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7010 – Write a reflective essay on your creative piece Nature Trail, where you got your ideas from and what you learnt from your lessons.

Session 2	Writing about grief
Session 3	Autobiography lesson – a lot of Nature Trail is autobiographical
Session 7	Themes of water – river theme included in Nature Trail
Session 8	Writing about family folklore
Session 10	Politics and poetry – written about the politics of nature

The philosophy of my work goes back to my early childhood.  My own personal experience of all types of farming culture that I was lucky to be born into.  An old type of learning, listening to stories and tales that were like lais.  My babysitter, Ted, was a retired postman.  He trained spaniels and was a keen sportsman, trialling dogs.  Wildlife was very much part of his life, and the nature that has always been there from his childhood to mine.  I for one will not forget what I learned.  It will be forever in me and on my mind.  You will see how I have put this together in my narrative piece and tried to put it in a way that I hope will reflect this learning.  I hope it will bring back thoughts of your own past and your own memories of what has been, changed and gone. 
GRIEF
In session two we explored the topic, grief.  This was a subject I did not want to do.  Too many people, loved ones and characters have been and gone in my time.  The stories I used to hear would make you laugh for many a year to come, but for some they are not here anymore, bless them.  
Grief, a word we all know.  Not tested for some, a part of life, a part of growing up in our time in history.  A mate I lost not that many weeks before my lessons started.  Too young.  Forty-eight.  Gone fishing, as we say.  He was a keen fisherman and a keen shooter; a man that had respect for nature to the full.  I still feel the grief as I was talking to him before I went to Belfast for more grief - my other half had lost her father, so we went out there for the funeral. Sunday, we took the daughter to play crazy golf.  I had a text to say that he had passed away.  I just could not believe he had gone.  The next day we had to go to the funeral parlour to pick up my father-in-law’s ashes before we went home, to go back for another sad day.  There is nothing more I could say, except “see you mate, goodbye”.    From this lesson, I wrote two poems in class; one about my mate who died, and the other about losing my first child by miscarriage.  I reflected on the latter poem and wondered how nature would feel in this situation.  In the month of March of Nature Trail, I wrote about the curlews, and their soulful cry; is this for babies lost? “A call of the wild that cries a beautiful song, my song, a love song, a sad song of life that no one knows, a blessing of a new life that wants to be born……Love, I cry for you, where are you, please listen my love, it’s my call to you and you back to me, and don’t forget our babies”.

BIOGRAPHY/AUTOBIOGRAPHY
The next session was about autobiography.  Jeni, bless her soul, was not feeling herself, not well.  So Ros took over the lessons and with that we went over stuff that we wrote the week before.  Then we started talking about Jackie Kay and Carol Ann Duffy, who were in a relationship as lovers for fifteen years.  This changed their style of writing.  Their poetry brings different aspects and understanding for me by looking at different points of view and perspectives, as two women lovers together.  A very sensual intimate word of love pulls the reader in.  A large numbers of mirror image of thoughts between them and for the reader to read a passionate affair of two strong-willed women, who have given a new approach to literature in the genre of structured writing.  
I reflected on this class and the theme of autobiography and wondered about all the time I have walked this earth.  New ideas become old as old ideas become new just listening to new work to me, but it was old work.  It reflected back on myself but not in a way that you think.  However, what I find curious, is that life learning is never ending. My autobiography is forever growing, and is laid out in front of me, like a path of experience waiting to be discovered.  Last year, when I was still living on a smallholding, I looked out of an upstairs window and found my eyes focussing on an unfamiliar shape in the bottom corner of the lower field.  I decided to walk down and investigate.  What I found was a fox, curled up with is big bushy tail wrapped around his body, sleeping at the bottom of a tree by the turn in the stream.  I stood and looked at it for a while, but it did not stir now was aware I was there.  I realised then that the fox was dead; it had found its favourite resting ground, and just curled up and died.  In my piece, Nature Trail, I reflected on this experience in the month of April, describing how “In the corner of the field, well curled up, looking well, enjoying a good night’s sleep, the prettiest thing I have ever seen, a beautiful animal that takes from the land as they are free to roam the land…..he was curled up so tight, as he had his life and lived it to the full, leaving a trail of death behind him”.  From experience I know what an opportunist the fox is, killing indiscriminately when it sees a chance, but after all, she must eat too, and find food for her cubs.  The cycle of life on nature’s trail is never ending.
WATER
Lesson seven explored the theme of water.  We discussed Graham Swift’s Waterland, and how the river was the backdrop of the narrative, always there, holding the story and characters together and constantly moving it on.  Like the streams that are all around Lampeter.  The Dulas that runs through the university, right past the union bar, that’s quite appropriate, a water hole!  The Creuddyn going through the Harford Estate and across from the Coop over the bridge into Cwmann to another stream, coming into the Teifi.  Yes, they all come into the Teifi, like veins that keep us alive, pumping a lifeforce with all the different streams.  They all start at the top of Pontrhydfendigaid, where the Teifi pools are and where it all starts from inside the hills.  They are like a pregnant woman waiting to give birth to a new life form to run down and watch everything grow.  The tales of old from the fishermen who have long gone down the river.  Only if you can find an old book that tells the stories of forgotten times can we go back in time and feel the emotions.  Or a picture on a tavern wall whose memories have gone.  I used the theme of water and the river throughout Nature Trail, using it to hold my work together, like a silent piece of string tying up a parcel.  I recalled as a boy tickling for fish in the river and being wary as I was never sure what I might catch.  I reflected on this in March, “time for a bit of tickling….not knowing what you’ve got in your hands is a scary thing that shoves a tingle in your bones like a horror film”.  That fear has never left me!   In April, the salmon epitomises the cycle of life by his journey from river, to ocean, and back to their place of birth and the spawning grounds, “the salmon, pushing to live for its royal throne swam the oceans and the seven seas coming home to his breeding grounds once more a king with his queen”.  But the river is not just about fish, it is a source of life for other living creatures, like in the month of May in Nature Trail, where “the heron flies down from its heronry like an old prehistoric pterodactyl” who is looking for food, “a stickleback, a frog, a toad, a minnow, a fish or two”, and the other birds that live and feed off the water, the swan, the kingfisher, the duck and the coot.  At the end of the year, I sum up how the river is like “a vein, a river, a river of life, a flow that tells a story running through, or blood following a trail that shows a good body of wine”.
FAMILY FOLKLORE
As with all families around the world there will always be ‘don’t do that, there could be a bogey man around the corner’.  It is one way you learn, being scared when it goes dark, you run back to mam and papa.  That is what it was many years ago that we were told.  We were in a little small holding in Cwmann when we were growing up.  There was a brother and a sister living in Glen Hathren.  They did not come to our school for some reason, but during the summer holidays, we used to go over to the river falls that were not far outside their farmhouse.  They would throw stones into the water to scare us away, but we soon became friends.  They told us the tale about the ghost of the white lady.  Around six at night and as time’s gone by and I have grown up, I look back at this, and as I write this now, I know what it was that scared us for a long time.  It was the old woman that worked in the farm called Felindre Isaf.  She was an old maid, a spinster called Maggie, blind as a bat, she would talk to herself when walking through the old right of way, with her stick.  Lifting her head, she could see you with her long white hair, a thought that has just gone straight through me now.   Memories from my family folklore are speckled throughout Nature Trail.  Nature was always there when I was growing up, and the stories from relatives that were told and retold. 
POLITICS
In session 10, we discussed the use of politics in poetry.  In Nature Trail, I look at the politics of the countryside.  It’s like anything in the farming community - I used to have ten small fields, but now I’ve got one big one.  Look at my hundred-acre field.  My big tractor can fit in now.  Oh, the other one would say, look at my big shed; I’ve got four big tractors to keep dry and away from prying eyes.  Life is so hard when you are poor.  You know, going to the chapel this morning, no, I’m better than that, I’m going to church in the afternoon, but I’m going shopping first.  It’s too expensive around here, cheaper elsewhere.  I don’t know how the people can afford to live around here.  This is the politics of a small town and is not so different to that in nature.  In the month of December of Nature Trail, “we’re all the same, playing a game that’s called life”.  In November, I illustrate how nature is similar to war, “like shooting pigeons coming in to roost for the night” being hit by bullets, “those gun flashes, the birds were feeling the heat coming down those barrels of two, the left and right”, like the soldiers of WW1.
CONCLUSION
I hope you can see in some of the pieces I have written the logical point of view that can mean a lot about how history moves on, like the calendar.  How the months, the years, the Almanac, and the seasons show that if we don’t start being careful as human beings, we will have to go back to the museums.  I was lucky that I lived and saw some or most of the things that have disappeared from the countryside.  Please don’t keep on blaming the weather, look at history; it’s lost habitat and the way that farming has moved on.  But who do you blame?  We all want food.

Feed me please feed me
I got young children feed me
The whole world cries out

M S Douglas 12/01/20
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