CREATIVE WRITING PART TWO
LESSON FIVE:

English Usage and Grammar point::




(From Longman’s Guide to English Usage)

Careless, carefree

These can both mean simple, ‘free from care’: careless grace; carefree holidays. Both can also mean ‘not taking enough care’, but careless then implies a more censorious attitude on the part of the speaker: carefree with his money; careless slovenly work.
Magic realism
Magic Realism is primarily associated with South American writers, especially those identified as belonging to what has come to be known as “The Latin American Boom”, which includes writers like Julio Cortázar of Argentina, Carlos Fuentes of Mexico, Mario Vargas Llosa of Peru, and Gabriel García Márquez of Colombia and latterly writers like Salman Rushdie and Angela Carter. Essentially, it’s a genre in which illogical, improbable fantastical things happen in a normal context as though these things themselves were normal. A well known example is that of the character Remedios in Garcia’s One Hundred Years of Solitude who flies off both spiritually and physically while hanging out the washing.
Apart from enriching writing and the obvious metaphorical dimension it offers, for me it allows the writer to give an account of certain human activities with greater force by dipping into deeper perhaps mystical regions of experience and offering these as real.
Exercise:  

A dockland bar. The bar is full of men, mostly drunk as it’s a stormy night and there’ll be no work on the following day. The door opens and a beautiful young woman whose hair and clothing are a mess gets blown in. (She’s a mermaid) She speaks no English. She is lost. The men begin to behave badly wanting to take advantage of her. Decide whether you want to write it in the first person or second: you may be an active narrator who wants to help (and doesn’t?). Tell your story remembering that it’s important that you treat the mermaid as real.

The idea came to from reading the following poem by the great Chilean poet Pable Neruda. The poem isn’t itself a piece of magic realism: he calls it a “fable”. But it will help.

	Fable of the Mermaid and the Drunks
 
	

	

	 

All those men were there inside,
when she came in totally naked.
They had been drinking: they began to spit.
Newly come from the river, she knew nothing.
She was a mermaid who had lost her way.
The insults flowed down her gleaming flesh.
Obscenities drowned her golden breasts.
Not knowing tears, she did not weep tears.
Not knowing clothes, she did not have clothes.
They blackened her with burnt corks and cigarette stubs,
and rolled around laughing on the tavern floor.
She did not speak because she had no speech.
Her eyes were the colour of distant love,
her twin arms were made of white topaz.
Her lips moved, silent, in a coral light,
and suddenly she went out by that door.
Entering the river she was cleaned,
shining like a white stone in the rain,
and without looking back she swam again
swam towards emptiness, swam towards death. 

Pablo Neruda 
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