Matt’s Blog

When he started this blog, Matt was in his first year studying English and Drama. He was enjoying the independence that university life brings and in his spare time worked as a dj at his university’s community radio station.
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A Lazy Week

March 5th, 2010 
Good morrow interweb, how are you?

Oh what to talk about… well my week has been devoid of English lessons thanks to our university’s week of culture. Other than get myself more ‘cultured’ I’ve done very little in the way of actual work. Most of the seminars I’ve attended this week have completely gone over my head (an exploration into the impact of modernist magazines anyone?) but Josie Long’s interview yesterday was superb. Josie is probably best known for co-writing ‘Skins’ and appearing on radio 4 programmes like ‘Just a Minute’ and ‘The News Quiz’. The whole hour was pretty much devoted to her explaining the whys and wherefores of the international stand-up comedy circuit and how to become part of it. For several years now I’ve been harbouring the secret desire to become a comedian only I’ve not had any idea how to go about it. Now I have something of a plan, well an outline of a plan.

Although I’m feeling slightly anxious about the lack of progress I’ve made with my numerous essays my mood has been lifted somewhat by the change in weather we’ve experienced. Yesterday evening I even managed a little walk along the canal, soaking up the sunset. The only downside to this was the numerous silent cyclists appearing from nowhere to ram me in the behind. A note to all bicycle riders reading this: bells save bums.

This week I received an email from my poetry lecturer telling me my ‘good traits’ have become too prominent in class and I need to calm down. I suppose this is the university equivalent of getting a letter home and as such I’m not too sure how to react to it. A part of me is ashamed that I’ve been reprimanded and yet another part of me is oddly proud. I find her teaching style so condescending  and uninspiring that I’m quite pleased I’ve shaken things up a bit but I do need to pass this module and without her I don’t suppose I will. At least I can take some solace from the fact our lessons will soon be coming to an end.

Speaking of ends it seems that our collective blogging experience is concluding. I may write one or two more blogs before the end of term though; I feel this is probably the healthiest way for me to vent my feelings on such things as essay stress and lecturer disagreements. I only wish my laptop were working so I could at least continue writing from the (relative) comfort of my flat. I now have to run home to get some lunch only to return again in an hour’s time to attend a rehearsal for a drama piece that I have very little faith in. Ahh, don’t mind me; I’m just a bit grumpy now because I missed breakfast!

Enjoy your day blog-o-sphere!

Gaming: Revolutionary or Revolting?
February 25th, 2010 
Hello one and all, once again it is blog time!

I suppose it’s only customary for me to let you know how my week has been. My poetry society seminar was as unpleasant as usual thanks to my terribly patronising lecturer whilst my novel workshop consisted of essay prep lesson which (unusually for essay prep lessons) was quite interesting. It seems that when it comes to uni work it doesn’t rain it pours; since Christmas I’ve had just one small essay, now I have a 7000 words to write and one drama piece to devise, script and perform from scratch all by Easter. I only hope I put my time to good use and don’t find myself pulling some frenzied all-nighter, as per usual.

Aside from the lessons I’ve been feeling a bit under the weather all week though I don’t think it’s anything serious. I’ve been tired, headachy and moody yet despite my avid ER watching I’m yet to diagnose myself. I’m also enjoying my first ever blisters (sorry for the mental image) courtesy of an exhausting game of squash in a pair of shoes two sizes too small for me. This is why I don’t do exercise! I’ve still managed to attend all my lectures though. I’m pretty proud of my attendance record this year, I’ve only missed two lectures since September and both of those were due to train delays. Incredibly one of the students in my novel seminar hasn’t turned up to lesson since before Christmas! How he’s avoided expulsion I have no idea.

I had a mini scare this week as my PS3 broke for a day, leaving me with nothing to do except read and do work. Fortunately I managed to fix everything and thus get back to my typical time-wasting activities such as playing the demo of Heavy Rain, a revolutionary new game which is entirely story driven. It seems that even in the supposedly brain-dead medium of computer gaming the most compelling pieces of work are those with strong characters and storylines. Is it possible that in one-hundred years people will be discussing Lara Croft in the same way we discuss Jane Eyre? Whilst some may shudder at the idea I rather welcome it. Book to film crossovers often suffer because films simply aren’t long enough but games are considered offensively short if they last for anything less than about fifteen hours. Perhaps Heavy Rain will hail a new era in the art of story-telling? Only time will tell.

I see from my fellow bloggers that this experience is set to come to an end soon (I haven’t been keeping a track of it myself) so this may be my penultimate blog. Although this obviously fills me with floods of sadness I’m also pleased to report that next week is my uni’s cultural exchanges week where I’ll be attending a number of talks from the likes of Alexei Sayle, Josie Long and Michael Billington so I should at least have something of interest to write about.

Until then good people, adieu.

A Lucky Break
February 18th, 2010 
It’s typical really; after spending the last day and a half lazing around my flat I finally decide to come to the library and get some work done when, lo and behold, it starts snowing. My nice jacket is now soaked and I am without an umbrella, pffft. Aside from my complaints with the weather, not much has happened this week; my poetry lecture was painful but my novel seminar more than made up for it. I love how my lecturer manages to change anything we’re doing into a social/political debate that’s relevant to what’s going on in the world today as well as when the novels were originally written.

Our lecturers have once again been talking about our options for next year and although I’m now certain of what I want to do come September I keep thinking about how ill-prepared I was this time last year. After college I decided that uni wasn’t right for me but after a year of working at my local council I got the sudden urge to continue my education. Whether it was the coma-inducing work or a freakish epiphany I don’t know, but I felt the need to get out! I quickly decided on the course I wanted, randomly applied for five universities (only two of which I had any knowledge of) and sent off my UCAS information on the day of the final deadline. I ended up choosing my uni largely because of the accommodation they offered and the fact that I have a few friends in and around the city.  My advice to anyone applying to university would be, don’t do it like I did!

With such bad planning I realise that I’ve really chuffed to find myself in such a great institution. My drama course is ranked in the top three nationally and the English course in the top twenty-five (or so I’m told), the teachers are brilliant, the buildings and facilities are incredibly modern, the city is one of the most multi-cultural in the country, we have great shops, great theatres, an amazing comedy festival and cultural week. To put it simply, I’m loving uni life, the people, the work, the opportunities, everything. I would definitely recommend that people indulge themselves in a break between college and uni though. Going through education from aged five to twenty-one without a break can make you a little blinkered to other aspects of life. Whether it be boring old work or an exciting trip around the world, I’m a stalwart advocate of gap years.

Lessons Through my Television

February 11th, 2010 
Being an English student I should be devoted to books and poetry, shunning TV programmes as the refuge of the idiot and illiterate but I cannot deny my love for them. Well perhaps love is too strong a word but there is no denying their influence on my everyday life, even when I desperately strive to appear as intellectual as possible! All through my reading of Dracula I’ve been thinking about how good a modern TV serialisation of it would be. I’m thinking a mix between  the BBC’s 2007 drama series Jekyll and Prison Break, there’s certainly enough excitement and violence to excite a modern audience. Though I think if I were to adapt it myself I’d want to change Van Helsing to a female character purely to add a little gender variety to what is an extremely make dominated story.

This week’s episode of QI also managed to seep into my English life; finding out that Jonathan Swift was agelastic (someone who never laughs) despite writing such brilliantly satirical poetry made for an interesting insight into the man’s mind. It’s a shame that my new-found interest in Swift was cut-short by a falling out with my poetry lecturer. Perhaps I was in a bad mood, but I found ‘coming into line with the fascist regime of [her] classroom’ (her words not mine) to be a little aggravating and my mini-rebellion didn’t go down to well… I can’t say I’m looking forward to our next lesson!

Having recently purchased all three-hundred odd episodes of ER I have discovered a new way to motivate my learning; one episode for one hour of work. It’s a simple system but at least I’m getting my reading done. This week alone I’ve had to read and annotate the whole of Dracula, O Go My Man, ten poems and two online journals and in the process I’ve got through a whole series of ER! Who knows, by the end of my degree I may know as much about emergency medicine as I do about semantic fields and Walt Whitman!

I’ve also now made my final decision to limit my English course to a minor subject as of September although I had to fight to make the change. Despite being assured upon taking the joint-honours course that I could major in either English or Drama whenever I saw fit, a decision has recently been made to stop this practice and as a result I will be one of the last people at my university allowed to alter their degree in this way. Still, there’s plenty of work to be done before then; two exams, four essays and a devised performance, all to be completed before the end of the semester.

Now, I shall leave you all to get on with your days, I fear I can write little more even if I wished to; the obnoxious guy sitting next to me seems determined to continue his phone call and disturb any train of thought that comes to me. The library is clearly no longer the quiet sanctum it once was!

Good day.

Accentuate the Positive

February 3rd, 2010 
Good day to you all! I hope this blog finds you well.

I’ve had such a good week (especially in comparison to the last) that I feel compelled to tell people about it and fortunately for me I have you good people to rave at.

My English lessons were both really interesting although neither stayed on-topic for too long. My poetry workshop ended with us discussing ‘crazy’ classical Greek literature where as our novel seminar (supposedly about Dickens) became a lecture on the nature of social responsibility including a brief discussion into the pros and cons of Rage Against the Machine gaining the Christmas number one. This certainly wasn’t what I expected from uni but I like it!

For the weekend me and a group of friends travelled down to my home county of Cornwall for a joint 18th/21st birthday party. I had a superb time and as my loan has (finally) come through I could enjoy the night without worrying about how much cash was  in my pocket. The only downside to the weekend would be that we had just one CD to listen to for the entire eleven hour round trip. Suffice to say if I’m forced to hear The Saturdays again anytime soon I might just have a breakdown.

Those of you that have been reading these blogs avidly will know that I’ve been presenting my university-radio’s breakfast show for the past few weeks. Whilst I’m still constantly battling with technical issues it feels like the show is finally becoming coherent and listenable, due in part to the fact that the team has finally found a co-host who enjoys talking almost as much as I do! A few people have even told me that I’ve got a good voice for radio, a few people have told me I’ve got a good face for radio as well but that’s neither here nor there. I’m beginning to wonder whether radio presenting is a feasible career aim, only time will tell.

Also in a spooky coincidence I’ve found that fellower blogger Hope and I both go to the same uni and even have the same lecturer for our novel lessons (crazy Deborah)! Still, under this wave of excitment and positivity I am yet to even read the blurb to Dracula and my laptop is still out of action. Oh well, we can’t have everything.

Till next week, ciao.

Kicks for free?

January 28th, 2010 
With no essays to be handed in for at least four weeks I’d like to say I’m breathing a sigh of relief, looking forward to numerous nights filled with drunken debauchery and deplorable decisions but unfortunately my bank balance won’t allow it. My student loan has still not arrived and I’ve completely eaten away my precious savings. I seem to spend an inordinate amount of money on such mundane but necessary past-times as say, eating or paying rent. I can’t even remember the last time I allowed myself to indulge in the purchase of an alcoholic beverage. To top it all off my laptop has decided to pack up, so rather than writing this from the comfort of my bedroom I have been forced to brave the library with its slow computers and dodgy air-con.

Self pity aside, my first week of English lectures has been a little unusual. With a new semester comes two new lecturers, both of whom seem a little bit… eccentric. My new poetry lecturer began our first seminar by explaining just how boring Heaney, Swift and Rossetti are and how sorry she is that we have to study them for the rest of the semester. My novel seminar was started with another tirade of abuse, this time directed towards D H Lawrence which I wouldn’t have minded had we not been studying Dickens at the time!

Although it still feels like we’ve only just arrived we’re already being asked to make so many decisions regarding our second year. We’ve only just finished finding ourselves a nice house for next year and now it’s time to decide what modules we take come September. If I’m honest I am considering majoring in drama which will mean I’ll have just two hours of English a week. I feel a little guilty admitting that on a blog for the English Subject Centre but it’s the truth! There aren’t many second year English modules that really whet my appetite (‘Ways of Reading’ being the only one I can claim to have more than a vague interest in) but rest assured you good people will be the first to know when I make my final decision!

Now, I’m off to annotate the ‘boring’ works of Jonathan Swift, wish me luck!

One Response to “Kicks for free?”

teeth whitening Says: 
January 29th, 2010 at 13:00 
I can not agree with you in 100% regarding some thoughts, but you got good point of view.

And so we return…

January 18th, 2010 
The first week of term has certainly been an odd one. My arrival back at halls coincided with me picking up a cough and cold which I had managed to elude throughout the Christmas period. I was also disgusted to find that the essay I had neglected to do over the holidays had not written itself, resulting in me spending the first half of the week stressing about referencing, bibliographies and the like. Fortunately the bad of the week was balanced out nicely by the good; I had not counted on just how pleased I would be to get back to uni. Whilst making new friends and furthering my education were both to be expected it’s been the new levels of independence that I’ve enjoyed the most. Walking back into my (albeit messy) room and realising I was free to spend my days and nights how I wished made a brilliant change from my, largely snowbound, Christmas.

With all the work from last term now marked and moderated it was time for us to get back our essays that we toiled so late into the night to complete. I was fairly pleased with my reflective commentary for drama and essay on the gothic novel which both received high 2:1s. The only problem I now have is how do I improve on my grades? Lecturer feedback is certainly helpful but lecturer handwriting is another matter entirely! Having appalling handwriting myself I can certainly sympathise but I just wish more of my feedback was word processed or at least explained to me in person; after all, I’m a student not a cryptographer.

In other news, I’ve recently joined my university’s community radio station and I’m happily broadcasting across the airwaves ever Tuesday and Friday morning. Although the likes of Jonathan Ross and Chris Moyles make the job look easy I can assure you that unless you’ve got a decent show plan you’ll quickly find yourself struggling with interesting and relevant things to say. The worst of my many on air fowl-ups so far had to be playing the (very) explicit version of Sidney Samson’s song Riverside. Still, we live and learn and I have learnt never to play a song with any swearing it, even if it has ‘CLEAN VERSION’ in the title!

Having now looked at my fellow bloggers entries I find myself guilty glancing at my shelf full of books that I probably should have already read. I’m still plodding through Wuthering Heights, which was meant to be finished last term, and I haven’t even started our next novel: Great Expectations. My excuse being that I read (and hated) it at GCSE but save the names Pip and Mrs Havisham I can remember absolutely nothing of the novel. Let’s hope I’ve pulled my finger out by the time I next come to write the next blog!
First contact

December 18th, 2009 
Hi all,

I thought I’d use this first blog as an opportunity to introduce myself and get to grips with the magical technology of the blog-o-sphere.

My name’s Matt, I’m nineteen and in my first year of uni studying a joint honours degree in English literature and Drama. In my free time I enjoy treading the boards with an amateur dramatic group, reading, playing the piano and (naturally) going out with friends.

As the first term of the year is speeding towards its conclusion I’ve noticed a dramatic change in the university landscape. Library computer suites that were once dead have become hives of activity for students feverishly checking word counts and re-reading bibliographies. Attendance to lectures and seminars has also dramatically decreased; something I find mind boggling given that we’re paying thousands of pounds a year for the pleasure of being here! Unfortunately I can’t claim to be any better than the caffeine pumped library junkies who have recently emerged; only last night I spent three hours trying to correctly apply foot notes and a bibliography to my first essay on gothic literature.

On the upside all my work for the year has now been handed in and the only thing I have left to worry about is buying all my Christmas presents. The only problem being that my student loan is yet to come through! Still, I’m told that it’s the thought that counts when it comes to gift giving so hopefully my friends and family won’t grumble when they’re given used socks wrapped in old newspaper!

I hope you enjoy a stress-free Christmas period and allow yourselves to indulge in the many festive delights (both culinary and otherwise) that are on offer.

You can expect to hear from me again in the new year.

Matt

