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Editorial
“Others have seen what is and asked why. I have seen what could be and asked  
why not.” (Pablo Picasso)

Welcome to the Winter Edition of Piccalilli. We aim to showcase the best creative 
works of Marlborough, sampling a diversity of expression befitting to its spirit.

That tells you nothing. Well, I suppose it tells you something. But nothing interesting.

As an outlet for creativity Piccalilli is home to overwhelming originality. There are 
many elephants in the room when it comes to artistic license. You need discipline, 
talent, no inhibitions yet self- restriction. I am being deliberately vague. People tell 
me that an editorial should offer the magazine’s opinion or slant on the work. Why? I 
challenge you to read these pieces not only as they are in the magazine, but also as 
they could be …

You’re on your own. Enjoy.

Tamsin Bracher 
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The Poppy
Black. 
How am I meant to recreate beauty 
with black paint and a black canvas? 
Yet try I will, but trying I fail. 
I pile on paint, no beauty comes from this, 
but black. 
The paint grudgingly globs and makes a 
thick, sticky paste.

But try again I will. 
I now have a stick of charcoal; 
perhaps some light will come of this? 
I scribble until I am left with a short stub. 
No. No light has appeared but the paint 
screams 
for air as it becomes surrounded with 
darkness. 
It is too late: The charcoal settles 
as ash on the ragged paint, 
burying the screams to a faint 
whisper; dust on rocks.

Still, this is not over yet. 
I have some red paint.

I drip the paint down the black, 
ashen canvas, but only a muddy brown 
appears. 
Finally a single red drop, 
bright on the muggy black … 
it trickles slowly down, 
settles at the bottom of the canvas. 
This is my beauty, this is my drawing. 
Red on black. 
A trickle of red in a dark field of black.

Alice Studdert-Kennedy
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Out of the Cold
The café was bright and cosy, a pocket of 
warmth in a city of salted streets and grey skies. 
Light bulbs hanging from the ceiling illuminated 
the rosy faces of newcomers as they bundled 
through the door, shedding coats and hats and 
scarves. Each one sought solace from the biting 
cold of a February morning, either in the form of 
mugs of hot chocolate, or just by being in the 
unusually pleasant atmosphere. 

There was one table that this convivial aura did 
not reach – a mother and a daughter sat opposite 
each other but did not talk. The mother had lines 
deeply etched across her forehead although she 
could not have been older than sixty, and the 
vibrant blue of her eyes was dulled by a thick 
layer of emptiness. They were fixed on a point 
beyond the girl’s right shoulder, but they saw 
nothing. 

She in turn slouched into the comfort of her coat, 
the slant of her back making a triangle with the 
right angles of the wooden chair. Her arms were 
woven tightly together in front of her chest and 
from her guarded position she stared sullenly at 
her mother for the first time in what had been far 
too long considering their disagreement. They 
had drawn out the argument more than it 
warranted and now both were left with a stale 
anger that neither was brave enough to free 
herself from. The girl wished she could soften 
her caustic features; she willed her brow to relax 
and tried to coax the corners of her mouth into at 
least a straight, pink line, but they stayed 
stubbornly put. 

‘Darling, I - ’, the mother began, sitting up 
suddenly and reaching across the stretch of table 
separating them. The girl raised an eyebrow but 
reacted no further.

‘I’ve nearly called you so many times. I’ve missed 
you.’ She shifted uncomfortably, rearranging her 
legs so they stuck out diagonally. There was not 
enough room under the table. 

The girl thought of her grandmother and how 
they had imagined the scenario, sitting together 
on two stools in the kitchen. She thought of all 
the advice the white-haired lady had given her, 
accompanied by a crooked half smile. ‘Just talk 
to her,’ she had said. ‘Say anything at all. 
Anything is better than nothing.’ And the girl 
knew she was right. She loved the creaky-boned 

old lady more than anyone, and she wished to be 
with her now, wrapped in her paper arms, head 
resting on the locket she always wore, smelling 
of rose water. She would visit her soon. 

‘There’s something I need to tell you. I’m so sorry 
I haven’t told you sooner. I couldn’t just tell you 
over the phone.’ The mother gazed searchingly 
at her daughter, trying to catch her eyes. The girl 
sighed, and as she looked back at her mother she 
knew it was time to let go of the glower that had 
become permanent, like frost that stays too late 
into the day.

‘What, Mumma?’ She whispered, not insolently. 

Her mother fished for something in the inside 
pocket of her coat, then hesitated. She reached 
for her daughter’s hand and dropped into it a 
silver chain. The oval locket was heavy in the 
middle of her palm. The girl gasped, clamping a 
hand over her mouth, and her eyes folded into 
dark creases. A thick film of tears shattered the 
glow of the café. The scene around her continued 
in its sunny defiance of winter as she crumpled 
into the middle of it.

Her mother flew to her side and grabbed her in a 
hug that apologized for everything. The girl 
buried her face in the folds of coat.

‘Why did you bring me here? Take me home.’

Claudia Kelley

Eliza Edwards



The Beautiful Art of Lying
The art of telling lies is a revered craft as 
old as language itself. The able fib-teller 
and lie-spinner has been much respected 
for beautifully spun stories and the proud 
continuing of this tradition is something 
that we are honoured to be encouraging 
in the youth of today. A qualification in 
this area gives you a set of skills that are 
flexible, international, and transferable, in 
all situations and around the world, which 
is why we think that YOU should consider 
applying to study here this September.

The intricacy of well-crafted lying 
demonstrates a creative imagination; far 
from being sloth, a lie of high quality 
often requires much careful preparation, 
even from graduates and professionals. 
This course helps to hone and direct 
people’s artistic flair and enthusiasm in a 
way that is very useful and applicable in 
everyday life.

The course itself teaches a wide range of 
skills designed to be applicable in many 
situations. We cover aspects as wide as 
our calligraphic module on ‘Fraud and 
Forging Signatures’, to ‘Spur of the 
Moment Lying’, and, for the more 
mathematically inclined, ‘How to 
Manipulate Statistics to your Advantage’. 
This one has been found particularly 
useful, as sheets of numbers tend to have 
a beautiful way of baffling people. We 
also teach basic IT skills in our ‘Printing 
Banknotes’ topic and our module on 
‘Optical Deception’ tends to be extremely 
popular among artistic students.

The “white lie” is a device that proves 
useful in the training of our first year 
students, and is an enjoyable beginning 
to our ‘Ethics’ module. We also discuss 
difficult moral issues in respect to the 
truth; although it seems perplexing to 
many of our students at first, we like 
them to consider why people might tell 

the truth in order that they formulate and 
strengthen their own opinions as to why 
lying is so important to our society.

We are very proud of our rich and cultural 
heritage and so we think it is important 
for our students to learn about the history 
of the beautiful art of lying. We are proud 
to advertise that we have the largest 
library of Deception in the world and 
supplementary reading of historical 
material is something that is very 
important to succeeding in our course. To 
help encourage students to do their own 
research we teach ‘Dishonesty throughout 
history’, and also ‘Liars of the 20th 
Century’, which we hope will help to 
educate and inspire the younger 
generation.

By the end of the course we hope to have 
taught a large majority of the moral “grey 
area”, and as part of the final 
examinations students are obliged to 
complete an extended essay inspired by 
an element of the course. They are 
encouraged to use the library for their 
research, and marks are awarded for 
literary flair, creative fabrication of 
material, and, among other things, 
tasteful plagiarism. The final mark is 
given on a basis of their extended essay 
and also on the results from rigorous 
interviews and a presentation to an 
audience, as we feel that a confident 
grasp of public speaking is crucial to 
succeeding in future deception and 
trickery. 

Other modules on the course include; 
‘Deception in the Media’, ‘How to make 
Clever People believe Stupid Things’, and 
finally one of our personal favourites; 
‘Successful Hoaxes: The Great Global 
Warming Swindle’.

Helen Money-Kyrle
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Over
Red on black, her eye 
a splatter to his side.

A flying swift eventually 
brought down to earth.

The perils of deleting history: 
someone with something to hide

will welcome it.  She asked me, 
“Did you hear him scream?”

The sky has been lifting, lifting  
and exposing new heights.

I could not keep the secret. 
I broke.  She hummed after;

it was no happy tune, but 
a deep sadness.  I run, run

from Angel Farm, but the memory 
still haunts me.  Over. 

Jordan Lloyd Head

Quiet Place
If you were to hum, 
low and quiet, 
it would reverberate  
around the entire place.

Everyone there would, without fail, 
pinpoint the exact location 
from where it came. 
You feel that you ought

to tiptoe through the room, 
out of fear of making anything 
louder than the gentle 
patting of bird feet.

You read the placard: 
“No clicking pen allowed, 
nor phone on loud, 
and no contact between

people. Your obedience: 
obligatory. Thank you.” 

Anna Moorhead

Rupert Shingleton
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All Things Happen for a Reason
Some people say that all things happen for a 
reason. Such a reason is then only known by God 
or some other, higher power. This may, for some, 
be a suitable way of explaining both the small 
and large injustices of life.

A story I once heard questions this particular 
theory:

A car rattled and puffed into place alongside the 
petrol pump. The driver jumped out, whistling a 
tune which no longer sounded from the radio. It 
seemed it was about to rain. Lifting the handle, 
he inserted the nozzle into the fuel cap. There 
was a sharp clang of metal as his skinny arms 
attempted to fit the equipment. 

Another car, similar in size, pulled up at the 
opposite end of the station. Three men emerged 
from it. He had not noticed. 

“There he is!” came a Baritone squeak.

“Where?” answered Bass.

“****, it’s really him!” added Tenor.

Baritone, with a cracked and crooked finger, 
pointed in the direction of the whistling. 

Bass turned his brutal body ninety degrees. His 
vision was much worse than he liked to admit 
and so he cracked his knuckles in response.

“God’s on our side!” Baritone gave a grin.

“Cut the spiritual nonsense,” snapped Tenor.

“Shall we?” interrupted Bass.

Both swallowed hard. This was, of course, their 
chance.

They approached him slowly, boots hitting the 
ground in unison.

Tenor spat and threw the first punch. Glasses 
shattered against the ground. Baritone jumped, 
knocking him down. Bass gave a kick. The only 
response was a moan and a splatter of red. 

Baritone swung – 

“wait a second,” Tenor put out a hand and bent 
for a closer look, “it’s not him.” 

“****, you’re right!”

“Let’s get out of here!”

The car fled just as it began to drizzle.

I guess you could say there is a reason for 
everything, or perhaps that we all have unlucky 
days.

Magen Shvidler
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The Persistence of Memory
A respectful silence is heard throughout the irregular 
Perspective as you wander with curious eyes, 
Seeing and not seeing the snapshots of the past 
Draped over the wooden limbs of consciousness; 
And time is meaningless.

Only a trail of ants march relentlessly down 
The frail arm of stability 
And pick apart decrepit youth with purpose. 
The remaining three responsibilities oblivious, 
Their time has not yet come.

Intrigued, you follow them down to the shingle 
With their shards of time raised high. A wasteland 
Where second hands are scattered 
Along the shore like bits of broken shell. 
Progression prevented, 
And you stumble in the quicksand 
To wade through the numbers and dials and cogs  
and links.

Perhaps the glassy depths of the sea 
Hold fragments of those forgotten, 
Somehow formed with the ebb 
And flow of unravelled recollections, 
Perhaps. Lean closer and touch the mirror 
If you can. 
Closer, 
Closer still. 
Ripples cloud the surface.

Morning. 

Willo Corfield
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The Persistence of Memory
Perhaps the glassy depths of the sea 
Hold fragments of those forgotten, 
Somehow formed with the ebb 
And flow of unravelled recollections, 
Perhaps. Lean closer and touch the mirror 
If you can. 
Closer, 
Closer still. 
Ripples cloud the surface.

Morning. 

Willo Corfield
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Marie
Marie traced the rim of the glass to steady 
herself. These fingers, she thought, these fingers 
are circuited to this glass. This glass, Marie 
thought, can cut and will not unless I strike it. 
We are symbiotically ensnared. Marie liked the 
glass. It was domestically threatening; 
disarmingly see-through and prickly if cracked. 
She did not realise the similarities. Marie merely 
liked it.

Marie was drunk and infatuated with the nearly 
empty glass. She had put on her mother’s albums 
and was listening to St. James Infirmary Blues. 
It was not a happy song and Marie enjoyed it. 
Marie had situated herself within leaping 
distance of her open apartment window and 
lurched and churned at the ugly lights of cars 
and rooms outside. Marie imagined the lives of 
every person below, poorly, and wondered if they 
too really felt like she did. Marie wished that 
people would have the decency to die after her. 
The bad wine had left her with mildly 
entertained thoughts of suicide and Marie 
swayed by the window, taking in the minted 
breaths of wind and alcohol.

If I leapt, Marie thought, I could hold onto this 
glass. We could shatter together, she thought, 
and people would think, “Oh. Another silly 
drunk”, and that would be it. Marie gave this 

situation a great deal of imagination, allowing 
the tragedy to develop in her head. The passers-
by, Marie thought, would be so mildly shocked, 
and at work they would look out of their own 
windows and think of what the jump would feel 
like, the thoughts and concrete that would slam 
into them and crack out their vesseled lives. And 
then, Marie smiled, more dreamed up passers-by 
would see the imagined bodies and they too 
might give thoughts of their own jumping. Marie 
was pleased with this analogy and her drunken 
thoughts forgot the glass in her hands and it 
blew with a crystal smack. 

Marie leapt, and very nearly put her thought 
experiment into practice, as shards and wine 
mixed below her bare tights. Closing the 
window, Marie hopped to her sofa and cradled 
her left foot, cursing and biting her lip. Marie 
fawned over her toes, tracing the rim of her nails 
to steady herself as she pulled out splinters of 
glass. Marie reached for the bottle of Fairbank 
Pinot Noir 2013 and slowly poured a small 
thimble worth over her most damaged areas, 
hissing and cursing again. I’d like to, Marie 
thought, just once, she mused, really try and 
jump. Just to see if I have it in me.

Sam Murphy
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Trust
The woman crouched behind the turned over 
table, hoping that he wouldn’t be able to find 
her. Plates, bowls, and cutlery were scattered 
across the floor. Her heart started to beat faster 
and faster as his footsteps got closer and closer. 

He said something in a language that she could 
not understand. Her ears began to burn and her 
palms began to sweat. 

In broken English he said, “I don’t want to hurt 
you, I want to save you”. 

How could she believe him? He was a terrorist. 
His main job was to kill, to kill with no remorse. 

He repeated himself, “I don’t want to hurt you. 
My job is to save you”. 

He started to pace around the room, not caring 
where he stepped. He made sure that everybody 
was dead, and if he thought they weren’t, he 
made certain that they would never walk again. 

She tried hard not to let her breathing get too 
heavy. She tried to control her tears. She 
clenched her teeth shut, hoping that this would 
help to keep her nerves under control. 

He came closer and closer. He was standing 
right behind her. 
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Her nerves overcame her, and she started to cry. 
Her chest became heavy, and her body limp. 

“Please don’t hurt me. Please.” She managed to 
produce the words slowly and trembling. 
Repeating them over and over, she begged for 
her life.

He picked her up off the floor by her hair. His 
eyes were as calm as the sea, never losing 
contact with hers. They almost gave out the 
message that she should trust him, but how was 
she to trust a man who had killed her whole 
family? 

He moved his face closer and closer to hers, until 
she could feel his breath on her face. The smell of 
blood drifted through the air, filling every space 
around her. 

She implored him once more, “Please… please… 
don’t do this”. 

He ignored her pleading cries. He threw her 
against the wall, and lifted his gun to her head.

Keya Punja
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The Virtues of a Mistress
The eyes have a certain aura, 
Ones that drag you into a whirlpool of sensual 
fantasy 
The single pearl a striking testament 
To singularity, 
Creating a sense of hypnotism 
Combinations that will make any man think 
twice.

She provides a portal into which any man 
Can step and become Bel –Ami 
But once the gateway shuts itself 
A downward spiral begins. 
A concoction of lies, followed by 
Corruption of a man’s duty to his family. 
The innocence vanishes

A doll is replaced with a despot 
The emotional noose around her lover’s neck 
Begins to constrict. 
This is their fate. 
Lovers have been the downfall of many great 
men 
Please O Lord!

Do not lead me into temptation 
But I must say, the petals 
Of her sex are hard to resist

Jake Glasmacher
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W1 to SE1
Ears plugged in, shut up shop. 
The crusade begins dodging, beating every blockade 
Everybody lost around it’s a mission 
I’m full of ambition round trip P.B. is twenty-three 
This time it’ll be just eighteen the fast pace is set 
People’s heads turn like I’m a G5 jet.

It’s a journey of walking, occasionally talking along with the song 
Embrace the sweaty bollocks and brow all along, 
They come with the red masses, swish swoosh, 
Shoulders bashing. Hands in pockets for the pick pockets, 
The slippery grills over the soil and trees 
Send me flying with ease.

This isn’t any street this is Oxford Street 
A fleet fills it; the people spill from it 
The shops push in from the side they create 
An overfill and like honey alive 
It oozes sticking to your stride 
You’re stuck unless you make a move.

Take a right, drop down the height 
It’s starting to get tight in the tunnels 
People together running through the funnels 
Towards the platform, cover from the storm 
Above, the rumble below, the rough and tumble, 
Don’t disrupt the flow, to get onto the shuttle.

One two three, little way to go, 
‘This station is Green Park’ comes the bark, 
No, block out the mantra, ‘Change here …’, 
Now we’re in the all clear, just a couple more calls 
And I’m on my way, out the doors like Niagara Falls 
People entering made small and pushed to the side.

Luke Williams
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Tempo
Our day begins on Sixth Avenue. Workers spill into and out of air-conditioned high rises, 
eagerly awaiting their lunch break. Tourists, like us, meander around the streets, glaring at 
the flagship shops and the imposing architecture that surrounds us like a concrete jungle. 
Underneath, the subtle rumble of the subway: the veins of the city linking the south to the 
north, which are now beginning to be saturated with the pounding steps of the sweating 
bodies of rush hour.

We take a cab down to the High Line in Battery Park City: a disused railway that has been 
converted into a stunning walkway, boasting views of a static New Jersey skyline that 
contrasts with the vivacity of the streets of Chelsea below. Although highly modernised, 
now and again the rusty tracks emerge from the concrete, reminding us that the history of 
this walkway has been transformed, so beautifully, for universal use.

We stop off at a diner that is set in a traditional “diner car”. Overwhelming all-day breakfast 
smells, smiling, rushing waiters, portions fit for two, or three, or probably four: an exciting 
place and a unique experience. Oblivious of the claustrophobia of their city, the New 
Yorkers that rush past our window are, for a moment, captured in my vision, dynamic like 
figures in a long exposure photograph.

This dynamism is what stuns me about the city: the tempo of the lives of its residents, 
combined with their perpetual charisma, is integral to the insomnia of the place. But most 
crucially this city invites visitors to feel at home despite us barely knowing it at all.

Flora Stafford
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Rain Island
And somehow this was where all paths met. The 
island; I called it the Rain Island. It never stopped. I sat 
and watched it come down on the double glazed 
plastic windows, the shadows played off the white 
washed walls and the radio buzzed white noise. The 
rain would come down in vertical sheets slicing 
through the thick cloudbank. It ran off the downy 
flanks of the cliffs into rivulets. The earth seeped red 
clay, covering the island in veins. It all converged in 
the aorta of this island, a torrid, raging brook. 

The island was small; it took two hours to walk from 
one side to another, and a good five to do the whole 
tour. It was sparse, the wind kept it bare and whistled 
like cathedral music through the small coppice on the 
south side of the island. On the west side there was a 
shallow cove, carved out of the chalk cliffs. The sand 
was coarse and kelp lay in grizzled heaps like dead 
animals slowly rotting. The stiff peaks of the midnight 
ocean came hurtling in one after another, crashing up 
onto the sides of the cove and breaking softly at the 
centre.  There was a small cave nestled into the rocks, 
stalactites dripped salty water and, if you listened, you 
could hear the ground drinking it up. 

The island was almost empty. Deserted houses 
scattered the barren back of this rock. The discarded 
exoskeletons of people who had long lost interest in 
the Rain Island. The panes of glass had been blown 
out by the wind and the carpets ripped up. Some 
houses still had dregs of their previous inhabitants, 
maybe a smashed plate with a pool of clouded 
rainwater, or a pile of dog-eared magazines, sodden 
and frayed like the fronds of a wet palm tree. 

All except for old Mrs Mcnemy. She used to be married 
to Mr Mcnemy but now she lived with her dog, who 
had taken his place rather seamlessly. Mrs Mcnemy’s 
skin had once been lived in by something much 
younger and fuller, but now hung off her like loose 
stockings. She owned the shop and the post office, lit 
under fluorescent strip lights and stocked with tins 
and dusty boxes of biscuits. Sometimes, out of pity, I 
would go down to visit Mrs Mcnemy and we would sit 
down to chipped porcelain and stale bread and butter. 
She would babble incoherently about pre-war black 
and white stories that seemed grainy even in her own 
eyes. I would watch her dentures occasionally drop 
from the top of her mouth and with a great glomping 
noise she would re-align them. 

Mrs Mcnemy lived above the shop; her home was a 
testament to dust and its capacity to gather over 
decades. Her bathroom was full of creams and lotions 
that, when squeezed, only emitted a cough of acrid 
powder. Her bedroom seemed to have its own fetid 
atmosphere; the curtains drawn and the suffocating 
smell of Lily of the valley, a tarnished framed photo of 
Mr Mcnemy by her bedside and a glass to put her 
dentures in. 

But sometimes, she would tell the story of the Rain 
Island mermaid. The Rain Island mermaid had been a 
popular reminiscence in her catalogue of grainy 
memories. A long time ago, before Rain Island had 
become barren, Mrs Mcnemy swore Mr Mcnemy had 
seen a mermaid. Mr Mcnemy used to own a small, 
rickety fishing boat, white with a blue underbelly. He 
would go out every morning before the white haze of 
the sun had bleached the fog, onto the black sea, and 

set out his lobster pots. He never seemed to catch 
much because even the lobster sensed the doom of 
this rock. But one morning, as he came in, in the dewy 
light of dawn, he saw her. Milky skin, dripping in 
pearls and beads of salt water, her petrol green tail 
covered in fine scales. Her hair was like kelp, and hung 
over her face in a matted drape, her eyes a bleary red. 
She was hung over a rock, with her tail trailing in the 
water. But that was it, that was all the story amounted 
to. Before he got to land she dived back into the sea 
and swam away like black ink. This had been the 
highlight of Mr and Mrs Mcnemy’s years. This was the 
memory she lived through. This was the one she saw 
in glorious Technicolor, because it could never be true 
and every other single thing she had lived through 
was so mundane and monochrome. Poor Mrs Mcnemy. 
I left through the shop and said goodbye. 

On my way home I walk past the old black church. It 
ceased to evoke the Holy Spirit because its soul had 
left through the empty windows. It was low–slung 
with a flinted roof. Black with rain and, with the sun 
setting through the window where the altar stood, I 
felt something in the core of my very being. I felt 
consumed by something utterly desolate, not the Holy 
Spirit, but something deathly. My hairs stood on end 
as I looked out to the blood-red setting sun. There 
were a few pews left, covered in shards of multi-
coloured glass. The graveyard was sodden, moss and 
weeds had rendered the stones illegible. I left, with a 
heavy tread.

That night I sat up thinking under the light of a single 
bulb, looking out at the rain. I was thinking about the 
island, and the curious hold it had on me. There was 
nothing stopping me from getting on the 12 o’clock 
ferry that came every Friday and went all the way to 
Thurso. Nothing stopping me from leaving this barren 
island.

Turning from my thoughts I looked out over the sea, 
hoping to catch a glimpse of milky skin and dewy 
pearls. But there was nothing, only the moon-dappled 
sea, flecked with tankers on the horizon, and the stars 
beaming down. That is Rain Island. Nothing ever 
seems to end beautifully here, it just ends. Day turns 
to night without dusk as soon as night turns to a 
dawn-less day.

India Gaer
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The Dior Hat
I first saw her from the ninth floor of the 
museum, where I sat in the restaurant 
overlooking the street. I raised my eyebrows at 
Maria, and then carried on eating. A couple of 
minutes later she swanned through the door in a 
flurry of colour and perfume, accompanied by a 
man with a Salvador Dali-esque moustache. 

They sat down at the table opposite us, and I 
had a proper look at her face. She was wearing 
bright orange lipstick, huge gold glasses and had 
unmistakably blue eyebrows. On her head was a 
vast array of pink, yellow, blue, green, and 
purple flowers, and hanging from her ears were 
long chains of pearls. My fingers twitched for my 
camera. Maria saw this and snorted, giving me a 
disapproving nod. I darted over to their table.

“I am terribly sorry to bother you but I couldn’t 
help but notice your fabulous outfit. Is there any 
chance I could get a photo?”

She laughed delightedly, saying in a thick New 
York accent “Why darling, I’d be thrilled!”

I asked about her hat. “It was made for me by my 
mother when I was 10 years old”, she replied. 
“She handpicked every flower from our garden 
and told me I had to water it every day to keep it 
from wilting. She’s right, you know.”

I laughed loudly when she said this, thinking she 
was joking, but she seemed quite startled. I 
looked confusedly at Mr Dali and he gave me a 
cold look. “I think you should go now,” he said 
quietly. He twisted around to get the waiter’s 
attention. 

I turned to go, but felt a vicelike grip on my 
wrist. The woman had grabbed me, and was 
now plucking a pink flower out of her hat. She 
pressed the flower into my hands and I felt her 
shaking slightly. She whispered urgently in my 
ear, “Give my mother this flower”.  Her eyes 
flickered nervously towards Mr Dali, who was 
now turning back and had noticed I was still 
there. I stumbled away feeling the flower already 
pressing down on me. 

Oonagh Coleman
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The Most Dangerous Game
Rainsford leapt off a protruding rock, which 
seemed purposefully placed for his act of 
initiative, although others may call it preferred 
suicide.

The air he fell through was thick and humid, 
tainted by the faint aroma of demise.  Indeed, 
this seemed to have infiltrated almost 
everything on the now not-so-legendary god-
forsaken island…

He hit the water with a smack as hard as iron.  
Pain coursed through him as if it were concrete 
he had fallen upon.  It surged through every 
ounce of his being and yelled louder than his 
screaming, oxygen-starved heart.  Yet, as he 
endured this torment, he found the silver lining.  
The smooth curve of serenity in the ever-moving 
water.  The sea moving as a whole being, as 
nature tends to do.

In the tepid water, Rainsford drifted under the 
coursing waves above.   And if only for a moment 
he felt a part of the tides and the water and the 
sea and the salt and the sand.  He saw the 
persistent beauty of the ocean that refuses to 
stop kissing the shoreline no matter how many 
times it is sent away, as a mother to her child.  
He saw how this was a home, as was the Earth.  
In this moment he felt guilt wash over him more 
fervently even than the sea.  The guilt for 
upsetting and interfering with nature’s balance 
and movement as a whole.  For interrupting its 
flow with his guns and violence, and for the 
game he played for his amusement and thrill.  He 
realised that he and General Zaroff were not so 
dissimilar after all, that the hunt was an 
inevitability but his and the General’s was an 
unnecessary one. 

Rainsford then felt the unstoppable force of the 
ocean bearing down on his lungs like an animal 
preparing to devour its prey.  He began to swim. 

He reached a little cove near the lining of the 
looming cliff.  Yet he did so with a heavy heart 
for his morals seemed to be playing tricks on 
him, as were his senses, for, after a few minutes, 
he smelt burning. 

He jumped up with new-found vigour – his horror 
and disgust never failed to fuel him on this 
fearful island.  Deeper in the cove he found 
bodies.  Human bodies.  All shot or stabbed, 

with blood dried over them, like paint.  The 
stench of burnt, rotting flesh encased him.  This 
experience was one that Rainsford would bear 
upon him until the day he died.

Rainsford was beyond pain, he was beyond 
exhaustion – but he resolved that even if it were 
his last living act on this Earth, he would kill the 
General.  He would kill him for his betrayal of his 
own kind, and his making of this sick camp of 
sorts. 

Rainsford scaled the rough cliffs for hours upon 
hours without a rest or hindrance.  His hands 
bled, as did his feet and knees and most other 
parts of his body as they scraped against the 
untamed rock that seemed to grow with new 
challenges as he clambered upwards. 

‘Nerve, nerve, nerve!’ he gasped as he reached 
the top of the cliff and dragged himself painfully 
over the ragged edge. 

After a few numbing minutes, Rainsford hauled 
himself off the mossy ground, every bone, every 
muscle aching and crying out for rest.  The night 
was still as he crept and stumbled towards the 
glowing mansion. 

Tropical flowers crept up the side of the stony, 
cold wall and into the General’s bedroom like a 
disease.  The petals were bright yellow, with 
blood-like spatters of red across them.  They 
were poisonous, Rainsford knew, and he 
carefully slit his dagger through a few of the 
blooms. 

Dragging his final dregs of energy from the 
recesses of his mind, Rainsford climbed the 
wooden frame that guided the peculiar flowers 
upwards.  It felt like a love story as he climbed.

‘How ironic,’ he thought, for there was only one 
thing on his mind as he crawled through the 
window: General Zaroff had become the hunted. 

Stella Smith
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Broken Glass
When he laughed pityingly down the phone  
It cut like broke glass, the thought of being a clone. 
He cooed patronisingly, ‘One day you’ll realise’. 
I’d rather be dead than meet said demise.  
I put down the phone, no more lies. 

He doesn’t understand, I don’t want to live many lives, 
Have four wives, win the history prize, 
Or even satisfyingly screw over those white guys. 
I just want my peccable soul to be filled with clear blue skies. 

If one were to sacrifice their nonchalant dream, 
No matter how impossible or filled with high self-esteem,  
You will look to the horizon, 
When the seas boil and your spirit turns crimson, 
And you will pray to your lord, who will not listen 
Because you foolishly sentenced salvation to a lifetime in prison.

So when you next deeply contemplate, 
Think of the heavenly gate 
And cease to forget: this world is not a permanent state. 
Cut your path by a love which will ever last, 
It’s the only hope of transcendence from our human caste.

Oscar Idelji-Tehrani



Keep Your Coins
The world rushes by 
As I sit, dismissed and abandoned. 
The desperate chill seeps into my bones –  
My cup runs dry as other’s overflow. 
Yet they hurry by –  
Why do they not help? Do they not care? 
Are their attitudes as frozen as the winter air? 
“Stop! Reject the callous demeanour of your society, 
Discard the self–imposed blinkers 
That ease your conscience so admirably.” 
I want to yell; but instead I sit 
(As silent, forgotten, abandoned, overlooked, unnoticed 
As the mural on the wall), 
And alone, I wait for change. 

Georgia Wright

That Woman
Her thoughts – those of an adolescent. 
The continuous need for attention, like a child 
searching for recognition. She was an atheist 
among fervent devotees, her parents.

Her high-pitched, tone-deaf laugh silenced a room. 
Cigarette in hand, carelessly ashing and staining 
her sharp suit. Her voice was just 
as low as any man in her business.

Yes, she was the pregnant bride 
in the Pistachio coloured suit.

Now she hides a pot of the medicinal plant 
in the antibiotics drawer, in that kitchen 
she can never step into. She was a feminist, 
always. Fighting menopause, still. 

Joana Urtasun 
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Alcohol
If I knew where she was, that’d be great. 
Actually, no, scrap that. I didn’t care 
where she was. However, I did care about 
his whereabouts. He was usually home 
by now but today he wasn’t. Irregular. 
Unsettling. I didn’t like change when I 
was on my own; it made me nervous.

I enveloped myself in my white and 
comfortable domain and prayed that he’d 
be there in the morning. I told myself that 
it was all in my head. That was what 
everyone told me: “It’s all in your head.”  
I knew it was. I knew it was all rattling 
around in there and that was half the 
problem. I couldn’t get it out and therefore 
it just swam around in different 
directions, tangling itself like a pair of 
headphones in my pocket. Then, when I 
take the headphones out, shake them 
around, trying to untangle them;  
I become more and more agitated. Then 
those feelings would loop and I’m back to 
square one. Irregular. Unsettling. 

As my mind got the better of me, the 
weights glued to my eyelids began to do 
their thing. The next thing I knew, the 
thoughts were no longer just thoughts.  
I awoke, dripping from head to toe. Cold 
sweats. Irregular. Unsettling. I rolled over 
and my new clock illuminated with 4.a.m 
in green digits. The heavy breathing 
kicked in and my eyes started darting 
around the room. The feeling in my gut,  
I couldn’t ignore it. I wrapped a towel 
around my waist and opened my bedroom 
door; no obnoxious snoring. I headed to 
the bathroom; no stench of sick. I headed 
downstairs and en route, there he was. 
Passed out with only a jacket to protect 
his dignity. Hopeless. 

Jack Forbes
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Guilt
It tastes bitter,  
slightly sour,  
a pinch of salt.   
A child’s first attempt at cooking,  
grabbing anything to hand.

It feels rough, 
uneven, a broken 
piece of rock. 
It’s heavy; 
too heavy to carry by yourself. 
And it’s as cold 
as an Arctic winter. 

It sounds like a screech, 
nails on a blackboard. 
Impossible to block out.  
It’s close,  
right next to your ear. 

It smells thick  
like a housefire, smoke 
reaching around  your  throat.

It is a tiny, dark room.   
No doors. 
No windows. 
No escape. 

Hannah Biddle
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Exposure
I

Our brains ache, in the merciless iced east winds that knife us… 
Wearied we keep awake, because the night is silent… 
Low drooping flares confuse our memory of the salient… 
Worried by silence, sentries whisper, curious, nervous 
     But nothing happens.

Watching, we hear the mad gusts tugging on the wire.  
Like twitching agonies of men among its brambles.  
Northward incessantly, the flickering gunnery rumbles,  
Far off, like a dull rumour of some other war.  
     What are we doing here?

The poignant misery of dawn begins to grow… 
We only know war lasts, rain soaks, and clouds sag stormy. 
Dawn massing in the east her melancholy army 
Attacks once more in ranks on shivering ranks of gray,  
     But nothing happens. 

Sudden successive flights of bullets streak the silence.  
Less deadly than the air that shudders black with snow,  
With sidelong flowing flakes that flock, pause and renew,  
We watch them wandering up and down the wind’s 
nonchalance,  
     But nothing happens. 

II

Pale flakes with lingering stealth come feeling for our faces –  
We cringe in holes, back on forgotten dreams, and stare, 
snow-dazed,  
Deep into grassier ditches. So we drowse, sun-dozed, 
Littered with blossoms trickling where the blackbird fusses. 
      Is it that we are dying?

Slowly our ghosts drag home: glimpsing the sunk fire glozed 
With crusted dark-red jewels; crickets jingle there; 
For hours the innocent mice rejoice: the house is theirs; 
Shutters and doors are closed: on us the doors are closed –  
     We turn back to our dying. 

Since we believe not otherwise can kind fires burn; 
Now ever suns smile true on child, or field, or fruit. 
For God’s invincible spring our love is made afraid; 
Therefore, not loath, we lie out here; therefore were born, 
     For love of God seems dying.

To-night, His frost will fasten on this mud and us, 
Shrivelling many hands and puckering foreheads crisp. 
The burying-party, picks and shovels in their shaking grasp, 
Pause over half-known faces. All their eyes are ice, 
     But nothing happens. 

Wilfred Owen
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Buchanan 
Reading 
Competition:
‘Exposure’ vividly illustrates 
the experience of the soldiers 
on the front line in 1917. The 
poem depicts the freezing 
winter, and how ‘nothing 
happens’ other than 
insignificant changes in the 
time of day or weather. Wilfred 
Owen, the author, experienced 
the harshness of this type of 
warfare, and sheds an 
interesting light on the topic, 
whereby he explains the real 
detriments of war through 
passive suffering.  He is 
classified as one of the greatest 
war poets in the English 
Language, and it was with 
great pleasure that winning 
student Isobel Woodhouse 
recited his poem at this year’s 
Buchanan Reading 
Competition. 

Darcey Pollard
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Thea Godding Interview
How did you interpret the theme ‘Lines’?

 I thought that ‘Lines’ could either be 
interpreted as distinct lines within the 
photograph or a subtle involvement of lines 
within the photograph. Initially I considered light 
lines, however during my time in Southern 
Kerala in India I observed the skillful work of the 
fishermen, leading me to consider the fine lines 
of fishing nets. 

What inspired you to take the photograph?

 There were a number of sources for my 
inspiration for the photograph. Firstly, I was 
struck by the solitude of the fisherman, 
enhanced by the contrast between the scarcity 
of the background and the intricate details of 
both his clothing and his netting, resulting in the 
fisherman being the sole focus of the 
photograph. Secondly, I wished to capture the 
specialized skill required for such a task to be 
carried out. Despite his poor education, the 
fisherman is carefully detangling the thin lines of 
his net in order to take his boat out that evening 
and hopefully be successful in catching fish to 
earn his living. Seemingly, their methods are 
basic, however they are highly laborious and 
require a range of practical skills. 

In what ways does your photograph encompass 
the theme of ‘Lines’?

 Beyond the evident links between lines 
and fishing, other associations with lines exist 
within the photograph. The horizon between the 
beach and the sky provides a clear separation 
between the golden sand and the atmosphere. In 
addition, the definition in the outlines of the 
shapes within the picture contribute to the idea 
of sharp separation by lines.

What do you think your photograph conveys?

 The man is in a difficult position, facing 
extreme heat and intricate work, yet he remains 
rational and focused on the job in hand. The 
photograph captures the differences between 
the lives of those in India and life as we know it. 
If you went to a beach in Cornwall, for example, 
you would not encounter such a scene of 
isolation and determination therefore the 
photograph conveys the disparities between the 
developed nation in which we live and the 
primitive regions of India.

What broader issues do you think your 
photograph addresses?

 All the people we saw in India were 
purposeful and hardworking, however they often 
achieved very little in spite of such 
determination. The photograph exemplifies the 
arduous tasks of their world, putting into 
perspective our own work ethic and perhaps 
provokes reflection upon our lives.

Florence Blair
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Grace Thompson - Artist in Residence
This year Marlborough has welcomed a new 
artist to inspire budding creative minds: the 
Ruskin graduate Grace Thompson. Since 
graduating, her work has been displayed at ‘The 
Big Green Shed’ in Oxford, and she looks forward 
to sharing her influence in her year at 
Marlborough, particularly through her work with 
the Art Scholars. Her eye-catching, abstract 
work is often laid out on grids, followed by 
experimentation with a variety of colours and 
textures of paint. She works with pastel tones as 
well as bold primaries, and though at first glance 
the distribution seems random, the eye is soon 
drawn to abstract figures and shapes. These 
simple figures and patches of vibrant oil paint 
provide the focal point of the paintings, whilst 
the grid prints appear to create a sense of order 
amongst the complex use of colour and tone. At 
first I was drawn to the multiple layers involved 
in her composition, created by pushing back 
layers of colour and collage as well as scraping, 
for example in ‘The Graveyard’.

Initially Grace’s work was a reflection of scenes 
from travels, with inspiration drawn from a 
variety of artists. She speaks of her paintings as 
mementos of journeys taken in day-to-day life, 
but she recognises that the eye of the observer 
tends to focus on shapes and marks rather than 
associating them with real images. The 
significance of the relationship between the 
image and the viewer’s perception of the image 
is an intriguing one; the sense of ambiguity 
created by the abstract images certainly lets the 
imagination wander. Talking about her work, 
Grace says that it plays with “the rhymes of 
colour and the rhythm of marks”. The way in 
which she places each element in a perfect 
harmony creates aesthetic satisfaction within 
the fluid and expressive paintings.

Flora Stafford
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Chronos
I am Chronos, the heart-beating hourglass

I am the tapering candle in the temple, 
the withering ash of the incense twig, 
The yardstick that counts the racking 
hours by its own diminution.

I am the water clock measuring night, 
I am becoming precise; a time –keeper 
in need of constant watch to replenish 
the flow of the sea inside me.

I am the mechanical scion, driven  
by the escapement mechanism. I am eighteen 
hourglasses decanting sand to navigate 
a ship across a draft world.

I am Galileo’s invention, Christiaan 
Huygens’ pendulum. I am the marine 
chronometer, computing longitude 
by the motion of heavenly bodies.

I am the bell at sea chiming in the present. 
I am sidereal time, reckoning the while 
by the distance of a star, its remoteness 
of reach by the passage over our scalps.

I am the atomic clock, wound by the electron 
spinning in revolution. I am the clock 
of clocks, the atom, the medieval unit, 
fathomed as the minutest fraction of time. 

Rhian Edwards

Rhian Edwards
“Poetry suited my OCD kind of proclivity. 

I started off as a performance poet; I was the funny rhyming female poet. Then I realised I was 
dumbing down what I wanted to do, I wanted to push the ideas further. I wanted to see if you could 
bridge that gap between performance and page poetry. 

I use as the barometer “I want to write poems that I would like to read,” using myself as an 
audience. There’s a lot of poetry out there that is like a cryptic crossword to me, I don’t get it and I 
think the audience wants to get it. A poet has a responsibility to do the poems they read aloud 
justice.”

27



Zena Edwards 
Interview M

JP

Zena Edwards gave a brilliant 
reading at the College in 
September, accompanied by her 
bassist, Josh: music and words 
combined in a mesmeric 
performance. Katie Boden and 
Rosanna Shaw were lucky 
enough to interview her.

How did you become interested 
in poetry?

I always used to write because 
I’m an only child, I’d write my 
own stories; I used to be 
interested in Dr Seuss and 
Aesop’s fables. I don’t just write 
poetry, I write stories but I fell in 
love with poetry because there is 
a musicality about it that I can 
relate to. I’m also interested in 
the poetry of other languages; 
what’s not explicitly said in 
English poetry is sometimes said 
in other languages.

How did you become a poet and 
do you think that there is a strong 
enough platform for aspiring 
poets nowadays?

Now young people access poetry 
through the spoken word scene, 
slam poetry, poetry competitions, 
there are so many of them out 
there. Previously, traditional 
poetry seemed to belong to an 
elite space. My entry into 
performing was mainly through 
African and Afro-Caribbean 
events in which we would speak 
about our culture and the 
oppressions within our 
communities. I found a voice 
through old school hip-hop and 
its roots in blues and old 
spirituals. Also, In African 

American and Caribbean culture; 
there is a huge emphasis on dub 
poetry, which is massive: Miss 
Lou, Linton Kwesi Johnson, 
Mikey Smith, Jean Binta Breeze. 
But I did the lighting and the 
sound for a young group of 
writers’ first show. I then wanted 
to hang out and do some writing 
with them because they were 
speaking my language. They 
encouraged me to perform my 
poems so I did – and that was my 
journey.

Do you think using music in your 
poetry enables you to convey 
your messages in a more powerful 
way, or were the two always 
linked in your mind?

Somewhere along the line, people 
got the idea that music and 
poetry don’t go together; that’s a 
bit of a disservice to the art. I’m a 
performance poet. The West-
African griot always work 
through song and poetry using 
traditional instruments so I’m not 
doing anything new. I just felt 
that half of me was missing when 
I wasn’t working with musicians. 
Poetry and music are powerful 
and I think they are meant to be 
together.

What particular aspects of your 
background or upbringing do you 
think have the biggest affect on 
your poetry?

Mainly how difficult growing up 
was. I grew up with a single 
parent in North London, which 
was hard for my mum. You 
develop a sense of empathy 
because although she’s my mum, 

there are days when you wake up 
and think, ‘You’re a woman who’s 
just trying to get through life, 
you’ve got your own dreams and 
aspirations but there are things 
blocking you: you’re a woman of 
colour etc.’ So the ideas of 
struggle and equality and justice 
which translate anywhere has 
influenced me. That’s why I try to 
be as truthful and as neutral and 
as true to the story as I can be.

Finally, what legacy would you 
like to be remembered for, as a 
poet or as a person - unless the 
two are inseparable?

I’d like to be remembered as a 
person. Maya Angelou was one of 
my biggest influences and what 
she taught me was that you can 
have as many lifetimes as you 
want - she was a dancer, an 
activist, a writer, a mum, a 
waitress, a prostitute just to 
make ends meet - but ultimately 
she came up as a woman on top. 
She said that she’d rather be 
remembered for how she made 
people feel when they came into 
contact with her, because her 
words will always be there, 
they’re on the internet, they’re in 
writing, they’re in print, they’re 
on CD. My own poetry enables 
me to reach a lot of people and 
have an impact through my 
words but I’d like to think that if 
people who encounter me have 
the Zena Edwards experience, 
that’d be all right, you know, 
that’d be good.

Katie Boden and Rosanna Shaw
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Witches and Whores
We asked our editorial team for their favourite 
anti-heroines in literature, the ‘mad, bad and 
dangerous to know’:

“Lolita, light of my life, fire of my loins. My sin, my 
soul.” 
“This is how Nabokov’s infamous “Lolita” begins: 
surmising the sensuality and agency of its titular 
character in thirteen short words of opening. 
However, before she connives and seduces as 
“Lolita”, she is merely a twelve-year-old innocent 
called Dolores Haze, and thus there is always a 
childish indifference underpinning her power. 
Nonetheless, the poetic language frames her as the 
narrator’s darling, so that she, and her underage 
antics, are immortalised in a novel that is wholly 
hers – and what could be more powerful?” 
Matilda Alexander 
 
“Surrounded by a mist of scandal, the “excessively 
pretty” or “most accomplished coquette in 
England”, Lady Susan Vernon is adored by every 
man and despised by every woman (except her 
equally immoral confidante, Mrs Johnson). Lady 
Susan’s brutality and immorality render her a 
melodramatic anti-heroine as she flirts her way 
through the epistolary novel in search of a new 
bachelor to seduce. She even describes her own 
daughter as “stupid” with “nothing to recommend 
her”, but there is something rather brilliant and 
comical about her candid shamelessness and 
ruthless cunning.” 
Katie Boden  
 
“Margaret Atwood’s Zenia from The Robber Bride is 
impossibly evil. She is beautiful and charming, but 
pathologically heartless and manipulative. Atwood 
says in her novel “Genius is an infinite capacity for 
causing pain”; Zenia is an evil genius, manipulating 
the childhood scars of her friends, and stealing their 
men away from them, one by one. Yet we are 
charmed by her, she drives the plot, and though she 
is a mystery that remains unsolved, she never 
disappoints.” 
Eliza Edwards 

“Nancy, the “tart with a heart”, wins us over with 
her compassion and kindness towards the 
unfortunate Oliver Twist. Nancy is corrupted by 
gang leader Fagin as a child and becomes a 
prostitute and thief. She’s a literary favourite 
because although she describes herself as degraded 
and corrupted, she makes a sacrifice that costs her 
her life: she is bludgeoned to death when she is 
caught preventing Oliver from being kidnapped a 
second time. The tragic heroine is a fallen woman 
who never loses her conscience.” 
Clementine Keyes  
 
“When faced with the question who my favourite 
bad girl in literature was, the answer was far too 
easy; Antigone from Sophocles’ Burial at Thebes. 
She is a resistance fighter against a tyrannical 
regime, and though she may have good intentions 
she presents herself in all the wrong ways. There is 
a fine line between being noble and being 
obstinate. It was the mere complexity of her 
character, coupled with her defiant nature that 
immediately drew me towards her.” 
Darcey Pollard 

“Queen of 1920s sass and, it turned out, espionage, 
Josephine Baker was described by Hemingway as 
“the most sensational women anyone ever saw” – a 
compliment indeed from the infamously 
misogynistic writer. Baker grew up street-corner 
dancing in the slums of Missouri but was recruited 
by a vaudeville show aged fifteen. She moved to 
Paris, became famous for her risqué shows, and 
attracted the attentions of writers, artists, and 
designers such as Fitzgerald, Picasso and Christian 
Dior. Despite her fame, during World War Two she 
was recruited by the French military intelligence 
and spent the war years artfully extracting 
information from dupable German soldiers at 
parties – rumour has it that she carried information 
about German tactics in invisible ink on her sheet 
music. Show girl and spy and universally respected 
African American woman. (Oh, and she was asked 
to step in as Civil Rights Leader after the 
assassination of MLK.)” 
Rosanna Shaw   
 
“I was most struck by Cathy Ames, who is 
undeniably the most evil character in a work that is 
regarded as Steinbeck’s greatest masterpiece, East 
of Eden. She is, so convincingly, portrayed by the 
author as a moral monster; her filthy dealings and 
murders are dealt with in such a professional way 
that one cannot help but be in awe of her. Whether 
it is the murder of her parents by arson or the 
abandonment of her children, Cathy’s inexplicable 
evils do by no means present her as a role model, 
but instead as a defective of society whose 
corruption results in her demise.” 
Flora Stafford  

“Did she murder her brother? Yes. Actually, she 
chopped him into little pieces. Did she kill Glauce? 
And Creon? (With a poisoned dress I might add.)

Oh, I forgot.

Didn’t she murder her two children?

I cannot, and do not, deny it.

Euripides’ Medea did all of these things. Yet we 
applaud her (nervously, we don’t want her 
looking our way).

Representing the gender struggle in ancient 
Greece, Medea avenges her “wretched” 
existence as a woman. (And hey, Jason did 
abandon her.) Of course we cannot discount her 
personal culpability. Killing your children, I 
agree, is a bit out of order. But, consider for a 
moment that their deaths were not the 
consequence of revenge, but of sacrifice. 
Vengeance perhaps is a weakness, but sacrifice, 
one cannot deny, takes strength.

Message to boys: don’t ditch your girls

Message to girls: if you want revenge, sacrifice 
something more suitable than children – how 
about your handbag? Although, if you can’t 
afford a private education, perhaps it is not such 
a bad idea after all …” 
Tamsin Bracher   
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The Roaring Girl Review
As I walked out of the Ellis theatre, I 
overhead one parent say; “that was not 
what I expected.” Understandable, yet this 
type of play is one which current 
Marlburians are well accustomed to: 
sufficiently bawdy, boasting confused 
sexuality, intermittent singing, slap-stick 
humour, and, underneath it all, a strikingly 
pertinent theme. All the actors, 
consequently, excelled in their roles, despite 
the rather limited characterisation 
permitted by the play.

The Roaring Girl raises fascinating 
questions about gender stereotypes and 
sexual identity. A fictionalised account of 
Mary Frith, known in the play as Moll 
Cutpurse (played by Leila Tinne), it explores 
the extraordinary life of an extraordinary 
individual: one who possesses “heroic spirit 
and masculine womanhood”. In an excellent 
performance, Leila brought out the power 
and poignancy of her speeches to great 
effect. She was suitably aggressive, 
admirably courageous, and surprisingly 
virtuous. This Roaring Girl certainly  
did roar.

The set, as usual, was stunning; the props, 
inexhaustible; the costumes, magnificent 
(although the plethora of nose rings and doc 
martins was slightly terrifying). Yet I did not 
think that the relocation of the play to 21st 
century London was always particularly 
advantageous. Of course parallels can be 
drawn; issues of gender identity transgress 
both time and place. However, modernising 
the play proved detriment to the crucial 
point: as a cross-dresser and protofeminist, 
Moll surpassed her own society.

The supporting sub-plot, a burlesque 
performance by Mr and Mrs Gallipot (played 
by Sam Appleton and Tatiana Chater-
Davies), and Laxton (played by Ilya Wray) 
was, quite frankly, hilarious. Tattie, dressed 
in what looked like an upturned lamp shade, 
showed just how talented she was both as 
an actress and singer. In a fabulous piece of 
theatrical entertainment the triad 
harnessed the vivacity and energy of the 
drama, throwing it back at the audience 
with gusto.

To summarise the play would be to imply 
that I fully understood it. I didn’t. Thought 
provoking? Yes. Exhausting? For sure. 
Entertaining? Without a doubt.

Not a bad way to spend a Sunday night.

Tamsin Bracher
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