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Pantoums To Write By


This is the piece I wrote, which would later become the starting point of the Pantoum:

Sitting on the office chair, soft, warm leather. 
Slowly shifting my weight back and forward.
Trying to find that magical point where I feel momentarily weightless,
the sun is bright, and the crisp, wintery morning air drifts in through the open window to freshen me like my morning shower.
I imagine it washing over me like water and I feel cleansed.
Feeling the satisfying click of the keyboard beneath my fingers, 
Something wafts in from the kitchen, an aroma I’m all too familiar with…



Pantoum 1     

Trying to find that magical point where I feel momentarily weightless, 
All the world feels still in that motionless calm.
Falling neither back nor forward, 
Freeing inspirational contemplation.

All the world feels still in that motionless calm,
I am a part of and I am creation. 
Feeling inspirational contemplation,
A gift from another realm. 

I am part of and I am creation.
Something from me, but given to me,
A gift from another realm
Flows from my fingers and takes shape on the page.

Something from me, but given to me,
Falling neither back nor forward, 
Flows from my fingers and takes shape on the page. 
Trying to find that magical point where I feel momentarily weightless. 



Pantoum 2      

Feeling the satisfying click of the keyboard beneath my fingers,
The bridge between inspiration and reality,
My thoughts, appearing as substance on the page,
Flowing from another realm to take their place in mine.

The bridge between inspiration and reality,
Walked, single file by the words laid down,
Flowing from another realm to take their place in mine.
A linear river of thought, gently meandering.

Walked single file by the words laid down. 
Marched by the meaning, to adventures yet unknown. 
A linear river of thought, gently meandering,
Leading me to the place where ideas are grown.

Marched by the meaning, to adventures yet unknown, 
My thoughts appearing as substance on the page. 
Leading me to the place where areas are grown,
Feeling the satisfying click of the keyboard beneath my fingers.




Reflective Essay

The Pantoum exercise forced me to look deeply into myself and my artistic values, it is not overstating the situation to say it has completely changed my attitude towards the process of creativity. I have always been an exponent of something I would call freeform artistic endeavour. That is to say, I try to create each new piece of my work to be different from anything I have created before. The style, or technique of creative writing utilised in the Pantoum is something I had never come across before, and I was quite taken aback when my first attempt turned out so well (in my opinion). I was surprised that such a rigid formula could achieve something which appeared spontaneous and also had genuine artistic substance. I was intrigued enough in fact, to see how the formula would work a second time, (as above). This led me to look beyond poetry and prose. To wonder about pop music, and the formulaic nature of its production. I have been openly and unashamedly derisive of modern day pop music, in fact most pop music that has been produced since the mid 1980s, (a la Stock, Aitken and Waterman). But if I am going to critique that in any meaningful way, I must first remember that it is simply not aimed at my age group. Not only that, but one must argue that all pop music is derivative. After all, it has been based on the blues scale, which effectively halves the number of available notes that can be used to write a piece from twelve to six. The number of unique musical structures available within such a narrow range is extremely limited. Right from its conception in the Vaudeville shows of the 1930s, blues based pop music has stuck to that formula. The Rock and Roll era of the 1950s was undeniably derivative, as was Tamla Motown, disco, heavy rock, punk rock, new romance etc. Indeed every genre of popular music I can think of has been rigidly formulaic.

So if that is the case for music, could it also be the case for poetry or creative prose? My fist instinct is to say ‘no,’ if only because when a creative practitioner is writing using the semiotics of a national language, one has all the words available within that language. What is more, it is not uncommon to use words from other languages in a piece of creative writing. I have done it myself.  A poem I wrote, called “The Social Life Of a Code-Breaker Girl’ though mainly in English, also incorporates some German. Not to mention a substantial part of that poem, which is written in morse code. The sheer number of words available makes writing in this way much more ‘free range’ than when creating music. So why use a formula to create a poem at all? In some ways, poems are as formulaic as the aforementioned pop music. After all, a sonnet is written to a formula, as is a sestina, as is any number of types of poem that are actually types of poem. A rhyme scheme is a formula, a metre is a formula. I think some introspection is required here. I have come to realise that rather than being an ultimately free thinking creative practitioner as I have believed myself to be up until now, I have simply been deluding myself. Picking on the derivative, creative formulae of those types of art that don’t appeal to me, while simultaneously ignoring the glaring use of formulae that go into creating the types of art that do.

When writing within a concept, any concept, it is a prerequisite to use a formula. Otherwise you won’t stay within the concept in which you are writing. I also know only too well that when I am given too much free range in which to write, there are simply too may ideas, too many concepts to choose from, and I have to work very hard to actually create anything. I thrive within boundaries, and the only way to work within a boundary is to use a formula. One of the first and biggest lessons I learned on my degree course was that to create a good piece of creative work, one couldn’t simply rely on inspiration. That is undoubtedly a desirable and important starting point, but a starting point is all it is. Inspiration might cause the words to come into my head, or allow me to ‘throw’  them down onto the page, I have always said that that process feels like it is somewhat out of my control. But it is the stage after that, where the poem or story is crafted, that it takes shape and becomes a valid piece of creative writing. I must admit, I have always wondered (up until now) about using that word to describe rewriting or drafting a piece of work. Crafting means utilising a skill, and skill is something entirely different from talent. Talent is innate, skills must be learned, and what is more, in many cases, can be learned by almost anyone. Because skills are formulaic. ‘I am a talented musician, and I am a skilled pianist.’ Skills when put into action, are the implementation of formulae. Perhaps here, I am inadvertently asking the question, ‘can creativity be taught or learned?’ For a long time, my answer to that equation was ‘no.’ I believed in creative talent as the be all and end all of art, but I have come to realise that that belief has held me back in no small way. It caused me for many years to shun the idea of creative learning. I am happy that I have learned of my mistake, and leaned from my mistake. It is helping me to become the best creative practitioner I can be.




The Confectioner’s Assistant

‘Hey man, could I get a tuna salad, dressing on the side. And a Diet Coke.’
It was an unusually warm day for early March, the sun wasn’t hot exactly, but it was bright. And somehow, the brighter it was, the less severe the noise of the city seemed to be. That worked for Danny, except extreme bright light had been known to trigger his seizures. Thankfully his juvenile epilepsy had become a lot less severe as he’d gotten older. They were more absence seizures now than actual fits.
‘Hey kid!’ The guy making Danny’s salad was looking out of the food truck at him. ‘Don’t you work at the old candy store? The one on 23rd.’
‘Yeah, for old Mr. Feathers’
‘Mr. Feathers,’ he repeated with a chuckle, and cocked his head slightly upward. ‘Jeez. He must be about a hundred years old by now. I used to visit that store when I was a kid, younger than you, and he was old even back then.’ The candy store obviously held fond memories for him, Danny could tell.
‘Yeah, he’s pretty frail.’ Danny was distracted by the siren of a police car that had just passed by. He tried to sound relaxed, but had to raise his voice to be heard above the city noise. ‘Still manages to keep things movin’ though. Just about.’ His voice tailed off for the last couple of words.
‘Does he still make them err, whad’ya call ‘em? Meltaways.’
‘Yeah, the stock never changes. Not for fifty years.’
‘I should go back there.’ The man in the truck passed Danny a box and a bottle of Coke. ‘Get a little taste of my childhood. Six eighty.’
Danny held out a ten dollar bill as the man in the truck handed him his food, and simultaneously took the money, grasping it with two fingers as he left the box in Danny’s outstretched palm. It was one single, fluid movement, the kind of move a slight of hand magician would make. And it always left Danny feeling slightly uneasy, like he’d been robbed. ‘Thanks, man’ he called as he turned away.
‘Yeah, see ya.’
Danny lifted his shirt and slipped the bottle into the back pocket of his shorts, opened the box and began to eat as he walked.
Maybe I should have got Mr. Feathers something, Danny thought to himself. He’s not been looking too great lately, he should eat something other than candies.
The walk back to the store always seemed shorter than the walk from the store to the food truck, and Danny always felt a bit cheated, like he’d somehow cut short his own lunch break. He opened the back door and was greeted as always by the aroma of sugar, vanilla and vaguely fruity chemicals. There was a white mist in the air as he entered the kitchen, confectioners sugar was so light it just hung there, it was like being inside a sweet cloud. Somehow comforting but at the same time unnerving. It cant be healthy, breathing all that sugar all the time. It was no wonder Mr. Feathers was always coughing and short of breath.

‘Danny.’ Said Mr. Feathers in a slightly judgmental tone.
‘Mr. Feathers’ Danny set what was left of his lunch at the back of the long, metal table, picked up a rag and began to wipe up some frosting that he’d spilt before his lunch break. He’d left it because he suddenly felt hungry, and also needed to get some fresh air. And what was the harm in leaving it for half an hour anyway? Danny stopped wiping and stood up straight, looking directly at his employer, even though he had his back to Danny. He was preparing himself to receive a telling-off for his slackness at not cleaning up before his lunch break. He watched Mr. Feathers put a candy in to his mouth, then turn to face him, chewing in that particular way that only old people with false teeth do. Danny felt his anxiety rise.
‘Would you like one?’ Asked Mr. Feathers. Danny’s shoulders dropped slightly. 
‘No.’ He laughed. ‘I tried to bring you lunch. You never eat nothing.’ He went back to wiping the table. The whole shop needed a thorough clean, top to  bottom. But Danny knew he’d never convince Mr. Feathers of that, so he left it be. Anyway, he didn’t really like the idea of that amount of hard work, and especially not when it would be back in the same state only a day or two later. Danny went over to the sink to wash his rag and accidentally bumped into his employer, who had somehow made his way with ninja-level stealth, to the back of the shop.

‘Sorry’ Danny mumbled under his breath. He was fairly certain Mr. Feathers hadn’t heard him, but it was as much his fault anyway. Danny was working, he wasn’t. He was just shuffling around the place absent mindedly. He should have been watching where he was going. They stood next to each other in silence at the sink as Danny washed the rag, looking out of the large window above. It had a view over the back lot of the used car dealership down the block. 
‘That’s the only reason I’m here’ Danny thought to himself, as he gazed longingly at the shiny paint and chrome of the cars that were being prepared for sale. ‘Save money, buy a car and get the hell outta Dodge.’ 

Danny got a familiar feeling. It was a bit like waking up, except he hadn’t been to sleep. Nor did he know how long he’d been standing, gazing out of the window. He’d had an absence seizure. He got instantly mad, both at his epilepsy and at Mr. Feathers, for waving his arm in front of his face.

“What is it, what do you want?’ Danny asked, but didn’t hang around long enough to hear a reply. He always felt an urgent need to escape from wherever he’d regained consciousness after a seizure, and he quickly went to the front of the store, picking up a broom en route, and began sweeping. As he calmed down, he knew he needed to disassociate the area he’d had the seizure from the seizure itself, that was part of his therapy. So he walked slowly back to the window and leaning on his broom, he looked out once again. This time remembering how he’d enjoyed that view before lunch, and how he’d walked across the gravel lot he stared at now. He’d felt light, hungry, had felt the warm sun on his shoulders, the nice openness of the space around him. He sighed, and turned away from the window.







A COVID Christmas 

Tracy is nine years old. She lives in a semi-detached house with her parents, on the outskirts of Cardiff. Like most children her age, Tracy starts getting excited for Christmas even before Bonfire Night, and now December is here and the main event is just around the corner, shes more excited than ever. Her head is filled with thoughts of presents and parties, but she knows that this year, Christmas will be a bit different. COVID is here, and all year, her family have been living under the restrictions that the virus has forced upon the nation, and the world. But children are eternal optimists, and Christmas is going to be great fun.
Mum and Dad are whispering again. I wonder if they’re talking about Christmas, they always start whispering when it gets near Christmas. Granny’s poorly and Mum goes to see her a lot. I’ve written my list for Santa and I know he’s got it because I left it on the old fireplace yesterday and then I woke up in the night and heard one of his elves. Then when I got up this morning it had gone. I hope he brings me Pokemon Sword, I really want that. They’ve told me that our Christmas party will be a lot smaller this year than it usually is, and that I wont be able to see all my cousins. I suppose I’m not bothered about seeing Harry or Josh, and I’m glad Milo wont be coming, I hate him. As long as Sophie and Melanie can come I guess it’ll be OK. We can play with my new toys and they usually being some of theirs too, and Mum an Dad always let us have the front room for us while them and the aunties and uncles do boring stuff. It’ll be better if it’s just me, Sophie and Melanie, I think this Christmas could be the best ever. Granny always gets me loads of chocolate. Mum and Dad don’t like it, they always tell her off, and that makes me annoyed. She always gets me my favourites and they always tell me to make it last and not to eat it all at once, or ill be sick. They’re so boring. They hardly ever let me have any chocolate, and Granny always brings me some Dairy Milk whenever she comes to visit, and she tells me to hide it so my Mum doesn’t see it. I wonder what’s wrong with her. Mum and Dad always start whispering in December, I think they’re making the plans for our Christmas party and they want it to be a surprise for me. It’s never that much of a surprise though, its always Granny, Auntie Pauline and Uncle Keith, and Auntie Joanna and Uncle Donald. It’s always a big party and it’s always fun, except for Milo. And then he always gets Harry and Josh playing those stupid boy games with him, and picking on us. 

I wonder how Santa is going to manage, going into everyone’s house. Will the families who’ve got COVID or who are isolating get presents this year? And how will Santa manage with going into all everyone’s houses? If he changes his mask every time he goes into a new house, he’ll need so many there wont be any room left on his sleigh for any presents at all. And the hand sanitiser too. Mum makes me use it every time we go into somewhere, then again when we come out. it makes my hands feel sticky. I don’t like it. And if Santa has to sanitise his hands and change his mask he’ll need two sleighs. Oh, I just want my Pokemon game. And chocolate from Granny. And my stocking. Santa always leaves a stocking on the door handle of my bedroom and it’s got loads of little games in it. Mum says I can play with that stuff before I wake her up to go and look at what else he’s left for me downstairs.

Tracy’s Mum opens the door a little, puts her head in and smiles. ‘I’ve just spoken to Auntie Pauline,’ she tells Tracy, who looks up from her place on the large, fluffy rug in front of the fire where she’s playing with two of her dolls.  ‘She said they can definitely come for Christmas.’ 
‘Yes!’ shouts Tracy, excitedly.
Sophie and Melanie are coming! But now I don’t know if Granny’s coming, I’m think Mum said she might go to Auntie Joanna’s house on Christmas Day. I heard her saying something about it to Dad and she was looking sad. I think she wants her to come here too really. Aww, but she always gives me loads of chocolate. I don’t know where she gets it from, she gives me chocolate that only she can find. There’s these chocolate sticks called Matchmakers, they’re orangey and a bit crunchy. They’re my favourite. When I went for a wee before, Mum and Dad didn’t know I was there and they said something about Granny going to Devon for Christmas, so maybe shes not coming after all. That must be where Auntie Joanna lives. Auntie Joanna’s Granny’s sister but I still call her Auntie. I remember we took Granny to visit her once and it was a really long drive. I fell asleep, and when I woke up we were still driving. Why is she going to stay with her instead of coming to stay here like she usually does? I hope she doesn’t go there. She’s funny at Christmas, she gets drunk on sherry and that other stuff that looks like custard, and starts trying to dance with Dad. 

I can hear them talking again, and Mum’s crying again. I heard them say something about telling me after Christmas. Tell me what though? What’s the point of a Christmas surprise after Christmas? I’m going to go and ask them what’s going on, I hope Sophie and Melanie are still coming, or it’ll be pretty lame if its just us… 
‘Muuuum?!’
Tracy runs into the kitchen but stops at the door. Her parents look at her and then each other. Her Mum walks over and kneels in front of her on the floor.
‘Tracy darling’
‘Yes’ What’s happening?
‘Grandma wont be coming for Christmas,’ Mum’s voice is gentle, and slightly wavering, as though she’s nervous. ‘The others will, but not Grandma.’
‘I know, I heard you say she was going to Auntie Joanna’s in Devon. It’s OK, is she going to send my presents in the post?’
‘What? Erm, I don’t know. Auntie Joanna lives in Tenby darling.’ Mum looks momentarily confused.
‘You said she was going to Devon.’             
‘No darling, I think you misheard. I didn’t say she’d gone to Devon. Darling, I’m so sorry, but that’s not why Grandma won’t be coming for Christmas. She’s not gone to Devon…’









Something I Hate, And How To Sell It

Original task, written in class:   

The taste of an egg has no place in a dessert! And when it’s gelatinous its even worse. 
Sweet, gelatinous egg, in a pastry case. Yummy! I don’t think so. And then to add insult to injury they sprinkle grit on top of it too. It’s slimy, it’s crumbly, it’s just not nice, it feels like a mix of vomit and carpet dust in my mouth and has a mish-mash of flavours and textures that just don’t work. I’ve never had it warm, I don’t even know if that’s a thing, custard’s is usually served warm, and so are most pies, but I can’t see it improving it anyway. I like eggs. I love desserts. But this I’m afraid just doesn’t work. Not for me anyway. Maybe I wouldn’t like it served in any way, give me the powdered stuff from a can. Vanilla flavoured cornflour is the way it should be.



Poem, written from the text above:

The taste of an egg has no place in a dessert! And when it’s gelatinous its even worse. 
Sweet, wobbly egg in a pastry case. Yummy it’s not, it’s not to my taste.. 
And if that’s not enough they put grit on top too. 
It’s slimy, it’s crumbly, it’s just not nice, like jellied sweepings from the cages of mice. 
Just as my tastebuds start enjoying the sweet it turns to an omelet, and that’s not a treat.
Make your mind up if you’re starters or afters.

I like eggs. I love desserts. But this I’m afraid, well it just doesn’t work.
A tart can have custard, or at least crème pat, just top it with fruit and that will be that.
I’ve never had one warm, is that even a thing?, 
custard is warm, and so are most pies,  but I don’t think heat would improve this surprise. 
Stop putting eggs in desserts, please. What’s wrong with these chefs? It’s like a disease!
Give me vanilla flavoured cornflour, that’s the way it should be.



And now to sell it…


Marks & Spencer style voiceover:

Lush, velvety, Cornish cream custard in a crumbly, buttery pastry case. Made with organic eggs, and flavoured with the best Madagascan vanilla and nutmeg from Indonesia. These aren’t just any custard tarts, these are M&S custard tarts. 
(30 seconds)   






Summary / Justification

I inadvertently tripped myself up when writing the first part of this piece, because I didn’t know what as coming next. I was writing about something I find genuinely disgusting, so I wanted to juxtapose it by making it poetic, although not a poem. At that stage, on discovering that the follow-up was to try to write an advert for the same product, I wished I’d made the first part of my writing more vivid, even if it had been comically so. To me, making it poetic softened the genuine and sickening dislike I have for custard tarts, and so the finished product perhaps wasn’t in as  much of an opposition as the concept was intended to be. 

I considered re writing the first part to make it more vile, but I liked the internal opposition of writing about something I consider horrible in a way that I find artistically beautiful. So I did rewrite the first part of the task, but as an actual poem. Having a couple of poetic, or at least throwing phrases in my original piece, and some lines which I felt had a poetic metre, I decided to re work it using as much of my original text as possible. What came from it is perhaps a bit ‘Doctor Zeus’ in it’s style it I think I managed to write to the brief I gave myself.

For the second part I wanted to write authentic copy. I set myself the task that if I was to write an advert for this product , then I should make it an advert for a high class retailer. It would have been perhaps easier to go for a retailer such as Greggs, but I felt in the task, the necessity to make this hated food as great as it could be. I studied the type of copy used in adverts from Marks and Spencer and came up with something that was in keeping  worth that style. I also timed the rewarding of my copy, in the style of the M&S voiceovers and reworked and edited it so it would be exactly thirty seconds, which also matched the length of their adverts.

