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Upcoming Writing Society Socials 

There won’t be any socials over the holidays, but 
you can join our society Discord server! 

Invite:  https://discord.gg/X6XaY8W 

Logo Design   Magdalena Zakrzewska 

 

Cover Art   Sophia Raouna 

The Editors   Jessica Campion 

    Yvette Chan 

    Dylan Moody 

 

Guest Editor   Julia Bobowska 

This team has taken a liking to the task of collating this 
society’s magazine; getting stuck right into this collection 
of creative works. We hope that this edition can provide 
evocative reads in these uncertain times, some 
heartwarming pieces for the winter, others that may garner 
sympathy from shared stress that needs release. 
 
This year has been shocking for many, but know that we 
are all in this together, as forced as that may sound. But it's 
true. We have our friends, and our means of instant 
communication, or online communities, and our support 
groups. We have each other. 
 
With that said, the team hopes you enjoy this edition. 
Maybe it will inspire you to make a contribution, or write 
for a competition, or even pen some ideas for that personal 
project of yours. Take care, stay safe, and don’t despair. 
 
The Editors 
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WRITING A SKETCH: BE CLEAR 
ABOUT THE FISH 

 

 

 

One peaceful Friday evening in February, I’m sure it was also cold and raining but that’s not 
relevant, the theme we had chosen for the sketch session was ‘betrayal’.  

I partnered up with Ibrahim and Gala (they happened to be standing next to me, that’s 
how these things work, exciting I know) and we began coming up with a sketch premise - arguably 
the hardest part of writing a sketch, and probably anything in general. Okay, so someone needs to 
betray someone or something and it has to be funny…  

I don’t remember who came up with the idea of a cult but to this day I find it absolutely 
brilliant. A cult member betrays his cult by getting involved in another cult. We called the cultist 
Trevor. But what cult shall Trevor be a part of? A fish cult! Yes, I could imagine the cultists lying 
on the floor, wiggling and flopping in a fish-like manner. And a cult leader who wears a cape! 
Simple and elegant. What a premise!  

Nobody suspected this would mark the beginning of a new era in sketch writing, and 
indeed it wasn’t. This might not come as a surprise but at the time of writing I was doing nothing 
short of rolling on the floor laughing. ‘The Fish Cult’ turned out to be funny enough but it was by 
no means good. For example, there were too many puns; they were quite cheesy too (we thought 
we were being self-aware about it but in the end that’s all they were: a string of cheesy puns). More 
importantly, when it was acted out in a sketch session a couple of weeks later the audience 
members as well as the actors were confused as to whether the cultists were actually fish or not. 
When we wrote it, we never really thought that someone might think the cultists were actually fish, 
but on second thought it was a logical assumption.  

There’s no harm in a sketch being a little unclear as long as that doesn’t hinder it being 
funny. Alas, there’s a rather thin line there and it’s only too easy to cross. Essentially, if you have a 
sketch about a cult and the audience members don’t realise what they’re watching is a cult meeting 
you are not being clear about the premise of the sketch, which automatically renders the sketch a 
flop.  

It’s easy to forget that sketches are only a couple of minutes long scenes. In a show, you 
might have ten sketches which have nothing in common except their length. There’s no time for 
spectacular costume changes and set creations between sketches; this isn’t SNL, nobody is being 
paid to do it. If you’ve used fake blood in one sketch and you’re going back on stage for another 
one that comes directly afterwards, I don’t care what you do, your hand is going to be weirdly red 
(for roughly the next twenty four hours too). It’s easy to let your imagination run wild (spiders 
having sex? sure, we can do that) but a sketch, not unlike a play, isn’t supposed to be read, it’s 
supposed to be performed. There is no narrator to explain things to the audience, so it has to be 
actable. 

I find that one of the biggest challenges in sketch writing is to imagine the written down 
lines and stage directions acted out. One of my favourite sketches from last year’s Term 2 show 
‘Telly Time’ did not strike me as particularly funny when I first read it. It was called 
‘Pinochidough’ and it was about a bread version of Pinocchio. This one, similarly to ‘The Fish 

by Julia Bobowska 
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WRITING A SKETCH: BE CLEAR ABOUT THE FISH 
Cult’ was also full of puns, and generally quite cheesy. And yet, once acted out with just the right 
touch of melodrama and just the right touch of French, it was hilarious. (Disclaimer: no loaf of 
bread was seriously hurt during the performance of this sketch). Bottom line: turns out bread can 
be funny.  

Most things can be funny, but it’s difficult to make them seem funny. Remember when I 
say that, arguably, the most difficult part of writing a sketch was coming up with a premise? That’s 
arguably not true. Everything can be turned into a sketch. Grocery shopping (‘Happy together’); 
old people talking about death (‘Obituaries’); a teacher examining a child’s drawing 
(‘Attenborough’s worst nightmare’); and two concluding words: Monty Python.  

The trick is to take something potentially funny and actually make it funny. Puns can be 
funny, but they can also be cheesy and cliche. Farting can be funny, but it’s usually a cheap laugh 
and a short-lived one. Repeating a good line can be funny, but if you rely on it too much your 
sketch isn’t going to go anywhere. Conversely, making a weird noise might be tempting in order to 
get a cheap laugh, but it can be actually funny if done at the right moment (e.g. the audience is 
expecting the character to say something eloquent and he/she just makes an unexpected noise). 
Monologuing might be quite boring in a short scene, but if it plays well into the conclusion of the 
sketch it can play a significant role in “The joke” of the sketch. 

How funny a given sketch is, is often determined by its conclusion, the pay-off; hopefully 
there is one. However, that doesn’t mean the whole sketch can be unfunny if you have a good joke 
at the end. The audience will simply be relieved that there’s something they can laugh at. That 
doesn’t necessarily mean that there needs to be a string of great jokes throughout the sketch. It 
might slowly build its funniness up to the aforementioned “The joke”.  

Writing sketches is very tricky because they’re too short to conceal any unfunny bits. The 
easiest way to approach it is to make sure everything is clear-- jokes work best if they’re obvious. 
The audience likes to be told when to laugh, so if you think it’s unclear that your characters are not 
actually fish but rather people acting like fish, state it clearly. It might seem obvious to you, but 
having characters flopping and wiggling on the floor might mean anything. Do your audience a 
favour and have one of the characters say: “Hey Trevor, we’re ascending to fishdom today, where 
is your fish costume?”  

 

*All these sketches can be found on the Warwick Comedy YouTube channel. 
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A FAMILIAR WORLD REVISITED 

 

 

 

The young woman steps off the bus, smiling weakly through her mask at the strangeness that has 
descended on the familiar surroundings. She begins to walk through the abnormal emptiness of the 
University of Warwick campus, glancing at the new signs and barriers that have been installed. It 
has always felt large and spacious to her, but now the grey pathways and roads seem to stretch on 
forever without the usual stream of students to connect them. The buildings themselves stand 
hollow and gaping, as if in shock that their hive of activity has been left an empty shell. A sea of 
people has transformed into waves of disparate groups that drift apart from each other as they pass. 
She has an expression of unexpected melancholy as yet another new normal crashes over her while 
she takes in the scene. The air around is a protection but also another form of isolation that weighs 
heavy on her back. A confident walk becomes unsure as she realises established routes have been 
abruptly interjected with locked doors and one-way systems.  

Shivering slightly in the unbroken wind, she reaches a large rectangular lake surrounded by 
trees starting to blush in the colours of autumn. Her face breaks into involuntary amusement as she 
notices a few people being forced to wind their way through a cluster of geese that have claimed the 
path as their own. They are regular inhabitants here, but the lack of human intruders have 
emboldened them to expand their territory, and they stare almost defiantly at those who go past. 
Their presence relieves the relentless expanse of space on the campus, breaking the invisible barriers 
surrounding the students. The girl walks slowly through these new invaders, recording the 
unexpected development on her phone to show to those within her bubble of friendship later on. 
As she watches the video, she notices the time, and starts to pick up speed. Occasionally she passes 
another student, often fresh-faced, and she feels a wave of pity towards those who have never known 
any different to this scarcity of life on campus. 

Eventually, she reaches her destination, and stops momentarily to take a picture of a sign 
saying ‘Milburn House’. The quietness surrounding the building seems to ache as she sends it to her 
friends confined to their bedrooms miles away. As she makes her way towards the entrance, she 
realises that although she felt prepared for the changes that have been undertaken in this dreamlike 
version of history she seems to be living in, she can not help but be struck by their effect. She can 
almost see the ghosts of normality when she pictures the university as she had last seen it, an island 
of activity and excitement and knowledge she had never experienced before. Now it has been 
dragged underwater, with every sound of laughter muffled and any life washed away. 

But these gloomy thoughts can only be temporary as she is running late for her seminar, and 
she enters the building in a rush. She nods at some recognisable faces as they laugh at the absurdity 
of the distance between the seats and the masks they are wearing, but this strangeness is soon 
forgotten as they concentrate on the discussion of the week’s topic. Like everything this year, the 
constraints and partitions between them are accepted and then ignored. When she leaves an hour 
later, the empty campus is now merely a familiar background to her other pressing concerns, mainly 
about whether she will catch the bus on time. 

  

by Lara Bean 



 

5 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

CALADENIA MACCA 

by Libby Hart 
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First heartbreaks seemed like a childish dream, 

Or one to tut back on when I thought I knew sadness 

To check off my list of youthful mistakes. 

Drinking and depression that seemed like the same, 

Experiences that punished the innocent 

And left bruises on naive skin. 

I was told to never forget that day, 

To hold onto bliss for as long as I could. 

The day you stopped crying over scraped knees 

Over yanked hair and twisted arms 

And thought you knew the toll of adolescent pain. 

 

3-2-15 I went to school 

And learned all the beauty the sky held 

Baby fingers pointing to winter stars 

Side by side, I felt part of the world 

I told him a quote that he reminded me of the night 

And he laughed because it made no sense 

Nonsense babbling in childlike adoration. 

Our conversations ran no deeper 

Than those I practiced with myself 

But the sight of his hand on my shoulder 

Was a snapshot I never thought I’d see 

3-2-15 you came to me 

You awoke me for a year of colour 

‘Til 7-3-16 when silence came like sheeted death 

 

7.3.16 

by Tieneke van Berkel 
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7.3.16 
10-4-18 was quiet still 

Our scrapbook tucked away 

Coffee chats with friends became the  

Comedy club of little sixteen 

Still I carried no lessons on my shoulder 

Still they told me it would pass 

They told me it would fade 

But they had never seen 

How I was left to rot that day 

On 7-3-16. 
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by Lewis Dobbs 

Eternal 
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Inner Conflict 
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Oh How We’ve Succumbed 
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Relinquish Me 
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THE AGE OF ANGELO 

 

 

Angelo stamped out the cigarette.  

A seagull drifted overhead, mewling after scraps, and he watched it disappear over the roofs 
with a wistful expression. From where he was standing, the darkening sky sat sandwiched between 
one row of terraced houses and another. On some days, Angelo did nothing but stare at that section 
of sky and, on others, he felt as if it was just a matter of time before the bricks and tiles would close 
in on it. Today, it was the latter.  

Shoving his hands into his pockets, the boy retreated back indoors: to where the voices of 
his housemates echoed down the never-ending corridor. His fingers reached for the handle, to break 
the barrier between them, when a voice stopped him short. 

“I dunno about Angie, though. He’s been pretty quiet,” said Sam. 

“Angelo’s the quiet type anyway,” said another.            

There was a pause. It blanketed every other noise in the room.  

“Maybe there’s something wrong.”                                                                                    

“Just because he’s stopped singing show tunes in the shower doesn’t mean he’s fallen on 
hard times,” suggested Sam. Murmurs of assent and scattered laughter followed on the heels of his 
comment.  

Angelo dropped his hand and sighed. On silent feet, he trod the narrow stairs up to the 
sanctuary of his room. Clothes were cast across the floor. Pictures and post-it notes overlapped on 
the pinboard. One of them read: release after 8 hours.  

Wrestling with his shirt, he tore it off and met the eyes of his reflection before he dared to 
look down. A piece of material was wrapped about his chest. With a steady hand, he reached back 
and unravelled it. Two limbs unfolded themselves from under the cloth.  

Muscles strained. Bent feathers moved back into place. Tiny particles of dust danced about 
the room as he flexed the two appendages. Angelo paused before the sticky notes stuck to the frame. 
He ran his finger over one of them.  

“Day Twenty-Nine: Feathers are starting to emerge. I know that if I go to A&E, they will 
just cut them off. I don’t want that,” he read.                                                                  

The sticky note drifted to the floor, as light as a, well, that was obvious. Grabbing the pad 
of post-its from his cluttered desk, he picked up a pen, pulled off the lid and wrote. 

Day One hundred and twenty-five: Still bound. It sometimes hurts. Managed a stretch. Am able to flap a 
little. I was considering revealing them but… 

He stopped and chewed the end of the pen.  

“Not yet,” he said and stuck the note onto a patch of untouched glass.  

 

by Phoebe Bush 
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HOPES FOR A MODERN 
FAIRYTALE 

 

 

Sometimes, a thought would come to her mind as fleetingly as a bird perching itself on a tree branch, 
seeking rest as it flew homeward. She thought about love, like every wishful soul does when they 
are alone and weary, with empty space in their minds to think about something as wispy and 
unquantifiable as love. She would pity herself, wondering if she would ever find a fairytale love story 
like the ones society had conditioned her to believe was requisite for eternal love.  

Would she meet someone who would find her across country lines and broken families like 
her grandparents found each other? Or would it be serendipitous the way her father was swept away 
by her mother’s tenacity as she brought down hell on an unassuming bigot during a seminar at 
university? What worried her most was that the days for an all-consuming love story to flourish had 
long gone with no whispers and promises of returning.  

Was it Jai, she wondered? The sweet boy who was a permanent fixture in the sepia of her 
childhood? She settled on giving him the infamous and invaluable label of her first love. But 
memories of his scorching temper and his dulcet patience assured her that he might have been one, 
but certainly not the one.  

There were others: minor and transitory in nature, with nothing more than lukewarm feelings 
to explain away their existence. But there was Dean. Bold, yet innocuous enough to hint at whom 
she made the world believe she was. Years later, Ruhi would realise that the focal point of her 
attraction towards him was the possibility that she could breathe into existence the version of him 
that would love her best. Yet at that point in her life, as much as she would have liked to believe 
that she knew herself, truthfully she was barely an acquaintance to the person she would become. 
So to think that she knew how she wanted to be loved was not only a lie, but also one so fool 
heartedly concocted that even her dreams were convinced. 

She knew at times she would go back and think of Dean in the future. She often wondered 
at the time if there would be a day when she would stop thinking about him. Yet, much to her 
pleasant surprise she would realise in a few years that whilst he found his way into her mind, like an 
unannounced, graceless visitor, she no longer welcomed him in the covenant of her heart. Perhaps, 
that within itself was as far as she would be able to go in the journey of ridding her soul of Dean 
Williams. 

Alas, there was one, arguably perhaps even the one she was so desperately seeking. Ironically, 
she knew him for the shortest amount of time. In fact she barely even knew him at all. Yet, he found 
a way to stay rooted in her heart. Almost like ivy that grows with no care, festering and prospering 
out of negligence. She was truly negligent with the way she allowed him to weasel his way into her 
mind and her heart. Thinking of him was a knee-jerk reaction at times, and she wanted nothing more 
than to surgically remove him from her soul. Sometimes, she felt like he was a tumour: unwanted 
and malicious enough to be a threat. Other times he was the electric spark that jittered her nerves. 
Of the numbered times she spent with him, all she remembered was feeling an overwhelming sense 
of calmness, serenity that came with a simple smile.  

by Keerit Singh 
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HOPES FOR A MODERN FAIRYTALE 
She wondered if she was wrong to push him away, keeping him safely at arm’s length where 

he couldn’t hurt her even if he tried. But she was foolish to think that any amount of physical 
distance would keep him out of her dreams, where he would waltz in as if he were coming home. 

So she wrote about him, to rid her soul of the unspoken words that haunted her waking 
moments and her listless nights. In those pages she painted him high and mighty, spotting the skyline 
of a sparkling sunset. He was up in the clouds and she was on the ground wondering if he would 
ever come down. Mostly, she wondered why she felt such comfort in pouring out the words of her 
soul onto paper for a man she knew had no memories of her. She numbed herself with the icy truth 
that she was a blip in his universe where he was at the centre, and she was the shooting star that 
crossed once in a blue moon.   

She consoled herself with the thought that perhaps this was the modern fairytale she so 
desperately sought out. Perhaps the days of sweeping romance divided by borders and cautious 
smiles across the classroom were nothing more than a ruin of the past, to be treasured only in 
memory.  

Then maybe one day, when the memories would begin to fade as memories do, illuminated 
by their shiny edges of what once was but would never be; she would be able to move on. She would 
meet someone new, whom she would never write of, for any words she’d have would no longer 
have to be immortalised in paper. So the words she had written would be no more than dusty tales 
that would be stowed away in a quiet crevice of her mind, gone but never truly forgotten. 
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ANXIETY 
 

 
 
 
If you could eliminate anxiety, you would be left with a child of moonbows 

And sauce-stained cutlery; you would be left with a child who didn’t 

Hear the feline footsteps of murderers in the night and didn’t 

Go paranoid at the mention of police and didn’t 

Know the plane would crash and didn’t 

Run up the stairs chanting and didn’t 

Feel the bug-eyes of strangers. 

A child for whom lullabies 

Were a luxury and 

Night was 

Peace.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

by Naoise Gale 
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Untitled 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

by Niki Tse 
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MAGIC TRICKS 
 

 

 

Your legs disappeared when I last saw you.  

I don’t know where they went,   

but they were gone. Maybe they’d been cut off.   

“Is that what happens?” I asked.   

It didn’t seem like a stupid question then,   

but my mother laughed and my sister—  

she gave me the same look she always got   

when I would do something annoying as a child  

like steal her toy or call her a name. So, I shut up.  

But I wasn’t a child anymore,   

at least it didn’t feel like it when I stood over you  

like I was viewing a new piece of furniture:   

oak wood, balsa, maybe even with a lacquer coated on  

to make you even more polished than you ever were,   

even though there would be nobody looking at you anymore,  

apart from the bugs and worms,   

whatever managed to make holes in your new home.   

Anyway, your legs were gone.   

I bent down and had a look in the box,  

like I was looking for treasure: gold and silver and bronze,   

but I still couldn’t see them. I betted I could even saw  

the box in half like they do on TV and it wouldn’t matter.  

Would it hurt? I wasn’t sure. And there was nobody to ask,   

unless I prayed again to God, but the last time   

I prayed for you he didn’t listen,   

so I pretended my mother was God and asked her again.  

“Where are his legs?”  

But she told me they were there and that was that,   

even though they were gone and telling me they weren’t  

didn’t help apart from to fill the awkward silence coming  

from the box you lay in that ate your legs or from the room 

that knew the real question was not where your legs were,   

but would it matter if they were gone? 

  

by Scarlett Bennett-Weston 
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IMMORTALISE 
 

 

 

The power that comes with writing is one that seems under-appreciated. The power discussed here 
is not on how writing shapes the world, recording history and creating the future, but the 
empowerment it can give to the writer. Our current reality is one that never allows a break in 
breaking news, and every day seems to be worse than the last - as if every day is a step forward on 
the tightrope extending into the horizon, every step almost the last. But we cling on because as 
long as the tightrope is still there, there is still hope.  
 

Everywhere we look, there will be something telling us what to think and how to think, 
never allowing a moment of peace for us to process the information we receive. For a lot of 
people, writing now is particularly difficult, and a good place to start is often with yourself. What 
do you want to read? What sort of story or poem or art do you need at the moment? It doesn’t 
matter if you don’t think anybody else will like it. You’re your own first reader, the one doing all 
the hard work, and you deserve to be excited about it. Writing can be more than just escapism; it’s 
about expression, too, and your work will be all the stronger for you having cared about it. So that 
month old notebook you bought on a whim and never unwrapped, or that blank document with 
no title you forgot about amidst the work and societal chaos, can give you some semblance of 
control in a world of luck and privilege.  

 
But even when you love the thing you’re writing, it can be hard to get the words down 

without worrying about what other people will think of them. Just remember that nobody gets to 
think anything about what you’re writing yet, because nobody gets to read it until you say it’s ready. 
When you’re done, you’ll have time to make the words perfect and reshape them into something 
you can be even more proud of. But you can’t carve fine details into material that doesn’t exist. 
Writing helps shut out the excess noise, making the writer the most important figure of the 
moment. You are in control of what to think, how to think. The words that flow onto the paper, 
or into that previously empty document, are your words, your emotions, your imagination, your 
way of organising thought. Whatever you’re thinking or feeling, get it down onto paper. The rest 
will follow when your foundations are set.  
 

Writing, in a way, puts a stop to reality, allowing you to prioritise yourself and your 
thoughts. Writing can be that raw emotion trapped inside that doesn't have any other way to be 
freed, or that one thing you want to see happen but know that no one else can do justice to, or the 
only way jumbled thoughts and ideas can be understood. Writing is a creative process that requires 
a certain selfishness, a selfishness that reminds you that despite the loudness of the world out 
there, your own voice cannot, and should not, be unheard by you. 
 

In our fast paced world with news flowing in at every second, do not lose your voice, your 
thoughts, you emotions. Immortalise it all by writing it down. 
 

  

by the Editors 
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that knew the real question was not where your legs were,   

but would it matter if they were gone?  
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