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Reading and Writing Poetry and Prose: Assignment 1.

Portfolio Part One:

Poetry Piece 1: Session 1: Story Rollercoaster
Photo from Cardiff:

I found that photo the other day.
You know, the one that was taken when we went down Cardiff, we met those boys, Andy and Dave
You took a shine to Andy and I, Dave.
We all went to Penarth, if you remember
Sat on the wall eating chips, salt spray scent in the air
Before Dave bought us candyfloss which we ate and then nearly lost
On the waltzers in the arcade. 

But then Andy decided he wanted to go on the pier
We went and looked but it was shut
“CLOSED FOR MAINTENANCE”, the sign said.
But that didn’t bother us
We were young.

So, over the metal gate we climbed
You first, then Andy, then Dave, then me. 
Down the pier we started to walk, and I remember Dave got out his camera
Well no, his mums’ camera with the dodgy lens and started taking photos. 
I can still hear the “Click Click” of the shutter now.

But then Andy decided to show off, I think he wanted to impress us. 
Nicking Dave’s camera and running down the pier
Waving at us like a nutter from the end
Grinning at us like at illuminated street lamp shining in the dark.	
We shook our heads, laughed, shouted at him to come back. 
He laughed, shouted “SPOILSPORTS!” and began to sprint back towards us.

Then we heard the crack.
The scream.
The last sighting of copper hair.
And then
Nothing. 

Poetry Piece 2: Session 5: Defamiliarization
Lonely

She sits impatiently
Hoping the next name called will be hers
She stares at the dog-eared magazines, years out of date, yellow pages and 
Real life stories about death that she really doesn’t want to think about.

She taps out Morse code with her fingers
Stares at the plants with the browning leaves and broken necks 
Due to lack of sunlight and cool water
And at the chairs, once shiny and new, now worn down
Foam spilling out of one of the corners like an old teddy bear.

She listens to the crying children
The shrill ring of the telephone
The low buzz of chatter from worn out mothers
The loud voice of the elderly man as he argues with the receptionist.

She closes her eyes
Hoping the next name called will be hers.

Prose Piece 1: Session 2: Reading and Writing Journal Entries
Diary of David Beckham

Friday April 20th, 2018
I never thought I’d write a diary. The phrase used to be (well, still is I suppose) “Bend it like Beckham” not Write it like Beckham, the press would have a field day if they found out. But one of my goals for the year was to do something I’d never do and keeping a diary was the first thing that came to mind, so here goes nothing. 
Been a hectic day today. Vic took the kids to school and I headed straight to the tattoo parlour, I recently got a new one (the solar system on the side of my head) and it needed touching up before my trip on Tuesday. I’m off to Macau in Southern China for a few days, thoroughly looking forward to it too, I need the break! Whilst at the parlour, Brooklyn, my eldest son called. He’s currently studying photography at university in New York but he’s flying home tonight for a few days and I’m picking him up at the airport, so he called to let me know what time his flight gets in. He said he’s got some news to tell us, probably girlfriend related, he’s a good-looking lad (takes after me!) so there’s no shortage of women for him. I’m incredibly proud of him though, I’m proud of all my kids but especially him, he’s doing well.                                                 
After the tattoo touch-up, it was time for a late lunch with Vic. We both lead busy lives, what with work and the kids so it’s important to find time for ourselves as well. We didn’t go anywhere massively fancy, just The Cow, we’re both really into pub lunches at the moment and it was nice. Afterwards, we both went to pick the kids up from school, that doesn’t happen very often due to our conflicting schedules so it’s nice when we do, and I know they enjoy it too. 

Sunday April 22nd, 2018
Brooklyn sat myself and Vic down today and gave us the news he had to tell us, but it wasn’t girlfriend related like I was expecting. He’s dropping out of university and coming back to live with us, says it’s “too hard out there” and he misses us. It came as a complete shock to me, but Vic didn’t seem that surprised, I have a sneaking suspicion that she knew it was coming. I wasn’t sure what to say to him, so I left Vic to deal with him and I took the other kids and the dog for a walk in Hyde Park as the weather was gorgeous. Hyde Park is one of my favourite places, you really feel you're in the heart of the greatest city in the world when you go there.
When we came back, I sat down with Brooklyn and had a serious chat with him about his decision to move back here. I think he thought I was being too harsh with him, but I just wanted him to be sure this wasn’t a rash decision because once he’d dropped out, there was no going back but he seemed to understand that. He’s a smart lad and there’ll be loads of other opportunities, but this was a once in a lifetime. Once we’d had that chat, I then asked him about his life in general, if there were any women on the scene and he mentioned he’d been talking to an ex of his, an actress, Chloe Grace Moretz. He said it was early days, but they might get back together. I told him to be careful and tried to give him some advice about women being complicated, but he said he suddenly had things to do and disappeared! That’s what you get for trying to be helpful. 
We had a family outing tonight, our last one for a while due to my upcoming trip to Macau and Vic’s busy schedule. We all went to the cinema, the boys and I wanted to see the new Avengers film, but Harper wanted to see Animal Crackers so that’s what we settled on (I say settled on, I had to bribe Romeo and Cruz with large boxes of popcorn, Brooklyn wasn’t too bothered). It was okay, not Avengers standard but not bad, quite funny. I know Harper enjoyed it and deep down, I think the boys did too. 


Prose Piece 2: Session 4: Characterisation
He’s Watching You

"And that's all that's happened recently". The bell began to ring, and Rosie stood up slowly. "Better go" she said "Not sure when I'll see you next". The man in front of her nodded slowly and the crescent moon-shaped scar on his cheek moved too, as if someone was dangling a puppet on a string. "Look after yourself", he said, "Give my love to Toby and be careful". Rosie leaned over the table and the two embraced. "You too, try not to get into any more trouble and hopefully you'll be out of here soon". The man laughed, "I'll try. Don't stay out there too long either, you're the only one who comes to visit anymore". The bell rang for a second time and she picked up her bag and sighed. "Mum and dad would come if you'd let them Mark. But you won't". Mark shook his head, stood up and shook his sisters’ hand. "Thanks for coming" he said and then disappeared. Rosie watched him leave, it was always hard to do that, even after 10 years. She turned towards the door and made her way back down the long bleak corridor, past the security checks, through reception and out into the light, shielding her eyes from the blinding sun. She fumbled in her pocket for her car keys and made her way towards her car, a little red Golf, sighing heavily as she unlocked it and sunk into the seat. Who would look after her brother when she was gone? She was always the one that kept the family together and now she was doing something for herself, she was worried it would all fall apart. She glanced at the clock above her radio as she turned the key in the ignition. 12:40, four hours before she had to be at the airport. With one last look at the prison, she drove away with no idea she'd never visit again.

4 hours later
Rosie sipped her Carlsberg and smiled as she watched her nine-year old son try and win a toy from a grabber machine, his face screwed up in concentration, red hair glinting in the reflection of the glass. This was it, she thought, a brand-new adventure, a chance to start over. Pulling out a large map from the front of her rucksack, she began to scour it for places Ryan had mentioned that she and Toby might like to visit, beaches, a waterpark, even a safari and her heart fluttered a little at thought of finally meeting Ryan in the flesh. They’d met online almost two years ago and since then, a relationship had blossomed. She’d seen pictures of him, tall and tanned with bleach blonde hair and dark green eyes, but they’d never seen each other face to face. In the beginning, she’d always ask if he wanted to video chat but there was always an issue which meant he couldn’t, some problem with his computer, a sudden work meeting and in the end, Rosie stopped asking. Her friends had mentioned that these seemed like definite red flags, but she’d just laughed and told them not to worry. Because there was nothing to worry about. Not that she knew of at that moment anyhow.

Portfolio Part Two:
Commentary of Lonely:
The inspiration for this poem came from a session on Defamiliarization where we were given a list of words and we had to write about one of them without explicitly saying what it was were writing about. I chose Waiting Room, I decided not to write it in the first person as to give it a more of a mysterious feel, the use of “She” leaves the reader wondering who she is. 
I tried to include things that would normally be seen/heard in a doctors’ waiting room hence the mention of “dog-eared magazines” and “crying children”. I also used a metaphor when describing the plants, “browning leaves and broken necks” not only to create an image of the scene in the readers mind (hence the metaphor of the “foam spilling out of the chairs”) but also to incorporate some medical jargon.
I enjoy writing poetry, it allows me to really think creatively. I’ve already changed this poem slightly, I originally had a line after tapping out Morse Code about the person crying for help with her feet but I was told the image was strong enough without that so I removed it but if I could change this poem further, I may take out the line about the magazines for fear of it being “too cliché” and also delve further into the person’s backstory, why is she at the doctors? Etc. 

Commentary of Diary of David Beckham:
[bookmark: _GoBack]I definitely found writing a diary from a celebrity's perspective (in my case, David Beckham) difficult, I really had to think about his speech and language patterns and what kind of things he would say. I also had to think about my audience, what kind of people would read this if it was published and that had an impact as well. 
I also had to do a lot of research into his life in order to make his diary sound believable (for example, his solar system tattoo and his trip to Macau) as I don't know a lot about him! I feel I conveyed this well though and small details (such as his favourite place to eat) helped.
Writing in the diary style wasn't a huge issue as I've kept diaries in the past, so I know the layout however, as mentioned previously, writing from somebody else's perspective was more difficult than I expected, although we had looked at a few different diary entries from other celebrities in Session Two: Reading and Writing Journal Entries which helped.
If I had to do this again, I'd most likely pick a celebrity that I knew well, therefore making it less of a challenge. However, overall, I enjoyed this, it took me out of my writing comfort zone and allowed me to try something new which, as a writer, is very important!
(Commentary of other students work on page below.) 
[image: ]Commentary of Joanna Lambert’s Ghazal:










[image: ]Commentary of Jonathan Butterworth’s Pianoscape:
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Re: Session 6: Form in poetry
by Georgianna Vanderkolk-pellow - Sunday, 24 February 2019, 12:16 PM N

This poem is definitely written in the style of a ghazal, with its 14 lines and consistent rhymes.

I really enjoyed reading this poem, | really got a sense of a relationship coming through, to me it felt like somebody expressing their
love to their partner at their wedding (whether this is correct, I'm not sure) and the repetition of “you” and “me” really made it feel like it
was two people on a journey together

Your imagery was beautiful, | especially enjoyed "My waves are too rough but On your tiny ship, you brave me.", | thought it created a
really nice moment, it reminded me of a light in the dark in the middle of a storm, definitely something a lot of people could relate to. |
also enjoyed *I showed you my secrets, Opened the box, you forgave me.", it conveyed a Pandora’s Box image but with warmth instead

of evil. g
1 think the only thing you could improve on is possibly delving a little more into the backstory behind the people in this poem and the |\ B
Journey they're on and maybe a little more detail overall. ] ) @
However, this was a beautiful poem and definitely something | could see in a collection. f .
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Re: My poem from the second Friday
by Georgianna Vanderkolk-pellow - Sunday, 24 February 2019,

114 PM 3 E

I really like the style/layout of this poem, to me it looks like a piano/piano keys and that really fits with the title of the poem. The !
capitalization of certain really emphasise your actions/the atmosphere (for example “Gently” and “Fog) and | like how they're all undemeath

each other (although | did spend some time reading the first letter of each and wondering if they made a word or not! Perhaps that's

something you could improve on.

Your imagery is lovely, | especially like “the wax that makes the burished body black and yet so mirrored” and your language choices really
help bring the piece to life. For example, you could've just said “the melody above the foundation of the music” and that would've worked
100 but the use of “oramental” and “bold” really bring out the imagery, excellent job.

Overall, the whole poem really makes you feel like you're in the moment, almost as if you were the person playing the piano and it gives a
really calming feel when reading it. The only thing | would change is possibly the line length but this might be deliberate? I'm not sure.

However, this is beautiful and something | could see in a music poetry collection.
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