David's Blog

David is from the north-east of England. When he wrote this blog, he was in the third year of his English Language degree, representing England at karate in his spare time.
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Red Bull, it gives you shakes
March 9th, 2010 
I am increasingly conscious that every blog I write becomes more and more depressing. Filled with the strife and turmoil of being a third year. But, I am bound by the conditions of this blog to write about my academic life. And currently, my academic life and feelings of panic, stress and strain are inextricably linked. So here you are.
But this isn’t the first time I’ve felt this way. No. At the end of last year I’m pretty sure I got dangerously close to a nervous breakdown. But I got Firsts in all of the essays that were the root of this stress. Thus, I dared to whisper to myself ‘it was worth it’.

Now being under pressure in third year can be expected. Indeed, our tutor sent us all an email at the beginning this term, in which the first line read ‘Our students often find this terms the hardest of their degree’. Damn, was she right.

But this time, the phrase “we’re all in the same boat”, really rings true. I think for the first time in my academic career, my fellow students are feeling the strain themselves. It is worrying when a time comes that the School of English foyer has accrued such a collection of empty ProPlus packets, empty Red Bull cans, empty Relentless cans and empty bottles of those new little energy shot drink things (which surely can’t be healthy), that it looks like a caffeine-addicts recycling bin.

When fizzy drinks and pick and mix become a substitute for sleep, that’s when you know you’re at the business-end of your degree. Of course, I still enjoy what I’m doing, and love the English Language, but I would be much happier if every time I thought about an essay I didn’t get a very brief yet very real feeling of nausea.

So, faithful readers, I bid thee farewell,
My fellow students, I feel I must tell,

Now I’ve finished my blog, I must go away,

Cos’ I’ve got an essay

And the deadline’s Thursday.

(Apologies for the impromptu and truly horrific poetry).


The Bubble

March 1st, 2010 

My blog is slightly delayed this week. Last night I sat down in my living room, next to my drunken housemate, for my now habitual Sunday evening blog-writing-slot, when something terrible dawned on me.  Nothing. Nothing at all dawned on me. There I was, laptop at the ready, fingers twitching above the keyboard but with my mind failing me. Perhaps this is down to the day I had yesterday – it was a tough one. Well, I say that, but a more accurate account would be that it was yesterday when my tough week last week eventually caught up with me.

I handed in 4000 words of the analysis of my dissertation along with a draft of my poster that I am to present in the School of English next Wednesday. So after grinding out 4000 words and a new-found HATRED for text boxes, tables and bullet points that just won’t format the way I want them to, I stumbled into the weekend.  Saturday I had a karate competition – England vs Ireland vs Scotland vs Wales. Competed all day and left with a silver and bronze medal, so not a bad day. Then I was treated to some delicious home-made cuisine by my girlfriend. Sunday saw my parents visit me and take me out for a lovely Sunday lunch (something sorely missed while I’m at University). Then come 2:30pm was back in the library, waist deep in Introductions to and Readers of Sociolinguistics. Then I came home, ate some greasy fish and chips, and attempted to write this blog.

But I had no inspiration. Nothing outside of English Language had influenced my life last week. But that then, surely that in itself is enough to comment on.  I was watching David Michell’s new BBC TV show The Bubble. Three celebrities are locked away with no internet, newspapers and TV for a week, then they are exposed to some news stories –some real, some fake—and they have to decide which have actually been in the news while they were locked away. That’s when I thought, I could appear on that show; being so caught up in University work I had lost contact with the outside world. I wasn’t even aware that there had been an earthquake in Chile, or that Team GB had won a (one) gold medal in the Winter Olympics. Somehow though, I couldn’t escape the news that Ashley Cole is blaming everyone but himself for cheating on Cheryl, or that Wayne Bridge didn’t shake John Terry’s hand…

And I am likely to spend another two weeks in ‘the bubble’, two essays in for a week on Thursday. Let the games begin…

Ashley Cole should get Tiger Woods to write his apology to Cheryl
February 22nd, 2010 

[DISCLAIMER: PLEASE TAKE NOTE OF THE FOLLOWING BEFORE READING]

During the last 7 days, David has spent most of his time in the confines of his bedroom, staring at his laptop screen with his head in books and journal articles, punctuated by intermittent trips to the library. As a result, he has nothing (that will be of any remote interest to readers) to report.

——————————————————————————————————-

Here we are, Sunday evening (Monday morning) writing my blog. Later than usually scheduled, due to over-running dissertation work. By ‘work’ I of course mean stress and unrelenting panic.

And another brain-teaser is what I should discuss in this, my penultimate, blog.

Would it breach the extremities of social acceptability to write a 250 word blog about the library? How I spent two days in the same library chair being drowned by the 1,398 Sociolinguistics books I thought it was a good idea to empty from the shelves? Or what about the small loan I had to take out to afford the photocopying that I’ve done, because the 15 book per person quota my University imposes falls far short of satisfying my burning book lust? Perhaps I should mention how my University library has the most infuriating lift system I have ever known?

After waiting a lifetime for the steel travel-maiden to arrive, when it does, once inside with another person is the most uncomfortable situation you are ever likely to experience; you avoid looking directly at the person with whom you are sharing the lift. You then do one of two things until you (or they) reach your destination. You either glance at your phone and make a fake text, or you take an unusually strong interest in the very basic floor-choosing-button-system you have just used. Not appropriate for my blog? Sorry…

What about how I shared an epiphany with a fellow student this week? That as undergraduates we are not at the mercy of what scholars and academics have written and published. Instead we are to stand on the shoulders of these giants, developing their ideas, theories and arguments and applying them to our own work. Not just spending 3,000 words regurgitating what they have said back to our tutors. It is along these lines that I think that through the course of my third year I am beginning to understand what University is all about.

What about how I began to realise that the comments on every YouTube video become vicious debates about race, religion and sexuality? Or that everyone’s Facebook statuses are about alcohol, university, song lyrics or snow?

No? Still not interested? Then you impress me with your resilience in reading this blog. But I must leave, to sleep. Next week I am to hand in 4000 words of my dissertation and a draft of a poster I am to present. Of course, whilst tackling this, I will be checking to see which new spammers think our blogs are excellent and that we should keep up the good work.

Godspeed my friends, Godspeed.

Time Traveller’s Strife

February 14th, 2010 

I hope this blog finds you all happy, well and sane. Sunday nights have become my allocated blog-writing slot. Last week I was writing from the comfort of my home, but this week I’m back at University, sitting in my cold living room, after just eating fish and chips from the local chippy, watching Adam Sandler in Click.

Although Click is far from Sandler’s best, its appropriateness to this blog is two-fold. First, what I would give to have a remote control that could pause time, much like a modern-day Bernard’s Watch. (I was distracted for many minutes on YouTube, watching the intro clips of every single television show I watched as a child). The amount of work I have at the moment, I would happily buy a little time.

Second, this week was remarkable for me. By ‘remarkable’ I mean something happened other than me sitting in my room writing essays in between one-hour-a-day trips to University. I was asked by my tutor to give a speech at an open day, to the parents of the potential undergraduates who’ve been offered a place to study English Language at my University. After preparing my ‘speech’ in my standard OCD way, reading, re-reading, changing, I did my piece. Talking to people who are preparing to embark on first year of University made me rewind (note forced relationship with Click) to when I was a fresh-faced first-year.  It seemed like almost yesterday – so naïve, so unknowing, so apprehensive. My advice would be to any first years who might be reading this, savour every day of University, it truly flies by! But while I was talking about my University, it made me realise how lucky I am to be studying at such a reputable University, in a world-renowned English Language department. Hence why I have applied to stay here and study my MA.

On a final note, I am feeling outnumbered in this blog-o-sphere by Literature students! So here’s a little slice of language/linguistic pizza to balance in attempt to balance the see-saw.

Anyway, it’s 23:37, Click finished a while ago and I should be in bed. I bid thee all a good week.


Blogged Under
February 8th, 2010 

This week I’m writing my blog from the comfort of my own home, back in the sunny North East of England. There’s nothing quite like a weekend of home-comforts: clean surfaces, warm rooms and meals that comprise in-date foodstuffs. However, the downside of being home, is that while I write this blog, I am trying to swat away the distraction of my parents watching ‘celebrities’ dancing, gingerly, on ice. But I must crack on.

My final term is well and truly underway. With dissertation work continuing, this week I was set two more essays. For one, I am to discuss why phonological variability receives more attention from sociolinguists than lexical or grammatical variation. For the other, I am analysing the rhetorical devices and persuasive power evidenced in two speeches by US President Barack Obama. These are due on March 11th. With 4,000 words of my dissertation and a draft of my dissertation poster presentation due on February 26th, I have around 8,000 words to be tackling over the next three to four weeks.

My plan is to plan. There’s nothing worse than the ‘night-before-hand-in red mist of doom’ (that I mentioned in my first post) or the gradual pressure that descends as the deadline grows nearer and the essays seem more and more like insurmountable barriers of late nights, rushed reading and panic typing…

However, I will challenge this plethora of work on the back of some encouraging news this week. On Monday I received the results back from the dialect essay I wrote over Christmas, a feature analysis and commentary of a recording of Hackney speakers. I got 80 out of 90, which makes the hard work seem worth it. By this time next week, though, I will have the results back from the other essay I wrote over Christmas. Let’s hope I will be in the same high spirits.

This week’s blog has been pretty straight-laced. To make up for it, next week, in-keeping with Valentine’s Day, my blog will take the form of a poem. Or something…

Needing a Master Plan

February 1st, 2010 

I am twenty years old and on Tuesday I was asked for ID when buying a Euromillions lottery ticket. Needless to say, I didn’t win, otherwise I’d be writing this blog on this and from here.

I, like many others, began my next term of University contact time this week. Indeed, it is the last term of my undergraduate degree. So, as well as embarking on the mysterious journey that is a new set of modules, I have to consider what I would like to do with my life come my graduation. Therein lays a problem.

Pre-GCSE, my life plan was as follows:

-         get GCSEs

-         get A Levels

-         go to University

-         (and somewhere along the line become rich)

Now, the more discerning among the readership will have identified that after ‘go to University’ I had no plan. This remained the case until last summer, when I had a mini panic-attack at the thought of graduating in July, and having nowhere to go and nothing to do.

University was always what I wanted to do after A Levels; the track was straightforward. However, after University, things weren’t as clear-cut. I came to University not knowing what I wanted from a degree, or where it was going to lead me. And it’s easy to slip into the troublesome “I’ve got ages to think about that” frame of mind.

However, during the course of my degree I have come to realise that I could spend many more years studying English Language. For that reason, I am currently in the process of applying to a number of Universities (including my current one) to do a Master’s degree in English Language, with the aim of eventually studying at Doctoral level.

Everything prior to this point in my post was intended to be an introduction to me ranting about the unreasonably complicated process of MA applications. However, it has turned out to be more of a ramble than a preamble. Nevertheless, it’s 12:24am, and that’s too early to go to bed, so I will continue.

In retrospect, applying for an undergraduate degree was easy. We were (thankfully) spoon-fed everything by the seemingly omnipotent UCAS (cue reminiscent sigh): we submitted our grades, we wrote one personal statement, picked six Universities and clicked ‘submit’. All was well. However, with MA applications you have to apply directly to Universities, all with different deadlines, writing a set of personal statements tailored directly to your research interests and how they relate to the institution in question, submit copies of your passport photopage, copies of your degree transcript, two academic referees and samples of written work. So, it’s pretty tricky stuff, especially on top of University work. But it has to be done.

Alas, my third blog is at an end. For those who have persisted and reached this point unscathed by the boredom, I reward you with this video, which is sure to pull you out of the inevitable depression.
Song 2

January 25th, 2010 

And so the start of term is upon me. It’s 8:16 am Monday morning and I am about to be thrust from the frying pan into the fiery study-realms of English dialects in society. With two modules worth of work submitted on the 11th (cf. previous post, David Wright 2010…habit), what have I been occupying myself with?

The answer to this is unequivocal. My main concern over the past two weeks has been continuing work on my dissertation.

I am investigating the accents of regional television news presenters, with particular focus on BBC Look North and ITV Tyne Tees. Today I am to submit 2000 words of my dissertation for feedback, but not assessment. Indeed, these two weeks have been a welcomed chance to concentrate exclusively on stoning the Goliath that is an undergraduate dissertation. Writing the 2000 words has helped overcome the ever-occurring slippery slope of “let’s make 350 pages of notes but not make any written contribution to my essay” and has forced me to articulate my ‘Background’ and ‘Data and Method’ sections into a grammatically complete and coherent set of sentences. Which is nice.

However, in my previous post I alluded to self-imposed bans of a social networking site. Surprisingly, this has been quite successful during these two weeks. Instead, though, to fill the gargantuan void left by removing said website from my seemingly mundane and lonely existence, I have resorted to unspeakable pastimes. In the past circa 14 days I have eaten enough left-over Christmas Roses (where have Caramel Barrels gone!?), watched enough episodes of Ross Kemp on Gangs *coughGossipGirlcough* and compared enough meerkats to last a lifetime.

The next milestone for my dissertation is the 25th February, when I have to hand in 4,000 words of analysis. Meeting this deadline, at the same time as having two option modules essays to complete for 11th March may prove to be a tasty balancing act.  Distractions will have to kept to a productive minimal and timetabling will be essential. If only Windows made iCal.

Finally, I promise that my next blog will include fewer hyperlinks and fewer visits to Thesaurus.com…

O Come, All Ye Faithful

January 15th, 2010 

It may seem like last decade, but it was only a month ago we were all eagerly anticipating Christmas and all it would bring.

First semester had ended and I returned home to the North East full of the best intentions of recharging my batteries and enjoying the festivities during a generous four week vacation. Instead, I endured late nights and early mornings working on two essays with a deadline of the 11th January.

Now don’t get me wrong, I (dare I say?) enjoy writing essays. I relish nothing more than embarking on a journey that is inherent in essay writing. That is, the research, the note taking, the pondering (worrying), the writing and the editing. However, it is all much more of an enjoyable experience when the deadline is in the blissful distance. Accordingly, I created myself an efficient timetable factoring in time to work on both essays, along with my dissertation, and chill a bit with my family and friends. However, much like the A1 this winter, my timetable quickly became a slippery slope. By the time I realised that excellent Christmas films, a seemingly endless conveyor belt of unreasonably nice home-cooked food, a number of parties and keeping up to date with Joe McElderry versus Rage Against the Machine were all detrimental to my study, I was already a week into my vacation. I had been ‘working’, but only as much as you can when taking any opportunity to buy a one-way ticket to Procrastination Station. So eventually, after recuperating from the overwhelming tidal-wave of potential distractions that is the beginning of the Christmas holidays, I knuckled down to a few weeks of twelve-hour per day shifts, rejecting friends’ invitations out and having self-imposed bans from a certain social networking site, all culminating in a timely hand-in last Monday.

Working over Christmas and New Year was challenging, but with such lengthy holidays, and the academia-unique four month break during summer, can we really complain with working during Christmas or justify the low levels of motivation? Perhaps not. Luckily though, this time I avoided the night-before-hand-in red mist of doom. But it’s out there…

Allow me to introduce myself…

November 24th, 2009 

I consider it necessary to introduce myself into the world of Student Blogging.  My name is David Wright, I am 20 years of age, from the North East of England and I am a third year undergraduate studying English Language. A little extra-curricular? Okay. In my ’spare’ time, I enjoy the usual pastimes, reading, playing on my PS3 and browsing the endless knowledge-sphere that is the internet. And when I’m not doing these things, I can be found with my friends. Finally. I represent England in Shotokan karate and recently became a European team champion.

During my time at University, I have fell more in love with the English Language. I have a genuine interest in the subject and indeed academia in general. I hope students and staff alike can relate to, at least some aspects, of my blogs. So, unknowable and anonymous readers, please enjoy my blogs!

