Session 3 
Would a Poem Work?

King Charles spaniels, that’s what they were. A matching pair. Pristine. Nothing out of place on that mantel piece. 
They had a modest new detached on a small estate. Tasteful though lacking in character, furniture all a bit reproduction, but with a spray of Pledge for authenticity. Small lawns front and back, mown into paper chain strips on a Saturday, regimented borders.  Caravan Club members.  His n hers lambswool cardies, all very M&S. 

You’d never guess she’d been a smoker. Had one lung removed. So, when we met as volunteers with Riding for the Disabled she could only walk alongside - a trotting pony would leave her behind. And of course, unlike the rest of us, her nails and hair would be immaculate, I remember her saying that wearing jeans was the lazy option. That’s true in a way. I think that every time I put a pair on. Funny how things stick.

I’ll never forget the phone call. I was standing in the kitchen. Peter just said he thought he should tell me as we shared lifts to the stables, and she wouldn’t be going on Thursday. Then,
Well, she’s dead. We got to the apartment (in Spain), and she couldn’t find her tablets, I looked, I couldn’t find them, and well she’s here, on the mantelpiece. It costs so much to have a body repatriated, so, anyway, she’s here. 
I honestly can’t remember what I said, I was so upset.  Pam and I had become quite close and, well, it was a huge shock.  I felt guilty too, as I realised, I was upset as much for myself as poor Pam. We’d just seemed to click.  And then a chilling thought crept in. 
The last time I’d seen them, Pam and I had been having a cuppa, but she seemed quiet, and pale. I asked her if anything was wrong, then it all came out. How Peter was obsessed with money, and he’d been going on and on about this letter they’d had saying their endowment mortgage wasn’t going to pay out what they needed. They were about to retire and had made all these plans. She told him she’d had enough; she wasn’t going on the holiday they’d booked for the following week, and she was going to leave him! I was shocked! Just as she was telling me, we heard Peter pull up in the drive, and Pam disappeared like a shot to the bathroom. She was quite tearful, I tried to act as if I nothing was wrong. When she came back down her eyes were still red. I said I’d got to dash as it looked like rain and my washing was out, she followed me to the door. Peter followed her, stood right by her side. I thought that was strange. We said a hasty goodbye, and that was the last time I saw her.
Who could I tell, my best friend was dead, my daughters too young. My GP, maybe I could discuss it with him? But was I really going to suggest that the husband of my friend had murdered her? How else could I put it. If I told the police, I imagined them calling to speak to him, his fury as he’d guess who’d passed on information that only I’d known. If he was innocent, how could I forgive myself putting a man in mourning for his wife through that. Those thoughts plagued me for months - if not years! The other thing was, there was no body to examine. Any evidence was long gone - the holiday apartment cleaned; the luggage unpacked. But now, telling you this, I’m thinking, did they argue at the flat, did he hit her, did other holidaymakers hear anything. But, if he’d hit her the paramedics would have spotted something, wouldn’t they. Those tablets must have been crucial, I don’t know if they ever found them... It was a sort of asthma attack as I understand it. Peter was very spare with the details but how can you ask a grieving man to spell it all out. That would seem suspicious too. I did call round to see what he was doing about the funeral. The curtains were almost shut, it was quiet and dark, but his car was in the drive, and another in the road outside. So, I knocked. He came to the door, had a visitor. It was Pam’s sister apparently, I remembered she told me she had a sister she didn’t speak to, there was a likeness. I made my excuses and left; I wasn’t invited in any way.  I sent him a Christmas card later that year, didn’t get one back.
This all happened so long ago now. I don’t think I could have done anything, I am a naturally suspicious person, so probably overthinking.

I wrote a monologue about it for a writing competition years later.  It was rather funny in places, as well as tragic, that makes me feel guilty too, but it’s just how it came out. I think it was quite therapeutic getting it all down though. Probably wrong to enjoy writing it, but I, sort of, did. Then I made it into a play on a script writing course. In Act 2 it comes to light that the narrator, the friend, had told her about these homeopathic tablets that were really good for asthma. Well, they worked for horses with breathing difficulties - I never thought she might ditch the prescription ones for those! 

So, it all ends on a strange and unsettling note. I like a twist in the tale. That might be inappropriate too.
I’d made myself into the unwitting killer. Of course, I wasn’t. I mean, no one in their right mind would just swap their usual tablets for homeopathic ones with a condition as serious as hers, would they.

I’ve got to write something for my MA now, we’ve been told to begin a sketch in which a character encounters an unexpected change.
I’m wondering if a poem might work… 
And the other thing is, she did go on holiday after all, so they must have patched things up by then. Don’t you think?
Commentary:

I chose monologue as a form suited to this exercise as it allows the narrator to talk directly in the first person to the audience / reader as they reveal an unexpected event. So, although in this case it is a past event, there is an immediacy created as the narrator becomes the protagonist. I am particularly interested in expressing the unconscious self-revelation of the narrator here and her motivation, which she herself is questioning. I started with a basic concept and talked the narrator through it as she unwittingly reveals the actual storyline of her self-doubt. So, it is the narrator’s unresolved guilt that I try to bring to the fore, rather than a conclusion to the unexpected event - that was a secondary consideration. I wanted to convey a narrator who is talking about a change or shock but is trying to sort through her feelings.  Everything she writes, however, also has an unintended slightly humorous side which she also finds unsettling.
I don’t tend to start with a map or storyboard when writing monologues, I just place myself as the narrator and protagonist and see how the plot unfolds. It’s a journey I enjoy. As Joyce Carol Oates says in an interview, let your people talk, and listen to them! You won’t know what it is you have in the beginning. 
In this case the narrator evolved into a writer as I use this exercise, and my own circumstances, to bring it to the now, change the structure and open up a space that will allow the plot to continue into an extended piece or to act as the conclusion.
I have formed an idea for the extended piece, in which the monologue develops into a sketch /play involving the audience. 
