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Hello, and welcome to Edition 18 of Kamena Magaizne 2022! It has been a 
great pleasure to carry on Kamena Magazine as a new editorial team. Here 
are some brief introductions from us: 
 
Rebecca Howarth is a first year English Literature and Creative Writing 
student. She enjoys writing and reading fantasy prose fiction. 
 
Harriet Curry is a first year English Literature and History student. She enjoys 
reading classics and crime fiction. 
 
Hina Ishida is a second year English Literature and Creative Writing student. 
She mainly writes poetry or prose fiction and enjoys reading gothic literature. 
 
We’d like to give a huge thanks to all of our contributors for this edition and 
another thanks to our readership. 
 
It is soon to be 2023 and we hope to increase our outreach. Have a fantastic 

year! 
 

If you are interested in submitting check out our website:  
www.kamenamagazine.com/submissions-guidlines/ . 

 
The Editors 

 
Rebecca Howarth  
Harriet Curry  
Hina Ishida  
 

Logo Design 
Magdalena Zakrzewska  
 

Cover Art 
Malta                                                                        (Instagram: @maltaaf)  
 

Warwick Writing Society  
 

This magazine works under Warwick Writing Society. If you are interested 
in joining our society, visit our instagram @warwickwrisoc.  
 

HerCampusAtWarwick 
Our friends at HerCampusAtWarwick are trying to increase outreach and 

are looking for more regular writers. They are a female lead student 
magazine and accept submissions on any topic. This is a great platform to 

get published work out there.  Their Instagram is @HerCampusAtWarwick. 
 

 
 

http://www.kamenamagazine.com/submissions-guidlines/
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First World Problems 
A poem by Anson Clark 

  

When Manolo Blahnik just isn’t enough. 

The gossip today was that Toby spilt Tim’s coffee. 

I’m hanging from a cross built of computer keyboards 

And wires, my Half Windsor Knot tie strangling me. 

Did you love this world? 

Carl’s doodling pictures of Tim being guillotined on 

The profit and loss statement documents. 

Last night he wore a t-shirt blazoned with 

“I’m as serious as cancer”. 

And did this world not love you? 

Did you love this world? 

Gary has minimized porn on his screen, 

Occasionally looking at it in quiet desperation. 

And did this world not love you? 

Did you love this world? 

Steven is making a fool of himself talking to Sarah 

At the water cooler. His throat itchy-scrawl and he wants 

A sinkhole to appear to swallow up his awkwardness. 

And did this world not love you? 

Did you love this world? 

Megan keeps checking her iPhone to see if Belinda 

Got home safely last night, since she was blind drunk 

And it was blanket snowing. 

And did this world not love you? 

Did you love this world? 

Caroline’s blank lily stare cuts through the office partitions. 

She imagines being an artist even though her application 

To art school was rejected.  

When doing yoga just isn’t enough. 

And did this world not love you? 

Did you love this world? 

Sondra randomly types in numbers and letters 

On her Google search, hoping for something. 

Hoping for anything clear cut, definite, certain. 

And did this world not love you? 

Did you love this world? 

Tim keeps using mindfulness to tell him that life is ok, 

But he’s got the urge to pour his lukewarm coffee 

Over his Ralph Lauren tailored trousers. 

Everything lukewarm. Everything tepid. 

And did this world not love you? 

Did you love this world? 

The piano chord clangs, a strange timbre arises. 

I have a lizard jutting out from my face, 
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Its jaws clenched clamp-like on my cheek. 

I suppose if mindfulness says that life is good… 

And did this world not love you? 

The phone rings – “Hello, Jetsuka Chemicals, 

How can I help you?” 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Note From The Writer 

 

Anson was actually quite ill when writing this poem - he was ill probably due to the coronavirus - 

and the medication he was taking made him feel a little delirious. The poem seemed to flow 

naturally from this state. Thankfully, he's much better now. Anson has an interest in surrealism 

and heightened imagery, and he wanted to show that the mundane everyday often hides 

repressed and exaggerated thoughts and feelings. 
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Mafia Rhymer 
A poem by Pippi Harrison 

  
Confused by the title? Let me explain  
Mafia is nothing more than a game  
Social deduction, logic, deceit,  
Losses so painful, winning so sweet  
  

(Usually) There are two teams: mafia and town,  

Both aiming to take the other down  

The evil know their allies, the good are in the dark  

One person each day is voted to die, let’s hope you hit the mark  

Each game has different roles, to change the way you play  

My favourite is the one I’ve been targeted by today  

  

Mafia Rhymer - chooses one person at night.  

That person may speak only in rhymes (to everyone’s delight)  

Clearly I enjoy the challenge,  

But there are many who cannot manage,  

Cowards.  

  

Enough wasting time, it’s not long until  

We vote on the crime, who we think is evil  

I really should be using my brain  

I’m getting distracted by rhymes again  

Think! Who here would actually target me?  

The person who is known to rhyme with glee.  

  

(Even if I hadn’t been targeted, I’d still rhyme for fun)  

  

The thing about rhyming - it gives me such confidence  

Others are persuaded - I can make sense of  

  

Who should we kill?  

(Whose blood should spill?)  

Who should be burned?  

Their trust not earned.  

(Next on the spree)  

Just listen to me  

I’m just here to help  

(No matter how they yelp)  

Don’t be perplexed  

(Don’t worry, you’re next)  

If I’m wrong you may frown,  

But I promise I’m town.  

  

On you it begins to dawn  

You’d forgotten self-targeting was on  
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Too late, I’ve won  

  

Pippy was the Mafia Rhymer 

 

 

  



   

 

  8 

 

 
Lamp 

A poem by Zirui Wang 
 

  Shall I be no more                                                                        Shall I be no more but 

  But myself                                                                                                             Myself 

  Being                                                                                                                      Being 

  In this elaborated world                                                               In this boisterous world 

  Merely observing                                                                                      Merely hearing 

  Human faces and masks                                                                   The sound of Nature 

  Feeling the blinking of my eyes and                                          Feeling the dropping rain 

  The beating of my heart                                                              The beating of my heart 

  To know that I am                                                                                To know that I am 

  Alive, and                                                                                                          Alive, and 

  Have a heart                                            Shall I be                                       Have a heart 

  A dedicated heart                              No more but my                              A settled heart 

  Ever watching                                              Self                                  Allowing beings of 

  Ever witnessing                                          Being                                    Meaninglessness 

  Even when I am slumbering             In this disturbing world                Even in a cloudless 

  Sightlessly                                           Merely breathing                                        Reverie 

  Its beating echoes                                    In, and out                            Its beating echoes 

  In the crowd-less night     Feeling the movement of my breast      In the soundless street 

The beating of my heart 

To know 

I 

Am 

Alive, and 

Have a heart, a 

Relentless heart 

Weathering all pains 

Enjoying all pleasures 

Even when I am asleep, dreamlessly 

Its beating 

Echoes 

In the breathing wind 
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Dissection 
A poem by Phoebe Dar 

 

You could cut the tension 
With a knife in me: 
Muscle offering weak resistance, 
Cool metal sinking into stomach – 
It shouldn’t be this easy. 
 
 

Thick skin, slow slicing,  
I deserve more drama than this. 
With rigid shoulders and tense neck – 
Ordinary – waiting. 
 
 

Another body is explosive, 
Another body would spray rivulets 
At the slightest disturbance to skin, 
Another body would spark up in flame 
And crumble to a heap of ashes. 
But my blood is heavy, and still. 
Dull.    Pooling. 
 
 

If you chopped a limb from my body, 
It still would not know the meaning of limp. 
If you slice me slowly and there is no guttural growl 
From the depths of my being, 
No screams to echo off the walls, 
No dramatic collapse and fall – well, 
I never did know boldness. 
 
 

Though I may walk bravely into danger, 
I would not dance with you watching, 
I would not betray my whirlpool thoughts, 
I dare not meet your eyes. 

(that’s something they got right about me, 
something rigid I can’t eek out, 
a sturdiness that makes me alien) 

 
 

And if I bleed at all, don’t blame me for not looking. 
I’m afraid of discovering my inhumanity. 
I am not convinced I have human bones, 
A blade on my skin would not slash, but clink. 
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A Note From The Writer 
 
Phoebe Dar is a fourth-year English Literature student at Warwick University. Her favourite 
creative works are obsessive, uncanny and expressive. 
Dissection attempts to capture the uneasy, detached self-scrutiny of dissociation and anxiety. 
From a distance, it looks in on the self as some strange specimen as it’s pulled apart, 
simultaneously visceral and uninvolved. 
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Chains 

A poem by Adèle D.J 

  
I speak in silence  
Mouth gaping with words  
That disturb the stillness of life  
Deeming me an outcast  
  
In these words, once spoken  
I thought sound could bring understanding  
A voice makes you heard  
The naiveness of childhood  
  
And on the brink of adulthood  
The same nightmares that troubled me  
Do again now.  
Only I now see tiredness in the eyes  
Of those who once wanted to listen  
  
A silencing expression  
Of whining unnecessarily  
The world never tells you to stop talking 
It merely burns your lips  
  
Eighteen and three months  
July, a summer month  
A brightly shining sun  
Matched with a broken spirit  
  
Is this adulthood?  
Eyes that constantly water  
Not with tears no, just water  
Smiles that cling to faces as best they can  
As lies escape the lips of your closest companion  
  
Even parents utter profanities  
To blind their children  
From the truth of this ugly canvas  
We call life  
  
And once one tumbles over that fateful nest 
Like Rapunzel from her tower  
And the glamour of nature  
As whittled to weeds and rotting bark  
You might look down instead of up  
  
Up is for children,  
Up is the sky of limitlessness  
Down accepts gravity  
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The invisible chains the keep adults close to the earth  
Snatching their children from the sky of dreams until they too 
Don the chains of life  
  
Although I know my time is soon coming  
My chains await me  
I do not see them, 
They have no key, no lock  
But somehow, I am the only one who notices this  
  
To speak up would be to show yourself a fool 
To say, “I am safe” while standing surrounded by bloodthirsty cannibals  
To be struck down by the club held by whoever deemed reality to be indeed reality  
And yet I am still encouraged to dream, dreams that are crushed 
  
I am leaving soon, 
I don’t know how or when  
But this makes me happy  
No more tired mornings or late nights  
No more angry arguments or tearful plights  
Just eternal nothingness  
As far as the dead mind can reach 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Note From The Writer 
 
Adèle is a poet, writer and youtuber studying English and Linguistics in Warwick University. 
Poetry has been a big part of their life since a young age; they think it’s a beautiful way of 
expressing the purest of human emotion in a vulnerable but powerful way. This poem was 
inspired by fears surrounding the passing from child to adulthood, the loss of dreams and goals 
due to societal pressure and the feeling of desperation while clinging onto such dreams. 
  
Social media: @adeled_official YouTube channel: Youth Perspective by Adèle D. J 
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Walled Up 
Prose poetry by Ivan De Monbrison 

 
Day and night are one and the same thing you drown inside yourself the words have lost their 
thoughts you will not go further away you will not be able to cross the threshold or else if you 
were to cross it you would always end up at the same point always at the same spot in the room 
it’s actually an impassable wall in fact the wall is you your flesh is the wall your skin is the wall your 
bones are the wall you don’t exist you’re just a wall you’re just a wall made up with your own body 
every piece of you is a barrier between you and yourself a barrier that nothing can cross there’s 
also a scream some might think the scream also is you you’re screaming in secret but it would be 
too easy perhaps as an image if it weren’t in the end a silent scream a scream that doesn’t say its 
name a scream that has never been uttered that has never been out of any throat it’s a scream that 
has been kept in a cage like a bird yeah that’s it the cage is the wall and you’re like a bird but actually 
no because a bird could fly away so not really a bird rather something that survives underground 
something like a tunnel that leads to a grave yes you walk in the tunnel you go from one grave to 
another from one grave to another without stopping ever you go back and forth from one grave 
to another you can’t stop and in each grave there is a dead man and in each dead man there is a 
scream locked up and in each scream there is a wall and in each wall there is your flesh and in your 
flesh there is a fire and in the fire there is blood and in the blood there is night and in the night 
there is yourself alone you wake up you’re not at home you’re at her place .. she’s coming back 
she’s coming back you’re in the kitchen you… you would like to eat something but there’s nothing 
to eat you pour yourself a cup of coffee as if to find a reason for yourself being there as there is 
none in fact she’s coming from behind you… you hear her voice you weren’t expecting her you’re 
trapped you want to run away she walks into the kitchen she takes you in her arms it’s too late it’s 
too late it’s too late it’s too late here the wall has turned into a woman it’s the Tiger-Woman again 
who came back from hell who came out of the cage and the cage is you the cage which exactly 
matches  the tiger’s stripes that have turned into a cage and in this cage there is not a tiger in this 
cage there is only yourself it’s… it’s obvious and this apartment where you've found yourself 
trapped by chance it’s her own apartment  that’s it it’s the cage the walls have started to bleed the 
walls start to scream and you remember you’re a wall but you’re a silent wall forever forever your 
scream will keep forever all the heaviness of the stone all the density of the stone I can’t take it 
anymore I’m so tired in this room which isn’t one where I sleep as a child who isn’t a room in fact 
there is no door anyone can walk in freely it’s like a hole in the wall they’ve put a bed in there  
where I have to sleep there is a window that’s overlooking a courtyard there is a living room a 
small kitchen there is a  another room where other people sleep but you are alone you are always 
alone they’ve scratched your face and by scratching it part of your face was torn off and one can 
see the bones and therefore you are cut in halves a part of you is intact and the other is removed 
flesh  which reveals the skull it’s not nice to watch but you’re not pretty to watch because you’re 
already dead you know that the dead that you are almost is evil and that death is ugliness in fact 
death is the devil the devil is maybe you finally there is no devil or rather there is you… you had 
no choice but to close all the walls you had to shut all the doors you had to close all the rooms you 
had to go down into the grave you had to go down close up the lid on top to stop hearing the 
screams of the child that you once were his silent screams his screams of terror. 
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A Note From The Writer 
 
Ivan de Monbrison is a schizoid writer from France born in 1969. 
He's affected by various mental disorders.  
 
Writing in other languages than his own, has been a way for him to escape the daily suffering, caused by his 
own mental illness.  
 
This piece, Walled Up, is aimed at trying to express the feeling that one can get when jailed inside its own 
brain by some kind of neuro-divergence. Here the "dementia" is being impersonated by symbols: a wall, 
the flesh, a scream, a bird, a cage etc... And, as dementia is by essence immaterial, it gets to turn into these 
things, transformed by them, using each of their own peculiarities, one after the other. And therefore like 
in a journey, impersonating various things, it takes us into the labyrinth of a brain, like it would be for a 
madman, who would keep going in circles into his own cell. 
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Mum 

A poem by Poulcheria Rousos 
  

You used to be  
and care for me 

but I was forgotten, 
left with a hand on my shoulder 

  
It’s not that you did not care, 

you just went somewhere 
to a faraway land, 

with ghosts and foes, 
threats and wars. 

  
You lost your soul 
You lost your mind 

and I was still forgotten, 
in your own despair rotten. 

  
For me it was a joke  

Ghosts and fears unexplained 
You disappeared as a whole 

With no help to be contained. 
  

But I was younger then, 
My mind over my head, 

The tears I cried, 
since we last spoke, multiplied. 

  
It’s been 7 years since then  

and I’ve been wanting 
for my sins to be forgiven, 

or better yet forgotten 
for you are still lying here 

and I had condemned you, 
left you for dead,  
for it was unfair, 

a soul that was not worth saving, 
left in mid-air. 
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Another Drowning Incident 
Prose by Daniel Souza 

 
'Es kimmt bald Regen,' said Georg Buchacher, peeling back the kitchen window curtain and 
looking glumly at the sky. 
 
'Isht jo schon Zeit,' said his wife.  
 
She was seated at the table, picking off ticks from the stretched underbelly of a tabby cat that 
was sprawled out supine on her lap, depositing them into a bucket whose contents were destined 
for the oven stove. This was engrossing work, and in its performance she meditated on the 
nature of these distended parasites, how they seemed to perish on removal from their host, 
drunk on success, groggy with life, as if they were satiated entities who, in their long feed, had 
supped on blood and magnanimity enough to be resolute for death when the time did finally 
come, and all after digging in so resolutely. 
 
Georg looked on lovingly at his wife. He was by nature a benign man and not much used to 
getting what he wanted, so when he had asked for her hand he had not expected her to say 
yes, but it seems both of their fathers had pre-empted them on this head, and what he 
thought was a long shot turned out to be a foregone conclusion. He had been in a state of 
domestic bliss ever since. As for Eva, she was no great romantic, and hardly willing to incur 
the ire of her father for something so dubious and insubstantial as love. There were men she 
probably would have preferred to marry, and perhaps in her maidenly epoch she even 
entertained conjugal aspirations for them when she retired at night, but this was more of a 
quiet hope than a burning lust, and she did not quail too much to have it confounded. She 
was not attracted to Georg but had, in the fullness of time, learned to love him in her own 
modest way - though she reserved the right to cringe at him when he leered at her as he did 
now. 
 
‘Schau nit so blöt an,’ she said. 
 
Just then, Greta Buchacher, their youngest, came toddling into the kitchen holding a rag 
doll. Georg lifted her above his head and spun her around. Greta giggled. She was at that 
age where she had much to giggle about. She loved animals, a trait in her that was as much 
serendipitous as it was endearing given her folks’ line of work, and she had come downstairs 
to play with the cat. Eva, seeing this, released the cat from her grip and it rolled nimbly off 
her knee, landing on its feet. It eyed Greta uncertainly as she shook the doll invitingly with a 
coaxing smile plastered on her face and her head hanging to one side. Soon she drew back 
her arm and pitched the doll as far as her strength would allow her in a movement that was 
more like a push than a throw. The cat darted after the projectile making awful scratching 
noises on the wooden floor. It pounced on the doll, pawed at it a few times, and then lost 
interest in the fleshless prey. Greta giggled. 
  
It rained for three days and four nights. The river sloshed up against the banks and ran 
brown with disturbed earth and surged in a violent current that was awful to see. Once limpid 
streams were now sullied with sediment and fields erstwhile dry now squelched underfoot. 
Children were told not to go near the water. 
 
By degrees, the river cleared, and the soil dried out again. Georg had a vision of washed up 
sediment being carried off to sea and saw a cleansed land regenerated and he looked at his 
own skin and saw that it was sediment and in need of cleansing and regeneration also. At 
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noontide he takes his family down to the river for their first proper wash of the year. 
It was the height of summer and the humid air hung heavy about them and made it a great 
labour to move. Anna, their eldest, complained of drowsiness and Eva fanned herself indignantly 
but Georg said it would be ok once they got into the water. They followed the 
road going down towards the shaded side of the valley and turned off at the bridge, following 
the riverside path. 
 
Eventually, they reached the calm and fordable part of the river that was meet for paddling. 
The scene was one of idyllic Alpine beauty that was almost wasted on its inured inhabitants. 
The water looked turquoise from afar, but was crystal-clear up close, revealing the runway of 
smooth rocks that lined the riverbed. The sky was a clear bright blue sans some wisps of 
errant alabaster cloud that were in no hurry to forsake the hospitality of their host. The 
mountains cast their familiar forms in the distance, bounding the eye’s imagination by the 
rude imposition of their rough and ruggèd beauty. A wall of tall trees lined the riverbanks, 
their various shades of green all deep and dark and decadent, their branches furry and 
bosom-like. 
 
Georg stripped naked and waded through the water in search of a spot that was deep 
enough to allow him to swim. He found one and, without hesitation, pushed off into a 
breaststroke, allowing his whole body to be submerged before forcing up his head, clearing 
his spout and peeling off a few exhilarated ululations. His short-wet hair was dead straight 
and uniformly distributed around the circumference of his head like the fringes of a 
lampshade. A dumb joy broke out across his face, and he beckoned the children to come join 
him. Eva helped them undress and made sure their clothes didn’t fall into the water. 
 
Anna Buchacher was scared, for she was not a good swimmer, and did not like the cold. 
She waded awkwardly towards her father, hunched over and arms folded, scanning the 
riverbed for snakes and sharp rocks that might break her skin. She reached the place where 
her father was. He explained to her that the stretch ahead was deep enough to swim in and 
that the area before the tree which grew out of the water was really deep but once she got 
level with the tree she would be able stand again and it would be safe because he could 
stand in almost all of it and he would be with her, all the way. 
 
She has decided now that she will do it. She hunches over even further and places her 
arms in the water and the cold she feels diminishes her resolve and she has to wait a while 
for it to come back again. Once her prior level of courage has been restored, she determines 
to leap forward and swim, but she finds that somehow, she cannot do it. How these things 
come to pass - an eternity’s work could not uncover it, for when she feels that she has been 
toppled off the summit off her spirits and is falling back into a familiar ravine of guilt and 
recrimination, some inward jolt, issuing from God knows where, impels her into the water. 
Before she knows it the freezing waves are welling all around her and the shock triggers a 
sharp inhalation, so sharp that the air seems to stick in her throat and become solid and stab 
at her windpipe, so that subsequent draws of breath are weak and frenzied in light of this 
painful blockage. But just as suddenly she feels a deep relaxation as her body melts into a 
pulmonary orgasm, the vigorous coursing of her blood supplying a concordant counterpoint 
to the slow but certain current of the cold river. The flood rushed over her gently, suffused 
the air with gentleness, brought her soul to a gentle delight. Now she was still in great 
discomfort and longed to be back on the rocks baking in the warm sun, but she was 
determined now to make it to that tree. And she did. 
 
In the meantime, Eva had been scrubbing Greta with a brush. She scrubbed too hard and 
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she reddened the skin of her daughter who squealed but then resigned herself to the pain 
when she remembered that her mother did not respond to squealing. Once Eva was certain 
that her husband was keeping an eye on Greta, she finally got undressed herself and 
embarked on a few tentative, almost begrudging, laps of the deep stretch. Her breasts 
bobbed on the skin of the water and she resented the prospect of her family, let alone 
passing strangers, seeing her naked, but since she was here, she simply had to swim. She 
heard laughter and when she turned around, she saw Georg piloting Greta through the water 
behind her. 
 
‘Hey, mach dass nicht,’ she pleaded. 
 
‘Lass lei,’ was the response. 
 
‘Sei vorsichtig...bitte, sei vorsichtig,’ she entreated after a doubtful silence. 
 
As she turned back to swim, she thought she saw the cold reptilian eyes of a ringelnatter 
slithering downstream like the smooth legato pulse of time itself but she told herself that it 
was an illusion, and it most likely was. And then there came cause for even greater alarm. 
She noticed a rustling in the trees and a flash of eyes, this time human eyes, and muffled 
childish laughter emerging from the verdure. Passing strangers. Thus do our forecasted 
indignities inevitably materialise when we meditate on them too much. 
She took a final turn back towards the rocks. Georg, Anna and Greta were all out of the 
water now and getting dressed. It was so hot that they did not bother to dry themselves as 
they knew the sun would do that for them, with Georg even going so far as to soak his shirt 
in the river before he put it back on. 
 
Flailed water was heard in the distance. Then a gurgled groan. The rapid downstream 
current was sucking someone up. 
 
Georg exchanges a swift glance with his wife and then bolts into the trees. Just like that he 
leaves them. The quiet rill of the eddies was drowned out by the mortal union of child and 
water and the panicked thud of adult feet on dirt. Evidently, some kid had entered the water 
too far downstream. Another scream joined the mix, but this came from the riverbank, and it 
was a high wail that was different in kind from the previous low groan. High wails are the 
sound of panic, low groans are the sound of death. 
Eva waded back to the rocks as quickly as she could but there was nothing she could do 
now but clothe her shame and keep the others from doing anything rash. She was 
wondering whether it was even possible for her husband to outrun the current when the faint 
but unmistakable crash of adult mass into water mooted the question. 
 
‘Mein Gott,’ she whispered. 
  
After three hours they found him; dredged him up in the shallows a couple of villages 
downstream. After two weeks they gave up looking for the child. 
 
They bore the corpse through the village and up to the mausoleum at the edge of town. 
The dead man's family came out to meet him. Anna was all sadness, and Eva was awash 
with tears. Amongst the disordered dolour Greta managed to slip free from her mother’s 
grasp and grasp for herself the pale hand poking out of the shroud which she recognised as 
her father’s. No-one had the heart to take her away and tell her that he was dead. She held 
fast his hand, all the way to the mausoleum, tiptoeing as fast as her infant legs would carry 
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her, slowing down the procession to an absurdity. When they reached the precincts of the 
sepulchre she comprehended that this was a place of some significance, the embodiment of 
a taboo too powerful for even her innocent devotion, and she finally let go. Then she fell 
back into the crowd and sought out her mother, wondering why her father's hand had gone cold. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Note From The Writer 
 
Daniel Souza is a second-year student studying PPE at Warwick University. He was born and 
raised in Northumberland, but also have Austrian citizenship through his mother and visiting her 
hometown was what inspired the setting for this story. 
 
The intention was to explore grief through the lens of someone who is too young to properly 
understand what death - let alone grief - is, and so experiences it only as confusion. He also 
nearly drowned in the summer (using the word "nearly" very loosely) and in that regard “writing 
this was a kind of therapy for me." 
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Loneliness 
Photography by Milan Dinh 

 
A Note From The Photographer 

 
Loneliness’ is a series of photographs taken on 35mm film. Although the title may be considered 
to be ‘boring’, it represents a time when Milan had moved away from home, at the peak of 
Covid, trying to find their way. They weren’t particularly sad or lonely, and they always hung out 
with friends and had great fun. Looking back, however, their style in photography changed into 
one with a more solitary composition, usually one or two main subjects alone in their 
environment. Whether it was an unconscious change or not, they honestly don’t quite remember. 
They have always enjoyed their alone time as they can drown themselves in their own thoughts 
but looking at the pictures again makes them wonder if this was really the case all the time. 
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Bury Me in Your Memory 
A poem by Phoebe McDade 

  

His soul is the ocean 

His body formed from the red rock 

His hair is sweet grass  

His beauty made from devotion  

And I love him I love him I love him 

  

His world is open 

His mind is the stalk  

His vice is the wee hours  

His future is the blossom 

And I’ll love him I’ll love him I’ll love him 

  

His gift to me is time 

His bones grounded in reality  

His half is the hollow 

His heart is not mine  

And I’d love him I’d love him I’d love him 

 

 

 

 

 

 
A Note From The Writer  
 
For third year Phoebe McDade, “writing is a form of therapy”, putting all of their pent-up 
emotions into words which would then go into “one long Google Doc and then see if anything 
sticks.” This poem came about a while ago, “hence the Mitski lyric title” when “I liked a guy who 
barely knew I existed.” After trying to deal with these feelings, “the usual long pretentious spiels 
about yearning and not feeling good enough,” they decided instead to write a much simpler, 
more structured poem based around the things they liked about him rather than hated about 
themselves.  
 
“Looking back on it, I like this poem a lot more than some others of that time, because it very 
simply demonstrates how it is nice to appreciate something - be it a person, or even poetry itself 
- for what it is, irrespective of everything else.” 
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To the one that never went away… 
A poem by Ivana Stoyanova 

 
I was told that 
people come and go 
I always thought 
I was good at letting go 
of ropes that rub my palms raw 
I believed my judgement to be 
that of a great captain with a sure hand  
Grounded, guarded, feet steady  
even on a storm-shaken deck 
  
And yet 
You’ve fired so many shots 
at both my head and chest  
my mind is clouded by smoke 
and my heart bleeds gunpowder 
You shouted ‘Abordage’ and 
leaped, on your hands 
not even a scratch from the rope, 
they are calloused  
from how often your boots 
stomp on the floorboards of my ship 
hold out a sword  
and challenge me to a duel  
for the treasure hidden beneath  
  
‘En-garde’ you swing at my hand 
‘Touché’, I always parry 
but it seems no matter  
how strong my defense 
thoughts of you always  
dance around my deck 
They don’t drown in rum and  
evade your blows 
touch by other calloused hands  
only nurtures, calls them close 
  
If the wine-dark sea, with its howls and wails 
with its mystery and thrill 
won’t shake the dancers with its force 
What chance does a mortal have 
to break a curse most dreadful and destructive 
The sea witch has schemed my downfall 
the one who 
breaks the waves’ crests  
and eats her fish, kills her lieutenants 
for if I had a choice 
I wouldn’t bestow upon myself 
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this gift 
To chase my freedom 
from you 
  
The one that never went away 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Note From The Wrtiter  
 
Ivana Stoyanova is a first year English and Theatre Studies student. They wanted to portray the 
voice’s inability to move on through the sea/ship imagery and attempt to stick to a specific 
semantic field. The voice of the poem is stuck in a cycle of seemingly unrequited affections and 
the last stanza in particular reflects the inner turmoil that the voice is experiencing. 
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Imperfect 
A poem by Nendni Chandak 

 
The words that left your tongue embarked on a journey to fill my soul, 
You could taste my smile as it tickled my lips over the phone,  
As we both defined raw love and learnt the sweetest form of innocence. 
We realised how hopelessly unmatched and unfitting we are in this hopeless chasm of 
nothingness. 
And you held my waist and said love isn’t meant to be perfect. 
But when we sat under the stars and I looked at you, 
Our souls spoke otherwise. 
‘Til then I thought butterflies were unreal 
your sins like knives on my skin felt so surreal. 
the thought of you wove feelings that somersaulted my highs. 
Captive, held prisoner to your stormy eyes. 
You, immortal in my memory, so much darkness there, 
A forest that I’m walking into searching for mysteries in the air.  
 
 
You said you were fire, you would destroy me. 
So, destroy me, I said, after all , 
why would you play with fire 
if you didn’t get burnt? 
 
 
And I swear oh, I do,  
that nothing can make me happier than the thought of you. 
You breathe down my neck, reach my inhibitions, set them ablaze, 
I search for your fingers in the morning rays. 
 
 
 
You take my hands and I melt into you  
You make me scream for more of you, 
 I need your presence to fill my inexistential self. 
I think you are the most intriguing sliver of beauty there is. 
I need your memory to haunt my fingertips. 
You’re like satin, slipping from my fingers, soft force. 
 
 
I can’t seem to lose the idea of you etched deep between the cracks of my heart 
you touched me and we were art. 
it’d be cruel not to be brutally in love with you,  
that’s why I’m so profoundly swimming in the depths  
of you. 
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A Note From The Writer  
 
Nendni Chandak is a second year Business Management with Finance student at Warwick. 
They’ve loved reading and writing ever since they were little girl and found exuberance in 
expressing themselves through the intricacies of poetry. 
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