        HPEN5023 – Approaches to Creative Writing – Jane’s stuff
A response to Ros Hudis’s lecture of 23.10.2018 – Journey to University from Carmarthen plus 30.10.2018 – Surrealist techniques – Automatic writing – An amalgamation of the two.

08.15 hrs - A485 Carmarthen to Lampeter road
God I’m so, so, bloody hungry, so sleepy, so whiny, guts griping, the noise louder than the radio, Jesus my blood sugar is low this morning, get up earlier you lazy cow. Can’t because went to bed too late, had to get the words down before they slipped through the synapses of my addled brain. Love the word 
s y n a p s e s, I can feel the electricity sparking through my head, jumping over the gaps rushing up to the centre of consciousness, arriving in my beautiful, aging brain. Keep electrified brain I need you for at least another thirty years. 
John, just tell the politicians to shut up or give a straight answer, no, don’t let him get away with that, go for him again. Brexit, Brexit, Brexit, John it’s important. Sod you then. Click. Off. USB on. 
Hello Ian, sing to me now, Mr. H has left the car. 
‘If you smile at private things, who’s to know?
If you danced in the wings, who’s to know?
If you run with…..’.
For Christ’s sake you idiot, indicate and put your damn sidelights on, saving diesel I presume you dickhead. Calm down Jane, deep breath, he can’t help it, it’s market day, the sheep in the trailer probably distracted him, breathe. No, the bloody collie is driving, OK, thirty miles an hour now.
‘You know, you know, you know,
You know, you know, you know’.
(Singing) I know the school coach is in front of me, and that’s behind the lumber truck, behind the milk tanker, oh woe is me, paying for last night’s easy ride home in my green bambini chariot.
Stop, stop, stop, you will offend the carburettors with that white noise, stuck on Gwyddgrug hill not a good idea. Second gear again, twenty miles an hour on an ‘A’ road, give me the autobahn any day, unrestricted bliss. Coughing now, the exhaust fumes from that coach are toxic, what’s it doing to the kids inside? 
‘If your love stays inside, who’s to know?’  
(Singing again) Ian my love is on the outside, we’re driving up the A9, Scotland is full of midges and John M is by my side, Orkneys here we come.
The light is beautiful this morning, sort of golden, but not that pre-storm gold, more of the hope for a beautiful day gold. God, the sun is so low, dazzling. Where are my over glasses? Typical, back of the shelf, apologies cyclist me wobbling not you this time. Better, the world is looking good.
‘Who the hell needs to know, who’s to know?
We can look at ourselves when you go’.
Six kites circling, my record broken, beautiful sight, I wonder what’s dead down there? Morbid mare, why does there has to be anything dead? Carrion eaters stupid, that’s true. Death and beauty, beauty in death, death in beauty, would be if your botox wasn’t handled properly.
 ‘We can look at ourselves when you go’.
 That’s not going to be any time soon, Aber Gair, surprise the lights are red. Come on coach driver, why the hell are you letting that tractor out in front of you, I presume the kids have threatened to beat hell out of you if you don’t get them to school late? Just turn round, take them all home, you’d be a hero for at least twenty four hours.
Llanybydder, hold your breath because even mouth breathing won’t work today. Scores of exotic fluorescent coloured pedestrians are running up the path, late for their shifts, bet the poor buggers are docked for that. Glad I only worked in a slaughter house for six months, put me off chicken for life. 
‘You know, you know, you know, you know’.
I know I wouldn’t do it again, never did like fluoro, and I’m always late. Ian my darling you’ve finished, click. USB off. Radio on. 
‘And the journalist Jamal Khashoggi wasn’t murdered in the Saudi consulate in Istanbul say Saudi sources. Bollocks. Click radio off. USB on.
‘To be simple and wise, never tell lies
Always pick on someone my own size
Could be quite a thing if I make it swing’.
I will swing for that effing white van driver if he gets any closer, doesn’t he realize if we do connect our union will only produce a dynasty of pale green underpowered mini cars. Foot on the brakes, that made you pull back you prick, I cannot go any faster, I’m running on a wound up bungy strap. Middle finger to you friend, see you can’t get past it either. 
As I do have to tell lies on occasion am I complex and dim I wonder? No lie that is just perfect, the mist hanging over the valley, gold, grey, blue and green, like a Howard Hodgkin homage to Turner, wow.
‘Take your elbow out of the soup, your sitting on the chicken’ 
That really doesn’t do my Hodgkin Turner masterpiece justice Mr. Dury, you didn’t see what I saw. USB off. 
Cwmman, nearly there alle bloody lujah. Will those trucks both get on the bridge? Please don’t spoil my beautiful picture, you pair of idiots one of you has to give way. God that was close.
09.30 hrs – left turn onto A482
Now it’s too dark, over glasses off, with left hand I throw my old lady, but ‘cool’ mirrored shades onto the passenger seat. Bloody typical, they’re now in the footwell. The sun immediately blasts back over the Co-op’s road sign, hell I’m in a bad mood. Squinting now, but the Lampeter sign blows me a kiss and I wave back, never bother with the Ceredigion sign, but, Lampeter means not only have I made the next county but my Shangri-la, my safe haven.
I can still smell Llanybydder, it always lingers, like a sweet cloying sick perfume, a mixture of blood and death. Flick the window switch and it glides down with a hiss. Cold air dilutes the rank atmosphere, mmmm just a hint of lemon vanilla air freshener now, better.  
My jellyfish companion swings manically from the rear-view mirror, backlit by the sun its tentacles are translucent and lifelike. I wish I was swimming in a warm sea watching my air bubbles escaping to the oceans surface. Maybe off a reef somewhere, moving through the water with ease flipping an imaginary fin like a giant ray.
Concentrate.
The flood meadows have less water in them this morning, not even deep enough to contemplate bog snorkelling, I reckon I could do that, have to be warmer though. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Radio back on, and Erdogan is going to tell me about Khashoggi’s murder, apparently, he knows everything says Nick Robinson. Click.
Space Oddity, that’s more like it, should hear most of the track before I park.
‘Tell my wife I love her, she knows’.
Please don’t turn red, it’s taken me seventy-five minutes at thirty-five bloody miles an hour to do thirty bloody miles. Red light obviously. No one crossing, bloody kids pressed button and walked on. 
‘And the paper’s want to know whose shirt you wear’
Major Tom I love you, but that artic is finally off the roundabout and you and I can turn right and stop moving at last.
Engine off, coffee drunk, foul mood unresolved.

With thanks to David Bowie and Ian Dury and the Blockheads, without their music I would not survive the journey.

*****

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iYYRH4apXDo  - official link to the You Tube video of David Bowie’s ‘Space Oddity’
Dury Jemima ed. Hallo Sausages The Lyrics of Ian Dury, (London:Bloomsbury), no year stated 
p50 – Who’s to Know?
p162- (Take Your Elbow out of the Soup, You’re Sitting on the Chicken) 
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