Portfolio Part 1 

Story Rollercoaster
Three short blasts on the whistle, a groan from the rails, two jerks forwards, we were finally away and I was leaving it all behind me. I leaned forward out of the open window to watch the past recede and the swelling smoke stung my eyes. The heavy hand on my shoulder pulled me around and I was shocked to be confronted by Mr Davies. "Young master John, I thought I might have missed you," 
His tone was deferential but I couldn't miss his meaning. Fear flooded my body. Heart pounding, I twisted away from him and ran off down the corridor. I ran past the closed compartments, over the jolting join and into the next carriage. I knew the train couldn't go on forever, I must find a place to hide. "You'll never escape me, boy!" he shouted, 
He was getting ever closer, his hands outstretched ready to fasten around me.
Before he could catch me, a compartment door slid open and a gentle hand pulled me in and shut the door behind me. I was enveloped in the smell of expensive perfume and I looked up into the face of a beautiful woman. I breathed a sigh of relief as she smiled down at me, but then she started tearing at her beautiful face. It was a mask! Behind the mask, the beautiful lady was revealed to be a bearded man, his face covered in tattoos.
Behind the door, Mr Davies' steps stopped. I waited, catching my breath, for the bearded man to open the door to him. But instead he bowed politely. "Step behind me, if you please, M'sieur," he said, "I beg you will excuse my disguise. For now you must hide from the devilish Mr Davies, but shortly I shall explain everything."
His French accent was strong, but intelligible. He thrust something into my hand. It was a brooch I had last seen on my Aunt Agatha's bedside table, crafted of gold and garnet. The memory of her was almost too much for me to bear, but once I saw the brooch that had always been our secret symbol, I knew that I could trust this man.    

Characterisation

By the time his parents found him it was covered in vomit and was smelling pretty grim. Nobody mentioned the other stains. The undertaker was confident he could get it cleaned up, but in the end his parents decided to buy him a new one. It seemed wrong to be buried in a soiled suit. Buying a new suit for their dead son had been hard. It was hard to be sure that it would fit, and it was hard when they had to explain that no, it wasn’t for this gentlemen here, it was for his son. When they got to that part his mum started shaking and crying, and slowly sank down on the floor of the shop. 
Once they had the suit, they had to decide what to do about the music. He had left a note, on the table by the chair, where it couldn’t be ignored. It was only one song, but it was awkward. ‘For the funeral James Blunt Goodbye, my lover’ he’d written in capitals. And then ‘Sorry’. His parents initially assumed he meant sorry for taking the pills and the vodka, sorry that they had to find him, sorry that he’d done it somewhere such a long way from the road, so that first his parents and then the police and the paramedics had had to trudge for miles along the towpath, and his body had had to be carried back past curious dog walkers and boat owners. Maybe sorry that he’d failed so terribly at sticking with a job, or at being happy, or at least content, or all of those things. But by the time the funeral came round they were starting to think he might have meant that he was sorry for the song. It wouldn’t have been as bad if he’d left a list, they could possibly have justified leaving one out, but it seemed as rude to ignore your son’s one funeral request as to ignore his apparent desire to be buried in a suit.
So the gathering of friends, family and Tara had to sit silently in the front row of the chapel of remembrance and listen obediently for 4.19 minutes, while the lyrics spelt out how Tara had failed him.  Tara’s expression didn’t change while she listened and only the vicar could see her mouthing “wanker”.  



2 poems
De-familiarisation

Avocado

It rests comfortably in my palm,
It’s come a long way,
This green baby with its crocodile skin
Untimely ripped from the tree,
Falling far, suddenly surrounded by strangers,
Huddled in the dark of a cargo plane.

And then here, with me, blinking, 
bewildered under the bright strip light
I place it on the board,
Take the sharp knife,
Gently cut until I feel its smooth, still heart,
I twist it apart,
Ready for it’s guacamole doom.
  

Form (ghazal)

This love that you gave me
Scratches my heart, you engrave me.

I’m drowning, not waving, 
It’s you who sees me and saves me.

Pretend I don’t feel this,
Blood floods my skin, it betrays me.

A stretch, a yawn, a smile,
And I’m all yours, you enslave me.

You dislike rough edges,
Now I am smooth where you planed me

Can’t sleep any more. You
Fracture my dreams and deprave me.

Your provoking body
Makes me think things that disgrace me.

I showed you my secrets,
Laid out my faults, you forgave me.

My waves are too rough but 
On your tiny ship, you brave me.

Come with me, my darling,
And in the darkness embrace me.
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Re: My critique of 'Avocado' by Joanna Lambert

by Joanna Lambert - Wednesday, 20 February 2019, 8:54 PM

Thank you! | think you're right and it would definitely be better to try giving this poem more structure. | might
give it a go after Friday when hopefully I'll understand a bit more about how poetry works.

It was a reference to Macbeth, | kept trying to think of a way to describe the unripe avocado being picked
and that kept coming into my mind!

I agree that the end could have more impact, | really liked the sound of avocado doom but I think it would be
worth putting that aside and trying to find a different way of putting it.

Thanks for your helpful comments!

Permalink | Show parent | Reply | Export to portfolio
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Re: Session 4: Characterisation
by Joanna Lambert - Saturday, 23 February 2019, 5:48 PM

Thanks for your comments, George!

It was actually a song choice by my friend for his funeral, which just seemed so terribly inappropriate that |
am still thinking about it years later. He didn't seem like a selfish man- he was incredibly kind to me- so | just
came away feeling that there was a lot about him that | didn't know, and then started imagining what sort of
person would think that was a good choice. | have changed some parts of this, to try to give more

information without it feeling too dumped on a reader, and | am going to go back and make it more concise
and simplify some of it

I have no idea what my friend was thinking, but the character I'm writing about definitely chose the song
purely for the ex girlfriend- who has a name now, to try and make her feel more of a real person. | wil try to
think of a way to make this clearer. Thanks again.
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Re: Session 4: Characterisation
by Jonathan Butterworth - Sunday, 17 February 2019, 11:02 PM
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Re: Session 4: Characterisation
by Joanna Lambert - Wednesday, 20 February 2019, 9:09 PM

Oh no, | don't think this is heading anywhere good? | liked the way you introduced Rosie, she came across as a
caring person when she was with her brother and then again watching her son. | liked the foreshadowing of
something bad at the end of the first paragraph- when she has no idea she won't see him again and again at the
end- “not that she knew of, anyway."

Although | was shouting at her not to be so stupid in the second paragraph and was questioning whether
anyone would, | thought mentioning her friends telling her it was a bad idea worked well, so it became
believable that she sort of knew it was bad but was doing it anyway!

I suppose if you had more words you could slow everything down a bit to add more detail, | guess if it was a
novel the events could easily take place over a few pages. It's tricky when we're trying to fit a lot in to not many
words. | want to know whathappens next, but I'm not sure if that counts as a useful feedback type of question!
Ialso want to know what her brother is in prison for. Are you planning to reveal that later (if you end up writing
more) or just to leave it as a mystery? Why did you choose Australia?
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Re: Poetry, 2nd Monday

by Joanna Lambert - Saturday, 23 February 2019, 5:39 PM

Response to Georgianna's poem- Lonely

Ioved the imagery in your poem- the stuffed teddy bear chairs and the dog eared magazines. | thought the
images you chose really gave a feeling of everything in the room being old and a bit neglected (including the
ignored children and telephone).

It felt very familiar, which meant that as well as the images in your poem, | instantly started remembering more of
how it felt being in a waiting room.

I'though it captured a sense of stillness, and then calling of the name at the end sort of made it feel like time
started moving again.

I think the only thing | am not so sure about is the dog eared magazines, but only because it's a bit of a cliche. It
does paint a very clear picture though so maybe not!

If you had to do it again now we've done lots of sessions on aspects of poetry, is there anything that you'd
change?
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