S

The Hull Scribbler

A collection of creative work from students at
the University of Hull

September 2015, Issue 2

Contents
Editor’s note.

‘Grace’ by Chris Jones.
‘Work is a Killer’ by Sam J. Bailey.
‘The First Year Manifesto’ by Jaye Williams.

l
e
W

!
e
m
o
c

Interview: Snapper Welly, Welly and Früit
artist.
‘In the Kitchen Cupboard’ by Jaye Williams.
‘The Baton Extended’ by Chris Jones.
‘The 229 is Never on Time’ by Adan Osborne
and the Z Theatre Company.
‘Kreisleriana no. 7’ by Peter Calder.
Interview: Rhoda Baxter.
Review: ‘Doctor January’ by Rhoda Baxter.
‘The Birthday Promise’ by William Rafe.
Contributor biographies.

Editor’s Note
As the academic year and the cold kicks in, it could be said that now’s the best
time to exercise your creativity. You’re all huddled inside in the warmth, with a
hot chocolate and a blanket wrapped around you, or crunching through leaves
on your way to campus. There’s a golden haze to everything, as well as the
nearby promise of Halloween costumes and bonfires. Plus, for the lucky ones,
you haven’t yet accumulated a mountain of university work to get through (and
if you have but still want to be creative, we won’t tell).
For inspiration, look to the fantastic range of creative work in this issue. Along with some
beautiful photography, we’re proud to showcase the work of Hull’s talented authors, poets and
script writers. We have also been able to interview Beverley-based author, Rhoda Baxter, as well
as Snapper Welly, whose artwork is prominent throughout Hull. Our interview with Rhoda is
also very insightful for those who want to publish their work.
Feeling inspired after seeing all of the incredible creative work we have in Hull? We definitely
are!
-Ash.

Grace

Blank, white walls surround her motionless sleep.
Under the knife, her pulse remains stable.
Adrift in toiled dreams, she dives too deep.
In surfacing, she is never capable.
That word destroys a parent’s heart
Like fever invading the body whole.
Her own history she will never mark
Nor fill this world with her vibrant soul.
On a pedestal, she placed me above
To see past my skin and its wretchedness.
Taken from me and her innocent love,
Leaving me forsaken and breathless.
Beyond death her memory lives in memy actions, my thoughts, all of which made thee.
By Chris Jones.

Work is a Killer
By Sam Bailey

Lights reveal a living room. LINDA, a forty-something year-old woman, is curled up on the
couch in front of the TV. She has fallen asleep, her face resting on her hand. We hear a key in
the front door and the sound of grunting. Enter JERRY, Linda’s husband, as he struggles to
drag something through the door. JERRY tries to drag a rolled-up carpet (with a pair of legs
sticking out of the end of it) past LINDA without her noticing. She wakes with a start.

LINDA glances over the back of the sofa and sees the suspicious rolled-up carpet.
Linda: (gasps) Jerry, no!
Jerry: Linda, I’m…I’m sorry I was just so angry and it was a moment of madness…
It happened so fast, I…

He reaches to hug her.

Linda: Jerry?

Linda: Don’t touch me!

Jerry: Oh! Uh, hello dear.

Jerry: Listen to me…

Linda: Where have you been?

Linda: I don’t want to hear it, Jerry!

Jerry: Bit of a hold-up at work.

Jerry: Linda, please! I can explain…

Linda: (sighs) You could have at least told me you were working late! I get so worried!
(JERRY puts his arm around LINDA and gives her a kiss. He sits down on the sofa next to her.)

Linda: No! For God’s sake, I’ve told you a hundred times to throw that bloody carpet out! No
one will want it! Not Oxfam, not the Salvation Army, Scope, or anyone else!

Jerry: Sorry dear. It’s been absolute murder at the office today, I tell you. It’s been killing me…
(aside) and a few others.

Jerry: Oh yes! Of course! I’m so sorry, dear. Don’t worry, I’ll get rid of it as soon as possible.

Linda: Aww (she gently massages JERRY’S shoulders). Tell me all about it.

Linda: Good.

Jerry: Johnson was on my back again.

Jerry: I’ll just… take this carpet into the garden until I can dispose of it. Pass me that pickaxe
would you, dear?

Linda: Oh no.

LINDA grabs the pickaxe and gives it to JERRY.

Jerry: He was giving it the old, “If you don’t have that report on my desk at 8 AM tomorrow,
you’re sacked” thing again.

Linda: Why did you feel the need to buy a pickaxe anyway?

Linda: He’s always had it in for you! What the hell is his problem?
Jerry: I don’t know, dear. You know, for a long time I’ve thought that if I ever had a moment
with him I’d like to pick his brains and have a good look at what’s going on in there.

JERRY absent-mindedly produces a bloodstained pickaxe and leans it against his side of the
sofa.
Linda: Erm… where did you get that pickaxe, Jerry?
Jerry: Oh… I saw there was a sale on tools at B&Q on my way home.
Linda: It doesn’t look very clean.
Jerry: Ah. It’s… shop-soiled. Somebody must have had a little accident carrying some red
paint around the warehouse. That made it even cheaper!
Linda: (slightly confused) Huh… okay.

Jerry: I’m still not happy with how the patio’s laid. I think I need to move some of those flagstones. (looks stage left, to the “window”) There’s still enough light for me to do it now, actually.
Linda: Oh, don’t start messing with the patio at this time of night!
Jerry: I’m a perfectionist, Linda!

JERRY slings the pickaxe over his shoulder and begins dragging the carpet offstage.
Jerry: Oh, one more thing; do we still have that bag of lime in the shed?
Linda: I think so, why?
Jerry: No reason, just wondering.
Linda: Okay.

Exit JERRY, blackout.

The First Year Manifesto
Do not alter by year.
These children quickly learn to lie.
My mother’s radicalism
Will be my wife’s theology.
Why should pride then grow with age?
In this quick night, these shadows walk.
Hold your tongue young sage!
From the dirt path of Peckham
Around the winding country road.
Give me gaudy looks of glass eyed girls,
Brixton metal, Chelsea smiles
And the Sundance men with empty coffee cups.
Spare me, Reasoning.
Leave me, Innocence!
I will not lay with morals,
I will not die for ethics.
By Jaye Williams

INTERVIEW WITH

SNAPPER WELLY,

FRUIT AND [W]ELLY

CREATIVE

Q&A

How long have you been in Hull and how long have you
been involved in the cultural scene?

During my time studying in Hull, I started on the long road of making a name for myself as a creative.
This, and being a fan of Hull in general, led to me moving here permanently. I can’t say for certain
how involved I actually am with the cultural scene, but I’ve been trying to contribute to it from the start
of my (official) career as a creative, four or five years ago.

How did you come to be the artist of the Welly club’s
recognisable art?

Working hard... I went to Welly on a regular basis from the age of 18, always admiring the
atmosphere, style and aesthetic. I’d never seen anything like their flyers at the time, and I knew it was
the kind of thing I wanted to produce. I built up a portfolio of work, pitched some ideas, and one thing
led to another. The occasional freelance job/mural for the club eventually led to it being my full-time
employment. Having (mostly) free reign to do what I want, style-wise, means that this is literally a
dream come true for me.

Your main inspirations?

Music and design. I love, love drawing, but I’ll always be a designer at heart, so I like to check out
various design blogs/sites if I need an inspiration push. Zine, low-fi, indie and grunge culture are also
a huge influence on anything I produce. The people who make shit, cheap comics or magazines are
my heroes. You can see straight away how much they love what they do.

What are you working on next?

Various group publications throughout 2015 and early 2016, featuring local creative souls. Through
my Something Entirely Different/ A Different Hull branding, I try to bring out a few magazines/ booklets
each year— each one featuring the people who, I believe, deserve to be under a spotlight. There’s
a lot of artistic talent in Hull, and it can be really hard for people to stand out from the crowd, so I’ll
always push for collaboration over treating other individuals as competition, in an effort to provide
everyone with equal attention. Sadly, with so many artists, this doesn’t always prove easy, but it’s still
early days... By 2017, hopefully, this will be a different story.

What’s your favourite venue in the city?

Fruit and Welly. I’m biased - creating all the imagery/posters/flyers for both venues is literally a dream
come true for me - but I can say with certainty that those are two of Hull’s best venues. Fruit hosts
several events per week, ranging from theatre, film, comedy and live music, making it appeal to a
variety of different audiences. And obviously, Welly is Hull’s most unique, alternative nightclub.
There’s nowhere else like it.

What cultural event in Hull was your favourite this year?
Humber Street Sesh, every year. Hull’s best day by far. The second the Humber Street Sesh
wristbands go on sale, order one for yourself, straight away. Get them for your friends and family
too- they’ll thank you later. The 2015 Humber Street Sesh featured 180 local bands, art exhibitions,
events, performances, stalls, exotic foods, drinks, all sorts. It’s an absolute privilege to get to see the
behind-the-scenes work that goes into the festival, and being there on the day is an awe
inspiring experience, seeing everyone in the city come together. There’s a lot of festivals each year,
with something like a jazillion(?) coming in 2017, but none will ever compete with the community
aspect of Humber Street Sesh.

What are you hoping for in 2017?

An equal amount of opportunities for the artists within Hull to have some time in the spotlight, as well
as the attractions being brought from elsewhere.

How do you think the creative work in Hull helps to alter
people’s perceptions of the city?
Hull is great, but it’s so stuck in its reputation that it makes it hard to tell what will affect people’s
perceptions. It’s unfortunate in that the creative work I’m part of has such a small reach, compared
to the huge effect that, say, the Turner Prize taking place in Hull in 2017 will have on the rest of the
world. But even that story got a lot of flack from the rest of the country, with people using it to mock
Hull even further... For the people living here, or studying here, Hull is what you make of it.
Specifically, there’s opportunities everywhere to develop and be successful as a creative, but the
majority of people won’t seek them out or create them for themselves. It’s easy to jump on a bandwagon and blame where you’re based, and hopefully that will shift with the City of Culture business!

What would you say to people doubting Hull’s culture
scene and what it’s got to offer as the next city of culture?
My ‘Come to Hull, It’s Not Shit Anymore’ t-shirts are purely displaying the self-deprecating humour
that Hull folk are known for, while poking fun at the city no longer being on ‘Britain’s shittest cities’
lists. Hull has never been shit—it’s always been a city of culture. But, thankfully, since winning that
title, more and more events and things have popped up to back that claim up. With even more
coming, it’s making sure that we’re going to get to a point where people will never question the title
again.

Check out Snapper’s work on the Welly posters and
visit somethingentirelydifferent.com for an insight into Hull’s creative scene.

In the Kitchen Cupboard
by Jaye Williams

London, lying with this great sentiment.
We’ve lost our shadow, heaven thunders
and below the men turn to salt along the Piccadilly.
Do not look over, or across the neighbour’s shoulder.
Autumn passes among the yew sprout and crushed glass.
It sits there, inconsistent with the smooth fresh spring,
folding its hollow heart inwards to the badger burrow.
As the dew rises, as the sun settles.
On a rose-plumed mouth, emasculating the sky.
‘You’re not a penguin…’
Amber light bobbed through white mesh illuminating a dining area and passage-like
kitchen, recently swept, where two hazel haired boys stood. The younger of the two was next to the sink, his most prominent
curls drooping and latching onto the corner of oak-soaked eyes. These liquid eyes flickered and fixed on the refracting
properties contained within the suspended cupboards. The other—Edward, short-armed and ant-like—tugged hard on his
brother’s white polo. 		
‘You’re not a dinosaur either, Edward!’ The voice of the younger sibling sprang up, becoming vexatious, exclaiming
forward and then drifting beneath the kitchen fixtures. This short anger commanded the movement which pushed Edward
back, making him latch his head on part of the door frame.
‘Nan, Henry hit me!’ Edward exclaimed. The echo chorused with the imitation; the wailing gushed through the house
and evaporated on the porch of the little three bedroom house off some street in Hammersmith, in some part of the greater
city.
‘If I have to tell you once more to behave, it will be me and you!’ The elongated vowels danced and stepped like
Nyabinghi drums through the house, followed by the stout darkness of Nan. Despite her size, Nan was nimble. Her cocoa blue
house dress hovering along the floor made her look a restlessly drifting spectre. The great lines of Christian chastity etched into
the onyx form embellished the soft nature of her pruned lips and varnished mahogany eyes. The eyes splintered and stuck to
one; reminding them of Ruth’s modesty.
‘What are you doing in here?’ Edward sat rocking, back pressed against the inanimate assailant, squeezing the lump
slowly forming on his head.
‘Shall I ask again? What happened?’ said Nan. In between the stifled breathing, the dripping faucet and Henry’s
shuffling, there was silence. Eventually, the young dependent turned to face the stomach of the looming force.
‘I…I saw something moving the plates and I think it saw me… and I was waiting to see it again… and then Edward.
Edward, grabbed my school top so I pushed him, but it was a little push… and then he got hurt… it was an accident... Nan.’
‘It was not a little...’—push.
‘What did you see in the cupboards?’ asked Nan, now pressing her nose up to the glass and ushering Edward over with
a wave. Looking over the lump, she smiled. ‘Little push. Henry, be careful. Play together properly.’ She looked once more into
the cupboard and left through the kitchen, past where Edward had been lying, going through the door, into the hallway and
ascending the stairs.
‘I’m gonna ask if I can go ride my bike for a bit.’ And Edward was off, leaving Henry with the dripping faucet, his own
breathing, the agitated air still settling, and the thing hiding in the kitchen cupboard.
3
Leaving me pieces of peace.
The following day started much like the last, but altered along its course. Nan sat in her room reading her paper.
Records played in the background.
Mr. Sandman,
Bring me a dream.

The blue biro continued its circling and scribbling across the paper. Her mind wandered around empty space, drifting merrily
between the vocal harmonies.
Mr. Sandman,
Bring me a dream.
The record ended and a silence filled the room, creating a vacuum of sound. Other than herself, the house was empty. The
smell of the hoover bag still lingered from the previous hour, while hatchbacks, super cars, and the occasional red roadster
trembled foundations. What a lovely day to be alive and cherish things that are commonly overlooked as elegant. In the housewithin-a-house, people walked with a purpose that is often seen and rarely credited. Patience is a virtue the world has yet to
master, and we are glad for it. Patience drives the soul mad and makes one complacent.
But, today, for the first time, the boys would return from school by themselves. It is this effort which makes every
flower yield its fruit. It is this effort that makes birds sing sweeter, and the hummingbird beak sparkle with more than just
water and dew. On today of all days, Anai’s room was empty. The velvet divan was so pleasant-looking in its undisturbed state,
as if it was sleeping and could never be woken. Sunshine crept throughout the city. Wind played leapfrog over suited men. Je
suis belle, ô mortels! comme un rêve de pierre. The day melted into dreamy sapphire. Supper smells warmed the hazel skin of the
two children.
To capture a moment so pure in its construction would be a sin. A fragile world, held together only by the bond of
love, family and ignorance, should never be touched. As long as the mind does not think, the events can go on seamlessly,
slipping into another, and all could be well. Bleak weather decomposes into hazy forgetfulness. The bright mornings blind the
mind of the lonely evening. Throughout the city, people cry. Men follow along their way in constant stride—but behind locked
doors and stained windows, these two innocent people blot life out.
The doorbell chimed.
‘Hello, Mrs. Gray. Sorry to be bothering you so late. My name’s Stephane, I’m a friend of Anai’s. I’m just popping by
to drop off some files for work. Also I wanted to check Anai was feeling better. I heard she was ill?’ There at the door, in what
can only be described as noir-styled attire, was a young man with a fixed smile, a pompous air and a dark, dangling ponytail.
Nan stood stupefied with fear, staring on at the young man silently. Then, taking the files, she began to speak.
‘Well, unfortunately she’s not at all well and has spent much of the day in the hospital. I’m beginning to think she
might be there for much time to come. If you wouldn’t mind informing your work for her, as I’m sure it has slipped her mind.’
‘Oh! Well of course, Mrs. Gray. I didn’t realise it was so serious.’ Stephane’s beady blue eyes looked stunned at the
severity of Anai’s condition.
‘Yes, well…’ Nan did not continue past these two words; her voice splayed into the gutter.
‘If there’s anything I can do for either of you, Mrs. Gray, Anai has my number. Do not hesitate to ask.’ This was
credulity at best. Stephane shuffled nervously, like a child.
‘Thank you.’ The door closed and the evening blended into a distortion of shades. Time was impeded. Nan watched
her little Nokia; the little boys watched her. This continued for hours. When is mummy coming home?
That night, in Edward and Henry’s room, not a human stirred. Outside, faux light turned its eyes away from the
scene. In this darkness, beneath the sulking of the boiler, there was laughter and taunting. Underneath the bed and overhead
on the top of wardrobes and on the tops of eyelids, little lights flickered in harmony, but one mercenary light burned brightly
and
continuously. Dirtied sapphire, evergreen, opaque orange, and newly-flowered rouge fluttered around a room of a three
bedroom house, off some street in Hammersmith, in some part of the greater city. Outside, two moths waltzed with each other
through the night, blind to the beauty of the dark.
This is where my tale ends. I sat up for a while with my mother, her stout being protruding in the dim light as she
ruffled my amber mane. I watched her watch the city, a grim smile biting at the corners of her mouth. Oh! This house that
I had been born in will never change. My mother is now older and darker and I am smaller and sprightlier, but this house
remains constant. Then, she said in a soft calm mutter, at least now she can slow down. I looked up at her face staring for a while,
taking small joy from my children’s pain and wondering if that makes me a monster—and if it does, questioning whether it’s of
anyimportance. I asked this of myself for a while, knowing that behind a wall was the woman I had grown up with, lived for
and abandoned, waiting in the darkness—confused, alone and most likely bewildered by the recent happenings. And on that I
thought of my two boys again; of how their lives would now be much the same and of very little comfort, from their very little
parents.
To remember in your absence.

The Baton Extended
I
The scene from safety lay before my feet,
Those violent waves crashing on the beach.
‘‘What’s your problem, mate?’’ “Nothing”, I answered.
Their intentions, clear as autumn, thundered.
A mistaken identity was clear.
Shivering my fellowship with fear,
The intoxicated stand-off begins.
II
Mercutio stands with pure violence
But never for an innocent penance.
Bystander of arguments, violent
And tepid alike, but never silent.
Surveying drunken encounters between
Friends, brothers and bouncers. All is seen.
They ascend to our safe Hideaway.
III
Two men, dark as night, surround us.
Steadily ‘‘We didn’t mean to cause a fuss!’’
For their lives were riddled with torment
Of which they seemed fearfully content.
Acting hard with such ferocity
To end in such animosity.
I run. I run so far, without question.
IV
They catch me, floor me and beat me.
I cry, “stop it!” I cry again, I plead,
“Leave my friends alone!” Concerned
Only for them, my anger rises and turns.
One crucial punch to his soft temple
And to his crumbling knees he trembles.
This Nightmare drags for eternity.

V
Brotherhood is sought after among friends,
Through broken hearts and alcohol, it mends.
But in those moments of absolute fear,
Even the most loyal of friends won’t shed a tear.
I watched that cowed car flee in selfishness,
A crushing anchor, leading to helplessness.
Those red brake lights faded into the dark night.
VI
In that moment the baton extended
with such evil prowess, directly intended.
He charges towards me with all his hate,
His enmity having cause to seal my fate.
But out of steel and fire my protector rose
To defend me from the incoming foes.
Only Hector outshines his bravery.
VII
He tussles and frees me from their clutch,
Holding of terror without a grudge.
Taking blow after blow without a sense
Of the pain that became agonizingly immense.
At the price of a strife that was quickly diffused,
His skull shattered, his ribs bent and bruised.
He lies in a sacrificial pool of his own blood.
VIII
I hold his hand with tears and blood,
Like watching light fade in a flower bud.
Consciousness begins to leave his fragility.
His actions had been twice worth nobility.
Calling the police is always the worstThe judgemental look is always cursed
With a phone call, and a parent crying.

By Chris Jones

Extract from ‘The 229 is Never on Time’
The Stage is empty. All the audience can see is MICHAEL, spot-lit. With him, he has 5 bags varying
in style, a brown and green checked blanket and two cups which sit in front of him. One has steam
rising from it. He is rough-looking—41, but looks much older. His hair is long and has faded from
brown to grey. A beard the same colour of his hair hides his face. He wears black jeans, a white
and green checked flannel shirt, and over the top, a blue denim jacket with a sheep skin. Inside,
the collar is turned down. On his hands, there are black fingerless gloves. On his head he wears a
black woollen hat with ear muffs accompanying it.
ELEANOR enters from stage left- she has ginger curly hair, around 35 years of age. She wears
a cream overcoat accompanied with a fur scarf. She has urgency in her physical nature as she
moves around the stage. She spots the man who hasn’t moved since she entered. She now takes
her time as she moves towards him.
Beat.
Eleanor: What are you doing down there?

The man does not respond- his empty stare looks right past her.
Eleanor: Ryan’s been asking for you… I don’t know what to say to him…

He looks away from her. He scowls in the other direction. His fist clenched.
Eleanor: Please come home… For Christmas? Just the day, no longer, then you can go if you want?

She takes out a piece of paper; on it is her number, and she puts it in the empty cup.
Eleanor: Please call me, he misses you… I miss you.

She blows him a kiss and leaves. Beat. MICHAEL does not move for a while. His left eye twitches.
Without looking down, he grabs the cup, takes out the piece of paper and rips it up. Almost trancelike. He throws the remains up in the air. A MAN in a suit from stage right walks across the stage,
pulls out some money, places it in his empty cup and exits stage left.
MICHAEL nods his head in gratitude and watches him walk off in the distance. A WOMAN comes
and wraps another blanket around the back of him, and another MAN gives him a cup of coffee. He
turns and looks at them as if they were ghosts.
Woman: There you are, you need to keep nice and warm during this time of the year.
Man: Don’t want you freezing on us now do we?

The MAN and WOMAN share a chuckle. MICHAEL does not even acknowledge what they are
saying to him. They both relax and sit either side of him, almost like a double act. They look out
with a smile.
Woman: How come you’re out here? On the street?
Man: Do you now have anywhere to stay?
Woman: Poor man, well, we will keep you company for a while, how does that sound?
Man: Bloody awful I bet! (again, they share a chuckle).

Woman: Are you hungry? I bet you are, let me see if I have anything for you.

She searches through her pockets in her large ski jacket. She pulls out a sandwich, BLT, Tesco mealdeal. She places it in front of him.
Woman: There you go, I hope you’re not a veggie, be a shame to let it go to waste.
Man: Yeah, if you don’t eat it, I will (he chuckles).

MICHAEL still sits quietly, with very little movement. The two passers observe him a little more closely now. They begin to search through him; they share a moment of sadness towards him.
Man: (suspicious) How long have you been out on the streets, then?

MICHAEL does not break eye contact but remains just as silent as before.
Man: What’s the reason for this? Couldn’t pay your mortgage? Wife kick you out?

MICHAEL clenches his fists. The WOMAN spots this and tries to draw the men’s attention away
from each other.
Woman: Well, it’s time we got going, don’t you think, James?
Man: (still looking in MICHAEL’S direction) Yes, I think it is.
Woman: Well it’s been lovely to meet you. It’s a shame we can’t do more, but you’re still more than welcome to join us for dinner. Have you any paper to write my number on for you?

MICHAEL shakes his head.
Woman: Well, I’ll just check my pockets.

She pulls out an almost empty cigarette packet, takes out the last cig and puts it in her mouth. In
the other pocket she pulls out a pen and tears round the packet to reveal the inside. She writes her
number down on the white inside of the packet. 0-7-9-4-4-3-3-7-2-0-3. She bends down and puts it
in the coffee cup, taking her last cigarette out of her mouth to speak.
Woman: There you are my love, now if there’s anything you need just ring, okay?

MICHAEL nods. The WOMAN signals with her head for the MAN to exit and he does so. Before
she follows she lights up her last cigarette, takes a few drags, and then leaves stage left. Michael
watches the smoke absorb the space.
From stage right JOE enters, who appears to be walking a dog. He would be best described as an average man.
Joe: Come on boy, you’re holding me up!

He makes the motion of trying to pull the dog. He huffs and notices MICHAEL sat down smoking.
While speaking, he strokes the dog, trying to keep it settled. Michael just finishes his cigarette.
Joe: Got one to spare, my good man?

MICHAEL puts his tin back into his pocket so that JOE can’t see and shakes his head.
Joe: Never mind, got some myself, but if you don’t ask you don’t get, am I right?

JOE tskes out a cigarette.
Joe: The wife doesn’t know I smoke. 5 years I’ve smoked and she still hasn’t a clue. I just tell her it’s
the lads from work or the people in the pubs... well, outside the pubs now. Why do you go and stand
outside with the smokers in the cold? she says- I tell her I can’t sit inside on my own like a lonely
Larry now can I? Then she stops asking. She wouldn’t make a good fuckin’
Sherlock Holmes, put it this way.

He chuckles, his smile turns to disappointment as he looks around the stage.
Joe: Fucked isn’t it… the world. We like to think it’s swell, but really it’s just heading face first into a
pile of shit, am I right? It’s only times like these when you just sit back and look at the bigger picture do you realise that it isn’t getting painted by Da Vinci or Van Gogh, but by some blindfolded
corrupt selfish nobs who only paint for the benefit of themselves. Do you know what I mean? And
we can think that we could try and catch ourselves before we hit the shit—but it’s too late, no one
would agree, and we’d all go to catch it with the wrong fucking hand.

He watches the puppy at the side of him as it is fascinated with a bird in the sky.
Joe: Look at him, not a care in the world. Do you think dogs have the same fears as us.? What other
dogs think of them, how they look, failing, illness, death? Nah they just live without a care. I envy
the fucker sometimes. Fuck, its cold isn’t it? That time of the year, I guess. Tip my hat off to you,
my man, you must have balls of fire.

JOE notices something in the distance and scurries up onto his feet, brushes himself off.
Joe: Shit. She can see me here with the dog still. Look, I know it’s a task and a half but can you have
him? Please? I’ll have my balls ripped off if not! You’d be doing me a huge favour.

MICHAEL looks at JOE, then at the dog. He smiles and nods.
Joe: You fuckin’ star! You are a diamond my friend. Look, here’s a little something for the trouble,
too (JOE pulls out his wallet and gets out £100, puts it in his coffee cup, gives the dog one last pet,
hands over the leash with the dog and rushes off stage).

Beat.

MICHAEL sits smiling at the dog, amused by the animal. He brings the dog closer to him and pets it.
Michael: You’re a weird little fellow, aren’t you? You’re lucky I like you. You know why that is, don’t
you? You have one quality that most people don’t. Do you know what that is, boy? You don’t ooze
out nonsensical shit. That’s all we do. We lie and we lie and we lie (chuckles). You know, it’s funny.
If I asked most people if it was raining, I’d still have to go out and check myself. Your man was right
in what he said- the world is being painted by the self-righteous fucks. But we all fight to hold their
paint pallete. We’re all a bunch of selfish fucks. Look at you, so bloody happy, aren’t you? And you
will remain happy. And that is a hard thing to do. We as human beings are built to hurt each
other… I know, stupid, right? But that’s how it is... He must be up there
laughing at us all. I bet that’s why he did it. (looks up and screams) So he can have a good fuckin’
giggle!
Don’t worry though, I’ve learnt my lesson. I won’t be hurting you. I’ll make sure you never have to
experience any of that.
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The room was silent as the knife fell, shedding blood with each burst on the ground. Some
dropped on my trainer, soaking through the mud on fabric.
There it was, behind the blind trail of blood: a still body in the middle of the kitchen.
The radio played some frantic piano while the pot boiled over. She hated when I put
Classic FM on, told me it stresses her out. She looked almost like a statue there.
‘D’you think he’s…’ She covered her mouth. A smear on her thumb blushed the contours
of her cheek. ‘I didn’t know.’
We both spoke our silence to the tiles. This met the drip of the sink, the hum of the fridge
and the dimming ring from the steel knife. The piano on the radio settled and the room exhaled.
‘Is that it then?’ I studied her gaping mouth as I unwound kitchen roll. ‘I counted three last
time.’
‘The others, they went for the trap.’ She lifted the knife with the tip of her fingers, laying it
peacefully in the sink. ‘I just thought if I’d scare him then…’
‘Then what?’ I snapped. ‘He’d spread the word? Scare ‘em off for good?’
The piano faded and finished. A silence held the air as her fingers slid into the stretch of
Marigolds. I spread paper around the corpse, the colour soaking through the fibres. She turned off
the radio.
‘Oh, I’m sorry.’ She buried three glugs of bleach in a bucket. ‘I didn’t see you rushing to
do a bloody thing.’
‘And Miss Dab-hand-with-a-blade here, she’s got this one.’
That was true. From the moment we caught him and eased parts from his body, she called
the shots. At least until the screaming started. Then some desire took her eyes. The nerves
holding the knife moved faster than reason, finding the point in the back of his neck. She took
the body in hand, with something like grief in her eyes making it seem heavier than her muscles
could permit.
‘Did you want me to help...’
‘Its fine.’ She moved out the back door and dumped the body in long grass.
I fantasised a dozen birds—vultures—in the semi-detached Wythenshawe garden.
Picking our dilemma piece by piece, they fly away with bellies full of secrets.
Stripping her clothes, she marched out of the room. I thought about dinner, passing a
glance over the stained counters. It could wait, I thought, while heading to the garden.
The grass carried itself easily over the corpse. I lit a cig and listened to her shower. She
hummed a simple melody I had heard before: the one she always sang. Two drags in and too
hungry to smoke, I flicked my cig toward the body and looked up for my vultures; there weren’t
any. I began to shut the door. A flicker, stronger than wind, moved the grass slightly.
A curious robin poked his head from the lawn. The neighbour’s tabby preyed from the
bushes. A tumbling leaf caught between a tuft of grass and a dead mouse. It seemed all too
fitting.
I locked the door and considered ordering a pizza. The robin dived to a passing wind. The
tabby pawed at our problem. I waited for her to finish up.

RHODA BAXTER
Review of Doctor January
and exclusive interview!

– The eddy between what there is, what we want there to be, and what we believe there is –
Beth Tyler is enviably convinced of her feelings. She has pinned down the world around her and woven it into
what seems a flawless safety net for sanity: she knows her perfectly defined relationships and she acts accordingly and as methodically as studying the behaviour of proteins in a highly equipped laboratory. Life, however,
refuses to be such a reassuringly sterile environment; the breakthrough that her sanity net is actually a sticky spider trap of false pretences seems one of the subtleties at the core of Doctor January.
The structure of the novel, effectively opposing the crescent confusion in its protagonist’s world, is simple
and straightforward. Relatively short chapters wrap up significant scenes in an undeniably ever-day-life colour. A
bar, a kitchen, a work space, a sidewalk, a hotel restaurant, a bedroom, a
gathering of friends, a walk in two, a meeting—they are all settings of regular, tangible life. The
characters are just as vivid as their environment. Thoroughly explained and voiced from a balanced and relevant
alternation of perspectives, most of them have natural, recognizable reactions. The small talk and the heart-felt
conversations, with relatable sentiments behind them, make up a down-to-earth story about believable characters. For instance, strong and steady in his feelings, Hibs holds on to his weakness as a natural result of staying
connected and sincere to himself. This is no simple thing, which may make it all the more honourable; his weakness is a person, as expected, apparently out of reach. Hibs learns to love regardless of the fact that he cannot
possess what he loves. There can be found, under apparently unspectacular circumstances, shards of truths
worth putting together.
It is not to say that the novel completely lacks gravity. Enveloped in an easy, earthly humour, emotional
abuse dissipates into small, hardly uncommon dramas which must be linked to fully grasp the seriousness of
Beth Tyler’s inner conflict. Moreover, this enhances the story with a sense of
balance. Frustration and fulfilment have a slow, gradual increase until the moment when the heavier aspects of
the book are unravelled—psychological tension of a mind trying to put the soul in order and make it obey patterns more or less imposed by outer influences, the struggle to remain faithful to what is known despite pain,
striving to guiltlessly open oneself to genuine happiness. Doctor January uses a mixture of light-headedness
and tension in the background of a rather ordinary environment to paint the psychological war between what a
person knows they feel, and what their physical and
emotional ‘bodies’ actually crave for. The novel puts into the spotlight the possibility of mature human beings
growing feelings like bacteria, long before they become aware of the nature of these feelings.
However complicated this may sound, fret not! These aspects are presented in the most natural way, perhaps even a little sweetened by the humorous and romantic shades of the novel. It is everything accurately and
orderly laid out, that one finds oneself trapped under the impression of watching a romantic comedy film with the
plus of insight into the characters’ brains. There is nothing too dramatic; even the most violent of emotions are
presented as they are, and explained anatomically and with
simplicity.
For those avid about an easy break from their own pressing reality, I recommend Doctor
January as I would a well-deserved, light treat: in a comfy chair, in the blessed fluffy-socks-pyjama mood. I would
also suggest that the sentimental readers take Doctor January with a pinch of Bombay Bicycle Club’s You Already Know, as a soundtrack starter to complete a storyline I cannot refer to in any way other than sweet.
Reviewed by Mihaela Nutulescu.
Rhoda Baxter is a romantic comedy author who lives locally and works in the university’s Knowledge Exchange.

Doctor January is available in most retailers including the Hull University Union’s Waterstones. Please Release
Me will be released on the 10th of September and is currently available on Amazon.
Website: www.rhodabaxter.com
Twitter: @rhodabaxter

Rhoda,

what draws you to genre fiction?

I used to commute to London from Oxfordshire and I read a lot. I found I really enjoyed reading romance, but didn’t really
identify with the shopping-obsessed women who were popular heroines in romantic comedy at the time. So, I decided to write
an office romance, with lots of email conversations and a heroine who was a lawyer. That was the first book I had published.
My previous attempt—a much more literary novel—is still in the box of broken dreams under the bed.
I see fiction as a way to rehearse or relive emotions in a safe environment, a bit like dreams. I love that first kiss feeling.
As a married lady, I can’t go around trying it in real life, so having characters fall in love is a brilliant substitute.

What are the benefits of working with a small publishing house?
Being small allows Choc Lit to be nimble and change with the market. It also means that they are willing to support their authors when they want to change sub-genre. I started out writing light, chick-lit style books (because they were easier to sell) and
then moved across to writing romances with slightly darker themes like Doctor January and Please Release Me.
A book like my next one, Please Release Me, which is a paranormal romantic comedy that deals with fairly heavy
themes like grief and depression, would have been rejected by many publishing houses on the grounds that they didn’t know
where it fitted into the market, but Choc Lit gave it a chance.
Because they allowed us writers this freedom, Choc Lit is slowly becoming known for romance novels that are a little
different from the norm. We are gathering a loyal following.
The other nice thing about being with a small publisher is that all the writers know each other. We have a lively group
where we chat and swap tips, etc.

Your biography informs us that you work in a scientific field. Do you find that your work
influences the themes and literary ideas for your novels? If so, how?

My pen name is a variation of the bacterium I worked on for my PhD, so I guess the science link is always there.
I set Doctor January in a microbiology lab, just so that I could indulge in a bit of nostalgia thinking about working
in a lab. On a very superficial level, I often make one of my main characters a scientist because there aren’t enough realistically
portrayed scientists in fiction. I often try to sneak in the odd science geek joke into my books, but my editor usually spots them
and makes me take them out (although there is one Big Bang Theory reference left in Doctor January).
I think the scientific mindset helps when things go wrong. When the writing flows, I don’t worry about it, but if a
scene isn’t working, I can take a step back, deconstruct it and figure out what’s gone wrong. Likewise, when I’m teaching or
doing manuscript critiques, it helps to be able to look at a novel structurally and see where the weak points are, or where
themes and subplots can be layered more effectively.

You are a member of the Romantic Novelists Association, the Society of Authors and the Romance
Writers of America. How does being involved in the writing community help you as an author?
Both the RNA (Romantic Novelists Association) and the RWA (Romance Writers of America) are incredibly supportive
organisations. The romance community in general is very friendly— don’t let the Daily Mail tell you otherwise!
I joined the RNA as part of their New Writer’s Scheme, mainly because I wanted some feedback on my first book. It
was as though I’d been pootling along on a country road and suddenly fetched up by the side of a motorway. I learned huge
amounts about the industry and about the professional side of being a novelist. A lot of fairly well-known novelists have been
through the New Writers Scheme and those who ‘graduate’ mentor new novelists on the scheme.
Writing is a fairly lonely job. For years, I kept the fact that I was a writer a secret, as I was terrified of people asking me
when I was going to be published. It was nice to meet and talk to people who understood what it was like. Having been in the
RNA for several years now, I count a number of fellow RNA members as close friends.

What places in East Yorkshire inspire you?
I only moved to East Yorkshire four years ago. My new book, Please Release Me, was the first book that was conceived and
written entirely up north. I wanted to write about people who were carers and I went to an open day at Martin House
Children’s Hospice in Wetherby (which is in West Yorkshire, but never mind). I was so moved by the work they do that I will
be donating half my royalties to Martin House.
The book I’m working on now is set in the Avenues in Hull. I like to use fictionalized versions of real places in my
books, mostly because it saves me having to draw maps and do massive amounts of research before I write. One of these days
I’m going to write something that involves the Humber Estuary, because I think it’s beautiful.
One of the things that annoyed me when I moved up here was that all the writing events and courses seemed to take
place in London or the Cotswolds. Jane Lovering (a Hull Uni alumnus) and I are trying to set up some romance writing
courses in York and Hull. The first course is in York in October – just before NaNoWriMo starts.

Writers are known to not only write for themselves, nor merely for the sake of the story.
Keeping that in mind, to whom would you recommend Doctor January?

Doctor January is ideal for the reader who enjoys reading romance, but would like to see characters who are intelligent
professionals who care about their jobs as well as about love, because most people do care about work, a lot. If you find chick
lit a tiny bit too light and Jodi Picoult a tiny bit too dark, then this is the book for you.

Some of the characters in your novel go through severe psychological stress before reaching a r
evelatory state of mind. Do you ever connect with your characters to the point where you develop
sympathy for them or even beyond, or do you keep a detached attitude, similar to a scientific strategy of
getting across an idea through the characters?
The inner life of my characters fascinates me. I start off with a vague outline but the book doesn’t become ‘real’ to me until I
write myself into the characters’ voices. I try to get deep inside their heads and see, taste and feel what they do, which means
that they often affect how I feel too.
One of the nice things about writing in more than one point of view is that I get to change heads from time to time.
When I was writing Doctor January, after a few days of writing Beth at her lowest, it was a relief to move into Hibs’ head, just
for a break. Hibs’ world view is fairly serious, but the things he said made me laugh, which broke the tension nicely.
I have a day job and a family to look after, so I have to be careful not to let my characters inhabit me too deeply. If I
did, I’m sure my children would put me in my place pretty quickly.

For a romantic comedy, ‘Doctor January’ has a darker core than its predominant charming
and humorous scenes. Would you ever consider taking a heavier psychological approach on
the story?
My writing voice is naturally light and humourous. I fought against it for a long time, because I fell for the popular misconception that comedy is the domain of the frivolous. It is entirely possible to write a comedy that deals with darker themes, in fact,
sometimes the comedy serves as a contrast, making the darker scenes feel darker, sadder, scarier.
Please Release Me deals with grief, guilt and depression but there are still moments of humour. I’m told it made the
story easier to read. It’s also a defence mechanism. Without the humour, writing those scenes would reduce me to a weeping,
damaged mess.

What advice would you give an aspiring author?
Read a lot; write a lot; edit some. Above all, keep going. You’ll get there eventually.

The Birthday Promise
It was the day of the twin’s birthday, and I had prepared something special for them. When I arrived at my old house,
Aunt Marg stepped out the door with her suitcase by her ankles.
‘There you are!’ She may have had the body of a fickle old woman, but underneath was an evil godmother.
It felt like we had reached that milestone in our relationship where everything was only understood clearly through
arguments. ‘I’ve been waiting for you for half an hour! Now I’ve got to rush to get the plane. I hope I’m not late!’
‘Sorry. They wouldn’t let me leave my accommodation; my housemate had left a load of washing up to do.’
‘I don’t care! I should not have to deal with this! I hope your little fuck up hasn’t meant my seat has been
given away.’ This carried on right up until she got into a taxi, and then she was gone over the concrete horizon of the
street. I watched the yellow car turn into a blur in the distance. The only fuck up I felt guilty about was lying. I didn’t
have a housemate, I lived on my own. Lying is useful though, when you deal with family. You have control over
where the argument goes, which means that, instead of telling her that I didn’t like her, I could get on with my day
and she with hers. If I’d told her that I arrived on time, but fancied a coffee shop over seeing her, that would have
made our conversation go on a lot longer.
She always considered raising my younger brothers as a burden rather than an opportunity to be loved and
be proud of us. It was more like ‘clock in, clock out’ with her affection. The moment my brothers had their brekkie
and presents she was gone, satisfied with her day’s work.
I had only been at university for five months, yet on entering this house I felt like I’d never left. The ground
floor had two rooms that were separated with an open archway and a built in dinner table accustomed with bar stools.
The retro décor of the lounge still contrasted heavily with the white, modern style of the kitchen. I spotted the coffee
table that I had scratched lines through with a knife one weekend in my childhood. I saw the blue wallpaper with a
thin white fade towards the floor that still made me think of oceans, and of the memory that hid behind it. The wall
gave my imagination a horizon to look across and become lost in. The bright yellow stain on the staircase carpet was
still there from when someone had dropped their food all down it. Despite the original stain having been replaced by
a bleach smudge that my dad religiously scrubbed in, I still felt like I had spilled it only yesterday.
My Auntie had left me various sticky notes around the house of things I should clean and tidy. They were
on the wall as I walked up the stairs, leading to a message on her bedroom door. This message, in block capitals and
scribbled over many sticky notes, read, ‘Keep Away From My Shit.’ All these notes, all these commands, all these
chores. Who the fuck did she take me for? Cinderella?
While unpacking my own shit a figure took up my doorway, carrying a grin heavy enough to cause neck
problems. It was Percy, with a sticky note on his forehead. ‘Birthday Boy.’ It fell off when he came to hug me. Percy
had this energy, this vibe about him that made him so approachable and loving. His personality attracted many classmates and his pearly whites would send any bully to hunt for meeker prey.
I congratulated him and gave him a gift. It was nothing special, just an action figure of his favourite character
from his favourite cartoon TV. He loved it. I also told him that I was keeping my birthday promise.
‘Really? You mean it? For real?’
‘Yeah, I promised, didn’t I?’
‘Oh thank you!’ he said repeatedly whilst stretching my red jumper. I let him hug me again, and over his
shoulder I saw Harry for the first time in five months, just visible over his twin brother’s shoulder. He had one earphone in that screamed out a very angry heavy metal band. He still looked at me with a detached blankness, despite
having not seen me in so long. I wished him a happy birthday and gave him his present. It was a book by his
favourite author. He thanked me, and asked about university.
‘It’s great, bro. I’ll tell you about it over lunch.’ He gave me a smile. Even though his grin never bared teeth
to Percy’s level, it carried a signature style that revealed how physically identical they were, despite their greater
divide in character. Well, almost identical. For some reason Percy also stood taller than Harry, but I thought that was
down to how the weight of Harry’s shyness shrunk his posture. Apart from the physical height, the greatest divide lay
in character. Well, almost identical. For some reason Percy also stood taller than Harry, but I thought that was down
to how the weight of Harry’s shyness shrunk his posture. Apart from the physical height, the greatest divide lay in
intelligence; Percy had none and Harry had it all. Percy had friends and Harry had none. Percy was ignored by the

school yard bullies and Harry got all their attention. They would stalk the yard like lions would seek a gazelle—a
gazelle which had smarts and would hide out amongst the tall bookcases of the library.
They sat at the table patiently, which had nothing on it. The plates, glasses, bread, ham, lettuce and mayo
were all sitting on the counter waiting to be turned into sandwiches.The twins watched, like they’d done before, as I
worked my magic. I blinked and glanced towards the food, a vein of strain pulsing on my temple. One by one, and
slowly, the plates floated through the air.
As if pulled by invisible hoists, the glasses followed second. On the counter, the bread and the other ingredients came together to form the main snack, and then floated onto each plate. A drawer opened up and out came
two packets of crisps which fell by each plate. From the fruit bowl that crowned the centre of the dinner table, three
oranges rolled out like bowling balls, onto each pair of hands.
When we had eaten, I set the dishes to wash themselves. Every time I did this I imagined a group of
woodland creatures had come to my aid and were cheerfully doing it all for me. But that’s not what they were.
You see, my family were different from everyone else. If I had told my colleagues at the warehouse that there
was an invisible pack of entities that I could control, they would have laughed at me. I laughed at my Mum the first
time she told me this. I thought that when she moved the remote to her hand on my twelfth Birthday, she had pulled
a magic trick. In a way, she did. If I’d tried to explain to anyone outside my family that I could create creatures that
can only be seen by me and move objects at my will, they would have said I have a very vivid imagination. Which
was a key part of it, in truth.
Some families are born with genetic curses, like cancer, Asperger’s and schizophrenia. We got lucky,
depending on how you look at it, and were gifted with the ability to create entities from the invisible particles that
surrounded us. Everyone in this world is subject to the puppet strings of gravity and other physical laws. My family
could see who pulled these strings, and move them to our will.
Auntie Marg didn’t know I could do this, because she was never my family. She was just a witch who was
adopted into the family and raised alongside my Dad. If we ever revealed to her my family’s sight she would use it
for her own gain. She would make me stand in a theatre and make the invisible entities, who are no taller than my
knees, move things across the stage. The audience would be amazed by the ‘illusion’ and we would make millions.
But this was not something I wanted to make millions from, because it was worth more than that. It’s priceless.
So, every time I would use these invisible ghosts to move stuff for me in the lounge, I would quickly rush
them into hiding when she would enter the room. Luckily, they were always silent on their feet.
Once, she walked in when a ghost was fetching the remote for me. Well, I should say stumbled in. She had
zig-zagged home from one of her weekend benders to watch a show, and could not find the remote. She thought I
was hiding it, because I was smirking when she interrogated me, and she got so mad that she burned me with her
cigarette. But I wasn’t going to give in and give her the drunken satisfaction of watching TV. Luckily, she eventually
got bored and left. If she wasn’t so closed-minded, she would have noticed that when she came into the lounge, I had
fed the remote to one of my visions. He regurgitated it when she left. The stupid bitch wasn’t worthy of this kind of
power, I thought. However, I always felt that it was my duty to show my younger brothers how to use it.
They were not yet teenagers, and it was about this time in my life that my Mum taught me this gift. She
always said that it was important to learn at a young age while the brain was a sponge and not yet tainted by the real
working world of nine-to-five temptation. This was also the last year before puberty struck, so their imagination was
still fresh and easily moulded.
‘So,’ Percy began, ‘when can we see them?’

By William Rafe
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