Hannah's blog

When Hannah wrote this blog, she was in the first year of her degree in English and Creative Writing,  looking forward with both nervousness and excitement to semester two.
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May 13th, 2010 

I am here, safe and sound, the country known as China! It is very, very, very hot here and the air pollution is one of the main reasons. I learnt about this in Yr 8 Geography and am glad I can finally put it to use. Pollution starts to build up around the atmosphere like a blanket, the suns rays can pierce it and reach us but then when they try to escape again they hit the blanket and come back to earth, bouncing around like the rainbows we get off crystals.  I am not blaming the heat on this alone but by hell it doesn’t help.  Enough science.  The flight was only nine hours long, rather than the eighteen I had expected (due to me being a complete tool and not guessing they had accounted for the time difference) but I was so tired that I nearly fell asleep at Beijing International Airport. A plus side? China Airways simply throws the food at you so I was well fed. Downside? One of the in-flight films was Fame. I wish I could wash my eyes, it was that bad. But I got here, two flights later and I am sat in Khai’s room in the city of Xian. 

So here are my adventures so far.  We went to the supermarket which was awesome. I wanted to buy everything I saw. I did buy a pizza…it doesn’t taste like our pizza tastes but I still like it. The bread is less pizza base and more like a bread roll.  Lots of cheese and I mean LOTS.  Lots of onion and some straaaaannngee sauce that definitely isn’t tomato.  One not-so-good thing about the shopping trip is the staring.  The staring is pretty bad, we went out to get some food last night and no one was staring but today they were. The women’s staring is worse somehow, cattier, like they’re sizing you up.  Its also horrendous when they start to stare, then talk and THEN they laugh.  I mean, sure, people write about this, they try and warn you.  But nothing compares to the being stared at like this.  Imagine being an outcast at school and everyone staring.  Now times that by a billion because you’re the only outcast there and it isn’t school.  It’s a whole frickin other country.  You see the problem?

We visited the Big Wild Goose Pagoda, tourist destination for the Chinese as well.  Now for all of you wondering…there were NO geese. Not a single one. We walked through a park full of funny statues, one of which looked like Sir Ian McKellan playing the drums. Best moment so far. I also found a statue of a family, mum, dad and two kids, so I jumped behind it and pretended my Dad and Anne were here! Part of the park also had this old stony grotto with a sign in English asking us not to climb on it…so what does Khai do? Hops on the top!!!!!!! Yeah, stupid tourists destroying the culture. As I said before, even the Chinese come here for tourist trips so I didn’t feel like such a goon when I was taking pictures of everything or having my picture taken outside the pagoda.  It was really beautiful, clear sky for once with this amazing structure piercing the skyline.  It’s built out of red brick and is tiered and is genuinely more beautiful than a lot ok buildings back home.  I’m not sure what it’s for though.  I’ll investigate and let you know. When we got back we had an election party for the ex-pats.  We drank to the last night of the elections and I know I shouldn’t share political views on here but most of us were praying for a Clegg shaped miracle.  Too bad but at least Cameron didn’t get complete control. I had a brilliant email from my friend Lewis saying “Whoop for hung parliament.” That was all it said.  Superb.

Last bit of an epic entry, so if you got this far well done.  The day before yesterday Khai and I went to get some lunch. We went to a noodle place around the corner.  Since getting here I have usually let Khai choose and order what I eat but today I did the brave thing and pointed to a picture of something different to him. Aces. I ordered noodles with spring onion and beef and it was dee-lish-ows! Really tasty when washed down with ice cold Fanta. After lunch I made him go to the supermarket with me, officially the most exciting place in Xian. I did the ‘girl’ shop and bought washing up liquid, dusting cloths, scourers, tissues and loo-roll. I also bought face-wipes, a comb and some snacks. The only problem was that you weren’t allowed the comb till after you had paid and the woman in the shop was trying to explain this in Chinese. Big mistake. I can’t speak it. There was a girl bhind her who spoke some English though and she saved the day and explained about the whole pay-first-get-comb-later debacle. On the way home Khai began to feel ill and decided, in true Khai manner to distract himself by teasing me about the men staring at my legs. Yes ladies and gents, Hannah wore shorts today! Above the knee shorts! And boy did they notice. When we got back he went to sleep and I cleaned. Then I watched some TV, then The Sound of Music, some Futurama, the Doctor Who Movie and to finish off, Shoot Em Up.  I even had to go and get dinner! Not on my own, Jim is one of the ex-pats and he came with me, but I ordered the food and paid and totally bought a drink ON MY OWN! How ace is that! My language problems were over come by much pointing and just speaking in English.

One thing that China is really showing me is how ill at ease I am with myself.  I think it takes a big adventure to remind you that you are twenty.  Still a baby to everyone else.  But you can’t help but expect more from yourself.  I am starting my first year of university again next year and it feels like since leaving school I have wasted a lot of time.  I haven’t, at all, I have grown up, I have met myself for who I am and know what Hannah Chapman is all about but still.  Anyone else feel like that?  Or is being in a scary country getting to me?

LOVE YOU UK xxxxxxx

Thicker than a pair of boots

April 27th, 2010 

I was fully of good intentions today.  I was going to write my blog all about the amazing people I met last Friday at the conference.  I WAS!  I woke up, wrote one of my university assignments and skipped down the stairs with my work in hand, ready to open the door and walk to university.  Then BLAM on the doorstep was a letter that held all of my hopes and dreams.  Ok, maybe not the WHOLE of my hopes and dreams but I had been freaking out about it for a long time.  But what is in the letter?  A lovely little note saying ‘Thanks but no thanks!’.  I hadn’t made the shortlist for the writing competition I entered.  Don’t get me wrong, I don’t blame the judges or anything, so many people will have had the same letter and they did send me the AWESOMEST little pack of post it notes.  They seriously made my day.  But it knocked my confidence more than I expected.  It did teach me a couple of lessons though, firstly that I need to grow a much thicker skin and where God closes a door he opens a window.  Or is that not the right way round?  Who knows.

So grow a thicker skin?  The plus sides to this are three fold.  Firstly you have the courage to try again.  I went horse riding once a few years ago and was thrown from the horse.  It was the single most painful memory of my life, I badly hurt my hip and my helmet came off when I fell so I hit my head really hard.  Have I been riding again since?  No.  And that’s not a good thing because it means when I finally have a chance to do something this thing I love again I will be too scared.  So I know now that not getting short listed this time means I need to try again, write harder and better than last time and make the cut.

Secondly it will teach me to take criticism better.  So I didn’t win this time.  Why?  What could be improved?  What did I do well?  Should I have gotten a second opinion before handing it in?  Its taught me that I shouldn’t just rush in like I usually do.  I think I need to try and consider these things I am doing and make sure I am 100% confidant with the work I am submitting.

And thirdly it has made me all the more determined to make it.  Who has ever heard of a successful writer who won from the very start?  You haven’t.  I have years and years of rejections and hard work ahead of me and that isn’t because what I am doing is necessarily any worse than other peoples but because it isn’t right for the topic or maybe, just maybe someone else’s work was genuinely better than mine.

If you’re reading this and you are going through something similar or just doubt yourself…don’t.  You’ll make.  We’ll get there.  And we’ll come out the other side with a smile on our faces.

And the door window it opened?  I am going to be involved in an exciting project with a friend of mine creating a newspaper full of art, literature and funny news stories from around the world.  I look forward to this immensely and of course will keep all my readers up to date.

P.S My next blog will be coming at you straight from CHINA so stay tuned for four weeks of a student abroad!

x

Me at the conference.
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Ok, O.K, OKAY
April 22nd, 2010 

Tomorrow is the big day.  The MASSIVE day.  I am speaking in front of forty people at the conference in Leicester.  Forty people, I hear you say, surely that is not so many.  All I have to do is get up on the little podium, do my business and get down again.  I have my talk planned, my PowerPoint organised and now I am trying to unwind while writing this.  It’s going to be really interesting hearing people discuss the issues we were studying in semester one.  A big concern is that I am not good at public speaking.  I am Ok but OK isn’t good enough.  Sometimes OK just isn’t good enough but it is too late to back out now, the big day looms in t-minus seven hours.  Something I am really looking forward to?  My packed lunch!  I totally love it when someone else makes me a sandwich.  It makes my day looking at those two little slices of bread cuddling up to some ham or chicken.  What a lovely image that is.

Re-reading that last paragraph has just reminded me of a disagreement I had recently.

I was playing the name Bannagrams which is a simple word game.  You have to make a sort of cross word with the letters you take from the pile.  One of the rules is that abbreviations are a massive no-no.  And what do I see as I look over at my Aunts words?  OK.  Bright as brass and winking at me.  Surely, I asked, you mean Okay.  Because if you do then really, technically, you cannot use OK.  I was shot down quicker than a 1940’s aeroplane.  I was told I was wrong and that in the history of the world, OK has never been longer than two letters.  Is this a big deal?  To me, yes!  So please, if you can help me get to the bottom of this I would be thrilled.

It is strange to think that I only have to hand in three more pieces of work and then we are done for our first year of University.  It all seems to have gone so terribly fast.  Looking back I really wish I didn’t have a job.  There’s something about working when your friends don’t that separates you slightly.  Not going into work drunk or hung-over seriously decreases the amount you can go out and the amount of time you have outside of university to socialise.  The fact that I spend more hours at work than at Uni doesn’t help at all but you never know.  Next year I could be busy as sin!  One thing that I have definitely learnt from this year is that you have to grab life by the nads.  There is no point in thinking you cannot achieve something because you are still young/only a first year/have no experience.  There are so many things that we can do when we are students that we should be making the most of every single opportunity that we have.

Well, I know this is a terribly short blog but I really need to get some sleep.  I’ll describe the joys of the 2010 London Book Fair.  A teaser?  I got Eoin Colfer’s signiature.  “To Hannah.  Thanks for the Mangoid.  Eion Colfer.”  ACES!

Speak to you soon

zzzzzzz

One Response to “Ok, O.K, OKAY”

Brett Lucas Says: 
April 27th, 2010 at 15:23 
Hi Hannah
Thanks very much for coming to speak to us at the Digital Writing event on Friday. It was really good to get your perspective on the course. You spoke with a relaxed ease that made you seem as though you’d been doing presentations all your life!
Good luck for the rest of the year.
Brett

Move a little closer
April 13th, 2010 

Let the word be spread that I have finally chosen the play I want to adapt.  I have settled on Closer by Patrick Marber.  The problem I face?  What to write!  I haven’t a clue how I will take such a well-constructed piece of writing and add to it or even how my own writing will be anywhere near as good.  Another big ask?  Do I dare write as explicitly as Marber does?  Or do I risk alienating my lecturer?  If anyone has any thoughts, please let me know because I am at a total loss here.  Speaking of mammoth tasks, I still haven’t faced the music and looked at my fiction essay.  It is a colossal challenge and I don’t fancy taking it on.  My various forays into the world of Facebook have made it clear that most of my contemporaries feel the same.  Why tackle the wolf when there’s still a Chihuahua to tame?

Some good news?  My trip to China is now only two weeks and six days away.   I am starting to get butterflies and find myself smiling manically as I walk down the street.  I’ll start getting a reputation if I’m not careful, the weird smiling girl of Brummigan!  I am a little concerned that the first day of my trip will be spent alone, getting from one side of Beijing to other…and I don’t speak Mandarin.  EEP!   If I get lost I am pretty much screwed.  I speak a tiny amount Cantonese but alas, that’s not spoken in a single City I am visiting.  A really exciting prospect has cropped up though.  I sponsor a little boy called Manwei, he lives in a little place called Nianqing, and I get to go and visit him!  The lovely people at ActionAid are helping to organise the whole thing and have asked to document the trip for promotional purposes.  Exciting?  Hell yeah!  I’ll set foot on that Chinese Airways plane a nobody and step off it a nobody in a promotion video.  Nice.

Oh blog, what else to say.  Not a lot really.  Funny how you always get to this point.  If only there was someway I could set myself themes to write about!  Like…student life…or trips to China…oh…wait…

Have a good week!

x

2 Responses to “Move a little Closer.”

Megan Owen Says: 
April 21st, 2010 at 18:28 
Re: your concerns about the Marber adaptation… From my experience as a tutor in an English department, I would venture that most lecturers are pretty much unalienatable in terms of explicit content!

hannah.chapman Says: 
April 22nd, 2010 at 22:29 
Thanks for taking the time to answer, I have written the scene now, I guess there is nothing I can say that my lecturer hasn’t heard before.

Get on with it, love!
April 6th, 2010 
This week I have been working on my second poetry project for this semester.  We’ve been asked to put together an anthology of ten poems and write a 500 word fore-ward.  I didn’t think I was going to enjoy this at all but it has turned out to be a hugely rewarding activity.  If you ignore the hours, yes hours, spent choosing a font, the days wasted as I mulled over which layout to use and the morning I just spent designing a front cover, then it really didn’t take me very long.

In the way of all students I had to make several phone calls to a year mate of mine, desperately trying to find out what was meant to be said in the fore-ward.  The main problem I had with it was that it kept sounding like a 500 word essay and not an anthology beginning.  However, that is now all behind me.  All I need to do now is print it off and bind it, et voila, one completed anthology.

It’s funny that something that sounds so simple actually turns out to be quite a difficult task.  A lot of thought goes into which poems to include and what order to put them in.  I tried various different methods of choosing the order.  Chronologically didn’t work as it lacked flare and they all seemed a little jumbled up.  Pulling them out of a hat?  That didn’t work well either…I couldn’t find a hat and as I discovered, pulling slips of paper out of a sock is massively demoralising.  In the end I chose what I hope is a sensible order, the most obvious poems to the most obscure.  I want to take the reader on a ‘journey’.

The poem I liked best from the collection is by Roger McGough.  It is grim but also deliciously malicious.

The Lesson

Chaos ruled OK in the classroom

as bravely the teacher walked in

the nooligans ignored him

hid voice was lost in the din

“The theme for today is violence

and homework will be set

I’m going to teach you a lesson

one that you’ll never forget”

He picked on a boy who was shouting

and throttled him then and there

then garrotted the girl behind him

(the one with grotty hair)

Then sword in hand he hacked his way

between the chattering rows

“First come, first severed” he declared

“fingers, feet or toes”

He threw the sword at a latecomer

it struck with deadly aim

then pulling out a shotgun

he continued with his game

The first blast cleared the backrow

(where those who skive hang out)

they collapsed like rubber dinghies

when the plug’s pulled out

“Please may I leave the room sir?”

a trembling vandal enquired

“Of course you may” said teacher

put the gun to his temple and fired

The Head popped a head round the doorway

to see why a din was being made

nodded understandingly

then tossed in a grenade

And when the ammo was well spent

with blood on every chair

Silence shuffled forward

with its hands up in the air

The teacher surveyed the carnage

the dying and the dead

He waggled a finger severely

“Now let that be a lesson” he said

Who can say that teachers do not fantasize about these things?  I’m sure after they have read the anthology my lecturers will be eager to try out stanzas 3 and 5.

Next on my list?

Finish that god-forsaken fiction essay.  I swear it’s started to whisper at me as I sleep!

Have a good week blog-o-sphere!

x

The show must go on...
March 28th, 2010 

There’s a reason this blog has taken as long as it has.  And that reason is despair.  As you know last Tuesday was the day of our performance…and everything that could have gone wrong…did.  We were thrilled when one of the other groups offered us the use of their wheelchair.  But Abu got stuck in a curtain as he came off stage.  Everyone was remembering their dialogue really well.  But Nic then decided to skip a page of dialogue and come in early.   We also realised that there was no way Abu was going to be able to get back on stage with the drinks so I had to quickly cover my costume with a hoody (yes, hood up) and pretend to be a barmaid.  The fact that I was beet red and giggling probably didn’t go unnoticed. With these problems arose giggles, loss of confidence and a general feeling of why-the-hell-are-we-bothering.  It was the worst seven minutes of my life to date, truly.   However we persevered and come through it in relatively one piece so that’s all good.  Afterwards everyone kept going on about how they couldn’t tell it had gone wrong and it was sweet for them to lie…but seriously…not fooled.  We won’t know how badly we have done until we get the marks back and I am dreading the day.

It isn’t all bad however, we have broken up for Easter now so if you thought this blog was lacking in the ‘study’ side of my life then maybe stop reading.  The next three weeks are frankly a study free zone, other than working on essays and my final, individual, play.  Though this has just reminded me that I forgot to pick up my annotated essay before term ended.  Oops.  I’ll be flying blind on this one then.

Mother’s Day tapping

March 15th, 2010 

It’s not been plain sailing this week.  We have to perform our play next week and I only finished writing the script last night.  I managed to email it to the gang and I hope they learn their lines in time.  One of the main problems we have had are the fact that Irwin is in a wheelchair.  Not a cast.  Where we will find a wheelchair at such short notice I haven’t a clue. But the script is passable and the group is amazing so the ‘Performing Pumas’ will be fine.  I get to play the part of Timm’s, lovable, chubby Timm’s so that suits me fine.  My favourite line?  “Would you rather shag a midget or a cripple?”  If I can deliver it with a straight face I’ll be ecstatic.  Note to self: meet nobody’s eye.

News for the blog-o-sphere!  In just seven weeks I will be in China.  I’m so ridiculously excited that I am crossing off the days on my Super Hero calendar.  Batman.  Gone.  Superman.  Gone.  Wonder Woman?  Halfway there.  (One of the main reasons I am getting so excited is that I get to go shopping for all the clothes YAY)  Another reason is that I am in talks with the people of ActionAid about getting to meet Hui, the little boy I sponsor.  It would mean such a lot to me, as I’ll be sponsoring him for six years.  Ideally I’d like to go out to China few times, especially as there is so much I won’t be getting to see this first time.

Do the drink Sangria in China?

OH!  Thank you so very much HEA, my lovely book vouchers arrived today.  I am going shopping on Thursday and there are several books I am looking forward to purchasing.  I think it’s time I bought some of the books I read in my library days, Deathscent and The Rope Maker are at the top of my list.  The last time I had book vouchers (£100?!?!?!?) I bought this delicious pile of books I wouldn’t usually have picked.  I read Revolutionary Road, The Reader, Death of a Salesman, The Diary of Anne Frank, The Guernsey Literary and Potato Peel Pie Society, Mrs. Dalloway and The Various to name the ones I can remember.  It took me so long to read them all as I kept having to add shiny new books to my pile.  But there you go, I’m looking forward to it happening all over again!

BUT ENOUGH!

I’ll report back once the drama presentation has been completed.

x

You put your last blog in, your last blog out, in out, in out and shake it all about(
March 3rd, 2010 

I think, and so correct me if I am wrong, that this is the final blog.  I am sad about this, truly I am.  Writing the blogs has become cathartic but also taught me valuable life lessons along the way.  Politics- the most important lesson of all.  A great friend of mine recently told me that all good writers create some controversy at first.  But I’m learning there is a time and a place for such controversy and student blogging?  It isn’t it, that isn’t a bad thing, just good to know.

I managed to hand in my draft for the essay.  It isn’t very good but an awful lot of people haven’t handed anything in at all.  Apparently we wont get them back until the end of the month, which gives us plenty of time to work on our play.  We have decided on The History Boys as our play of choice and will be exploring an alternate story line in which Daykin and his new teacher do go for a drink.  It’s going to be a lot of fun as there is only one boy in the group and he is playing the part of the teacher.  We have also decided on how to stage the performance and that’s exciting as well.  We’re using the space as creatively as we can; transporting the audience from the classroom to the theatre in a single, clean movement.  It’ll work really well if we can get the atmosphere right, the staging too of course and if everyone can learn their lines.  It’s ok team, we can do it.

Our lecture for poetry this week was really interesting.  It was all about Shakespeare and the differences between lyrical and dramatic verse.  The lecturer, He-who-must-not-be-named, was so interested in what he saying and genuinely enthusiastic that you couldn’t help but enjoy it.  It’s always fun to go a lecture where he is speaking because he has the most amazing pirate beard and sometimes I imagine it’s Captain Hook giving the lecture.  How good would that be?  And please don’t take that the wrong way, anyone who has read Peter Pan will know that Captain Hook takes great pride in his appearance and is all about ‘good form’.  Probably loved Shakespeare too, Captain Hook went to Eton, you know!

To finalise everything else I have talked about, my tickets to China are booked, I am doing a 42000-mile trek through Peru for charity next year and am starting to enjoy this semester.  I guess it just took getting used to the fewer hours.  One thing I have learnt is that it doesn’t matter how much time you are in university.  If they can pass on the information needed within the allotted time then why make you stay in for more?  The importance comes from what you are doing with your time when you aren’t there.

One final note:

The conference thingumy I am speaking at In Leicester is completely free and organised by the HEA so if you want to listen to my five minute talk on blogging and what I learnt on my Digital Spaces then come along…and make me a good luck sign >.<

I’ll miss you lil’blog’o’mine!

x

All the student bloggers RISE UP! RISE UP!
 February 25th, 2010 

All the little angels rise up, rise up. All the little angels rise up high! How do they rise up, rise up, rise up? How do they rise up, rise up high? They rise heads up, heads up, heads up, they rise heads up, heads up high!
The Peoples Republic of Ankh Morpork
Bloggers I come bearing some terrible news.  I wasn’t sure how it would be best to go about this, as a diddy little first year a lot of this is going clean over my head.  Maybe you can take this and run with it, who knows.

Not many of you will be aware but because of the latest government cuts the HEA (the very people we blog for) and its subject are the first against the wall.  A 30% reduction has been announced for the total HEA budget.  This is huge news, I have a rail card which gives me a 30% discount of my train tickets and that is a HUGE saving.  So imagine how hard this is going to hit home if 30% is taken away from the HEA budget.  Next month the Subject Centers will be meeting to discuss the best approach and they have four options to choose from.  Now here I face a dilemma, I want to just paste on the email that I received but am aware that I cannot name any lecturers or information about my university, meaning I cannot give credit where credits due.  SO, I am going to do my best to explain this in my layman’s terms.

Option One:

Make sure as much as the cuts can fall upon the HEA HQ itself, however the problem they are going to have here are that it manages HEA Accreditation, National Fellowships and any other schemes organized to help with the Universities themselves.

Option Two:

The second option is that the individual subject centers will try and cope with fewer stuff.  So here, imagine the English Subject Centre had ten people working as hard as they could already and the government cutting that by 30%.  That’s three people who have lost their jobs but also three less people to share out the workload making the work for everyone else 30% harder!

Option Three:

That the individual subject centers huddle together under a great big umbrella, for example ‘humanities’.  Now imagine what happens as the people on the edge of the brolly try and squeeze into the middle to stop their shoulders getting wet!  This will not only lose the identity of the individual subject centers but you can only imagine the rows ensued with the individuals vying for importance.

(Though between you and me?  English can totally take RE!)

Fourth Option:

Smaller groups of subject specialists (who?) would be attached to the aforementioned Higher Education Academy HQ.

Now as students, mature students and hopefully lecturers or people generally interested in all things to do with English…take a moment to think about what this would mean.  Would the HEA ESC still be able to get student bloggers on board?  Offer writing competitions?  Provide a fantastic website?

In the same way that The Peoples Republic of Ankh Morpork rose up against the tyranny of its rulers, we too must rise up against cuts like these and make as many people as we can aware of them and the consequence.  The government needs to know that we are aware of their schemes.

RISE UP!

One Response to “All the student bloggers RISE UP! RISE UP!”

Jonathan Gibson Says: 
February 27th, 2010 at 08:00 
Thanks for the support, Hannah! Much appreciated.

I’m so old now it hurts. (Ed. Hindsight is a wonderful thing)
February 23rd, 2010 

﻿Originally this entry was written when I was very cross, I have re-read it and am censoring myself.  I am really sorry if I offended or worried anyone with the blog and will do my best to stay up beat [image: image2.png]


 On a plus side, it’s fun re-reading things and thinking…wow…I am a jerk.

I am writing this blog from the wisdom of being twenty.  I had an amazing birthday weekend, lots of dancing, films and presents!  Clearly I am more intelligent, wise and attractive now that I am not a teenager anymore.  Or not.

We’re in our second reading week for the year now and instead of writing any of the 3,500 words due in by Monday, I am writing this blog.  Don’t take that the wrong way blog, short of Khai and Muller Corners in bed you are the love of my life.  I can’t believe there’s only one more after this!  I’ll miss having something constructive to do with my time.   The essays due in are a 1000 comparative essay on two poems.  Ill be honest with you blog, I nearly had an apoplexy in my poetry seminar.  I enjoy poetry as much as the next person (well, the next, non-poetry-loving-but-mildly-appreciative-person) and so have never had a problem writing an essay about two poems.  Especially comparative ones.  All I seemed to do was churn out essay after essay, comparing the works of Hardy, Clare and Shakespeare.  It came as a bit of a shock to hear that the format we were expected to use for our essay was the same used in GCSE, rather than A Level.  I have written my essay and am not happy with it.  The format just doesn’t work for me, it feels clumsy and juvenile.  However, the proof, as they say, is in the pudding.  Or is the eating?  I await my mark with baited breath but I believe I will have tainted my 2:1 1st average.  Worst luck.

The second essay is our draft for Fiction.  Now seeing as I STILL haven’t read Jane Eyre I will quite probably struggle with this.  I know I should crack on but my neighbour Steve bought me The Prestige to read so I can’t help but get stuck in.  Call it a break from the hardcore reading.  As its only a draft I thought it would mean handing it in as a pile of notes but sadly no.  In fact I am positive I went through this with you last week…moving on.

On a lighter note I have had to move my trip to China forward two months because it clashed with my works peak period.  In two months I’ll be in Xi’an, soaking up the sights and sounds of China.  It does mean that my flight is three days after my final hand in date for university and that I’ll be squeezing in a working week of 22 hours alongside my time in uni.  My workload is going to be disgusting but its something I have to deal with I guess.  It also means that my work for semester two will be pretty shoddy but I did ok in semester one and can lean on that a little.  At least there’s no exams this semester, for that I am eternally grateful.  It means that if need be I can whip out a couple of semi-decent essays and hand them in early so that they don’t interrupt my highly important packing schedule.  I’m planning on using my time out there to ‘grow as a writer’ or something along those lines.  Speaking of growing, I started sponsoring a little boy called Hui this month.  He lives in North China and is seven years old and very cute.  I’m planning on visiting his village when I go to China for my Project4Awesome 2010 video.  I remember in junior school we used to sponsor about four children, one for each year group, so sponsoring one now that I’m older is really special.  When I’m working fulltime I’ll sponsor another child, but for now one will have to be enough.  Do any of you guys (the other bloggers) do any charity work?  It’s amazing isn’t it!

I might write an extra blog this week, at the end of my essay writing bonanza as I am aware this has not been titillating.

So goodbye for now! x

Twenteen? NO!
February 16th, 2010 

So I turn twenty on Sunday, right?  And what do you think has destroyed this moment for me?  Is it the ongoing suffering in Haiti?  Is it that Nick Griffin still denies being a racist?  Is it that my boyfriend is in China?  NO! A friend of mine used the phrase…TWENTEEN!  I have waited too long to be able to say that I am an adult and not a teenager to have that disgusting four letter word to the end of twenty.  What is so desirable about being a teenager that you want to extend that time?  Just because you are leaving your teenage years doesn’t mean that you, as a person, have changed.  What are you clutching onto? I could spend the whole weekend plastered and then ill OR I can go out for one night to appease my friends…then make cupcakes with my mum.  I think I am looking more forward to the latter.

Rant about people wanting to hold onto their teenage years?

Done.

I told you all about how much I am missing having work to do?  Never fear, next week is reading week and it’s all going to kick off.  We have to write our first draft that isn’t just a jumble of scribbles and bullet points.  It has to include a bibliography and a complete reference list so that when we hand in our actual essays they will already know what we are going to talk about.  I don’t think I have ever worried about a draft so much.  There won’t really be time for us to make any drastic changes if they don’t like it but I can see what they’re getting at.  If they have a clear idea of where we’re going with the work they also have a clear idea of where we’re screwing up.  And screw up we will, of that I have no doubt.  My biggest wish is that I can get at least an average for the first draft, one that I can push to a very good during reading week.  One part of this semester I am thrilled about is that we do not have a single exam.  When we finish the final essays it means we’re free from the end of May pretty much.  My friend Wai Wai and are hopefully going to be to France for a short break, it isn’t a cert so cross your fingers for me guys!  I haven’t been on a proper holiday in France, just day trips and the like.  It also means (hopefully) that I’ll be able to spend some serious hours goofing off writing.  I want to get some work under my belt that I’m really happy with, a portfolio of sorts.  That’s as long as I can stay focused; I am starting to see a distinct relationship between when I want to work and when I am drawn to 4OD!  It seems that the minute I have something I need to do I am drawn to the blaring beauty of Skins, 90210, Glee or (and I am ashamed to admit it) the Big Bang Theory.  Why I watch this I haven’t a clue, I find the comedy uninteresting and the characters aggravating.  You know your procrastinating when you subject yourself to such torture.

Something I have noticed is that the comments I was originally so excited about are mainly just spam.  And I LOVE HATE spam! So  I implore you…DO NOT SPAM MY BLOG!  I will not accept the comments!  And you know that every time you spam someone, God kills a kitten!  Think about it!

Only two of these bad boys left!  I really am going to miss you!

(Let me write these for the rest of the year please HEA!  I wont ask for anything for them…I just think I am going to miss my lil’ol’blog!)

Bother on!

{Insert witty and appropriate title}
February 10th, 2010 

In the corner of the room sits a very teeny, tiny baby.  I would like to introduce you all to baby Oliver.  He is the latest boy in our family and my fifth brother.  Adorable.  He has tufty black hair and a little dimpled chin.  At the moment my dad is arguing about whether or not it is better for the country to be the United Kingdom or Great Britain, his point being that it is surely better to be united than to have a greater land mass.  The best part of this conversation is that every two seconds he stops, looks down, and smiles at the tiny bundle resting on his shoulder.  It makes me just a teeny, tiny bit broody.  Speaking of which, it’s now officially a month since ‘they boy shape’ left for China so I am feeling just a little teary.  It doesn’t help that the shops are covered in pink and red, hearts galore and cuddly toys declaring “I love you THIS much!” RUBBISH!  Instead of making the usual plans I’m packing him a little box of surprises! All things he can’t get over there or mean something!  It’s fun thinking about things that will surprise him and what he’ll appreciate!  Instead of the usual dinner and a movie we have to plan our meal via Skype and navigate the usual obstacles, an eight-hour time difference and a dodgy Internet connection.  But enough, you don’t want to read this nonsense.

I had a meeting with a shiny new lecturer last week and it was really helpful and inspiring.  He confirmed a lot of things I’d been worrying about but also gave my backside a good kick out of the doldrums.  I started and finished a short story, off my own back, for the first time since coming to University.  I can’t help but feel like I am writing less for myself since coming here so it is a real relief to start writing again.  Despite this I feel that I’m losing my drive for the year.  Semester One was really fun and exciting but I am finding Semester Two not quite meeting expectations.  Maybe it’s because we just don’t seem to be at Uni at all!  I know I went on about this fantastic four-day weekend but the downside is that it just feels like I’m never at Uni.  Also there is a distinct lack of work.  Last Semester we had to write a weekly blog, which was amazing as we always had something to do, something to research and feedback to read. It’s getting to the point where I am considering writing my essays early, just so that I am doing something constructive with my time.  Maybe it’s just that I can’t make myself work without a deadline looming, maybe that’s why I keep writing this in the wee hours of the morning!  I’m saying all this and yet I wouldn’t leave university for the world.  It’s fun being in the seminar and discussing the books you read.  Monday was fantastic, we were discussing Jaggers in Great Expectations and another girl on the course completely got what I was saying.  We were just bouncing these ideas off each other and our lecturer seemed to agree so all was swell.  It’s nice to finally find someone who is willing to talk about what they have read and still keep it relevant.  So girl-I-cannot-name, I thank you.

Just a note for those who follow the news.  Sat here, tapping away at the laptop, when all of a sudden I am seeing a news story about the tunnels between Egypt and Palestine.  Whole cars are being smuggled from Egypt!  It boggles my mind that things like this happen in other countries.  Imagine if it happened over here?  What would we smuggle?  I’d send everyone I dislike to Scotland and have all the Scotsmen and haggis I could wish for!  What would you smuggle?

I think that’s enough for today blog, this is already late as it is.

Sleep well!

Hmmm, Monday  l love thee!
February 1st, 2010 
Before starting the blog ‘proper’, I would like to take a moment…how exciting is it signing in a and seeing…COMMENTS!  When people comment my Youtube Channel I get very excited and this is just as fun!  Also, the conference is on the 24th but that’s the only information I know…it would be funny to see a fellow student blogger sat in the back dropping off.  And finally?  HEA I hope you take note, Steph and I are in agreement!  The talent of tomorrow should definitely meet!

Back to blog.

The countdown has begun.  Tomorrow is the beginning of February, our shortest month and MY busiest one!  In three days my step-mum goes under the knife and will be rewarded with a lovely baby boy!  (In fact I had a text this morning saying they just arrived at hospital, eep) The arrival of brother number five (yes I am one girl in six) is sending waves of excitement through the family; we just can’t wait to meet him.  Then I’m travelling to Bristol with a friend so that I can convince her just how AWESOME it is there and how much she wants to go to Uni there!  Then it’s Valentines day, not looking forward to this so much.  It’s not just Valentines Day but my years anniversary with my boyfriend who is currently working hard for a year in China, hello tissues, hello crying.  THEN…and it’s a big then, its my BIRTHDAY!  An army of uni friends are following me home to Bristol for my weekend of fun and frolics and I am looking forward to it so much!  And the finale, the grand close for February is the best music weekend EVER.  Los Campesinos AND Johnny Flynn, two nights of melodic madness!  So, February is a hectic, busy, wonderful and exciting time.

Not that you need to know that, right?  It’s just I spend so much time at work and so little time at Uni these days that it’s a struggle to write about study.  All I really do constructively is continue reading Great Expectations, which I really love and have read before.  Between the overtime, my usual shift and trudging to and from the office I feel less and less like a student. I’ll stop complaining though, I have an extravagant nature and it is paying for the gigs, The Fat Duck, China and V Festival so at least it’s worth it.  It also means that I get to buy decent food to survive on most of the time and I’m trying to refine my cooking skill.  It isn’t awful but when Khai moves back from China I’d like to be able to do my half of the cooking.  Tonight it’s pork burgers with a mushroom and onion stuffing.  Tasty.

Maybe I should start volunteering or something?  Any ideas guys?  I need something to do with my ‘spare’ time.  It’ll give me something to write about at least because there are so many more times I can write about the food I want cook and the amount of time I spend at work.  Bad times.

I promise next week will be longer…if anything ever happens!

By gang!

Back for good?
January 26th, 2010 
Having just staggered home from work, after a full day of lectures too, I am more than ready to say…I need a break.  We have only been back for a week and the reduction of hours means its only five hours at that.  Please don’t get me wrong, it is fabulous being back but roll on April.  I have organised a trip with my wonderful friend Lewis (possibly the best person I have ever met, brilliant taste in books) and my course mate Wai Wai.  We’re hitting up the London Book Fair for a three-day stint and heading to convent garden for pizza and little bit of theatre, daaaahlling.  That’ll be a nice change in scenery, followed closely by a jaunt to Leicster where I will be speaking at a conference about…blogging!

Aside from these distractions it has been amazing seeing the result of semester ones slog, two 1st’s and a trio of 2:1’s under my belt and still a mark to go. I am floating through the rest of this evening on a great big cloud of GO ME!  The most horrifying part was looking at my drama justification and seeing one word underlined.  Not only had I misspelled promenade, I’d used it incorrectly too.  Dang.  I don’t think I’ll ever forget the difference between a traverse and a promenade stage now.  Thanks lecturer-I-cannot-name, thanks a LOT!  It wasn’t all bad, our legend of a language tutor summed my essay up simply by saying “The grammar and pronunciation = good.”   But my absolute favourite feedback was for my Fiction module, “While this journal is not strong on research or contextual detail, and has little to say about technique, it is compelling it its interpretive drive…Therefore I think she will make a good literary critic- with a little more scholarship.”  How shall I compare thee with my school reports?  “Hannah would be marvellous if she applied herself and SHUT UP!”  Some things never change I suppose.

One of the truly terrifying aspects of being back is the process of writing these blogs.  I had thought I was done with a weekly blog update, since not having to do them from the course, but oh no, The Higher Education Academy has something else to say to that.  I have an inkling at least three lecturers will have a sneaky gander at my missives and therefore I am desperate to show how much good my education is doing me!  On that note “Hi guys, thanks for the beauty of a grading for semester one!”

Sucking up to staff?

Done!

Onwards and upwards people, we still have XXX amount of weeks before we get our next set of marks back.  That’s at least three weeks of not panicking so I guess we’re on easy street for a while.  It’ll be hell on high water soon enough and I plan on enjoying this time of not worrying as much as possible.  That said, I got rip-roaringly drunk at the weekend, took all my money out and left it somewhere in the centre of Birmingham.  Epic fail.  I remember purchasing a chicken burger at 1:00 am and paying for the taxi home but have no recollection of where this money has gotten too.  Maybe it was a really long taxi ride?  Or the chicken for my burger laid golden eggs?  Alas we will never know.

OH…footnote…I am aware we all read each others blogs (though mine is late) and therefore I think the wonderful HEA should arrange a day where we can meet…just think, we could be the future of the literary world…and then we can put a face to the words.  Just a thought.  I’ll go now, Mumford & Sons then sleep methinks.
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5 Responses to “Back for good?”

steph.davies Says: 
January 27th, 2010 at 14:27 
We should definitely all meet. We could… write a book or cure cancer or something amazing like that.

matt.holmes Says: 
January 28th, 2010 at 14:01 
As it happens I go to uni at Leicester so I could perhaps attend your blogging conference! Exciting times.

Art Clow Says: 
February 16th, 2010 at 23:05 
I tend not to leave comments on blogs, but your blog post encouraged me to commend your efforts. Thank you for the read, I’ll bookmark this site and come back once in awhile. Cheers.

Jonas Cancio Says: 
February 16th, 2010 at 23:22 
I tend not to write comments on articles, but your article called on me to praise your blog. Thanks for the read, I’ll bookmark this blog and come back every now and then. Happy blogging.

Zona Libre Says: 
February 26th, 2010 at 21:40 
I recently came accross your site and have been reading along. I thought I would leave my very first comment. Nice blog. I will keep visiting this blog very frequently.

Early morning salutations...
January 18th, 2010 
I am writing this, our first blog, at 3:37 on Monday morning, the day of our first entry.  I have the benefit of not being awake in the morning as our new timetable affords me the luxury of a four-day weekend, thank you very much university, so I find myself battering the keyboard with a little light television on in the background.  I find it impossible to play music when I write but will happily indulge in Channel Fours finest…Come Dine With Me.  But that’ll be our little secret, okay?

I had a cheeky peak at the other blogs and I think perhaps an introduction is in order before I carry on:

Name: Hannah

Age: 19

Course: English and Creative Writing

Intoduction?  Done.

I wanted to talk about ‘home’ and the way I am beginning to feel about my grubby little uni ‘digs’ and then I wanted to talk about snow.  Unfortunately my room is messy and I fell over in the snow bruising myself all over so I am quickly falling out of love with both topics.  The snow was brilliant to begin with, I liked LOVED it.  I made a huge snowman with my roommate, delighting in a little Americana we went for the tri-spherical approach complete with twig arms and sunglasses.  All was perfect…UNTIL…the boys of number 49 decided to take the life of our beloved Mr Frosty.  All we have left are the memories…and the sweet revenge that has been firing from both our houses since the snowman incident.  This very evening I was washing curdled milk off the doorstep and wondering whether sprinkling cress through the letterbox would be adequate revenge.

Aside from petty pranks I have had to set my mind to reading Middlemarch as quickly as I could.  I was totally engrossed and much to the annoyance of my roommates insisted on recounting the story to them every time there was a twist.  It got to a point where Hannah was as interested in what became of Ladislaw and Dorothea as whether Heidi or Katia were booted off Big Brother.  At least I hope she was, otherwise our conversations will have been very boring for her.

I’m nervous and excited to be going back for semester two!  Other than our reading list we had no written work for the holidays so I am looking forward to the mental stimuli (other than you blog).  I haven’t a clue what our Drama Semester Two module will be like, it has a lot to live up to as Drama in Semester One was supurb.  It’s silly but I repeatedly quote the play I wrote for it half expecting people to recognise it.  Daft but true so back to the tower with you Hannah, you’re making a fool of yourself.

It’s now 4:00 and I am beginning to lag.  It’s reminding me a little of that last week before we split for Christmas, having to get all the essays and exams out of the way and the countless late nights (early mornings) desperately trying to get ready.  And on that note blog-o-sphere I leave you.

Sweet dreams  x

