cemetery commemorating the American soldiers who died in the Battle of Normandy, this one is built on the site that was started June 8th, 1944. They are all on a packaged short break, specifically offered to visit the Normandy landing sites - they’ve already done the museums and beaches. The teenagers are getting bored, wondering why they’d been dragged along to another memorial. At the heart of the cemetery is a large bronze statue dedicated to all the soldiers who died during the invasion. ‘Spirit of American Youth’. It’s a classical 

beauty, standing in a curved protective open building, cocooned in honour and death. The kids are sitting on the steps next to the statue; two have earphones in, another is flicking rolled up gum foils at the bronze.
‘You pricks, get the fuck off the steps’, then ‘I got shot for you, OK, to give you the freedom to be disrespectful I suppose, but go read the wall you fuckwits’. 
‘Eugene, Flora did you hear that?’ asks Chas Junior.
Oh yes, they heard it, their eyes were wide with panic. It was not the voices that played in their heads from downloads and gaming. These were not controlled by them, therefore incomprehensible. Silently they ran back to the coach. Back at the wall inscribed with the names of the missing, the adults were looking for names from the past. 
‘Here he is, I’ve found him look. Charles Braun, missing in action 6th June 1944’. Jeanie is pleased with herself, like she had solved a particularly difficult word search puzzle. Her husband congratulates her on her persistence, ‘Now let’s go find the kids’.
At the next panel of names Laurie is tearful, weeping for a man she never met, for all the names who never made it home. ‘Uncle Clark, I’m so sorry. I 

bet you thought that was the last time didn’t you? I’m so sorry but we’re still at it, the killing I mean. I don’t know how to stop it’. 
Clark Bream missing in action 6th June 1944 she reads out loud. A man in army uniform walks over and puts his arm round her shoulder and walks her towards the coach.
‘Do you think they knew each other? She asks her husband. ‘I doubt it honey, there were so many killed, just because their names are next to each other doesn’t mean a thing’. 
The soldier on duty at the entrance to the cemetery salutes Lieutenant General Omar Bradley’s grandson as he and his wife walk past.
‘That told those little sods didn’t it, did you see their faces?’ said Chas.
‘It did Clark, but how did your great times two niece get to be so empathic, and mine is just a collector of names?
‘I think I know the answer after watching everyone down there for so long’, he paused arranging the words in his mind before continuing. ‘The photograph, you know the one Capa took, the one with the boys lined up like so much flotsam thrown up by the tide?’

‘Yes, the only one that didn’t beautify the truth?’ answered Chas.
‘Well, look at it really closely’.
‘Every day of this eternal life I’ve looked at it, you know I have, and will do for however long this goes on for’.
‘To infinity and beyond’ grinned Clark. ‘That proves my point, you have to be able to really see it. Strange though, you’re the poet but its my lot that sees it’.
‘SEES WHAT?’
‘The picture, if you saw it, perhaps Capa did as well, I’ll ask him if he ever floats past this way. Jeanie and those like her see the death, pain and the end. That’s it, they can’t help it, it’s genetics I reckon. Laurie is one of those that can see. Top right if you look straight at it, the picture, behind the French boys, to the right of the pole’.
‘Clouds, big white inappropriately beautiful clouds’ Chas is bored now.
‘Faces, two faces, our faces, we didn’t know we were dead did we? Capa took it on the 10th, Laurie must have seen it the first time she saw the picture in a book’. 

‘What a damn mess we made for those that follow, another war to end all the wars that came before’ Chas the poet says softly.
‘No, them, we were, are, herded by them’.
Chas and Clark sit silently together on the shoulders of America’s ‘Spirit of American Youth’. She begins to buckle under the weight of so much death.

*******


















A Reflective Critique on HPEN5009

Sent from:  Tucker 1, UWTSD, Lampeter Campus
Sender:        Jane Manley, Student on HPEN5009, Creative Writing 
Recipient:    Dr. Dic Edwards
Address:       c/o South Bank Theatre, London
Date:              20th December 2018
Dear Dic,
Hope you don’t mind me writing this close to Christmas, but you did say you’d be interested to hear how we got on during the block. Must be weird for you having someone else looking after your baby for the past six months! I don’t suppose you’re missing us that much, living it large in the big city producing your play. We’re all hoping to get down in the new year before the run finishes, probably April time, I’ll let you know when we’ve organised ourselves. We’ve read all the reviews on the play, very impressive.


As you told us, we’ve had sessions with Ros, Carly and George who we met last year; the guy who took most of the course was Lloyd Tomas. I’m reserving judgement till I get my results, that’s all I’ll say about him till I see you again next year. 
To be honest with you, the first two weeks were a bit of a blur, and I had to miss a couple of days. I was feeling so ill, all I could do was drive up to Lampeter every day and attempt the class work. Well that’s my excuse and I’m sticking with it.
I did love the impromptu writing we did most sessions; just picking up a pen, I’m still too slow to do it on the computer, don’t think just get words down. It’s the freedom and lack of structure that does it for me every time. Rewriting and editing was a struggle though, I find time is in short supply this year. I can’t blame Brexit for this one, it’s the block system - you remember how much I dislike it.  On balance the first bit probably made up for the latter, but I’m sure I haven’t been able to read as much as usual. Promise not to moan again, I’m sure you have a pretty challenging time down there.


Although not always commenting on work put up on the Forum (once I’ve read one piece, I’m too keen to get onto the next one), I think it’s a really good way to broaden your reading quickly. The class room discussions, especially if someone else reads your work out, was the most helpful. A new voice helps to see what works and what needs cutting, and I love reading for the others in the class. You’d like them all, it was a great mix, and I wasn’t the oldest this block, at last.
As I mentioned earlier, getting enough reading done was challenging, so I stuck to mostly Welsh and Irish short stories from the seventies on. Did get a couple of sixties anthologies in plus a bit of Orwell though. I don’t know if you’ve read it or not, but Lloyd Jones’s ‘Colouring Book’ was excellent. I’ll leave the reference at the end of the letter, his stories are ace; easy to read but complex at the same time. They fizz, and you can really see the characters and places, the sense of space in them, well, I’d love to write like that. Look at ‘Orange’ in particular, page 105 I think, he’s definitely one of Seren’s stars.
As usual Ros and Carly were great, the only downside being I cannot get magical realism and gothic out of my head. In fact I think ‘rural gothic’ 

could be my genre, I tell you, as soon as this course is finished I’m getting stuck right in. George was responsible for one of the pieces I submitted, on memories. His session is now referred to as ‘the day moodle died’, he had to get up and take the class. He’ll be an ace lecturer when he’s finished training. I combined it with a session on ‘creative wrong memory’ Lloyd did with us. Bloody hell, Dic, I couldn’t sleep for two nights, so many memories were floating around my head.
As usual I’m still getting carried away with word counts, once I start it’s so hard to stop. Cut, cut, cut them I’m told, it’s like cutting off you’re fingers, but I keep trying. Capa’s photograph of the aftermath of Operation Overlord on Omaha beach was one I really struggled with. I’m still not sure what it was about, but the words wouldn’t stop coming, crying and typing; my husband is now convinced I need sectioning. Then there was the script, well more like writing directions for the visual images. At four thousand words I decided to stop, we discussed it in class; the consensus was cut dialogue, tighten it up. At home I sat and chopped out as much as I could, still three thousand words. In the end I decided not to submit it, it just didn’t feel right. 

There was one task I couldn’t write a word about; it involved an old Jewish lady and young Palestinian man in Bethlehem. I tried for a couple of days then decided to give up, it was impossible to find anything to say. I think it was too big a subject to confine to a story, for me anyway. All I could see was an old Polish Jew who I cared for when I was a district nurse, he lived in Bethlehem near Llandeilo, and no I’ve not made it up. It was so unexpected, it’s the first time ever I’ve been unable to write on a subject. Does that happen a lot do you think? 
After much debate, I went on the five pieces of work that I thought worked best. There was so much editing and rewriting on them, but now they’re in, I’m happy with the end results. Obviously, the Omaha went in, too many tears not to submit that one; the memory one, no point losing sleep for something not looked at. To be fair though, it was great looking at my old Apollinaire poetry book for inspiration. The other three were a blast to write, honestly I really enjoyed myself, so God knows what the marking will be like. Hopefully my joy will shine through, keep your fingers crossed for me.


The critique brief says we’re supposed to discuss if any of the writers we looked at influenced us at all. I’d like to tell you I was influenced by all of them, 
but I can’t tell if I was or not. I liked your story that had been put up for us, Chartres, don’t know if that got into my head either. I suppose the only way I’d know is if someone reading the work tells me.
You’ve had enough by now I imagine of me rattling away about the block. How are you really getting on down there? You’ll have to learn to blog, so we can keep up with your exploits. No doubt there’s another play ready in your head to write when you get back; you’d better be back for next year, I ‘ve got a dissertation to do!  
Hope you enjoy the rest of your time down there, Nadolig hapus a blwyddyn Newydd hapus.
Best wishes Jane M. xxxxx
P.S. Do you have any ideas for getting my new word into a story? ‘Deliquescent’. I just love it ha ha xx



Guillaume Apollinaire, translated by Oliver Bernard, Apollinaire Selected Poems, (Harmondsworth: Penguin Books Ltd, 1965)
Lloyd Jones, My First Colouring Book, (Bridgend: Seren Books, 2008).
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