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dear readers 

a little editorial note 

Welcome to the fifth issue of Razz My Berries, the University 

of Exeter‟s only arts magazine - catering to all things 

creative! Razz is a collaboration of  student artists, writers, 

and designers, aiming to showcase the best of Exeter‟s 

creative talent. 

 

We are ELLIE and EMMA, your society presidents and 

editors. Following the success of the last online issue, 

we‟ve had a record number of members sign up and 

submit work for the magazine. We‟ve had to expand by 

over ten pages! Thank you to everyone for your 

contributions and your enthusiasm.  

 

Over the next few pages you‟ll find a range of 

imaginative takes on this issue‟s dual theme: FLIGHTS AND 

FANTASY. We had fun sifting through your baby pictures for 

our “when I was three, I wanted to be” feature on page 

five.  Want a threesome? Turn to just the three of us on 

page nine where two of our writers explore your sexual 

fantasies. For your seasonal dose of poetry, turn to our 

expanded poetry and prose section on pages twenty nine 

to thirty three. In addition to our regular features, we have 

an array of stimulating and refreshing articles for your 

enjoyment. 

 

We hope this issue razzes your berries. 

Keep creative,  

   Ellie and Emma x 



 Recently, I had the 

pleasure of buying a friend a 

present from The Disney Store. 

As the theme to Aladdin came 

on, I overheard someone say to 

their friend, "I wish I had a magic 

carpet. I wonder what that would be 

like." It took no small effort on my part 

to avoid going up to them and 

asking whether they had ever been 

on an aeroplane, and how they'd 

feel about flying on one with no roof, 

chairs or seatbelts.  

 And yet, despite living in a 

world in which you can fly to Spain 

for half the price of a Finding Nemo 

bean bag, we are still obsessed by 

the notion of flight. 

 Don't believe me? Name 

one of Superman's special powers. 

There are plenty to choose from - he 

is super strong, bulletproof, has X-Ray 

vision and can get changed REALLY 

quickly - but the chances are you 

said that he could fly. It's even what 

they based the marketing campaign 

of the film on. 

 Of course, Superman isn't 

alone in this. The opening shot of 

Heroes (a show about all kinds of 

super-powers) is one of a flight-

fantasy. Neo proves his power at 

the end of The Matrix by taking 

off into the camera. It's far from 

a new phenomenon either: 

Phinneas Fogg used many forms 

of transport to go Around the World 

in Eighty Days, yet it's the image of him 

going up, up and away in his beautiful 

balloon that adorns everything from 

DVD covers to crisp packets. 

  So why do we still dream of 

being able to fly, even as we're buying 

our duty-free Toblerones? Well, unless 

you starred in Face/Off, you probably 

don't have your own plane ready to 

take you anywhere at the drop of a 

hat. For most, flying means expense, 

packing, and a LOT of planning. The 

magic is so often outweighed by the 

administration fee. 

  Perhaps, then, I was being too 

harsh on those Disney fans. If I want to 

master the land, I can walk. If I want to 

master the sea, I can swim. If I want to 

master the air, the best I can hope for 

is a decent jump. We are condemned 

to experience flight at the expense of 

Ryanair's timetable. And even then we 

probably won't end up in the city we 

were aiming for. ▪  

words: Chris Meredith 

image: Ellie Walker-Arnott 
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razz ponders why we all want  

our heads in the clouds 

let’s fly away... 
let’s fly  



 

 There she was again, promiscuous, mundane. She bores me with her sameness but yet in that 

moment she holds my absolute attention; I focus on her with the hope that she will focus back. 

Sometimes she does, sometimes she doesn‟t; either way the gesture is empty. Every time I see her I 

become absorbed in her, I feel a need for her, I become tense and aware of myself as being close to 

her. Then we pass and this is lost again; superficial, momentary. She is no one; she is the ideal that the 

individual is lost in. She is the girl I see walking down the road, the one I see dancing at the club, the 

one I see in my lecture. I see her in the magazines, and on the television even the plastic manikin in the 

shop window is her. She is everywhere but also nowhere. She is the 

ideal that they all try to be like in their comportment and in their so 

called „style‟. I hate her and love her. She wants to be her and he  

senselessly drives after her. 

  

illusions of beauty: 

monday at mosaic 
words: Simon Walker 

image: Alexis Mastroyiannis  

“every time I see her I 

become ABSORBED in her, I 

feel a  need for her” 

 Her drug is alcohol; it numbs her to mindless conformity. Her joys arrive in being the same as 

others, cheering with them, getting attention from them. When she is intoxicated she does not need to 

question herself as herself; she only needs to circumspect whether she is like the others. This is her only 

problem, her life and who she is in this moment of intoxication all gets answered in this mindless 

conformity. And for him he does not even feel the pressure to conform, he does it naturally; his only 

question is how to be with her. His drive towards her dominates his drunken mind, and in that moment 

any of them can represent her. 

   In her image words like beauty get stolen from the poets. They become distorted and 

degraded. Beauty becomes synonymous with conformity, and the ones who achieve conformity with 

her best are labelled beautiful. But they cannot be so as they are the same as the others. I see a 

beautiful girl, I become absorbed, then she passes and all that is left is the image of the her, the one 

she is trying to be like; vague and unreal. I do not see the girl for who she is; only what she is trying to 

be. And beauty cannot exist in this inauthentic purport. Beauty is a passion that arises through our 

engagement with another; it is real and true beyond all purports and pretences. Beauty is subjective to 

the individual. No one can be beautiful in the same way as another because then it is stolen beauty, a 

shadow of beauty. The beauty that she represents is like that of an over played record, slowly distorted 

over time until we can no longer remember what it used to sound like. ▪ 
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 In this hectic world of commercialised 

industry, we all know we should take time to stop 

and smell the flowers. But what about the 

weeds? Have you ever taken the time to stop 

and look at what's under your wellies? It's all very 

well and good sniffing the roses and petunias, 

but what about the poppies, the nightshade, 

the blackberry? Are they to be forgotten simply 

because they're considered common? Should 

they be cast aside purely for their humble 

appearance and modest flora? Are they the 

forgotten chav of the herbaceous world? 

 For centuries, the plants we so 

ashamedly call weeds have been treasured for 

their infinite useful properties. Bidens pilosa, 

commonly known as the Spanish Needle, which 

we tread on without care or notice, is revered in 

China for its ability to eliminate almost all pain 

and inflammation in cases of acute 

appendicitis. Conyza Canadensi, or horseweed, 

as we know it, is used to cure kidney stones and 

can even balance insulin levels in the blood of a 

diabetic, yet we trample on it as if it were 

vegetative road-kill. Even the humble clover 

flower can cure eczema, psoriasis, asthma and 

when extracted, contains the free radicals used 

to combat cancer of the breast, ovaries and 

lymphatic system. How can we push aside these 

natural heroes when humankind is so obviously in 

need of their help?  

 We are so quick to run to modern 

medicine that we forget it all derives from the 

vital root of natural remedies and ancient know-

how. Some may call it legend. Some may call it 

old wives tales. I call it the passing on of the 

original knowledge that founded our modern 

day medical system. But how can we find the 

acknowledgement necessary for these plants in 

our new-fangled society of prescription pills and 

quick fix cures? 

 
what’s under your wellies? 
razz shows some love for the most UNAPPRECIATED members of the NATURAL WORLD 



botany closest to us all, weeds. It provides us 

with a way to support nature: by befriending it. 

Weedbook literally gives a voice, a personality, 

and a heart to the weeds we have so horrifically 

neglected in our narrow minded world. It gives 

us the opportunity to converse with experts 

about the true attributes of a weed, without the 

farmer's negative opinion clouding our view. As 

a final plea, I beg, I pray of you. Please befriend 

a weed on Facebook. Not just to prove a point 

or make a stand, but to save plants from 

unnatural extinction through pesticide control 

simply because they don't fit in with our idea of 

an ideal garden. Boo to our mothers' 

herbaceous borders, and hooray to the wild 

fields of the British countryside. Long live the 

weed, after all, a weed is nothing but an 

unloved flower. ▪ 

 

 That's where Diego Bonetto steps in. This 

botanical enthusiast in Sydney has created a 

social network called Weedbook, within the 

esteemed Facebook network, which creates 

faux personas for the spontaneous flora around 

the world. Each weed has a personality, and 

communicates with other weeds, creating a 

society of plants, protesting as one against the 

injustice of weed brutalisation.  As a gathering 

point for all weeds out there on the forgotten 

planes of the planet, they come together to let 

us know that they shall not be forgotten. They 

shall not die quietly. They are the weeds of 

planet Earth, and they are here to stay. This 

highly progressive social networking group is 

open to all, encouraging them to support the 

cause and create some noise. 

 Originated as a socio-environmental 

investigation, the page brings together a 

number of creative writers to give voice to the Become a part of the revolution at www.weedyconnection.com 

words: Charlie Cole 

image: Tom Clark 

http://www.weedyconnection.com/


 I peel off my eyelashes and put them on the 

bedside table, observing the trail of clothing leading to the 

bed. My stockings hang on the back of the chair, waspie 

strewn on the floor, bra and even further away my blouse... 

so, that was a sexual fantasy. Everybody has one, whether 

it be making love under a sunset or being tied up and 

whipped, it‟s personal, it‟s ours. We all allow our minds to 

dwell on it, to work out exactly what stimulates us, what we 

want to happen. Who doesn‟t have a sexual fantasy? But 

would you share it? In fact could you even do it? 

 ...I land on the soft mattress, arms aloft in a moment 

of passion. Is this what we‟ve been waiting for, the 

debaucherous, forbidden fantasy sex? I lie there as my 

lover starts taking off my underwear, he fumbles with the 

waspie- all twenty seven hook and eye fastenings 

concealed by satin buttons, two more on the bra and four 

suspender clips. „No‟ I stop him huskily, I realise that the 

waspie is connected to my suspenders, the clips of those to 

my stockings. I gesture „Those need to come off first‟. I try to 

help but he stops me, he‟s going to retain the façade and 

slowly de-robe me. After two more minutes of fumbling, and 

as fully clothed as previously I get up and prop my leg on a 

table...„I think you‟re going to have to put the light on‟ ▪ 

razz asks , when it comes 

 to the BEDROOM, is less more?  

 

just the      
three of us 

words: (above) Viki Browne and  

(right) Antonia Hawken 
images: Alexis Mastroyiannis  
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 Having been with my boyfriend for a 

year and a half, I‟m desperate to maintain 

those initial jitters and tingles that come with 

the beginning of a new relationship. I‟m not 

saying the excitement has completely 

vanished; it‟s merely matured into something 

far more comfortable and routine which I do 

love.  Having said that, I think there comes a 

point in any relationship when you have to 

ask yourself whether you can do anything to 

generate something new, something that will 

thrill, something that will have him fall in love 

with you all over again.  That‟s where the 

mysterious subject of the sexual fantasy 

comes into conversation, a topic I don‟t 

actually have any problem bringing up, but it 

does makes me wonder whether I actually 

want to know what his are.  This then leads to 

“what if he‟s completely turned off by the 

thought of mine?” and the fear of 

judgement after having verbalised them.  It‟s 

common knowledge that communication is 

essential to maintaining a healthy 

relationship, and it certainly shouldn‟t be any 

different in the bedroom. 

 

“riding JODHPURS can‟t be removed 

quickly in the throes of PASSION” 
 

 The view that men hunger for two 

women at once is a stereotypical one, and it 

came as no surprise to me that when 

questioned, most boys agreed. One even 

mentioned that it wasn‟t a fantasy as it was 

entirely possible...They wanted risk and both 

domination as well as being the dominator, 

which, gentlemen, you‟ll be pleased to 

know, weren‟t that different from the sexual 

appetites of the women I spoke to.  Women 

too wanted a daring escapade, with 

romance, a lack of control and spontaneity 

all somehow mixed into the equation.  Whilst 

speaking our fantasies aloud may appear 

daunting, it seems to me that men and 

women aren‟t that far apart in their desires. 

 Without going into too much detail, 

I‟ve had my fair share of embarrassment, 

and (I  use th i s  term loosely) 

“experimentation”, when it comes to fulfilling 

a sexual fantasy.  I‟ve learnt that whipped 

cream tastes like cheese after a while if 

you use too much, that riding jodhpurs 

can‟t be removed quickly in the throes of 

passion, and that making sure his parents 

aren‟t home when you slip on the sexy 

student outfit is a must. Yet, despite 

knowing not everything has gone to plan, 

there‟s no doubt that I‟ve felt much closer 

to my partner having had the shared 

experience. 

 

“no HANDCUFFS, heels or even 

makeup” 
 

 I proudly belong to a generation 

of women who believe that they can 

attain anything they desire – Dream job? 

Not an issue. Pay rise? Lead me to the 

manager. A member of the Men‟s 1st XV 

Rugby squad? Show me the entrance to 

the scrum.  So why are we still struggling to 

speak up in the bedroom?   Living in a 

media-centric universe we are constantly 

bombarded with sexual images, stories, 

clothes, advertisements, television shows 

and magazines, leaving us to question 

whether our sex lives are really up to par 

with everyone else‟s.  This progressively 

leads me to believe that by not 

introducing a fantasy, sex toy or costume, 

I can‟t be having a satisfactory sexual 

relationship with my partner.  I‟d disagree.  

Fantasies can of course be fun and highly 

enjoyable, pushing our boundaries that bit 

further and allowing us to express 

ourselves in ways we‟d rather didn‟t leave 

the four walls of the bedroom!  I love the 

thrill, uncertainty and look of surprise on 

my boyfriend‟s face when he sees me in 

something other than my comfy undies, 

but I wouldn‟t change it for the look he 

gives when he sees me: no handcuffs, 

heels or even makeup, just me.  Imagining 

he‟s Chuck Bass is fun in the moment, but 

there‟s nothing better than cuddling up to 

him afterwards when we‟re just us. ▪ 
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razz talks ROLEPLAY, rabbits, and REALITY 



lost in wonderland 
razz falls through the looking glass 



left dress/h&m   tights/topshop   shoes/stylists own 
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this is not 
page 
three 
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 As any man will testify, women can be a 

fickle bunch. A recent survey found that 63% of 

women would rather be a glamour model than a 

doctor, nurse or teacher - surely insurmountable 

evidence that the female population is devoted 

to the pleasure of our male compatriots. Whilst 

fulfilling the fantasies of men has become 

something that women are more than adept at, 

what we don‟t realise is that through these 

aspirations, we‟re not emancipating anyone or 

anything other than the libido of the men turning 

with brooding anticipation to page three. 

 It‟s a very sad, sorry situation when young 

women make efforts to distort their bodies and 

personalities into a male fantasy. What‟s worse is 

that the media perpetuate this sordid image of 

what women should find inspirational. Let‟s take 

a closer look at the very paradigm of what 

society shamefully calls a modern feminist icon: 

Katie Price. A woman with enough filler in her 

face to prevent even the vaguest of genuine 

emotions, who gallops around on horses that she 

transports in a pink bus. A woman who made her 

name by undressing for the satisfaction of men 

and spending more money on plastic surgery 

than most people earn in a lifetime. „Inspiration‟, 

they say, „girl power‟; yes, “girl power” invoked 

by a pseudo-celebrity who spends most of her 

time splashing her children and personal life over 

the cover of cheap magazines. But „she‟s making 

it in a man‟s world‟, I hear you cry, „she‟s a 

modern businesswoman!‟ Price may be shrewd, 

cocky and undeniably canny, but the bravado 

isn‟t even her own. Her management team is the 

brains behind the money making; Price herself is 

a mere puppet. 

 Contemporary celebrity cheapens what 

spirited women fought for years before silicon 

was even invented, and the feminist fantasies of 

today are creating a disappointing culture of 

pseudo-empowerment. We‟ve become so good 

at artificially creating the male fantasy that it‟s 

more of a commodity now than it has ever been. 

Women today seem to think that empowerment 

can be derived from enslaving men, but we 

need to learn that reducing men to their base 

instincts does not constitute power or 

intelligence, nor does it produce a society based 

on equality. Sadly, Price‟s female fans worship her 

for being a „real‟ woman, yet I am perpetually 

led to ask what is so real about her? A life 

devoted to the camera lenses of ageing 

paparazzi? A body that needs continuous 

maintenance to keep the pennies coming in? 

This is a female selling herself, and the image that 

is purveyed only makes money because it 

succeeds in gratifying males. 

 Purely for the purpose of investigative 

research, I found myself repeatedly watching 

What Katie Did Next, the addictively trashy reality 

TV show that documents Price‟s life with her new 

husband, cage fighter Alex Reid. Watching her 

attempt to fathom the location of Dublin, whilst 

remaining in a state of concentration for the 

duration of her online IQ test, exemplifies the 

profound despair that I feel whenever I hear 

anyone deeming a plastic, processed, overly-

lacquered female as an icon. You don‟t have to 

be a staunch feminist to see that Price is the 

manifestation of a mainstream culture sodden 

with pornographic values. Other, though not 

quite so explicit, members of this proud 21st 

century version of the Women‟s Institute include 

Kelly Brook, The Saturdays and tirades of 

footballers‟ wives. 

 As a society we must ensure that young 

women start to believe that their futures rest on 

the talents of their brains and not their bodies. 

Women like Camila Batmanghelidjh, founder of 

support charity Kids Company, or Carol Bartz, 

Chief Executive of Yahoo, need to be celebrated 

because they embody the sentiment that flesh 

should not, and need not, equal success. They 

don‟t need anyone to leer at them to ensure 

their salary and they use their talents to give back 

to society and provide important services 

worldwide. Satisfying the domestic and sexual 

appetites of males has too long been the 

aspiration of women; it‟s time for empowerment 

to mean more than being a plastic fantasy. ▪ 

razz asks why society values 

BREASTS over brains 
words: Cyan Turan 
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 Since J.K Rowling first introduced us 

to the boy with the lightning scar, the Harry 

Potter phenomenon has gained 

momentum at an alarming pace. The 

fictional world of Harry Potter has ingrained 

itself so deeply within the average British 

child‟s subconscious that, as Professor 

McGonagall predicts in the first chapter of 

The Philosopher‟s Stone, “every child in our 

world will know his name.” Yet Professor 

McGonagall was wrong in that she does 

not extend this prediction far enough; the 

world of fantasy has enchanted both adults 

and children alike. It is almost as though our 

culture has been bewitched by, well,  

magic.                 .  

 In many ways, the foundations of 

Harry‟s world closely mirror those of our own 

society: the world of magic has a central 

government – the Ministry of Magic – which 

regulates what people can and cannot do. 

But like all governments, it is not above 

corruption. Cornelius Fudge disregards 

evidence which is put before him regarding 

Lord Voldemort‟s return, preferring to allow 

his personal opinions to colour government 

policy. Fudge‟s refusal to believe that Lord 

Voldemort has returned to full strength and 

power is in a way similar to the Allied 

powers Policy of Appeasement in the 

period preceding the Second World War. 

The memory of the horrors inflicted by the 

Great War were so strong that the political 

leaders at first choose to turn a blind eye to 

Hilter‟s aggressive advances on Europe, so 

desperate where they to avoid war. 

Meanwhile, in the present day, stories 

about government corruption are forever 

present in the media: from the inquiry into 

the Iraq war, the MP expenses scandal and 

John Prescott‟s sexual misdemeanours. 

 There are other more obvious 

parallels. The Daily Prophet and journalist 

Rita Skeeter more often than not present 

opinion as fact, or misrepresent the truth 

entirely. This can be read as Rowling‟s 

satirical attack upon our present day 

media-saturated society, where the 

tabloids have instigated a trend for 

publishing rumour over fact. Similarly, the 

idea of Mudbloods (an offensive term to 

describe wizards of Muggle – non-magical 

– parentage) and the theory of 

discriminating people based upon the 

purity of their race, draws upon issues of 

racial discourse which have been 

prevalent in western culture since the early 

modern period. Indeed, between the 

publication of the first and final books (1997

-2007), the right-wing British National Party 

(BNP) had been growing in size and 

headlines. In the 2005 general election the 

BBC news reported that the BNP had 

gained an additional 145,721 votes since 

the 2001 election, giving them an overall 

vote share rise of 0.55%. A year later, the 

under-cover reporter for The Guardian, Ian 

Cobain, would publish his story on the 

“clandestine world” of the BNP and its links 

to racism; it appears that Rowling was 

writing from a context where racial 

prejudice had gained a political mouth-

p iece.            . 

 So what is it about Harry Potter that 

is so addictive? The answer is simple. A 

teenage boy physically invades the centre 

of government, culminating in the 

establishment of Kingsley Shacklebolt as a 

more moral Minister for Magic. This same 

teenager forces (with the help of his friend 

Hermione Granger) a corrupt journalist to 

tell the truth in The Quibbler. And above all, 

he defeats an evil purist power  bent on 

causing death and destruction. Essentially, 

Harry rights many wrongs which can be 

identified in our own society, all with the 

help of some loyal friends, a pinch of 

courage, and above all – magic. 

 It appears that magic has become 

a form of escapism for our society; this 

ability to right wrongs at the flick of a wand 

is what draws children and adults to Harry‟s 

world. It provides people with hope; hope 

that when they are faced with a “choice 

between what is right and what is easy,” 

someone somewhere will stand up for what 

is right. ▪ 

image: Sarah Greive words: Olivia Hutton 

Razz  questions why us 

muggles are fascinated with 

THE BOY WHO LIVED 





what’s  
your             

razz dispels pole  

dancing‟s SMUTTY 
stereotypes 

 

position? 
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 Pole dancing. What‟s the first thing 

that comes to mind? Clubs? Almost naked 

strippers gyrating provocatively perhaps? Or 

maybe the shock in the press when sweet 

and innocent Disney-star, Miley Cyrus 

suddenly hit adulthood and pole danced live 

on TV? Despite pole dancing‟s increasing 

popularity and its emergence as a form of 

fitness, the „slutty stereotypes‟ still seem to 

cast a shadow. 

 Returning from my first pole-dancing 

taster a few weeks ago, the responses of my 

flat mates certainly mirrored this „standard 

reaction‟- the girls raised their eyebrows and 

the boy (no name necessary) just sat there 

very quietly with a cheeky grin on his face. If 

that‟s the reaction of „open-minded‟ youths, 

then you can imagine the older generation‟s 

horror... When I announced it at a family get-

together, (parents, big brothers, uncles, the 

lot) my mum actually looked like she was 

about to fall off her chair with shock and 

embarrassment! But in all seriousness why do 

people still react like this? Is it still a taboo art 

form? In fact, can it be considered an art 

form at all, or will it always just be the seedy 

fulfilment of a modern day fantasy? I decided 

to explore these questions and find out 

whether pole dancing deserves its bad name.  

        Walking into the Spincity pole dancing 

class, held in Exeter Phoenix and open to the 

public, I was immediately surprised by the mix 

of people; there were a few middle-aged 

women and a young mum - in fact my friend 

and I were the youngest there.  I wasn‟t 

expecting a class full of strippers, but this 

diversity of people in one dance class is 

something I haven‟t come across before in all 

my experience of dance. What struck me first 

about my pole dancing experience was how 

physically demanding it was, and with the 

high skill involved- it really is much harder than 

it looks. I woke up the next day with a few 

minor bruises and muscles aching- muscles I 

didn‟t even know I had! Pole dancing really 

does act as a work out: toning and building 

strength in muscles all over. It‟s particularly 

good, I noticed, in the upper body - an 

area that for some girls is a bit harder to 

work on in the gym. The next thing that I 

learned was the vast possibilities of the 

dance form - we were given a booklet 

which listed literally hundreds of 

movements. Within this there‟s lots of 

opportunity for creativity; like other dance 

forms, interpretation of your style of 

performance is encouraged, yet with pole 

dancing you definitely felt, as cliché as it 

may sound, „free‟ to do whatever. Lastly, 

the class clearly gave all participants a 

confidence boost; we were all different 

shapes and sizes, and worked at different 

paces, but by the end all the women were 

genuinely enthused by their improvement.  

 The accessibility of this dance form 

was also evident when I went to Exeter 

University‟s Pole Dancing society. I spoke to 

Robin Zaagman, a third year Psychology 

student who started pole dancing this 

year. She said she was “too scared to join” 

in her first year, being put off by the bad 

image, but now regrets not starting earlier 

because she enjoys it so much.  

 When I asked Jessica Heath, third 

year English student and Vice President of 

the society, if pole dancing deserved its 

stereotype, she firmly rejected the seedy 

image saying it actually “breaks down 

fantasy” and is about a “modern form of 

fitness that combines elegance, flexibility, 

and strength”.  As for the sexiness of it, she 

says it‟s more about “empowering” 

women, embracing the dance for 

“personal satisfaction”, and not being 

embarrassed by self-expression. Something 

that is often sidestepped when discussing 

Pole Dancing is the simple fun of spinning 

around a pole - as silly as it sounds, you get 

that playful quality that adults actually lose 

touch with.  This is evident at the end of 

the class when the final “jammin” or 

dance sequence is performed - everyone 

takes it in turn to dance and watch, and 

it‟s not competitive or bitchy but good fun. 

 So what‟s my view on pole dancing 

now? I‟ve discovered it‟s a unique art form 

that requires skill and daring, but is also a 

lot of laughs. You can take it as seriously or 

lightly as you want and this flexibility makes 

it a fitness activity that appeals to all. Have 

I dispelled the myth? Probably not - you‟ll 

just have to go and try it out for 

yourselves. ▪ 

words: Kate Hird images: Tahmina Khan 
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razz editors Ellie and Emma  
interview GEMMA CORRELL 

an illustrator’s profile 

When did you first start drawing? “I have 

been drawing for my whole life, really. At 

school, I was the go-to girl for making 

posters, flyers for fêtes, etc. and I even 

made my own comic called “The 

Chatterbox” when I was 10.” We love the 

quirkiness of your illustrations! Where do 

you get your inspiration from? 

“I find inspiration everywhere. Often an 

overheard conversation, or a book that I’m 

reading, or simply someone that I see in 

the street. Sometimes I’m not even really 

conscious of these observations, but they’ll 

crop up later in a drawing.” Our favourites 

have to be your „kitties‟. Are they based on 

real-life cats, or real-life people? “I always 

have my old cat, Olli, in mind when 

drawing cats. He was my pet from age 11-

22 and I adored him. So the actual 

drawings are often based on him, but the 

interactions are more likely to be based on 

people.” Some of your work feels really 

personal. How much of your work is based 

on your actual experiences and how much 

of it is fictional? “Quite a lot of my work is 

based on real experiences, but sometimes 

I’ll embellish those experiences to make 

them funnier. Although, often I don’t need 

to- there’s so much humour in the simple 

exchanges and conversations that I 

witness every day.” We enjoy your daily 

dairies. Is it easier to draw about your real 

life? “Yes, drawing about my life doesn’t 

require much thought, so I like writing/

drawing my diaries at the end of the day- it 

helps me to gather my thoughts and really 

process what happened to me that day. 

Otherwise, I’ll go through a day working 

madly in my own little world and not really 

taking in the things that happen.”  

Marmite. Love or hate? “Actually, I’m on 

the fence about Marmite. I do like it, but I 

wouldn’t go so far as to say “love”. My 

spread-related love is reserved for peanut 

butter.” We couldn‟t help but notice the 

recurring theme of pugs in your illustrations. 

Do you own one… two?... three? “I have 

one. His name is Mr. Norman Pickles and 

he is my favourite.” The photos of your 

studio look really cool. Do you need to be 

in a certain environment to be inspired? 

“The most important things for me is that 

the environment I work in is quiet and 

warm, with internet access. It’s nice to be 

surrounded by pretty and inspiring things 

but I could work in a cupboard as long as 

it was comfy... well, it would have to be 

fairly spacious too.” What advice would 

you give to budding illustrators? 

“There are a lot of would-be illustrators out 

there these days. The ones that succeed 

are those that work really, really hard and 

know how to market their work. It isn’t easy 

to begin with, but it does get better as the 

years go by, so don’t give up too quickly.” 

Would you rather… never be able to draw 

again or only be able to communicate 

through drawing? “To only be able to 

communicate through drawing... that’s 

pretty much all I can do, anyway.” What is 

t h e  l a s t  t h i n g  y o u  a t e ? 

“Tandoori prawns with rice and naan 

bread, cooked by my boyfriend, Anthony. 

It was delicious.” If a stranger asked you to 

razz their berries, what would you reply? 

“Not today, but thank you for asking.” ▪ 
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to see more of gemma’s work visit www.gemmacorrell.com... 



le rêve européen 
image: Zoe Melegari 
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razz DREAMS a European dream words: Hannah Franklin 
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 Everybody wants what it 

represents, longs for what James 

Truslow Adams (who coined the phrase 

in 1931), describes as „that dream of a 

land in which life should be better and 

richer and fuller for every man.‟  

 Am e r i c a  ha s  s om ew hat 

romantically developed itself into a 

country of hope; a place where all 

your dreams come true. Nowadays, 

most of us long for the lifestyles from US 

TV shows such as Gossip Girl, The Hills 

and 90210; we want the flashy cars, the 

New York shopping and to sip 

cosmopolitans at midday Sex and the  

City style. Yet with this craving for a bite 

of the Big Apple, do we forget about 

what‟s on our doorstep in Europe? 

Can‟t a better, richer and fuller life also 

be found here?  

 

“As STUDENTS, we are trained to 

think in terms of what looks good 

on a CV”   

 

 With its Ivy League universities 

such as Harvard, Yale and Brown, 

America seems representative of 

„making it big‟, either academically or 

through the media. In contrast, Europe 

appears to be an insignificant and 

potentially romantic escape from the 

„real world‟ of stock broking and 

finance; a world of politics and current 

affairs.  With so much emphasis on 

success in today‟s society, it is easy to 

push aside anything that doesn‟t 

appear to „get you places.‟ As 

students, we are trained to think in 

terms of „what looks good on a CV‟ – 

what will an employer want to see we 

have achieved?  Our focus is on 

internships, work experience and useful 

contacts, which potentially leads us to 

forget about the smaller, yet somehow 

equally significant, pleasures in life. With 

so much competition for jobs, some 

would argue that a dream of living in a 

small mountain village with a tight-knit 

community in the French Alps is 

completely idealistic and hardly 

sustainable – where will it get you in 

„real life‟?   

 

“Sipping COFFEE and eating 

croissants outside a PARISIAN café” 

 

 Yet if our aspirations and our 

perceptions of „real life‟ are focused 

solely on the big cities of success and 

high-earning jobs, won‟t we miss 

something? We shouldn‟t undervalue 

the pleasure that can be derived from 

a European lifestyle; sipping coffee and 

eating croissants outside a Parisian 

café in the morning, watching 

gondolas along Venetian canals, sitting 

by Copenhagen harbour, listening to 

live music play whilst the sun is setting 

or mid-winter walks along the rivers in 

Prague. These images may sound 

pretentious and idealistic, yet with such 

emphasis placed on a job being 

everything in today‟s society, can‟t 

these small pleasures help contribute to 

a richer, fuller, lifestyle? ▪ 



image: Sarah Mellish 
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love at f i rst bite 
razz investigates what‟s at STAKE when you fall for the UNDEAD  

image: Sophie Jukes  



RAZZ 26 

 Why the fatal attraction to the 

vampire? If Buffy slayed werewolves would 

her show have made over ten series? If the 

Cullens had been ghouls would we still 

want to be Bella? Personally if a potential 

boyfriend admitted a penchant for sucking 

blood, I think the direction I would be 

headed in would be the nearest mountain 

range, but, you know, to each their own. So 

why have vampires captured the 

imagination of populations worldwide? 

 Running deeper than a love for 

Twilight, The Vampire Diaries and True Blood 

are streams of emotional attachment to 

the vampire reaching back several 

centuries, further even than Stoker‟s 

Dracula. Perhaps the most important 

aspect of this attachment is the fact that 

vampires take on a human form (with a few 

added extras, fangs and maybe a slightly 

strange dress sense); essentially, the 

concept of vampires is derived from 

ourselves. Our obsession with the nature of 

the vampire begins in being able to base 

the whole concept on a tangible reality. 

Vampires reflect our own fears, mimicking 

some of the most horrible and yet 

sometimes the most sought after aspects 

and desires of human nature. 

 The immortality of vampires 

exemplifies our human fear of death; who 

likes the idea of being shovelled into the 

ground, when vampires simply climb out of 

the grave and walk away...almost good as 

new. On the other hand, vampires‟ 

longevity reinforces the value of not living 

forever. Not wanting to die is a human 

experience – not being able to die is 

projected onto vampires to remind us of 

that privilege. 

 The predatory nature of vampires is 

also a prerequisite for immortality. Being 

preyed upon by a stronger version of 

ourselves reflects that, as the organism at 

the top of the food chain, no other animal 

significantly disrupts our population growth. 

Lions just don‟t cut it as natural predators 

anymore; they‟re not the ones prowling 

Exeter High Street in the early hours of the 

morning. The thing that we are most scared 

of is each other. 

  The beliefs that vampires hunt at 

night, the time of day when we are least at 

ease, that they are stronger, faster and 

able fly away as bats, all contribute to our 

fear of being preyed upon by something 

that we are unable to fight. Vampires prey 

upon humankind in a way that reflects 

reality; people really do get attacked 

walking alone at night, obviously not by 

anything supernatural, but by other people 

who are physically stronger and able to 

overpower them. By projecting our own fears 

of attack onto vampires we distance 

ourselves from the threat. After all, it would 

be impractical to fear all fellow human 

beings. 

  The modern obsession with vampires 

draws upon, not only our fear but equally, 

our sexuality and desires; the beast did it for 

beauty, but personally it would take more 

than an enchanted rose and a haircut to 

make me take him home to mum. Vampires 

might be supernatural beasts, but we‟d have 

no qualms turning up to Graduation with the 

handsome Edward Cullen on our arm.  There 

may be a small minority of remote Welsh 

farmers who prefer the goat pen to a bed, 

but vampires are, in this modern day and 

age, a more celebrated fantasy. The 

vampire presents us with a dangerous 

stranger, one that we mould into something 

attractive. He‟s that guy on the back of the 

motorbike, with ripped jeans, a chiselled jaw, 

and an air of brooding disdain. He has an 

edge, and one that cuts deeply. Somehow 

by simultaneously attracting and frightening 

us, intimacy becomes a part of the 

experience. We all know it may end in tears 

(or blood loss) but the mystery of the vampire 

continues to draws us in. 

 And it‟s not just a one sided 

attraction. Vampires need humans to sustain 

them and this dependency can transgress 

into something sexual (think Bill and Sookie 

from True Blood). They need to physically use 

our bodies to satisfy their natural drives and 

this dependency is reflected in our own 

human relationships every day. 

 The new media obsession with 

vampires is perhaps not so new at all. They 

have always acted as a projection of the 

parts of our human nature that lie within the 

subconscious. They are finely tuned 

predators of the human race, yet bond with 

us, their prey, more intimately than our 

closest human relations ever could. These 

brutal destroyers are bound to us through the 

strongest possible medium – our blood. ▪ 

words: Francesca Newton  
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 I have a theory about the fashion 

industry; it‟s actually remarkably kind to us. 

Yes, I understand that it‟s responsible for 

forcing mainstream eating disorders, non-

prescription glasses and the colour 

„camel‟ upon us (as if we are supposed to 

appreciate starving ourselves, pretending 

to be optically impaired and wearing the 

colour of a bad-tempered animal from 

head to toe). This aside, fashion brings us 

the great excitement of the autumn/

winter fashion frenzy, a carrot-and-stick 

method of taking women‟s minds off the 

sad demise of the summer and the death 

of summer romances. 

 The summer romance is something 

of a myth in popular culture. In the midst 

of the summer heat, it seems we are 

irresistibly drawn to fleeting romances with 

foreign bartenders and tanned beach 

bums. It‟s as if airlines pay for beautiful, 

exotic men (and women) to lounge 

around waiting for the influx of 

impressionable British tourists, to then prey 

on them and win our hearts with their 

beautiful exoticness. We swoon, we‟re 

swept away – and suddenly find ourselves 

back at home with a heart full of 

nostalgia, a handful of photos and the 

unrealistic notion of being one day 

reunited. We squirrel away the common 

knowledge that summer romances are by 

definition ephemeral at best. And then, 

drawing into a bitterly cold winter, reality 

sets in and once again we attempt to 

busy ourselves with academia and 

autumn fashion. 

  But whilst this season‟s Chloé coat 

(or the nearest high-street reproduction) 

may shield us from the weather, of course 

it‟s no replacement for a human 

embrace. And so it is that we come to the 

turn of the season with the plethora of 

women‟s publications filled with articles 

(„advice‟) on how to let go of the frivolities 

of the summertime, how to remedy that 

„broken heart‟. Cue sceptical pause; time 

to reveal my trump card: the recent 

advent of the staycation. 

  According to travel agents and 

the media alike, we Brits are spending 

more on holidaying on home turf than we 

have for decades, thanks to public 

enemy number one: The Recession. All the 

pubs and parties, beaches and 

barbecues of the summer months have 

the wonderful perk of being prime for 

social activity. There are few better 

opportunities in the year to meet so many 

new people and find so many beautiful, if 

slightly less exotic, prospective partners. 

Romantic fantasies can indeed be fulfilled 

without flight, but they often get lumped 

into the same category as the summer 

romances of popular culture that bear 

fruit in the moment, but become a little 

stale once the flight home lands.  

 It‟s easy to automatically owe 

careless romance over the summer 

months – be they at home or away – to a 

sunstroke-induced mistake, easy to dismiss 

these relationships as unrealistic and tuck 

them away into a bubble as is generally 

prescribed by popular agony aunts. It‟s 

easy to want to just get reacquainted 

with „real‟ life, come down to earth, focus 

once again on workloads and wardrobes. 

But although your memories may be 

ethereal and the chances of your 

relationship working (however casual) 

somewhat slim, I‟d say this is one myth 

that ought to be eradicated.  

 As we‟re all witnessing now, the 

transition into the winter months is sneaky 

at the best of times and quicker than 

you‟d guess! Perhaps hanging on to the 

beauty of a summer holiday is better in 

reality than it sounds in your head. 

Staycation or vacation, romances don‟t 

necessarily need to be extinguished 

because of a sudden distance. A fling 

that fizzles out won‟t be the end of the 

world. Embrace the romance of 

„rebelling‟, bucking the trend. Of course, if 

you are lucky enough to have found an 

exotic other half on a foreign holiday, 

then you could save on that new 

wardrobe and jet back off to that place 

where clothes are more a hindrance than 

a necessity! ▪ 

razz MOURNS the end  

of our SUMMER flings 
words: Amy Longworth 

image: Nick Rowland  



 

what are men to rocks 
and mountains? 
 
Leave behind the stale 

Evanesce from junk mail 

and aim aimlessly wander with your wanderlust. 

 

A hut in dense and dark 

perfumed Ethiopia awaits 

your presence 

Sheba, 

whose jewels are letters 

whose crown is better 

than silver or gold. 

 

Her halo 

like Saturn and her rings, 

untied to man, 

but plummeting spherically 

never falling 

always hurtling 
 

Face forward 

Eyes like glistening marbles, 

embracing the light 

of brilliance. 

 
Zoe Wolstenholme 

the park 
 

The ripples on the water grow deeper. I sneeze twice. 

It gets colder. 

I turn the music up higher, so I won‟t hear their catcalls 

I hope they don‟t hear me 

 

It‟s cold enough for a coat now, but I forgot mine, in my rush to see 

you. 

The hair sticks to my lip-gloss or if I push it away, it blows everywhere. 

But I‟m pleased the men have left. 

Do you know I‟m still waiting for you? 

 
Natalie Audley 

image: Rosie Grindrod 

masquerade 
 

One day I played the bad guy. 

I dressed in sincere smiles and wound 

Locks of lies up high above my 

Head, lavishly veiled in scarlet scarf, 

None could spy a single strand. 

He gazed upon my rags of red, admiring 

The seamless lines, their blush of crimson 

The way they slyly stress the pinkish 

Glow that heats my scorching cheeks. 

 

 

I wear my red because he wore it 

First, yet while his sat soft on thickened skin, 

Mine digs and itches a scalp too white 

And weighs too heavily upon a skull 

Too slight. 

 
Isabelle Younane 
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poetry  
and prose 

twinkle 
  

This isn‟t the ordinary cheddar in the sky. 

It‟s shining. Something which caught my eye. 

I believe, it could be... an abandoned twinkle in disguise. 

„One‟. Just one, surrounded by countless couples. 

This „one‟ is uneven. 

Uneven as if it were the only „one‟ which stood at rest. 

Not to say a word. Uneven so, it has become that bulb in 

space. 

My mind calculated that „one‟ which shined. 

An attention seeker. Could it be? 

Creating that theme of... All eyes on me. 

Easy. Far from hard to miss. We can see. 

A new dimension, a vortex, a hole. 

A planet, which is where we could be. 

Lying on the moons crest. Drawing years ahead.  

Orion‟s belt? 

It‟s become a light in my view. 

I‟m sitting by a step. 

Gazing through the window which I elevate my head out. 

You can‟t miss it. I‟m being provided with ... 

Guidance,  

Safety, 

Comfort. 

I‟m trying to personify her. Evaluate her. Read her picturing 

minds.  

It ignores. It turns. But still can be seen. 

I‟ve assessed. It‟s a girl.  

From my window this morning, it was just... 

A star in the sky. 

 

Mohamed Mohamed 
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bertha 
 

I had left you cooling trails; hardened 

candle-wax and curtains ablaze. You hear 

my laugh like discord on the piano, or the 

cloying taste of burnt porridge on the tongue. 

I have wrung hearts, let go to waste 

the cloying taste of sunshine on the skin. 

I felt and felt your master‟s hesitant touch. 

I can‟t even blush. Not even for my misconduct, 

for my smouldering, stifling shame. 

I can‟t even whisper my name, my name, 

savage and sharp and shrill. I laugh. 

 

I used to sing sweet summer songs 

at dinner parties. I used to dance. 

I was a dancer. I‟d take rum with my dinner, 

keep cool beneath the bowers of 

outgoing trees. I used to dance. I laugh. 

 

I wore a dress once too. I slept in beds. 

Slept in the slow and silent domestic life. 

Time taught me new tricks. But I‟m 

still a wife. I laugh and shriek. But I‟m a wife. 

 

And in the candlelight, spectral and pale, 

you‟ve seen my fearful face, touched 

your undone veil. Strands of strange, 

foreign cotton, white and unwoven. 

But now I am kept at bay like the darkness. 

My nights belong not to love, but the cold, 

kept lonely and distant and still. I laugh. 

Savage and sharp and shrill. I am ill. 

Tonight belongs to my knife and my smile 

and wedding dresses and the fire I spill. 
 

Callan Davies 
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aeroplane 
 

Thumping aeroplane rhythms buzz 

Tired ears drooping in the heat, 

Moving through the window-pane night. 

 

The floor is ugly pottery 

Arranged mosaic like against 

The walls leaning over, 

Curving full-circle. 

 

Girls with well defined, architect- 

Approved, facial bone structures 

Stare at the almost-as-bland ground. 

 

Lips are pursed, round like the 

Coffee mugs they place on our desks, 

Severe cappuccino cream, 

Red lipstick clumsily applied. 

 

We lower ourselves into steamy Heathrow; 

The captain sighing into his stubble; 

The girls‟ smooth uniformed skirts, 

Smile at last and their mouths invert. 

 
Gregory Hoare 

portrait of columba: a sonnet 
 

My flatmate‟s voice is nothing like a tune; 

World peace is far more done than her work done; 

If her last day came, she‟d still rise at noon; 

If clothes were not expected she‟d wear none. 

I have seen lions rip apart a bear, 

But no such restraint see I in her rations; 

And in some antonyms is more compare 

Than in the metaphors our flatmate fashions. 

We long to see her wash up, yet confess 

That licking proves a far more clean result; 

Her love for her reflection is excess; 

Her love for others borders on assault: 

And yet, for us, a galaxy of stars 

Could never match the light that shines from ours. 

 
Janine Fisher 

 

 

image: Tom Clark 
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kala  

ghoda  

musings 
 

 

Maybe we should 

Speak 

And ruin it. 

 

But I saw him looking 

Sky-like glances 

We never spoke again. 

 

Two inches of skin 

Fairy lights and words 

Oh wait, that can‟t be real. 

 

He blew swans of smoke into my face 

And laughed. 

As if I‟d be fooled by that. 

 

The fridge magnets from our first anniversary 

Fell and broke. 

That was our excuse. 

 

I took a photograph 

And now he‟s gone. 

Silent love should stay silent. 

 

We were to walk down 

On white flowers , by silk drapes 

But the 20th century got in the way. 

 

She was a capitalist, 

Small chance of love then, I thought, 

Before I bribed the hypocrite. 

 

We do not sell ideals, 

She said, kissing me, 

We have policies about that. 

 

I watched him smile, 

Wave, adjust his tie 

And hide the red smudge on his collar. 

 

Cutting chai, rain 

And comfortable silences. 

As usual, he walked ahead of me. 

words: Sharanya Murali 
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 Firstly, on behalf of my two Polaroid-photographer 

friends, I‟d like to quash OutKast‟s rumour that in order to 

develop a Polaroid photo you need to “Shake it, sh-shake it, 

shake it like a Polaroid picture…” Modern Polaroid film does 

not work in this way, and energetic shaking can actually 

damage the photo. Lay it, L-lay it… on a flat surface instead. 

 We live in a digital age. Digital photography has 

revolutionised the way in which we view photography. We 

are able to take multiple photos of the same thing and 

check them immediately to avoid any closed eyes, blurring, 

or thumbs over the lenses… Nowadays we can replicate our 

photos with a simple keyboard shortcut, there‟s no need for 

multiple cameras at an event; with sharing sites such as Flickr 

and Facebook, everybody‟s‟ personal collections are made 

public. Despite all of these digital benefits, for me, it‟s easy 

to see the allure of Polaroid photography. At the press of a 

button you get an (almost) instant, yet tangible photo, and 

in a more real and exciting way than with digital 

photography. Since original colour dyes are no longer 

available for classic Polaroid cameras, this retro mode of  

photography would have entirely dye-d out (sorry couldn‟t 

resist) if it wasn‟t for schemes like The Impossible Project.  The 

Impossible team have prevented more than 300,000,000 

fully functioning Polaroid cameras from becoming obsolete, 

by producing totally new, compatible film materials from 

scratch. It‟s an important job, as the project has saved 

analogue instant photography from extinction. ▪ 

 

If you have a special, nostalgic place in your heart for Polaroid photography, then 

take a look at www.the-impossible-project.com for more information. 

images: Sarah Brown 

words: Emma Vince 
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