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Hello to our readers, we hope that you are having a lovely February 2023  so far. 

The weather is gradually getting warmer so we have decided to go for more of a 

Spring feel to this edition. 

 

Thank you to all of our contributors, we greatly enjoyed reading all of the 

submissions for this time round, and we’d also like to thank our readership also. 

 

There is a great range of themes in this edition with previous contributors works 

alongside new voices we have yet to have featured in Kamena. We hope readers 

will find excitement in the freshness of the new voices shown. 

 

We hope you have a great spring season! 

 

If you are interested in submitting, check out our website: 

http://www.kamenamagazine.com/submissions-guidlines/ 

 

The Editors 

 

Rebecca Howarth 

Harriet Curry 

Hina Ishida  

 

Logo Design 

 

Magdalena Zakrzewska 

 

Cover Art  

Màté Bartha                                                                                    (@rising.starr.04) 

 

 

 

 
 

 
Warwick Writing Society 

 

The magazine works under Warwick Writing Society. If you are interested in 

joining our society, visit our instagram @warwickwrisoc. 
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Saltwell Cemetery 
A poem by Harry Lowery  

 
 
I cried in the car, 
   passing cemetery 
circled with wrought & rusted gates, 
black, & blossom trees breeze, beams  
     of low, February light, 
flickering between branches 
to touch headstones 
  & remind them that light still cares –  
grape-green, & faded names,  
   they must’ve been wonderful people,  
& this must’ve been a wonderful place 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Note from the Writer  
 
H. K. G. Lowery is a writer & musician from Gateshead. He gained a Distinction in his Master’s 
in Creative Writing from the Graduate College, Lancaster University. The department of English 
Literature & Creative Writing awarded him with the 2021/2022 Portfolio Prize for his work. 
Lowery has recently been published in Poetry Salzburg, Errant and The Ofi Press.   
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Sunday Mass  
Prose by Eugenia Perozo  

 

When Sofia thought back to those years now, she could recognize that the phone call 

with Andres had been the final push. She had been tiptoeing the edge of the cliff that 

separated childhood from adulthood, leaning one way or the other when it was most 

convenient for a few years. But after that phone call, there was nothing else she could do. She 

fell headfirst into the valley of death and taxes and ‘adult’ conversations and let her body flail 

into the vacuum. Now, ten years later, she knew that you never really stopped falling.    

It was a rainy Sunday when she got the email that reminded her of Andres and of said 

phone call. Copenhagen could be gloomy and beautiful on winter days like this where the sun 

made only brief pit stops to visit the humble residents of the fragile city. Her studio was in a 

walk up next to a church, and she was sitting by the window hearing the bells, smoking her 

‘cheat’ cigarette (because it was a Sunday), when the email invaded her laptop screen. It was 

an invitation for a ten-year high school reunion in Madrid. They included their class picture 

on the football pitch of the suburban international school. Sofia scanned the faces of friends 

she was still close with, of boys and girls she’d kissed, of people she didn’t remember 

existed. And then she found him. Standing next to her. Frozen in time.  

Andres had been her only close male friend during those years. It had always been 

easy for him to be friends with the girls. He never said that catcalling was a compliment or 

that short skirts were asking for it. He listened to them complain about boys and believed 

them. And those tiny offerings of respect had been enough in those days. Having one male 

friend that didn’t think you were crazy had felt so special to Sofia it was sad. As she grew 

older and her feminism refined, she realized how the parts of him that had seemed so mature 

and evolved at the time had only seemed that way through the hazy myopic eyes of her 

teenage self. Maybe that had been the start. Maybe she told him he was a nice guy one too 

many times and he believed it. She was his friend too. Why wouldn’t he believe her?  

Andres wasn’t a promiscuous guy in high school. Really, he wasn’t even promisc-. 

Sofia had thought about how that must have been for him and couldn’t help but understand 

him. His friendships with the girls hadn’t come without a cost. He was dubbed as the gay best 

friend by both them and his male friends. A label, that for a young teenage boy that very 

much liked girls as more than friends, could not have sat well. His sexuality was taken from 

him like a toy in the playground and the other kids taunted him with it. In retrospect, he must 

have been resentful at the bright irony of the situation. The girls telling him he’s a great guy. 

A great friend. A brother, really. And then going to date the boys that they had hated a week 

ago. He couldn’t have thought it was fair.  

She thought about it that way when that thing with Luna happened that one night. 

They’d all gone to a party, and she had gotten gloriously drunk. She loved to dance and to 

flirt and had been doing just this with a very sober Andres all night. The boys told him to go 

for it, this was his chance. When did he get lucky like this? The girls, Sofia among them, 

pulled him aside and told him he couldn’t. She was too drunk. He was too sober. But he was 

16 and he was a boy and he had been good for so many years and this was his moment. Of 

course, they forgave him. Because they were 16, because everyone was just having a bit of 

fun, because at least he knew it was wrong and surely, he felt bad about it. Sometimes good 

people do bad things, that’s what people always say. And kids? Kids always mess up and we 

always forgive them.  

The phone call, however, came a few years later. It happened on a summer night in 

Madrid that seemed like a world away from the cold coziness of her current surroundings. 
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Sofia had caught up with Andres a few weeks before and he didn’t seem to be doing well. 

She told him she’d be there for him when he was ready to talk.    

So, he called her. What happened next, does not necessitate a wordy and lengthy 

explanation. Words were not the point. The point was that Luna might have been his first 

mistake, but she wouldn’t be the last or the worst. The worst would be a friend of his from 

university that innocently and drunkenly fell asleep on his bed after a night out, because he 

was such a nice guy, and she couldn’t find her keys. And when she woke up the next 

morning, his hands were inside her shirt and her pants. She didn’t move because she couldn’t 

move, and, eventually, he stopped. And then she left in a rush and texted him a few days later 

that he had assaulted her. And now, with guilt making a fool of him, the first person Andres 

was telling was Sofia.   

He pleaded to her. He apologized over and over again. He knew what he did was 

wrong. He would never do it again. He was a horrible person, and he knew it. She never had 

to speak to him again. All she could say was that it was going to be OK. Because people said 

things like that even when they weren’t supposed to.   

And she realized after they hung up in the biting silence of her teenage bedroom that 

to plead to a woman was to come back to where you came from. It was to return to those who 

carry houses in their bellies, who are born and raised to nurture, and beg them to take you 

back. Andres begged her to take him back. After he had dirtied and sullied himself by a sinful 

life, he wanted to know, he needed to know, that he could crawl back to warmth. To light and 

love. That is what women were for him. And hearing him beg like this, to be taken back to 

the motherland, Sofia did not know what to feel, so she felt nothing. 

That all happened a long time ago. Although she always felt like she should’ve said 

something after that, she never did. She could never figure out what to say. She knew that 

people had to be held accountable. That people did horrible things. But Andres had been her 

friend. She knew him. There had been a point in time when she’d known how he thought, 

how he felt, his hopes and dreams for the future. They’d made each other laugh so many 

times. Where did her loyalties lie? Yes, it was a bad thing that he did. It was a horrible thing, 

but he knew that. What was he supposed to do for the rest of his life? But then again, that girl 

had been his friend as well. Until she hadn’t. The weeks passed, and then months, and then 

years since that phone call. She never found the right thing to say.  

She went on Facebook and looked up his name. She could only see his profile picture. 

There he was: tall, and lanky and with wrinkles in the side of his dark eyes and his hair tied in 

a bun. Time had a way of boxing up old worlds and making new ones while you weren’t 

looking. And next to him, was short smiley woman that was tagged as Almeda Lopez, 

holding what seemed to be a tiny baby girl. She wondered if he ever told Almeda about that 

girl. About that phone call. If he would ever tell his daughter.  Andres had been the type of 

guy that had wanted a woman to love him all his life because he thought that was the gold. 

What could ever go wrong after you reached the end of the rainbow? That’s why he kissed 

Luna that night. That’s why he touched that girl. That’s why he called Sofia. And Sofia was 

sure, that was why he married Almeda.  He’d watched so many shows and movies where the 

girl saved the guy as she faded into the background. The cruelty of it all has been so lost on 

him.  

She hit ‘will not attend’ on the RSVP form for the reunion and shut her laptop harder 

than she’d meant to. She let herself wonder if Almeda’s love had really been everything 

Andres needed. And it made her angry that remembering the whole thing made it feel like no 

time had passed. It made her angry that she still had love for him and that she hoped he was 

doing alright, and that Almeda really did love him. For a long time, she had been angriest at 

herself for never having the courage to face him. To help him. But looking at that picture, she 

realized he was in someone else’s care now and she felt a wave of relief and guilt wash over 
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her. Sofia wondered how long it had taken that girl to sleep next to a man again. How none of 

it had seemed fair at the time and it didn’t seem fair now. But fairness felt elusive and 

overrated as she watched the churchgoers pouring into the street. Elated by having someone 

to grant them eternal forgiveness and redemption. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Note From The Writer  
 
Eugenia Perozo is a third year PPE student. She is originally from Venezuela and grew up in 
Spain.  
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Terms and Conditions  
A poem by Erin Lewis  

 
Over time, each part of the body was assembled. 

Its arms, legs, hips, cunt, and hair were all placed together, creating a fully operative model. 

A creation for your own personal usage. 

Each fibre is primed to register your touch, the way your sweating palms fit around it and 
find a spot on the small of its back. 

The newest models are more accustomed to these forms of contact so you are able to be more 
liberal in your treatment of them. 

We are continuing to update our model for your own desires, they are no longer as rigid as they 
have been. 

Once fully operational feel free to escalate from touch to the transactional robotics you have 
engaged in time and again. The way their breath flutters, their heart leaps, and the way its cunt 
throbs as all designed for you. 

As loyal customers your pleasure is our priority, Nothing else. 

We have a generated a blank canvas for you to slather your paints across, turning them into 
your own personal muse, something to be discarded when it becomes soiled and stained, 

For a better, more responsive, and innocent model. 

We assembled them for you, 

Everything from the arms to the legs to the hips to the cunt and the hair. 

A fully operative model.  

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Note from the Writer  
 
Erin Lewis a first year English literature student at Warwick University. To them, poetry has 
always served as a form of exploration and Catharsis for both them and the world around them.  
 
This poem is focused on the dehumanisation of women, the role of desire in a capitalist society 
and how current ideals around dating and sex can reduce women to their ability to cater to male 
fantasies. 
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80 Cents to the Dollar 
A poem by Fran Runnacles 

 
What is a step for you is a hurdle for me  
And as I climb this Mount Everest  
You stroll up a grassy slope  
Grinning all the way  
As I gasp for supplemental oxygen  
 
And at the top it is as though you speak with a megaphone  
Penetrating the eardrums of all who can listen  
And although we say the same things  
Your words are received with awe  
 
My words fall and join the frozen bodies  
And yours are written into history   
And while I scramble down the mountain  
You saunter down the hill  
 
I trip and the ice devours me  
You trip, and your crowd lifts you up  
A revered man  
And a forgotten woman 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Note from the Writer 
 
Fran Runnacles is a master’s psychology student. Fran wrote this poem when she was feeling 
frustrated following being exposed to sexism at the university. She writes this poem aware of the 
reality that many women will relate to feeling like their opinions are ignored or undermined. 
Even at university it can still feel like men's opinions and achievements are given much more 
consideration. This poem expresses how as a woman, Fran feels as though she must work much 
harder than men, just to get the same recognition as them.  
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Frame of Mind 
Photography by Milan Dinh 

 
 
 

 
This photo was taken on 35mm black and white film.  
 
A Note from the Photographer  
 
Milan is a first-year psychology student at the University of Warwick.  
 
“I have always found black and white film to be extremely interesting. Out of all the photos I 
have taken so far, this one stands out the most. I can still clearly remember that day. A pink-
haired elderly person was smoking whilst drinking tea in the park on a sunny spring day. The 
photograph, however, makes the same pink-haired person look much less lively, the opposite of 
the real situation.  Everything seems different because the picture was taken in black and white. 
This photo reminds me of the importance of my attitude towards the things in life. If I choose to 
look at everything negatively, almost as if it were shot on black and white film, I might never see 
the beautiful colours of life.” 
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Shuchi and Her Beach  
Non-Fiction Prose by Junxuan Yin  

 
I lived in Wuhan, China. In January 2020, there were already rumors that a new type of virus was 
spreading in Wuhan. People were on edge, but the government had no initiatives. I then decided 
to travel to Hainan, a tropical island in the southernmost part of China, just in time to avoid the 
virus. 

When I walked to the hotel front desk to check in, they looked at the permanent residence on 
my ID card and frowned. I couldn't help but feel a pang of weakness, but I tried my best to 
maintain a smile. The next morning, I was doing trip planning when a waitress knocked on the 
door. She informed me that just last night, Wuhan was locked down. The army came into 
control, and no one was allowed to leave there anymore. As for visitors from Wuhan, they were 
welcomed with a week of quarantine at their hotels. My eyes widened. Misfortune still struck! 

Finally, I made it through seven days. I was so anxious then that I lay in bed with my phone all 
day long. Various news reports about the virus were filled with comments from people cursing 
those who had left Wuhan before the lockdown, accusing them of bringing the virus to the 
whole country and putting people in other cities at risk of infection. The obscenities were 
unbearable to watch, so I went to the balcony to call my parents and asked if they were still safe 
in Wuhan. Their answers comforted me a bit.  

Coincidentally, the resident next to me was also resting on the balcony. When she heard my 
phone call, she grasped the balcony railing, poked her body out, looked towards me in horror, 
and immediately shrank back like she had seen a ghost. She called the waitress and asked her to 
kick me out of the hotel. I listened with trepidation, biting my lip tightly.  

"But she comes from Wuhan! Wuhan!"  

"Yes, I understand. She has already done her quarantine..." 

"Never mind, I'll change my room. I can even change a hotel, if that's what you wish!" 

The quarrel drew to an end. I went back to my bed, but still not relieved. 

Suddenly, I noticed a set of pictures posted by my classmate, Shuchi. Sunshine, palm trees, sea 
waves... She also came to Hainan from Wuhan! We must have the same feelings and a lot to talk 
about. I invited her for dinner, and she immediately accepted. I guessed Shuchi, same to me, was 
browsing the pandemic news tensely all the time. I then took the first proper shower for the 
whole week. 

We met at the beach. Shuchi was in a long dress fluttering in the wind, and her hair was soft and 
lustrous. To my surprise, she didn't seem bothered by the pandemic at all. I told her I was so 
scared and upset to be the target; people hated travelers from Wuhan - they hated us.  

However, she asked me, naively and even curiously, "Us? What do you mean, us?" 

She told me she was born in Hainan. She came here to visit her family and was now living in her 
uncle's house, meaning she was entirely accepted and involved.  
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This was so unfair! I knew she had moved to Wuhan even before primary school. When Wuhan 
was safe, she was proud to call herself a big-city girl, but now she refused to have any relation to 
it. 

We went to a grill on the beach. The owner sensitively asked us if we were locals. I was about to 
speak, but Shuchi shushed me with eyes. She cleared her throat, used the Minnan dialect she had 
already prepared, and told him we were. It is a dialect used by the locals. The owner beamed with 
joy. She ordered loads of shrimps and crabs and elegantly put the menu on the table.  

I said sorrily, "I'm allergic to shrimp." 

Her face darkened at once.  

"It must be difficult for a person who lives in Hainan to be allergic to shrimps," the owner joked. 

"Well, I like shrimps. I can pay for them myself," Shuchi sophisticatedly ordered a few shrimps 
by name.  

He cheerfully said, "Now, this is our Hainan girl!" 

After he left, her smile was taken place by fury. She leans to me, "You can expose yourself, but 
you are not going to drag me into it." 

While eating, I told her I had been ostracized and discriminated against everywhere since I came 
to Hainan. I should have stayed in Wuhan. It was better to suffer than to be a plague, and I felt 
uneasy because it seemed like I betrayed Wuhan and escaped... 

"Can you stop talking about Wuhan? Can't you see how annoyed I am?" she howled. 

Realizing herself being too aggressive, she hurriedly lowered her head and took a napkin to wipe 
her mouth. She calmed her breathing before speaking, "Have you finished? I'm ready to leave 
now." 

We walked out and called a taxi to send her home. On the way, I asked why she was so irritated. 
The question soon led to a quarrel. The driver caught the word Wuhan and immediately pulled 
over his car, "You just said you came from Wuhan a week ago?" 

"She came from Wuhan," Shuchi hurriedly distanced herself from me, using her Minnan dialect, 
"I was born here, in Hainan." 

"I don't care where you were born! You come from Wuhan, you are Wuhaner. There is no 
difference for me. Both of you, get off my car." 

"This is impossible!" I yelled, "We are safe! We've finished the quarantine!" 

"You have not. The government says the quarantine period increases to a fortnight. I've got 
proof." 

"I believe none of your bullshit," I looked into his eyes bravely, only to see him taking out a 
piece of paper. Holy shit, he did have one. It read exactly the same as what just came out of his 
stinky mouth. 

"You can pretend you don't know," I spoke with difficulty, holding on to my last ray of hope. 
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"Why should I? It's not like I like you people, fucking us around. Now, if you don't get off, I'll 
call the police," He smugly said. 

Shuchi and I had no choice but got off. 

We walked along the beach. The roadside loudspeaker was playing the rhyme of Happy New 
Year. The waves lapped at our feet in bursts. The lights in the distance connected in the 
darkness. 

"Will you accompany me home?" She suddenly cried, and I agreed. We didn't say anything 
during the walk.  

When we arrived, she knocked on the door. Someone came to see through the peephole and 
then hurriedly backed off. After a while, a man opened the door. He crookedly pressed a mask to 
his face, which he had obviously just fetched to open the door for us. His little eyes were full of 
defensiveness and alertness. A woman was hiding behind, looking at us resentfully. 

Pretending to be oblivious, she greeted her aunt and uncle and walked in with her head held 
high, without looking around. 

"Shuchi!" I called her and gave her a big hug. 

Her aunt and uncle must have been unhappy to have a niece from Wuhan staying at their house, 
which was why she tried so hard to prove she was part of them and had integrated. 

On the way back home, I felt deep harm from the country, the people, and most importantly, 
from my friend. But Shuchi must have suffered more, for it was even from her own family. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Note from the Writer  

 

Junxuan Yin is a first-year creative writing student at the University of Warwick. The piece is 

a work about her trip in January 2020, when the pandemic had just started. She lived in Wuhan, 

China, where the virus originated, so she was under a lot of pressure during the trip. It also 

allowed her to know her friend better, which is why she wanted to write about the experience. 
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Self-Infidelity 
A poem by Poulcheria Rousos 

 
I wish I could protect you, 
I wish I could be the pills that you needed, 
to stop you from feeling and being self-defeated 
I wish I was the shield that you so longed for, 
the reason that would keep you afloat, 
on a road so unwinding and patched-up 
with spots of asphalt 
that would bring you back to reality, 
your own self-infidelity 
for you chose mind over heart 
and the voices can be too much, 
can bring you to the edge, 
wondering where all your time went 
maybe it fell in a ditch 
or maybe it’s all written down in a ledger 
that will for once and for all bring you war, 
for peace is too basic, 
like a soldier’s last words, 
saying “mum, dad, I’ve been too hopeful, 
being so self-invasive  
for now I’m dead and I’m speaking in tongues 
but now that I’m in peace, 
I’m restless 
for all I allowed myself to know was war, 
and I don’t know how to handle love, 
and I will keep rambling on, 
cause silence is too damn loud, 
too fucking unbearable, 
like life, 
like death, 
I wish I was alive now, 
for death is just the same, 
But at least I had you by my side, 
now I have nothing, 
only guilt to cultivate, 
until I’m reborn 
and have the same cycle, 
but oh what a waste it’ll be. 
To have another life 
drain over me”. 
-Phoenix 

 
A Note from the Writer  
 
Poulcheria is a third-year law student at the University of Warwick. The poem is about coming to 
terms with the things your past self has gone through, while being unable to help them and being 
regretful of the things that could or should have been.  
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The God of Today  
A poem by Dulnath Jayasinghe  

 
I 
 
O child of man, 
I am your last and final god, 
So bow to me and pray. 
I bleach the morning sunlight 
into the white of blind eyes and 
the winter wind’s bite I dull, 
till winter morning’s but a skin 
stretched over too much empty skull 
(even in this world; out of joint 
but its anatomy nowhere to be found) 
or like lead into gold, 
your dreams I sell to you 
till dreams lie discarded 
lie rotting in the streets, 
like rains sent for the thirsty 
that fall on earth and dust, 
congealing into mud. 
 

Ⅱ 
 
What is the human soul, after all, 
but that one mundane proportion 
of water, flesh and salts 
grease in the great clock’s gears 
that hears a short sordid silence from its grate 
that echoes in the hollow years ahead 
holding only hollow days? 
What is now the good, the just and right 
but your old recanted rule of greater might and 
what the wage of daily toil 
but trust in toil tomorrow and 
where seek, divine and show 
the wellsprings of the mind’s own flow 
but from these shadows on the wall 
when the fathers of your fathers 
are but apes, as we know? 
 

Ⅲ 
 
I am aged now and aging into death, 
shall not recall 
the number of my numbered days. 
So lead me by this winding crooked way, 
till that sheen of silver tears, 
the stream that follows in our steps 
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bearing all the bones 
of all who’d walked before, and 
the taste that coats the tongue 
of the pages of the past 
on the pyre at last, 
fades and fades away 
and leave me there to lie 
at the wild’s very edge 
to watch you walk away 
to the clouded peaks ahead 
O child of man, 
being your last and final god, 
the god of today, 
I bow to you and pray. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Note from the Writer 
 
Dulnath Jayasinghe is a third year Mathematics and Statistics student at Warwick. 
 
This poem was inspired by the idea of disenchantment and anomie, and how people look at a 
disenchanted world (together with lots of gloomy October weather).   
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A Room Full of Gas 
A poem by Jude Price  

 
 

Briefly think about it, how bad can it be? 
Lungs go in and out, extracting dust, soot and debris 
Hot smoke scorching tubes and tracts, travelling into you 
Dilating muscles, heart and sacs, blood goes red to blue 

 
Have you had your daily feed, your metals, grains, and juice? 
One might say they keep you switched and poised to be of use 
Another says it boosts your brain, your blood and body too 
But just a murmur, tumour, crash and in the earth with you 

 
Cigarettes are healthy, they make perfumed times to think 
No fish or fatty acid can make my day more pink 
I’ll keep my coloured shades with the hope to never dwell  
On the coffin or a coughing man I recognise too well 

 
So next time you slide me a plate of anything too green 
I must inform you my intent of giving up the lean 
Creams and fizz and filter-rizz will kill me softly soon 
So don’t let wails and pleas to stop be my dying tune 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
A Note from the Writer  
 
Jude Price is a second year Modern Languages and Linguistics student at the University of 
Warwick.  
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Churchyard Scrap 
Prose by Daniel Souza  

 
The grass lawn adjoining the rear end of St. James the Great Church, Halthirst, was open and 
commodious and always asking for trouble. It lay close to the centre of town, at the foot of a 
small incline on top of which sat the local school. As a consequence, the churchyard, with its low 
flat-topped stone boundaries at an ideal sitting height, served as a convenient morning meeting 
point for the sundry cliques and cartels which at that age constitute the organising principle of all 
social life. In the afternoon, once school was over, pupils came in their droves down the narrow 
street of houses leading onto the church, spilling onto the road, and ripping off one another’s 
clip-on ties before tossing them into the closest front garden to hand. 
 

Soggy Dave Sloterdijk tended to be alone on these occasions. In fact, at school, he 
tended to be alone on most occasions. This was mainly on account of his being an odious 
personality. He had his guard up, as do we all, but instead of doing the one thing and shying 
away from public scrutiny by melting into a tightly knit coterie of similar status schoolmates, he 
had a compulsive need to draw attention to himself and was more than happy to test the limits 
of his rather high tolerance for social stigma in order to get it. He would tell tall tales, lie outright, 
try to outsmart his teachers (and fail without fail, for he was not very bright), and always, always 
responded to goading. The reason they called him “Soggy Dave” was because one of his more 
enterprising coevals thought it a good idea to ambush him with a three-quarter-full can of Red 
Bull, and in the act of inundation shouted those eponymous words extempore in such a stirring 
cadence that the sobriquet was etched indelible. Samuel Banks “yoghurt pants” had suffered a 
similar fate. 

 
We find him on a boiling broiling summer’s day, making his way to PE - the final lesson 

of the day. The boys' changing room was old and dusty and smelled of sweat and feet. Here 
more than anywhere else did everyone know their place and had done so since the very first day. 
David’s was at the far end of the room and in the corner, next to “Sorry” Ed Etterley, the lowest 
ranking Mitglied of the White Sock Mafia. 

 
The White Sock Mafia bear some explanation. I suppose you could say they are (or were. 

I have not checked whether the name is still operational, although the institution, whatever its 
name, is doubtless in rude health) our equivalent of the American jock. Certainly, they could 
count the best footballers in their number, and those who weren’t good at football made up for 
it by being excessively sardonic and excessively cruel. They were at the top of the food chain, as 
it were, and in a curious turn of fashion distinguished themselves by wearing white socks, which 
looked faintly ridiculous against their black shoes and trousers. But of course, no one called them 
out on it - qua mafia. They were by no means dullards and possessed the sharpest wits in the 
school. 

 
The boys waddled out to the field in a clattering chorus of plastic studs on asphalt. The 

fields were freshly cut and strewn with soft mounds of surplus grass that were coarse, grey and 
bone-dry on the outside but bright, warm and sticky on the inside - like turning over a desiccated 
old cadaver to find the contorted features of a freshly slain youth. The ball often got stuck 
among these mounds, and in the taxing summer heat the game got so lethargic that the boys 
decided it would be far more fun to start kicking lumps out of each other. 
 

‘Hacker’s union!’ was cried to the rafters as heinous challenges flew in left and right and 
totally without remorse. Studs were hoisted up perpendicular to the earth and gleamed like 
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teeth before skewering man and ball alike. Before long, even the keepers were dodging, 
hospitalising slide tackles. The game continued like this for some twenty minutes, each passage 
of play ending with “Meaty” Martin Stout stepping out of defence and hoofing the ball as far as 
he could towards the opposition goal. One time he nearly scored, the ball just sailing over the 
bar. Then things took a nasty turn. 
 

The ball trundled out to Sog who was doing his usual thing of hiding out on the wing. It 
struck a path so true to him that, in spite of himself, he ventured to kick it, but no sooner had he 
wound up his right leg than he felt his left foot swept out from under him in a violent pincer 
motion. He felt his legs get tangled mid-air in the legs of another, and before he knew it he had 
collapsed into a bruisèd heap on the floor. Then he heard the cackles and jeers, but more than 
anything it was the physical shock of being so suddenly and summarily felled that caused him to 
start lashing out at the boy who had fouled him. 
 

‘What the fuck are yu doin, ye prick!’ he whined, managing to land a deflected punch on 
the bevelled edge of his adversary’s skull, just above the ear. But he was soon countered, first 
with an emphatic smack that landed flush on his cheek and reverberated across the now silent 
field, and then with a vicious claw that dug its fingernails into David’s lower right eyelid before 
scratching down and over his jaw. The teacher managed to separate them before any further 
damage was done. 

 
The boy he had been fighting was named Nathan Etheridge-Davidson, but everyone 

called him NED. He was a notorious livewire who induced wariness in the circles he mixed with, 
and indeed it was only those whom he knew very well that would rip on him. And yet, to further 
complicate matters, these close friends would rip on him relentlessly, mercilessly, and very 
publicly, the main subject of ridicule being his comically receding hairline, so that there wasn’t 
anyone in his year who hadn’t at least once referred to him as “NED the forehead” behind his 
back. He was short and slight, very bad at football, looked like a fish, but was powerful in a fast 
twitch high-cholesterol kind of way. As for his attitude towards Sog, he had nothing but 
contempt.  
 

NED and Soggy were both given detentions and suffered phone calls home. They were 
also made to apologise to one another and shake hands. At this point it is quite possible that the 
two combatants were prepared to forget about the whole sordid affair, but any hope of 
reconciliation was to be quelled by the inundation of shit-stirring that came courtesy of the 
baying Whitesocks. They set to work immediately, first on their phones and then in person the 
following day, goading the reluctant pugilists with ruthless instagatorial skill until they had them 
exactly where they wanted them. The fruit of their labour came in a crowded corridor, before the 
final lesson of the following day. 

 
‘Soggy Dave! Sogward!’ cried a voice. 
 
Dave’s eyes darted off left to the source of the sound. In an open space by the boys’ toilet, 
abreast of the main scrum of moving bodies, stood Nathan Etheridge-Davidson, eyes like 
carbuncles, flanked on either side by a contingent of Whitesocks. He thought about running 
away, but this was quite clearly impossible from a practical standpoint, and utterly 
unconscionable in any case. He awkwardly milled about as the slough seeped towards its 
conclusion, registering their fleers which became more pronounced with every approaching step, 
and never quite knowing what to do with his body. 
 
‘Have you been chattin’ shit behind my back?’ asked NED, glowering with rage and 
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resentment. 
 
Soggy was quite flummoxed. He was not violent by nature and the unbridled aggression in the 
eyes of his adversary had dispersed much of the recently engendered compulsion to quarrel, and 
yet his pride had taken a battering and he was keen not to disappoint now that he finally had the 
limelight on him. 
 
‘Aw fuck off you fish-faced freak,’ he seethed with an extra characteristic gusto. 
 
This remark was met with approving cheers from the Whitesocks and David’s heart swelled 
a little. NED was unmoved.  
 
‘The church after school. Are you on?’ he enquired, exuding controlled malice. 
 
‘Fine,’ replied David a little petulantly before skulking off. 
 
He made the long walk up to English at the far end of the school in a vacant daze and with his 
heart pounding slightly. He had committed, finally, and was immediately regretting it, but some 
inquisitive part of his soul, the part that hankered after experience, bolstered his 
spirits, and beyond the dread and the perturbation, thoughts of glory began to soar above the 
main. 

 
A decent crowd was in attendance as he descended on the churchyard with a detachment 

of Whitesocks. It looked as if almost the whole school had turned out. By now everyone knew 
the drill. The logistics of it were thus: the fight would take place in the dead centre of the 
churchyard, with the most prepotent and eager of observers forming a ring around the broil, 
where the jostling for position was almost as violent as the fight itself. The second-best spots 
were attained by standing on the stone wall, a bird's-eye view that was at once more 
comprehensive and less visceral. For the rest of the spectators, well, they were left to mill about 
in the intervening no-man’s-land, consuming the fight more through their ears than 
their eyes. 
 
As the fight began, a rigidity came over David and his arms felt like stones. His nerves were 
strained to the point of catastrophe, and he could very easily have broken down if it weren’t for a 
newfound force that rose within him and seized control of his nervous system, a force that had 
not a moiety of the capability or capacity of his usual self but was at least stable and could be 
relied upon to put on a passable show. He let this force take over and watched the fight unfold 
with cold detachment, feeling only the white noise in his ears and the drilling in his heart. He 
looked at NED and saw by his mincing movements that he was undergoing a similar 
transmogrification. He latched onto NED’s neck, and they started grappling belatedly. The 
clamour of the crowd increased precipitately. NED was throwing empty digs into David’s ribs, 
and Soggy had twisted his leg around the back of NED and was trying to trip him over it. The 
pair staggered about in this stalemate-embrace for half a minute. 
 
From the stone wall, a large woman on the cusp of middle age could be seen exiting one of 
the nearby houses. With a jolt, she bounded across the road and into the churchyard. It took 
only one blast of her unmistakably adult voice for the circle to recognise that the jig was up, and 
they all made way for the peacemaker. The combatants, however, were by now oblivious to all 
happenings outside their lackadaisical struggle, and the woman quite literally had to flop onto 
them to stop the fight. For the second time in as many days, Dave had been unceremoniously 
and humiliatingly dumped onto the floor. 
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A little dazed, he took stock of the scene that had taken shape around him. The first 
thing he noticed was the mortifying sea of raised phones honing in on his graven image. 
Everyone was laughing at him. When the woman squawked at them to stop filming and 
threatened to call the police, the crowd dispersed like rats. Dave caught sight of a group of girls 
that were turning to go and did the best he could to 
eavesdrop on their conversation. Maybe his valour would be commended? 
 
‘They were just hugging each other,’ he heard one say. 
 
‘What a shit fight,’ said another. 
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