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“Gatsby, he knows how to throw a good party.” 

Hithere, welcome to the Jam Maga-
zine, Royal Holloway’s creative writing journal! 
It’s that time of year again where everyone 
swaps t-shirts for jumpers and lemonade for 
mulled wine. The Christmas holidays are al-
ready upon us – seriously, how fast did this 
term go? – which means it’s time for the Au-
tumn edition of the Jam Magazine! And to 
convince you that these months haven’t been 
like the couple of weeks they’ve felt like, this 
edition of the Jam Magazine is brimming with 
new content from RHUL’s students. 
Amongst the autumnal book reviews, this term’s 
issue has poetry and prose from students across 
all departments and subjects. We have also had 
the pleasure of interviewing Penguin author 
Jonathan Grimwood – author of The Last Ban-
quet – who is here to tell you how he puts pen 
to paper every day and to give you vital guid-
ance on getting your own work published! 
And because we’ve had so many lovely submis-
sions from students that can’t fit in our printed 
version, for the first time we are doing an online 
edition of the magazine that will be available 
on our Facebook page, www.facebook.com/
TheJamMagazine/, where we will have extended 
content including more poems, longer versions 
of prose and a longer interview with Jonathan 
Grimwood. 
So grab a mug of something warm and settle 
down by the fire (or radiator) with the creative 
works of Royal Holloway. We are very excited 
for you to read them.
Happy reading!

“Wendy Darling. She’d be clean, but up for adventures.” 

“Noah from I’ll Give You The Sun.” 

“Big Brother from 1984. At least I’d save money 
on a burglar alarm.” 



POETRY

Faceless, old conscience contemplates on its choices 
With sure-footing it climbed the mountain 
And now he has summeted 
Yet still he wonders why 
He has not content, or happiness 
Those boulders were left behind on his ascent 
And now he will forever regret If only he'd climbed the other mountain.

For now I have my sanity,
and I search for the life of me
to locate a place to be;
I see but truly I don't see.
Muddled sociality
embracing the travesty
I indulge in the ecstasy
That is you sitting next to me.
Forlorn, feeling alone he
allows himself to hold the key
but ne'er unlocks the chains that we
encage our hearts in willingly.
And so his goal's one day to flee
to leave his boat amidst the sea
and sink to depths; the apogee
that it is to be free.

Through my window the captivating light
Shines through on a winter's stormy night
And I sit here, watching, while out of sight
Here in my head the many voices fight
My own as it shouts "Get out of my life!"
The line between hope and the unforgiving flight
The freefall, the end, the everlasting cry
All drowned in the beam making my heart bright
Behind the thick curtain, I still feel its warmth
So please, don't turn off that light
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One, two, three and you breathe. 
Take a second, take ten. Take a minute. 
There’s a pain in your smile, 
There’s destruction underneath. 
One, two, three and you breathe.

You can hear them now, you hear laughter,
You convulse. A racing pulse. 
You see a girl, she looks hurt, 
You stop. You want to ask her. 
Wonder why, shiver more, cry after.

There’s a pain in those blue eyes, 
Don’t be alone. What is it little one? 
I beg you please, don’t be upset. 
There’s a heart in your body you despise, 
Your core is your own demise.

But stop. Just breathe. 
There is a kindness in your soul. 
There’s forgiveness in your heart. 
Don’t commit yet, don’t leave. 
One, two, three and you breathe.

A little girl in a big world,
But she lives inside her small brain. 
Because out there it's too cold;
Nothing to protect her from the rain. 

The innocence of a kid 
And her ignorant smile
Are all gone now, away with the wind
The ugly truth can no longer be hid. 

Invisible, but always there. 
Unbreakable, yet clear as air. 
Nothing coming in, nothing going out;
It is not real, then why beware?

Just a little crack was enough
For the demons to creep in. 
This can't be put off
As the darkest night is beginning. 

One part wants to let go,
But the other says no;
This dilemma is her home,
Pain has addictiveness of its own. 

Was it her choise or the devil's?
She cannot tell. 
Maybe she chose to be chosen
To be a part of this hell. 

But all the tears she shed
And all the sleepless nights she bled
Couldn't get it out of her head
For her broken soul was long dead. 
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His heart oscillates through emotional continents
Each bestowing fresh waves of anxiety or elation
But for now, his heart is all too still
And the continents are his imagination

DON’T TURN OFF THAT LIGHT

FUTURE

TOO AND FRO

ONE, TWO, THREE CHOSEN 
GIRL

UMAY ACAR

MATTHEW SANDHAM

UMAY ACAR

TAMMY ARMSTRONG
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Have you noticed
ripples aren’t ripples from far away?
They’re flat lines of horizon.
Of mine and yours and ours.

From far away, she’s just a girl.
But complexity makes fools of us all.
Have you noticed?
Ripples aren’t ripples from far away.

Q: How do you understand the things too far away?
A: with binoculars.
     But mine are cracked.
     fragmented.

Because how can you and me and her and horizons and ripples and complexity and confusion 
and noise and empathy and understanding and reasoning and logic and listening to both sides 
and anything.

   taking time
    and breathing,
     solve anything?

The Mahogany 
Like one who gazes 'pon stars at night, I gaze across the quads 
Absorb, indulge in skyward walls, this cage of I and God 
Old and new, far and few, we walk on moonlit roads 
And knowing we are trapped away we smile at seeds we've sowed

HOLL-AWAY

MAKING WAVES
MATTHEW SANDHAM

JENNY MCHUGH
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The clock still ticks away on the fireplace.
Your spit used to make those flames dance 
And you’d take a strange sense of pride in it, 
The same way you took pride in going down to the bookies 
And winning on an unlikely bet.
That green room, the one with the striped walls
How empty it seemed to me as a child.
I remember tentatively opening those drawers, 
finding your various items
Braces, shirts, ties,
and feeling as though I’d summoned a ghost, 
Even though you were still sat downstairs 
On that maroon armchair, eating your fish and chips
and bread and butter. 
But now the chair is vacant
and no matter how many times I try and find you 
at the bottom of a bottle of glenfiddich
that hospital bed was emptied long ago 
and the curtains were closed
and the tears were shed

Upon the Styx they sway forlorn,
masses upon masses,
hauling their load towards the broken shore;
the ceaseless torrent of them pour,
cascade,  
upon the slick black moor.

Caskets unloaded they seep and seethe, 
swarm and multiply,
bearing their indispensable cargo;
awaiting them the herd
with their ravenous crescendo.

Yearning for their feeding they mill,
aimlessly inculcated,
searching for a purpose they will not find
for they will never be more than 
a number,
capital,
for those who rule the blind.

But still we mill,
mindlessly awaiting our sustenance
until,
rammed down our throats we gorge,
insatiably, 
for we cannot live without the cold steel they forge,
nor their post-truth shroud we adorn.

[UNTITLED]

CASKETS}
DANIEL R.M. BRADY

KATIE BELL
JENNY MCHUGH

(This poem was written as a response to a writing task by Bernadette Mayer, 
in which you had to list objects that were associated with someone who had 
died. I chose to use my late grandfather and objects that reminded me of him 
to pay my respects to his memory.)
Editors Note: In the print version, this poem was attributed to Daniel 
R.M. Brady. A correction has been made.
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I
Lemon tea in the morning.
In my mind I can smell the bitter brew
secreting from your sweat glands,
clinging to your skin
and on your breath as you exhale.
In my mind I can see the steam rising
from the spout of your glass teapot
and hear your soft slurping
from the other room.
You have to do it
because the tea is still too hot
and otherwise you would burn
the tip
of your tongue.

All this, in my head.
You haven’t been home for so long.
I thought it was just another abduction
that had run over schedule.
You’re normally back by my side
when the morning comes.
But you haven’t sent me a transmission
through the satellite receiver
and now I'm boiling glass teapots
and the water is poured cool.

Exotic fluids in the continuous black,
where there is no ‘morning’, ‘afternoon’ or
‘time for bed’. 
In my mind, I see his moist limbs
wrapped around your delicate frame.
The suction cups
slurping on your skin,
blistering your flesh,
holding you closer,
closer to his swollen mass.
In my mind, I watch your futile struggle.
The cephalopod ink ejects
and swirls in oily helixes,
like steam 
from lemon tea.

II
On the seventh night I build a suit
of plasma sludge from  
the catacombs of miscarried cosmonauts,
and begin the climb.

At two-hundred-and-sixty thousand feet
I get the bends.
My eyelids freeze over
and my brain begins to asphyxiate.

In the exosphere, my hemispheric
white matter collides with itself.
I shit out my entrails
in the name of love.
From the rainbows I emerge:
a space-traveller
with bloated tissue and
boiling eyeballs.
From the smokestack I rise
in optimism of suffocating you.

III
I find you in the autumn,
wandering silent in Canis Major;
caressing the photons of a hyper-giant star
as gravity draws you closer
to him.

I searched for you in the Boomerang nebula,
but my body froze in the light of dust grain.
I asked the dwarf if he had seen you.
He trickled a tear of hydrogen and decayed,
decayed and disappeared.

I waded the seas of Neptune.
I thought you might be there.
But you’re here, speaking in strange phonetic languages
that I don’t understand 
with him.

I am tuned into static.
In the perfect vacuum, I reverberate. 
Sinking into my Piscean orbit,
I cease to quantify you;
cease to conceive you;
cease to know you.

In Canis Major you tell me to leave,
to sail back through the visual snow.
And as you play on the strings of theory
I turn to watch you a final time
as you melt away, into the light 
of Sirius.

ASCENSION
K.L. COAL
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“There is no time.”
A whisper came
From behind.

A frantic thump
A quick beat
A sudden leap
And there you go
Down the rabbit hole.

Somewhere
Wedged between a vertebral disc
Or bound to your thoracic wall
By a dilapidated intercostal,
You know you don’t miss a place,
But a nebulous concoction of
Souls—
Whose cells herald from
The same antediluvian comet—,
A phantom of a moment,
And a vista that sinks its roots
Deep into the pericardium.

That year when you
Broke flesh with nails so you could
Peel out of your own skin,
Burn your cheeks with a salty breeze,
And scrape your knees
On unfamiliar ground.

“There is no time.”
A whisper came
From behind.

When you shared your life
With a tribe
Of unlikely misfits—
Vagabonds they were,
Who fought terror by brandishing mucronate swords of stories—,
When laughter corroded lines
On your face,
Made your cheeks ache,
A rosy effervescence
Leaving you breathless.

“There is no time.”
A whisper came
From behind.

There’s a tiny bit
Of who you were
Scattered among the violent violet waves,
Along the inkwell shores,
Between the cracks and crevasses
Of an unyielding glacier.
There’s a tiny bit
Of who you were
Collecting dust,
Becoming rust,
In the places you’ve lived.

“There is no time.”
A whisper came
From behind.

Sometimes
Going back to that place—
The place where
You never apologised
For barreling your army of
Burning liquidised stars and broken promises
Across an otherwise unremarkable sky;
Or collapsing inward
Incinerating anything in your orbit;
Or fishtailing tempestuous storms
Of dark matter across a rippling laceration
In the myocardium;
Because that is how galaxies are made—
Going back to that place 
In the murk of memories,
Which glow like fireflies 
In a glass of milk,
Is not enough
To keep from missing it.     

THERE IS NO TIME

AMANDA HUDSON
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Salty crystalline oceans breed the larimar stone
the clearest azúl harmless to the eye.
What else lurks in those depths,
Marine hydrozoan, floating terror physaliidae
Ray-finned sphyraena
The dreaded sepioteuthis sepioidea and his 60ft cousin
the mighty Architeuthis
deliver one fatal sting or bite
it is done
But trace around the island,
Along those highways littered with shacks selling food
People drinking presidenté
And you will find the fleshy heart
Plaza de la cultura, ciudad colonial, casa quien
The warmth of family
The nods and the mis-communication
I am white
I don’t speak Spanish
I am not real
Just a live impersonation till the ceiling falls

[UNTITLED]

KATIE BELL

(The scientific language and the Spanish is intended 
to disorient the reader, in the same way that I per-
sonally am disoriented when I am involved in part 
of my own culture. I am mixed race, however I have 
never been able to speak fluent Spanish, or live in 
the Dominican Republic so this poem is a response 
to the sense of obscurity surrounding my own iden-
tity, as being in between two very different cultures.)
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The softest of brushes,
yet, 
like razors they pierce the canvas:
crisp,
yet rippled,
like fire it ignites
the artist she stokes,
for art is never perfection 
and perfection never tangible
until the lightest of strokes.

Once tangible infinity slackens, 
stretches,
can be counted in exhales, beats, 
sketches
rises and falls
the occasional flutter 
and catch of a breath.

Awe consumes and washes over,
our blood becomes a beating heart, 
fervent desire courses through her,
our tears the foundation of her art.

Whilst eternal beauty her pallet perfects,
the deepest pools her eyes reflect.
Its subtlety is vast, 
yet the simplest of us can grasp 
whilst the sharpest falter,
aghast.

Mystical yet palpable,
opaque yet forthright, 
all rests upon the certitude of 
unwavering fidelity.

DANIEL R.M. BRADY

G
A
L
A
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Eichel’s Error
By Louis Rayment

12

THE TRAIN STATION was closed again, and Ralf Eichel had no time to wait for a bus. The group of Weh-
rmacht soldiers outside told him that public transport would be delayed on that particular morning. It was 
disappointing to have to walk, though not because of the unnecessary exercise. It was disappointing because 
it broke routine – A routine that Ralf had followed every day since the outbreak of war. 
Each day would be the same. Ralf would rise to the sound of his alarm clock at six am, trudge into his bath-
room, and facing the small rectangular mirror, slide a wet razor over his face. On most days, he would pause 
briefly, his focus lost in the maze of his thoughts. For cleanliness, the workman would pass a damp sponge 
over himself each night before bed. Once a week, he had a bath. 
After that he would pull on an off-white shirt with the sleeves rolled and buttoned, before stepping into a pair 
of relatively loose dark trousers. Feeling a little fresher, the workman would find himself by the stove, warm-
ing two slices of bread and a thumb’s worth of cheese. He would eat in silence, sipping a glass of water and 
staring at a painting of some country scene or other on the wall opposite. 
With that done, he tugged on his work boots and left the flat. He would not return until late in the evening. 
On a normal day, he would walk for a matter of minutes to the station and board the six thirty-one train, 
getting off one stop later. That would have led Ralf to the gates of the factory by six forty-five, giving him time 
to think to himself before the shift began at seven. Now, he would have to walk the full distance, meaning he 
would more than likely not reach work until six fifty-five. At least he wouldn’t be late. 
In some ways, he was glad to be walking for once. It was nice, Ralf supposed, to be able to see some of the 
city streets once in a while. There was the regular hum of motor cars blended with the throng of pedestrians, 
and despite the filth in the gutter flowing by his feet, and boys running by making him suddenly aware for 
pick-pockets, Ralf walked with a smile on his face. He passed a row of shops, and, on his left, a woman stood 
in fevered argument with an owner of some bakery or other. It sounded like she did not have enough food 
stamps left for her day’s bread. Perhaps in his younger days, he would have spoken out. Not anymore. Every-
body in this world had to make sacrifices. The workman continued, walking over the cobbled pavement. His 
smile persisted.

***
The long hand of Ralf ’s small brass pocket watch shuffled past the ten mark, the little hand loitering before 
the seven. He moved his gaze from its aged face upwards. It was warm, yet the sun was hidden beneath thick 
smog. Ralf could smell the fumes emanating from the building, spewing from chimneys, wafting through the 
windows. It was an industrial smell, a smell of war, and of raw mechanised power. He didn’t stand on cere-
mony, for the front gates of the factory were a sight he had seen hundreds of times before. So Ralf went on 
inside, handing his identity papers to the single guard stationed outside. The grim-faced soldier briefly cast 
his eyes over them, before setting his heavy gaze onto Ralf. Within a few seconds the guard had handed them 
back, without saying a word. 
Werner the floor manager of Ralf ’s production line, had begun briefing rest of the workers early. His grey 
eyes shot toward Ralf as he approached the group, but he refrained from mentioning the workman’s apparent 
lateness. It was not seven yet. Werner returned his wrinkled features to his task at hand. 
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“Today’s quota is a well-rounded ten tanks.” He gazed at the clipboard in his hand. “They will be sending 
through hulls and everything else via the winch.” The foreman gestured with his hand to the large winching 
system built into the ceiling that led off into another part of the factory. Meanwhile his eyes lingered on the 
handful of new faces Ralf could spot in the group. It was simply a fact of life that the workforce was constant-
ly changed, shuffled around, and replaced until optimal production was reached. 
Werner went on, eyes on his clipboard. “During this week, the factory shall produce vehicles of the designa-
tion Sonderkraftfahrzeug 161/1. That is, the current iteration of the Panzer four. This is by instruction of the 
Fuhrer. These new models are similar in every manner to the G as far as we’re concerned, so I want no prob-
lem like last week’s incident recurring. Understood?” 
There was a murmur of agreement. 
“This is all I have to say,” Werner went on. “Are there any questions?” 
“What differences are there? Don’t these ones have side-skirts?” Spoke a young voice. 
It was Caspar, the youngest of Ralf ’s colleagues. Deemed unfit for military service for a reason Caspar had 
not shared, the boy was instead put to work producing ordinance for the war effort. Ralf believed the boy was 
lucky, yet the youngling’s sometimes sunken features suggested a disappointment at his occupation. Some 
held Romantic visions of conflict. Nearly always, those were the ones who had never experienced it. Ralf him-
self knew where he’d choose to spend the war. 
“As I said, the differences should not concern you. The thicker armour and a different transmission is all; 
nothing that should affect your duties. The side-skirts go on later, by someone other than us. Anything else?” 
Silence. 
“Good”, Werner said. “It’s nearly seven. Let’s work.” There was a klaxon signalling the start of shift. 
There was a mechanical grumble as the winch hoisted the first hull in. Like a blank canvas it was completely 
bare, awaiting the components that Ralf and his colleagues were responsible for attaching. Werner drifted 
away, becoming one with the factory floor. Even though Ralf could not see him, he could feel the man’s eyes 
on him, everywhere at once, surveying all proceedings of the line in an instant. 
“Yet another variant,” A voice said as Ralf and his co-workers begun. The workman planted himself at the 
front of the hull, ready. 
“They can never settle for just one type, can they?” another said. “Last week it was the other Panzers, last 
month Tigers. How many more before the war ends?” Ralf did not recognise it, coming from the other side of 
the hull. 
“Not many,” a third replied, “I think it will end soon – with our victory. We’ve made more tank variations in 
this factory than the bristles on Caspar’s face.” There was shared laughter while Ralf hoisted up and attached 
the suspension to the bottom half of the hull. 
Silence came as Ralf affixed the road wheels. Using a sledgehammer, he pummelled each of them – eight in 
total – into place. Four support rollers would also be secured in spaces above, between the wheels, in order to 
hold the caterpillar track up when threaded about the wheels. 
While the workman swung his sledgehammer, he noticed one of the new workers joining him. He was 
younger than Ralf -- but then again, most people were. He had seen few workers older than forty in his time, 
and fewer still to match Ralf ’s age of fifty years. 
The two worked in silence for minutes, occasionally making eye contact between swings.
 “What were you, before?” the young man asked finally. It was a moment before Ralf realised he was speaking 
to him. 
“Worked in a factory,” Ralf replied in-between breaths. He slammed the final wheel into place. 
“Even before the war? You’ve been building tank after tank, all this time?” He rubbed his slender chin-stub-
ble. 
“No,” Ralf told him. “It was a tractor factory.” He put the sledgehammer down. “We made tractors, sold them 
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all over.” 
There was a pause, and Ralf moved to ensure the rollers were in place securely. Above, men began lowering in 
components for the interior of the tank. 
“I’m Lutz.” 
Ralf turned from the secured rollers and took Lutz’ palm into a firm handshake. 
“Ralf.” 
The man had a tough grip, with hands already blackened from factory work. Before long, the man’s fingertips 
would wear down, and his lungs blacken. Some lifelong workers, especially the habitual smokers, suffered a 
permanent debilitating cough that would drag them to the grave. 
“We’re lowering the engine. We need hands up here.” It was Reinholdt, the sturdy Austrian. His voice 
launched at them from above. 
A handful of men joined him atop the vehicle, Caspar among them. They were balanced on the edges of the 
hollow hull.
 “Good,” he said. “After this, you lot can help me with the transmission. First one’s always the hardest.” 
Together, he, Caspar and another pair held their hands on the bulky V12 as the winch lowered it into place. 
Eventually it began to sink beneath the threshold to the interior. Caspar joined as it neared its destination. 
“Steady, boys.” Reinholdt’s voice commanded the space. “I need a bit more movement to this side. Steady 
now.”
 “We’re doing well,” a voice said gleefully. “At this rate, you’ll be the foreman in no time, Austrian!” 
It was mere inches from its resting place when the engine jerked to one side and the winch snapped. There 
was a shout of pain as the V12 dropped haphazardly into the hull. The noise gave Ralf a start. 
Of course, Werner was on the scene immediately, appearing as Ralf turned his head. 
“Winch broken?” he said, in between the groans of somebody in the hull. There was a lull as his gaze darted 
from left to right, taking in the situation. “Who is responsible for this?” His voice was quiet, yet impossible 
not to hear. 
There was a silence. All eyes were on Werner. 
All it took was a few seconds before Caspar arose, a deep red streaming down his hand and wrist. When Ralf 
looked closer he could see the boy’s ring finger, broken, skewed at an unnatural angle. He swore he could see 
the short yet sharp white of bone protruding. 
Werner struggled to keep the disdain out of his features. “Go and find the nurse.” He checked his watch, and 
then his clipboard. Made a note of something with a scratchy pencil. 
Caspar, his hand cradled in his arm, stumbled out towards the offices of the factory. Werner’s hand shot out 
as he walked by. He held Caspar’s arm in a grip like a vice. 
“If you ever let this happen again, I’ll ship you to a more… suitable place of work. You could be out on a train 
within the hour, boy.” Werner relinquished his grip, and Caspar trudged off without saying a word. His lower 
lip trembled slightly. 
Ralf swore he could hear the ticking of his pocket watch, the silence was so enclosing. Everyone had heard 
the stories of work camps, the destitute prison facilities where enemies of the state were worked to death, 
lucky to be fed a few scraps per day. 
“How long will this delay cost?” Werner asked. 
“No more than an hour, sir.” Reinholdt replied. 
Werner didn’t say anything, and he nodded his head despite the frown etched onto his features. Following 
that, Reinholdt was proved right – it only took an hour to repair the winch and the lower the engine in place 
correctly. 

***
It was nearing lunchtime when they were lowering the upper hull onto the third tank of the day. With it in 
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place, the vehicle was capable of actually driving off the production line on its own power. However, without 
a turret, it would have been useless as anything other than a command vehicle. 
Ralf and Lutz worked together to lower the turret into place via the winch. It was essentially a frame, due to 
the big hole in the front for the main cannon. Fitting that would come later - after lunchtime, for the klaxon 
that sounded the start of the working day had just sounded again, beginning the fifteen minute lunch period. 

***
Ralf came out of the small canteen, having taken his bread and soup. He chose a spot to sit just outside the 
entrance, in a position that overlooked the entire floor. Ralf took a bite of bread, and another. He enjoyed the 
newfound quiet of the empty space. It was as though the factory had been suddenly abandoned for threat of 
an air-raid. 
Back when the raids were more common, planes would come from Britain, sometimes every other evening 
- to drop their bombs, and then to depart into the night. On one particular instance, however, instead of 
retreating into a shelter, Ralf did not manage to get out of the factory. He had not heard the siren until it was 
too late, when the faint whine of bombers wafted towards him. So not wanting to risk venturing out into the 
open, he sought his refuge in the factory, placing his safety in the anti-air defences that would protect the 
industrial core of the city. He sat, alone, in the exact place he was sitting then, and waited. Ralf could not help 
but hear the subdued whistling of bombs falling in the distance that merged with the depressed howl of the 
air-raid siren. Ralf knew something was going to happen when the rhythmic thumping of anti-aircraft guns 
became audible. They were outside, blasting – hopefully – anything that would destroy the factory. 
It seemed that one plane got through however. There was a screech of a bomb dropping directly above that 
went from a slight buzzing in the back of the ear, to a mind numbing wail. Seconds later, the object smashed 
through the roof and planted itself in the floor, metres from Ralf ’s seat. After a few moments, he let out the 
breath he had sucked in to his lungs. It was a dud. The hole the bomb had left in the roof was no larger than 
a human torso, but had not been repaired since. Corrugated metal bent inwards, and a speck of light shone 
down through the gap. When it rained, a small wet patch would appear on the now smooth floor beneath it. 
In front of the workman, Lutz burst from the canteen. As he strode, a small piece of paper fluttered from his 
pocket. Ralf noticed it, calling to him, and then louder again when he wasn’t heard. Ralf decided to pick up 
the small letter and give it to Lutz himself. 
As he did, Lutz turned. Upon sight of Ralf, his features changed. He was over to Ralf in less than four steps. 
Of course, by that point, Ralf ’s eyes had already drifted over the front of the letter. 
‘Death to Fascism’, it read, with a sketch of the Kriegsflagge in flames. 
It was a death sentence. 
“Give that here now,” Lutz said, like a child whose lunchbox was stolen. 
“What is this—?” the workman demanded. “Do you understand what this is? What this means?” 
“It doesn’t matter. It doesn’t matter. Give me the damn letter.” 
“What do you plan on doing with this, hm? Bring down the Reich yourself?” 
Lutz breathed a number of times, venom in his gaze. He tried to snatch the paper – but Ralf was too quick. 
“Why do you care?” The venom shifted to frustration. “Don’t you see? They are evil,” he whispered. The man 
pulled out a cigarette and lighter almost instinctively, lighting up in shaky hands. 
“This.” Ralf hissed, “This is not the way to fight them, this just gets people killed. Anyone who even touches 
this is in danger. You know about the Gestapo, don’t you?” 
“I’ve spoken to people, in America, in Russia, in Britain. They want to help me. They want to save us.” He 
exhaled smoke, and his hands steadied a little. 
“Don’t be ridiculous. The Russians are bloodthirsty animals who would burn this city to the ground before 
saving it. As are the rest! They don’t care about the people, Lutz. And I refuse to believe that life after their 
intervention would be better than it is now. I have three square meals. A job! What would I have courtesy of 
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Stalin, Roosevelt or Churchill? Only bullets. I don’t want to hear any more about this, Lutz.” Ralf stopped for 
a moment, taking in a breath. “Be lucky that I am kind enough to forget I ever saw this. I suggest you do the 
same. For your sake. Now, give me that lighter.” 
Ralf took it and applied it to the paper. In seconds, was alight. 
“Wait!” Lutz exclaimed, a little too loud for comfort. The young man swiped the letter and blew out the fire 
immediately, swatting at the flames with his own hand. He was able to, at a cost; the corner of the sheet had 
burned away,
 “Why?” Ralf asked. 
“Give me that,” Lutz demanded, snatching his lighter back. “I still have hope. Looks like I’m alone in that 
regard.” 
“You are mad, truly mad. Get out of here. Away from me.” 
Lutz sighed, shook his head and extinguished the stub of his cigarette. Bits of ash tumbled down his front. He 
attempted to brush them off, but a few small particles had become embedded in his clothing. After a third 
swipe of the hand he gave up and left, allowing Ralf to finish his lunch in peace. 
Yet the image of the burning Kriegsflagge remained in Ralf ’s mind. It would not go away. He could see Lutz’ 
face clearly, its intensity, and his hapless idealism. Perhaps he should have been more firm and destroyed it 
then and there. He could have protected the fool from himself. But Ralf was anxious, eager to be rid of it. 
Work did not alleviate his anxiety. Why would Lutz have to let him see such a thing? And what if he was dis-
covered? His efforts in the last four years to keep his head down and mind his own business would be thrown 
to the dogs. 

PROSE

Much to his relief, Ralf was on the home straight of his shift. He’d lost count of the exact number of tanks 
they had produced that day, but Ralf was confident they had hit quota. The workman was busy sitting inside a 
turret, adjusting the fit on a coaxial machine gun when Reinholdt spoke to him.
“Ralf,” he said, gesturing his head outside the tank. His features were silhouetted by the light coming in 
through the cupola. With a hand from Reinholdt, the workman climbed out of the hatch and down to ground 
level.
The only person waiting for him was Werner, whose clipboard was missing. 
“I’d like to speak with you,” he said. “In private.” He placed a hand on Ralf ’s shoulder, and together they 
walked in the direction of the administration building. 
There were often issues in the office that needed a specific worker to resolve. An administrative fault, or per-
haps an inconsistency in the medical records. Nothing more than that.
Twenty years ago Ralf would not have been bothered.  
The two of them climbed the stairs and walked through the hallway, taking the second door on the right. This 
was Werner’s office. It was not well lit, and while it had been kept in a minimal fashion, it was on the brink 
of disrepair. The lamp was off, meaning the only source of light came from the murky windows opposite 
the doorway. In the far corner rested a desk, with one man sat in front, one behind. Both of their faces were 
shrouded by the dim light in the room. Both stood up at Ralf and Werner’s entry
“I believe you already know Lutz,” Werner said. 
Ralf could only nod. 
“That is Gunter. He is a policeman.” He pointed to the man stood behind Werner’s desk, who inclined his 
head slightly. While his features were shadowed, Ralf could see the faded wool coat he wore over his shoul-
ders, and the cap in his hands. 
“Is this who you mean, Lutz?” Werner asked.
Lutz inclined his head.  
It was then that Gunter emerged from the shadows, casting icy eyes over Ralf, and dropping his soft cap on 
Werner’s desk. His coat was a faded brown with a dark fur collar, thick, and unbuttoned. It seemed to shimmy 
about him as he moved.
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“Ralf Eichel”, he said, simply.
 He produced a piece of paper with one corner singed off. 
“Do you recognise this?” he asked. His hair was a deep black, just like the shadows in which he loitered oh so 
much. 
It was the same flyer as before.
 “Have you seen this previously?” he asked again.
Ralf was silent. He looked at Gunter, then back at the flyer. “No,” he said. “Of course not. I would never…”
“According to that man there,” He pointed to Lutz, “you have been parading these around this factory, hand-
ing them out to your fellow workmen. Are you aware of the gravity of this accusation?”
“Hold on a moment-“ Werner started, but a swift raised finger from Gunter silenced him.
“Please, the truth this time. Tell me about the flyers. Where did they come from?” 
Ralf looked down, and realised there was a pistol in Gunter’s hand, trained on his sternum. 
“Look, I don’t know.” Ralf halted. “I swear, I don’t know what that is or how it got here.”
“Gunter,” Werner said. “I did not ask you here to point guns and threaten my workforce. Besides, how would 
you explain the singed edges? Clearly someone has tried to destroy the document. Somebody would have 
seen Eichel if he had tried to use the furnace, and he does not have a lighter. He has no use for one.” 
“I was getting to that,” Gunter told them. He lowered the pistol. “Any of you got a smoke?” 
Lutz nodded, happy to oblige. He even offered the man a light. Gunter took it, of course, but as the lighter 
retreated, he put his hand on it, gazing at its surface. Then, his eyes moved to Lutz. 
The young man’s face, pleased with offering the shady interrogator a small favour, immediately melted into 
something else – realisation. 
“A lighter, hm?” Gunter said quietly. He took a step towards Lutz, picking with a fingernail something small 
embedded in his front. He gave it a sniff. 
It was ash.
“The punishment for attempted sabotage on top of producing and sharing seditious materials? One.” 
The panic in Lutz’ eyes changed into something else. His eyebrows contorted, and his lip turned up. He began 
reaching inside his pocket for something.
“You aren’t taking me, fascists,” Lutz growled. 
There were two gun shots.
 They were quick, with no interval. With it, a small plume of smoke rose from the tip of Gunter’s pistol. Lutz 
on the other hand was frozen in time, his own American-made gun trapped in the stasis of shock. His left 
hand drifted to his torso, where two red blots grew outwards. He remained upright for nearly ten seconds, 
when there was a third and final shot. A red chasm had opened up on Lutz’ forehead, and with it, his body 
tumbled to the ground, like a machine suddenly losing power. 
“Firing squad would have been too good for this one.” Gunter stowed his pistol. He gave the corpse a brief 
tap with the tip of his shiny black boot before retrieving his hat. He crouched down before the body for a 
moment, running his hand over it. He extracted Lutz’ weapon, picking it up as if it were a piece of litter. Yet, 
there was disappointment in the policeman’s face, as though he had failed by even letting Lutz take a shot at 
him. He pulled on a pair of leather gloves and departed, leaving Ralf and Werner to deal with the corpse.
There was a moment of silence as both the men processed what had occurred.
“Somebody else will clean that up.” Werner locked eyes with Ralf.  “I suggest you go home early, Eichel.”
Ralf took a couple of breaths before disappearing. Never had he been so glad to leave. He hurried out across 
the floor, resisting the urge to run. Within minutes he was out of the factory, and back into the open air.
***
Ralf returned the next day, on schedule. Six forty-five. As he approached the gate, he wiped a bead of sweat 
from his forehead with a finger. He gazed at the way the light caught the spot of liquid. 
He slowed to a stop besides the guard post, his attention still on it.



“Papers, please.” 
The voice pulled his attention back to the real world. He rummaged in a pocket and handed his identity pa-
pers to the guard without even looking at him. 
A few seconds later Ralf could see a square of white in the corner of his eye, so he put his hand to it, taking 
his papers back. 
Only they wouldn’t move. The guard would not release them. He looked, wondering what the problem was. 
The guard was not there. Ralf ’s gaze was met instead with frosty eyes that peered from the shadow of a brown 
cap. The side of Gunter’s mouth trembled fractionally as he gazed not at Ralf ’s eyes, but passed them, into his 
brain. Scanning it for whatever clues he sought. 
“Everything here seems to be in order,” the policeman said at last, taking a great care with each of his words.
 Ralf nodded his head twice. 
“I just wanted you to know, Eichel,” Gunter continued, “that I will be keeping my eyes on you. I have not 
overlooked your involvement in yesterday’s occurrences.” 
Gunter released the papers from a gloved hand, and with them, Ralf into the factory. 
***
Werner was in the middle of the morning briefing. Ralf ’s encounter with Gunter had lasted longer than he 
thought. Would the foreman be suspicious of Ralf ’s late coming, twice in a row? No, fool. That kind of think-
ing would cause the likes of the policeman to home in on him further, despite his innocence. 
“Same old, today same old.” Werner said. He didn’t seem to notice Ralf at all. “You will keep the same tanks 
coming through as yesterday, so I’ll make this a short one. Take a minute to compose yourself. That is all.” 
Ralf turned, with intent to occupy his mind until the shift began.
“Hold- Hold on a moment.” There was a pause. Ralf turned around to see a figure, hand on Werner’s shoul-
der, whispering into his ear. “Everyone.” The heads of every worker turned. “I’d like to introduce you to some-
one. You will know him simply as Gunter; he works for the Party, and will need to ask some of you questions.” 
With a dismissive wave of his hand, Werner was gone.
Ralf closed his eyes for a moment. What did this fool expect to find? Wasting his time chasing ghosts. Yet the 
policeman was convinced this ghost was related to Ralf. Well, he thought. I’m innocent, so I have nothing to 
hide. Gunter could do nothing, because there was no wrongdoing to prove. Except…
An image of Lutz’s bloodied corpse entered his mind. It gave Ralf pause before he forced it back into the 
recesses of his memory. 
The klaxon sounded, as it always had done, and work began. The workman almost didn’t notice it as the hulls 
were lowered in, as they always were, and the men got to work, as they always had. Today, Ralf found himself 
in front of the first tank. He would be the one threading the tracks about the wheels when they were in place. 
He looked up. There Caspar stood, hammer hanging haphazardly in his uninjured hand. The boy turned 
slowly to Ralf, lips turned downward in a tentative frown. His eyes moved down to the floor. 
“I have no idea what I’m doing,” he said quietly. Shamefully. 
Ralf stared at him for a few seconds, becoming increasingly aware of the figure of Gunter across the floor. 
He was stood beneath a rafter, casting darkness over the deep recesses of his features. The man was watching 
him. Ralf averted his eyes quickly, returning his focus to Caspar.
“Grip it in both hands,” Ralf told the boy. Caspar did so. “That’s it. Now, you swing it with all your strength 
right in the center of each wheel. Like one of those strongman games from a carnival – only sideways on. 
That’s good.” 
 A smile pulled at the edge of Caspar’s mouth after he had successfully hammered all the wheels. He 
nodded his thanks to Ralf and moved around to the other side.
The figure watching Ralf was gone.
***
When the klaxon came for lunch, Ralf hurried to the canteen. He got his food and decided to sit, this time, in 
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the canteen itself. He took his seat alone, on the end of a table in the corner of the small hall. 
Halfway through Ralf ’s soup, movement opposite him signified he had company. Caspar was manoeuvring 
himself down directly across the table from Ralf. The workman said nothing, merely watching the boy.
Caspar, having sat down, looked squarely at Ralf. 
“Thanks,” he said.
“Welcome,” Ralf replied. “But for what?” 
“Before. Showing me how with the sledgehammer.” 
“It’s nothing.” 
“I mean it,” Caspar told him. “I shouldn’t have said aloud how clueless I was. Anybody else would have 
scoffed. Told me to grow a pair.” 
Ralf said nothing, his eyes drifting sideways. His mind kept leaping back to the blood dripping gunshot 
wounds. There were three of them. Two in the chest, one in the head. It would not leave his mind.
 Lutz had not stood a chance.
“Have you served before?” The boy asked him. 
“Yes,” The workman replied.
“The Great War? What was it like?”
Ralf closed his eyes for a moment, and Lutz was sucked into a whirlpool of images he had long since wanted 
to forget. 
A forked sky. Muddy killing-fields. The clatter of machine-guns. Their eyes. Their pure white eyes as they 
died. Died in their hundreds, their thousands…
His eyes shut tighter. 
Playing cards, surrounded by his friends one day. The next, fire and dirt. Then they were not. The young boy 
choking to death before him, spluttering out for his mother, choking on his own blood. And it would not end. 
The same story, same images, again. Again and again. Never ending…
“It was…” Ralf began. He rubbed his face with a palm. 
There was a man rising, standing up in the middle of No-Man’s Land, ignoring the rain of bullets, and the 
streams of blood. One of the dead Tommies. No -- he was the source of the blood. It had three bullet wounds. 
Two in the chest, one in the head.  His arms started rising, shaking fingers almost touching the wounds…
“…It was the worst experience of my life.” He looked at Caspar. “Believe me when I say you aren’t missing a 
thing.” 
The faint smile on the boy’s lips faded. 
 “I want you to have this.” Caspar told him, reaching into his pocket. After yesterday’s events, Ralf believed – 
if even for a split-second – that the boy would produce a pistol and shoot him dead for his comments.  But he 
was wrong, and instead Caspar placed a small card on the table in front of him.
“It’s my ration card. So you can get yourself an extra meat ration tonight on me. I want you to have it.”
“Don’t you need it?”
“I’m a vegetarian” the boy told him.
Ralf truly didn’t know what to say. He suspected the boy was lying, but either way, he did not want to argue.
“See you around”, Caspar said. He stood up and left. 
By that point, Ralf had reached the final scraps of his lunch. He swallowed the last crumbs of his bread and 
pocketed the card before stepping out of the canteen. 
 “Eichel,” the Austrian acknowledged him. 
“Reinholdt,” Ralf replied.
“I see you’ve finished your lunch already.” Reinholdt said to him. “Care to start early? Perhaps we can make 
up lost time yesterday.” 
“Lost time?” Ralf asked him. “We hit quota, didn’t we?”
“’Fraid not. Only eight, yesterday.”
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Ralf frowned. They didn’t fall below quota often, although he could rest assured that yesterday had special cir-
cumstances surrounding it. 
So the two of them climbed on the back of the next Panzer on the line, and the two co-workers jointly se-
cured the engine covers down. Ralf followed up by polishing the surface with a rag. 
They got a decent start and made good headway, especially after a third worker joined them. Together they 
sped up the completion of one tank, at least. 
“Ralf,” the Austrian said, an hour or so later.
“What?” The workman replied, placing an oily rag in his pocket. 
“Have you seen Caspar today? He was talking to you at lunch, wasn’t he?”
“Yes”, Ralf replied. “He left before me.”
A troubled look came across Reinholdt’s features. 
“Someone saw him talking to Gunter.” Reinhold paused, hesitating briefly. “There’s something I should tell 
you,” the Austrian said. “Gunter- the one that works for the Party?”
“Yes. The policeman?”
“He’s spoken to pretty much everybody on the floor today, and, from what I hear, his questions had only one 
subject.” 
“What was it?” 
“He’s been asking about you and only you. What’s going on? I haven’t forgotten about Lutz’ disappearance. 
Hell of a coincidence, him vanishing the day before Gunter appears.”
“I’m unsure. He has clearly got the wrong indication.” Ralf said.
“Tell the truth. What happened to Lutz? Why is the policeman after you?”
Ralf took a breath, his eyebrows creasing slightly. His eyes moved away from Reinholdt for a moment. Two in 
the chest, one in the head.
“He shot him,” the workman said quietly. 
“Oh god…” Reinholdt swallowed. “Why?”
“Lutz had papers. Leaflets. Tried to frame me, I think. That man was questioning us, but things took a turn. 
Lutz ended up dead.”
“Sorry you had to witness that. But listen, if that Gunter comes after you making wild accusations, I’ll vouch 
for you. Understand?” 
“Why would you do that for me? We hardly ever speak,” 
“Because I lost someone to a misunderstanding once.” The Austrian’s features sank, and he said no more.
Ralf said nothing, instead, he placed his hand outwards, and the Austrian took it in a rigid shake. 
Not ten minutes later did he hear the faint tapping of polished boots on concrete behind him. Ralf turned, 
and there stood Gunter 
“Need to talk to you,” he said. 
“I’m a little busy right now. I’d be happy to talk with you after my shift ends.” Ralf replied. 
The policeman responded only by stretching his neck, causing a number of cracks, and looking at the work-
man with a gaze that suggested that he did not have a choice in the matter. 
And yet Ralf remained unmoved. There is nothing he can do, Ralf rationalised. I am innocent, I know it, and 
there is nothing in the world that can change that. 
The policeman said, 
“You’re hiding something.” 
“I watched a man die yesterday,” Ralf said to him. 
In that moment Gunter stepped to the side and removed his cap. He took in a number of breaths. He ran 
finger up the side of the tank.
 “You have watched them die before, I see it in you.” He flicked something off of his nail with a thumb. “There 
is something else that troubles you. What is it, workman?”
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Ralf said nothing. Gunter looked at him. 
“You have questioned everybody, and you have turned up nothing. Surely your time is better served than 
chasing ghosts?” Reinholdt suggested.
“This doesn’t concern you, Austrian.” He gestured his head to the tank. “I’m sure there is an exhaust over 
there that needs polishing, or something of the like.” 
“This man is my colleague, and therefore it concerns me.” Reinholdt raised his voice, his figure tensing, but he 
reined himself in quickly. “With all respect, I find your being in this factory pointless. What have you against 
Eichel?” 
Gunter went to speak, but was interrupted. Another voice found them. Werner had appeared, working his 
way into the small circle that had formed.
“What is going on here?” the foreman asked calmly. 
“Your worker clearly has something to hide, Foreman.” Gunter said, without taking his eyes of Ralf.
“Is that so, Eichel?” All eyes turned to the workman. There was a pause, and then Ralf raised his arm, point-
ing to the nearby entrance of the canteen.
“That’s where I first saw the leaflet. I was eating my lunch yesterday, and Lutz came through. In a hurry. He 
dropped something, a letter. I tried to call to him, but he must have not been focused. I picked it up, and saw-
“ 
“The leaflet? The one the traitor tried to destroy?” Gunter interjected.
“Yes. I saw what was on it. For what it was – madness. I tried to talk him out of it, I did. But he wouldn’t 
listen. I tried to destroy it, for his sake. But he wouldn’t let me. And now he is dead.” The workman stopped. 
Breathed in an out a few times. 
The policeman merely glared at him. “Why did you not report this? Destroying evidence is-
“Calm down, please,” Reinholdt told the policeman, “It’s obvious he was trying to act in the interests of every-
one.” 
He shot the Austrian a look. “Don’t speak over me. A patriot would have reported the discovery immediately.  
I could place him under arrest for not doing so.”
“Arrest him? For what?  We’re already behind schedule, losing a worker of Ralf ’s calibre will not do our facto-
ry any good.”
“I don’t recall asking for your opinions, Austrian. Watch your tone. You do not want to get aggressive with 
me, I assure you.” He looked at Werner. “What if there are more leaflets? I must find the source of them.” His 
eyes were creased.
“Why would Lutz be so protective of the flyer he had more copies? Because there are no more. You stopped 
him and his plan, and that’s the end of it. You can’t arrest Ralf for something that is already over, surely.”
There was a pause. 
“If I wanted to arrest Eichel, I would have done so already,” Gunter said quietly.
Another pause.
“What do you want then?”
“I want him to come with me to the station.” 
“What is this?” Werner asked. “You want him to confess? To submit to you by means of torture?” Werner 
asked. He gripped his pencil tightly. 
“There will be no arrests,” Gunter told them. “No torture. I’m not going to harm a hair on his greying head. 
¬It is only me Eichel and I going to the station. He is useful to me.” 
“What do you mean?” the foreman asked.
“I mean what I mean,” the policeman replied. “Will you come, Eichel?”
Ralf exhaled, knowing he had no choice in the matter. He could only be thankful to be not going in chains. 
He nodded solemnly. 
The side of Gunter’s lip twitched upwards. 
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Focus
By Amanda Hudson

CHARLOTTE, NORTH CAROLINA. 65 degrees. Partly cloudy. Autumn coloured 
breeze. You lock the car door. Click. Twice for good measure. BEEP! "I'm locked, alright? 
Leave me alone!" You leave it alone. Leather boot laden tread from car to glossy glass 
door. You push and step over the threshold. The tinkling of a bell and coffee. The earthen 
smell of watching sunrises and fireplaces. Everything warm and alive swallows you up. 
You go so willingly. From within the asylum of its cozy belly, you nestle into the noise 
and balm, and feel welcomed home. "Hi, welcome to Caribou! How may I help you?". A 
voice too much like sunflowers for a Monday morning. Short. Stout. Meadows for eyes, 
a whisper of freckles, and apple cheeks. "Matilda”. You look at the menu. The air still 
smells of coffee. Focus. Tea. "Can I have one small Earl Grey tea, please?" Tap. Tap, tap. 
"Coming right up!" Dancing sunflowers. A cardboard cup glides, an ice-skater, across the 
lacquered counter-top and fingers of steam feather the air. "That'll be three-ten." Stupid 
capitalism. You count out the exorbitant amount of money for leaf-water. Matilda smiles 
rays of sunshine. You retreat to an acquainted corner, blinded by too much cheerfulness 
too early in the day. You lick your wounds and dump half a bottle of honey (to get your 
money's worth) into already-too-strong tea. You take out the tea-bag. Writing. Focus. 
You plug your laptop into the electrical socket. The familiar sound of a metallic storm 
surging through circuits ensues. The start up. A black screen. Then suddenly, a Word 
document and ten tabs on Google Chrome. You minimize the browser. 32,547 words. 
2,000 more than last summer. 2,000 words in a year. The cursor bats its eyelashes. You 
write a sentence. Erase it. You write it again, but this time replace two of the words with 
bigger, more grandiose ones. You take a sip of tea. Focus. What is meant to happen after 
they ride off into the forest? Notebooks. Three notebooks full of lists and timelines and 
character descriptions and scribbles and reminders. One has a picture of Peeta Mellark 
from the Hunger Games standing starkly on the front cover. You move that one to the 
bottom of the pile as poppies blossom on your cheeks. Focus. You consult your timeline. 

“My car is outside,” he said.
Werner spoke nothing more, and his grip relaxed. He straightened some of the papers on his clipboard before 
disappearing, leaving Reinholdt to stare at the floor in silence.

***
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Ah, yes. They set up camp. You write a paragraph. What was that character's name again? 
You scroll up. And up and up. Too far. Oh, wait. What's this? No... Oh dear, no. That's 
not right. Re-write this. Add this in. Delete this. Replace this. Fix this and that and this. 
FOCUS. You scroll back down. And down and down. Blink, blink, blink. Well don't look 
at me, I know as much as you do. The tinkle of the bell. A loud gaggle of businessmen 
dressed in sports coats and khaki pants laugh their way into the coffee shop. "Hey Bill! 
Hey Dale! Hey Chris!" Ugh, regulars. If only it stayed summer long enough to be a regu-
lar. Then maybe this book would be done by the New Year. Writing. Focus. Earbuds. You 
pull the mess of tangled cord out from your bag and shove each mini boom-box into your 
ears. When they start crooning Kodaline, you turn your attention back to the computer 
screen. You take another sip of tea. Should've gone for the coffee. You stare at the grain of 
the wood paneled walls. Honey tracing lethargic cursive down to the floor. An effigy of 
a log cabin. There is a hearth and lumpy, moth-eaten chairs and stone coffee tables piled 
high with dusty books. And it smells of coffee. 32,683 words. Focus. Without warning, 
an idea surfaces. Your fingers sashay across the keyboard, leaping from word to word, 
prancing staccato notes of sarcasm pirouetting embellishments of metaphors flourishes 
of beautifuldescriptionsexplosionsoflifeandcolorandmovementallsplashingitswayacross-
the-- Ouch. You rub your wrists. Carpal tunnel is the worst. You sip cold, unsatisfactory 
tea. You look up. A helmet of brown hair, dark denim jeans, and a black t-shirt with Pink 
Floyd’s unmistakable ‘Dark Side of the Moon’ logo emblazoned on the front has moved 
into the adjacent table. Pink Floyd has his laptop open to a Word document. He's busy 
tapping away on his phone. You peek over at his computer screen. How many words does 
he have? Hunger is a dizzying and relentless pendulum of time. Too long ignored and any 
abrupt movement could send one spiraling into unconsciousness. How long have I been 
here? Four hours? It can't have been that long. The woman waiting in line with a pin-
stripe business suit, a phone between her ear and her shoulder, and a baby bouncing on 
her hip orders a panini. The pendulum gongs, reverberates across your stomach with the 
sounds of neglectful time. You glare at Matilda who starts the oven, making the air ooze 
cheese and grease with a flick of a switch. Grudgingly, you shuffle in line and order a 
turkey and Brie on a pretzel roll. You give more of your hard-earned money to this pay-
check-guzzling establishment. Matilda smiles sugar coated gumdrops. The room starts to 
sway. You sit down. The oven beeps. Matilda passes you the warm plate of solace and you 
scurry back to your corner. You have to remind yourself to chew. Tick, tick, tick, the cur-
sor blinks away the seconds. Focus. You type a few sentences while you ravage the sand-
wich like a scavenger to a caracass. You look down at your empty plate. Who stole my 
sandwich? Placated, at least for now. Focus. Where was I? Oh yes. You type a paragraph 
more. How many words do I have? 33,782? Can I get to 34,000 today? Focusfocusfocus. 
You conclude the chapter with a short dialogue. Save the document. Close the laptop. 
Five hours, 1,447 words, and the smell of coffee.

***
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Simon Rich. Graduate of Har-
vard University. Nominated for 
an Emmy for Outstanding writing 
as part of the team for Saturday 
Night Live – their youngest writer 
to date. Worked as a staff writer for 
Pixar’s smash hit Inside Out, and 
now has his own TV show ‘Man 
Seeking Women’. These credentials 
are certainly impressive, more so 
however, when you find out Rich, 
a born and bred New Yorker, is 
only 34 years old.

It’s not very often you come 
across a book that makes you 
laugh out loud. It’s even rarer that 
a book makes you laugh so much 
that have to loan it to all your 
friends while you sheepishly stare 
at them as they’re reading through 
the pages, waiting to share in their 
fit of hysterics. This book is exactly 
that. Hysterical.

Spoiled Brats is a collection of 
13 short stories, including a deaf 
genie who grants a depressed 
barman a 12-inch pianist, a pair 
of overbearing parents who want 
their devil’s spawn child to get into 
a good college and a particularly 
festive story about a suffering elf 
on the shelf. The collection is at 
times satirical, an exploration of 
modern life and struggles that all 
contain a universality to them - 
even if some stories are certainly 
outrageous. Their outrageousness 
lends to an additional element of 

humour, and oftentimes you 
find yourself thinking: “What 
exactly did I just read?!”

The story entitled ‘Family 
Business’ is exactly like that. 
A young restless Chimpanzee 
decides he doesn’t want to grow 
up and work in the ‘shit pile’ 
like his father and instead, gets 
the chance to leave the jungle 
and learn chimp sign language 
with some human professors in 
America. Containing familiar 
conversations that are given 
absurd twists like the Father 
Chimp’s solid advice to his son: 
“I work at the shit pile. Your 
cousins work at the shit pile. It’s 
good, honest work.” The story 
is funny and wickedly smart, 
tapping into parent child rela-
tionships of balancing the will 
to make them proud with trying 
to follow your own dreams. Rich 
however, excellently turns these 
feelings every child can relate to 
on its head, by creating the story 
of a rebellious jungle dwelling 
Chimp who just wants to try 
and make it on his own, some-
thing, I think, that young people 
living under the thumb of their 
own parents can find both fa-
miliar and enlightening.

The stand-out story is the first 
of the collection, entitled ‘An-
imals’. A first person narrative 
of a long suffering classroom 

pet: A Guinea-pig called Princess 
Jasmine. With his

(yes Princess Jasmine is a he) 
wife Pocahontas buried in a shoe 
box in central park, and now left 
with their three sons in the cage 
of class 2K. Princess Jasmine’s 
hilariously pessimistic interior 
monologue contains observations 
such as the disgust he has for a 
particular student called Simon: 
“I lock eyes with the teacher, 
silently willing her to beat him.” 
The story does well to integrate 
humour while also shining a light 
on the unexplored life of animals 
in classrooms and the spoiled 
children who ‘supposedly’ look 
after them.

This tends to be the case with 
almost all of Rich’s stories in 
Spoiled Brats. A light-hearted take 
on a theme relevant to modern 
life which he cleverly subverts into 
narratives you least expect. Every 
story is inventive and you find 
yourself genuinely excited to see 
what the next one will contain. As 
it is a collection of short stories, 
you can dip in and out whenever 
you like and the shortness of a 
tale creates the ability of quick 
re-reads, something you will find 
yourself doing again and again. 
You won’t regret it.
Spoiled Brats is available 
now in all good book shops 
and amazon.

Simon Rich’s 
Spoiled Brats: ABSURD And

HILARIOUS
A REVIEW BY CLARISSA BAMFORD

[REVIEW]
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I’d never heard of Francis Sagan 
until I stumbled across a copy of 
Bonjour Tristesse on the cult clas-
sic table of my local bookstore.  It 
was on the table for many reasons; 
because it was written when the 
author was just eighteen, and be-
cause it became an overnight and 
scandalous success and probably 
because of the story itself, told by 
a young intelligent but bored teen 
rivalling Holden Caulfield. 
It’s a short book, only 30,000 
words but it tells the story of long 
lazy days on the French Riviera 
in a dreamy and frank tone remi-
niscent of Camus. Cecile is a sev-
enteen-year-old girl, holidaying 
with her widowed father whose 
focus in life is beauty, but others 
and his own. Cecille begins her 

first romance with a college student, 
Cyril, who is several years her senior 
but the apparent paradise is put to 
question however with the arrival of 
Anne, an old flame of her Cecile’s fa-
ther.  As their relationship threatens 
to ruin her idyllic superficial life as 
she knows it Cecille’s sets out to dis-
rupt their relationship. 
The story itself is far more chilling 
than its setting, all wrapped in a self-
aware veil of superficiality. Cecille, 
on the cusp of adulthood, teeters 
between seeming far older than her 
years and acting as a petulant and 
bored child. It’s a beautifully drawn 
canvas of the grey area between 
youth and adulthood. 
And as a novella it’s the perfect 
pocket sized read for students with 
long course readings lists! 

BONJOUR TRISTESSE 
(HELLO SADNESS) 
BY FRANCIS SAGAN

A REVIEW BY ELE WALTON

[REVIEW]



26

CLARISSA BAMFORD

The Jam asks Playwright 
and Royal Holloway Vis-
iting Lecturer Isley Lynn 
questions about playwrit-
ing, along with advice for 
aspiring writers trying to 
break into the industry.

Isley Lynn is a graduate 
of the Royal Court Young 
Writers Programme (2012) 
and since then her work 
has been performed at a 
variety of theatres such as 
the Tristan Bates Theatre 
and The Royal Court 
Jerwood Theatre, as well 
as premiering her play 
Tether at the Edinburgh 
Fringe Festival 2015. Her 
most recent play Skin a 
Cat, performed at the 
Bunker Theatre, has been 
met with critical acclaim, 
nominated for four Off 
West End Awards includ-
ing ‘Most Promising New 
Playwright’ as well as 
receiving the Pick Of The 
Year award at Vault Festi-
val 2016. The Jam got the 
chance to ask Lynn some 
questions about being a 
playwright, her creative 
process, and that one 
play she wished she had 
written.

What made you decide 
to be a playwright?

I went to university thinking I 
would be a director, but decided 
that I wanted not only to tell 
stories but to have some say in 
which ones get told as well. I 
was already a writer but my 3 
years studying narrowed my 
focus to becoming a playwright.

What do you think is so 
special about plays - specif-
ically live performance?

Plays allow an audience to 
spend time with characters they 
may never interact with in their 
everyday life, and to share space 
and oxygen with strangers and 
listen to their stories is pretty 
radical, actually. All art does 
this to an extent but the liveness 
of theatre makes that exchange 
so much more potent.

Can you give a brief over-

view of your personal jour-
ney in “becoming” a play-
wright, eg. getting your 
own plays performed?

I wrote the first scene of what 
would become my first play as 
part of my University degree, 
and when I left I finished it. I 
sent that play to lots of theatres, 
received promising feedback, 
but it wasn't until I took part 
in Angelic Tales at the The-
atre Royal Stratford East that I 
developed the script to perfor-
mance-ready standard, and the 
next year it received a month 
run at the Tristan Bates Theatre. 
Alongside that I kept writing 
new plays and I still apply for 
schemes and bursaries and 
other opportunities - that stuff 
never ends. My first real com-
mission was in Austria, I have 
yet to be commissioned by a 

[ INTERVIEW]
ISLEY LYNN: 
PLAYWRITING AND PROCESS
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serious company or venue 
in the UK, it's all hustle 
I'm afraid.

Best piece of advice 
someone in the indus-
try has given you?

The brilliant Mojisola 
Adebayo once challenged 
a group I was part of: "If 
plays were banned, what 
play would you write?". 
It's a powerful reminder 
to spend your energies 
making work which you 
can't not make, that the 
world needs, that you 
would risk everything to 
make.

From your own ex-
perience what is the 
best way to improve 
your playwriting 
skills?

When you finish a play 
invite trusted arty (and 
non arty) friends over 
for dinner to read it out 
loud. Join a young writers 
programme at a theatre 
(I've done almost all of 
them). Watch a lot. Read 
a lot. But mostly just keep 
doing it - that really is the 
only secret.

Which is easier - to 
write from a male 
perspective or a fe-
male perspective?

I think men and wom-
en are far more similar 
than we give them credit 
for. I try not to give my 

character’s genders until 
as late as possible, when 
something essential to 
the story necessitates that 
detail. Each "perspective" 
is unique to that personal, 
whether they're male or 
female.

What made you want 
to teach playwriting 
at Royal Holloway 
and has teaching the 
subject affected the 
way you approach 
your own writing 
now?

Teaching is a great way to 
make money by spending 
time thinking deeply with 
others about a subject 
you love - pretty rare in 
this industry honestly. My 
very first session teaching 
here gave me valuable 
inspiration: I asked the 
group to share clichés 
they were sick of seeing 
on the stage and one con-
tribution mirrored some-
thing I was working on, 
so I went straight home 
and found a different 
(better) idea for that play!

What are the best 
next steps for a 
young playwright to 
get their work no-
ticed?

There is nothing more 
valuable than simply 
getting the work on and 
inviting press and indus-
try to see it (as well as the 
public, obviously). Do 

whatever you can do give 
a play you're proud of a 
life, that's the only way 
I've personally made any 
connections/progress.

QUICK QUESTIONS

A topic least explored 
in theatre?

I'm interested in seeing 
more plays about a mixed 
heritage experience, as 
our world becomes more 
connected and families 
live their lives spread 
across countries and 
cultures.

Which of your play’s 
would you choose to 
be turned into a film 
and why?

I have a few plays I'm 
working on in the knowl-
edge that I'd like to adapt 
them for the screen at 
some point, but other-
wise I let the idea dictate 
which medium it should 
be written for, so the stage 
plays have something 
integral to them which 
requires liveness. But if 
someone wants to pay me 
a lot of money they can 
have whichever play they 
want!

What is a play that 
you wish you had 
written and why?

I don't really have one 
of those, all my favour-
ite plays I love because 

[ INTERVIEW]
they embody something 
unique to that playwright 
- there's no way I could 
have written them.

What is your least fa-
vourite play and why?

Any play which doesn't 
tell me something new 
about the world is a waste 
of everyone's time, in my 
opinion.

Do you take notice of 
negative reviews?

Everyone gets negative 
reviews, and sometimes 
they're fair, but most 
of the time it's down to 
taste or that individual's 
preferences. You've got to 
remember that not every-
one will be interested in 
what you're selling, and 
that's fine.

Favourite theatre 
venue?

Too many to count. Those 
that produce new writ-
ing are where I spend 
most of my time. But a 
room above a pub can be 
transformed by the right 
people.

Finally, if you had 
never become a play-
wright, what do you 
think you would be 
doing instead?

A counsellor or therapist, 
most likely. I like people 
and their stories.



This term the Jam Magazine 
was lucky to talk to bestsell-
ing author Jon Courtney 
Grimwood (also known as 
Jonathan Grimwood and 
Jack Grimwood). Someone 
who believes that an author 
doesn’t have to stick to one 
genre, he is here to talk about 
his own creative work and 
give advice to all writers who 
are looking to get published. 
His newest novel Moskva can 
be found in all good book-
shops and on Amazon.

Do you have travel to 
location to research?

My accountant once said “I no-
tice you never set your books 
anywhere boring”. However, 
Moskva’s different because I was 
in Moscow in the mid 80s brief-
ly and so quite a lot of the city 
and culture, because it’s set in 
that period, is borrowed from 
memory. The Last Banquet I 
wrote some of that in Paris. The 
Arabesk books I went to Tuni-
sia, Morocco and I knew Alex-
andria. For all the books I travel 
at least once, sometimes twice, 
and if the setting's really com-
plicated, three times. I made 
three trips to Tokyo for End of 
the World Blues, still one of my 
favourite books, so that I could 

get background. The North Af-
rican ones were the most com-
plex and I tended to go back, 
when I was writing, every year. 
I’m slightly a method writer be-
cause I went to Marrakesh to 
do  a cookery course, which is 
why there’s so much North Af-
rican cookery in the Ashraf Bey 
books! I tend to read – sadly 
only in translation – the litera-
ture of the country in which the 
novel’s set, and listen to the mu-
sic, and learn to cook the food. 
But it’s still an outsider’s view. 
The view of someone trying to 
make sense of something from 
outside. I like cities you can 
get lost in and cities where you 

can’t read the language, it’s that 
much easier to get lost.

Do you have an au-
thor that you admire 
and does their writ-
ing influence? What 
do you like about it?

Bulgakov’s ‘Master and Margar-
ita’ was the novel that changed 
my life.  I read it in my teens. He 
had the misfortune that he was 
Stalin’s favourite playwright and 
novelist which meant he was 
protected but he was not allowed 
into exile. He wrote Master and 
Margarita which features a ci-

[ INTERVIEW]

ZOE SEABOURNE
EDITOR IN CHIEF

Insight, Inspiration, and Industry
Sitting down with Jon Courtney Grimwood
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character is, what’s their relation-
ship to their family and their re-
lationships with society. Authors 
unravel character as they write. 

Your write a lot of 
novel’s belonging to 
different genres. Why 
do you choose to 
write so many?

Publishers. Publishers, marketing 
and labels! I have huge problems 
with the labels but I accept they’re 
needed. At least, the market's in 
a place where they're currently 
needed. What I suspect the pub-
lishers would like us to do is to 
write the same book, slightly dif-
ferently, twelve or fourteen times; 
because it’s very easy and every-
body knows what they’re getting. 
How it will fit, where it will fit. I 
find that repetition quite hard to 
do, and I know a lot of other writ-
ers who find it hard. So it’s a bat-

 “

                 

[ INTERVIEW]
gar-smoking gun-toting cat, 
rushing around Soviet Moscow 
causing chaos. I read this is my 
teens, it had been landed with 
me for a holiday when I was 
back from school. And it made 
perfect sense because it made 
no sense at all. And for me that 
was huge. There was an abso-
lute burning anger to the book 
and at the same time it handled 
a lot incredibly serious things 
very lightly or from an extreme 
angle. And took other things 
that weren’t really serious, very 
seriously. I liked that way of 
looking at the world.

Do you think a novel 
should be character 
or concept driven?

I find tight-plotting’s amazing 
if you can do tight-plotting and 
I have friends who plot intri-
cately and others who make a 
few notes and just scroll up and 
down. But books that are all plot 
I find systematic and I tend not 
to enjoy because I can usually 
spot how something is going 
to unravel. You know that way 
that if you watch something 
really schematic on television, 
you pretty much know what’s 
going to happen next and how 
it’s going to end? Whereas, if 
you have a really good char-
acter, if the plotting isn’t that 
great because it’s too schematic 
or even not schematic enough, 
then it doesn’t matter because 
characterisation will take you 
through. Also, how do you 
know who the character is un-
til you've written the charac-
ter? I think, for the novelist, a 
lot of it is discovering who the 

tle inside yourself between, do 
you keep writing this character, 
or do you go do something else. 
Some writers can carry their 
characters through. However 
I’ve read some series where six 
books in you can see the writer's 
sick to death with the character 
and ready to drop him off a wa-
terfall.

You said that the 
Fox, the voice in your 
protagonist's head, 
is a hallucination. Do 
you think that there’s 
an absence of mental 
health in fiction? Do 
you think this creates 
depth?

I think everyone has her or his 
own way of dealing with reality. 
And one of the things that in-
terests me in fiction is how you 
stay sane. Not simply the writer 
staying sane, with a whole world 
in his or her head, but also the 
characters staying sane. If I’m 
honest, most of my books are 
love affairs between people who 
are technically insane, but are 
quite good at passing. The Fox is 
left intentionally unambiguous 
and in any case argues with Raf 
about what he really is, a symbol 
of trauma, a sign of disfunction, 
perhaps even hardware. I try not 
to lead the reader.

What are the financial 
difficulties that come 
with writing?

It a brutally tough business and 
getting tougher.  It’s quite hard 

29
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[ INTERVIEW]
(read, nearly impossible) to 
make a living being published 
just in one country. You proba-
bly can’t. Where it starts work-
ing is where you start selling 
foreign editions. So the more 
foreign editions you sell the 
more dribs and drabs of mon-
ey you have coming in. If you 
have ten foreign editions then 
that’s money coming in to tide 
you over bills when you’re not 
earning because you’re writing. 
Foreign editions are important. 
The Assassini books went into 
eleven or twelve languages, 
which is quite big for me. The 
battle now is between publish-
ers and agents. Agents hate giv-
ing away foreign editions [to 
the publishers] and so it’s one 
of the big fights of the contract. 
Purely, selfishly I would like 
the agency to have the rights 
because they’ll be more fo-
cused. The poor sods in rights 
at the publishers are massively 
overworked and dealing with 
hundreds of different novels, 
and an agent is usually the one 
pouring whiskey down your 
throat or asking do we need 
to have a coffee? Agencies 
also want to earn you a living' 
and they know the market, so 
they’ll ask, "Can you write X?" 
And you’ll go, “Over my dead 
body” and they’ll say “I was 
just checking”. 

What are the actual 
steps for publish-
ing? When should 
you do it? 

These days, I think that unless 
a publisher does an open sea-
son and announces on social 

media they’re willing to take sub-
missions, it's very unlikely they’ll 
look at anything that doesn’t come 
through an agent. That means 
getting an agent is singularly the 
most important thing you can do 
as somebody who wants to write 
and publish through the tradi-
tional routes.

How do you pick the 
agents?

You don’t send them things they 
don’t sell. I spend my life talking 
to agents who have been sent chil-
dren books when they don’t han-
dle children’s books, and been sent 
crime who’ve never handled crime 
in their lives. So check what they 
specialise in. One good way is to 
look at the Acknowledgements in 
books, particularly books you like 
to read. Chances are, the author’s 
thanking someone, and then you 
have the name of an agent, and an 

agency and proof of they kind of 
book they handle.

You write under 
three different 
names. Why did you 
chose to have so 
many  pseudonyms?
 
The three names allow me to 
write different things in differ-
ent areas of the market without 
upsetting the original areas of 
the market. Also, it’s pretty ob-
vious that Jon Courtenay Grim-
wood who writes weirdshit is 
also Jonathan Grimwood, who 
writes literary fiction. It might 
be slightly less obvious that I'm 
also crime novelist Jack Grim-
wood, or it would be if Penguin 
didn’t mention it on the cover. 
I'd love a world where you just 
write a book and it just goes into 
whatever slot in the book shop. 
But I’m completely prepared to 
accept that if you need three dif-
ferent names to be in the three 
different sections of the book-
shop, that’s fine. It’s basically 
marketing and niche.

What are your thoughts 
on eBooks and self-pub-
lishing?
 
You can now reach people glob-
ally in an utterly different way, 
which is astonishing. I love the 
idea of eBooks. I have no idea 
whether self-publishing will be-
come the new way of publishing 
or simply a convenient way of 
sparing publishers and agents 
what was once called the slush-
pile. Somewhere in the middle, 
I imagine. I know people who 

 “ 
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[ INTERVIEW]
make an incredibly good living 
with self-publishing. On a per-
sonal level, I don’t know how 
self published writers survive 
without the structure of editing 
and copy editing. I need the ed-
iting process, someone who’s a 
professional, who looks at the 
script in a big schematic way 
and somebody else who looks 
at it in a tiny comma-by-com-
ma way. The copy editor of the 
Last Banquet, who was aston-
ishingly good, tuned a chap-
ter into the present, to see if I 
wold prefer it in present rather 
than in the past tense. The text 
switches between past the pres-
ent, and she wanted to be sure 
that scene was in the right one. 
So she sat down and changed 
the tense and said, "if you like 
it we’ll do it if you don’t, we 
won’t." That level of detail... If 
you’re self-publishing you have 
to find somebody who can do 
the big overreaching view and 
someone who can sweat the 
small stuff because by the time 
you reach the point of needing 
both of those you really can tell 
the wood from the trees.

How did you get 
published?

I got incredibly lucky. I was 
made redundant in the spring, 
wrote a book in the summer 
and went into a new job in the 
autumn, and I sent the manu-
script to an agent and I heard 
nothing for a year. And then 
I got a call that said: “You are 
writing a sequel aren’t you?” 
and I said, “Why?” and she said 
“Because I’ve sold the book and 
the sequel”. It was just one of 

those things. This whole world is 
luck. It doesn’t matter how good 
you are as a writer, it doesn’t 
matter how good your idea is, if 
it doesn’t land on the right per-
son’s desk at the right time, it’s 
not going to be published.

What’s you’re cre-
ative process? Do 
you have a scene first 
or an idea?

Everything comes out of a sin-
gle scene. Actually, everything 
comes out of a single image. For 
neoAddix, my very first novel, 
it was a woman at the top of the 
stone stairs in Paris, waiting to 
walk down towards a body. Just 
a single, frozen image. In the 
Last Banquet, it was a boy sitting 
with his back to a dung heap eat-
ing beetles.  I always begin with 
an image and I try to work out 
where it fits, what happened be-
fore, what happens after. Which 
is why I really believe there are 
times when we're just channel-
ling. Our subconscious is actu-
ally dealing with plot points and 
character development all the 
time! So much of this job is just 
unravelling. 

 “ 

And the best way 
for you was through 
writing? 

Yes. I would love to be able to 
paint, and I’d love to be able to 
compose music. And I can paint 
very badly and I can’t compose 
at all. Both of those might be 
a slightly purer way of dealing 
with what is in your head but 
writing is good. Writing for me 
is a way of staying sane, a way of 
being allowed to say something, 
and surreally – and here I think 
I’ve been extremely lucky – a 
way of making a living. 
I always listen to music when 
I'm writing and I think it’s 
interesting how what you listen 
to affects your writing and how 
writers select the music they 
write to. I know people who 
have particular music for love 
scenes and battle scenes and 
thoughts and sadness. You have 
an almost unconscious playlist 
for books and later you look 
back and think, oh this is the 
album I wrote that novel to.
Why do you like writing?
It’s a luxury and a privilege. 
My son said a few years ago, he 

At what point did 
you start writing 
stories? 

I’ve had stories running 
through my head since I was a 
very small child. Some of them 
have run for years, and they 
continue and they’re incredibly 
complex.  And at some point I 
realised the best thing I could 
do was try to control them. 
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We have a lot of stu-
dents who are seri-
ous about getting 
published. What’s the 
hardest part of the 
publishing process 
and do you have any 
advice? 

This is terrible, but I would get a 
good social media profile. I se-
riously would. For the first time 
ever, I was asked by an Ameri-
can publisher about my social 
media reach. They've bought 
the US rights to Moskva, which 
they're currently editing into a 
US edition. One of the questions 
on the author questionnaire 
was how many followers do you 
have on Twitter? In fourteen or 
fifteen novels, that was the first 
time anyone's said: What’s your 
social media profile? How many 
likes do you have on Facebook? 
What’s your following on Twit-
ter? What’s the traffic on your 
blogs? One thing I’ve noticed 
is how clued up publishers and 
readers are to social media. So a 
lot of the marketing is now out 
there on social media. Publish-
ers want to know you can get 
the information out there, and 
that you can amplify their signal 
when they tweet about your next 
book. 

[ INTERVIEW]
thought that Sam, my partner, 
and I were the last generation 
that could simply make a living 
out of writing alone, I’m not 
sure if it’s true but I think not as 
many people will be able to do 
so.

“The other thing 
is read widely, 
and particularly 
in your area. 
Convince them 
you understand 
what you’re 
doing and you 
understand 
where your book 
would fit...”



Thanks to all of our readers 
and contributors! You can 
continue to send us your 
creative work at thejam-
magazine@hotmail.co.uk, 
and remember to like us 

on Facebook!

KEEP READING AND WRITING 
JAMMERS!

**All non-credited images have been freed from copyright under the Creative Commons 
CC0 into the public domain and are available for redistributive purposes**


