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Editorial
When we started this issue, our main objective was to create something relatable.
This is a fairly new word, at least in the sense that we intend it, and it is abhorred by
MJP – despite it being given credibility by Oxford Dictionaries online, which defines it as
meaning ‘enabling a person to feel that they can relate to someone or something.’ We
wanted something that the classic Marlburian ‘rugger lad’ could enjoy (at least nearly)
as much as the aspiring creative. While I wholeheartedly feel we stuck to our original
objective on the one hand (see our exclusive review of ‘a day in the life of a James Bond
intern’), I also believe that over the course of the (inexplicably long) term, our objective
developed into more than just simply striving to be ‘relatable’. With an almost entirely
new creative team, the Piccalilli has fallen under the gaze of fresh eyes, and with these
new perspectives it has grown and expanded. Therefore, in the spirit of showing what a
creative community such as Marlborough can produce, we bring to you what we believe
is the crème de la crème of the multitude of work we were given, the ‘best of the bubble’,
if you will. This term’s issue showcases raw material from current pupils - their doodles,
musings, hundred-word stories - alongside some truly phenomenal final pieces, from both
current and older Marlburians. The eclectic mixture of work ranges from Shell poetry to
the likes of Old Marlburian, Charles Hamilton Sorley. What we present in this issue aims
to highlight the breadth of the dynamic, vibrant and undeniably interesting creative
pieces that the Michaelmas term has to offer. Enjoy!
Charlotte Russell

Old Marlburian Writing

Charles Hamilton Sorley
In October this term, the College commemorated the
hundredth anniversary of the death of Charles Hamilton
Sorley, who is widely regarded as one of the greatest
poets to emerge from the conflict of the First World War.
Sorley loved his time at the College, and loved the
landscape of the Downs, but he felt an elation on
leaving: ‘Public school life is after all only a rehearsal,’
he wrote, declaring he preferred ‘the real thing to the
rehearsal.’ His father, Professor William Sorley, agreed,
and sent his son to the lakeland town of Schwerin in
northern Germany, where he was to improve his
German before going up to Oxford.
In a letter to the Master of Marlborough in February
1914, Sorley wrote, ‘The language is so glorious.
Thoughts that appear vapid or sentimental in English
are glorious when clothed in German. That’s what I
find.’ He describes his feelings after an evening walk
around the town: ‘And when I got home, I felt I was a
German, and proud to be a German… I felt that perhaps
I could die for Deutschland – and I have never had an
inkling of that feeling about England, and never shall…
it’s the first time I have had the vaguest idea what
patriotism meant – and that in a strange land.’
But then war broke out, and Sorley made his way
home to England through the chaos of Europe, and
immediately enlisted. Twenty months later, on 13th
October 1915, Sorley would be dead, shot by a German
sniper as he moved up to the front line of the Battle
of Loos. Sorley had sent this poem home in April 1915.

To Germany
You are blind like us. Your hurt no man designed,
And no man claimed the conquest of your land.
But gropers both through fields of thought confined
We stumble and we do not understand.
You only saw your future bigly planned,
And we, the tapering paths of our own mind,
And in each other’s dearest ways we stand,
And hiss and hate. And the blind fight the blind.
When it is peace, then we may view again
With new-won eyes each other’s truer form
And wonder. Grown more loving-kind and warm
We’ll grasp firm hands and laugh at the old pain,
When it is peace. But until peace, the storm,
The darkness and the thunder and the rain.
Mai Jackson
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Definition
(v) to have a great affection for a person or thing
I look at the crack in the paint: I see the daylight streaming through the gap
between the truth and what was told.
every person here can see it, and yet they fail
to acknowledge, what is obviously in that space between our words and our ways.

(v) to have a passionate desire for someone
at the start, it was mutual: a feeling passing from the wrist of one, up to the shoulder of the other
and failing to stop even when the fingers pull apart.
but, in truth the crack in the whitewash appeared long ago,
it was only one side pulling itself up,
rearing its coiled head above the other, which merely gazed hopelessly upwards.

(n) an intense emotion of affection towards a person or thing
and as the crack in your heart continues to grow, so too do I look to keep us from splitting.
yet You, like the coiled fold of paint, refuse to be pulled back to where we lay so comfortably.
You have dropped what You once held, leaving me clutching
broken halves.

(n) a deep feeling of sexual attraction
and those shattered pieces carry themselves on the wind to a forgotten shore,
where nothing is found which has not already been lost.
I look at the crack in my life:
my fingers and knuckles bleed struggling to press the fold of paint back against the wood.

(n) a score of zero
You hold all the cards now.
Will Atterton

Bea Speelmans
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The Novelist
Cosette floated in the fountain, the only way to cool off
from the summer sunshine. A petticoat inflated like a
balloon stuck to her paper white skin. She was alone
except for the water lilies, which bobbed like buoys and
sometimes the occasional dragonfly, with its crocheted
abdomen and delicate wings. Cosette’s hair was
beautiful, like a river, with its gentle waves and
meandering curls. It lay separated out across the water
surface, floating.
It could have been a watercolour.
“Cosette, Allons-y!” cried her mother from the terrace,
waving a lacy handkerchief like a doily. A lilac wisteria
plant with petals like Palma Violets obscured half of her
body. However, Cosette could see her upper torso: she
was dressed for entertaining. She wore an olive silk dress
with a low cut neck, for she was no stranger to exposing
her voluptuous cleavage. Her sculpted face contrasted
with dark and childish lashes. Madame Beaulieu stood
archaically in front of the all’antica castle. It wasn’t really
a castle, but Cosette often told guests that it had
belonged to a distant royal relative. How they would gasp
and open their mouths in awe and how she would laugh
and cross her fingers behind her back. It was a manor
house, with large French windows and a grand front door
domed like Sacré-Cœur. And the beautiful fairy-tale
façade didn’t even compare with the charm of the
interior; it was no secret that Madam Beaulieu had an
exquisite taste for all things antique and delicately
crafted. “Aperitifs, maintenant!” she cried again.
The words drifted down to the fountain in the sweet
summer breeze.
Cosette dunked her head under the water, drowning the
crisp instructions of her mother. She hated the
camaraderie Madam Beaulieu pretended they had when
she was entertaining.
Suddenly, a hand grabbed Cosette’s, and dragged her out
of the water.
“Cosette, I do wish you would do what your mother said,
for it would save me the hassle of intervening.”
It was her governess, Eve. She was a middle-aged
woman, plump but pretty, with ebony hair tied into a
loose ponytail. Her skin was olive and weathered, with
faint freckles enhanced by the sun. Cosette planted her
feet into the stone floor of the fountain and
The water flowed between her toes.
“But the weather is so lovely, why must I spend it inside
with Madam’s stuffy friends?” she said. Madam Beaulieu
insisted Cosette did not call her mother, for it made her
feel like a fossil.
“Don’t play games with me. I won’t stand for it. You are
not a child.”
This is the reason that Cosette admired Eve so much
more than her mother. She treated her like an adult, even
though she was only twelve years old. The two of them
spent their time lurking in the ominous shadows of The
Manor. They tiptoed like ballet dancers over parquet
floors, ensuring not to step on a creaky floorboard that
might disturb Madam Bealieau from her work. She was a
writer, mainly of poetry but also short stories.
Eve pulled Cosette by the ear, tugging her out of the
water like an anchor embedded in the seabed.

“We must go through the back, so the guests don’t see
you in drenched attire,” whispered Eve, as they darted in
between the box hedges. The clink of glasses and sound
of voices drifted down the garden and the gentle hum of
bees vibrated above their heads. They crept in through
the back door, taking the meandering stairs to Cosette’s
isolated bedroom on the second floor. Eve gripped the
brass handle; it was cold and refreshing on her fingers as
she turned it clockwise, and the breeze carried through
the French windows into the bedroom.
It had rose painted walls and a dolls’ house with
miniature things and miniature people; it was perhaps a
little dated for Cosette’s age, though she had little to
compare it with: she rarely went into bedrooms that
belonged to children of her own age. There was a
cupboard with a mint dress hanging on the handle;
it was crisp like a winter’s night.
Eve undressed Cosette, stripping her naked and
exposing her pale body. She stood like a statue, sculpted
in the centre of the room, an artefact.
“You’re all skin and bones my child, you need fattening
up!” Eve spoke this maternally, and Cosette stared
blankly out of the window, looking at a vase on the sill
filled with a single delicate rose. Yet she didn’t cast her
gaze on the vase, but on the terrace below her window.
It reminded her of an early memory, one of the only ones
she could remember.
She remembered the sweet scent and taste of a different,
earlier summer.
She had been sitting on the window ledge holding an
hourglass up to the sun. Madam and her Father appeared
on the terrace, a tumbler in her mother’s hand; she was
hysterically drunk. They were arguing, but Cosette could
not understand most of what she was saying as they
fluctuated between French and English. Her father held
Madam up, close to his neck, and Cosette assumed that
this was what kissing was. They were talking in hushed
tones, as if they were discussing something she was not
supposed to hear. But her mother was struggling and
fighting away, digging her teeth into the olive flesh of her
father’s arms. She grinned like the Cheshire cat, laughing
satirically. She released herself from the clasp of the
Cosette’s father.
“If you tell anyone I’ll kill you!” she screeched, waving
her crimson shawl in the air. She ran about the terrace
like an uncontrollable child, her bare feet tapping the
ground like the pitter-patter of November rain. “Murder!
Treason!” She laughed ludicrously from the grassy
croquet lawn below the house.
“Rose, you’re mad! La Salope! Absolutely off your rocker!
If anybody goes into the attic your secret will be let out,
and this, this will all be gone.” Her father lit a cigarette
and went inside. He didn’t usually smoke, and he didn’t
usually lose his temper.
Madam Beaulieu carefully, laboriously stripped out of her
day dress, exposing her petite, pale body. Her shoulder
blades were defined like the wings of a butterfly and she
ran down the garden to the fountain. She stepped over
the stonework, and lay down, submerging herself in the
water like a nymph.
Issy Carr

Flora Stafford
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A bathtub in the mist of a ferny forest.
An abandoned orphanage, locks on the doors but where are the keys?
A derelict cemetery where you lay to rest.
A plague with locusts, teachers and fleas.
Your parents breaking all the school rules.
A horse with antlers and a licence to kill.
Circuses with jesters, a llama on a leash and fools.
Breaking into a taxidermy shop, taking everything, even the till.
You awaken and wrack your brain for last night’s thoughts:
Did you wrestle with a walrus? Or just worry about today’s tests?
You search with a net on a hook. No catch.
Distraught.
You awaken and wrack your brain for last night’s thoughts.
Nothing.
Issy Carr

Clementine Keyes

The Imaginative Curse

Isadora Corfield
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Resentment
It’s Sunday, I don’t want to go out.
I want us to have brunch with
freshly squeezed orange juice and
perfectly poached eggs. But you
always go out, all the time. Every
night you put on a silky number,
and dance with pretty girls in
daytime lingerie, their crooked
noses and plush lips.
“It’s Sunday,” I say.
“So?”
I turn over resigned and hold my
breath under the covers. You get up
and stand in front of the window;
the light comes through your legs
and casts itself lightly onto the
sheets.
“There’s Lex’s dinner party
tonight.”
“What?”
“Lex’s….”
You continue to stare blankly out
the window and I imagine the
people walking by and staring at
you. Repulsed by the brazenness.
“Oh yeah,” you say slowly.
I know you’re disappointed because
you don’t like dinner parties. You’d
hoped I’d forgotten and that I’d
submit into going out with you.
We while the day away watching
TV. You smoke a lot. You read a lot,
but you hardly talk to me. I just
watch you. I feel as though we
aren’t connected anymore, I feel
like we pass like ships in the night.
Distant vessels on the blue-black
seas.
I wash your hair for you in the
afternoon, you fill the bath with
pink rose water and sickly almond
cream.
“Isa?”
“Yes, Daisy?”
“Do we have to go?”
I don’t answer. I feel like pushing
your face far under the cloudy
water, I feel like watching the great
bubbles fall from your mouth and
seeing your tears well underwater.
You get out the bath and leave your
wet towel on the floor. I pick it up
and press my face into it, leaving
half of it there.
I remember when I first met you at
art school. You were doing film, and

I liked you because you didn’t want
to be a starlet even though you
knew you could. You had this
shocking white hair and fair lashes,
your eyes were a spectral blue and
your lips bitten. I remember
watching you in the library – the
May light fell onto your bare
shoulders and dappled your
freckles. You write scripts now. But
I don’t like them because they don’t
sound like you.
The evening comes at an alarming
rate and all off a sudden you’re
standing in front of the mirror
putting on your makeup. Your lips
part as you put on your mascara.
The bathroom has become yours
now, your stuff sprawls across the
white tiles and up the walls. Your
clothes, your makeup and all the
sickly creams and powders. There’s
an ashtray on the side of the bath
full of wet ash, like peaty earth.
You put on a frothy ensemble of
chiffon and lace, I can see your bra
but I think that’s the way you like
it. It looked better when you were
younger. Now your chest is like a
bird’s, and your ribs undulate every
time you talk. Your spine looks like
some jurassic leftover. You wear a
lot of delicate gold jewellery, most
of it is tarnished because it’s all
cheap.
“Let’s go.”

look fantastic,” she says fingering
the lace on my collar. I let her
words wash over me; I’m pleased to
be in her presence, such a warm
glowing one. You chatter about the
missed lunches and brunches, you
say you’ve been busy but I know
you’ve been in bed, smoking. You
totter around the counter and grasp
a champagne flute. I see you make
eye contact with Alice.
Alice is an actress and she has a
fiery halo of hair and a turned up
nose. You link arms with her and
whisper something in her ear. I
watch as you skulk off to the
bathroom.
“We just need to powder our
noses,” you gasp.
It’s only nine and we’ve only been
here twenty minutes. I don’t really
care anymore.
I walk around clutching a glass. I
look at the art, trying to absorb
each piece, trying to feel it speak to
me, but I feel closed off. I wander
into the bedroom, there’s a large
portrait of an old man, frail and
veiny.
I feel your presence behind my
back, not her but you. You look over
my head at the piece and I feel you
trying to come up with something
witty. You crack.
“Hi.”

We walk out into the new night.
The sun has slipped behind a
shroud of purple and orange clouds.
We get a cab and you stick your
head out the window, your hair
flails inside in my face.
*
Lex’s apartment is nice. It’s big
with vast windows and the light
reaches all the corners. There is a
lot of nice art, beautiful art. There’s
a nude painting of you above the
sink; I feel slightly uncomfortable
but Lex is an artist and she wanted
to paint you. That’s okay.
Lex is a tall girl with swooping
thighs. She’s standing in the
kitchen her face paused in
animation, jaw wide as she laughs.
It’s a stinging laugh that hangs in
the air. We catch eyes and she
extends her arms in a wide
embrace, cooing to the two of us.
She smells like custard and
pudding.
“I’m so happy you came! You both

“Hi.”
Who do you think you are in those
boots? Why are you so confident in
yourself, why do you stand over me
like this?
It’s dinner. I’m sat next to you, and
I watch Alice and Daisy roll their
eyes and wrinkle their noses at
each other. You gesture
enigmatically and spit out the same
things you say at any dinner party.
You spit out interesting pieces that
you have rehearsed in your head.
You spit over me and I watch you
perform. We eat salad full of seeds
and strange fruit. You move your
fork around the plate, distracting
yourself.
I know what you do.
Dessert comes and it’s sweet pears
in wine, it’s syrupy and she loves it.
You look disdainfully at the red
juice and spoon it over the side of
your plate.

India Gaer

Daisy gets up. She’s going for a
smoke. You stall briefly and then I
see you drop your napkin. I flail
vaguely with conversation, I try to
stop you. But I don’t really care.
I see them walk off together. Then
I hear their conversation drift
through the halls.
*
I find them on the rooftop. She
sways in the wind with the black
city blinking behind her. Her hair is
stuck to her lips because they’re
sticky with syrup. He stands over
her, tall and dark and handsome.
His hand is around her. She drops
her cigarette on his shoe.
“I know what you do.” They spin to
face me, empty stares.
“What?” His voice skims over the
sound of the traffic.
“I know what you two do together.”
He laughs quietly and Daisy bats
her lashes as if she were in an indie
classic. I always knew she could be
a starlet.
I’m standing very close to them
now, I hear words fall from their
mouths but only feel their breath hit
my face. Rain begins to burn my
skin and run down my back. I take
Daisy by the hand and try to absorb
all that I feel for her but all I can
feel is resentment. I walk her to the
edge of the building, feeling the fall
in my feet.
“What are you doing?”
I have an overwhelming urge to
hurt her.
I put my hands on her shoulders.
India Gaer
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New Voices : Shell Writers
My Sister

After Sassoon

My first memory of my younger sister was a couple of
days after she was born. I ducked my way past my cooing
grandmother to be promptly introduced to my new sister,
Allegra. I have to admit I was shocked. Allegra was not
the kind of fluffy, powdered baby I had seen on TV. Nor
was she a pink, pudgy baby as I had hoped her to be. The
only words I can think to describe her are ‘rotten tomato.’
She had mottled red skin, next to no eyes and was
whining softly like a dying bagpipe. A fortnight later, she
had barely changed. Allegra was my mother’s favourite,
and where it concerned me this favouritism was not
popular. Only my grandmother stood by me. She bought
me an enormous dolls’ house, and despite its ugliness it
did make me feel wanted again, but not for long.

I wonder, do you remember him?
The soldier with the eyes that shone
Like stars in a clear sky, chattering on.
He’s laughing as he boards the train.
The sun before the endless rain.

One lunch time, my father found me trying to lift my
sister out of her cot. My mother was summoned and after
five minutes, I was feeling very sorry for myself,
wondering why being three years old was enough to
prevent me from loving my sister. At that age, I regarded
myself as quite capable of lifting up an infant, and I felt
very under-valued as a sibling. Later, I understood that I
was not strong enough to handle her on my own, but to
this day I still feel rather cheated of her babyhood given
that I was only allowed to hold her while sitting down.
Allegra grew, and grew with her an abominable attitude.
My father recalls one day as my sister was just learning
to walk, me running out into the kitchen sobbing because
Allegra had hit me. I was followed by a seething
three-year-old Allegra who uttered: ‘Shut up, you bloody
idiot!’ I can’t say that much has changed from that point
onwards. She would toddle around, just as she does
today, and glare at the world in frustration and
annoyance. She would frequently tell tales of me to my
parents. I remember one day these exact words were shot
from her mouth: ‘Mummy, Annabel was running in her
room!’ I have no idea why running in my room was
deemed a crime, but in my sister’s world it was.
Everything seemed to happen in Allegra’s favour. Even
my grandfather’s leathery hands would reach to pet her
before me, whereas I would be told, for instance, to stop
poking my sister. To be nice. Not to tell tales. I threatened
to run away at one point because of the unjust treatment I
was receiving in comparison to Allegra. My mother
claimed that we were being treated equally, which ‘didn’t
mean the same.’ However, she didn’t fool me as the unfair
treatment continued.
Seven years later, my family has finally accepted where I
was coming from at the ages of three to six. Allegra
continues to storm about the house moaning and
complaining, and the downside is that she has lost the
cuteness that comes with infancy. She annoys the family,
she annoys her friends as well as mine, and much as she
pretends to have grown up, she is still that tiny baby with
mottled red skin, next to no eyes and whining softly like a
dying bagpipe.
Annabel Hannan

‘My Sister’ won the 2015 Old Marlburian Reading
Competition; Annabel’s memoir is a response to a piece
of writing by Bruce Chatwin.

But did you see him?
There in the mud as he stood at ease
His frozen fists and shaking knees;
Wire barbs glinting in the murky sun.
An innocent boy holding a gun.
Were you there?
With the mire spattered up his legs
As he looks to you and begs
To kill him now, to set him free
To save him from drowning in this filthy, muddy sea.
There he goes now, stumbling blind,
Into the haze of fire and grime.
Bodies line the flooded trench
Air replaced by their rotting stench.
Watch him! Watch him as he dies!
Ragged breaths and rolling eyes;
Lifeless body cast aside
Washed away by death’s rolling tide.
Perpetua Hayden Taylor

A Room Remembered
In the frigid waters of San Francisco bay,
the impregnable guard of the confined,
inhospitable island that houses Alcatraz,
sits.
C block is lit only by daylight searching through the darkness,
as dust dances in its luminosity.
The lines of cells act as a never-ending maze
reflecting an inevitable captivity.
Each one marks the assigned life-long inmate;
the taunting confined space,
now known as home.
Each cell’s restricting rusty bars enclose
the 5 by 9 feet hollow cube of concrete.
Each wall is carefully designed to hold back freedom.
Claustrophobia picks at the mind
and eats at the ego,
deprived of family and the outside world.
A bed,
a sink,
a toilet,
no windows.
The harsh solitary confinement block is nothing …
but a hole against a void. Surrounded by a solid
soundproof door, imposing physical impairment,
an inability to hear and see.
Silence
and darkness
the only companions.
The distinct smell of salt and sea drifts through
the open, barred windows.
The bay is tantalisingly in view.
Patronising,
teasing,
tormenting the inmates with the thought of the life that has been lost.
The cold is brutal,
gripping bones tightly and numbing senses.
Isolation from the world haunted thoughts.
Given enough time, a person could… forget their own name.
The cruelty of seeing salvation
just across the water. …
Tate Oliphant
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Charlotte Bawden

Ommerike
Floating down the tranquil river, no clouds disturbing the deep serene. The great canoe moving
its way powerfully through the rapids, the faces of the old woodland still marked into its
wooden design. Two men were in front of me. The elderly Native American, with his long grey
hair, guided our canoe downstream. His tattered robe soaked in sweat and the water from the
river. His arms etched in pain. The other man was smaller and quieter but he had an aura of
menace, like the growl of a lion feasting on its prey. He carried a large canvas with half of it
carrying annotations of our surroundings, the other half yet to be filled.
Blue-headed grackles spiraled around our heads, their cries piercing our ears in anguish. Their
stygian bodies blocking out small fragments of wan sunlight, creating a shadow that followed
us. The shore was covered by lush grass, but the further inland you went the more evolved this
greenery became and the bigger it grew. Lush grass transformed into small berry bushes, which
were covered by tyrannical brambles and creepers. These then evolved into vigorous trees, with
colossal stumps embracing its interesting profile. Small cherry barb fish were playing alongside
our canoe, their bright red bodies shimmering in the mystic river. Rainbow fish were swimming
wearily behind the canoe, vivid colours outlining their large bodies like an obvious reflection.
This river was mystic, with constant changes being brought to our eyes.
The splashing sound when the canoe would go through a rough current filled the eerie silence
and a wild echo would follow throughout the canyon. Cowbirds perched on the overhanging
branches watching us, singing their war cries with great passion. Their black eyes stared at us,
not blinking at all. The Native American said something that I could not understand, his
soothing foreign voice slowing my heart beat down.

We drifted into a clearing, where the vast empire of fauna had retreated. Cliffs as high as the
clouds surrounded us; every insignificant sound echoed around us. Ancient markings etched
into the brick-red bedrock, painting pictures of wild animals being chased by men with spears.
Rusty ciboria placed underneath these menacing drawings; scattered sacrifices lay in tatters
beside them. An uncanny silence crept around us as the canoe went closer to shore, the only
sound being the splash of the paddle as it pierced the surface of the dark Styx.
The Native American began to stop paddling, letting the current pull us closer to shore. Charon
had taken over this canoe and we drifted closer to shore. By this point no birds floated above us
and no fish swam beside us; we were all alone. The Native American brought out a large pipe
and then lit the tobacco, its distinctive deadly smell diffusing around us. He inhaled and then
let out a ghostly breath of smoke, its patterns floating and transforming into shapes. The canoe
smacked against the dead shore. I looked around hoping that this was not the place we had to
explore.
Alex Green
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The Deckchair
Josephine stared out of the window. She was looking at
that chair again, the empty one. There wasn’t anything
particularly special about it, apart from the fact that it
was facing the brick wall. It had always faced that boring
brick wall. It was a deck chair and used to be covered in
bold blue and white stripes, but now the colours merged
and green moss and mould had begun to rot the fabric.

‘When are you going to move that stupid deck chair? I
almost drove into it!’

She leaned back suddenly, realising her breath had
steamed up the glass. She drummed her fingers on the
wooden windowsill, waiting for the steam to disappear
again. It was like life. It would begin suddenly and then
slowly but gradually start to disappear. You can’t stop it
from going, it just happens.

‘Come on,’ he said. ‘Let’s talk about it in the warm.’

She smiled. She liked that comparison. She really liked it.
She twirled her straight blonde hair around her finger,
thinking. She wasn’t thinking about the deck chair
outside anymore but of the life she had once stolen. She
hadn’t meant to steal it, it had just happened. These
kinds of things just happen and there is simply nothing
you can do about it.

She shivered, ignoring what he had just said. It was cold
outside, the coldest it had been all year so far. The trees
swayed violently side to side and the air was harsh on her
lungs as she breathed it in.

She let him grab her by the shoulder and guide her
roughly back into the house. She flinched as the door
slammed shut behind them. He took her to the sofa and
made her sit down. She daren’t look at him. She curled
herself into a tight ball and buried her face into her knees.
‘You need help, Jo. You’re messed up. When are you going
to go outside? Or go and get a job?’
She began rocking back and forth trying to be rid of the
nausea that was beginning to build up in her stomach.
She’d wanted to die before, many a time, but in that very
moment she’d never felt so hopeless and wretched.

A draft of air blew in from the small gap underneath the
window. Josephine shivered and pulled the pink dressing
gown tighter round her. Her house was awfully cold and
eerily quiet. She lived alone so it would’ve been rather
strange to have it any other way and besides, she hated
other people. She didn’t feel ashamed knowing that she
had no friends. In fact, it made her feel rather special and
maybe even a little bit unique.

He did this to her, he made her feel this way. He needed
to leave before he saw her cry. She couldn’t cry in front of
him, she was stronger than that.

She liked being different; in fact she thrived on being
different.

She shook her head, already tasting salt on her lips. She
was sure that he knew what had happened, but he just
couldn’t accept the fact that she was a monster. She
could feel his cold bony fingers reaching across, trying to
intertwine with her own. She curled her hand into a fist,
blocking out any love or sympathy that was offered. She
didn’t need him and she didn’t want him. She didn’t need
anyone.

She caught a brief glimpse of herself in the round mirror.
Her face was white, enhanced by the bright winter light
pouring in from the window.
Suddenly she saw herself as a young girl again. She was
looking in this very mirror and her skin seemed just as
pale as it did today. Her eyes were bigger and bluer and
more alive. Now they’re just dull and lifeless, which, in all
fairness is what she feels like. Lifeless.
A small white battered Citroen pulled up outside her
house. She could hear its wheels rotate on her gravel.
It was Al. She knew it was him because he was the only
person who ever came to see her. She didn’t like him
much but she pretended to. There was something about
him that was different and comforting, almost like
homemade soup, and maybe that’s why she let him into
her home. As she said before, she liked different.
She stretched her arms into the air, her green jumper
rising ever so slightly underneath her dressing gown,
which revealed a thin pale stomach. She didn’t want to
move from her spot on the windowsill but she could
already hear Al trudging up to her door outside.
She groaned and stood up.
She never waited for the knock; it was too loud and
unexpected, and she’s never liked surprises.
She opened the door. Al stood leaning against the wall
outside, an irritated look on his face. He was tall and
weedy looking. He had small hazel eyes, light brown hair
and his cheeks and nose were dotted with freckles.

‘Leave, Al.’
There was a moment’s silence.
‘I can’t do that, Jo. I can’t leave you in this state.’

‘You can’t fight the past anymore. You need me more than
you think,’ he said. She raised her head to look at him.
‘Alex, I asked you to leave.’
He threw his hands in the air as a sign of surrender and
stood up. He took one last glance at her before storming
out of the front door.
This time she didn’t flinch when it slammed shut
behind him.
She crawled helplessly back to the windowsill and
watched him climb into his car and eventually drive off,
narrowly missing the deck chair.
She realised as soon as the car was out of sight, just how
much she actually trusted him, even though she had
never told him anything before. It was a shame because
he was there when it all happened; he was a witness.
She closed her eyes and rubbed her forehead. She could
feel a migraine coming on. It was when she thought too
much and that happened a lot. Except she was always
thinking about the same thing: the day she stole a life. It
haunted her, day and night.
It was late August and still very warm. Josephine was
eight years old. She remembers Al climbing over the
garden wall to come and see her and jumping softly onto

the deck chair, which she had put there so he wouldn’t
injure himself when he landed. He was six at the time.
They were neighbours and Al had always got on well
with her.
They played all day in the garden, under the summer
sunshine. Everything was perfect, until the scream.
The scream was one that no matter how much Josephine
tried, could never erase from her memory. It was high
pitched and full of absolute terror.

stretched over her head but did nothing to protect her.
What had happened to a once beautiful woman?
Her father was on the brink of hitting her again and so
without thinking, she launched herself at him, knocking
him over. He fell backwards and smashed his head
against the stairs. He didn’t make a sound. He didn’t
even wake up to tell her off. She could hear Al crying
somewhere but all she could see was her father lying
motionless at the bottom of the stairs.
Her eyes flickered open.

It troubles her that she can’t recall being afraid.
She can remember her mother sat sobbing at the bottom
of the stairs. At her feet lay a syringe. Her first thought
was: is she ill? She was holding her arm and Josephine
could remember how bruised her skin looked and how
prominent her veins were.
She then noticed blood seeping from her mother’s head
and her father stood above her, hand poised. She knew
what was coming or what had already come and she
turned her head away hearing yet another scream as her
father hit her mother.

It was the same memory running through her mind every
day. She couldn’t escape her past, no matter how hard
she tried. Al couldn’t remember it and she was glad. As
long as the witness couldn’t remember, then everything
was ok. She hasn’t seen her mother since and doesn’t
want to. She has no idea if she’s alive or dead but it
doesn’t matter either which way.
She raised her head and looked out of the window.
The deckchair was still there, facing the brick wall.
Amy Davey

She can remember turning around and seeing Al
cowering behind one of the sofas. She couldn’t bear it
anymore, she cried out for them to stop fighting but they
ignored her. Her mother was unable to defend herself.
She was too thin and fragile. Her long skinny arms

Ami Jackson
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My Father
My father was an artist. Across goose-feather
canvases he would sweep his brush, slicing colours
of green, red and gold across a pale horizon.
He brought his images to life, images of his younger
self running through fields coloured yellow,
by the sweet smelling daffodils of spring.
I sat by his side as he stood against the towering canvas,
amongst the sick smell of white spirit and paints,
I pretended not to notice as my head grew faint,
as if I would somehow disappoint my father.
I sat quietly, observing his movements, his brow furrowed,
beads of sweat forming on his forehead.
I did not understand his paintings. I still do not.
With sweeps of paint in every direction,
colours that resembled cool and hot,
names exotic and unique, yet few appropriate
for their subjects, subjects both ugly
and beautiful, often at the same time.
Yet as by every passing day his skin grows paler,
his hands more and more gnarled,
twisted into shapes, shapes like the branches
of a great oak tree, his veins protruding,
proudly displaying their shades of green,
blue and purple – as these days pass I wonder
how long it will be until he cannot paint.
And then what we shall do instead?
Gabriel Debs

Gabriella Gormley

Gabriella Gormley

Link
Connected like neurons in a cortical brain,
A carriage for all, on a single train.
The world’s amplest library with an unclosing door;
Step your mind upon the books strewn about the floor
Blogs by those with the big black dog,
To share stories with others, to clear up the fog.
Confessions, obsessions, reviews and advice,
Push button publishing, an influential device.
Early birds and night owls, hatch together words
In a sanctuary of cyber crowds and fond followers.
Get the people talking, make them aware
Of injustice, attacks, or how you lost all your hair.
Work relocated, love lives elsewhere,
Camera on, they speak, words travel the air.
Talking at pace, making use of the minutes;
Face to Face Time, too far for visits.
The biggest hotel owns no accommodation.
The third largest country has no location.
The most used taxi firm, owns no carsWelcome to the sharing economy, all of it ours.
Either stay in the shallows, or dive into the deep,
Change is forever an ever colder sea.
Let the web not entwine you in a wave of disaster,
Let it be but a servant, not a manipulative master.
Georgia Gibson
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Cloning Colours
Orange merges with the crystal grey sky,
Red alighting the ground with a piercing cry.
Amber hints go unnoticed as they fly,
Navajo clouded skins float by.
Gamboge dulls the misled eye,
Emerald blades of grass end their tallest days and
bid goodbye.
Red alighting the ground as it cries,
Emerald blades of grass end their tallest days and
bid goodbye.
Denim skies crease with age and sigh.
Amber hints going unnoticed as they fly.
Maroon mud battles with the sun’s smile
whereby,
Blue, dreary puddles seep from the corners of
Caitha’s eye.
Emerald blades of grass and their tallest days and
bid goodbye,
Red alighting the ground with a piercing cry.

Definition
Brand new, I sit on the shelf
surrounded by sunlight and silence.
I enjoy the company of myself.
Soon a boy walks in and takes me from my home,
lifts the leathers that cover my skin
to reveal my pages within.
I feel naked and bare
as his greedy eyes stuff down my words
reading, but not quite taking in what’s actually there.
He fingers my crisp edges eagerly
only to crinkle them with grime and grot.
Soon he puts me down and runs off.
Once again I lie on the shelf,
though not quite free from fear.
Archie Stocker

Navajo clouded skins float by,
Amber hints going unnoticed as they fly.
Violet stories of genesis underlie
Amber hints, going unnoticed as they fly.
Jade eyes follow a spiralling lie,
Orange merges with the crystal grey sky.
Gamboge dulls the misled eye,
Amber hints going unnoticed as the fly.
Maroon mud battles with the sun’s smile
whereby,
Blue, dreary puddles seep from the corners of
Caitha’s eye.
Orange merges with the crystal grey sky,
Gamboge dulls the misled eye.
Claudia Vyvyan

Theo Syder

A response to Tim Liardet’s “Self Portrait with Aquarian Octopus Flashing a Mirror”

Self Portrait in a Mirror behind an Easel
What’s behind the glass, where wood, crystal and paint dust meet?
Softly joining to form keyholes into a senseless existence,
a bitter metamorphosis, godless and unreal. The mirror glass
shakes, quiet chords strum and sung, strum and sung,
hummed; in the dirty glass womb, there is a body.
A bone casket, occupied space in the bruised cosmos.
It says, I am settled. Skeletal structure submerged, swimming
in the interplanetary aquarium. Octopi glide and humans
don’t. I swim with them, observe, as they whistle
without lips, voice verbs and grow herbs.
I swim with them, sea dust in my blood, through waveforms,
wavelengths and frequency, peaks and troughs of chaos,
crescendos and diminuendos, look at me. The mirror dust keeps this
body, lost behind the glass, wherever and whatever it is.
George Cayley
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Inside my box of ebony
and oak
I will put in my box
A glowing crystal from deep inside the earth,
A grey stone off the highest peak,
Rounded rubble stolen from the bottom of the ocean.
The feathered headwear of an Indian Chief,
Coloured beads traded with a Kenyan tribe,
A necklace of beautiful shells, a golden beach.
The first, crisp breath of a December morning,
Spring dew that sparkles in the morning sunlight,
Life saving drops of rain from a long awaited monsoon.
I will put in my box
The excitement of a new wonderful discovery,
Ice cold water from the tranquil glacier lakes of Norway,
And a vat bubbling lava from the spitting Mount Etna.
A glimmering butterfly from the darkest jungle,
Rainbow fish from the Great Barrier Reef,
Moody grey lizard bathing on a warm, flat rock.
Flashes of lightning contrasting on jet black sky,
Sheer power of a horizon-filling tsunami
Forgotten coins turning green at the bottom of a wishing well.
Earth from varied continents, sand from shifting deserts,
Water from azure seas and shells from sand beaches,
All inside my box of ebony and oak.
Henry Clark

George Mattimoe

Charlotte Flatischler
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Unexpected Gifts
The park looks different from before, Marion
thought, as she picked at the rough patch of skin on
her otherwise plainly manicured hand and gazed
through the plate glass window down onto the
green expanse below. The fog was sitting like a
cloud of chloroform over the trees and lake, so tiny
from the 48th floor of this towering building, like
the landscape of a model train set in a basement.
Marion turned around on her spinning chair and
placed her elbows lightly on the desk in front.
Fixing her gaze on the newly placed photo frame
she studied the features of the tiny baby lying
there; the dark, still, almost frightening features
made her look away. She recognised her own
fingers in the photo, though: long, thin, grasping.
Her hands drew up to her face and gently enveloped
her eyes in the semi-darkness of her fingers. The
smell of lavender hand cream calmed her and
slowed her breathing.
A sharp buzz broke her almost meditative state, and
Casey, sweet as usual, chirped down the phone:
“Hello Marion, I just thought you’d like me to let you
know that your husband is here to see you. Shall I
send him in?” Marion clipped a short affirmation
before setting the phone receiver down again. She
couldn’t help noticing a sharp burst of anger coarse
through her legs before Peter had opened the door
and walked in confidentially, in
the confident lawyer’s style he had that Marion
envied so much. She had told him a phone call
would suffice.
“Peter, I told you not to.”
“I wanted to. I knew this would be difficult for you.
Aren’t you pleased to see me?”
“Yes I am. Of course I am. Sorry. It’s strange being
back here, after... after so long.”
The implications of this phrase hung on them
like sodden clothes, and a silence crept in
between them.
“Is there any news?” Marion tried to strengthen the
quiver in her voice, and hide the impatience. “That’s
why I’m here.”
She knew she wouldn’t cry, even at a moment like
this. Her grandmother always told her the only
thing that mattered in a woman’s life was grit.
Marion would remember that now.
“Tell me.” As she said this, Marion span around in
her chair, facing the ceiling to floor window and
Central Park, and waited.
“They’ve convicted him. Eighteen years in prison.
Oskar Brankovic is going down.”

She detested this Americanism, which made it
sound as if her husband was delivering this news on
a low budget Wednesday night TV drama. She felt
surprisingly little towards what he had just said.
“Now we can get back to us, Marion, to you and me.
And of course to looking after...”
“The baby. Looking after the baby.”
Peter seemed a bit shocked by this biting reply and
stayed silent. He always knew what Marion wanted
in the end though, and so after half a minute or so
of standing in the background of his wife’s pensive
tableau he said a quiet goodbye and left.
Thinking, thinking, trying to feel something. Marion
didn’t like the name they had chosen in the end.
Father McCormick told her in her second trimester
that she should try and come to terms with the
hatred she felt towards Oskar Brankovic and what
had happened. Oskar Brankovic. It always had to be
both names. Hard, rough k sounds, like brutality
and anger and rage and... no wonder she had felt
that way. But she had taken Father McCormick’s
advice. She had read dozens of novels and
guidebooks about Albania, hoping to find some sort
of peace in the pages of pictures and poems and ...
It was no use. The best peace she found was on the
182nd page of a shabby copy of ‘The Penguin
Classic Baby Name Book’ that her mother had found
in a second hand bookshop and thought Marion
would like. She had flipped through it one night,
aimless and restless, having been kept awake by
the kicking of the mounting weight in her stomach.
Vera. A name of Slavic origin: most popular in
Albania and Macedonia. Derived from the Latin
meaning ‘Truth’.
It felt right. For the first time in months Marion felt
that something was right. It was the truth. When
she told Father McCormick about it, he smiled,
placed his hands on her head, and, in his soft Irish
drawl which felt so anomalous surrounded by the
brashness of New York, he blessed her. As Marion
remembered this in the professional sterility of her
office, she realized that this was the last time she
felt truly clean. She brushed her eyes away with the
briskness that was her character, and getting up,
she straightened out her pencil skirt and white
gauze blouse. Grit, Marion thought, grit is all I need.
After several meetings in the afternoon, Marion felt
she was regaining her professionalism. Whilst
walking along one of the straits of the main office to
return to her floor, she passed dozens of young
women and men. Many smiled, but some didn’t
even look up. Maybe she wasn’t dirty, Marion
thought. Perhaps they thought she was brave.

When she returned to her office Casey gave her a
quick smile and asked her if she needed anything.
Marion said no, but detected a hint of
coquettishness in her PA’s voice. She pushed her
door open and was greeted by three huge bunches
of flowers standing on the glass and chrome coffee
table over by her sofa: One pink, with roses, lilies,
and baby’s breath; one exotic, with orchids and
other flowers she had never seen in her
grandmother’s garden in Provence; one more
reserved, with green foliage and gentle, sweet little
white flowers. The last one was not as flashy as the
others, Marion thought, and certainly didn’t look as
expensive. She snatched up the- three tiny
envelopes from the side of each bunch and sat
down on the sofa, a little despondent and a little
displeased, since she didn’t much like commercial
flowers.
The first card had pictures of more flowers on it,
horrible bright pink.
Gerberas. It was from her mother, which she had
guessed. It had an impersonal and somewhat
insensitive message on it: ‘You go girl! I told you it
would all work out for the best. Love you, Mum
xxx’. Marion walked over and placed this card in
her chrome waste paper bin that was next to her
desk. She thought how sick she would feel every
time she saw those Gerberas, and so decided this
was for the best. Sitting down again, Marion picked
up the second card: a slightly thicker, embossed
envelope popped open with a satisfying crack as
the glue unstuck. Marion pulled out the matching
cream card inside, again with the embossed
monogram of the florist on it. ‘I am so proud of you.
You are so brave. I love you. P x’. This was all so
Peter, she thought, understated, smart, to the point.
Just as she was. They made a good match. Sitting
back a little more into the rather uncomfortable and
flat sofa, Marion gazed at the final bouquet and
searched her mind for a clue as to who the sender
might be. She had no siblings, Casey was too vain
to have not given them in person, and it had seemed
over the recent months that all of her more distant
relations were too scared to mention anything to do
with the court proceedings.

‘No words can say the emotion I feel today. I hope to
one day explain to you my apologies for the pain my
son caused. From all our family in New York, and
those still in Albania, we send you and our
granddaughter warmest love. Please one day tell
her that we will love her. Ardita Brankovic.’
Marion read through the stilted English message a
few more times. Ardita Brankovic. She had seen the
name so many times in newspapers, ‘Ardita
Brankovic, 56, supporting her son at the New York
State Courthouse today’; ‘Oskar Brankovic, 27, son
of Ardita and Kalum Brankovic, brutally attacked
and ...’ Marion was stunned. Her daughter’s
grandmother. These flowers, sincere in their
understated beauty.
After a few minutes simply staring into space,
Marion wandered back over to her desk to gaze at
her tiny daughter’s face, and her own, reflected
back at her in the glass of the expensive photo
frame. She thought of Peter, and her happiness
under the eyes of his love on their wedding day,
almost five years ago. She thought about Father
McCormick, and the blessing he had given her
which had strengthened her immeasurably. She
thought about Oskar, a stranger, the father of her
child, and the night he attacked her. Finally, she
thought of Vera, an innocent in every meaning of
the word, vulnerable: she looked at the frame before
her. What she saw was half a brutal rapist, but half
of her own flesh and blood. It was at this moment
that Marion could finally understand how to
unconditionally love.
Maeve Mahony

So with tentative hands Marion carefully slid open
the flap on the envelope and pulled out the card,
which was roughly the size of the other two put
together. A small bunch of purple flowers, lavender,
tied up with a white ribbon adorned the front, with
some black calligraphic writing that said ‘With all
my love’. Marion was almost too dumbstruck by this
to open it. The lavender was a remnant of her hazy
summers in Provence. Marion thought of her
grandmother, and her brown, firm hands. She sat
still, and wondered, and then opened the card.
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Charlotte Russell
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The Wood
In response to ‘The Wood at Midnight’

My heart takes me to the middle of the wood
And there I find a pale, still bodyAnd it is me who is triumphant
When morning comes and the newspapers read:
Girl Found.
Amy Davey

In Line
In line at the public bathrooms in Mont Clair place
waiting patiently whilst the hollow sounds of toilets flush,
a large figure strolls out and draws his hands towards her,
saying This is for you, thank you.
With a blank facial expression, her eyes respond;
the silence lies on his skin like a poison.
She thinks: I am not wearing ragged clothes nor a uniform,
but no, I’m always judged by pigmentation.
Victoria Sjodin
Anne Brignall

American Beauty
America: a nation ‘reborn’,
School shootings and abortions are the norm,
Corruption a political system in reform,
Homophobic veterans sit there, warning us of a coming storm,
No order or form in a country where prejudices are pre-born.
It takes a nation of millions to hold us back
Yet here we are still discriminating against blacks
As paedophiles and terrorists complain about tax,
People are afraid, turn a blind eye to these acts.
America: a nation of spies, a nation unable to face the facts.
Marlowe Turner

Willow Cunningham
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Katherine Rolls

Sonnet
“Shall I compare…”

Shall I compare you to the fires of hell?
Your blazing evil scorches brighter still.
Writhing blackness fills your empty shell,
And tendrils reach to me as if to kill.
For just your presence chills me to the bone,
And restless anger lies beneath your eyes.
The eyes that glint with greed of polished stone,
Your mouth clamped shut for to conceal your lies.
But somewhere in the darkness there must be
Something, coloured neither red nor black.
Perhaps there’s light you never show to me,
Some good concealed in shame behind your back.
For without light human thou cannot be,
But some hellish creature that preys on me.
Violet Elworthy

Train
I wasn’t quite finished with the cup of tea; still too hot to drink, I held it between my palms as
the train pulled in. It rippled in myriad waves against my reflection, omniscient behind the
steam’s mask. I leapt onto the train, still too afraid of catching my foot, tripping and sliding
between the gap as a coin might fall in a subway grate.
Even though there were many seats available, I didn’t feel like sitting. It’s difficult to see the
landscape unfold with its widespread duvets of nostalgic wheat fields, like the gold satin sheets
of someone that lives alone, if you were not in the eye line of a window.
This was not for long. A girl, you could say borderline woman, wearing frilly socks and
sneakers, obstructed my view. She was drenched in long, glossy black hair, a classic case of
dungarees in its own right and the embodiment of something I might call heroin chic, if this
were still the 90’s. I looked closer and saw her fingers, gnawed and chewed up like she was
aiming for the bones of her emaciated fingers. Her entire presence reminded me of a lilac sky,
refreshingly different, but the way she held herself in a gentle slouch commanded me into
thinking that she balanced her self-worth with a can of beans as though it was a quantifiable
concept.
My fleeting curiosity in this passerby was drawn out of my subconscious absence as she broke
her motionless stance and poked her head out of the train, looked left, looked right and sloped
off and out of sight. It was then that I took a seat, realizing that I still had over an hour left in
the journey. A man, sleeping, bowed his head next to me. His head covered by a beige
fisherman’s hat. I found it strange how comfortable people were with sleeping on trains or how
vulnerable they let themselves become as they delved into their dreams and left us, strangers,
with cherub faces and therapeutic breathing patterns. He looked like the sort of person that
collected classic rock posters and, when he was at school, was the back of a pantomime horse
in his school production of Snow White or Cinderella.
I couldn’t help but be drawn into his charismatic sighs, subtly drawing out the hours of
unclaimed sleep, I had never desired to shed, until now. I hoped I would not miss my stop.
Harriet Place
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Maria Yatsenko

Review

In June this year, Bambi Moore was blessed with an
amazing opportunity to work for three days on the set of
SPECTRE, the latest Bond movie, at Pinewood Studios
(where landmark films such as Oliver Twist, Harry
Potter and Star Wars have been made) just outside
London. She worked on the First Unit Set of the film,
alongside Daniel Craig (whom everyone calls DC), Lea
Seydoux, Christoph Waltz, Sam Mendes and Monica
Bellucci. Here she shares her insights into an iconic
British film.
Rule number one: carry a sharpie with you at all times.
Whether it’s naming Christoph Waltz’s coffee, or
signing for Daniel Craig’s Calvin Klein underwear to be
delivered, a sharpie is ALWAYS needed. Rule number
two: your time on set is confidential. You must not
attempt to share or disclose any information regarding
the topic. So I could have sold my knowledge to Hello
magazine for a couple of hundred thousand quid. But I
didn’t do that (not because I’m a good person, but
because I want to work on the next one).
I don’t know whether it was the fact that they shred
every single existing copy of the script at the end of
every day, or that I had to sign a document, which said
that if I told anyone anything, I could, worst of all, be
banned from ever being allowed to watch another Bond
movie in a cinema again, but I was very nervous on my
first day. The first thing I was told once I was through
the iconic Pinewood Studio gates was to not speak
directly to anyone unless spoken to (word of advice: no
one ever listens to that. I’d respect anyone who held
their tongue upon seeing DC in his CK boxers eating a
banana in his trailer. Yes. I saw that). I realised legality
is quickly forgotten on such a familial set. Everyone
knows everyone, and respects whatever job you have,
whether you are a camera operator or the star of the
movie itself. Some may think that being the main actor
of the film gives you privileges to let you act like a
complete drama queen (Lohan). But that’s not how it
works. Without the gaffers, Foley artists, or crafts crew
(for the uneducated: lighting crew, sound effects crew
or the caterers) you wouldn’t have a movie to promote
on the red carpet.
In no time at all, I buddied up with the security and
catering crew. Perfect. Food and safety. Your first
thoughts may be “what good is being besties and

taking selfies with the head security guard?” Think
again. Ever wonder why you don’t have random
strangers wandering on sets? Or how some sets are
restricted to only certain cast members? Well, if you’re
best buds with head of security, there isn’t a set you’re
not allowed onto. Thanks to Cazzie, I was allowed on
any set at any time. I witnessed scenes I probably
wouldn’t have been allowed to see if my mummy was
with me (wink). No I’m joking. I did get to see loads of
scenes that most of the crew weren’t allowed to see. I
don’t know if you remember seeing SPECTRE or (shock
horror) haven’t seen it (The Master, Mr. Finlay tells me),
but on my second day (already a maestro) I managed to
sneak on to a restricted part of the set (thanks Cazzie)
while Lea Seydoux was prepping with Sam Mendes
(again for the uneducated: Bond Girl, Director). It was
just before they were about to shoot the scene where
JB is walking into the blown up MI5 building and there
is a wall with a list of names of all the dead MI5 agents.
At the bottom of the list JAMES BOND is spray painted
in red. Well, I, sharpie in hand (rule number 1), snuck up
to the wall. Just as the untouched, pointy, black, felt tip
was about to make its first mark – my name in BLACK,
PERMANENT marker… I thought twice and wrote it in
pencil instead. So if you look very closely, you can just
about make out my name in pencil in between the
spray-painted letters. I’m almost certain DC made that
out, but was a babe and didn’t rat me out.
I guess if you had to give me a job title for what I
actually did on set, you would call me a ‘runner.’ The
job description for a runner is a very loose one. I
basically had to do any small job someone requested
me to do. It could be to collect and staple all 120 copies
of the script for the next day, or to load the truck with
walkie-talkies for the crew, run down to the mail room
and collect everyone’s post, etc… All day and every
waking moment you are essentially running from job to
job.
Being on set, was like being at home (sniff). I honestly
hadn’t felt that happy in a very long time. Whether it
was teaching Christoph Waltz my leg stretches, or
playing pranks on DC’s hilarious, Jennifer Lawrencetype, American PA, I loved every second of it and
wouldn’t hesitate to grab at the chance again.
Harriet Place
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Do you think that coming from Wales, which has such a
strong and ancient tradition of poetry, has contributed
towards the shaping of you as a poet?
Yes. My parents were not formally educated beyond
the ages of 15 or 16, but my mother taught me all the
English nursery rhymes, read me bedtime stories,
taught me to read before I was four, and my father told
me all the traditional Welsh stories - Welsh mythology
is, of course, British, as the ancient traditions of this
island originate from before English existed as a
language. Every Welsh school, primary and secondary,
holds an eisteddfod on St David’s Day, March 1st, and
the main competition is for a winning poet. It made me
take poetry as a natural art. Also, I find it easy to
accept a commission, an ancient tradition, as long as I
approve of the subject.
Could you describe your way of working as a poet?
How does the first idea of a poem become a printed
page? Does the process differ dramatically for poem
to poem?
An idea, an image, a few lines maybe, haunt me a
while before I pick up the pen. I always hand-write
poems. The first draft is soon marked by arrows,
brackets, crossings-out. I then turn the page to write it
out again. Often I use four or five pages of the notebook
before I turn to the computer. I like to let the first drafts
of a poem become a stranger, leaving it for a few days,
when I can judge it more severely.,

Gillian Clarke
Interview
Gillian Clarke gave a reading in the Memorial Hall on
October 4th, the event being the College’s contribution
to the Marlborough Literary Festival. Following the
reading, the Poetry Society hosted a celebratory supper
in MJP’s flat, where Oonagh Coleman grabbed an
interview for Piccalilli.
You are the National Poet of Wales. Do you think that
title has brought you a wider audience, or has it in some
way made English audiences think of you as only a poet
for Wales?
As NPW I have been asked to take part in many poetry
and literary festivals throughout the country, often
accompanied by a commission for a special new poem.
For example, Sheffield Festival commissioned a poem
responding to a poem by Dylan Thomas, whose
centenary was last year, 2014. Since my appointment
in 2008, I have been invited to many of the literary
festivals, and I’m frequently asked to appear on Radio
and TV. This has definitely increased awareness of
Wales and our poets throughout Britain.
As a Welsh poet writing in English, do you fear you are
somehow neglecting the Welsh speaking audience?
I am ever more conscious of the sadness I feel that my
mother would not let me speak Welsh as a child. I have
learnt Welsh, but it’s not the same as having it as
mother tongue. On the other hand, that loss has
increased my passion and my support for Welsh. Such a
wound is an incentive to me to write as well as I can,
expressing my country through English. All my ‘official’
poems are translated into Welsh by a poet-friend, and
both versions are posted on the Literature Wales
website.

Are you quicker or slower at coming up with your
poems now or is the process completely unrelated to
the length of time you have been writing?
The same, I think. Some quicker than others, as was
always the case.
Which poets did you love, if any, when you were
our age?
John Donne, Shakespeare, Keats, Coleridge, Edward
Thomas, Yeats, Dylan Thomas, and many more.
Has your attitude and perception towards your own
poems changed with time and experience? Do you have
a poem you are particularly proud of, either technically
or solely in terms of enjoyment of the poetry?
This is difficult. I used not to use form at all, and now I
do. I relied on metaphor, and my ear for the rhythms of
natural speech. I think I wanted to find my own voice
before I tried form. Examples of my old style would be
‘The Sundial,’ and ‘Letter from a Far Country.’ I still
stand by both of those poems. However, now I enjoy all
the magic that word-music can make, ballad, sonnet,
rhyme, but I like to ‘rough it up a bit’, which was
Seamus Heaney’s advice for writing sonnets today.
Do you enjoy visiting schools? Has the fact that you are
a GCSE poet changed your relationship with schools?
Yes! I love schools, and kids of all ages. I like teenagers,
and I’m often enlightened about my own poems by the
perceptive questions they ask. Because my poems are
studied for GCSE and A-Level, and because so many
students contact me via email and my website, I’m in
touch with teenagers all over the world. Technology,
and poetry, have put me in touch with so many young
people, which is a great experience.
Thank you!

Hamlet

Review

National Theatre production broadcast to Marlborough Town Hall
The recent production of Hamlet at the Barbican theatre in London received some mixed reviews. Some called it
an ‘anti-climax’ and a ‘ragbag of a production’ by director Lindsey Turner. Most agreed that Benedict
Cumberbatch’s performance as Hamlet was excellent, and at the very least, solid. It seems obvious to focus so
heavily on him in any review, considering his celebrity status and the hype surrounding the production, but it is
hard not to. His performance was intricately pulled of; delicately towing the line between madness and sanity and
forcing the audience to come away questioning whether or not Hamlet is mad, which is perhaps the great
ambiguous question attached to Shakespeare’s masterpiece. Each new Hamlet can make what they want of the
seeds of insanity sown throughout Hamlet’s characterisation. Cumberbatch switched from profound and
impassioned soliloquys, to light and comic behaviour that had the audience laughing out loud, breaking up the
intensity of Shakespearean language. This reflects that Cumberbatch was an intelligent and profound Hamlet; the
audience was taken and intrigued by him. A particular favourite scene was when he was in his ‘play’ castle,
dressed as a soldier and frolicking about like a young child. This was reminiscent of his history within Elsinore;
his father, his upbringing and happier times. His sporadic, child-like behaviour created an interesting
juxtaposition of youth and naivety contrasting with what had become the decay of Elsinore.
The set cleverly emphasized Elsinore’s decay, heaps of rubble in the second half visualizing both the breakdown
of a once glorious kingdom, as well as the secrets and deceit that have come to riddle the castle. The set at the
beginning was as majestic as you might imagine a castle to be; the huge chandeliers and enormous table dwarfed
Hamlet, who sat in the centre looking as if he were drowning in the overly-large physical features of the castle he
once felt so at home in. This was a poignant image, early on in the play, of Hamlet’s new position in the Kingdom;
evoking a feeling in the audience of Hamlet entrapment and grief. The set, and Benedict Cumberbatch’s portrayal
of both madness and calculating behaviour towards Claudius where the standout parts of the play. Following
closely behind was the moment at which Ophelia clambered up the rubble, struggling to her death with the
Queen watching her but unable to help. The Queen was unusual; floating in and out of conversation with Hamlet
and absent in Hamlet’s mental deterioration. We sensed the loss of a valuable mother/son relationship and of
Gertrude’s guilt and moral confusion in parts. Her relationship with Claudius was unconvincing, with no sign of
the supposed lust that had forced them together despite all adversity. Therefore, the production seems to miss out
on a key story betrayal from the very start of the play.
It was a thrilling performance from some and a captivatingly opulent set, but ultimately there was no cohesion to
the play. At times the set almost distracted our attention from the content of the play and some of the characters
were not developed in a way that they should have been, which even forced you to leave the theatre a little
dissatisfied. Despite this, moments in the play and Cumberbatch’s performance were certainly worth the hype.
Louisa Bradby
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Review

The Revenger’s Tragedy
Unlike the poster’s bold graffiti to reflect the punctuated
actions of the criminals, the plot of The Revenger’s
Tragedy is one of intricacy and intrigue. However, the
title in itself made me feel slightly more confident in
coming to watch a Jacobean play written in unfamiliar
language. It really was about a tragedy spurred by
revenge. Yet its themes were twisted and amplified;
where lust turned destructive, revenge turned into
obsession, and ultimately death became inescapable.
This was made detectable through its modern setting in
a futuristic dystopian world: a mental hospital housing
patients who are considered threats to the stability of a
society corrupted by censorship and oppression.
Moreover, the transitions in and out of modern English,
supervised by the social workers, aided our
comprehension of the complexities of the plot.
This innovative concept of mental therapy made the
characters’ irrationality turned insanity extremely
melancholy – a feeling that was echoed in the stagnant
hospital lights to indicate the change in time. The
suitably stark stage was extremely versatile to fit the
change in locations and scenes as well as the costumes
from the mundane, sickly green hospital outfits to the
extreme use of pink beanies and menacing masks.
In an exceptional performance, Georgia Vyvyan
inhabited the role of Hippolita - appropriately sweet,
surprisingly fraudulent and disturbingly violent in
nature, which served to compliment her deceptively
calm and scheming brother, Vindice (played by Will
Atterton). Yet the endless portrayals of evil and
debauchery did not lack comedy: from the oblivious
policeman (played by Kit Rendle) to the hilarious
skeleton scene in which we see The Duke (played by
Max Foulds) seduced by a scarf-covered frame of bones.
In this fantastic extract of entertainment the characters
convey the absurdity and impulsiveness of the play,
creating humour as well as horror.
It was certainly one of the more comprehensible plays
I’ve seen at Marlborough yet this does not reduce its
worth whatsoever - a truly stunning performance by all.
Katja Carleton-Smith
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