


In September 2019 the first cohort of creative writing students entered 
Leeds Arts University to begin their writing lives with us. There they 
sat, occupying this brand new, purpose-built space, on day one of a 
new course. I have nothing but admiration for their leap of faith in join-
ing us, writers in a specialist arts university: ground breakers. They 
have been wonderful students and are all talented writers. Their work 
in this anthology tells part of that story. However, I wish you had been 
able to share, as I have, along with our senior lecturer Sean Gregory 
and our great team of visiting lecturers, the joy, the frustration, the 
humour, the realisations and lightning bolts and the sheer, rigorous 
hard work that has gone into shaping these people. All of them have 
stepped well beyond their comfort zones and have been challenged 
to reflect and anlayse, to explore context, audience and environment 
and to consider the sheer confusion of being human.

I so look forward to watching, reading and hearing them in the future.
Ed, Beth, Hannah, Jasmine, Jesse, Joe and Lizzie, - Thanks for being 
here.

May ‘22

Introduction
Dr Karen Tobias-Green
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Wildcard (Take #1)
Jesse Brunswick

RESEARCHERS ARE COLLECTORS
Late to birthday drinks, late to breakfast, late to the concert, 
speed-walking with my hands in my pockets in my little brother’s 
hand-me-up shoes. I like your ripped jeans and lip ring and I like how 
we steal time together and I like thinking maybe I’ve found something 
that can eat me quicker than I can eat it back.
Today I wear a ring I found on the floor in Manchester, a hairband on 
my left wrist; you wear your dad’s chain with a padlock around your 
lovely neck. We walk to the bar and I think about all the times we 
might have been in the same place before we knew each other, either 
here or back in the Midlands, before I was really me and you were 
really you.
Maybe we spoke to the same bartender. Maybe we never crossed 
paths at all. Maybe the stories I tell here aren’t about you at all, but 
about growing up, and loving, and how the good things run as deep 
as the bad.
When Mum told me my sister’s boyfriend was going to propose I cried 
like the world was ending, not from misery but joy; joy that we got 
here, we grew up, we get to have the good things now. I thought that 
sadness is the only thing than can afford you that intensity but I am so 
full of hope and love and pride sometimes it threatens to burst out of 
me like dandelions between the cracks of a patio. 
So I’m going to tell these stories now, and I’m going to keep collecting 
them. If it sounds self-indulgent, that’s because it is.

SELF DEPRECATION OR SELF SABOTAGE?
Oh, I know this one. I’ve done this one before. About where the line is 
and how it’s always more of a hinderance than a help. We call each 
other out now, don’t we? We make each other say something nice to 
cancel it out. Early mornings hungover in the slow-blue of your room 
and you say don’t look when I get up, I’m out of shape, I miss the 
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gym, these boxers are too tight and do you want some ibuprofen? Lie 
back down, jesus. I don’t need the painkillers. You’re the best shape 
because you’re you-shaped. Don’t fucking laugh, I mean it. Say 
something kind that you believe in. I like my teeth. I’ll take it, I mean, 
I like your teeth too. Maybe by the time I leave you’ll say something a 
bit more true. 
Cathy used to tell me to imagine it was surgery. A fitting analogy, we’d 
laugh, for what we talked about in that room. (And now, I guess, for 
you.) But really, open the feeling up with a scalpel. What’s the scar 
tissue growing around? Do I hate my lisp or do I just wish I could 
talk with convincing command? Do I labour that point or cut it all out 
and just leave it to rot in a morgue? I’m not a Lerner or Vaid-Menon, 
I don’t speak with that much eloquence. Does it matter in the end? 
Would I be a better friend? You see how capricious this rhythm and 
rhyme is? Who gives a shit. Stitch me up again. 
I like to think of myself as an outpatient now. No more sabotage. I’m 
me-shaped. We’re we-shaped. It’s good to have yourself around.

PERSONAL RESEARCH CAN PROVIDE A BIGGER PERSPECTIVE
I told you the other day about how Karen always tells us going to the 
pub is personal research. You laughed. Fucking Literature students. I 
think she’s right. We do chat shit, there’s no two ways about that. 
But we write, too, when we speak. Cider-drunk and pouring over 
words. 
Beth’s wet hair curls at her temples when we dip out for a smoke, 
and I know before we go we’re going to talk about something I’ll think 
about for weeks. It lives in me. If getting drunk with other writers is all 
writing is then maybe I could hack it, you know. And no, I know that’s 
not the point. I get that I’m too complacent. It’s probably why you 
laughed. 
But listen to this: we’re wandering home on wobbly legs and we’re 
fifteen, we’re eighteen, we’re twenty-something too, sloshing all over 
the pavement in a broken line that shivers and shakes with the wind. 
Above us, bowing streetlamps are trying to help us back home, or 
whatever four-bed sub-let hunk of boring brick constitutes for it now-
adays, but we’re astigmatic and not paying attention besides. My 
knees are cold and I want to keep walking until our legs stop being
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legs but someone needs a piss and someone else calls them a slag 
and now we’re clinging to each other while we laugh and wake the 
neighbours at 2am on a Wednesday night. A guy on a bike comes up 
beside us, face kinder than most at this time, and he says the only 
thing I’ll ever hear him say, which is YOU GUYS CALL EACH OTHER 
THE NICEST THINGS. 

Research, meet practice. Personal, meet perspective. I’m still writing 
that poem, but when I finish, you’ll be the first to know.

Jesse Brunswick is a multidisciplinary writer and graduate of Leeds Arts Univer-
sity. Previously, they’ve worked as a staff writer for an online music publication, 
performed at Leeds Lit Festival and been published in a fiction anthology. In all 
aspects of their creative practice, which ranges from poetry and screenwriting to 
visual arts and creative non-fiction, at the heart is how we cope, love and grow.

@jessecbrunswick - Instagram
@bossfangs – Instagram
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Solivagant
Jasmine Disdale

Leeds
I step off the train and into a sprawling station with great glass ceilings 
and signs which seek to send me running in every direction. Leeds. 
A hoard of hurrying passengers sweep the walkway, dragging unsus-
pecting visitors towards some predetermined destination. Suitcases, 
briefcases, all of the cases. I press my back to the wall and search 
for a way out. So many exits, each labelled with a different brand 
of unfamiliarity. I take the one nearest and hope that it will lead me 
somewhere worthwhile.
      Plummeting towards the city on a vertical escalator, walls made 
of glass, a tranquil marina visible far below. Step off the escalator and 
into a tunnel where the air is damp and sweet. A stench like aban-
doned bird baths; stagnation and algae. The high brick ceilings are 
coated with moss from whence comes a steady dripping of silvery 
liquid. The ground beneath my feet is corrugated metal, below which 
flows the river Aire. To the side disused railway tunnels filled with 
rushing water and ethereal light join forces to flood the marina. I fol-
low the water and step outside where I am greeted by sunshine and 
dazzling white walkways. There are tower-blocks pressed up against 
the sky and in the distance the chaos of a city centre is just audible. 
      Leaving the marina behind, headed towards the hubbub. I am 
in yet another tunnel, dribbling and brown, this time flooded with 
cars which whizz and whip with little regard as to how the pavement 
is barely a strip. And, before me, a befuddling scene unwinds: the 
tunnel is overflowing with flowers. Bouquets taped to the walls, petals 
scattered across the pavement, bunch upon bunch gathering in an 
incomprehensible heap.. Lilies, roses, chrysanthemums, carnations. 
Some plump and pretty, others rotted and crispy. A note of some kind 
and a rain-faded photograph sit at the centre of it all. Cars surge past, 
burning petrol fills my lungs, a bouquet of partially decayed roses is 
crushed beneath a tire. It hits me. This is a memorial. 
      I expect to find someone who fell victim to the pachydermatous
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cars as I move, sheepishly, towards the note which I now recognise 
as a eulogy. I am to be corrected. This is, I read, a shrine to a man 
who died of the cold in this very tunnel a matter of days ago because 
he could not afford to stay warm. He was beloved by the people of his 
city, I am informed, and that is why they have spent all of this money 
on flowers and a temporary shrine. 
      I am struck first with a feeling of discomfort. I do not wish to be 
some unfeeling tourist prying at the city’s grief. It is akin to reading the 
inscription on a stranger’s grave whilst praying that you won’t bump 
into their mourning relative. Shameful morbid curiosity. But there is 
something else about this scene which is all the more uncomfortable. 
Something about the cost of all those flowers, the many meals and 
warm blankets those blooms could have afforded. Of course, it is im-
portant to honour the dead, but I cannot understand how a city which 
claims to have held someone so beloved could only give to them 
post-mortem. 
      I leave the flowers in the tunnel and enter the city centre. It is a 
mishmash of grand architectural design. Chain shops, centres, every 
kind of restaurant. Tarmac laden with buses, flashing shops and 
flashy shoppers. A man huddled beneath an inadequate blanket on 
the corner begs for change. Another with no blanket is laid in a door-
way on the street opposite, his hopeful cup propped up on the pave-
ment. People rush by. People with bunches of flowers keep their eyes 
firmly, deliberately, fixed on the sky.

Grizebeck
Flying through fog on my trusty push-bike, I hurtle down hills and 
huff over humps, rain collecting on my eyelashes and causing me to 
shake my head like a dog. A range of mountains rises on the horizon, 
their tops obscured by rolling mist. Roads that rise and fall. Clothes 
saturated more by the humidity than the constant rain. Hunger claw-
ing at the depths of my stomach.
      A sign in the distance. Big red letters: “COFFEE”. I hasten my 
peddling, spurred on by hope of warmth and shelter and bitter black-
ness. Perhaps a pastry of some kind. But I have been deceived. 
There is no coffee, only a dilapidated barn with broken promises 
splatted on its side in peeling paint. It is mossy and abandoned with 
missing walls and ivy that sprawls like guts on its insides. I’m not 
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sure you could even boil a kettle in there, let alone house a coffee 
machine. But the big sign has a smaller notice beneath it which reads 
“Thursday – Sunday”, and this is a Wednesday, so perhaps I have 
simply come at the wrong time. 
      But what kind of creature makes coffee in a shack with no chairs 
or electricity, and without any cups? I think that it is a boggart, for no 
human could operate in such a manner. A tiny thing with pointed ears 
and wispy whiskers. Fat apple cheeks, tattered rags and filthy feet. 
Every Thursday the boggart pops up with a bag of beans and makes 
drinks to warm the wanderers. They watch in astonishment as the 
boggart pours the beans into a broken teacup and, rather than the 
clink of cold beans on pottery, there comes the gentle lull of coffee 
flowing. Soon, the cup is filled and though it is cracked and chipped 
the liquid does not spill. But, beware, for though the boggart does not 
demand payment he does demand respect. And, when insulted, he 
has a tendency to sour the beans and curdle the milk. Putrefied brews 
with salt in place of sugar. So, perhaps it is wise to leave him a little 
gift, just in case, when stopping for your morning coffee.
      
      I am sad to have missed the trickster. I think we could have been 
friends.

      I continue my journey and eventually happen upon a hu-
man-owned coffee stop. A charming food-van sits in the parking lot 
of a petrol station, a community of coffee drinkers huddled about it 
in waterproofs. I pay for a cup and join them. My drink is sweet, the 
cookie that accompanies it sweeter, and the clawing in my stomach 
finally subsides. But, as the steam rises and the air shimmies with 
that persistent rain, I cannot help but think about the boggart in his 
little coffee shack. Perhaps I should have left something shiny behind 
for him to find.

Stafford, Victoria Park
Palm trees huddled beneath the elms, bare bendy branches casting 
shadow onto tropical leafy greens. And, festering beneath a bereft 
witch hazel, periwinkle turns its face to the sun and screams: “I am 
good enough to eat”. The winter sun is pale and waning, spring lin-
gers and lumbers on the horizon, daffodils and tulips lay in wait
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beneath the sod. But periwinkle is defiant, a flash of purple on an 
evergreen horizon, springing to life and light with all the prettiness 
of a violet and the poison of a murderess. The star shaped petals 
and creeping vines of an August bell-flower which, on summer days, 
make the perfect snack, only were I to pop periwinkle into my mouth it 
would surely make me sick. 
      I think that if periwinkle were a person she would be a witch. Pur-
ple flowers woven into her hair like cold children in the funerals of old. 
Fleur de morte, witches’ violet, she would kill with one hand and cure 
with the other. I see her home, filled with bones and jars and animal 
parts. Her pastime is morbidity but the concept does not exist within 
her vocabulary. And, if an injured bird were to fly through her door, 
she would scoop the shivering and feverish thing up in her palm and 
breath air into it’s beak, flora and fauna smothered in the love of the 
shadowy witch hazel tree. Then, she would open her palm and the 
thing would fly free. And when it eventually grew old and it’s feathers 
began to malt, when came the time for the little thing to die, she would 
scoop up it’s bones and make them ornaments for her home. 
      And I see her, old periwinkle, walking through the park where 
people huddle in padded coats and throw bread to the ducks. She 
is donned in a thin purple gown and a flower crown and a necklace 
made of innominate remains. Idling in the undergrowth beneath the 
great healing hazel, a pop of colour on a tawny winter’s day. 

Jasmine Disdale is a lexical and visual artist with a flare for the natural, the nos-
talgic, the fantastical and the unusual. They work within many creative mediums, 
allowing the themes and ideas which inspire them to take whatever form feels 
instinctually right. Poetry, painting, vignette, sculpture, story or multiple practices 

which, when combined, work to enrich one and other.
Jasmine has performed at spoken word events for both the Leeds literature festi-
val and the Leeds poetry festival alongside fellow aspiring artists and established 
poets, including award winning spoken word artist Maria Ferguson. Some earlier 
work of theirs has been performed online and they will shortly be moving forward 
to perform at festivals as well as running workshops as a part of the community 

arts and perusing a career as freelance artist.
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INT. the Stresstaurant

A single dining table is stood in the middle of the stage. It is 
dressed with a silk runner and teacup and saucer set, a fat white 
waxy candle is burning. A little ‘reserved’ sign is plonked in the 
middle. 

At the table there is a dining chair and a plastic baby’s highchair.

Sat in the highchair is MINI-MARION, a large glove puppet, life-
less. She has peachy pink skin made from cloth and black hair 
made from wool, a big red mouth and big vacant green eyes with 
long, thick eyelashes made from pipe cleaners, four on the top lid 
and four on the bottom. Her little cloth hands are home to three 
fingers each. She appears to have been made/mothered by a 
young child. She wears a blue t-shirt with an embroidered butterfly 
on the chest and little blue jeans. Around her little cloth neck is a 
little pink feather boa.

At the front left of the stage is a large human weighing scale, the 
type you get  a doctor’s surgery, and a tatty chalk A-board read-
ing ‘Stresstaurant’ in fancy, swirling cursive. Beneath, in smaller 
child’s handwriting it reads ‘general manager wanted*, enquire 
above’ and below it reads *must be of an extremely accepting, 
compassionate nature, with a positive, can-do attitude’.

The stage is swimming in golden light. 

Beams and rafters hold up sloping ceilings that are dashed and 
adorned with cobwebs. And to the right of the stage is a huge 
mass of more ornately spun cobwebs dangling from ceiling to 
floor.

MARION, a woman in her late twenties enters the stage from the 
right, looking busy at work with a stack of dirty plates in the

Stresstaurant
Beth Harrison
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crook of her arm, rocking them like a baby.

Her jaw is tight, she is thin, and fairly heavily made-up.

She is wearing a loose white button up shirt and a very long, puffy 
black skirt with a large Georgian style backside that hides the full 
length of her lower body and feet. It pools and drags along the 
floor, making her walk, bumble along, somewhat clumsily, in a way 
that does not suit her thin frame.

Suddenly noticing MINI-MARION, she is visibly startled. Flustered, 
wide eyed.

Jumping up, dramatically, in shock, MARION appears to linger in 
the air for a split second before coming back down to the ground. 

MARION    (muttering to herself) oh gosh, oh fucking hell!        
  Customers. (Louder now) I’ll be with you in just a   
  second!

MARION turns her head anxiously and notices the mass of cob-
webs.

MARION    (to herself) shit. I’ve been meaning to get a feather  
  duster for that… accumulation.

MARION begins to rush away before stopping in her tracks and 
turning back to MINI-MARION sat at the dining table, arranging a 
large, fake smile onto her face.

MARION Just a quick note before I get these dirty plates in   
  the washer… I hope you remembered to weigh     
  yourself on the way in… 

MARION gestures toward the scales and wanders over.

MARION Yep… just like…

MARION hops onto the weighing scales in a demonstrable man-
ner.

MARION This! Ugh she’s not even looking at me.
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MARION glances in horror at the number that appears and quickly 
hops off again.

MARION Well these plates aren’t exactly light are they… (she 
  raises her voice) And then please do keep it in mind to   
  weigh yourself on the way out, too, after you’ve     
  eaten, if you wouldn’t mind, I like to keep a record!   
  Anyway, I’lll be with you in just a moment I’m so 
  pleased you’ve chosen here! My cosy Ssssstress! --  
  taurant to nourish yourself in.

MARION goes with the plates, rushes to the left, off-stage. 

MARION reappears, enters back from the left.

Taking a deep breath, MARION looks out across the audience and 
paces the stage with open arms.

Now plate-less, MARION has a very theatrical way of speaking, 
like a ringmaster within his circus, welcoming the audience to the 
show.

MARION Hello! Good evening, kind, kind ladies and gentlemen.  
  My name is Marion and I’ll be your server for tonight.  
  Welcome, welcome to the Stresstaurant. We serve all  
  kinds of delights for your satiation and pleasure. I do  
  hope you’ll enjoy your evening with us, I extend my   
  warmest wishes to you and your family and hope   
  everything is to your deepest satisfactions. I’m a little  
  all over the place of late, so you’ll have to forgive me,  
  I’ve got this terrible brain-fog, and general aches and  
  pains all my muscle groups, you know how it is. This  
  constant ageing, this constant metamorphosing… But  
  be reassured we’re a restaurant not a caff…can you  
  believe it? I’ve been to get my bloods done; they’re   
  assuming it’s anaemia. So, I said back to them, I said:   
  “oh what really! Not again, surely, not again, nurse!”; but  
  they say I’ve got eyes like daffodils and skin like bone,  
  which I thought oddly poetic but there we go. It’s just  
  every time I go, they can never get the blood out, they  
  have to use a teeny-tiny butterfly needle and it syphons 
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MARION out of me so sloo-oo-oowly from the crook of my arm,  
  the underside of my elbow, that is. And they say every  
  week: “Marion, have you been looking after yourself,  
  love?”. And I have to hold up my arms (holding up her  
  arms in surrender) and say: “guilty as charged, nurse.”  
  I’ve got hundreds of tiny pinprick scars, you know. (She  
  points to the inner bend of her arm.) I’ve got a clear  
  night sky here… I’ve had enough blood tests for a  
  whole lifetime, honestly, they’re vampires at that  
  surgery! Mosquitos! I’d be surprised if I had any blood 
  left. Anyway, they said it’s probably my blood sugar as  
  well, wouldn’t surprise me. (She rolls her eyes)   
  Classic, eh? I feel like I never stop eating spinach and 
  I take a supplement; it makes my tiny stools all black 
  (she laughs). Sorry, where are my manners? Not quite 
  dinner table conversation! Well, good job you’ve not  
  ordered yet, then, isn’t it?

MARION awkwardly curtseys and wanders back over to MINI-
MARION.

MARION I’m so sorry to keep you waiting. 

MARION grabs MINI-MARION carelessly by the head and shoves 
a fist deeply up inside her puppet glove-body, animating her. She 
wiggles her little cloth arms and bobs her little cloth head, her 
black woollen hair flies, swings around about her.

MINI-MARION’S voice is always MARION’S childhood voice, 
sticky, saccharine, a little sad. MARION is always puppeteer. She 
ventriloquises.

MINI-MARION (little cloth head cocked, little cloth arms up, angrily,  
  her little toothless mouth open wide) you took your   
  time. I’ve been waiting aaaaaaaaaaages for you, what  
  took you so long? I’m wasting away here! 

MARION I’m ever so sorry, Madam, we’re extremely    
  understaffed, you see. I’m run ragged, running   
  about the place like a big booty blue-arsed fly.
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MARION winks and shakes her backside a little before twitching, 
flinching and eyeing the cobwebs in the corner.

MINI-MARION What are you looking at?

MARION winces and then a smile comes to her face. 

MARION  Nothing, nothing. It’s not easy work being a waitress, 
  you know? I’ll get you nicely fed up soon, little one. 
  (proudly) I’ve not eaten now for three whole delicious 
  days, no, not a scrap, no, not even some spinach, not 
  had the time… I think the chef’s offered me some   
  soup, but I couldn’t bring myself… (her face contorts in 
  disgust, she lowers her voice slightly and brings her 
  mouth closer to MINI-MARION’S ear) it’s cauliflower  
  and coconut…

MINI-MARION Yuck! (She shoves a little cloth hand in her little cloth
   mouth as if to make herself sick.)

MARION Exactly, for Christ’s sake. It looks like someone’s swal
  lowed it down and sicked it back up again. It’s no 
  wonder I’m a cavern. A black hole. An ephemeral emp
  tiness, a mother separated from her child only to find 
  her again, different, changed. Gorgeously gaunt. (She 
  twitches slightly) BZZ. Insects are penetrating my 
  insides, I think, and the tissues of my stomach skin,  
  and you’re no help, are you? Just sitting there,   
  expecting the world. You used to be so helpful.

MINI-MARION I really didn’t ask for a lecture, Mrs Lady, I just want my 
  dinner.

MARION Ugh, I’m alright, really, thanks for asking.

MINI-MARION I didn’t –

MARION presses a finger to MINI-MARION’S big red lips.

MARION Hush, hush, hush. I’ve got coffee by the bucketload, 
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  that’s for after the meal, a digestif if you will. That fills  
  me up. I don’t take milk, nor sugar, just sweetener if  
  you’ve got it, if you please. I’ve got some grapes out  
  back as well, but they’re 2 calories a pop, so maybe  
  not. 

MINI-MARION bats MARION’S finger away.

MINI-MARION Relax! You’ll burn that off in no time.

Follow Beth on Instagram: @silhouetta____
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The Polyglot
Joe Hunter

Woodhouse, North Leeds, Present day
A neighbour’s cat first warned him of the danger, but we’ll get to that 
later.
      Before we meet the cat, we must first meet the man, for the man 
today can never go back to the man before they met.
      Here he is in bed, eyes closed, eyebrow arched with the question: 
“Lay in ‘til noon?”. Whenever off work for three days straight or more, 
Tom Kyle would do exactly that, a tradition he’d maintained since his 
14-house paper round for Ciggy’s newsagents. But something inside 
of him itched a little today, urged him to move, some nerve softly 
niggling his gut. For once, he had made a solid plan, and intended to 
stick to it. Today was different.
      ‘Maybe tomorrow…’ he thought as he rose to take his plate to the 
sink. “Maybe tomorrow you’ll change your mind, girl…” Tom’s sing-
ing echoed through the house minutes later, hands plunged into hot 
dishwater. 
      “Go on, Tom-lad! Give it some welly!” came a yell through the 
open window.
      Tom followed it to where John stood beneath the most weeping 
willow Tom had ever known. John was Tom’s next door neighbour, a 
spritely seventy-something, still rocking the same Teddy-boy haircut 
Tom presumed he’d had since the fifties. Chequered shirt, gardening 
trousers, cig on… that was John, out feeding the birds, as was his 
morning ritual.
      Tom watched him fill the dishes suspended from the side of the 
feeding pole in the middle of his garden. If Tom were a bird, he’d defi-
nitely still live at 74 Hartfield Moor; neighbour John would really make 
contending with the ravages of nature a hell of a lot easier.
Breakfast done, pots washed, time for a joint and coffee on the back 
step; his own morning ritual, just as nourishing to Tom and his soul as 
John’s ritual was to his heart and the birds’ stomachs.
      As perfect a balance as was possible to find in a rented semi in 
Leeds.
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      “It’s the cirrrcle of liiiife!” Tom warbled, terrifying the circle of 
squirrels picnicking on John’s lawn. Each dashed off on its own route 
– along a fence, through the long grass, or up the weeping willow 
– over the wall and onto Woodhouse Ridge. Magpies heckled from 
on high, or greeted them perhaps. Tom often wondered if different 
species of animals could speak to each other, and whether they got 
along. Magpies were arseholes, he knew that much.
       Day one of his week off continued in this vein; low pressure, slow 
pulse. Joints, coffees, Sketches of Spain. He’d decided to root out 
and organise the diaries he’d kept since he moved to Leeds nearly a 
decade ago.
      Yeah, that would be a nice little project to fill the coming precious 
days away from managing the bar; no shots, no afterparties, no 
gear… 
      All told, the process took until well after midnight, at which point 
a droopy-eyed Tom had only the remaining energy to stare from 
his desk out the bedroom window to the blue-green flicker beneath 
John’s shed door.
     John was the only seventy-odd year-old bloke Tom had ever met 
who stayed up late playing Call of Duty. As nice as John was, Tom 
got the feeling he considered it a shame having been born too late 
to legally shoot a German, a sentiment no doubt fuelled by his own 
parent’s generation of shell-shocked war heroes; men and women 
twisted through the twin mangles of propaganda and loss.
      With a sigh he reached for his notebook and turned to the ‘To Do’ 
list he’d made for the week. Five lines, one for each weekday. Tom 
added a tick beside the first line of the list, which read “Monday: Re-
lax. Get High. Organise diaries.”
Four days remained:

- Tuesday: Tidy house. Get high. Long walk.
- Wednesday: Write to mum. Get high. Rewatch Pat Garrett & Billy  
  the Kid.
- Thursday: Get high. Finish off that last tune.
- Friday: Get high. Hang self on Woodhouse Ridge.
      
      Finally, lids lowering further, Tom commenced to bed.
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Towan Sands Beach, Newquay
Bloodshot eyes open to a gap-toothed grin waving a bottle of Buck-
fast.
      “Wahey! Here he is! He’s alive, lads! Get some of this down ye, 
son. Soon be right as rain.”
      Tom took the Buckfast more from politeness than want but appre-
ciated its warmth in any case. More still its caffeine hit that sat him up 
to see where he’d passed out this time. A shabby trench coat slipped 
from his body and piled limply on his lap.
      Four drifters sat around a small fire of sticks and paper. One of 
the men wore no coat, arms shielding his body from the crisp Cornish 
morning. Tom glanced with guilty gratitude at the garment draped 
across his knee, and handed it back with a sheepish thank you. 
      “Must’ve had a good night then eh boy-o”, its owner replied. “We 
thought we’d best keep an eye on ye; see you’re alright.” 
      With a shake of his head and a chuckle, the man rummaged 
through the coat’s pockets. His skin wore the colour of a life endured 
as much as lived – suntan and grime and burst blood vessels. “Hu-
hey!” he cried in triumph, pulling out a battered tobacco tin. He pried 
the lid open to reveal a collection of dog-ends, selected a lengthy 
number, lit it and offered the tin around the group. Always in for a 
penny as well as a pound, Tom accepted the tin and began flicking 
through its aromatic contents.
      “Get out of it, ye big bastard ye!” yelled the man to his left.
      Tom’s shot his head up just as the hunk of slate left his homeless 
guardian’s hand, spinning through the air towards the immense gull 
who’d taken a fancy to his shopping bag.
      The slate ricocheted off the gull’s left shoulder and skittered 
across the rocky sand. Half amputated and twisted out of place, the 
poor bird’s wing flopped and flailed. Tom’s stomach churned as the 
feathers around the break began to redden. 
      “Fuck sake, ‘arry! What you gone done that for?”
      “It was after me supplies! Ah, man. I was only tryin’ scare it! Shit, 
now I’ll have to go sort the poor bastard out”
      With the heel-dragging sulk of a scalded teenager, Harry rose and 
sauntered over to the injured gull. “Sorry, fella” he said, heartfelt but 
firm.
      With a grim but offhand acceptance Harry scooped up the bird by 
its feet, swung it high over his head and in one motion brought it down
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hard on a large rock. So swift, no screech of pain or protest; just a 
sick crunch, and a sombre groan from all there gathered.
      “Sorry fella”
      Tom’s head rolled on his pillow beneath his fevered mirage of that 
distant seaside.
      Sorry fella, echoed on.
      “Sorry, fella” from inside the bedroom.
      He sat bolt upright and looked about.
      Nothing.
      “Sorry, fella”, low and resonant. From where?
      Again it came, “Sorry, fella” resounding in his head but also seep-
ing through the window, clear and strong amidst a tirade of raucous 
abuse. “I tell ya, back the fuck away!”; “Give it here!”; Grab it, grab 
it!” …a dozen or more voices hitting Tom’s ears like a single bomb of 
cacophonous screeches that exploded in his brain into shrapnel of 
words. 
      “Fuck off, you scraggy cunts! That’s mine!”
      “We saw it first, back off or we’ll claw yer fuckin’ eyes out!”
      “Piss off up City Square where you lot belong!”
      Tom kicked off the duvet and stumbled sleepily to the window, 
grasped the sill, and leaned out to scan the garden. On the hard-
standing lay a sorry looking dead mouse, around which a large mag-
pie was sidling in frantic circles, occasionally aiming its beak at the 
four pigeons who had formed a wider circle around the magpie’s orbit. 
      “Leave off it!” a voice shouted.
      “Go on, have their eyes out”, “Fuck him up!”, “Save me a bit”; 
voices chorused from above.
      “Sorry fella” just beneath Tom, who looked down to the roof of his 
backdoor porch where waited the giant green eyes of a ginger tom-
cat. Oscar, the cat from next-door-but-one. Purring deep and reso-
nant, Oscar squint-smiled at Tom, his broad head bulging out like a 
squeezed balloon. That voice again, deep and smooth…
      “Sorry, fella. Looks like your plans just changed.” 

Joseph Hunter is a multidisciplinary artist who blurs stylistic boundaries. To 
explore the limits of multimedia storytelling, Joe shifts shape from writer to 
musician to visual artist and back again. His creative work is driven by a need to 

share two of life’s most instructive forces: experience and emotion.
https://soundcloud.com/josefushaze // Instagram @josefushaze
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Is It Important?
Lizzie Mitchell

Home
I’m not sure when I lost my sense of home. Whether it slowly faded 
as I was introduced to more of the world or if it was abrupt, a shock to 
the system. I know it is not merely a place anymore, in its fixed posi-
tion. Maybe it is inside, home within a body, a mind. Is it a perspective 
more than a feeling?

Moving away from the place I knew to the place I found, I left thinking 
when I returned, I would find the same place of solidity and comfort. 
But no.

I felt myself restricted by walls and rooms, rules I’d forgotten about, 
and feeling out of control. So many bodies moving, no time alone.

The distance between places and spaces too much and I’m back to 
being that child again asking for help, back to it not being my time but 
their time too. “When do you need picking up?”, “Will you be back for 
dinner?” not allowed to come and go because “This isn’t a hotel you 
know”. No, but it’s not home either. So, what is it?

You hear the phrase ‘my house’ and as I see it, it is no longer true. I 
wonder if it ever was. If this house were mine, then maybe I wouldn’t 
want to break out of it so much. At its barest, a building of timber and 
brick, where I find my family. To add more is the memories still en-
closed there and the items, trinkets, and things along with them. What 
do I call it if it is not my house, but it is your house, but it is the only 
permanent place of occupation I have? How does that make it mine 
but at the same time not? What do you call that?

My primary place of occupation? Too formal

The place I grew up? It is not the only place

The house

Where I live…d

The longer I’m away, the more going back feels like visits. The more 
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I find myself in limbo.

Limbo that strange feeling.

Not sure where you exist but knowing you do.

Not knowing where you belong but you do…somewhere.

Unsure of your purpose yet you have one.

Clueless about whether who you are is who you were, who you want 
to be or who you’re meant to be and being told it’s somewhere in-be-
tween.

You have freedom, check. Independence, check. Self-reliance… not 
entirely.

You know how to drive, but you still need someone else beside you. 
You get paid, but it’s not enough to sustain yourself without the gov-
ernment and your parents help.

That is limbo and I hate it.

I have a place, mine, impermanent as it is. Mine alone. With all my 
things, no one else’s. But still, it is a haven not a home.

I’d imagined finding belonging with specific people, a certain person 
maybe.

“They feel like home”, how can a person feel like home? Is it that they 
are open, welcoming, someone you can always go back to? A relia-
ble, consistent being that makes you feel safe. Keeps you warm, shel-
ters you from the storms of life. Someone who you can move away 
from but will never leave, they’ll always be there when you return. Is 
that simply trying to make it tangible again?

Has it ever been something you can touch, hold onto, exist with or 
within? Or is it merely a concept, a matter of view. A feeling.

Just a feeling. So why can’t I feel it?

If you’re about to tell me that it should exist within me like some sort 
of spirit, don’t. I am not at home with myself. With myself like there 
are two of me, a clone in one body, entirely conjoined. I should have 
a home without needing to be at home with myself. Home is where I 
should feel safe not conflicted.
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Do I not have one because I do not feel like me and so not one can 
exist? Is it not a singularity? Are there supposed to be multiple?

The worst is I have to go through this alone. Don’t get me wrong there 
are people to support me but part of that is the problem because to 
get through it means to move away, to take it on.

“Home is where the heart is”, you say

I couldn’t tell you where my heart is.

I could list all the places, people and things I love and maybe, in a 
way they exist in each of those things. But none of them are home. 
So what is Home? This word that drives me crazy. This thing I’m still 
itching to find.

By definition it is “the place where one lives permanently, especially 
as a member of a family or household” or put simply “the place some-
one lives”. I do not permanently ‘live’ anywhere, I move from one 
place to another.

House to halls, back and forth, back and forth. Change to a shared 
flat, and repeat. No settling.

But you would argue I still have a home. So, let’s move onto the con-
cept of what is it to live?

One definition is to “remain alive”, which as of this point, I have suc-
ceeded in doing. Yet the second definition is to “make one’s home 
in a particular place or with a particular person”. By that I do not live 
for I have not ‘made’ a home. It implies that I lived once but that I no 
longer do.

To have and to have made, two different things.

And yet I appear to have nor have done neither. What am I doing 
then?

I both have a home, and don’t. I both live and do not live. I am and I 
am not.

Am I existing?

It is stated that existing is to be “in existence or operation at the cur-
rent time”. Yes.

That is what I am, at its barest. Sounding like a machine, a robot.
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We’re all made of pieces.

Yet again, it is part of the human condition that I must be more. These 
definitions do not work.

I still thrive in my intermediate state, the condition I am in. I am more 
than an existing entity.

For now, I shall find the pleasure of the unfound. I do not have a 
home, by my notion. But I will enjoy finding one.

Elizabeth Mitchell is a poetry prose and stage writer who focuses on delving 
into hidden emotions and explore the deeper meanings of life.
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The beast crept towards the tiny frame of the little girl. Around her, the 
mangrove trees towered and loomed like giants and gods, watching 
on. The tiger’s powerful muscles bunched as it prepared to strike. 
Blood dripped from its bared fangs, bared in a deadly smile. It sprang 
forward in a mighty leap, straight towards the girl, who screamed -
      And sat up in bed, sweating.
      She clutched the sheets to her chest, shaking, tears falling out of 
her eyes.
      “Baba!” she cried.
      And there he was. Her father came rushing into the room, his 
arms spread, and she flew into them, sobbing into his chest.
      “Shh, shh.” He soothed, rubbing her back. “It was just a dream, 
meye.”
       The girl choked on her sobs. “No, baba, no, it was real... it was 
the tiger.”
      He pressed his face into her soft hair, and kissed her little head. 
His meye, so tiny, dreaming of tigers. He had taken her so far away 
from the jungle already, and here she was, still stalked by the Bāgha.
      “Listen to me. It was just a dream; you know that right? And even 
if it was real, you know I am here to protect you.”
      She looked up at him, so small, her eyes shining in the dark. “You 
could fight a tiger, Baba?”
      He smiled, such a confident smile.
      “It wouldn’t be the first time.”

Bagha
The rough mixture of straw and dry mud itches my legs as I drop my-
self ungraciously down inside the hut. Beads of sweat collect in the

Pasu
Hannah Prince
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 nape of my neck and the bow of my lip, and my fingers clutch tight-
ly onto my fingers clutch tightly onto my only travel companion, the 
image in my hand. Being here makes me want to cry and laugh at the 
same time.  Home. My dad’s home.
      I can’t bear to look at the picture of my tiger. Here, though, makes 
it easier to remember that Stripes never really was mine.  Outside, 
through the makeshift hole of a window, foreign voices float through 
the air. They stick in its dense humidity, before floating away, leav-
ing only silence. I swallow a thick lump in my throat, and wait for the 
woman in front of me to speak.
      There’s this look in her eyes, and it’s like I’ve seen it before. 
Etched on to my dad’s face, too, though I can’t quite tell what it is. 
Maybe this was a bad idea. But I didn’t come all the way here and 
track down the village elder just to turn around and leave. My dad 
would never have let me do that. So here I sit, eyes locked, with the 
oldest woman I have ever seen.
       She is old enough that I couldn’t guess her age, and I wouldn’t 
dare to try. She stares at me sharply, her eyes drinking me in. For-
eign, out of place, clearly nervous me. Her soft brown skin is clean 
and sweat–free, she’s obviously much better acclimatised to the heat 
than me. I can feel my skin glowing.
      With a toothless smile, she offers me a wooden bowl of something 
white and glue–like. I accept tentatively, and it jiggles in the bowl as 
she hands it to me. Like jelly. Her smile seems utterly disingenuous. I 
sip carefully at the mixture, which fortunately mostly tastes like noth-
ing, and see her eyes latch onto the image in my hand. She holds her 
hand out, waiting. I offer it over reluctantly, and she brings it close to 
her face, studying it. 
      Her smile is gone now, replaced by something that startles me – 
disgust. In harsh, broken English, she begins to speak.
      “Pasu.” She croaks, her voice laden with revulsion. “The beast. 
See, see the eyes. Cokha. I know this Pasu. Where did you get this, 
this Chabi? This... this picture?”
      “It was given to me.” I suppose that’s technically the truth. Her 
eyes close into suspicious slits. “Why did you come here, bidesi?”
      “I want you tell me about the tiger.”
“Pasu!” She spits at me. “The beast, the beast, the killer. He killed
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many of my own. A long time ago.”
      I frown. “Can you tell me about it? Please? A-Anugraha?” I add 
some of my terrible Bengali, for effect.
      “I will tell you, Bidesi, for a price.” She stretches out a gnarled 
hand.
I give her two coins. Her toothless smile comes back. “I can see you 
sweating, Bidesi. You think it is hot now? Back then it was hot, hot, 
hot. Phutanta.”
      She pauses, and lifts the picture into the light, like a cashier ex-
amining a 50-pound note. The light streams through the picture, and 
the tiger’s teeth glow. I look away. Not just a tiger. Stripes.
      When she speaks again, all traces of humour have vanished.
      “I was just a meye. The winter was coming, I remember, because 
it was so hot. The winter would come, and the heat would go away, 
they said, The end of our troubles. But we had all had to deal with 
the heat before, we had our ways to sweat and cool. We had, how 
you say... Fights, with Jala, water fights. We would get the Jala from 
the river, and throw it around.” She smiles a small smile, and in her 
features, I see a much younger woman. “Even the elders joined in 
sometimes.” 
      Then, her face falls. I lean forward. “That was how it happened, 
Bidesi. The water. They had told us to stay away at the beginning 
of the summer, but there had been no attacks in many years. We 
thought we were safe.”
      “No attacks? I’ve heard they’re very common around these parts.” 
I had done at least some research. Here, in the Sundarbans, tiger 
attacks were notorious, to say the least.
      “Yes, but this was long ago. The Pasu, they are, how do you say... 
more bloodthirsty, these days. We did not think, us children. Laughed 
at danger.” Her face twists, as if in pain.
      I grimace. “You weren’t safe.”
      “No. We were not. It wasn’t me. Some other children, little Chele. 
Boys. They were always messing and playing where they shouldn’t, 
deep into the jungle where it is dangerous. But they did not know, 
they had not seen. Until the Pasu.”
      She pauses here, and puts the picture down, as if she cannot
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stand to look at it any longer. She takes a long sip of the white mixture 
and wipes her lips. 
      “It came from the water, they said. First the ears, then the head. 
Then the cokha. Glowing, they said. Like a big birala. A... a cat. They 
had not seen. They did not know. The boys in the water died quickly, I 
hope.”
      “The tiger had mercy, maybe.” I offer.
       She laughs, a harsh laugh. “Mercy? No, no, no, this is Pasu, 
beast, monster. He killed them and then saved them for later, when 
he will feast. The poor little boys, the ones who lived, they saw their 
friends die. Saw the water turn red. And so, they ran, back home, 
back to the village. where they were supposed to be safe, Bidesi. But 
it is now us that were unsafe.”
      The temperature in the hut feels like it has dropped by 10 de-
grees. The sweat on my back turns cold. The picture, lying face down 
on the table exudes a quiet menace. I try to imagine what it might 
have been like to be one of the young boys in the river that day. The 
eyes, she said. I push the thought down immediately.
      “So... What happened? Did... Did other people get hurt?” I ask 
hesitantly.
      She laughs again, a cruel, mocking laugh. “You do not know much 
about tigers, do you, bidesi?”
      I shake my head. 
       “Neither did we. The boys came back to the village, into their 
parent’s arms. Of course, some of the parent’s arms were left empty. 
We suffered a great loss that day, but we thought it was over. We fell 
asleep exhausted in our beds that night. But for the Pasu, this was 
not the end. The Pasu did not sleep, I would bet, The Pasu sat, and 
waited. And then he attacked.”

Hannah Prince is a working-class writer and performance poet. She has 
performed alongside multiple award-winning spoken word poets, including TS 
Elliot winner Joelle Taylor. Hannah’s latest project, Pasu, deals with the loss of 

one or both of your parents, and how you cope as you come of age.
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“Why did they recruit you?”
“I don’t know.”

“Are you sure you don’t know?”
“I-...I just thought they were sick of me - for whatever reason.”

~
“Pick up the pace! We haven’t got all day!”
      Voices boomed as the thunder kicked up a roar. Its bellow was 
ever the more potent between the open-top corridor of ten-metre-high 
concrete walls, spaced apart by just over two arms’ length. She was 
there, funnelled down the narrow passageway. Their way was shad-
owed by the grim skies above and the encroaching sounds of distant 
machinery. Her body was cold and her feet were blue. Her clothing 
soaked in the early waves of rainfall as she transitioned from the main 
prison complex through to her assigned work shift.
      Before her were a few other prisoners. Their faces were obscured 
by orange hoods that matched their overalls, and the leading inmate 
lit the path with the bud of their cigarette. Most clung to one another’s 
backs so as to not slip on the moss-covered floor, but she kept her 
hands well away from the preceding prisoner. They wouldn’t have 
wanted her hands on them either way.
      She looked up. The rain fell hard against her face, and beneath 
her feet - and the moss carpet she trod across - she heard the little 
drainage system drink what didn’t soak into their clothes. The outdoor 
corridor reached its end. The doors to Factory Four were just a few 
metres off. Above its entryway sat the audacious emblem of the Un-
ion Star. And when she finally reached the factory door, she followed 
through behind the prisoner ahead of her, and the cold anguish was 
eradicated.
      Steam sprayed at her face and dried her clothes - the rain on her 
cheek was replaced by sweat. The smoke cleared; her eyes met the 
ranks and files of machinery, stretching a hundred metres through the 

Rosebud Unfurled
Edward Tagg
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factory. Her feet dragged behind her. Residue from burnt oils, from 
fume and fire, nearly glued her toes to the floor. But in haste, she 
arrived at her station.
      It was a small, cramped space. There was barely enough room to 
stretch an arm out. At one side, there was a lever, partially rusted at 
the main body. And at the other, there was a stack of small aluminium 
plates, piled up one by one as a bodiless hand then fed her the mate-
rials from the neighbouring station. The flat palm of an officer pushed 
her into the workspace and, thirty seconds later, she was automated 
at her iron desk.
      The routine was simple. Left hand took the sheet and placed it 
beneath the press. It had to be exactly within the circle of light given 
by the machine. Then, the hand was withdrawn. Right hand was al-
ready in position, and it had to hold that lever tightly. Pull down. Press 
the sheet. Right hand took the moulded material and handed it off to 
the station to her right. Repeat for hours. Repeat for days. Repeat for 
years.
      The arm that fed her the materials had a bright red band around 
the forearm. Whoever they were, they weren’t a prisoner. It wasn’t 
uncommon for civilian workers to take shifts in Factory Four. For all it 
was worth, the labour pool could’ve used purification.
      Her due service for the day was sent into wild motion. Productivity 
was pushed to its limit. For every one plate she took, two replaced it. 
The pile became two piles, then three. Her brow bled sweat as she 
struggled to keep up with the demand. Her breath fell short. She lost 
focus on what was in front of her. She became nauseous as her mind 
twisted into kaleidoscopic turmoil. For the briefest of moments, she 
lost connection with herself, and her body was on autopilot. Each 
action was of another’s desire. Left hand. Right hand. Sheet. Press. 
Position. Lever. The sweat on her palm flowed like a burst canal. But 
she went to pull the lever once more, and her hand slipped.
      Her peripheral disconnection had squandered any chance to 
react. Her hand fell downward with great force. Her palm collided 
with the corner of her iron workbench and she jolted rearwards at the 
immediate sting. A yelp left her lips.
      She blinked once, twice even, whilst she stared at her palm. The 
incision spanned widthwards, and blood oozed at first contact. A small 
splatter painted the collision site. In an instant, she’d frozen - her

- 30 -



gaze locked onto the wound. Her fingers trembled. She felt nothing 
else but the cold chill of innate fear.
      The production line she belonged to ground to a halt. There were 
four piles of plates beside her when she heard banging from the cubi-
cle wall to her right.
      “What’s the holdup?” A masculine voice called.
      She gave no answer. Her attention was plastered onto the flow of 
her essence. It trickled down her wrist.
      “Oi - the fuck’s going on?” Her successive station shouted.
      Once the ruckus had started, her ears honed in on one repeating 
sound. Her heart pulsed as she tuned out the sounds of metalwork 
and craftsmanship, of running engines and cackling fires, and she 
listened to the cursed noise. Step. Step. Step. She recognised the 
creasing tension of overly polished shoes, and the plated underside 
of the sole. And just before she arrived, the Prisoner’s bloodstream 
began soaking her sleeve.
      Suddenly, Ma’am’s hand interlaced with the Prisoner’s hair and 
lifted her off her seat. She let out a fatigued wail as she was caught in 
her superior’s net.
      “Hartwell!” Her mouth pressed against her ear as she bellowed 
each and every word without restraint. “Were you told to stop work-
ing?”
The pain interrupted her ability to give any clear explanation. Ma’am 
had her suspended from her seat, and she felt as if the seams of her 
scalp were being pulled out. Her voice stammered out a plea - not for 
relief, but for forgiveness.
      “Please! I-I’m…I’m sorry, Ma’am!” Tears spilled down onto her 
desk. She lifted her bloodied hand in an attempt to get Ma’am to 
notice. At first, she didn’t, for her eyes were buried in the Prisoner’s 
cheek. “My hand…!”
      “Bloody talkative today, aren’t you?”
      “P-please! My hand, it’s-” She coughed as the heat of the room 
scolded her throat. Ma’am’s eyes then fell onto her wound, and her 
blood boiled. “I’m so sorry!”
      “Oh - you useless, snivelling bitch.” Ma’am spat. She released her 
grasp on her hair and watched as she crumbled back into her seat. 
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She didn’t give the Prisoner a moment to rest easy, as she then 
cuffed her wrist with her fingers. The Prisoner let out another cry. “You 
live just to get in my fucking way, don’t you? Come with me.”      
      She was ripped from her workstation and pulled through the al-
leyway of machines. Not a single head turned back around to see her 
thrown around like a ragdoll. Not even the civilian workers paid heed 
to her plight. The prison attire she wore gave them permission to not 
care. She winced as her blood and sweat left a trail behind her on the 
concrete floor. Ma’am pulled her through the ins and outs of Factory 
Four until she was brought towards a black door, and once more she 
was dragged out of the furnace. She was gifted with relief from the 
heat for a second; but a second later, she’d been accosted by the 
cold, damp ether of the prison alleys.

~
“And that was the day you met him?”

“Yes. It was.”
“And you thought that he was…?”

“Nothing like the others.”
~

They forced her into the seat yet didn’t restrain her ankles or wrists. 
She remained perfectly still. A tear dampened her cheek. Ma’am 
swabbed her thumb across her cheek and discarded it with a flick. 
The medical officer to her right had already begun to rummage 
through the first aid room’s cupboards whilst Ma’am walked over 
to the door, closed it and locked it. It was as she followed Ma’am’s 
motion that she noticed something basking in the light of the room. A 
third pair of eyes watched her.

This is an excerpt from the second chapter of my upcoming novel, ‘Rosebud 
Unfurled’ – a grim story inspired by 1970s substance-induced brainwashing and 
geopolitical madness. You can find my previous novel, Stand to Resist, for sale 
on Amazon worldwide – consider checking it out if you’re interested in my style 

or topic of writing, or are just in need of something new.

You can find more of my work on Instagram: @an_author_i_guess
and search for Stand to Resist on Amazon
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Endings are born from beginnings, beginnings from endings

This anthology, from graduating Creative Writing BA(hons) students 
at Leeds Arts University, represents three years of exploration across 
poetry, prose, scriptwriting and hybrid forms, including collaborations 
with other arts practitioners. Extracts explore environment, history, 
contemporary life, and self. This rich collection of beginnings only 

alludes to their many possible ends. 


