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

of Exeter‘s 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, 

and we have another packed issue for you!  This issue‘s 

themes of love and lost have inspired a wide range of 

articles. On the next page we ask whether Disney and porn 

have ruined relationships? Can love ever be blind? We 

count the well worn love clichés on page five. And for your 

seasonal fashion fix, turn to page seven where we look at 

British fashion from an American perspective.  

 

If creative writing is your thing, this issue offers several short 

stories as well as our regular poetry and prose spread on 

page thirty two. We also include profiles of student directors 

from Theatre with Teeth (page thirteen) and an interview 

with BBC comedian Pippa Evans (page eleven).  

 

Congratulations to the winner of our illustration competition 

announced on page thirty four. 

 

We hope your berries are suitably razzed! 

Keep creative,  

   Emma and Ellie x 

dear readers 
a little editorial note 



 Snow White famously stated that 

one day, her prince would come... and 

she seemed pretty certain about it. All 

the little girls who have since watched 

the Disney classic have, as a result, 

made up their minds that they too will 

be rescued and swept off their feet by 

their knight in shining armour and I have 

to admit that I was no different! With this 

in mind, it‘s quite easy to see how from 

a tender age female expectations of 

men begin to rise.  Unfortunately for the 

lads, we certainly don‘t lessen the 

pressure the older we get, and these 

conflicting expectations tend to cause 

arguments! 

Valentine‘s Day seems to be 

one of the most difficult, forced, and 

consequently hated days of the year 

for couples. The 14th of February sends 

most boys into a state of panic and 

compels girls to raise their hopes to 

dizzying heights, only to be bitterly 

disappointed. During my teens, I have 

been both let down and pleasantly 

surprised by numerous boyfriends, and I 

blame my disappointments on all the 

romantic scenes that I have sighed, 

cried, and longed for over the years.  

I adore romantic comedy, 

partly because it‘s slushy and easy to 

watch (with the added bonus of a 

delightful piece of eye candy to admire 

for two hours), but also because it isn‘t 

real.  Part of the appeal lies within its 

fiction and the knowledge that life isn‘t 

like the movies - its escapism is 

enchanting. But it‘s tricky to resist 

swooning at Hugh Grant‘s smooth, and 

apparently spontaneous, sentiment, 

and not question why the man in your 

life hasn‘t confessed something similar.  

We wonder why most men can‘t dance 

like Patrick Swayze in Dirty Dancing or 

don‘t confess undying and everlasting 

love in the style of Edward Cullen. I 

mean, just when will my own Mr Darcy 

emerge from a lake, white shirt clinging 

in all the right places? 

I think there should be a class 

available to teach men just 

how much girls love and 

cherish romantic gestures.  

It would explain how we‘ve 

been taken in by the 

fairytales, the romantic theme 

music, and the look of amazement 

from any male lead as he watches his 

counterpart sashay down an absurdly 

large staircase. These loving looks, 

p a s s i o n a t e  s p e e c h e s  a n d 

extravagant actions tend to make us 

question whether we’re worth these 

romantic gestures: after all, if she can 

have these things, then why can‘t I? 

Surely such films revolve around 

human experience, heightening their 

appeal, allowing deeper interaction 

and appreciation? Wouldn‘t this 

mean that such men do exist? 

Perhaps the bar has been raised 

ridiculously high, but I believe there‘s 

nothing stopping our other halves 

from at least attempting to jump that 

little bit higher off the ground.  As long 

as we‘re cared for and feel 

appreciated, gentlemen, actions 

don‘t require delving into your 

overdraft, and words don‘t need to 

resemble a Shakespearean sonnet. 

I‘m not blind to the fact that 

these fi lms have altered my 

ex p ec ta t i o n s  o f  m en ,  a n d 

occasionally I give my boyfriend a 

harder time than he deserves 

because he doesn‘t always perform 

the bold romantic gesture that I have 

witnessed on screen, or say the right 

thing at the right time. But when he 

does, its impact is far greater and 

touching because it‘s him, in his own 

way.  I don‘t expect huge bouquets 

of roses ―just because‖, I don‘t 

demand Tiffany bracelets because I 

think I‘m worth it and I certainly don‘t 

require undying, heart wrenchingly 

romantic poems/speeches to know 

I‘m loved. Although... it wouldn‘t hurt 

every now and again! 

where‟s my prince charming? 

words Antonia Hawken 
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 Porn is an interesting subject in 

relationships. I mean, once a guy expects 

that most nights should be filled with several 

different girls attacking him from all angles, 

why should he want anything else? Are 

expectations like this dangerous for 

relationships, especially those in the early 

stages? Not many guys will actually stop 

watching porn when they have a girlfriend, 

and many girlfriends wouldn‘t force them to. 

But should they? Should porn play such a big 

p a r t  i n  m e n ‘ s  s e x  l i v e s ?  

 Taking even the most basic porn 

format and comparing it to reality reveals 

big differences in what we perceive normal 

sex to be. Girl very quickly gets naked and 

gives a semi-interested guy a blowjob, after 

a long spell of intercourse and moaning we 

close with a spectacular climax which leaves 

the female actress in need of a flannel. Now, 

you have to understand how exposure to this 

might confuse some guys, especially the 

ones who watched a lot of porn as virgins. 

Why isn‘t she already naked? Where‘s my 

blowjob? Why does she keep pushing me 

away from her bum? All valid questions from 

someone whose misguided concept of sex is 

based purely on their daily dose of naked 

internet ladies.  

 Expectation can be a dangerous 

thing, and even someone who‘s not 

stupid enough to think that every 

girl is an insatiable whore can be 

sucked into the trap of expecting 

too much too 

s o o n .  O f 

course, in a 

g i v i n g 

relationship 

c o u p l e s 

should try to 

please each other, but never before 

have free internet sites been so keen to please 

men effortlessly, repeatedly, and in ways that 

some girls simply aren‘t comfortable with. 

Some guys may end up thinking that they‘ll 

bypass taking a girl out for dinner, being 

attentive, and partaking in more than ten 

seconds of foreplay to get sex. Instead, they‘ll 

take the easy option: porn. There‘s no risk of 

pregnancy sat in front of a computer screen 

(although viruses are an even greater threat 

online than during actual sex)… 

 So what am I getting at here? Do I 

hate porn? No. Could I live without it? Yes, my 

laptop‘s currently broken and I‘m doing just 

fine. Does it create false expectations about 

what a girlfriend should do? Definitely. 

However, despite being somewhat of a threat 

when men let it affect their expectations, porn 

is far too ingrained into society to be 

entirely removed as a solution. Consider 

porn the rabbit-shaped sex toy for men. 

You might think, ‗Why do you need 

that?‘ But it will pose no real threat if 

everything is working how it should in 

the bedroom. If there are things you 

are not comfortable with happening, 

talk about it and make it clear; if 

pornography has made this a must 

for that chap, then he is not the 

right one for you. ▪ 

 
 
 
where‟s my 
insatiable 
whore? 

words ‗B.J‘ (anonymous male writer) 

image Alexis Mastroyiannis  
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“i love you is always a quotation” 
it’s the CLICHÉS that cause the trouble. razz counts the ways.  

It is a long recognised stereotype 

that the British find it difficult to express their 

emotions. It is perhaps inevitable then that 

representations of British men in films revolve 

around the dithering, ultimately romantic Colin 

Firth type. The hero, unable to proclaim his 

love, gathers his courage at the crucial 

moment and secures his prize and his ‗happy 

ending‘ by employing a flurry of clichés. As a 

modern day audience it is difficult not to 

become cynical towards the romantic 

pretensions of these films and find their 

message ridiculous and false. After all, we 

have been exposed to such clichés from a 

young age; there are now a number of 

‗Disney gave me unrealistic expectations of 

love‘ groups on Facebook. Apparently, we no 

longer attend to these clichés or find truth in 

them. And yet they came from someone or 

somewhere so surely they must have had a 

meaning once?  

 

“love within THREE MINUTES  
is very possible” 

 

‗Love is blind‘, is one of the most 

retold adages of our language, but how many 

of us actually believe in it? When we look for a 

boyfriend/girlfriend, how many of us really 

ignore the way that somebody looks? At least 

at first, Shrek is hard to love. So how could 

Shakespeare, the man who coined the 

phrase, have got it so drastically wrong? In 

2004, UCL conducted a study on young 

mothers and found that looking at pictures of 

loved ones reduced activity in the part of the 

brain that deals with negative thoughts and 

the opinions of others. Showing consequently, 

that once you love someone, you no longer 

judge them on their appearance. So 

Shakespeare is half—right; once you love 

someone, love is blind. But how do we get to 

the love stage if we are not genetically 

blessed? ‗Love at first sight‘? 

Certainly, the possibility of ‗Love at 

first sight‘ has been extensively explored in our 

culture. Joseph Heller‘s Catch—22 begins 

with the line ‗It was love at first sight‘ and The 

Beatles are ‗certain that it happens all the 

time‘. In Edward Scissorhands, The Notebook 

and Wall-E, the protagonists all fall 

immediately in love with their partners. All this 

makes ‗Love at first sight‘ another too 

familiar cliché. However, a study carried out 

in the USA has shown that within three 

minutes of conversation, we are able to 

determine what kind of relationship we want 

to have with a person; this tells us that while 

‗Love at first sight‘ may be a myth, love 

within three minutes is very possible. 

John Lyly wrote that ‗The rules of 

fair play do not apply in love and war‘. Since 

shortened to ‗All‘s fair in love and war‘, this 

dictum suggests that when it comes to love 

or war, normal rules don‘t apply. For 

example, it is fine to kill someone on a 

battlefield but not to murder, and yet the 

end result is the same. It is also acceptable 

to steal someone‘s partner if you really do 

love them. It seems that so long as your 

motive is love, be it for your country or for a 

specific person, previously unacceptable 

actions are appropriate. Perhaps this is worth 

consideration next time you drunkenly kiss 

the guy your flatmate had her eye on. 

 Clichés attempt to provide a 

universal truth on painful or difficult 

experiences. Essentially they reassure us, and 

while the sceptics will remain, who doesn‘t 

secretly hope to be swept off their feet on a 

cold day in March when the work is 

beginning to pile up? Clichés give us hope, 

and to use another cliché, ‗Hope is a good 

thing, maybe the best of things, and no 

good thing ever dies‘. Clichés can act as 

advice from those who have been there 

before, though mainly they are ignored as 

we attempt to go our own way in life and 

love. Just be careful when you suddenly see 

that guy or girl across the dance floor and 

wonder whether he or she might be ‗The 

one‘. ▪ 

words Sophie Lock image Sophie Jukes 



 perspective               
american 

from an  

words Darnell Daniels 

image Jess Weeks 

model Anna Holden 
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Fashion is always exciting. From coveted 

designers like the late Alexander McQueen to Christopher Bailey, the 

island that is the United Kingdom has always been a major influence 

in closets throughout the world- my own included. Studying abroad at 

the University of Exeter provided not only fancy accents but also a 

refreshing array of styles and trends. Some great and some- well, I‘ll just 

say it frankly- UGG boots. The superb blend of genres here gives British 

fashion a language- sophisticated, original and punkish- that inspires 

the world with folklore, nature, and wealth. It is because of its heritage 

that English fashion is, and remains, one of the most influential styles 

today. 

 I arrived in the United Kingdom almost six months ago. On my 

first day on the High Street, I felt like a lost little boy captivated by the 

sights of new silhouettes- peacoats galore. Before, I never knew what 

the inside of H&M or Topshop actually looked liked and I was impressed.  

Now you might ask yourself how I‘ve come to critique English fashion. I 

had the lovely privilege of working for Topman and it was a great 

experience. The movement of trends from the high fashion world into 

moderate prices excites me and the pristine lines and tailored cuts allow 

British fashion to be the best that it can be. I may sometimes feel lost in 

and around the university, yet I refuse to give in to what Zara or River 

Island calls ―the look!‖. Finding myself in a sea of navy fabrics clashed 

amongst brown leather accessories, my ‗American‘ style suddenly stands 

out. But with the help of some English friends who show me the way with 

their ice blue Birkin and their Chanel watch, I‘m quite humbled to follow.  

 From the flashing plaid inside a Burberry trench to the rocker glam 

inspiration from a Keith Richards-esque Jack Sparrow, I‘m intrigued that British 

fashion can capture all of these ideas in one. ―It‘s that twist, I don‘t know how to 

explain it, but that twist in British fashion- t‘s exciting!‖ say the majority of my friends, 

both in Europe and the United States. The University of Exeter captures all of this and 

I‘d be the cliché ‗ignorant American‘ not to acknowledge it. Overall, I have found 

my year abroad here a great one. With several months still to go and new looks 

continuing to appear, what keeps me excited is the thought of this transition into spring 

clothing- what to expect? Well, I may still be the lost American, but I‘m  finding my way 

through love of the finer things in life-  British fashion. ▪ 

  



RAZZ 2 

latika‟s theme 
―Latika‘s Theme! Ohh, you have that song 

then.‖ 

His finger on the mouse, click. 

―Latika.‖ 

―That‘s what I said.‖ 

―No, you said Lath-ee-ka.‖ 

―It‘s a matter of syllables, isn‘t it?‖ 

―No, it‘s a matter of different letters.‖ 

Two steps towards him, two inches away from 

his chest. 

―How is what I‘m saying any different?‖ 

Chair swivel, chair swivel. 

―Th, not Thh.‖ 

“त, not थ.” 
“That‘s what I‘m saying.‖ 

―No, you‘re — ok, say tikka.‖ 

―Th-eeka.‖ 

―Th‖ 

―Tik-tik-tik‖ 

―Now you‘re just making things up.‖ 

Laughter, hand on the back of his chair. 

―No, see‖ 

Lean over him. 

―There‘s ट, which is the sound you use for tikka. 

There‘s त, for Latika. Then there‘s थ, 
for…थ for…‖ 

―Thomas.‖ 

―Exactly.‖ 

Sunshine breaks. 

―That‘s what I‘ve been saying.‖ 

―No, you‘ve nailed the थ for Thomas, but you 

still don‘t have the ट for tikka.‖ 

―Lathika.‖ 

―Lathika.‖  

―You‘re just emphasising different syllables.‖ 

―That too, but you‘re getting the sound of the 

‗t‘ wrong.‖ 

―How many sounds can there be?‖ 

One hand on his thigh, the other holding on to 

the pen. 

―Three, because we‘re talking about three 

different letters.‖ 

―Are they syllables?‖ 

―Syllables are parts of a word. They‘re 

consonants.‖ 

―Oh.‖ 

―Yeah.‖ 

―So you have three different…letters for the 

same…alphabet?‖ 

―For the same english alphabet, yes.‖ 

―Why?‖ 

Noise of disbelief, one inch apart. 

―Well, if we don‘t have those letters, we can 

only say the word using whatever we have, 

which is why the pronunciations are different.‖ 

―Do you match the pronunciation to the 

spelling, or the spelling to the pronunciation?‖ 

―The spelling to the pronunciation.‖ 

―Ok. Then since you don‘t have these letters, 

you have to find a different way of saying the 

word. The pronunciation is going to exist, 

irrespective of whether you find a spelling for it 

or not.‖ 

―No, since we English don‘t have the letters, 

we‘re going to say it the way we can.‖ 

―We are all capable of making the same 

sounds, you know.‖ 

Finger moving lightly at the base of his throat. 

―Tikka.‖ 

―टटक्का” 
words and image Sharanya Murali 
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models Francesca Paulley  

and Lewis Irani 

photographer Rosie Grindrod 

creative direction Emma Vince 

and Ellie Walker-Arnott 

 

with thanks to Michelle Yeates 

from the drama costume 

department 
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When did you first get into comedy and 

improvisation? I first got into this lark when I 

was eighteen - I did two stand up comedy 

courses and performed stand up about 

twenty times, before deciding I had 

nothing to say and packing it all in. I then 

decided to do straight acting, but I 

returned to comedy after a children's tour 

of Italy playing a Donkey called Gilbert. It 

was not a great play. I thought "I need 

people to be laughing at me because I 

want them to!" So I started working on my 

character comedy. Impro, however, I fell 

into by accident. Although I always loved it, 

I just happened to be in the right place at 

the right time and be asked to join a 

particular group in London, which led to 

the next group, which led to Showstopper. 

Were you the „funny one‟ in your group of 

friends? Yes. Well, I think so. Unless they 

were humouring me.  

We‟ve both been to see the improvised 

musical „Showstoppers‟ which you are part 

of, and we loved it! Is it difficult to produce 

a brand new musical every night? 

Sometimes it is so easy we think "We could 

do this every day for the rest of our lives" 

and sometimes it is so hard we think "WHAT 

THE HELL ARE WE DOING THIS TO OURSELVES 

FOR!!??!!" So it depends.  

Have you ever had a mental block on 

stage, and how do you cope if it happens? 

We look after each other. If you can't think 

of anything for whatever reason - someone 

else will save you. I once couldn't think of a 

name for someone and just called them 

"Man". It worked out fine! 

We both love your character Loretta Maine; 

how do you come up with new personas; is 

she based on anybody in real life? Loretta 

is like TOTALLY me between the ages of 

nineteen and twenty five, added to a bit of 

Courtney Love and a sprinkling of ex-

boyfriends. She is so much fun to be! 

Do you prefer performing stand up in 

character, or as part of a big 

improvisational group? I love both. 

Showstopper is great because we create 

something together and it is like playing 

with your bestest pals, but then there is also 

something great about sharing what you 

have written with an audience on your 

own. So doing both means I get the best of 

both worlds! 

What advice would you give to budding 

student comedians? Who do you think you 

ARE? Not really. Write jokes, do them on a 

stage, don't worry if people throw things, 

they will learn to love you. 

If you weren‟t doing what you do now, what 

would you like to be doing instead? I would 

be a fat old lady in a cottage reading 

books and making jam. 

We also have a few questions for Loretta 

Maine (pictured right) if that‟s OK: What is 

the last thing you ate? Your mom. 

 
Apart from screw top wine bottles, has 

anything else revolutionised your life? I tell 

you WHAT - my agent started swapping my 

beer for Becks Blue - the alcohol free kind. 

For a week I felt like I was on a detox. COS I 

WAS. I was so pissed. and not in your English 

sense. I was like "Agent - get your ass over 

here" and then I smashed him in the face 

and made him buy me vodka. I am back 

to normal now. Sorry - what was the 

question? 

If a stranger asked you to razz their berries, 

what would you reply? I'd rather cup them.▪ 

www.lorettamaine.com 

www.showstopperthemusical.com 

razz editors Ellie and Emma  
interview PIPPA EVANS  
Pippa is currently on BBC‘S Fast and Loose, performing with 
Showstopper: The Improvised Musical on Radio 4, and on tour 
as her alter ego Loretta Maine. 
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a comedian's profile 



directors‟ profiles 

What were the highlights of your 

directing experience?  

 

The highlight for me was meeting 

and working with a brand new 

group of extremely talented people. 

It was fascinating to see how the 

group dynamic progressed as the 

journey went on. The process was 

collaborative, so me and Harry 

wanted everyone to feel equal. At 

first the group were timid and 

looked to us for direction but as the 

process went on they became more 

confident and everyone gave an 

equal contribution. 

 
What were the difficulties?  

 

The only difficulty was the need for 

me and Harry to be really organised. 

I am a very disorganised person and 

so directing a group of 10 people 

was sometimes daunting. This 

improved as time went on. 

 

 

What was the process of deciding 

what material you kept in, and what 

material was discarded within your 

piece?  

  

We created a base piece of 

material and then interwove other 

material throughout to create a 

collage of different movement 

images. No past material was 

deliberately discarded but we didn‘t 

feel the need to pack it in if it wasn't 

necessary. 

 
In three words, describe how it felt to 

watch your idea come to life on a 

stage in front of you and an 

audience  

 

PRIDE. LOVE. AMAZEMENT. 

 

 

love befits the dark 
razz interviews theatre with teeth 

director CATHERINE POLLOCK 

words Catherine Pollock 

image  Rosie Grindrod 



  I constantly debate whether all theatre 

can claim to create original works of art. In 

theatre you are usually handed a script and a set 

of instructions; a paint-by-numbers for acting, 

directing and prop finding. This was my theatre 

tool kit, before I directed my first devised piece 

last term. 

  I had read a radio play called Picasso's 

Women by Brian McAvera. I picked this play as a 

stimulus, because I loathed it as soon as I started 

reading. The play was made up of eight 

monologues, representing the women Picasso 

had formed relationships with. But the awkward 

sentence structures made it almost impossible to 

create any empathy for these women or a 

dynamic for a performer to accurately represent 

these beautiful, intelligent, and diverse women. 

  Although I had never studied art and knew 

little about Picasso, it frustrated me that this 

fascinating story had become so dull and 

mediocre. This was the first project where the text 

wasn't my inspiration. I was inspired instead by the 

facts; the real story behind someone‘s words. 

  I had indirectly identified with the women. I 

really wanted to convey that they were artists in 

their own right. I facilitated sessions with my cast 

where we could discuss research on the women, 

analyse the text and write new material from fact, 

fiction and personal experiences.  

 We talked a lot about "love"; a word that 

no-one seems to agree on, but which everyone 

has felt at some point of their life. For me, this is 

where the magic started. I could see that their 

imagination and experiences had forged a piece 

of compelling theatre that was completely 

unique and highly personal. Each character had 

some connection with the performer. The 

actresses didn't need to pretend to be Picasso‘s 

lovers. They could just explain the facts and tell a 

story of past and present. 

  

For me, this project was the closest I've ever been 

to creating a work of art. ▪ 

picasso‟s women 
theatre with teeth director CARLY-JAYNE  
HUTCHINSON talks about her recent production 

words and image 

Carly-Jayne Hutchinson 
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 There was an eerie silence in the wintry Russian 

air as we slowly assembled on the side of the empty 

road, jostling and peering over each other‘s heads at 

our Olga. She stood quietly, waiting for our whispers to 

die down. She was our translator for this second day 

journeying across eastern Russia. An hour prior to this, 

we had been exploring a nature reserve, where we 

had examined fir trees and snowy pawprints of 

leopards in the vain hope that they would convey to 

us the secrets of the mystical Siberian Tiger. Now, our 

coach had stopped here, in the most unimaginable of 

locations. 

 This road seemed no place for tigers and their 

prints. There was nowhere to go from here, no trodden 

pathways, no complicated Russian nature reserve 

signs. No birds were singing. The road stretched on into 

the never-ending distance. Someone leaned towards 

me and asked quietly, ―why have we stopped here?‖. 

Our police escorts on the other side of the road 

stopped talking, and watched us keenly. Somehow, it 

felt colder here. 

 ―This,‖ Olga began, ―is a popular crossing for 

wildlife in this area. The deer cross over here, and the 

wild cats, and the leopards. Tigers cross here too.‖ She 

paused to listen to the next part of our guide‘s speech, 

and slowly I could see the expressions change on the 

faces of the few Russians gathered with us. Slowly, they 

raised three black-and-white pictures, all of the same 

image. The photographs seemed to blend into the white 

of the landscape around us, yet none of us could look 

away. No Russian weather could match the coldness of 

what we were seeing. ―This tigress was hit by a car, and 

knocked to the side of the road, where we are standing 

now. She was very badly injured. The authorities and the 

WWF were contacted, but they could not save this tiger, 

and she died a few hours later.  

 ―The punishments are very harsh here in Russia. If 

the driver had been found, he would have been faced 

with a $75,000 fine and a criminal record. A four-month 

investigation was launched, but we could not find who 

did this.‖ 

 She hesitated, before her final, reverberating 

sentence. ―We cannot put signs up to warn motorists that 

this is a tiger crossing… it will attract the poachers to this 

area.‖ The brutality of this sentence hit home. For once, 

we could not help to save the tiger. Nothing would 

extinction 
words and image Dannee McGuire 

razz goes in SEARCH of the TIGER 



attract poachers more than a sign 'warning' them that 

tigers were near. 

 Somehow, it was all so poignant, so bleak. The 

tiger did not deserve this. No animal, no living creature, 

deserved this. I can still recall the biting cold as other 

delegates in the party began to raise their voices, to 

argue and question this, to ask whether surely some 

system could be put in place, some way of slowing down 

motorists, surely… but Olga and our guides shook their 

heads sadly. And still this lingering silence continued, 

relentless, unwielding. 

 Before we returned to the bus, she said three last 

words. These are the only words I noted down in my 

notepad, and yet I still can remember her entire speech 

on that dark day. One helpless shrug, and three words: 

―That‘s Russian reality.‖ 

 But as I returned to the bus with quiet and 

sombre thoughts, I knew inside me that these little 

moments of darkness were the reason for why we were 

there. We needed to see it, to experience it, in order to 

tell people, ―This is what happened. This is what we will 

do, to stop it happening again.‖ We must change 

people‘s minds and people‘s hearts, from apathy to 

change, from helplessness to hope. ―Russian reality‖ 

can, and will, be reversed, so that we can visit this 

country and know that, because of us, somewhere in 

the snowy pawprints and the fir trees, there is a tiger, 

roaming, breathing, living. 

 In November 2010, the St Petersburg Tiger 

Summit was held amongst world leaders, the first summit 

of its kind. At the same time, I travelled to the other side 

of the world, to Vladivostok in eastern Russia, in order to 

represent WWF-UK at the Youth Tiger Summit. WWF held 

this Summit for us, as youth ambassadors of the 13 tiger-

range countries and of the United Kingdom, in order for 

us to discuss and implement plans of action for the 

youths of our respective countries. We passed our plans 

for saving the tiger through a video link to the St 

Petersburg Tiger Summit, speaking directly to Vladimir 

Putin (Prime Minister of Russia), Wen Jiabao (Premier of 

China) and the World Bank leader, Robert Zoellick. 

 As mentioned before, the location of this tiger 

crossing cannot be named. However, the WWF is 

currently raising funds for a designated project to stop 

crossings in this spot, and to allow tigers to cross in 

another safer place. ▪ 

If you wish to help this project and help secure the 

future of these magnificent animals, please 

consider adopting a tiger, or donating to  

http://new.thebiggive.org.uk/charityview/5733,  

For more information, please visit my blog at 

www.dannee.co.uk or visit www.wwf.org.uk/tigers. 
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losing our  
innocence 
or losing PERSPECTIVE? 

 It may sound like I‘m stating the 

blindingly obvious, but in order for one to lose 

innocence one has to be sure of even 

having it within their grasp in the first place. If 

we consider innocence to only exist within 

childhood, then we must also ask the 

question: when do we cease to be children? 

In short, the objectification of innocence is 

sensational and misleading. We cannot talk 

of a loss of innocence because nobody 

really knows if they were ever innocent in the 

first place. 

 For the purposes of many a British 

newspaper, the loss of innocence seems to 

hinge on young people growing up. But isn‘t 

this a rather Christianised, sensationalised 

way of looking at things? When we talk 

about losing innocence we do so with 

negative connotations, but surely the 

media‘s perception of what constitutes 

innocence is reductive to the point where 

we ignore the progressive realities of entering 

into new stages of our lives?  

 In J. D. Salinger‘s The Catcher in the 

Rye the protagonist, Holden Caulfield, 

laments the prospect of growing up and 

wishes that the innocent ―world of 

childhood‖ would prevail. In many ways we, 

as university students, are amid the transition 

that will see us lose the innocence the media 

has put upon us and, if the tabloids are to be 

believed, become an intrinsic part of ‗Broken 

Britain‘. But losing the innocent things that 

make us children, namely virginity, sobriety 

and naivety, does not represent the 

onslaught of degeneration and corruption, 

although it may be daunting to those on the 

precipice like Caulfield.  

 When something is lost, it is usually 

always replaced by something new that is 

gained from the experience of losing. When 

we grow up, have sex, get drunk and learn 

new things we partake in a process of 

maturing. Whether we like it or not our 

innocence, tenuous a term though it is, will 

gradually be replaced. And I see this as no 

bad thing. The more we know, the more we 

are able to contribute to our societies, our 

families and ourselves. We get jobs, educate 

ourselves, earn money and have families of our 

own. I‘d suggest that this is merely the passing 

of time as opposed to the loss of innocence. If 

we were to retain the innocence that the 

media condemns us for losing, we would 

remain ignorant to the realities of life. There is no 

reason to detract from what we‘ve learned in 

order to capture something irretrievable; 

nostalgia is a poignant emotion, but not 

something that we should wish to be a reality.  

 

“when something is LOST, it is usually 

always replaced by something new”  
 

 The internet is often cited as the culprit 

of our increasingly guilty society, but sometimes 

we are at risk of forgetting how much good has 

come from it. Whilst it is important to control 

what can be consumed via the internet, there is 

no need to lament the change that this 

generation of young people have experienced. 

Children aren‘t growing up faster and 

entertaining this clichéd impossibility displays 

ignorance to the fact that they are simply 

growing up differently. Exposure is important to 

a point and this luddite attitude that is emerging 

may perhaps prevent young people from 

experiencing the full extent of the technological 

change that is currently underway. Although I 

would never undermine the importance of 

protecting children, there is no need to use 

cotton wool in a fallible attempt to prevent the 

imagined loss of innocence.  

 Referring to the term ‗innocence‘ is 

sensationalist and outdated in today‘s society. It 

is used to condemn young adults for growing 

up and partaking in natural, normal 

experiences and to express a desire to 

needlessly prolong a young person‘s naivety. 

The popular use of the phrase ‗loss of 

innocence‘ is by all accounts redundant 

because we have lost any true perspective of 

what innocence is. In fact, we‘re in danger of 

stepping on Holden‘s toes. ▪ 

words Cyan Turan 
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 ‘You don‘t make any sense‘. I found 

this recent criticism of me, while hardly novel, 
pretty intriguing. It‘s not nice, but a girl was 
rebuking me for not caring about her. And it 
sounds like such guy-bullshit, but I do make 
sense. It‘s the feeling of love that doesn‘t. 
Love is something that we look over our 
shoulder at – something which recedes 
before us. We only know it exists because 
that‘s the only real way to explain the empty 
hunger of missing someone you don‘t know 
any more; of missing someone in a way that 
doesn‘t wreak a smile from a memory, but 
that daily brings a fresh aching. So when a 
girl was telling me that I don‘t care about 
her, I guess she was pretty spot on. Her loving 
words hung hollow and ridiculous in the air, 
because they meant nothing to a heart that 
already belongs to someone else. After all 
the de rigueur bullshit of a break up with 
someone you still love, you can only ever find 
yourself fucking ridiculous, because you‘re 
seeking closure, a non-existent condition, for 
something you still want, something that 
rather inconveniently just doesn‘t exist 
anymore. 

 
“all the STOLEN WINKS, kisses, nights and 

mornings with someone we used to 
know” 

 
 And looking over our shoulders, love 
thrown to the dogs, we don‘t care about 
what we might be hurtling towards, with the 
promise of tender jaw clunks, whispered 
intentions and tendernesses flying whistling 
overhead.  Because to us everything‘s just a 
fucking consolation prize, a pale imitation, a 
shadow of what we‘ve seen through eyes of 
love. It‘s no surprise that we idealise the past, 
but what‘s worse is that we can long for 
something we know made us unhappy. We 
can‘t ever really be reasonable about 
someone that we‘ve fallen in love with, 

because it‘s not in our hands any longer. 
We know they can hurt us, but we‘ve 
come to like that pain. Having resigned 
ourselves to the fact that they don‘t care 
about us, it‘s just annoying that we wake 
up each morning having dreamt of them. 
No matter how strung out you get, they 
don‘t disappear from your thoughts, and 
you only exacerbate your pangs as you 
spiral back from oblivion to their painful 
centripetal point, tracing your finger 
around the self destruct button. You render 
yourself an absurd lost little boy that needs 
to be taught to stay away from certain 
things, that needs to be shown that he 
can‘t have this or that, that he‘s not 
allowed what the other kids are having. 

 

“love thrown to the DOGS” 
 
 We‘re coloured by the memories of 
all we‘ve lost, and it hazes our ability to see 
anything clearly, which is why it feels so 
uncannily unreal when you bump in to ‗the 
ex‘. Aside from the advert-potential panic 
it offers you (‗this is my new girlfriend‘, ‗still 
doing that are you?‘, ‗yeah I‘m doing 
really well thanks!‘ etc), it‘s so bewildering 
because you‘re confronted with the fact 
that you‘re still in love with someone but 
you don‘t know who they are anymore. 
Did I really know you? Were those 
moments ours? There‘s a sick sort of delight 
in wondering on the absurd hope that their 
coldness and irrationality are just unhappy 
masks they‘re wearing, covering up some 
last glimmer of feeling or passion, before 
the realisation comes of the fruitlessness of 
confronting them with a past they‘ve 
clearly tried to forget. 
 But this overlooks the redemption of 
what love offers us. Love lies in where the 
affection doesn’t die, regardless of 
whether or not you still talk to ‗the ex‘. 
Because that‘s our sole delight - to have 

boats against the current  
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no one will ever be LOVED in the same way twice 



ever found someone whose nonsense 
doesn‘t eclipse their utter loveliness is the 
idyll in our agony. You were lucky to have 
ever loved or been loved, and it‘s 
nothing short of a heaven to have 
glorified each second, one by one, then 
cast them out. That‘s the elusiveness of 
love. It is so hideously beautiful, so 
ineffably perfect that no, we‘ll never 
really get what we want, but we‘re lucky 
enough to muddle into things that are 
pretty nice, which we‘ll immortalise 
looking back on them, pining after each 
lost dusk of a romance. We delude 
ourselves at each step that what we had 
is all we‘ll ever have. And all our hang-
ups on whether ‗oh no one will ever love 
me quite like they did...‘ are redundant, 
because we‘re always cheating on 
ourselves anyway, ever changing, 
ever bidding adieu to the person we 
once were. 
 No one ever will be loved 
in the same way twice, and that‘s 
no bad thing. I sound fucking 
miserable, but that‘s not so. It‘s 
just I know how in vain it is to look 
for soothing in something as 
inaccessible as the desire for 
what‘s lost. It‘s not that there isn‘t a 
whole glistening future of beauty 
ahead, it‘s just it‘s pretty difficult 
some days to care, as all we 
can see is the sepia-toned 
Arcady of all the beauty 
we‘ve known up to this 
point in time, all the stolen 
winks, kisses, nights and 
mornings with someone we 
used to know.  So we beat 
on, boats against the 
current, borne back 
ceaselessly into the past. ▪ 

 

words Jake Hemingway 
image Hannah Clarke 
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we value the arts 
words Ellie Walker-Arnott image Javier Olmos Garcia  

 Whether it‘s the NHS, the Police Force 

or university tuition fees, the government 

spending cuts have been gracing the front 

pages of Britain‘s newspapers almost every 

day for the last nine months. With the nation 

reeling from threats to frontline public services, 

the prospect of unemployment, and the 

increase in VAT, it is easy to consider the arts 

as expendable and cuts to them as trivial. But 

it‘s important that we are aware of the cuts 

being made and the effects that they might 

have on our culture and artistic legacy. The 

government has currently implemented a 15% 

cut to national museums and galleries, with 

the possibility of up to 100% funding cuts being 

administered by local authorities. Quangos 

such as the UK Film Council and the Museums, 

Libraries, and Archives Council have been, or 

will be, scrapped completely. In addition to 

this the Arts Council England has received a 

29.6% cut; a reduction that will inconceivably 

change the face of Britain‘s art and culture. 

Dubbed ‗Cuts D-Day‘, the 30th of March will 

reveal both the true extent of the arts cuts and 

the fate of the 1,340 organisations who have 

applied for funding from the Arts Council.  

 For a soon to be arts graduate, the 

cuts are especially worrying; as if the 

impending end of my degree and the nasal 

tones of the prophetic Arts Graduate 

Unemployment Song aren‘t stressful enough, 

cuts to the arts sector will add further damage 

to the already dire jobs market. I think it‘s time 

we reminded ourselves why the arts are 

important.  

 As Picasso poetically put it, ―the 

purpose of art is washing the dust of daily life 

off our souls‖. Although art isn‘t necessary in 

the same way that the NHS is, life is duller 

without it. An integral part of British culture, art 

influences how we live; from our views and 

opinions to the colour of our wallpaper and 

the clothes that we wear, the arts are vital to 

our society. Britain‘s film, theatre, fashion, 

music and art are something we should be 

proud of; they are stimulating, inspirational 

and, of course, enjoyable.  

 We define British culture by the artistic 

achievements of its past and present. When 

we study the renaissance we use the work of 

Shakespeare, Milton, and Spenser (to name a 

few) in an attempt to understand their society. 

Aside from the 1966 World Cup win, we define 

Britain in the 60‘s by The Beatles, Pop Art, and 

Mary Quant. Art defines each decade, 

century, or civilisation and acts as its lasting 

legacy. Our generation will be remembered, 

perhaps in part for our political turmoil, 



RAZZ 24 

troubled economy and CO2 emissions, but 

mainly for our contributions to art and culture. 

In the wise words of Margaret Atwood ―when 

any civilisation is dust and ashes...art is all 

that‘s left over‖. 

 Boasting some of the most iconic 

museums and galleries in the world, and with 

thriving theatrical and musical industries, 

Britain has been having what some are 

describing as a Golden Age of art. An 

increasing number of cultural attractions have, 

through generous amounts of funding, been 

able to improve their facilities and offer free 

entry. It has taken years for Britain to create a 

vibrant art culture that is the envy of the world 

but it could take no time at all to destroy it. 

Cutting investment in the arts will lesson 

opportunities, restrict access to arts and 

culture, and limit the creative potential of the 

younger generation. But these cuts are now 

inevitable and, some would argue, necessary. 

In spite of the fact that, as the Arts Council 

outlines on their website, ―any cut to the arts 

will have a disproportionate effect for a 

relatively tiny saving to the public purse‖, it is 

undeniable that taking more funding away 

from frontline public services will leave them 

floundering in a way that it will not leave the 

arts. While these cuts will change the arts as 

our generation has known them, it will not 

mean that they will disappear entirely.  

 Already there are organisations 

popping up which are finding new 

approaches and adapting to the changing 

context of Britain‘s art culture. We can protect 

our artistic legacy and the organisations and 

projects that are threatened by the cuts. An 

example of this is the newly formed We Did 

This organisation. With ―Art for everyone, 

funded by everyone‖ as its tagline, We Did This 

is definitely one of the many organisations that 

will be formed to help the arts thrive in the 

face of financial difficulty. Artists and art 

appreciators alike are showing their support 

for the arts; the recent ‗Save Our Libraries‘ 

protests proved that Britain won‘t let the arts 

go down without a fight. Art in the 2010s 

doesn‘t have to be remembered for 

discarded libraries, abandoned artistic 

organisations and increasing gallery entry 

prices. The nature of art is to adapt and our 

artists, musicians, actors and writers are 

resilient and resourceful; the face of our art 

culture is already changing. ▪ 

To show your support or find out more about the arts cuts visit: 

www.wedidthis.org.uk, www.savethearts-uk.blogspot.com, 
www.ivaluethearts.org.uk, www.whatnextarts.com. 

Or follow the Culture Cuts Blog at www.guardian.co.uk. 



for tonight god is a dj 
“This is my church, This is where I heal my hurt, For tonight God is a DJ” 

 Faithless (1998) 
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 England, 1861: Queen 

Victoria has been on the throne 

for 34 years, Britain is in a period of 

peace, healthcare is up, the 

population is rising, and people 

are mostly religious.  Polar male 

and female identities dominate 

family life which itself involves 

regular trips to Church, worship in 

the home and reading of the 

Bible together.  HRH Queen Vic is 

a pious figure identified with 

strong personal morality and she 

draws on scripture to address her 

h a r d w o r k i n g  c o u n t r y  o f 

predominantly white British-born 

citizens.   

 England 2011: Much of 

the youth of multi-cultural Britain 

see religion as old-fashioned, 

o p p r e s s i v e ,  b o r i n g  a n d 

unnecessary.  Although many 

migrant communities remain 

highly religious, media depictions 

of it as highly unfashionable go 

hand-in-hand with many people 

removing God from dominant 

aspects of their life. 

 If religion is something 

which helps form one‘s identity, 

results in community groups, 

upholds certain values, icons and 

p l a c e s  a s  s a c r e d ,  a n d 

emotionally/spiritually reassures 

us, it is worth asking: as young 

Britons, if we are not getting all this 

from God, where are we getting it 

from? 

 

IDENTITY-FORMATION 

Most Exeter students are familiar 

with the clearly-defined groups on 

campus: muscly rugby lads, waif-

like surfers with massive hair, angry 

activists, library addicts... they all 

have their own communities, 

affiliations, dress-codes and most 

importantly some principles that 

direct their everyday activity.  In 

the past, identities and morals 

were clearly drawn from religious 

models: now, every September 

our innocent Exeter freshers 

check out every society and 

corner of campus until they 

find a group that they want to 

identify with.  From there they 

are guided by their elders on 

how to conduct themselves 

around our fair city: which pubs 

to go to, to what extent to 

back-comb etc. And all of 

these things give Joe Bloggs 

the moral fibre he needs to call 

himself whatever label he has 

opted for. 

 

IDEALISATION OF THE SACRED 

Everyone has concepts they 

consider valuable above all 

else. To illustrate this point I 

direct you towards the typical 

Exeter ‗lad‘: he ritually enjoys a 

pint (or 8), respects the 

ultimate authority of FIFA, loves 

a cheeky bump-n-grind after 

his weekly pilgrimage to Arena, 

and of course he upholds the 

ultimate authority of Nuts 

magazine (also see ―the Lad 

Bible‖ for a fascinating insight 

into this group – ―in beer we 

trust‖). And this model of 

sacred rituals/authority/places/

scripture can be translated 

onto any of the groups 

mentioned above. 

 

SPIRITUAL FULFILMENT  

Arguably the trickiest aspect to 

easily secularise is spiritual 

fulfilment. I must confess I do 

indulge in a little cathartic 

screaming along to the latest 

Tinchy Strider and not much 

can beat a gossip over a cup 

of tea or a good relaxing run, 

but can these rituals substitute 

religious enlightenment? I, like 

many other young Britons, 

have a puzzling fascination 

with the divine: our parents 

chose to rebel against the 

rel ig ious paradigm and 

popular culture followed suit. 

Now, according to media 

portrayal, religious people are 

a minority. Something must be 

valued beyond the materialism 

of modern-day life though, 

surely? Of course many will say 

that the compassion of 

humanity or the beauty of 

nature is enough for them but 

personally I think that the 

changes that are taking place 

in our society lead towards the 

conclusion that groups who 

look to some transcendent 

realm are not dying out. 

 

 Things have changed 

from the world of Victorian 

England, Christian identity is no 

longer assumed and we have 

far more options in the religious 

sphere.  However, far from 

disappearing, in actual fact in 

2001 77% of British people still 

identified themselves with a 

particular ‗religion‘. To the 

dismay of some people and 

the joy of others, Christianity 

remains a firm aspect of British 

culture but religions born out of 

other cultures have also joined 

it in R.E. classes and in the 

House of Lords alike.   

 The religious market is 

diversifying all the time: in the 

21st century we are seeing a 

rise in holistic medicines, yoga 

and pilates and an assortment 

of ‗spiritual‘ but non-traditional 

religious movements e.g. 

Paganism and Wicca.  It is very 

feasible that the 2011 census 

will reveal a sharp incline in 

those declaring ‗no religion‘ 

but it is also likely that we will 

also see a sharp rise in those 

ticking the ‗other religion‘ box.  

I do not necessarily think that 

we will be see a rise in the 

religion of lad (hopefully!) but 

from the discussion above we 

can see that in 21st century 

Britain our definition of religion 

must become more fluid as 

people sanctify concepts that 

are not necessarily explicitly 

linked to deities. In our 

individualised society, the 

religious market is becoming 

like all other aspects of our 

lives, a competitive one, and 

from their ‗religion‘ modern 

individuals are demanding 

options as vast as their 

complex lives. ▪ 

image Katerina Kyriacou 

words Siobhan Anderson 
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razz remembers nine eleven 
memories of trauma  



 On September 11, 2001 four planes were 

hijacked, reportedly by al-Qaeda terrorists. Two 

crashed into the Twin Towers at the World Trade 

Centre, New York; one into the Pentagon, 

Virginia; while the last crashed into a field in 

Shanksville, Pennsylvania, after some 

passengers and flight crew attempted to regain 

control of the plane. There were no survivors 

from the planes, and official figures put the 

overall death toll at an estimated 2,975 people 

(CBS News, July 10 2008), excluding the 

nineteen hijackers. 

 I can remember exactly where I was the 

day after the 9/11 bombings. I was eleven years 

old, and in my first year of secondary school. 

While teachers and older pupils huddled in 

sombre and, in some cases, fearful, groups 

discussing the events of the previous day, my 

fellow first years and myself ran around our year 

block swapping stories. Big Ben was the next 

obvious target, followed by our school. That is 

what I remember most about that day; being in 

a feverish state of activity. Pupils running from 

one group to another, swapping more and 

more outrageous stories. 

 This adrenaline-fuelled state of activity 

contrasts sharply with the atmosphere of the 

previous day. I had sat with my parents, glued 

to the events unfolding on the television screen. 

My mother sat sobbing in a chair, my father 

paced behind her making ominous predictions 

of the days ahead. What I remember most were 

the traumatic images of people jumping out of 

the tower buildings. 

 It was the first time that I had watched 

the news – I mean really watched the news, not 

just had it on in the background while I 

completed my homework. As a child, I had 

made an active decision to engage with the 

wider world around me for the very first time. 

Suddenly the fact that there was a central 

government, terrorism, and the consequences 

of an American reprisal became part of my 

world. Some may say that for members of my 

generation it became a rite of passage from 

childhood to adulthood, or that it signified the 

loss of childhood innocence. I cannot speak for 

everyone else, but regarding my own 

experience, I would argue that this is nothing 

more than a psychoanalytical cliché, which 

doesn‘t really penetrate to the heart of the 

matter. 

 In reality, what struck me most was an 

overwhelming feeling of emptiness; a 

hollowness that went so deep, it froze you to the 

spot. But I also recall a growing realisation that 

numerous people across the globe were 

simultaneously watching the footage of what is 

now referred to as ‗The Falling Man‘; the image 

of a man falling from The North Tower of the 

World Trade Centre. For me, that image will 

always signify grief and remembrance. A 

remembrance that is at once private and 

collective. In that moment, people from across 

the globe were united in a period of mourning 

for that man, and many others. 

 In the last ten years, the field of Memory 

Studies has gathered impetus in academic 

circles. It appears that there is a real anxiety 

over the best way to commemorate the dead. 

Armistice Day, 9/11, and the tsunami in Asia 

have led to more and more instances of public 

silence. The plans to build an Islamic Cultural 

Centre, which would contain a prayer room as 

well as other facilities, near the Ground Zero site, 

have led to heated international debates. 

 Sarah Palin, the former Republican vice-

presidential candidate, wrote that "to build a 

mosque at Ground Zero is a stab in the heart of 

the families of the innocent victims of those 

horrific attacks" (BBC News, 3 Aug 2010). 

Whereas, Daisy Khan, the executive director of 

the American Society for Muslim Advancement, 

argued that, ―the time for a centre like this has 

come because Islam is an American religion...it 

will also serve as a major platform for amplifying 

the silent voice of the majority of Muslims who 

have nothing to do with extremist 

ideologies‖ (Mail Online, 3 Aug 2010). 

 Personally I find it hard to believe that 

memorials, whether they take the form of public 

silences, statues, or religious institutions, can 

ever be interpreted as a negative tribute to the 

dead. Oscar Wilde was right when he stated 

that, ―memory...is the diary that we all carry 

about with us‖ (The Importance of Being 

Earnest). But what we need to remember is that 

we have a duty to leave that diary for future 

generations to peruse. We can do that by 

recording events in literature and the media, 

but also by leaving physical tributes of 

remembrance so that the lives of those lost in 

9/11 and other world conflicts, will never be 

forgotten. ▪ 

words Olivia Hutton image Sarah Grieve  
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words and image Catherine Antrobus 

 

 I sometimes wonder what Paris would be like if it were personified. I imagine the 

majority of people would picture an Aphrodite figure, the goddess of love. I picture a 

sad woman, taking inspiration from Ophelia or some other tragic heroine. Because she 

would be alone, and how terrible it must be to have witnessed so many lovers walking 

the streets, when you had no-one. Paris isn‘t married, she has no lover, and she is no-

one‘s mistress. She thrives because she stands out from every other city, and how 

ironic this is. Because in this state of glory, she is isolated, she has no-one. 

 She must have witnessed her fair 

share of heartbreak too, for in a city full of 

lovers, heartbreak is inevitable. How many 

times must she have seen a girl crying in 

despair or a man crumbling on the inside, whilst putting on a brave face? Paris, I think, 

must be heartbroken. Sometimes I wander up to the Sacre Cœur, and sit on the steps. 

You can see out over the whole of the city from there, and not just the tourist 

attractions. The houses and streets occupied by so many ordinary people, whose lives 

are filled with love and loss. I try and put myself in Paris‘ shoes, and think of how she 

would feel. These are her people; when they cry, she cries. When they love, she loves. 

It‘s rather cruel. ▪ 

i lost my love in paris... 

“paris isn’t MARRIED, she has no 

lover” 
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you, me, and everyone else 

Society is obsessed with the idolised 

‗perfect‘ partnership, whatever that may be.  

Looking at popular culture, it is clear there is a 
tendency to over-analyse relationships and 

see if they measure up to this ‗perfect 

celebrity standard‘.  Undeniably, external 

pressures are creeping into, and even 

dictating, relationships, making it less about 

the two people involved and more about 
how they appear to others.   

Everywhere you look there are 

tabloids headlining William and Kate‘s 

engagement and their plans for the big day. 

They‘ve very quickly become the nation‘s 

sweethearts; the perfect royal couple amid 

the predictable media frenzy. The pressure on 
Kate Middleton to be the perfect role-model 

(or the next Lady Diana) is immense. Already 

her late mother in law‘s sapphire 

engagement ring has sparked a new trend in 

the market, surpassing traditional diamonds as 

the new romantic ideal. From now on they 

cannot put a foot wrong as they remain 
under the collective watchful eye of the 

nation. Public opinion can quickly turn 

negative, as analysing and picking holes in 

relationships is something we are all are guilty 

of. 

 
“do we secretly enjoy watching them fall 

apart?” 

 

Thanks to the coverage in weekly 

glossies, we‘ve all picked sides when it comes 

to ―the Cole‘s‖ disastrous marriage, the clash 

of team Aniston vs. Jolie and Hello‘s golden 
couple, the star cross‘d Katie Price and Peter 

Andre.  Is it all in good humour though? Are 

we rooting for a happily-ever-after for these 

limelight relationships, or do we secretly enjoy 

watching them fall apart? Pseudo-reality 

television shows such as Take Me Out, Tool 

Academy and, perhaps on a classier note, 
The Only Way is Essex, centre around the 

scrutiny of other people‘s relationships. 

 Surely university should give us 

more realistic examples of present day 

relationships. After all, isn‘t it a place of 

equality and self-discovery? Yet it seems 
different pressures exist in the environment of 

halls and shared living. Quite a few people 

find love in their halls and this is perfectly 

understandable, as these are the people 

you get to know best. This close proximity 

can create an intense environment. For 

some people, halls become a second family 
and so everyone observes when a couple is 

formed within the group. This constant 

attention can put a subconscious stress on 

relationships to live up to people‘s 

expectations.  Another demand on university 

couplings is of course the Facebook 

Relationship Status, and this lack of privacy 
not only pressurises new couples to declare 

their situation, but also makes breakups 

more public and final. It seems to have 

become mandatory to broadcast the 

success or failure of our relationships to 

everyone else – watched and (dis)approved 
of by all 569 of your Facebook ‗friends‘, your 

flatmates and the entirety of Birks Grange. 

This loss of privacy in 

relationships clearly isn‘t an issue which solely 

affects celebrities hunted by the paparazzi. 

Scrutinising others‘ relationships, in the media 

or on campus, may seem like harmless fun 
now, but less so when it‘s your painful 

breakup/walk of shame that is the talk of the 

dining hall. ▪ 
 

words Kate Hird 
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poetry  
and prose 
 

malpas road 
 

We settle on the cusp of a small harbour at low 

tide. Boats 

Safely anchored in their pockmarked riverbed 

Tip themselves into obtuse angles. 

They will identity upon us. 

There are gulls; there are always gulls – 

They‘ve left sprawled footprints that we can‘t 

follow – 

And geese float past with superior calls. 

They elude my lens like a secret. 

 

We draw closer. 

We discovered this place: 

A watercolour rinse shot through with something 

electric 

The sun fluorescent 

Adolescent 

Alive. 

Far off the ephemeral glitter of meteorites pass 

many distances away 

For one moment we think we can perceive them 

We think they are stars. 

A fleeting eternity 

Gazes back with its own golden interest. 

 

Amy Longworth 

solve anything 
 

A cup of tea will. 

 

Kohl stains 

The china white 

 

Diluted charcoal marks 

On discarded tissue 

And heavy pile cream carpet. 

 

Dissolution. 

Tea travels 

From inside itself 

To colour 

Its steamy companion. 

But we don‘t. 

 

Piled up in bed 

With your voice. 

 

I count days 

Knowing each time 

I see you 

 

It will no longer 

be no longer. 

 

Zoe Wolstenholme 
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italian market 
 

Walking past cherry-scented liquor stores 

With browner skin and the local swagger. 

 

Ornamental ash-trays 

Slip between your hands, 

Rings and amulets from gypsy-cheap stalls 

And coffee beans beneath your nose 

Turning pointed as you inhale. 

 

Men pull boxes from vans; 

Fruits coloured like summer 

Drafts in your sketch pad, 

The cardboard crates dusty on the road, 

And your tongue pokes your lips. 

 

I should buy them all 

As your teeth show when you smile 

In the Italian market 

And you bounce on your feet like on Christmas Eve; 

The hint of snow and a noise at the chimney. 

 

Gregory Hoare dark reflections 
 

            I try not to breathe too widely 

            Filtering the smell of the stagnant debris 

            Spread through the shit of visitors. 

            A pale lotus floats upon the harbour water. 

            How well the night pretends of peace. 

            The swan. Open to the polluted sea, 

            Its ash-eyes hook on my throat. 

 

            From the left I hear steps growing. 

            As I write a shadow corners my eye. 

            He is behind me. 

            I anchor my feet to concrete. 

            The pencil runs. 

            (If he pushes, 

            I am one and a half steps from the water.) 

            The stink scrapes my lungs. 

            (If he pushes - ) 

            If he pushes, (he doesn‘t push). 

 

            He is on my right. 

            A long breath. 

            Street lights tremble against the darkness. 

            The swan has gone. 

            There is no bread here. 

 

Katerina Kyriacou  
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―I‘m very 
sorry Mrs 
Levitt…‖ I know 
the spiel the 
doctor will recite, I 
have heard it many times 
before.  

I look away from the 
doctor and towards my wife. She 
too has heard the speech, more 
times than I imagine she would 
care to remember, but she still 
cries. Every time. 

Both her hands go up 
to cradle her face, and she rocks 
forward in the chair. I know her mouth is 
open behind her hand, and she‘s silently 
yelling. I put my arm around her back 
and say, ―It‘s going to be okay.‖ 
God, I‘m useless.  

And I‘m vain too. I know all 
the meaningful cards and films and 
books, will tell you that love transcends 
looks; I wouldn‘t have married Jane if she 
hadn‘t been amazing. I married her because she 
understood the rules of rugby, and because she didn‘t 
care what I bought her for Valentine‘s day. Because she 
impressed my family. Because she could stand my family. 
Because she requires a nurse‘s uniform for her actual job. 
Because when we argued, I knew we would shout but 
afterwards when everything was back to normal, the 
argument wouldn‘t matter. She had, or still has, the dirtiest 
sense of humour, and can turn the most innocent of 
statements into a come-on. I married her because I love 
her.  

But I won‘t lie and say the physical isn‘t 
included in at least some of the equation. I mean, you 
have to look at this person for the rest of your life; you 
don‘t go out of your way to date Jabba the Hut. Not that 
I‘m saying Jane looks like that – but she is bigger than she 
used to be. Her face is swollen to disguise her delicate 
cheekbones. Puffy around her eyes. I think sometimes her 
lips have got smaller. Her tummy is swollen and her breasts 
loll to either side of her chest even when she wears a bra. 
She doesn‘t even have a baby yet and she already looks 
like she has had six. It‘s the hormones she‘s pumping into 
herself night and day, that have changed her beyond 
recognition. But it‘s the lack of success that has really 
ruined her. 

She lifts her hands from her face. I‘m 
watching her - not from where I sit on one of the 
chairs next to her; instead perhaps I am a fly on 
the wall, or something that stares at both of us. I 

revolt myself. I used to be fit; 
a pilot for the RAF, I worked 
out. Now I teach at the 

nearby comp, I‘ve not seen 
a gym in months, and Jane is 

not the only one who‘s been injecting 
herself to try to conceive. 

I sound shallow. I have a job, a wife, a 
house, my health, I‘m lucky. I was 
happy. Now my days and nights 
revolve around trying unsuccessfully to 

knock my wife up. Sounds fun, right? The 
constant sex? Well it used to be - now its 

scheduled, regulated… and I have to close 
my eyes to make love to her. 

It‘s not just the physical. Jane used to be 
happy. She‘s a nurse; she‘s got dozens of 
friends and a great family. You could see 
she was happy. Now she ignores our dog, 
won‘t speak to any of her friends, and 

argues. With everyone. All the time.   
We can‘t walk past a baby shop without 

her crying. A buggy goes past and her hand 
will tighten in mine until it hurts. She won‘t visit 
her friends because seven months ago, Tracey, 
a woman she‘d known for nearly twenty years, 
announced that she was pregnant with her 
second baby. Jane told me she wanted to 
slap her…. ―It‘s not fair. Why does she get 
another one? What the hell have I done 
wrong?‖ 

I feel like a failure. I don‘t even know 
why. We are sitting in a doctor‘s office, like 
so many others we have sat in before. A 
desk, blinds, chairs, and decorative awards 
against the bland paint. Airless. Always the 
same sterile smell. This doctor‘s a woman 
and she‘s young and I notice a photograph 
of a baby on the desk; I hope Jane doesn‘t 
see it. The baby is white and pink and fat. I 
used to joke that all babies looked a bit like 

Winston Churchill; sometimes I still think they 
do. The idea of the treatment working seems 

impossible and I now cannot imagine one of the 
doctors saying we are successful.  

I want to make her happy. Even now. 
Me or the fat guy I‘m staring at from across the 
room. He‘s pale, pasty looking – he‘s getting a 
double chin. He wears unfortunate jumpers. And I 
know that he doesn‘t really want a baby 
anymore.▪ 

 

words Natalie Audley 
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runners up Jessica Weeks, Esther Privet, and Nicola Darby 

Growing up can be an exhilarating yet 

equally daunting event. For my illustration, I 

decided to present a happy, childhood 

memory. I loved the years that I spent with 

my younger sister growing up. However, 

since I have come to Exeter it has become 

apparent that I have lost both my 

winner Holly Burchett 

Razz ran a competition with 

Exeter‘s Art Society to find 

the best illustration with a 

love or lost theme. We had 

some great entries. Our 

winner managed to 

combine the themes of 

sisterly love and nostalgic 

childhood loss. 

illustration  
competition  

childhood and my daily companion. Of 

course, we will always have each other 

and these precious memories will remain 

with me forever. This drawing illustrates a 

loved and lost stage in our lives; change 

can sometimes refreshing and should be 

embraced for the unknown future is 

exciting! ▪ 

 

Fancy getting your work published in the 

RIPTIDE short story journal? 
 

Riptide is now accepting submissions of Devon themed 

stories in conjunction with WordQuest. For details of how to 

submit go to www.riptidejournal.co.uk. 

Copies of previous volumes which contain cutting-edge 

stories by established and emerging writers can be 

purchased online or on campus in both the Student Guild 

shop and Blackwells.  

http://www.riptidejournal.co.uk/
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