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Behind the mask 

 

‘The second chamber was purple in its ornaments  

and tapestries, and here the panes were purple.’ 

Edgar Allan Poe, The Mask of the Red Death 

 

Route 57 Issue 17 ‘Masks’ reflects and reacts to a year of change. Since our previous issue 

‘Traces’, we have been faced with the longevity and monotony of working from home, and 

limitations of who we can see and where we can travel. The theme has been triggered by the 

Covid crisis, but links in culturally to a long tradition from ancient Greek theatre to the 

present whereby theatricality and costuming of the face combine to question the faces we 

construct when we enter the public sphere, asking us to challenge and test the layers of 

artifice and surface that structure the many forms identity take in the excessively mediatised 

world we live in. Wearing a mask in most situations during the Covid pandemic has become 

second nature, seeing others wear one, a commonality, extending to the literary masks within 

these covers. Despite the link between writers and their texts, the lyric and the narrative 

creates opportunities for hiding and revealing voices. Reaching beyond these masked spaces 

into the readers’ realms, the collected work in this issue offers hope, challenges, and proposes 

a mutual understanding of shared emotions in a new world. The purple shade of this issue 

departs from Tony Curtis’s costume in the 1955 film The Purple Mask, taking place in early 

nineteenth century France, under Napoleon’s rule, where the daring feats of a masked hero 

gather royalist adversaries. Identity, bravery, and rebellion govern the plot—these themes can 

also be found within these covers.  
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Approaching ‘masks’ from social, cultural, political, environmental, and artistic perspectives, 

the contributors to Issue 17 are exploring the ways in which they are catalysts for change, 

coming in all shapes and sizes, as do the works included in this issue. They illustrate masks 

as protective face coverings, as disguise, as transgressive, as playful tools for self-fashioning, 

as identity-switching and gender-transformative, as mode of defence against surveillance, as 

ritual embodiments for spiritual transubstantiation, as theatrical props for the adoption of 

roles and routines, as transitional objects enabling engagements with the other.  

Masks create borders, the space behind the mask is a space for opportunities—both good and 

bad. In literature and art, the mask returns with renewed force in emerging trends. From the 

first time when we as humans learned that camouflage could present us with an advantage in 

survival situations, to wearing masks with diverse purposes, the possibilities of the mask will 

always remain open, expandable, and dynamic. We are all multiple mask wearers. Maya 

Angelou’s spoken-word poem ‘The Mask’1 reworks Paul Laurence Dunbar’s ‘We Wear the 

Mask’ (1896) exploring the mask as part of the conceptual, the cultural, the historic, and the 

quotidian:  

We wear the mask that grins and lies. 

It shades our cheeks and hides our eyes. 

This debt we pay to human guile 

With torn and bleeding hearts . . . 

We smile and mouth the myriad subtleties. 

Why should the world think otherwise 

In counting all our tears and sighs. 

                                                           
1  Maya Angelou, The Mask, https://www.facinghistory.org/resource-library/mask-maya-angelou. 
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Nay let them only see us while 

We wear the mask. 

 

The protection offered by the wearing of the mask resists forms of oppression endured for 

centuries during and after slavery by the collective we, a voice that is made stronger through 

its resilience, smiling despite ‘torn and bleeding hearts’. Interpretation lies at heart of the 

poem as mask-wearer, and the reader as decoder. Wanting to be seen by ‘the world’ only 

during wearing the mask highlights the discomfort that can arise with exposing one’s true 

unmasked self, and the vulnerability that it induces. In the same way that they empower 

superheroes, masks provide strength in histories of oppression, violence, and the 

voicelessness that accompanies them. Joshua Bennett pushes this issue further in Being 

Property Once Myself2, by stating that ‘black aesthetic tradition provides us with the tools 

needed to conceive of interspecies relationships anew and ultimately to abolish the forms of 

antiblack thought that have maintained the fissure between human and animal’ (p.4). Animal 

theory is an important part in the concept of the mask as environmental instrument of 

activism and corruption, the good and bad sides acting for and against the Earth. However, 

since from a more-than-human perspective, our human interests are simultaneously those of 

the planet, it is impossible to separate environmental destruction from directly impacting our 

lives. It is difficult to directly link biodiversity systems whose equilibrium has been disrupted 

primarily by human action to a direct villain. Often the faults lie within intricate structures 

put in place by anthropogenic teams, hiding behind extended masks, perpetuating the 

environmental crisis. In contemporary settings the words ‘crisis’ and ‘masks’ are 

interconnected, as they are in contemporary literature and art. The current issue of Route 57 

                                                           
2  Joshua Bennett, Being Property Once Myself (Harvard: Harvard University Press, 2020). 
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explores sides of the borders of the mask, what lies behind and beyond, and how the two 

spheres might be collaborative, interactive, and engaging. 

 

Bringing together poetry, fiction, non-fiction, drama, and digital art, the seventeenth’ issue of 

Route 57 is a creative exploration of the intricacies and complexities that come with living in 

the present pandemic world. Promoting The University of Sheffield’s vibrant writing and 

artistic community, ‘Masks’ overcomes one of today’s greatest challenges, and brings 

together.  

  

Veronica Fibisan and Adam Piette, General Editors 
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fragments from άνθρωπος // zώο 

By Phoebe J. Anson 

 

ii 

a face. a “human” face. of sorts. hair. short. curls. scrolls. unravelling strands of wisdom. or lack 
of. teeth. seven. eight. & eyes. eyes. dilated. engorged. gazing. but not at you. at. something. 

else. ears. nose. face. fragments. shards. stuck together. to make a. whole (?). an othered whole. 
a body. the body of an “animal”. a creature. a bird. tail feathers. wingspan. no human 

appendages. minus the “head”. wings lead to. [fingers]. legs. to. talons. still. it gazes on. 

man. or. bird. “human”. or. “animal”. beast. or.  

                            

                                                             beast. 
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     this land breathes with me 

its breath merges with mine 

     this land lives with/as me 

its heart throbs with the same intensity 

 

             ~ that thrilling clamour ~ 

 

i feel it    // r i p p l e //   beneath my feet 

its groans echo for miles 

reverberate through my body 

                    through its body 

it yearns for relief 

       for life without suffering 

i yearn for it too 

& yet we persevere 

& 

    will ourselves forwards 

our eye lids grappling 

to hold themselves upright 

     & the bitter taste 

         of stale teardrops 

             stain 

         the multitude 

of our withering tongues 
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xi 

 

 

today’s forecast – 

 

body:                              clear 

mental state:                               cloudy  

              – 

 
 
 

i take a mental stock check: 

body seems to remain intact 

arms & legs still grow from every end 

&  me l t  

into fingers 

    &  toes  & 

                                               – 

 

 but then i look inward 

                                                                       & images darken 

                                                                                     w/ an unknown overcast  

                                                                                                                        – 

 

// i am not who you/ 

                                   i remember //  

      – 

  past selves 
flicker 

but they remain distant 
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depersonalised 

                                         – 

 

 what we were  

                                                     what we are 

                                                                                               is fading  

 – 

 

                               you/ 

i must now exist as this 

 uncertain 

 & unfamiliar 

                                  creature     
– 
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xiv 

 

my muzzle//snout//nose 

     sniffs the scent 

my paw//pincer//hand 

     claws at the ground 

 

                                   & it opens  

 

not just opens 

but concaves 

beneath my fins//feet 

 

& I fall 

     & alter 

& adapt 

 

my forked tongue 

          my webbed feet 

my yellow eyes 

 

                                                     they help me survive the fall 

 

and what a fall it was 

                          from stability 
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Through a Window 

By Marian V. Jones 

 

#12 

In the woods we talk 

unmasked one to one to share 

fleeting smiles and thoughts 

 

February 28, 2021 

 

#13 

A man, breathy clouds 

running feet on narrow path 

my masked face, held breath 

 

February 28, 2021 

 

#16 

Behind that rigid  

cold professionalism 

a heart withering 

 

March 4, 2021 
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#17 

A lone character 

plays his part impeccably 

while the set crumbles 

 

March 4, 2021 

 

#18 

An insidious 

creeping surveillance heralds 

life less than human 

 

March 3, 2021 
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indeterminate 

by A. J. Moore 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



  neutral 

 
from zeitgeist   

spectrum  

(iii) neutral  

 

residual  acknowledgement of spectrum in 

bedroom’s  languid insubordination verdant last 

stand against advancing benign menace *pastel 

shades and hints of creami* repainted into 

frustration’s regressive settled for corner by 

aggressively undemanding tone-and-blend 

adolescence’s emboldening self-chosen palette 

[Apple White® mint and shamrock] re-tinted 

reappraised through disempowerment’s 

oversaturated filter to antipathy green [with a 

hint of bile] primitive freedom’s cutesy co-

ordinated drapery insinuating stitched-in 

variegated echo of scheming not-colours’  

toothless insistence once brazenly incompatible 

challenge to   undergraduate rental’s batik-and-

vintage vogue demoted to geometric print per diem 

Band Aid® repeatedly torn from delimited 

autonomy’s ravelled unhealed wound unlockable 

door barred garrisoned against pallid fruit fool 

tsunamis [*the most popular choices of colour in 

the homeii*] peach papaya and whipped buttercream 

an arbitrarily assiduously unobtrusive drizzle of 

mulberry [for contrast] mildly troubling ceramic 

lightshades and damask cushion covers with 

irksome plummy serenity rising with covert 

aggression at the threshold probing fading lintel 

and hinge for fissures frailties pressing home 

their chalky advantage buttressed by the 

saccharine bridal shower zeitgeist soft furnished 

autocracy’s iron fist in  champagne and apricot 

velvet glove make do refuge’s daily diminishing 

air pocket ineffectually sandbagged shoring up 

clingstone not-I green with giro funded 

hypoallergenic kohl army surplus bomber [in high 

quality nylon] and Air Wair® boots its fragile 

endurance reinforced sustained by unlikely 

salvation by previously shunned vibrancy by 

insidiously judgemental obituaries’ unconscious 

recolouring of I reassessed [re]viewed through 

the left-of-field lens of canary yellow military 

style cropped coat/coronation red ermine-trimmed 

mantleiii displaced greyscale self’s flamboyant 

inheritance-reminder of congestive neutrality’s 

genteel impermanence upcycling resolve into lung 

expanding possible-I commando crawling through 

botanical print table cloths [with matching 

placemats] dried snowflake hydrangea and rustic 

wood panelling psyche in hand exhaling   

 

 

 



  neutral 

 
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

i  As outlined in Dulux’s brief online canter through the compnay’s history and home 

decoration trends 1919-2016, here explaining paint consumer’s colour preferences in the 

1990s references ≠ endorsement]…  

ii  … reinforced here. 
 
iii  Infamous items from recently deceased Queen frontman Freddie Mercury’s wardrobe, 

synonymous with his ostentatious onstage persona. 
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12 Scenes from Offering Night 

By D. M. Palmer 

Scene 1: The Erasing Angel is tracked as it makes its annual passage, and will arrive on these 

shores at approximately 9 p.m. Its satisfaction level is currently: 6.5. This is unacceptable, 

and a message is sent out, urging every citizen to increase the value of their offering. 

 

Scene 2: Cars are lined up outside the scrapyard, to be crushed into cubes that will hang from 

the necks of citizens. These charms will ward off malicious spirits. Certificates of 

participation will be distributed, indicating the sum of the sacrifice. The certificates will be 

pinned to the exterior of the citizen’s domicile. The sum will be added to the citizen’s Social 

Balance, and used to calculate their Entitlement Rank. 

 

Scene 3: Elderly citizens are asked to offer something of sentimental value, as this has been 

proven to spike the Hedonometer, given the objects’ ‘emotional valence’. 

 

Scene 4: There are several false reports, resulting in panic. The Markets are temporarily 

destabilised. Stocks are tremulous for a session. The hoaxers are taken into custody, and are 

docked certain undisclosed civic privileges. 

 

Scene 5: A coven of witches is gathered in the car-park of WowvalU! to place a hex on the 

sky, in an attempt to disrupt the thermal currents and divert the Angel from its course. 

 

Scene 6: The Enterprise Sectors leave hardware at their gates, running slideshows of mercy. 

 

Scene 7: Top-selling items are piled thirty feet high outside an Apep fulfilment centre, to 

keep bad fortune at bay in the coming replacement cycle (every Gov-accredited company has 

its own Mollification Co-ordinator).  
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Scene 8: The light is starting to fail, but hundreds of citizens are still queuing at the Offering 

Points set up at sports fields. Every offering is valued and logged by teams of trained 

volunteers (many of them looking to offset a public infraction by their participation). The 

offerings are placed inside the Illuminated Circle. 

 

Scene 9: As 9 p.m. approaches, the streets clear. Domiciles and business have been fortified 

against the Ray that signals the passing of the Angel, trailing in its wake. In the morning, the 

bodies will be retrieved: those who were caught by the Ray. They will be burnt beyond 

recognition, and will be identified by their teeth or bones. Trucks will collect the remnants of 

the offerings, to be converted into energy. 

 

Scene 10: The next day is Replacement Day. The day begins with the announcement of the 

Most Valuable Offering, which this year went to Apep Chief Exec Chad Beech. Mr. Beech 

will be awarded the Special Commendation of Sacrifice. 

 

Scene 11: Citizens are advised to consume a large breakfast, in preparation for the Line. 

Every citizen must take their place in the Line, and wait to receive their replacement item - of 

equivalent value to their offering - and their Apep redemption codes. The Line extends the 

length of every city. Not everyone makes it to the front, there are multiple fatalities, from 

exhaustion or physical disputes over bodily sovereignty. But the Line mostly adheres to a 

self-organising principle. 

 

Scene 12: The next day the calendar is reset, and the rebuilding begins.  
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Dust to Dust 

By Jill Wallis  

I cannot scatter the ashes, 

this one coherence left to me of you. 

To plunder handfuls of your body, 

even this, 

this bone-fragmented, fire-leached dust, 

of living flesh, 

I cannot 

can 

not 

scatter. 

 

Masked against your bone-dust, 

I pour you through this plastic funnel 

into the deep vase. 

But as I pour, 

and watch you sucked into the shadowed depths, 

stealthily comes a soft breath,  

exhaled from the vase’s mouth. 

It curls and spirals,  

ectoplasmic, ghostly. 

Creeping round the funnel’s tip 

it slides into the empty air. 

Like a genie loosed,  

this smoke of you dispels, 



  Dust to Dust 

 
 

and deeply, deeply, 

as the mask slips, 

I breathe you in. 
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HUMILIATION KINK 

By Anya Portus 

every time I see her pfp every time the inbox pings dull re: vegetable patch every time a redhead 

on a road bike blows past at the lights every time I get hard every time I hate-check twitter hi 

sockpuppet look at coffeemakers in john lewis so bougie you are every time I talk to her wife on 

telegram we bitch about her emotional illiteracy shared stitch markers yes etsy her eyes are 

heterochromic every time I read kropotkin and pretend to understand some philosophy thesis 

she’d hate wearing the damp clothes of grief every time fuzzy migraine the indomitable wash of 

sight buy progesterone from spain the nhs says it doesn’t do anything remember that time I used 

a pill-cutter on some prog the prog juice spilled out all over the plastic box which I then had to lap 

up like a depraved cat no you what happened open question every time citalopram nausea every 

time I cringe at my writing fucking being fucked firmly held by the helpless stasis of a vulnerable 

eros these fantasies remain in .docx and still get me off I throw a cruel masque I want to die a little 

bit every time I see a woman over six foot twenty-five percent at most every time I pass the bowie 

mural every time I think every time I command-f the chat every time I see something in colour 

every time my therapist says there will be other hers and you have to be the mum of you anya 

every time I think about turning 40 every time I think about turning dead every time I wrack some 

tears out every time I wrack some cum out every time I wrack some poem out or take broken ice 

or use a rolling pin to deal it violence or crush mercilessly with a fist  
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Hands 

By Nikhil Patel           

 Your halo adorned of another 

molten gold throbbing 

the colours of spilled petrol 

rushed in  

to feathered mango 

and electric blue when it’s too close.    

You watch the mirror  

and follow the light 

to the hands over your eyes. 

 

The salt in the sky 

unclasp 

Bitter grass on your tongue 

unclasp 

A brush through tangled hair 

unclasp  

A call at 4 am 

unclasp 

The hum of the monitor in the black 

greeting milliners  

as the walls resolve 

unclasp 

Head to lap to lap to lap 

unclasp 

Sun through smudged window, 

stem through floorboard 

unclasp 

The players staged by spotlight on the fen  

(petrol generator and a ’73 bus) 

follow the cow’s lead  

unclasp 



 Hands 

 
Blood run down your leg 

unclasp 

Cut chillies 

in a metal bowl 

unclasp 

 

Raised above,  

that was ten if you were keeping count, 

raised above your head to shelter from the rain 

new limbs in the mirror 

more hands over your eyes. 

 

Some will pinch 

some will scratch 

coated in dust 

in honey 

in mud 

red raw and blistered picking 

the sun.  

 

Cupped before your lip  

to feed you lean in  

to the palm on your cheek  

thumb to your eyelashes 

fingers to your hair entwined 

in your hold   

threaded past your thigh  

across your back 

set between collar and throat. 

 

One hangs above  

splayed like Damocles. 

Do not fear death from here 



 Hands 

 
they aren’t so petty. 

Skin pulled down 

flesh dissolving in the stream  

though maybe you walk a little lighter 

but I shan’t spoil the end.  

 

Arms bathed 

in fabrics you’ve never known 

perfumed in scents 

the clouds have hidden.  

You’ll try to reach back 

but it never works. 

 

After all and after all 

back to the mirror, 

like the horizon over the sea 

in the morning fog 

like the taunts from the amphitheatre 

as the sun goes down 

like the ashy rifles  

come out the shadows and into the square 

just are 

the sum of no parts 
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If This Be Not I 

By Adam Piette 

 bound to be bound to me crown to me clown   

bell to me yell to be clang that hard face 

sleepybye dream to see sigh the eye dye 

hawk to beak towery head stare at our void 

count it out one two three silvery show 

red as a devil that draws down sail knell 

costumed spectator with boyback to eyes 

broody lad pray for death’s kingdom is nigh 

stuffed as the space is and nothing is real 

the war on the airwaves turns ship into tale 

these hands not ours masks not ours neither are we 

the ours of us wander to mythcult & crime 

this backlot this stagepost this mannikin play 

it mimicks it’s curtains for itys poor boy 
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Cursing in disguise 

By Summer Green 

Today my flatmate told me about a study that studied the stuff people do and say beneath the 

condensed comfort of face masks. The most frequent liberty was the fact that they could swear 

without anyone realising, which seems like a somewhat British silver-lining. Although, being 

able to call that one bloke with poor trolley etiquette a nob without him punching you in the nose 

seems like a perfectly sufficient pro for being inwardly un-family-friendly in the middle of Asda 

on a Tuesday afternoon. Despite this blessing, I’d say that my favourite part is being able to 

guess the faces that people are making under there – it does make you wonder – because there’s 

every chance that the old fart dressed like your Year 9 geography teacher is grinning from ear to 

ear whilst looking at the selection of Brussel sprouts, or maybe even sticking his tongue out just 

for the thrill of it. I’ve learned to recognise this happiness through crow’s feet and unavoidably 

steamy glasses and bushing bulbous cheeks but I reckon it would be nice to see an unmuffled 

chuckle, crooked teeth biting the air, and a tongue once hinged, unhinged, and bouncing freely 

again. 
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bliss unmasked. 

By Frances Flannagan  

pulled over complacent mouths 

as the wool is over silent eyes 

blinding and cultivating an environment 

where               

ignorance     thrives 

and everyone remains in such 

         bliss 

and the silence is lovely 

and the ignorance is sweet 

and the people say 

                             how sad 

before pulling the mask back over privileged lips 

and stuffing the wool back behind their eyes 

and sinking back 

into that 

bliss 

  

and those masks 

came at such a convenient time 

where to stay silent 

was so much easier 

than letting lips free 

and setting fire 

to the blindness 



 bliss unmasked 

 
and the ignorance 

that has settled far too comfortably 

because 

although they may protect from one disease 

they certainly cannot save us 

from the one which has plagued the world 

for thousands of years 

and will continue to kill 

if the masks and the wool 

aren’t burned 

along with the 

       blindness 

and the 

       ignorance 

and we will watch 

as the flames engulf the 

bliss 

and the free eyes and free lips 

cry and sing 

and those who were once mute and blind 

are forced to see what they have cultivated 

as their world glows red 

              

                bliss gone. 

                masks burning. 

  



 bliss unmasked 

 
a world 

filled with the noise 

from lips that have been 

barred for so long 

or silent for too long 

  

a world 

only silent 

when thoughts are turned 

to those victims of the plague 

                  

                    fists to the sky 

     knees on the ground 

  

millions of hearts 

beating to the same rhythm 

of respect 

and directing their love 

towards a new 

                   bliss, 

  

unmasked. 
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e/strange/d fruit 

By Matthew McCabe 

jagged sharp edges will cut you jagged sharp edges too many 

leaves soft middle jagged sharp edges too much trouble too 

many leaves soft middle jagged sharp edges jagged soft 

middle will cut you jagged sharp edges leave me alone jagged 

sharp edges will cut you jagged sharp edges leave me alone 

jagged sharp edges too much trouble jagged sharp edges too 

many leaves too much soft middle leave me alone leave me 

alone leave me jagged sharp edges will cut you jagged sharp 

edges will cut soft middle leave me alone sharp edges leave 

me alone sharp edges soft middle too much trouble leave me 

alone jagged sharp edges soft middle too many leaves too 

much trouble leave me alone leave me alone jagged edges 

leave me alone will cut you leave me alone soft middle leave 

me alone too many leaves leave me alone too much trouble 

leave me alone too many leaves leave me alone too many 

leaves leave me alone leave me alone leave me alone leave me 

alone too many leaves will cut you leave me alone leave me 

alone leave me alone leave me alone 
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Answering 

 by Dan Paling 

How can you breathe and acknowledge 

Certitude? – 

  

I run from thought-through it-ness, 

from end-stopped work in lines of argument, 

  

the coldness of a certain tone – 

the terrifying colder person.     

  

Hide behind the tat – 

the all-else 

  

that sinks the first millionth of sound 

as the car door slaps shut 

  

in wet light, 

the indomitable morning. 
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Wear a Mask or go to Jail 

By Tyler Turner 

After Raymond Coyne, Mask-Wearers in Mill Valley, CA, 1918 

  

orders her buttoned-down trench 

coat, washed grey with rain 

fabric grained by a century passed 

  

around her, eyebrows umbrella 

clouded eyes, unblinking 

between parted lips of hat and mask 

  

they crease into unseen smiles 

wrinkle like trouser 

legs, or the ghosts that haunt 

the puddled platform 

as shadows bleeding from boot 

  

people were smarter then 

claims the top commenter 

  

forgetting her, centre frame 

hands in pockets 

nose peaking over mask
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Sealed Lips 

By Tyler Turner 

 

they tell me to stop chewing the skin on my lips 

but if I do, my mouth will seal shut, 

words will liquify in the ditch under my tongue 

and I will drown in my own puddled voice 

  

if my mouth seals shut, I can’t tell them to stop 

chewing at the parts my teeth can’t reach, 

the parts they want to fill and empty; 

to utilise like a carrier bag 

  

stuffed full of other balled-up carrier bags 

making use of that one useless kitchen cupboard 

that you wouldn’t know was empty 

if you just kept the door shut 
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Phengaris alcon 

By Jenny Donnison  

Silver blue wings 

arced in ocelli, chalk-rimmed black. 

  

They mate in meadows, 

lay pearl eggs on marsh gentian. 

  

Caterpillars hatch to feed on flowers 

then fall to earth.  

  

Each one is a pink translucence 

masked in the scent of larval ants. 

  

Solicitous carers carry them home 

in gentle jaws. 

  

They sing the ant queen’s song, 

are nurtured while ants neglect their own. 

  

Larvae grow fat, pupate. 

One early morning, late summer 

  

blue butterflies emerge 

to flee the quiescent nest. 
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 gauze 

By Lorenza Shabe 

What would it be like to see beyond the flesh  

of my bones to the seas beyond my mind  

where I can be more than what I am  

I wish to see my body outside the boundaries  

I have been given  

See if it is worth the pain as I lay  

throughout the day  

do I truly transcend this need for a form  

easily digested by myself and others  

should I liken myself to the streets of my hometown should I 

establish my timeline through carbon dating how am I to know 

all I am is all I am when  

All I know is me  

I expand upon fallacies that I believe fully  

and hope upon your hand that someday I will be proven correct Remove 

the gauze about my eyes  

my nose  

my hands and feet  

for once I may explore reality through someone other than me Do not 

block me any longer  

pull me apart expose the dripping mauve beneath reveal the 

hidden nature  

duality  

singularity  

strip and lay bare my vaguest notions  

as I succumb to the knowledge that I am  

not more than my body but  

I am more than my mind 
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Flora 
By Lorenza Shabe 

be like a sunflower  

grow tall and bright  

follow the blinding sun  

across the sky  

it’s a myth  

we think  

that you can tell time by the angle of a sunflower’s face pock-

marked and dark  

how could you know the time  

simply  

by looking at another’s face  

we hide in shadows  

coveting layered crowns  

fashioning  

yellow  

orange  

red  

to frame our dull complexions  

how dare some lowly creature  

imitate such radiance  

the blinding light  

tracing a path only deities  

should tread  

when we  

confined to dark  

must settle for  

poor imitations  

Be like the sunflower  

follow the harsh light of day 

crown yourself in rays  

steal for yourself the brilliance  
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of certain worship  

Your single dark eye  

will keep you safe  

as other’s pluck the seeds  

from your cheeks  

consuming you whole  

they lay in your shadow  

judging the hours by your gaze  

hoping for your blessings  

like you do  

spread your arms wide  

reach higher like your idol  

perhaps some albatross  

will pluck out  

your sight  

and fly you up  

up  

up  

up  

melting until you fall to earth  

so you may root again 
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Hypothetical 

By Lorenza Shabe 

i.  

all night he  

takes your hand and  

presses his smile behind your eyes  

maybe tonight you’ll feel someone’s warmth                                         

f                            follow you up the stairs  

a sharp knock  

you’ll leave unanswered  

sitting across from you  

bacon and eggs distract  

the other people in the room  

pretend last night never happened  

in your mind  

you welcomed him in  

to the warmth of your blankets  

in your mind  

he laid with you  

and the bruises you wake up with  

weren’t from falling down the stairs  

ii.  

all night he  

turns circles over  

pressing his smile behind her eyes  

maybe tonight he’ll get what he wants  

one  

two  

three 

sharp knocks  

left unanswered  
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he sits across from you  

ready for another go  

no one else pays him any mind and  

pretends last night never happened  

in his mind  

he already has you  

tight in his grasp  

in his mind  

there is nothing in his way  

between him and his goal  

the bruises on his arms aren’t from walking into walls  

iii.  

all night you  

watch her take his hand  

and press her smile behind his eyes  

the morning after  

she won’t meet his eyes  

the other people in the room  

pretend last night never happened  

in your mind  

she follows you up the stairs  

imprints of her lips  

ghosting every step  

in your mind  

you take her into your arms  

your bed has never felt so much like comfort 

in the morning  

you’re tangled like a romance  

and you both make due with the mess no one 

else matters  

instead  

she smiles as she leaves  



 Hypothetical 

 
you climb the stairs  

he knocks  

but you only see her smile  

pressed behind your eyes 
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unmasked 

By Georgie Beardmore 

 

Sweat-slick fringe and mascara smearing 

left my lipstick behind on a stranger’s mouth 

Breathless amid the haze and the stickiness 

less a woman 

more a celebration of muscle and blood 

  

Light slides across your face 

eyes closed and smiling soft 

like you have just eaten something delicious 

Have another bite and 

let’s dance our little hearts out 

  

We cup these glorious beats between parched palms, 

fill our fists and pull 

until, to our edges 

we are nothing but sound 

Take my hand, I love this song 

  

The swell of bodies keeps us up 

I might let it keep me whole 

Hold tight, I miss you 

Meet me in the smoking area 

one of these days 
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April 2022 

By Jack Redfern 

It’s a warm, fuzzy day. 

Sun slants through some clouds. 

On our square of blanket, we sit and watch. 

  

This regular Spring  

unfolds before us. 

The grass. The birds. The ripple of water 

as toddlers throw bread. 

  

But I think of the dead, as a well meaning 

old man shuffles past. 

Sticking out his pocket, like a gruesome cravat, 

a pale blue rectangle, with strings 

meant for ears. 

  

There he goes. 

He’s gone, off admiring the same view. 

  

It hangs like a stench, above us all. 

That human phase 

where breath took life. 

  

Are you alright? My friend asks, noting my stare. 

Yes, I answer. But inside – I’m unsure.  

 



 April 2022 

 
April 2022 

The breeze is lovely, 

it flutters the pages of my book. 

On this bench, the park stretches out 

in front of me. 

The people are peopling. 

It’s nice to have that back. 

  

Finishing my chapter, I look around. 

An old man sits down 

on the bench beside mine. 

There’s something in his pocket. 

Yes, it’s that. 

  

The wound is still sore. 

The plaster was slowly ripped off. 

But that old man, his caution is warm 

in a way. 

  

We all know now. 

We all know 

that really, all this is fickle. 

Something can take it away. 

 

So better to enjoy where we can. 

Those flowers. That chapter.  

The sun peeking out. The laugh of a friend.
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The Scorched Earth Masquerade Ball 

By Pete Green 

  

The chimney hails us with a slimmer plume. 

Circumstances this year being diminished 

our unseen hosts can only heat the ballroom. 

Thirty unseen chambers recede into disuse, 

reeling outposts of an empire done and finished. 

This is the Scorched Earth Masquerade Ball. 

The doorman declines to greet and introduce 

the guests, tosses lateral flow tests in the trash, 

accrues and monetises data from our footfall, 

smoothing down his Chemical Ali moustache. 

We arrive just as the pinot noir is poured 

onto the flames. We always have. The theft 

we couldn't stop, the homes we can't afford, 

the avocado narratives. It's all of our faults. 

Nowhere left, we sing, there's nowhere left 

to go. The innovations of Tomorrow's World 

bought and placed to moulder in the vaults 

below the hall. Guests are spun and twirled 

Northern Soul-style round a long dancefloor 

powdered with detritus from the crumbling 

balustrades, or moon rock. By a parallel door 

the Phantom of the Opera enumerates Apollo 

astronauts still living. An heiress is stumbling 

over her words and Theresa May kitten heels 

as between clauses she pauses to swallow 

prosecco and echo the room's big reveals 

regarding the mother of all parties. The band 

plays Blue Monday on a theremin and saw, 

banjo and stand-up bass. Have you planned 

your retirement? miaows the lead singer. 

A flock of black doves flutter from her paw. 

This is the Scorched Earth Masquerade Ball. 

The servers of drinks are all a dead ringer 

for Old Father Time or the Emir of Kuwait. 

In the shadows around the far end of the hall 

a flock of freelance watercolourists illustrate 

a scene of brake lights through exhaust gas. 

Our advances are plot spoilers and memes, 

the motto of our team all things must pass 
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and our signature tune is the word already, 

hit singles lost in disremembered dreams,    

the final fade of Mr Blue Sky's robot voice, 

the boards below us brittle and unsteady. 

As good as it got. All the ball guests know 

in tired veins the last leaseholders' choice 

to run the well to dry exhaustion and bestow 

a grand inheritance of nowhere left to go, 

Houston, there's nowhere left to go. We've       

heard the chimes at midnight on YouTube. 

To mark the moment all the guests receive 

the sacramental passing of a zinc hip flask 

charged with crude oil and a calved-off cube 

of Antarctic ice. Now to remove the mask 

the guests throw gestures, synchronised. All 

bear facial birthmarks shaped exactly like 

the Persian Gulf. A grand embarrassed cough. 

This is the Scorched Earth Masquerade Ball. 

These are the zero hours. A massive airstrike 

or a snap election will suffice to see us off. 
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[PE vi; letter VI:13] ‘…Viva carcass’ 

By Agnes Lehoczky 

…Viva carcass. By the time these pool monologues 

are available in print, the anonymous scribe 

writes, spending his entire life in the half-

finished house of being, my faithful carpenter, 

the former philosopher who quit philosophising 

a long time ago, will have finished building the 

building. And the agonised author, pale, spectre-

thin, semi-decomposed, tip-toeing at the margin 

of the pool recognising his or her own life while 

still alive in the reflection of the pool, is all at 

once freed of the writer’s anxiety. O that thin and 

invisible border between the beautiful and the 

bizarre, the line between the beatific and the 

brutal. This perfect liberation from the body of 

this weight that lifts like a death veil, this 

minimalist being without consequence, is 

examined in a later artwork of the same 

installation artist who photocopied her naked 

body floating together with flying cabbages, 

courgettes and other vegetables resembling the 

figurines of Greek girls swimming up and down 

in time on an ancient painting from BC 450; 

their elastic movements caught in the moment 

just before they turn. One could say the artwork 

was organic, as if alive. Human and vegetation 

were co-existing. Or one could say they were co-

rotting, collectively decomposing. Similar to 

what the painter from Hertogenbosch achieves in 

his compendium of beasts, the Hackney artist 

also manages to catch the swimmer, sans 

thought, sans sex, sans worry, sans gender, sans 

love: sans because her swimmer is preoccupied 

purely with swimming itself. So connoisseur of 

correlations, naturally there is connexion 

between the rotting autobiographical vegetables 

floating around the self and the triptych’s 

anthropomorphing beasts, bizarre, shapeshifting 

beings irresistibly propelling into the future on 

which their back is turned, while the pile of 

decomposing debris before them grows skyward; 
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in the triplet we can follow history’s irregular 

footprints from traumatic Eden to apocalyptic 

now. The artist, next door, with a newly 

composed body, part of the artwork herself, 

when observing the movement of shrivelling 

vegetables leached by water, compressed in the 

ecosystem of a glass tube for nine months, says 

she wants to catch the process of living and not 

that of dying. The split second before the body 

turns. Naturally, both artists display something 

about the bond between anatomy and art. But 

curious critics say the virus the artist chased all 

her life eventually killed her. The pathogenic 

bacillus the poet-physicist researched in dead 

bodies cost his life as well. The mysterious 

momentum, the second between composition and 

compost. Vegetation and decomposition. Viva 

carcass, viva giant strawberries, piss flowers, 

faecal poems. Viva, viva. 
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[PE xii; letter XII:13] ‘… Last Sunday you sent me’ 

By Agnes Lehoczky 

… Last Sunday you sent me a segment of your essay 

you were in the middle of writing. In the passage 

you explain that in a letter to his friend John 

Reynolds of the 3rd of May 1818, the poet-

physicist, our composer of fear, fearer of 

decomposition, pre mortem, writes that he hopes 

that post mortem, like the gull, or a good-sized 

fish, he may dip crosswise across the page, and, 

post scriptum, he will not vanish out of sight – 

(Letters 1: 280). O private alphas and public 

omegas. O Lethe. Personally, posthumously, 

from where I stand, instead of falling across the 

page, I’ll prefer to make my way towards the 

margin. O the pondering childhood parks, 

evaporating, in them the private dancing, the 

speaking fountains. In them the small amphora 

body which we loved and loathed while we were 

alive, now, look, a solid metaphora. But dear 

decipherer of composition. This book is now 

semi-lit, semi-closed. From where I stand the 

conclusion won’t make any difference. The 

debate, as to which direction the body falls 

finally, from where you stand will always be 

indifferent. O apathetic lover sans soul, sans 

silhouette, sans passion. The swimming pool is 

semi-lit, semi-light. Odi et amo [quare id 

faciam?]. Salute and farewell. And so, look, stoic 

other, the posthumous poet continues in her 

notebook  found in her Buda apartment, today’s 

swimming day is the last day, the appearing day, 

the becoming day, the composing, to do it 

sensibly on the page. To navigate the body home 

through language with compassion as if our 

(eternal) life were not ours but belonged to 

someone else. The expiring day, the 

disappearing, when swimming pool forgives 

swimmer and swimmer adapts to pool. You 

might call it the swimmer’s transubstantiation. 

The swimmer who exits the pool is the same 

swimmer who entered pre mortem, even if, post-

swimming, no outward changes are apparent to 
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the eye. The body look, unchanged, unaltered, 

wears the same pre-swimming face. And yet the 

manner in which the change occurs is a mystery. 

When we use the word change, we by no means 

think it explains the mode by which the body of 

the swimmer is converted into the ideal body of 

the post-swimming swimmer the swimmer has 

been searching for all her life, for this is 

altogether incomprehensible. But we mean this 

change not figuratively, metaphorically or 

symbolically, nor by any extraordinary grace 

attached to it and yet we mean that the body 

during its regular and everyday swim, becomes 

verily and indeed essentially the very true and 

same body it appeared before it disappeared. 

And so in the half-lit, half-illuminated neon-light 

we enter the local pool and we undress quietly. 

And leaving the body behind us we dive into the 

pool, the familiar pool, the same pool, the only 

pool. Nothing much has changed since we were 

gone. Objects are in their right place, in their 

right time; simple, safe paraphernalia. On the 

surface of the water, look, the book bores Dodo 

still floating artlessly on its back. Small fish 

clipped of wings vanishes underwater. Girlboy 

diseased from strawberry in dark corner. At the 

edge of the pool lion in neon light (with small 

black reptile caught in its jaws), elephant and 

giraffe stare away. Porcupine, somewhat 

panicking, rushes off the page. 
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One of Those Faces 

By Helen Angell 

Scandinavian Heidi mistakes me 

for my doppelganger on Twitter, 

an interior designer from the University 

of Hertfordshire. It’s not the first time. 

I’ve been seen a number of times 

at a petrol station in Bradford, 

been waved at from a train in Leeds 

but, of course, these people were never me. 

  

I think about the identical ginger, bearded men 

one in the other’s seat flying to Galway, 

the laughter of the other passengers captured 

in their viral post. Poe’s William Wilson 

and his timely whispers, the only person 

not to believe him or follow his commands. 

  

I imagine myself and my twin as children 

pulling at opposite ends of a piece of string, 

shouting into polystyrene cups fastened there. 

When we put them to our ears, listening 

for a reply, all we hear are our own voices 

circling and circling inside. 
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KASPAR HAUSER 

 By Mark Lindsey 

naturally 

on the Underground 

in secrecy 

under a wand’rin’ star 

as one of eight at Daisy Hill 

from a stone egg 

in the ghetto at Warsaw 

to a martinet customs official 

and a pious peasant 

to an alcoholic cobbler and a beaten wife 

on land scorched by war 

between Plantagenet and Valois 

to the ratchet of munitions from faceless killers 

carrying HIV beneath a roof of tin 

as a refugee from a dying planet 

in a middle eastern animal trough 

penniless 

to a wayward girl 

in the foothills of Ganga Choti, 

under canvas, beside buffalo 

addicted to heroin 

with a silver spoon 

with foetal alcohol syndrome 

in warm water beside elegant Ercol 

ripp’d untimely from his mother’s womb 



  KASPAR HAUSER 

into strict Methodism 

under a bad sign 

concealed from men with guns 

to the ‘Doctress’ and Lieutenant Grant 

at the best hotel in Kingston 

in the year of the elephant in Mecca 

during genocide against the Israelites 

at the death of her mother 

under imperialist rule 

with the name of a famous father 

before the lights came on 

at the Lindo Wing of St Mary’s 

to secretly divided parents 

on the crossing from Ireland 

on the crossing from Syria 

displaced 

from rape by a stranger 

from rape by a man of God 

from rape as a tactic of war 

from rape and incest 

to rising seas 

to the pealing of bells 

denied human rights 

lacking nutrition 

denied a doctor 

unsheltered 

unwanted 

still 
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Junkanoo 

By Loma Sylvana Jones 

Your name is a juggle / a mask framing a face which is also a mask / words are eclipsing each 

other [rendering each other effectless]. I am fumbling them around in my mouth, trying to click 

against the truth, a clarity to meet the edge of the water, which moves with the moon. Biding 

time / working fingers until the year rolls out and round again, faces fallen, and faded, and 

remade, and again. [This is not truth this is fantasy.] The taste of glitter on the air / importance 

of true frivolity, of worshipping colour. Daring the rain to come down and melt the earth, [the 

cardboard, crepe] and work. Junkanoo is coming round the corner [ready to step ear to eye; it’s 

first foot on the water line] but the flash shudders. [Flat] boarding going up on a hurricane 

shutter, coming down on the opposite side of a year, lungs full of summer humidity. Something 

smells fondly of Johnny cake but the trail comes from nowhere / sits lonely in the thick air. 

[Tis not the season.] 

  

Start back at the eyes, beat out from the sockets. Flour paste abstracts the face of people 

[flowering] on rootless land. The bells purge the toxicity, the herbicidal fallout of eking 

atrocity. Cup a little rhythm through the coral garden of Lucayan graves until the paste drips to 

the tongue. Fixing whistled words to butcher ropes strung with tambourine cymbals. The 

cowbells are coming in to shake the day up / bring the day rushing up through the night until 

morning. Loud enough to drown voices and leave one clear cacophony. One conch horn blast 

past midnight. Weaving palm-leaf shoulders, the four-braid working out, knitting / evading 

detection; shimmering shoaling bodies. Staring back the beady [settler] eyes peering through 

the fringe at the monsters of sea sponge striding out from the beach. Towers of quivering beige 

and green, a porous cocoon / million eyed mountain of coarse [available] matter. Soaking up 

the glare of colonial confusion. 

  

Kalik kalik kalik taps out, down throats, ticking, along the Bay Street crowd-line. Lighting up 

a whole town takes energy / guts. Down the side-walk streaming ribbon [more crepe paper] 

tissue scrunch pop of pink / yellow / orange. Turquoise glinting rivulets, running down between 

thighs, sweating into the absorbent atmosphere. There is a rumble of goatskin meeting the 

heady pressure, the cumulonimbus bust effect of constant rising noise; a shrill building static 

punch reaching up for the fruit rain. Calves thunderclap; the clip of cardboard on the lap of a 

nation. The rake and scrape of knives on metal teeth; a sublime bird never before seen, plumage 

incandescent. The peacocking of a year spent waiting to wear souls audaciously above the 

chest. This magnitude of shaking is a walking tree; something like indigenity. 
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Hitchcock silhouette 

By Sam Kendall 

Owl with alulae stretched 

hanging overhead, stuffed 

in past frames of colourless motel, 

stalks a motherly silhouette, impending 

carnage, knife brandished 

suspense, released 

an infamous scream. 

I see myself, rewound, 

played back, all seventy seven angles 

trapped in the closures, 

hair soaked by the shower’s waters, 

seeping life-fuel swirling 

the drain 

a jet-black, decamped 

release of existing 

into non-existing 

and back again. 

Both masks, now, auteur and I 

his gold, mine monochrome 

which gives more away? 

Show me, the way you want them to see 

perspectives high to low 

a slasher trope 

where reputation precedes. 
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Embezzled, falling 

rips the curtain, clean 

a nightgown, 

leaching chocolate syrup and honeydew 

dilated eye pulling outwards, 

a perched fly, its ommatidia 

have I ever been realer than now 

that shot, still 

mortified pose? 

This fear is what you wanted, 

have you felt it? The sinkhole 

spinning reel to reel 

as discordant glissandos 

wash away 

around my Orcus mouth. 
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The Dance Doesn’t Stop: Joyce Korchek Meets a Version of Lenny Zilfreiz3 

By D. M. Palmer 

I am taken to the southern tip of the Innovation District, up where the tide is starting to eat the 

coastline. Buildings are still in the process of transition. I ask the driver if he comes out here 

much, and he tells me that the companies have their own buses. The company I am visiting is 

MaURA, which has built what it calls its Riverworld Campus where the Verdant Retail 

Village used to be – the parking lot takes me back to hours of teenage idling and flirtation. 

I stand in the processing hold, get scanned, and take the visitor’s pass that the slot spits out. 

Around me, visitors pose for pics on the piazza, in front of a fountain modelled on the 

Fontana dell'Acqua Paolo. A group of technicians crab-walk across the checkerboard tiles 

wearing VR headsets. 

The campus is enclosed in the body of a transparent Hercules beetle, whose extended wings 

form walkways from east and west. The interior’s facelift betrays nothing of MaURA’s 

mission. Everything is kept behind walls where contemporary artworks are displayed. 

A young woman wearing a purple knitted romper from the Vent Prolapse boutique greets me 

in the lobby. She escorts me to the room I’ll be using. There is a quote over the door: ‘'The 

hankering of the mind is irresistible’. The quote is attributed to Captain False Flag. 

The room is cramped. There’s a desk right up against the screen that takes up the whole of 

the back wall, a hum from the lights that turn the walls green. A voice comes through a 

speaker: ‘I’m just trying to track down Lenny. It sometimes takes a while for him to come 

up.’ 

                                                           
3 New Pragmatist, Q2, Turn 16 update: Potemkin Leisure <dev/newprag/log/thinkblob/korchek-zilfreiz-dance> 
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The screen starts playing a promo-loop: MaURA’s co-founder and vision guide, Ben 

Fromkess, explains that it’s his ambition to make the afterlife accessible and affordable for 

all. That MaURA is building a place where eternity is within everyone’s reach. All you have 

to do is grab. Fromkess smiles for an uncomfortably long time, then the loop starts again. 

It fades out halfway through the sixth run, and the screen fills with blue. The voice tells me: 

‘Lenny is manifesting now.’ He is rendered in sections, integrating out of the background. 

He’s some kind of reptile, but he’s wearing armour, like a samurai. (It’s one of the seventy-

four pre-sets MaURA offers to those who choose to leave ‘the organic track’.) 

It’s only when he says ‘hello there’ that I know it’s him. That voice is unmistakable: the 

sardonic rasp. Lenny Zilfreiz is one of the last barbarians of public life, the kind of fixer the 

administration has had to disavow since New Pragmatist did its bullying exposé. But nobody 

had the guts to tell on Lenny. It looked like the old man was bulletproof. Then the Mud 

Papers leaked, Sec-Gen XLVII had to resign over what came out, and Lenny went missing. 

LZ: I may not be out there anymore, but I recognise a beautiful young woman when I see 

one. Hair’s a little shorter than I usually go for, but I like it on you. I guess being down here 

has broadened my tastes. After all, once you’ve got a thing going with two salamanders, 

what’s the difference? Let me tell you, Joyce, we have our fun down here. And it goes on for 

hours, too! 

JK: We were surprised when you contacted us. New Pragmatist wasn’t a friend to the Sec-

Gen. 

LZ: You really stuck it to us with the bullying thing, so I figured you had your shit in line. 

JK:  I seem to remember that you tried to block us at every turn…  

LZ: All part of the beautiful dance, Joyce! 
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JK: Are we still dancing here? 

LZ: I don’t have any reason to lie to you, Joyce. They can’t kill my body. My body was 

disposed of to keep it from being hauled before a judge. 

JK: There’s been a lot of speculation about what happened to you… 

LZ: They hit me with the Hap gun. You know about the Hap gun, right?  That’s what they do 

to anybody that doesn’t belong in the picture anymore. They fire up that Hap gun. And before 

you know it, you’re bursting with Hapless Empire. And it’s O.V.E.R! That’s what they did to 

that poor bastard in Caracas. I knew I was running out of road. And that’s when I met Ben. 

He sucked me out and put me in here. Ben knows how to make it feel real! 

JK: Let’s talk about the Mud Papers… 

LZ: They kept me in the picture for so long because I could deliver two things: a constant 

flow of bullshit, and a constant flow of money. 

JK: And the money came from the Mud? 

LZ:  Joyce, once you’ve created a problem, it’s time to capitalize on that problem. We found 

out that those chemicals we’d been selling to farmers all over the world to boost their crops 

had done something to the soil. The farmers had been having visions from it. We found a 

field in El Salvador where the soil was particularly potent. They called me the Gardener. I 

had the freedom to do whatever it took to secure the Mud and ship it in from the good fields. 

JK: I’ve seen some of the footage. The trenches. The alligators. 

LZ: I liked what I did, that’s the worst thing. You start to need it. Sometimes you’ve got to 

dampen things down before they get wild. Liberty can’t be endless. 

JK: Where did all the money go? 



 The Dance Doesn't Stop: Joyce Korchek Meets a Version of                                                                                                               

n                                             Lenny Zilfreiz 

LZ: You seem like a nice young lady, Joyce, but you don’t know the circles I’ve moved in. 

It’s okay to switch out the man in the big seat if he shits the bed, but who bought the fucking 

seat? I got so close to the middle of things that it left a mark on me, it contaminated me. Just 

because I threw away my body doesn’t mean it’s gone, it’s all the way in me now. 

JK: You told us you were ready to talk. 

LZ: I’ve told you more than it’s safe for a body to hold. If it gets too much for you out there, 

darling, come and swim with me in here. We’ll have a blast! I can see you as a fierce 

porpoise! 

Lenny starts to get faint, bits of him clip out, then he’s gone altogether. The voice says: ‘He’s 

gone down. I’ll try to get him back.’ Turning away, I tell the voice not to bother and gather 

up my stuff. 

The car is taking me back to the city. We’re on the expressway, and the embankment is piled 

up with bathtubs. The edges of the tubs are covered in a brown crust, and the bottoms are 

worn away completely. Some of those old buildings on the fringes of the Innovation District 

have been turned into bathhouses, where the vision guides of the upstart companies go for 

their Mud baths, where they experience the Mud-induced epiphanies that lead to the next big 

innovation. The price of Mud has skyrocketed since Ben Fromkess admitted in his Business 

Seer profile that he uses it to ‘process externally’. The old users in the city have started 

coming up with DIY versions. Deaths from homemade agents like f01der01, CHRNL and 

[melting rhino symbol] are out of control. The bodies are all over the place. 

Everyone is scared of the water. 
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An excerpt from Selen 

By Peter Dorey 

 

The station is busy this evening, filled with protracted farewells and improvised arguments 

that echo through its cavernous underground space and hang in the stale air. Not far from the 

platform, an old man in meticulously dirtied rags rants at anyone in flailing distance, 

occasionally pausing his diatribe to think of something convincingly deranged to yell. At the 

gates, a woman in a cheap business suit is complaining loudly about how late the train is. The 

Sparrow Line is always late. Video cameras on the walls blink their lights in approval. 

 Train doors open with a hiss and Kay pushes through the crowd and out onto the 

platform, released from one cacophonous crush of bodies and into another. The sound here is 

suffocating, much worse than in any other part of the city: filled not only with those taking 

the underground to work, but with hundreds more who linger to take part in whatever 

convoluted scene should spring up next. Someone is harassing the old man now, declaring 

him a public nuisance. Their voices mash together into an indecipherable babble. Kay makes 

a beeline towards the exit. 

 All this was so much easier to deal with as a child, when Kay could wish herself 

somewhere else and lose herself in soundproofed thoughts. Whenever her parents began their 

daily row, she would retreat to the bathroom, sit in the tub and stare into a crack in a tile, 

imagining herself shrunk and climbing through shattered ceramic and fractured grout until the 

shouting became a muffled drumming, or the beat of her heart. She knows now that the fights 

were always fake, meant only for the eyes and ears of the city, but they had sounded real 

enough to her at the time. 

 At thirty-six, Kay is now much too old to conjure up an imagined refuge. Instead, she 

settles for the mantra she’s lived by for the past twenty years: look down, walk fast, say 

nothing. It helps that she’s wearing the powder blue jumpsuit of the Selen City Maintenance 

Service: the invisible workers that keep the show running and the lenses polished. People go 

out of their way to avoid disturbing their routine, yet she stares down at the paving slabs all 

the same as she makes her way out of the station. Force of habit. 
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It is 5:30pm, and an orange sun hangs above the central tower like a halo. Here, the factories 

and densely-packed tower blocks of the north bleed into the run-down suburbia of the east. 

The North-Eastern Sector, along with its north-western counterpart, have always seemed so 

far removed from Kay’s Northern home: too open, too scattered. So much more space but 

none of the community. At least the concrete block of flats she grew up in felt solid, 

permanent – the buildings here are stuck between states of being. These tangled strings of 

terraced houses, stubby tower blocks and grimy shop fronts all seem like ghostly hybrids of 

those that fill the surrounding sectors. Streets dead-end into scruffy patches of neglected 

parkland. The same cameras dot the landscape as in any other sector, but here their eyes are 

lazy, staring off into the middle distance. The authorities here too are far more lax than those 

of the North, patrolling in irregular patterns like flies over a picnic table. 

However it looks and feels, this transitional space is ideal for Kay’s purposes, and has served 

her and her small faction of The Party well for the past few years. Its many derelict husks and 

tucked-away yards make perfect meeting spots, and frequent staged power cuts to the 

surveillance in the area have seen the authorities become ever more complacent as Kay and 

her compatriots arrive to ‘fix’ them. Meetings take place unobserved and exchanges go 

uninterrupted. If all goes well, today’s will be one of the last. 

 What Kay wouldn’t give to be one of those ‘seems like just yesterday’ or ‘doesn’t 

time fly’ people, but she has felt every minute of the last twenty years. Failed attempts replay 

in her head each day as setback upon setback piles up around her, slowly wiping out years of 

hard work. The painstaking precautions she has taken lengthen the hours little by little, 

denying her rest. When sleep finally finds her, she dreams only of all the friends she’s lost to 

her botched plans.  

 The further north from the station Kay walks, the more empty the streets become. By 

the time she rounds the final corner to the junk yard, Selen is like a ghost town. She smiles to 

herself, thoughts of tomorrow churning in her head. Thoughts of what the city will be like the 

day after, a month from now, a year. Thoughts of all those failures and losses finally meaning 

something. But not yet. She reminds herself there’s so much still to do, and no time for 

wishful thinking. 
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It was late when Kay stumbled into the kitchen, exhausted from a day spent tagging camera 

black-spots, spraying a sightless eye, the infamous logo of Empty Set, on any surface she 

could find. The day had been going well until she’d almost been caught by the authorities 

under a bridge, spray can in hand. One frantic escape fence-hopping through a series of 

overgrown gardens later, she was glad to have the opportunity to rest her aching legs. 

 Empty Set had made a base of operations from a derelict school on the fringes of the 

Northern Sector. It was always busy in the evenings, especially with the time for Søren’s plan 

to be put into action drawing so close. Kay had expected someone to be waiting for her and 

the other kids, but she found the cafeteria empty and, save for the spray cans that clanked in 

her satchel as she swung it onto a table, eerily silent. She headed out into the hallway, 

checking each classroom, their plastic chairs and abandoned apparatus piled into corners to 

make way for blueprints and equipment. It wasn’t until she approached the science room at 

the end of the corridor that she heard hushed voices. 

 ‘It’s definitely the same car.’ 

 ‘That’s the third time it’s passed.’ 

 Kay opened the door to find half of the group peering through the windows and the 

other half exchanging worried glances, growing paler by the second. 

 Søren was standing in the centre of the room. Kay had never seen him look so 

stressed. ‘We don’t have much time,’ he said. ‘I need everyone to grab whatever you can 

carry and head out the back.’ 

 Immediately, people started bolting out of the room while others began folding up 

papers and trying to pack away bulky electronics with shaking hands. A few of them looked 

like they were going to vomit. It wasn’t until Kay moved to the window to see what all the fuss 

was about that Søren noticed her presence. 

 ‘Shiro!’ he shouted. ‘I thought you sent all the kids away.’ 

 Swearing under his breath, Shiro set down the spools of cable he was carrying and 

raced over to Kay. ‘You need to go,’ he said, his stern, gravelly voice barely disguising his 

panic. ‘Right now.’ 

 Kay found herself being taken by the arm and dragged out of the room. There hadn’t 

been nearly enough time to process what was going on, what all the panic and chaos was 

about, why she had to leave. None of that had mattered though. It had all faded into the 
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background when Søren had looked at her like she was an inconvenience. He hadn’t even 

said her name, just lumped her in with the others – a kid like all the rest. 

 Before they reached the kitchen, Kay tugged herself free of Shiro’s grasp. ‘I want to 

stay!’ she shouted, giving him as cold a glare as she could manage. ‘I can help! I’m one of 

your best, Søren is always telling me so!’ 

 ‘There’s a big difference between spraying a few walls and… this.’ 

 Stepping back before Shiro could grab her again, Kay balled up her fists and 

prepared for another shouting match. But Shiro never made a move – he wasn’t paying any 

attention at all. Neither was anyone else. They were all stood stock still as the rumble of 

approaching vehicles grew closer and closer. 

 

 

 

The iron necropolis of the North-Eastern junk yard has long made one of Kay’s more reliable 

rendezvous spots. With the sympathetic manager rarely ever present and the surveillance 

easily disabled, it has played host to countless hushed conversations and hand-offs, all 

unnoticed by the sector’s authorities. The camera by the gate at the entrance, perched high on 

a lamp-post, lies motionless, its light dead. The other three in the yard’s corners will be like 

this, but only for half an hour. Any longer might raise suspicions. 

Kay winds her way around mounds of twisted scrap until, rounding a row of industrial sized 

refrigerators lined up like tombstones, she finds Shiro standing beside a powder blue van with 

‘Maintenance’ emblazoned on its side in thick black lettering. One of the few remaining 

members of Empty Set who never took refuge amongst the ranks of the Maintenance 

workers, he looks awkward in his new uniform, shuffling uncomfortably. Aside from that, 

and his hair now being a lighter shade of grey, Shiro seems largely unchanged since Kay last 

saw him. He looks nervous, but then, he always has. 

‘Show me’ she says, stepping around to the back of the van. 

Shiro silently unlocks the doors. Inside, he lifts open a compartment in the floor, revealing 

two black briefcases. Then he opens a large toolbox, revealing a third. 

‘There were supposed to be two,’ she says. 
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‘Felix got cold feet.’ 

‘Are you kidding me?’ 

‘I think he likes the job too much.’ 

She rests the briefcase on the floor of the van and clicks open the latch to reveal the chunky 

grey laptop within. Its hard drive clicks worryingly as it slowly begins to boot up and fuzzy 

green text crawls its way down the screen. 

‘Are we at least going to discuss the plan?’ asks Shiro. Age has leant his voice an extra layer 

of grit. 

‘There’s not much to discuss,’ she answers, flatly, eyes fixed on the screen. ‘The plan hasn’t 

changed. The packages will be connected to each sector’s surveillance hub, then tomorrow 

night I connect them to the tower.’ 

‘That’s it? I can’t do anything more?’ 

‘No.’ 

Kay looks up to see Shiro’s face contort briefly into a feeble mask of rage before he slumps 

down to the floor of the van. It’s still hard to feel pity for the man. Hard to forgive.  

‘I just want to help, Kay. It was my plan. Mine and Søren’s.’ 

She winces at the name. The text stops scrolling and a green bar begins to fill. 

‘Look, you’ve done your part. The plan would be dead if not for you, but this is the end. 

You’re better off laying low.’ 

Shiro stares past her, then flashes her a nervous glance. The laptop makes final series of loud 

clicks as the progress bar slows to fill in the last few pixels. 

‘Morning, Kay,’ comes a cheerful voice from behind. ‘Cameras out again?’ 

Officer Sam Harcourt stands by a splintered chest of drawers. Kay knows him. It’s been her 

job to know him – to know all of the officers that patrol this run-down dump, get them all 

used to her presence. Appear benign, innocuous. Like her, he grew up in the Northern Sector. 

He considers himself lucky to have landed a job outside its cramped confines. His wife is a 

teacher at a nearby school. His son is eight. 

 ‘Don’t think I’ve met your friend here,’ he says, nodding in Shiro’s direction. 
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 It’s not an easy switch to flip – the change to a personable Kay, a Kay without an 

agenda. 

 ‘Morning, Sam. This is my father in law,’ she says, doing her best to match his cheery 

tone. ‘He’s interested in the job, so I’m showing him the ropes.’ Kay sounds believable – she 

hopes she sounds believable. She’s had enough practice. Still, the silence that accumulates in 

the junk yard is thick, threatening. 

 The laptop confirms that all the files are in place by emitting a high-pitched beep. Kay 

flinches. 

 ‘New equipment?’ asks Sam. He begins to move towards it. 

Kay attempts to casually brush the question aside. ‘That’s pretty old,’ she says, ‘it’s just 

misbehaving today.’ Shiro shuffles uncomfortably. Harcourt keeps walking. 

 

 

 

The rumbling came to an abrupt stop and was soon followed by that of a great many car 

doors slamming, but Kay barely had time to register them as, before she knew it, she was 

sprawled out on the ground with a burning pain spreading across her face. Her vision a blur, 

she could just about make out Shiro standing over her. ‘I’m sorry.’ she heard him whisper as 

he flipped her over and yanked her arms behind her back. Something dug into Kay’s wrists, 

binding them together. Pulled to her feet once more, she barely had time to orient herself 

before being shoved into a broom closet, her shoulder slamming against a shelf. ‘You’ll thank 

me later.’ he said, before closing the door, leaving Kay in pitch darkness. She heard the click 

of a lock. 

 Everything ached and her face was on fire. She could taste blood. In the black, blind 

and confused, Kay fumbled for something to cut herself free, but all she managed to do was 

bruise herself further on stacks of cans and boxes. Slumping to the ground, defeated, for a 

time the only sound she heard was that of her own heavy breathing. Then there was a crash 

and distant shouting. Kay froze. The sound of a voice. Søren’s voice? It sounded like Søren. 

Then came the crack of a shot, followed by more, and more. Streams of gunfire hammering 

into the walls. She couldn’t breathe. 
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 A brief, tortuous silence followed, then the sound of footsteps. Please let him be safe. 

Please. Breath finally finding its way out once more, rapid and panicked, Kay braced herself 

against the shelves and kicked at the door as hard as she could, over and over until the 

footsteps grew louder. The door handle rattled. 

 ‘Locked.’ 

 ‘We’ll have to force it.’ 

 ‘Where’s the camera? Get it over here.’ 

 She didn’t recognise the voices. Neither of them were Søren. Kay dropped to her 

knees. She forgot about the bruises. She forgot about the throbbing pain. The taste of blood. 

Tears rolled down her face. 

 ‘OK, ready.’ 

 

When the authorities smashed the lock, they got exactly what they wanted. The camera 

perched over one officer’s shoulder whirred contentedly as it took in the sight of the bruised 

and battered victim. The two men that flanked him exchanged glances, a mixture of concern 

and self-congratulation, and slowly holstered their pistols. 

 They didn’t speak to Kay as they lead her out towards the exit. Probably too caught 

up in trying to think of a line that might make it into that year’s Chronicle, make them sound 

like the conquering heroes, rescuers of damsels in distress. Walls were riddled with bullet 

holes and streaked with blood. In every room they passed, red blossomed on white sheets, 

hastily thrown over bodies, with limbs poking out from under them. Trying to get her out as 

quickly as possible, the officers picked up the pace, but not quick enough to keep her from 

catching a glimpse of the science room. There were more bodies in there than in any of the 

other rooms, more reddening sheets. Amongst them, Kay recognised a shoe, a hand. Søren. 

She felt her stomach lurch and her legs buckle. As the officers struggled to keep her upright, 

her eyes closed. 

 When she came to, Kay was in the back of a car, a uniformed woman sitting beside 

her. She spoke softly. Something about being safe now, and going to the precinct to take a 

statement. They didn’t bother to check her over or pat her down. They never found the pistol 

tucked into Kay’s jeans. It dug into the small of her back. It was all she could think about. 
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It always feels unfamiliar in Kay’s hand. She’s hidden it at the back of drawers and under 

pillows. She’s stashed it under floorboards. She’s even buried it more than once. Each time 

it’s returned to her, it feels like a rejected transplant. Kay has to push down a nauseous 

feeling as she draws the gun from her pocket. 

The shot is much louder than she had expected. It echoes through the yard, ringing off piles 

of scrap and the husks of gutted vehicles. Officer Harcourt is wordless. He reminds Kay of 

her friends at Empty Set – of that sickly expression that had spread across their faces on the 

night of the massacre. He steps back and tries to steady himself on some invisible surface 

before toppling sideways, hitting the ground with a thud. 

‘What have you done, Kay?’ Shiro’s voice sounds like it has aged another twenty years in a 

matter of seconds. He looks even more stunned than Harcourt. 

She could just leave him here. With the place always so deserted, it’s unlikely that he will be 

discovered any time soon. 

‘Are you trying to fuck up everything we’ve worked for?’ 

Besides, it’s not like they’ll have enough time to connect the dots before it’s all over anyway. 

‘Are you listening?’ 

No, best not risk it. Even the slightest chance of derailing the plan is too much. Probably 

should have thought of that before she shot him. 

‘Kay!’ 

Kay stares down at Officer Sam Harcourt, the blood pooling in the dirt, the end of all the talk 

and whispered plotting, the schemes that had begun in the back of a car all those years ago. 

‘Help me get him in the van.’ she says. 

High on their lamp-posts, four green lights blink into life. 
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Ava 

By Amy Stewart 

 

Henry is standing outside the big top, clutching his ticket with both hands. He hasn’t told 

anyone else he’s here, can’t really articulate why. It isn’t that he’s embarrassed, only that he 

can’t imagine frequenting a circus fitting in with any perception of him that exists in the 

world, in the heads of his friends, family, colleagues. And then of course, there’s his wife. 

Ellen’s not herself lately, has no time for him – really, she’s to blame for any transgression he 

might or might not be making. His stomach twists a little, the guilt acidic.  

Henry Bellamy is a solicitor, a good enough one to have his name on a frosted glass door. His 

days are crisp white contracts and sharp grey suits. It gives him whiplash, being here. The 

circus tent rears up in front of him like a dream-warped cathedral, festooned with bright 

lights. It reminds him of a cake, oozing and sickly. So much like one of Ellen’s horrid 

attempts. 

He’s only here for her, Henry reminds himself, forcibly shaking away any thought of his 

wife. 

The trapeze artist has ruled his every waking thought since he saw her on the circus poster. 

Eyes like emeralds thrown atop satin sheets, and skin so soft it seemed to promise that if he 

were to press it, his fingerprints would last as a fleshly tattoo. Ava, they call her. It’s a name 

that feels and looks like such an indent, sensuous and pliable. She wears a mask of matte 

gold, so he can’t see her features, but he pictures pillow lips and creamy cheeks. He imagines 

unmasking her in secret, being the only one allowed to look at her, to get close enough, to 

spend time with her. 

Now that he’s here in the stands, under the striped canopy that’s as expansive as the sky 

outside, he can barely catch a breath. He can’t take his eyes away from the complicated 

negotiation of rigging at the tent’s apex, the two ropes and a bar waiting for her, as he is. 

She’ll clutch that solid bar, he thinks, wrapping her body around it. It makes his mouth water. 

Around him and everywhere, the air smells of sawdust, of popcorn, of butter cooked too long. 

She is better than all this. 

When she appears, finally – from somewhere high in the rafters, as though her feet have 

never touched the ground, and he likes to think that they haven’t – he drinks in the contours 



  Ava 

of her body. She’s larger than in the poster. Her clothes barely contain her, strips of sequined 

gauze wrapped around the tight block of her torso. Her legs look like rivers forced through 

tight gaps. He wonders absently whether her hands are bigger than his as she grips the bar, 

and whether he cares. He feels a quickening in his lower belly. Suddenly he wants her to stop, 

to give him a moment – but the crowd is roaring and her feet have already left the platform. 

The crescendo is already building. 

It’s magnificent, the way she sails through the air, like she’s moving through water. The way 

she’s able to flick a lock of hair over her shoulder before swinging her legs like a pendulum 

and securing them over the bar, held in place only by her knees. He wonders at the grip they 

must have, if she could crack a nut behind them. Her arms dangle free as she swings back 

upright, seating herself on the bar to giggle coquettishly behind her mask, as if it’s all a game. 

He feels as though he’s in on it with her, as if he’s the only one who is. He and Ava – they’re 

laughing together at the spectators. So powerful is their connection, he feels as though he can 

practically control her with his thoughts. Wave, he thinks, pinning her to the spot with his 

eyes. Wave to me, and no one else. Wave, Ava, wave! 

She does, slowly, her body softening and curling in at the edges. She becomes smaller, 

somehow. They could be alone in the tent, bound and bonded by invisible wires. 

Now, swing, he thinks. He longs to see her gleeful as a girl, flitting backwards and forwards 

through space, performing a simple dance he alone knows. Instead, she removes both hands 

from the ropes and falls backwards, catching herself at the last minute with the tops of her 

feet. The audience jumps up, gasping and clutching shirt-fronts, but Henry remains seated. It 

doesn’t look possible, what she is doing. It looks drawn, a child’s fancy, faintly ridiculous. It 

annoys Henry that Ava can stand such pain just to entertain them, the brainless crowd. He 

slouches back in his seat, wanting to show her he’s not affected by her antics. Boredom is 

safer. She is whipping through the air again now, only holding on with one hand, letting go, 

turning in a fraction of a second, then regripping again. It mocks everything he knows to be 

true. He watches her body with something close to bitterness. The poster was a lie. 

It didn’t show the muscles on her back – pulsing and bulging, growing and shrinking, making 

him feel vaguely sick, as if he’s travelling too quickly in a car. How unattractive, he thinks 

now, how off-putting. He’s disgusted by her, but shamefully still aroused, and he cannot stop 

watching. Cannot stop even as the shoulder blade budlings break free and unfurl like great 

maps, the tips brushing the top of the tent canvas, making it recoil. He looks around at the 
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faces of the spectators, looking for revulsion, for recognition, but finds none. Is he the only 

one witnessing this grotesque transformation?  

When he turns back to Ava, she’s watching him. Her mask is gone, abandoned to the sawdust 

of the circus floor. Her mouth has no lips, but a pointed beak, hard and sharp. Her eyes are no 

longer emeralds but stars, furious and too bright, burning with velocity. Henry sees an 

oncoming dawn there, uncompromising and bloody, a reckoning meant for him alone.  

It’s his wife he thinks of as he stumbles down from the stands. Ellen’s kind face and soft skin. 

He suddenly craves the safeness of home, to be far from the circus and its horrible, tempting 

beasts. As he steps into fresh air, leaving the sticky scents of the big top behind, he hears 

Ava’s haunting cry at his heels. In the long years after, he will never stop hearing that sound: 

the needling shriek of a creature he can never know, never touch.  
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La Scogerlia 

By Rebecca Sandeman 

 

We had been married eight days before we got to the Yellow Room. I’m not the type to curry 

favour with omens, certainly not to chop or pickle its radishes, but the moon was incredibly 

round that evening. It was a circle which seemed to offend and threaten, hanging low over 

Porta Nuova, watching us finger expensive tea and sip Aperol Spritz with more than an 

immersion of malice. My husband said we should kiss on a street corner because it was 

romantic. I was unconvinced, but due to him buying me some twenty-seven euro Chinese 

oolong with dried passion fruit flowers, I felt financially obliged to do so. The kiss wasn’t 

awful, my husband has a tendency to over-salivate with food and affection, though when we 

were midway through I heard the sound of somebody screaming. It wasn’t a piercing scream, 

more of a muffled cry at first, perhaps you would confuse it with a baby in need of a good 

meal. I broke apart from my husband, still clutching my overpriced tea which was in a fancy 

bag tied with ribbon, and asked if he could hear somebody, quite possibly, in the throes of 

distress. He said he could hear nothing whatsoever, just his heart beating in the shape of my 

name. I must inform you that my husband is one of those idealistic and amorous types who 

isn’t particularly clued up on the concept of anatomy.  

 

We walked back to our room, more or less hand in hand, it was a hot night and we were 

sweating in places we didn’t care for. The Milanese traffic system for pedestrians was 

nothing short of a nightmare. I almost got run over by a man on a bicycle with mustard roses 

in his basket and my husband caught his shoe in the tracks of a tram line. We didn’t see the 

moon after the bike incident, but I had a feeling it was laughing at us from behind one of the 

skyscrapers. I think it was then I wanted to go home, truth be told I was tired of 

carbohydrates and churches; one can only process so much wheat and opulence without 

consequences of a dire inclination. 

 

It was called the Yellow Room simply because everything in it was yellow, from the walls, 

right down to the towels, pillows and soap. I couldn’t decide whether it was a soothing 

yellow or one of those ones you associate with fevers or wasps. To access it you had to get 
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into an elevator which was made of wood and over a hundred years old, it always smelt like 

perfume as if somebody had just stepped out of it, but we never once saw a soul. On the 

second day, I looked under the bed and found a perfectly preserved skeleton of a frog. I held 

it in the palm of my hand and wondered how a frog came to die seven storeys above pond 

level. We put it on the bookshelf next to a yellow covered version of Dante’s Inferno circa 

the 1970’s and hoped it would be at peace in Limbo or Lust. That evening my husband 

decided to cook me dinner in the Yellow Room.  

 

We were pleased to discover that the pans in the cupboards were stainless steel, as opposed to 

the colour that had begun to permeate both our dreams. I asked for light items such as soup 

and salad, my body had gone into a mild state of shock and couldn’t tolerate any more cheese 

or blocks of cured meat. My husband settled on Zuppa di zucchini and insalate verdi; he 

sliced vegetables and asked me to open some wine I didn’t want to drink. We listened to 

some music and I rifled through the guest book, which was naturally a nauseating shade of 

yellow.  

 

Most of the entries were archetypal notes left by varying degrees of satisfied travellers, some 

were disappointed by the lack of parking and the leaky shower, but there was an entry from 

May 2015 which made me down the wine I didn’t think I wanted. It was written quite 

crudely, if I were to be a critic and not well punctuated but I felt a pang of familiarity in the 

sentences: 

 

At first the Yellow Room seems cosy and cute but it’s not— 

 

My wife and I noticed this when we were naked bonding. It was about midway through. She 

bumped her head…as you can imagine sweat was pouring, bodies were thrusting. I was 

enjoying it but then we heard the screaming 

 

I didn’t show my husband, he was wrestling with a particularly stubborn aubergine and I 

thought the revelation might induce injury. The air conditioning rattled above the sound of a 

musician who was most likely extinct or on the way to being so; I refilled my glass and 
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waited for soup to be placed in front of me. I thought about our life together and realised that 

I would probably have two marginal to medium affairs in my late thirties. They wouldn’t 

necessarily be more attractive than my husband but would approach tasks with a steely sense 

of vigour. When we eventually had something close to resembling a meal, I took a small and 

well meaning sip of soup, which unfortunately I couldn’t help but spit back onto the table. 

My husband looked horrified, especially since the aubergines had been so unyielding and we 

could have just gone out for tortellini.  

 

‘Why did spit you the soup on the table? It’s a most unusual thing to do.’ 

 

‘I’m sorry,’ I said, rubbing my chin for any loose spray. ‘But the soup is disgusting.’ 

 

‘Is it the seasoning?’ My husband surmised. ‘Does it need more pepper?’ 

 

I think it is difficult to tell your husband on your honeymoon that he has made you a meal 

which has the exact consistency of pus. I did however, and after trying the soup he likewise 

agreed that it was culinary improbable for aubergines to stew to such a congealed state. It 

reminded us both of the aroma of hospitals and visiting either the elderly or the very young. 

We poured the offensive mass down the sink and cautiously ate the green salad, overpraising 

the freshness and crispness of the leaves. 

 

When we left the following day to visit a graveyard, there being little to see in Milan apart 

from a painting and handbags, we entered the lift to be struck with an odour which we 

thought had disappeared down a reputable plumbing system. 

 

‘Darling, I don’t mean to alarm you but the pus soup has somehow gotten into the lift.’ 

 

‘That’s impossible dear, there is no logical reason for it to be in the lift.’  
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But sure enough, we felt the veiny film of aubergine infused pustules clinging to the windows 

and coagulating between our toes. My husband thought he could feel breath or lumps forming 

on the back of his neck. I didn’t want to scream but I may have done a bit. We decided 

against any further trips in the elevator and descended the steps; my feet were a bit sticky and 

I wasn’t sure how.  

 

Our day in Milan was a disaster, the graveyard had swarms of feral cats who stalked the 

mausoleums and raided the recycling bins. At one point we were entirely surrounded and a 

tortoise shell kitten tried to put the head of a bird in our backpack. We had lunch in a 

department store which cost in excess of fifty euros for a vegetarian lasagne and a seafood 

medley, the wine was corked and the waiter kept sneezing and not washing his hands. I 

booked myself in to have a manicure at a salon near the cultural quarter and the woman 

pushed the cuticles so far back on my left hand that they bled. When I cried out, she 

reprimanded me for not keeping my fingers straight and went to get a wet flannel. I sat in 

silence for the remainder of the ordeal and felt I was paying to be assaulted. My husband 

wasn’t convinced by the teal green colour and thought that in the light my nails looked 

yellow and abnormally textured. Over our daily six p.m. spritz, we both confessed we didn’t 

like Milan or The Yellow Room and wanted to shower profusely, not with the yellow soap 

however, and go home.  I checked my husband’s neck for lumps and thought it seemed 

squishier than usual; he said my fingers moved like a stranger wanting to do him harm.  

 

That evening we roamed the streets until most bars were closed, putting off the inevitable of 

returning to a dwelling whose corners, utensils and sanitation piping we didn’t trust. My 

husband had upwards of eight spritzes and started to question my choice of wedding vows, 

which he thought a little contrite. He asked about my ex boyfriend and whether Oliver was 

planning to remain in the shipping container business, in spite of the economic downturn. 

After the ascent of the stairs, taking care to keep as much physical distance between us and 

the lift, we made love, or something relatively adjacent, in the bathroom. I was most relieved 

to find that the only screaming I heard was my own. Before sleep came to our eyes and 

mouths, I looked across at our frog on the bookshelf and saw that it had hopped away from its 

own version of yellowed hell. My husband said he thought he could smell the soup coming 
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from his pores and began to scratch his stomach. He slept on the floor of the kitchen with no 

pillow, shivering, and I couldn’t tell you why.  

 

I think it was probably me who woke first the next day. Stepping over my shaking husband, I 

made coffee on the hob and waited a bit more than eternity for the water to boil. There was a 

window open somewhere and the moon or sun was falling in. In the night the nail polish had 

come unstuck from my fingers and streaked down my arms; it was no longer green but the 

colour we had come to both loathe and somewhat love. My husband took a sip of the coffee, 

still curled on the kitchen floor, and found the leg of the frog that no longer liked us perched 

on his tongue. We didn’t dare put it in the toilet or down the sink as we were frightened 

where it would turn up, space having little to do with cohesion in La Scogerlia. When my 

husband eventually got to his feet, I tried not to gasp as his legs and stomach were covered in 

worn bruises in the shape of hands and fingers. I put my right hand against an imprint on his 

back and couldn’t work out if it was a similar impression. His eyes were either a deep red or 

the other I cannot mention; his breathing was reminiscent of someone in a slight coma.  

 

It was probably around then that I made the executive decision we were leaving La Scogerlia 

because I had a strong feeling that if we stayed, one of us might die. My husband didn’t seem 

to be in a great hurry to leave and was more concerned about signing the guest book than 

packing. He took a long time writing the entry and pausing to prod the pen into his various 

bruises. When I implored him to put his trousers on, he said that records were more important 

than modesty. The logic was hard to refute. I wasn’t allowed to read the review and we left 

the room without locking the door. For old times’ sake we went in the lift and closed 

ourselves in with our honeymoon baggage. The lift didn’t move for ages, we kissed for a 

while and my husband started choking. I handed him a tissue and he spat something that 

looked suspiciously like soup in the middle. He asked me to hit him hard on the back but I 

didn’t want him damaged any further. The lift began to descend and I cried a little bit; my 

tears seemed thick and cold on my cheeks. We went to the airport and caught the next flight 

home, on the plane I dreamt of diseased sunflowers and piles of lions with their throats slit. 

My husband didn’t speak to me for two weeks and slept fully clothed, most of the outfits 

having a phlegmatic temperament to them.  
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About twelve years later, I was with one of my younger lovers in a bad hotel somewhere near 

Edinburgh when I heard the words La Scogerlia again. We were entwined, watching the 

news, and I was making vague promises about prioritising our relationship above my 

common law one. There had been an incident in Milan, with a room mostly shrouded in 

yellow, a couple on their honeymoon had died in either a murder-suicide, double murder or 

carbon monoxide poisoning. The polizia were scratching their heads and the landlord 

couldn’t be located. Apparently the bodies had been found on the bed covered in a faded 

bruising and the small skeleton of a frog had been placed on the woman’s chest. A guestbook 

had been collected as evidence and some of the accounts were a cause for concern. I turfed 

out my lover under the guise of PowerPoint anxiety and called my husband, who was having 

comparable problems in Birmingham. He asked how Scotland was and I told him it was cold. 

His reply was that Birmingham had too many cafés. We both said La Scogerlia at the same 

time and then didn’t follow up with anything meaningful for a few minutes, we just talked 

about how big the moon was and my poor choice of nail polish.  

 

‘You need to tell me what you put in that guest book Darling, two people are dead.’ 

 

‘It was nothing really. I wasn’t thinking clearly, remember I had a fever, the doctor said so 

and that it was possibly a tropical one.’ 

 

‘Darling.’ 

 

‘Okay, but just bear in mind I was very sick when I wrote it.’ 

 

‘Yes, you were very ill, you slept on the floor and shook a lot.’ 

 

‘I wrote that my wife was trying to kill me.’ 

 

‘I see.’ 
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We didn’t resolve much else from the phone call apart from agreeing that we should build a 

greenhouse in the garden this winter for growing our own veg. It was an annual threat and not 

one to be taken seriously. That evening I went out for dinner with my perplexed lover and 

was surprised to find an old friend on the menu. I ordered two bowls and refused the offer of 

bread. When it came, I encouraged him to take the biggest portion and watched as he plunged 

his spoon again and again into the liquid. He asked me about PowerPoints and I told him that 

curiosity was boring.     
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Mack 

By Conal Gallagher 

CAST  

Mack-a soldier.  

Miss Mack-Mack’s wife. Effortlessly charming.  

Lochaber-Mack’s closest friend.  

Ross-a member of Mack’s team.  

Angus-a member of Mack’s team.  

Witch-an enigma.  

Stuart-Lochaber’s son.  

Duncan-President. An old, well-admired leader.  

Macduff-a fellow soldier. Equivalent in rank with Mack.  

Macdonwald-a traitor to Duncan’s administration.  

Macgregor-Duncan’s eldest son.  

Donald-Duncan’s younger son.  

Male Aide-a political aide to the Macks.  

Female Aide-a political aide to the Macks.  

Soldiers/Guests 
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 Projected:  

“And we are here as on a darkling plain  

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,  

Where ignorant armies clash by night.”  

-Dover Beach, by Matthew Arnold 

 

Scene 1  

Three figures are bound, kneeling, captive, flanked by guards. One of the captives is 

Macgregor, Duncan’s son. Despite his youth, he remains resolute, and brave. Macdonwald 

approaches, drawing a pistol and aiming it at Macgregor’s companion. He raises an 

eyebrow. Macgregor stares back, unbowed. He fires, and the man falls. He raises the pistol 

to the other companion, the Sergeant, and shoots the man in the gut. He screams, and 

Macgregor flinches. Sensing his advantage, Macdonwald approaches, keeping his gun on the 

Sergeant, and aims it again, this time at his knee. A bullet cracks out, but it’s from another 

gun, and Macdonwald looks up, confused, as three masked figures burst in a barrage of light 

and sound and smoke. We see a laser dancing through the smoke, and gunfire cracks as the 

guards fall, as two of the masked figures grab Macgregor and the Sergeant, spiriting them 

away. Macdonwald fires blindly into the smoke. A bullet strikes his pistol, sending it 

skittering away. He casts about blindly, as the smoke wisps away. Out of it steps Mack, a 

warrior clad in Kevlar and black. He grins a savage, vicious grin, loving his work, as the two 

charge each other down.  

 

Scene 2  

Lochaber stands, holding a rifle. He looks down the sights, ready. He is calm, poised, 

precise. A noise sounds offstage and he spins, drawing a pistol with his free hand, aiming it 

toward the source of the sound. We hear the codeword:  

MACK (from offstage): “So foul and fair a day I have not seen”.  

Lochaber smiles, lowering his pistol, and responds:  

LOCHABER (in response): “How far is’t call’d to Forres?” 
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Enter Mack, hands up, a weary smile upon his lips. Lochaber reholsters his pistol and shifts 

his stance, holding his rifle across his chest. Mack is caked in dirt, blood, and god knows 

what else, and yet he still smiles as he holds his rifle casually. He reaches up and pulls off the 

knit cap he is wearing, scrubbing through his greasy, matted hair, before pulling the hat back 

on.  

MACK: Macgregor?  

Mack lights a cigarette.  

LOCHABER: He’s safe. Ross and Angus got him out.  

MACK: Hm. 

He offers Lochaber the pack, who refuses.  

LOCHABER: Macdonwald? 

Mack grimaces, wiping some of the blood off his arm against his vest, and withdrawing a set 

of dogtags, holding them up to the light. 

MACK: Dead.  

Lochaber looks sideways at him.  

MACK: What? He’s a traitor. You heard Duncan say it himself. 

LOCHABER: He also said they wanted him alive if they could.  

MACK: Well, they couldn’t.  

Off Lochaber’s look:  

MACK: What? 

LOCHABER: You think they’re gonna thank you?  

MACK: They don’t pay me with thanks, I get the job done and that’s all that’s needed. 

LOCHABER: Well, you don’t make it easy to love you. 

MACK: Ain’t it worth it though? 

The two grin; they are brothers, through and through.  

LOCHABER: Come on. Exfil’s half a klick.  

MACK: You always take me on the nicest walks. 
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They walk on from this place, in rhythm with one another as they talk in low voices. They 

arrive at a runway, where Angus and Ross are speaking with a figure in a suit. They finish 

their conversation, and turn as Mack and Lochaber arrive.  

ROSS: Brass is happy. Promotions all round.  

ANGUS: And someone’s getting a special ceremony back home.  

He nudges Mack when he says this.  

MACK: They say what? 

Angus shrugs.  

ANGUS: Ask them. 

He nods to the suited figure, who stands, waiting.  

ANGUS: Not my place to ask, didn’t really want to ask. Remember me when you’re famous, 

eh? 

Mack scoffs.  

ROSS: See you on the plane. 

Ross and Angus leave, leaving Mack and Lochaber with the figure. Mack gestures Lochaber  

forward.  

WITCH: Name? 

LOCHABER: Lochaber.  

They read something on a tablet, and nod, murmuring to themselves as they do.  

WITCH: Good, good. Fill in your mission report and submit it by tomorrow.  

LOCHABER: A-firm. 

WITCH: And your son’s made it back from his tour. 

Relief breaks across Lochaber’s face. For the first time, we see him as something other than 

an instrument of war. He is a father.  

LOCHABER: He’s safe? 

WITCH: Safe. He’s hoping to run for office, if you can believe it.  

LOCHABER (chuckling): Not sure that I can, to be honest.  
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MACK: No presidency for you, but the father of one? 

LOCHABER (to Mack): Could be worse, eh? (to the Witch) Thank you. 

He leaves, a bounce in his step, clapping Mack on the shoulder. Mack steps forward to the 

witch.  

WITCH: Name? 

MACK: Mack.  

Something shifts in the witch’s demeanour. They look upon Mack differently. Their voice 

becomes otherworldly.  

WITCH: Mack…all hail.  

MACK: What? 

WITCH: Glamis, Cawdor, King. All hail.  

MACK: You alright there? 

The witch shifts again, and they are back to normal. Mack is thrown.  

WITCH: Yes, sorry. Mack, Mack, thank you. Macdonwald’s dead then? 

MACK: Aye.  

He holds out the bloodied dogtags, the Witch gingerly accepting them.  

WITCH: Thank you. As your friend said, this’ll probably be a promotion for you. 

MACK (unimpressed): Hm. 

WITCH: Consider this an early gift for it. Congratulations.  

They withdraw a copy of Macbeth and hand it over to Mack, who takes it, bemused, flipping 

idly through it. 

MACK: No pictures? I’m fine thanks. 

WITCH: Please, keep it. Study it. 

They nod to him and leave, Mack still confused at this interaction.  

LOCHABER (offstage): Mack! We’re waiting on you, you coming? 

Mack leaves, glancing back at the witch’s exit, tucking the book into his vest.  
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Scene 3  

The plane. Lochaber sits next to Mack, head tipped back, asleep, while Mack is hunched 

forward, elbows on his knees, reading Macbeth intently.  

MACK (entranced): “So thanks to all at once, and to each one, whom we invite to see us  

crowned at Scone.”  

He finishes, and sighs heavily, flipping the book shut. He muses on the tale, as Lochaber stirs  

awake, seeing him entranced by the book.  

LOCHABER: You studying for something? 

He nods to the book. Mack shrugs.  

MACK: Just something to keep me busy. It’s a good story.  

LOCHABER: I don’t doubt it.  

Macbeth leans back in his seat, tucking away the book for now. Ross peers over their seats 

from behind.  

ROSS: Book club over then? Great. Where are we headed once we land? I was thinking 

Flanagans for some stateside beers. 

Angus peers over similarly, groaning at Ross.  

ANGUS: Can you not give it an hour back on home soil before starting a bar fight?  

ROSS: No promises. 

LOCHABER: I’ll catch you up later. Me and Stuart haven’t seen each other in a while, need 

some father and son catching up to do before I head out drinking. 

ROSS: Bring the boy along! You can multitask, can’t you? 

LOCHABER (laughing): Next time, I promise. He’s wanting to run for Senate anyway, 

hardly good for his rep to be seen drinking with a load of old soldiers. 

ANGUS: That’s what you think. I’d vote for him in a heartbeat if I saw that.  

ROSS: And that’s why you’re not allowed to vote.  

LOCHABER: Mack? What about you?  

ANGUS: Yeah, any plans for being stateside?  
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Mack shrugs.  

MACK: Nah, nah. See the wife probably- 

ROSS (muttered): Probably.  

MACK: There’s a new set of applicants, might mentor them, do some more training cycles. 

Nothing big, I guess. 

ANGUS: You’re a better soldier than us. 

ROSS: Don’t take much, does it? 

ANGUS: Right you, listen here.  

The others laugh and lapse back into easy conversation. Mack, uneasy, digs Macbeth out 

again and settles in to read. Lochaber glances over at his friend, concerned, but says 

nothing.  

 

Scene 4  

The plane lands. Mack, Lochaber, Ross, and Angus all rise, leaving the plane, greeted by 

Duncan. Duncan is the picture of a jovial leader, casual, easy, welcoming. Macgregor and 

Donald, his sons, stand nearby, scarred but smiling. Finally, Macduff stands behind them all, 

in a similar silence to Mack’s. Duncan welcomes the soldiers home with a smile, shaking 

their hands, and pausing before Mack.  

DUNCAN: Oh, worthiest cousin.  

He embraces Mack, to the shock of everyone else (including Mack himself).  

DUNCAN: I owe you more than a man can repay for the safe return of my son. After the 

betrayal of Macdonwald, his actions… (he glances over to Macduff), I owe you all a great 

debt.  

MACK: Just doing my job, sir.  

DUNCAN: That’s all I can ask of a man. I would ask a greater favour of you.  

MACK: Name it. 

DUNCAN: Be part of my staff. One of my trusted advisors. Serve me as you have on the 

battlefield, here, at home. 



  Drama 

 
Mack is staggered, speechless, as a helpful aide quietly but firmly takes his bag and gear 

from him. He looks oddly naked without it, as Duncan pulls his hand in for a shake and 

smiles widely, as a cameraman appears from nowhere, marking the moment with a camera 

flash.  

MACK: Sir, I, uh, I’m honoured, but (he clears his throat)- 

DUNCAN: Glad to hear it! Wonderful. Your wife will want to hear the good news, I trust. 

She’s already at Glamis Hotel, if you care to join her. We’ll see you tonight for dinner?  

MACK: Of…of course. Sir.  

Duncan nods to him and departs with the others, Macduff lingering a moment longer before 

following. Mack is alone, dealing with this news. Behind him, projections of newspaper 

headlines appear, Macdonwald’s betrayal-EXECUTION DONE ON CAWDOR, Mack, once 

a war hero, now a politician, HAIL, MOST WORTHY THANE, and Macgregor ascending 

further in his father’s administration, SIGNS OF NOBLENESS SHALL SIGN ON ALL 

DESERVERS. Restless, he digs out Macbeth, frantically searching for a passage. Finding it, 

he reads it, and his grimace deepens.  

MACK (bitterly): Cawdor. Cawdor.  

He spits, disgusted, and leaves.  

 

Scene 5  

Mack’s wife sits on a makeup chair. Around her, stylists flit, working on minute details of her 

face, her hair, and her clothes. She reads the news on a tablet, as an aide appears.  

AIDE: We’ve rescheduled your meeting with the Macduffs to tomorrow lunchtime, you’ve 

got a table at Gino’s for 1 o’clock, and the children’s hospital downtown has been notified of 

the change, they’re looking forward to seeing you next week! 

MISS MACK: Great, that’s great. Send them an apology card would you? 

AIDE: Of course. And Vogue has a profile scheduled for you the week after, the day’s 

already blocked out for it. I’ll go check with your husband and update him! 

MISS MACK (smiling): Great! Thanks again Stacy, you’re a gem.  
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The aide smiles and flits away, the stylists leaving with her. As they do, Miss Mack’s 

charming facade drops. She scowls, scrolling through the headlines.  

MISS MACK: All this time. All this work. Charity events and charming senators and 

smiling and waving. Finally. It’s almost mine. Ours. And he has to groom Macgregor to 

replace him. A soft boy who’s known nothing but comfort and peace his whole life. Who my 

husband rescued. The position he should rightly have.  

She tosses the tablet away, looking up.  

MISS MACK: That we should have. 

She sighs, looking down at her hands, and shivers slightly, looking back up. When she speaks 

again, her voice is different.  

MISS MACK: Come, you spirits that tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here, and fill me 

from the crown to the toe top-full of direst cruelty. Make thick my blood; stop up the access 

and passage to remorse, that no compunctious visitings of nature shake my fell purpose, nor 

keep peace between the effect and it! Come to my woman's breasts, and take my milk for 

gall, you murdering ministers, wherever in your sightless substances you wait on nature's 

mischief! Come, thick night, and-  

Mack enters, cutting her off. Instantly, she shifts once more, gliding over to him.  

MISS MACK: Darling. You look wonderful. 

MACK: Hm.  

Mack is crammed into a suit that’s slightly too small, fiddling with the cuffs and tie, clearly 

uncomfortable. 

MISS MACK: You look like a king.  

MACK: I look like an idiot. Is this dinner that important? MISS MACK: Of course it is. 

You’ve done Duncan a great service. This is for you.  

MACK: Of course. That’s why he’s announcing Macgregor’s campaign too tonight.  

MISS MACK (faux curious): Oh? 

MACK (scoffing): It’s all politics. Just a game to them. Stuart wants to run for the Senate as 

well, Lochaber’s thrilled for him.  

MISS MACK: Aren’t you?  
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MACK (shrugging): They can chase what they want. I’m not cut out for this business.  

Miss Mack crosses to him and kisses him hard, dazing him slightly.  

MISS MACK: You are the best man for the job. For any job. Why else would Duncan have 

chosen you? 

Mack nods, unconvinced, but following his wife’s lead.  

MACK: I suppose.  

Miss Mack smiles, straightening his tie slightly.  

MISS MACK: Come, let’s go greet them. He that’s coming must be provided for.  

Mack looks at her, slightly confused, as noise sounds from offstage.  

MISS MACK: That’s Duncan. Come on, let’s go greet them, get a drink.  

MACK: Yes, I…yes. Of course. Let’s go.  

MISS MACK (shifting his chin up): Only look up clear.  

Mack nods, moving to the door. Miss Mack stays a moment, and then, almost to herself;  

MISS MACK: To alter favour ever is to fear. Leave all the rest to me.  

She joins her husband, and they leave together, greeting the guests. The sounds of a party, 

laughter, and music.  

 

Scene 6 

The roof. Lochaber and Stuart stand together, watching the view. Lochaber holds his rifle, 

aiming out, then after a moment, lowers it, handing it to Stuart, who regards it uncertainly, 

then props it up against the railing.  

STUART: Do you finally trust them then? 

LOCHABER: What? 

STUART: Security’s tighter than ever. You don’t need to be up here, you know. You should 

sleep.  

LOCHABER: I know, I know. (He sighs) Old habits, I suppose. You can’t always shake 

them off coming back home. (He looks sideways at his son) You know that right? 



  Drama 

 
STUART (quiet): Yeah. I know, Dad.  

LOCHABER: You need, y’know, something to remind you of the good in the world. 

Remind you that you’re not just a soldier. (his tone becomes slightly more jovial) I’d like a 

grandchild eventually, you know.  

STUART: Eventually, yes.  

LOCHABER: Don’t give me that. I served my time, now I get to retire and get fat with 

grandchildren I can spoil rotten.  

Stuart laughs. Mack enters. Lochaber, hearing footsteps, turns, hand on his pistol.  

LOCHABER: Who’s there? 

MACK: A friend.  

Lochaber chuckles, removing his hand from his pistol.  

LOCHABER: You’re up late. 

MACK: Can’t sleep. It’s been a long day.  

LOCHABER: Yeah, too right.  

MACK (nodding): Stuart. Good speech tonight.  

STUART: Thank you, uncle. Feel I’m gonna have to make a whole lot more in the next few 

years.  

MACK: And that’s why I never went into politics. Hate public speaking.  

LOCHABER: Don’t speak too soon. You’re doing well for yourself these days. How’s the 

new job? 

Mack shrugs.  

MACK: New. Not as easy as the old days, I suppose.  

STUART: Too right. We’re heading down to the bar in a few, you coming uncle?  

LOCHABER: Ross and Angus have already posted up there a few hours now, so no 

certainty there’ll be any alcohol left. 

MACK: I’ll catch up with you. Need a moment up here I think. Get some air.  

LOCHABER: If you’re sure.  
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MACK: Save a seat. I’ll be down in a few.  

The two smile and leave. Mack is left alone, and he sighs heavily, loosening his tie slightly. 

He sits, burying his head in his hands a moment. A projection of Duncan at a window 

appears above him. Mack fumbles a cigarette free, lights it, and flips Macbeth open. He 

reads for a moment, and takes a drag, his lips moving as he reads. He then scoffs, and reads 

aloud.  

MACK (mocking): Is this a dagger which I see before me,  

The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee.  

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 

His voice shifts slightly. He becomes more interested. MACK (cont.): Art thou not, fatal 

vision, sensible  

To feeling as to sight? Or art thou but  

A dagger of the mind, a false creation,  

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain? 

He drops Macbeth, now moving to Lochaber’s rifle. His speech becomes more fervoured, 

intense.  

MACK: I see thee yet, in form as palpable  

As this which now I draw.  

Thou marshall'st me the way that I was going;  

And such an instrument I was to use.  

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses,  

Or else worth all the rest;  

He rolls the bolt, checks the chamber, the familiar motions soothing him.  

MACK: I see thee still,  

And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood,  

Which was not so before. There's no such thing:  

It is the bloody business which informs  
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Thus to mine eyes. Now o'er the one halfworld  

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse  

The curtain'd sleep;  

He raises the rifle to his eye, sighting Duncan. Like a prayer, he mutters:  

MACK: Whiles I threat, he lives:  

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.  

He exhales. His aim steadies. He fires. Above, we see Duncan crumple from a shot.  

MACK: I go, and it is done; the bell invites me.  

Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell  

That summons thee to heaven or to hell. 

He leaves, still entranced, dropping the rifle, picking up his copy of Macbeth as he goes. 

 

Scene 7  

The roof once more. Miss Mack enters, her hair tied up, pulling on a pair of disposable 

gloves, and picking up the rifle, scrubbing Mack's fingerprints off it, and removing an ink 

packet from her pocket, applying a new set of fingerprints and getting them all over the rifle. 

She removes a Ziploc from her pocket and takes out a single strand of hair, placing it down 

beside the rifle. She stands, removing her gloves, and smiling to herself. The projection of 

Duncan’s window remains above her, and she pauses for a moment, folding her arms as she 

watches. After a moment, a door to the room opens, and Macduff enters, stopping when he 

sees Duncan’s body. Silent to us, he sprints over, and falls beside it. He beckons the others in, 

and Mack is seen among them, unaware of what he did, and shocked at Duncan’s body. Miss 

Mack chuckles to herself.  

MISS MACK: Infirm of purpose. He’s good. He’s very good.  

Macduff and the others head out, barking out orders. An alarm begins to sound. Miss Mack 

looks up at it, almost lazily, and then fake-yawns hugely.  

MISS MACK: What’s the business that such a hideous trumpet calls to parley the sleepers of 

the house?  
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She smirks to herself, then leaves. Above, we see her enter the room and scream in shock, as 

the chaos begins to build. A pair of soldiers burst onto the roof and find the rifle, barking out 

orders to one another, as the alarm continues to blare. Headlines begin to fill the screens 

once more, LOOK ON DEATH ITSELF, RENOWN AND GRACE IS DEAD, SONS 

STOLEN AWAY AND FLED. Mack is seen in a rushed swearing in ceremony, with Miss 

Mack by his side. The lights and sound slowly fade to an alleyway, in which stands Ross, 

alone. Macduff enters, dressed for travel.  

ROSS (weary): “How goes the world, sir, now?” 

MACDUFF (in response): “Why, see you not?” 

The two embrace.  

ROSS: Good to see you. I thought- 

MACDUFF: Yeah. Me too. Listen, I don’t have long. I’m leaving.  

ROSS: What? 

MACDUFF: There’s a lot of accusations flying around. I’d rather be out of here when they 

land. Mack’s on the warpath.  

ROSS: Mack? Come on, he’s not like that. 

MACDUFF: I don’t know what he’s like anymore. I know where Macgregor and Donald 

have gone- 

ROSS: What?  

MACDUFF: And I need to talk to them before anything else. I don’t think they did this. 

ROSS: Well you’re in the minority there. Half the world’s against them. 

MACDUFF: Still leaves half for us. Look, I need you to be my eyes and ears here while I’m 

gone. My family don’t know I’m leaving. Plausible deniability.  

Ross is uncertain, but nods.  

ROSS: Alright. I’ll buy you some time.  

MACDUFF: Thank you. Look, maybe I’m wrong. I just need to make sure I’m wrong before  

anything else.  
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Ross nods, and the two shake hands, before Macduff quietly leaves once more. Ross looks 

around himself and walks off. The lights fade as the screen changes to a CCTV view of the 

pair’s meeting, which is in turn shown on a tablet Miss Mack is holding onstage, scowling as 

she flips through it. She grimaces, and moves on, as the screen shows one last headline: THE 

SOVEREIGNTY WILL FALL UPON MACBETH.  

 

Scene 8  

Lochaber enters, holding a bag. Mack enters, suited, precise, every inch what he isn’t.  

MACK: Here’s our chief guest. 

LOCHABER: Mack. Good to see you. How are- 

MACK: Tonight we hold a solemn supper, sir, and I’ll request your presence.  

LOCHABER: Of-of course. Mack, what’s going on? You’re not yourself, you’re- 

MACK (with a nod to the bag): Ride you this afternoon?  

LOCHABER: Aye. Me and the boy, we’re going to head out of town for a bit. Get some air.  

MACK: We should have else desired your good advice, which still hath been both grave and 

prosperous in this day’s council- 

LOCHABER (interrupting): Mack! 

Mack is stopped full flow; his expression seems to shift somewhat.  

MACK: Loch- 

LOCHABER: Mack. You’re not yourself. Ever since we got back, ever since Duncan, 

you’re, you’re not who I know. You’ve become someone else. Come with us, clear your 

head.  

MACK: I…Lochaber. You’re right, I, I don’t know what happened, I was on the roof- 

Miss Mack enters. Mack seems to lose control again, slipping back into his other self.  

MACK: -but we’ll take tomorrow.  

Miss Mack joins her husband. Lochaber watches, heartbroken. He cannot recognise his 

brother in this new man.  

MACK (unaware): Is’t far you ride?  
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LOCHABER (grim): Not far enough. Be seeing you. 

He turns to leave.  

MISS MACK: Adieu till you return at night.  

Lochaber looks back, angry, confused, and grieving. 

LOCHABER: Adieu. 

With one last look, Lochaber shoulders his bag and leaves. Mack is buoyed along by his 

entourage, and sits upstage, furiously flicking through Macbeth as he tries to wrest control 

back. Miss Mack is left alone. An attendant holding a tray of coffee and a tablet approaches 

Miss Mack.  

ATTENDANT: Ma’am, just so you know, you’ve a meeting with the Chief of Staff later, 

they’re looking for- 

MISS MACK (gritted teeth): Not now Cindy, please. Give me a moment, would you? 

The attendant nods, scared, and moves to leave, handing the coffee to Miss Mack. She takes a 

steadying sip, swallows, and takes a deep breath. She then screams, flinging it away.  

MISS MACK (outraged): To be thus is nothing; But to be safely thus. There is none but he 

Whose being I do fear: and, under him,  

My Genius is rebuked; 

She sighs, massaging her temples briefly. After a moment:  

MISS MACK (controlled): Upon my head they placed a fruitless crown,  

And put a barren sceptre in my gripe,  

Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand,  

No son of mine succeeding. 

She scowls, and shakes her head. Pulling out her phone, she stabs in a command, and puts 

her phone to her ear.  

MISS MACK: Both of you know Banquo was your enemy.  

She listens to their response.  

MISS MACK: So is he mine.  

She listens again.  
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MISS MACK: I’ll call upon you straight.  

She hangs up, and takes a deep breath, regaining her composure. A swarm of guests and 

photographers enter, with a disguised Lochaber among them, and she quickly beckons Mack 

over to join her. She charms them effortlessly, while Mack looks uncomfortable, and carefully 

disengages himself, heading for the bar. He is joined by Ross, who pours them both a drink.  

ROSS: You look happy. 

MACK: Hmph.  

ROSS: New job’s not all it’s cut out to be, eh?  

Mack laughs bitterly.  

MACK: ‘Fraid not. I miss the old days, y’know.  

Ross subtly begins filming Mack. Above, we see this footage for ourselves, Mack no longer 

the warrior we knew, nor the proud king Lochaber saw. It’s shot from below, an unflattering 

angle, and he looks sad, more than anything.  

MACK: When we were soldiers. It was easier then. Go there, kill whoever they say, don’t let 

anyone see you. Now I’m a politician. I sit in meetings and pose for photos and I can’t- 

He makes a grasping motion with his fingers, then catches himself, and sips his drink. Ross 

subtly tops it up.  

ROSS (softly): It’s just not the same.  

MACK: You’re damn right it isn’t. Fuck me, if I’d known killing Macdonwald would’ve 

given me this promotion I would’ve let Lochaber take the damn shot. He’d be a better leader 

than me any day of the week. 

ROSS: Yeah, where is he? Haven’t seen him around.  

MACK (shrugging): No idea.  

Ross raises his glass.  

ROSS: To absent friends.  

Mack chuckles and does the same, throwing back his drink. Ross sips it carefully, watching 

him all the while. Miss Mack turns from charming the guests.  

MISS MACK: My royal lord, you do not give the cheer.  
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She knowingly inclines her head toward the dais. Mack sighs, but moves toward it. Ross 

carefully tucks the camera away. The projection shifts to footage of Mack at the lectern.  

MACK: Well, uh. Good evening, everybody. It’s a pleasure to have you all here today. And 

please, sit down, you know your own degrees. I, uh, well, it’d be remiss of me to not 

acknowledge the events of the last year. It’s certainly been a rocky road. With, uh, the loss of 

Duncan, you know, our country’s been through a great deal. But I can promise we will 

emerge stronger, as we always have.  

The speech is staggering, vague. Not exactly Presidential.  

MACK: Of course, my wife deserves a great deal of credit in helping me through it all. She’s 

my rock, she’s wonderful. 

During this, Lochaber has quietly revealed himself. His face is bloody, his throat gaping 

open, a cruel mirror of our first image of Mack.  

MACK: And my good friend Lochaber, who sadly could not be here tonight. I’ll hope it’s 

traffic instead of something worse. But of course- 

He tries for a joke-it falls flat. He casts his eyes around the room, Miss Mack smiling a brittle 

smile, before his eyes land on Lochaber. The blood drains from Mack’s face, and he stutters 

to a stop.  

MACK: No. No. No.  

While he looks at Lochaber, the camera stays fixed on Mack as he begins to lose it.  

MACK: You can’t say I did it don’t look at me like that don’t look at me!  

He stumbles back, knocking a nearby waiter to the ground. Glasses shatter and crash around 

them, as the guests start to look uneasy. A security guard goes to help Mack, and he instead 

reaches for their gun. He rips it free and shoves them back, taking aim, his stance tight, 

controlled, a soldier. He shifts back to the lectern and someone screams.  

MACK: Leave me alone! I don’t know what happened but you- 

He jumps down from the lectern and shoves through the crowd toward Lochaber’s ghost, 

people screaming and ducking away from him. Miss Mack stands and moves quickly over.  

MACK: -you aren’t here! 

MISS MACK: My worthy lord!  
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Mack aims at Lochaber’s ghost, who stares back. Miss Mack grabs him suddenly. Above, the 

camera only captures Mack aiming at something. Miss Mack hisses in his ear.  

MISS MACK: Are you a man?  

MACK: Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that!  

He gestures back to Lochaber, but his ghost has disappeared-instead he’s pointing the gun at 

someone completely innocuous. The camera now captures this fully. Mack’s resolve 

crumbles, and he drops the gun, staggering back, screaming. The lights dim, and the 

projections shift to more headlines, HIS HIGHNESS IS NOT WELL, MY LORD IS OFTEN 

THUS; AND HATH BEEN FROM HIS YOUTH, ‘I HAVE A STRANGE INFIRMITY’, while 

replays of Mack’s breakdown and Ross’ footage of him adorn the screens. His ratings begin 

to drop.  

 

Scene 9  

Mack is in his shirtsleeves, frantically chainsmoking as he flips through Macbeth. His phone 

rings endlessly, and he ignores it repeatedly. Miss Mack enters, behind him.  

MISS MACK (tightly): My worthy lord, your noble friends do lack you.  

MACK: Did you kill Lochaber? 

Silence.  

MACK (turning): Did you kill him? Because that’s what this says.  

MISS MACK: What are you saying? 

MACK: I saw him. At the dinner. And either you’re lying, or someone is, because my friend 

is dead, and we saw him last.  

MISS MACK: Lochaber’s dead? 

Her voice is strange. Mack flicks to one of the screens, which changes to a news report of a 

car accident on the Canadian border. Onscreen, Stuart is seen being helped out of the 

wreckage, while Lochaber’s body remains contorted in the crash. Miss Mack smiles ever so 

slightly.  

MACK: I…I never even said goodbye. He’s had my back for years and I just- 

MISS MACK: He was plotting against you.  
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MACK: What?  

MISS MACK: You think he’d push his son to join politics if he didn’t know he could usurp 

you? He wanted what you had, he always did. He didn’t want to be the president, but he was 

happy to be the father of one. 

This triggers something for Mack. He flips back through Macbeth, muttering something to 

himself. 

MACK (reading): ‘Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none’.  

Something flickers across his face, and he grabs his jacket, moving to leave.  

MACK: I have to go.  

Miss Mack smiles; her diversion has worked. She looks up at the projections once more, 

where Stuart remains, and her smile fades somewhat, as she rubs her hands together.  

Scene 10  

Mack strides through the halls towards an office where the witch works. People chatter as he  

goes, but he pursues it with a single-minded drive, entering the office without knocking.  

WITCH: Excuse me, I – 

They recognise him.  

WITCH: Mr President, sir. 

They stand hurriedly.  

 WITCH: What can I do for you? 

Mack regards them for a moment, then turns and locks the door, twitching the blinds shut.  

MACK: You were there after I killed Macdonwald.  

It’s not a question. 

WITCH: Yes, yes. I was assigned to that AO. Why do you ask? 

MACK: You said ‘Glamis, Cawdor, King’. Now all of those have come true, and I know 

there’s more to come. What do you know? 

Pause.  

WITCH: I’m sorry sir, I simply can’t tell you- 
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MACK: Bullshit you can’t. Just tell me straight, don’t lie to me. I have all three of those, and 

now my friend is dead and you said his son would succeed me and if you lie- 

WITCH: I don’t know! 

Mack flings the table between them away and crosses the room, grabbing them by the lapels 

and pulling them close.  

MACK: Don’t you fucking lie! 

He throws them back in their chair, and they scramble to stay upright.  

WITCH: Okay, okay, uh, uh- 

They flip through a folder, or laptop, and find some information.  

WITCH (stammering to themselves): Mack, Mack, Mack, uh, uh, here! Uh (they lean 

closer) “Beware Macduff!”.  

MACK: That’s it? 

WITCH: That’s all I know, I swear- 

Mack vaults their desk and knocks them to the floor, standing over them.  

MACK: What else?  

WITCH (stammering): Be-be-be-“be bloody, bold, and resolute; laugh to scorn the power 

of man; for none of woman born shall harm Mac-!” 

Mack interrupts them by picking them up and throwing them across the desk. The room’s in  

chaos.  

MACK: Then what the hell do I need to fear Macduff for? 

WITCH: I don’t know, that’s what it said- 

Mack draws a pistol, aiming it at them.  

MACK: Last chance. 

WITCH: There’s nothing else, search the room I swear I- 

Mack fires a bullet into their knee. They scream.  

MACK (bellowing): What else is there?  

They scream, until Mack realises it’s slowly morphing into a horrid, bitter laugh.  
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WITCH (laughing): “Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no care who chafes, who frets, or 

where conspirers are; Mac-(they break off coughing) shall never vanquished be, until Great 

Birnam Wood to high Dunsinane Hill shall come against him”.  

Mack absorbs this, then laughs with them, leaning down close to their prone form, his gun 

against their head. He smiles a devilish smile. In an almost-seductive tone, he whispers;  

MACK: That will never be.  

He fires again, and they lie dead. Mack stands, his face spotted with their blood, and laughs 

again. He tips his head back and declares again;  

MACK: That will never be!  

He laughs to himself and exits, leaving the destruction behind him.  

 

Scene 11  

The recording of Macduff and Ross’ meeting plays once more on the screens. The lights fade 

up to reveal Mack poring over this footage in a war room. He reaches for a phone, his hand 

landing on his copy of Macbeth instead. His hand twitches over it, and lingers for a second, 

before he pushes it away. More headlines appear above, as well as news footage showing the 

Macduffs’ house being set ablaze. The headlines blare commentary, POOR COUNTRY-

ALMOST AFRAID TO KNOW ITSELF, WHAT’S THE NEWEST GRIEF?, and 

Macduff’s statement: LET GRIEF CONVERT TO ANGER, along with footage of Macduff 

assembling an army. An aide enters the room. 

AIDE: Sir, I- 

MACK: Not now, can you get the commander of- 

AIDE: Sir. It’s Macduff. 

Mack looks up, excited.  

MACK: Where?  

AIDE: They’re ready to attack the city sir, they’re asking you to come peacefully and quietly.  

Mack grins, a wide, wide, grin.  

MACK: But of course. Let’s not disappoint them. Bring me my gear.  
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They nod and depart. Mack permits himself to flip open his copy of Macbeth, shivering 

slightly, and looks for a specific passage. He reads aloud;  

MACK: “This push will chair me ever, or dis-seat me now. I have lived long enough.” (He 

smiles) Damn right I have. 

The aide returns, carrying Mack’s gear from the beginning. He gears up once more, 

strapping his Kevlar over his shirt, taking pleasure in the familiarity of the weight and smells 

of his weaponry. His hand lingers over his copy of Macbeth, and he tucks it into a vest 

pocket. He breathes deep, loading his gun with relish.  

MACK: “No man of woman born shall harm me.”  

He laughs, a sound at odds with how he looks, and cocks his weapon, heading out.  

 

Scene 12  

Projections above show the Battle of DC, the city scarred and aflame. Mack leads the 

defence of the city, gleeful in battle, finally back doing what he does best. Shaky footage of 

him fighting Macduff’s forces in the street flashes up intermittently. Miss Mack appears 

onstage, as the footage plays in silence behind her. She watches in silence for a moment. She 

looks fragile, brittle, far from the perfect host or effortless socialite we met before. She holds 

up her hand a moment. Almost confused, she mutters;  

MISS MACK: Yet here’s a spot.  

She looks down; it is revealed she is on the roof. She stands there for a moment, swaying 

slightly in the breeze. She doesn’t move. 

  

Scene 13  

A makeshift camp in the city streets, filled with wounded soldiers, crates of supplies, and the 

like. Mack enters, smeared in blood and dust, grinning savagely. He nods to his soldiers, 

basking in their admiration. He moves to a table, unslinging his rifle and ejecting the 

magazine smoothly, placing spent magazines down on the table and refilling them from a 

crate at his feet. As he works, he lights a cigarette. As a soldier dashes past him, he flags 

them down; MACK: Get me eyes on Macduff’s forces. We need a better idea of where they’re 
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coming from. They nod, moving away quickly. There’s an explosion nearby; almost everyone 

else flinches, while Mack barely skips a beat as he taps ash off his cigarette. An aide runs in.  

MACK: Something wrong? 

AIDE: The-sir, I. I- 

MACK: What?  

AIDE: Your wife. She’s dead sir.  

This hangs in the air. Mack carefully places down the magazine he was loading, and breathes 

out shakily. He leans against the table, his head hung. The soldiers look at him, confused; 

this is a side of him they’ve never seen. He breathes in again, drawing his head up, and his 

hand flaps at his vest, fumbling with the zip. He tears his copy of Macbeth out brutally, and 

scrubs to the final pages.  

MACK: She should have died hereafter;  

There would have been a time for such a word.  

To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,  

Creeps in this petty pace from day to day  

To the last syllable of recorded time,  

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools  

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!  

Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player  

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage  

And then is heard no more: it is a tale  

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,  

Signifying nothing.  

He puts the play down once more and breathes out slowly. Angus enters, carrying a tablet.  

ANGUS: Mack.  

Mack flinches, but turns slightly to face him. Angus slides the tablet across the table. Upon 

the screens, we see the woods moving toward the city. Mack barely moves as he watches this, 

just barely trembling. Then;  
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MACK (bellowing): Arm, arm, and out!  

The soldiers scramble to obey. Angus doesn’t move. Mack carefully replaces his copy of 

Macbeth and reloads his rifle, turning to go, before he notices Angus stood there. Angus 

looks back at him, and unslings his rifle, dropping it, and kneeling. Some of the soldiers 

alongside Mack follow suit, moving over to Angus. Angus looks over at his former friend.  

ANGUS: Give it up, Mack. Please. 

Something flickers across Mack’s face, as he almost considers it, before he raises his gun and 

executes Angus. He looks upon those who remain loyal to him, fanatically devoted, and he 

sighs.  

MACK (weary): Blow, wind! Come, wrack! At least we’ll die with harness on our back. 

They head out to battle, leaving Angus’ body and the rest of the soldiers there.  

 

Scene 14  

Mack back at war. He fights his way through the streets, brutal, precise, a hunter. Around 

him, more and more of his soldiers fall, until he’s the only one left. A figure appears behind 

him and tries to stab him, but Mack turns, knocking the knife from their hand. He tries to fire, 

but his gun is empty, and he snaps their neck cleanly.  

MACK: You were born of a woman! 

Macduff appears, a mirror of Mack.  

MACDUFF: Turn, hellhound, turn!  

Mack turns, grinning widely. He spreads his arms wide, as if to embrace Macduff. Macduff 

snarls, and charges him down. The two fight, dirty and weary, slashing at one another with 

knives. Mack slashes down, and Macduff dodges, managing to pin his arm and tug him close 

with the other, jamming the knife into his chest. Mack grunts, and Macduff pulls him in 

closer, driving the knife deeper. Mack’s legs buckle, and Macduff eases him down. Mack 

wheezes, and coughs heavily.  

Macduff smiles viciously.  

MACDUFF (whispering): Let the angel whom thou still hast served tell thee, Macduff was 

from his mother’s womb untimely ripped.  
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This registers with Mack, and he gasps, before Macduff draws the knife out, cutting off 

Mack’s realisation. He reaches into Mack’s shirt, and roughly pulls out his dogtags, 

snapping them free. He holds them for a moment, and smiles, looking back up at Mack. 

Mack’s eyes are closed. Macduff levers himself to his feet, and leaves, holding Mack’s 

bloodied dogtags. The battlefield is blessedly silent for a moment, and the lights begin to dim, 

until Mack takes a shuddering breath, and they return to normal. He looks around at the 

destruction surrounding him and smiles, blood on his teeth. He weakly pulls out a cigarette 

and lights it, and takes a wheezing drag, and manages to fumble out his copy of Macbeth. He 

drops it, and manages to turn the pages one-handed as it rests on the floor. He squints at a 

line, and laughs, with difficulty. He takes another drag and announces;  

MACK: Lay on, Macduff; and damned be him that first cries, ‘Hold, enough!’  

He laughs again, comfortable in his death, taking one last drag and flicking his cigarette 

away. As it hits the ground, the lights cut out. After a moment, ‘Mack the Knife’ by Bobby 

Darin begins to play. 
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By Czarina Thea Caga 
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By Elle Turner 
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By Laura E. Corkhill           
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By Beth Haysom 
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Formalism 

By Jiaqiu Tu 
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Cubicle  

By Jiaqiu Tu 
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Conclusion 

A fascination with masks is nothing new, popping up in our histories in times of both 

sickness and health. From the clay masks of Oedipus and his family to the plague doctors of 

old and our newer Halloween festivities, masks have proved something of a constant in 

human culture. As a species, the mask is a longstanding mirror ball, reflecting all the 

meanings we can stick to it. Our human experience, distilled into twisted, decorative faces. 

Still, it is our face. 

The study of pandemics is nothing new either. Woolf brought forward words of sorrow over 

the losses from Spanish flu. Defoe, Camus and Marques recorded the dangers of disease, 

while Atwood and Shelley breathed life into fictional horrors. Even in our art, we are not able 

to separate ourselves from the biological realities of the relationship between health and the 

human psyche, it is part of being human.  

It seems, then, that the act of writing in the struggle of pandemics is old hat, as we were 

reminded constantly in March 2020 with the internet recalling that Shakespeare wrote King 

Lear when confine by the plague. This collection, however, proves that there are always new 

things to be said. 

In the digital landscape of this century, we have continued as we always have, adapting to the 

circumstances around us. In this difficult time, it has been the very act of creation that has 

allowed us to form new images of ourselves. People across the world have dug into paints 

and clay during lockdown, rediscovering a love of creation many left behind with childhood. 

Forgotten was the need for skill, and we once again found ourselves creating for the simple 

enjoyment of it, for the sake of the act itself. This desperation to create is ancient, seen in the 

handprints on cave walls and graffiti in our oldest cities. The arts today call to everyone, just 

as they always have. 

The act of writing in a lockdown, amidst the restrictions and fears of a pandemic, is not an 

unimportant one. Through the act of creation, we discovered a promise of something more; 

something to follow in the lives of our readers. The act of writing is a masked promise that 

there will be an after, from which readers can see the hope in creation, and you may look 

back from there. 

 

Morgan Westwood-Cooke, publishing assistant  
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Contact 

For information about Route 57. take a look at our Facebook and Twitter pages, 

@routefiftyseven. 

Or find us on Instagram @ 

For more information, including regarding submitting work, please contact general editors 

Adam Piette and Vera Fibisan (a.piette@sheffield.ac.uk; vfibisan1@sheffield.ac.uk) 

 


