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1st extended piece
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, this commentary is commonly running through my head when I drive to Lampeter, the day I wrote this the words were spoken out loud to the world in general. 

07.15 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 sunnies? 

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 I suppose.
 ‘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 here. 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? Wow, 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. 
Cwmann, 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 needs to give way. God that was close.


08.30 hrs – left turn onto A482
Now it’s too dark, sunnies off, with left hand I am throwing my old lady, but ‘cool’ mirrored shades onto the passenger seat world. Bloody typical, they’re now in the footwell. The sun is immediately blasting back over the Co-op 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 escape to the ocean’s 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. 
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 sodding 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.











2nd extended piece
A reaction to Sylvia Plath
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Sylvia’s Bees
I don’t remember my life before the bees took over 
but it’s of no consequence now 
I died years ago
As you all know my final attempt                        
to escape the noise 
the infernal buzz and hiss of the hive
was orderly quiet and final
Frieda and Nicholas happy in the front room
imagining unexplored worlds the beauty of youth

unsullied and divine
I tried oh my god I tried 
not to leave them as I was left bereft
Young now they will forget 
the day’s trauma as I never could
transitory confusion eased by
love of an absent father returned
As I faded the smell of their
Teutonic blonde inheritance mingled
with the sour taste of gas
It was always too late to change my mind
I was born spent and struggling 
desperate to return to the comfort of the womb
or the dark of earth
but not for the here and now
They coaxed and cajoled a life force
to enter shut down lungs

unwilling to inflate then
as they were to deflate at the end
The bees yes the ever present bees
flying through my oh so long life
Daddy that first day the hives arrived
I believed they were companions of goddesses
Cybele Demeter Artemis Diana and now Sylvia
books always spoke the truth I thought then
Peering through into the symmetrical combs I saw
boudoirs coloured in orange and red signalling
fire and the stamens of hollyhock and tulip
swaying in the evening breeze
Did you see the embodiment of the holy spirit 
in the black and yellow vestments as
they swarmed past the trees 
honey with grace and a sting the suffering of Christ
Or was it rebirth of a Hindu deity as they rested blue winged on the path

The hive palaces set in a circle in the orchard
stole my domain freedoms curtailed stealthily
by the presence of workers and guards protecting the 
ever reproducing Queen
That kingdom for ever denied me when you left
my childish enthusiasm and care as nurse not enough to
entice you to stay the cut down uniform discarded well worn
I wanted to replicate the world of the bestiary then
to anchor life in community as they do
know my role and look for a king while I collected the dew
I grew my words with care and hid them in the hive
sweet and precious to savour at a different time
The city I survived until my mind turned to another place
and death denied me a third time
My skin always tingled as if their sound was tattooing skin
with the rhythm of a beating bee heart
where I stroked a limb the braille imprint of the bees was undeniable

I smelt sweet 
So as one born from the tears of the sun god Ra I had to leave 
Cambridge with buildings ancient and oozing with light as if lit 
from within the very stone
There I stood as imperious as any Queen bee the centre of my court
academia’s Betty Grable golden aloof supreme
my eloquence honeyed and clean
I thought he was my King
lean and hungry with magic in his pen the ink staining the page
with erudition and truth
Those massive hands gentle then cherished and caressed me 
reassured and lifted me to life 
The reflection in that wide gold wedding band that of a willing wife
but in reality just signifying ownership of 
my body my words all subsumed in his persona
I own you my little bee he said 
did he know Mohammed’s allegory of the bee and the soul

Yes yes yes because he stole it
Assia was his choice then 
the children and I were free to live and thrive as we pleased
From the hidden depths of the hive I retrieved my words
honed and perfected on the page pleasing to me
sold then published Miss Plath not Hughes
But the need was too strong to ignore 
I had to return to the earth to the safety of the dark underground
My crime was to eclipse the magnificence of the King
punishment not decreed by him but the lore of the bees
the gas turned on stinging yourself to death was not so bad
Lady Lazarus told me dying is an art like anything else
and I was always the ultimate artist
The last thing I saw was my father with the bee cupped in his hand
and the vision of his black leather shoe
The buzzing grew loud before it stopped for ever


1st short piece
A response to Ros Hudis’s lecture of 30.10.2018 - Research a profession and an event or place, then produce a piece of prose or poetry; my choice was a Community Nurse/Midwife and her working environment in families’ homes in a rural setting circa 1991.

A day
 Half past eight your daughter greets me
Knowing how much you suffer
I wanted to see you first today
Your eyes always describe the pain fear
and longing to be free
But my code denies the right to help
You are dead
Siwan wraps her arms around me
she sighs I’m relieved
and together our tears mingle
Buddug is smiling skin white and gentle
The smell of fresh death lingers

sweet and cool in the air
Younger now a new vitality in her
demeaner surprises and confuses her child
not me
Curtains are opened and the light streams in
 illuminating the peace
that now pervades the room
Quietly we wash and dress her
in the chosen clothes that were kept
in the bottom drawer
Like a bride’s trousseau prepared
ready for the meeting with Tomos in the next place
Family and church arrive tea is poured
 sobs and stories 
whispers of a life
I sip acknowledge and slip away



The drive home is too fast
 radio off
 incommunicado
Grief private and unprofessional
Phone calls done and boxes ticked
I leave me behind 
each pen in my pocket
and badge pinned on 
reconstructing my carapace of calm

Later that day baby Ariel
 is the colour of the coffee in the cup
I cradle him 
wearing my freshly laundered navy armour
Skin smooth
 unblemished apart from a stork mark kiss on the neck
 The old man’s gaze unfocused 
and full of wonder trust confusion

The scent as always overwhelming 
in its new born power 
momentarily erases the memory of the morning’s death
Yesterday I bathed him bloody and new
    after my hands cupped his head
 guiding him through to a new world of light
The sound of the sigh as we all breathe again
 after the first cry or opening of an eye 
is celebration indeed 
our cue to cry laugh and congratulate
A look of fear flickers across the mother’s face
 or is it awe at the strength of her body 
Invincible now she is of the earth
 the renewing of life her gift to him
Birth is terrifying magical and the everyday
 but the required words on the bureaucrat’s page
were written in code before I left the scene
The circle is complete today

2nd short piece
A response to the work of John Keats

“Seven Questions for John Keats" 
Fourteen tender summers old and scarred by loss
But a child must pay his way
To the apothecaries you can go said the family
An apprentice you can be who knows where it may lead
Sweeping washing then prepping the leeches
Watching as they grow swollen with the blood of the sick
Writing in ledgers numbers too few words
Crush pound mix
Potions no longer concocted with a whisper and prayer
Science and education now look what we can do
Purify quinine digitalis cocaine and opium of course

Did you ever think of a future with fantastical friends smoking and sniffing it all
You’ve done well boy a piece of paper to prove it 
Look your name in a List of Certified Apothecaries
A poet I don’t think so 
Get out of here
	
	


Now sitting in the dissecting room at Guys
The stench of rotting flesh 
Permeate every fibre of your frock coat
Dr Cooper performing for his audience
A child’s brain
 Macerating in alcohol
Sitting on the specimen shelf
Did you dig deep to prevent the thought
That your long dead father was not
One of the resurrected cadavers

Sliced examined and discarded 
Paid for by the earlier generation of your sort
Hoof marks from the horse etched on his skin
Sketched discussed and filed under M for miscellaneous
Did you imagine the price
Four guineas or thirty pieces of silver
Mr Green glorifies with his ‘Outlines to a Course of Anatomy’
Poetry perhaps in its eloquent descriptions
Of vessels systems and mistaken conclusions
 In that miasma of stink 
Common room behaviour prevailed
Meat wine port fights and bravado 
To mask the fear or diminish the power of the dead 
Did you band with your brothers or refrain from their touch
Carving the deceased with their myriad hues of putrefaction 
Violet blue yellow orange gold and the deepest green
An awful rainbow seen once in heaven now painted on flesh

It’s texture with the feel of a clipped angel’s wing
When you closed your eyes to take the breath before the first cut
Into the carcass that was once a keeper of secrets with dreams and memories
Did you see Lamia there or was it the image of Hermes burnt onto the retina
Dead meat yields easily to the blade
Skin peeled back hooked with fingers
Fat yellow and lustrous
Subcutaneous tissue
Fascia strong 
External and internal oblique muscle
Transversus abdominus muscle
The words are round fat and red like the biology exhibited to all
Get through the next three layers John
To the white wrapped serpents
The core of us all
Fetid foul fabulous the engine room at the centre of a life lived  


Did you imagine that one day they would be vermillion-spotted
 and all crimson barred 
On the shelves in your room
Books with engravings of parts but never the whole
Lists of the elements and chemicals a recipe for life
But the soul never the soul only the maladies of the insane brain
Corruptions and distortions of the mind
Tell me were there words that you wrote in margins
Humanizing restoring the voices now silent 
When was the moment when the pen took precedence over the blade
Because you made it gentle boy
You got to the end
Was it when finding your words with blank pages to fill and ink to use
Or was it when you heard the Nightingale sing 







3rd short piece

(https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=27rNWXA5tFM 
(Listening to any of these tracks while you read the poem will enhance the words)

A response to ‘On the Road’ by Jack Kerouac

Chet and Miles
[bookmark: _Hlk529188278]Chet and Miles are swinging and sliding through the scales,
Jack just meld with the saxophone, the piano hypnotizes.
‘I’ll remember April’ you danced to it, sweat, whisky and sex,
your preferred perfume on her dark, smooth, skin.
Close both eyes, feel and really, really see, listen
to the brush on the drum.
The slide of the trombone, the bass guitar makes magic,
those pulses running along your spine.
Put the record player on, now, listen to me
not all those other travellers who coerced and confused you.

I moved to their music in the womb,
my Mother’s voice whispered your words as she swayed 
to the rhythms and slides, heavy and somnolent with
her firstborn.  
A godfather chosen for the gift of jazz,
I am a child of the Beat generation. 
But you Jack Kerouac, stole my presumed inheritance
from under the bed covers reading by torchlight,
your forbidden words, misunderstood words, new worlds,
swaying to the cadences that always gambolled
around my ‘other’ wired head.
‘Too young’ argued Mama, ‘too blue’ from Pops 
extinguishing the orange glow.
 ‘On the Road’ confiscated, I continued to grow, listening at the door,
always the music but the words no more.
Another century and this afternoon my fingers move 
across the keyboard to the rhythm of Chet and Miles,

how did you stop swaying to their sound?
It has permeated my brain for longer than a lifetime, I move,
dance a seated mamba, drumming on the table between words.
That day in October as you were haemorrhaging blood,
did you consider your life I wonder?
So much liquor, so many women, miles, words, the music, such music,
unsuitable for a poet’s funeral I suppose.
Jack Kerouac, you were going to be there for me, my road trip manual
was unexplained.
Fifty years on and I have written my own, wherever the roads of death led
I’ll see you there sometime.










A reflective critique of HPEN5023 - Approaches to Creative Writing

2030 - The London Hilton

After we went back to the hotel, me clutching the programme along with the bags and flowers, Shane and Sue admiring their first ever awarded joint Man Booker Prize, I knocked back four straight malts, locked my door and started to try to work out what they did so right. Another half bottle later and I knew exactly what they did but I forgot to do.
The defining moment was those four weeks in October/November 2018 in Tucker 1, that poorly lit lecture room at Lampeter University, technically UWTSD, but it was part of the University and in Lampeter, so sod you Medwin. I digress. Approaches to Creative Writing, ACW from now on because I can’t write that every time I want to say it all right, was our second block that year. Yes, the new all singing, all dancing, aren’t we clever doing it first nightmare, formerly known as the answer to everything. Again I digress, I apologize for any more I may take, my excuse is that I am now seventy-five and flirting with senility.
ACW was where we looked at writers, researched and tried to read as much as their 
work as we thought relevant, and then produced our own work in response to them. 
The students were a mixed bunch, young, mature, a mix of levels five and six, I think I 


loved them all, god we had a laugh. Forum work was intimidating to start with, waiting 
for comments after our creative masterpieces were read out was a new experience. But, 
no one was ever destructive or malicious, I only remember supportive and helpful 
comments, it was really useful, hope it still goes on. Prof Dic tended to read out most of 
the work, his grip on technology was not one hundred percent, but his grip of writing 
was something else. Add that, delete this, too much padding, go back and change this, 
succinct, funny and always constructive.
What did I get out of it?  Not the forums, the content of the block, a lasting, profound 
admiration, no love of, the poems of Sylvia Plath, Mr. Auden and Mr. Eliot. Yes, it’s true 
the wonderful Dylan Thomas, those romantic pin up boys Keats, Shelley and Byron 
[bookmark: _Hlk530221613]were there, the two Jacks, Kerouac and London, Scott Fitzgerald; all added to the 
eclectic mix of great writers to be inspired by. I might have left some out, my memory is 
not what it was after all this time. What I do remember is those damn You Tube videos, 
you can probably find them in one of the online archives still. They were so hard to 
watch on that big screen, I always had to go back and watch them again on the 
computer where I could see and hear them properly. There was one that is still in my 
head, the one about the Baader – Meinhof gang in Germany in the 1970s. I recall a 

visceral reaction of anger to that one. Maybe, it’s because I was so aware of them with 
the bombings and kidnapping splashed all over the papers, at a time when I was 
learning how to mend broken people.
What I haven’t forgotten is Ros, Ros was a poet who stood in for a few days when the 
Prof. had to be elsewhere. She showed us to how to use different mechanisms to put 
poetry together. The only one I still use is collecting phrases or using words from 
snatched conversations, writing the individual words on scraps of paper and making 
new lines. I know, I still used paper and pen, but it always felt better than seeing it on a 
screen. Oh yes, and the Surrealists.
Back to Plath, Auden and Eliot, I knew I’d wonder off again, I promise to make an effort 
to stay on track now if my hangover allows. After the amount of Scappa whisky I 
consumed last night it’s a miracle I’m not in ITU with a cirrhotic liver, should see the 
other two, dancing around like bloody juveniles still. That trophy looks so cheap, not 
worth having on your bookcase any way.
The holy trinity of poets who changed my life and work for ever then. What was it about 
them rather than the others we looked at that spoke to me at such a fundamental level? 
Their words were and still are just perfect: the shape and patterns made on the page, 

the sound of the words spoken aloud, difficult to describe this bit if it doesn’t happen to 
you, but the colours the words produce when you feel them in your head. I knew exactly 
what they were talking about, I could see and even smell the emotions and 
environments they wrote about. 
I’d been aware of their work before, but during these four weeks whatever it was that 
happened to my brain happened. Prof Dic and Ros set off something in my brain that I 
didn’t and still don’t understand. If they’re both still around, thank you wherever you 
are. 
I presume the alcohol excavated my memory banks somehow, but I can now remember 
everything I wrote and what the finished assignment looked like. I will be speaking to 
my neurologist as soon as I get home to discuss what the hell is going on with my brain, 
it’s a bit concerning all this memory recall if I’m honest.
Five responses to what we had read, researched and seen; two long pieces, three short, 
plus a critique/reflection on ACW, always got the two confused, and one bibliography of 
course.  The first long one was a response to one of Ros’s lectures, which had included a 
discussion on looking at detail and the surrealist technique of automatic writing, the 
second piece a response to Sylvia Plath’s work. The idea of writing without thinking, 

just putting down whatever came into my head without stopping was a freedom that 
rarely happens, so I ran with it and let go. My head normally works like that anyway, so I 
really enjoyed it. But when it came to submission I couldn’t do it, there was punctuation 
involved, but all the words were as they came spilling from my head. Made me realize 
how much information I did absorb without being aware of it, by sitting down and 
thinking out loud to write, all that knowledge just spilt out. In hindsight, it was a ‘sort of’ 
automatic writing.
‘Sylvia’s Bees’, that was the response to Sylvia Plath’s work, I presume I was influenced 
by her, but could never hope to emulate her genius. This poem went through a huge 
amount of editing from what I can remember, I kept cutting and cutting words, it had to 
be as sharp and vivid as her words were.  The original was twice as long as the final work 
I’m sure, and it took the longest to write as it was hard to let go of words, even though I 
knew they had to go. Her obsession with bees signified something really important to 
her I thought, I’m not sure I managed to get to the true meaning of it, but gave it my 
best, I was sad when it was finished. There were a couple of lines from some of her 
work in the poem, I love jewels of all types and must have thought she would 
appreciate to have some of her own. Sounds pretentious now, but I was just starting to 

learn my craft don’t forget. 
Three short pieces, yes, three, ‘Chet and Miles’, ‘A Day’ and ‘Seven Questions for John 
Keats’; poems that were written responding to Jack Kerouac’s ‘On the Road’, a session 
with Ros researching a profession and a place led to ‘A Day’ and obviously Keats led to 
Keats.
I can remember swaying to the music of Chet Baker and Miles Davies while putting the 
Poem together about Jack K. It just oozes sex, it’s impossible not to write, think about 
or run off and have sex while listening to it, obviously it was great fun to do. There 
wasn’t much re-writing on that one, it just seemed to flow like the music, there was lots 
of haiku and another poem about him having different faces for different people which 
didn’t appear in the final edit though. Just too much in the end, too much waffle. I still 
play that album a lot, and it always takes me back to JK and ACW. 
‘The Day’, easy to write the words as I’d done it for forty years, but formatting and 
editing was a nightmare. There had to be a distinction between the speaker’s words 
and her actions, connecting lines were re-written, font changed, colour of the font 
changed many times, even asked my ‘I hate poetry’ husband’s opinion. I think I finally 
settled on just changing the font and keeping everything in one colour to make it 

easier for most readers. It’s the reason that ever since I have been published, my books 
of poetry are in multi coloured fonts and formatted into pictures, that’s how I see my 
words. Unfortunately, only popular with children today which is why I will never get the 
Man Booker.
Keat’s Questions almost didn’t get finished, I remember I was so engrossed researching 
what happened in the dissection room at Guy’s Hospital in the 1800s, that I lost myself 
there. Have a look if you have time, it’s so interesting if you love anatomy like me. It 
was ‘Ode to a Nightingale’ we concentrated on in lectures with its beautifully crafted 
underlying ode to creativity. For me however, once I read ‘Lamia’, particularly the 
description of the serpent, I knew I had to write about Keats’s time at Guys. His training 
there explains how such a sensitive writer, could produce the physically solid 
expressions of life, sex and death that he delivered so beautifully. Again, the words 
came easily enough but the real slog of editing, formatting, deciding on punctuation 
and fonts hurt my head. But then, in one of the Prof’s lectures, he said not to worry as 
some publisher whose name I don’t remember, had told him that it was up to the 
reader to put in the punctuation they wanted to. What a revelation that was, it made 
such perfect sense and I’ve rarely used any of that page pollution in my poetry since.

As the whisky fug is lifting, I’ve come to realize that if I could have submitted anything I 
wished, it would have consisted of just the wonderful three poets and nothing else. I’d 
forgotten till now what was really imprinted into my circuit boards during those 
sessions, anything can be an inspiration to your writing. Read, read, read, write 
lots every day, play, experiment, talk, listen, watch, steal, innovate, re-mix, keep a 
note book in your pocket, or record on the phone, enjoy the words, some days you’ll 
hate the words, but they’ll always be your words. Then edit, edit, edit, edit again until 
you know it’s right. Give the work to someone else for an opinion, listen to what they 
have to say, then do what you think you need to. Writing is hard graft but it’s yours to 
do. That’s why I put in the five pieces I did, I wanted to reflect the different sessions we 
covered, and to prove to myself I could find inspiration from anything, whether I loved 
or loathed the work. 
Why did Shane and Sue do so well? They submitted the assignment, I forgot and was 
thrown off the course for lack of commitment. 
There is a bibliography on the next page if you want to see the books I read while 
preparing for that task in 2018. I’ll have another whisky I think, cheers.
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