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Dundee Writes is a little magazine of creative writing from the 
University of Dundee, showcasing the work of students, staff, and 
recent graduates. It is produced and edited by postgraduate students 
of the MLitt Writing Practice and Study, part of the University’s 
Creative Writing programme in the School of Humanities.

Our thanks to the 2012 Dundee Literary Festival for supporting 
the launch of Issue 4. It was a wonderful hour of readings with 
complimentary wine and our contributors had the rare opportunity 
to read their work from the very same platform as internationally 
renowned writers. They were lucky enough to have among their 
audience an appreciative Alan Warner, James Meek, and Kirsty 
Gunn. Look out for details of this year’s festival – and many other 
exciting literary events – at www.literarydundee.co.uk.

A big thank you to everyone who has supported the magazine. 
Dundee Writes is a profitless enterprise and your support is crucial for 
the publication’s continuance. This issue wouldn’t be here without you!
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Library. The city’s Council Libraries deserve much credit for 
supporting local publications and writers and their support of Dundee 
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Dundee Writes is an excellent opportunity to see your writing 
published and reach a wide and influential readership – so get writing 
and send us your work!
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Andy Jackson

Drawing Circles 
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At school a kid once said a proven sign
of madness was the fact that lunatics
could draw a freehand circle with a single line.
We practised, hoping to perfect the trick,
although my own attempts were incomplete –
the first quarter-curve would start off 
well enough, only to drift. I would repeat
the process, each attempt more rough,
my focus purely on perfection of the form.
The page became a dog-eared mess
and as the pencil blunted down, the swarm
of isolated cells began to coalesce.

In later years I drew the circle round 
myself, a bold circumference of black,
a palpable frontier to hold me in my ground, 
or crowd control, to keep the watchers back.
The border that my paintbrush now creates
is maybe just a cordon round a transitory sun,
a line which loosely circumnavigates
a hopeless star whose moment may not come.
And yet, stepping back, I see what I have made –
a breathing image of myself. This is the art
that keeps me sane as long as I am unafraid
to loop my ending right back to the start.
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Bet McCallum

Right from Wrong
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There was a dead tadpole on the teacher’s desk. There 
were small indentations on its bulbous head-body and it was 
covered in spit. The tail was intact, if beginning to curl dryly. 
If she had noticed it, the tadpole would have incensed Miss 
St. Clair as its tank was at least twenty feet away on the high 
windowsill. Interrogation would have followed. As it was, she 
unwittingly swept it off with her register. 

I sat trembling at my desk, eyes fixed on the blue-stained 
inkwell, struggling to come to terms with the incident. Did 
Olive feel the thing writhe and turn when it was pushed in 
her throat? Is that what made her bite down briefly before 
coughing, projectile-vomiting the corpse across the classroom. 
The other girl had stood there in disbelief at the devilry of the 
act, but I had seen stuff like this before. Seoris, to impress the 
group, had once held a glistening two-inch slug in his mouth, 
allowing it several inching movements across his tongue 
before spitting it onto the tarmac with a show of bravado. But 
he did that himself. No one forced him.

There had been at least one other atrocity. It hadn’t been safe 
for Olive in the classroom at break and it hadn’t been safe for 
her outside. Washing the paint boxes in the corridor, her head 
had been forced hard into the huge Shanks porcelain sink, 
under the running brass tap – eyes on a level with a block 
of carbolic, carmine and pungently antiseptic. At such close 
range, she must have smelled, too, those over-ripe milk globs 
lingering in the pitted well of the sink, where we had swilled 
out our mid-morning drinks. She had just lain there, with no 
resistance, pale pinched flesh pressing into rutted ceramic.

Later I had found her in the girls’ cloakroom, sitting on the 
wooden bench, staring. A wan, primrosy girl, like a fawn, soft. 
Teachers and other adults were kind to her, spoke to her 
gently. She was almost hidden among the navy serge, sharp 
knife pleats, either side. She sat sideways, knees up and 
clasped, under the silver pegs, behind the metal grid, wire-
mesh harsh and angular. She’d made her own cage among 
those spare materials. The cloakroom had always seemed an 
uneasy space to me. 

It was always me who was sent to find her when she didn’t 
reappear after breaks. I think she knew the way around that 
school better than any of us. Once she was squirreled in the 
turret classroom under the Gothic window, ‘Rapunzel’ open on 
her lap, and the stained-glass colours flooding across it.  She 
was rocking forwards and backwards and reading aloud, like 
an actress I had seen, like a real storyteller.

One evening after school we played in the bike shed. We had 
broken into the PE store. The dark potential of skipping ropes 
made me shudder. I tried to forewarn Olive.  I beckoned her to 
escape, to run with me, but she just stood there, rooted. Was 
the thought of tomorrow’s repercussions worse than facing 
a new ordeal? I suppressed the urge to brave it out. Instead, 
I moved like a hare off down the slope of the playground, 
dipping low, skittering under the barrier. 

I allowed myself one look back. The bike shed was fading into 
that autumn dark. Two figures were moving towards Olive. 



Xinyi Jiang Megan Heather

Sakura The Tortoise
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We lumber under wadded coats, 
you sashay in your bridal lace.
Only I have the kimono, the doll fringe, 
chase your blossom, giggle.

Again Mum suggests Yat Sen Park. 
Again Dad drops his face:
more people than petals! 

Sundays are short – 
cleaning, shopping, bickering. 
Dinner.
I bite my lips white.

A downpour before next Sunday.
Branches bend low.
I swallow the salty raindrops hard. 

Trampled under spinning wheels and casual soles, 
petals melt in muddy water,
perish in drains. 
I pedal my bike fast. 

We’ll picnic in Yat Sen Park next year:
I’ll chase your blossom, giggle. 
Mum and Dad will smile.

My mother went away in the middle of the night. I heard 
her voice strike against the darkness twice and then a door 
slamming. The house trembled for a while afterwards. I 
thought of my brother across the landing but I dared not 
get up; who knew what pain stood at the top of the stairs 
waiting? God did not listen to me but I prayed for everyone 
in alphabetical order, remembering this time to mention the 
tortoise, tidying up the family so that if he heard me this once 
he would need only to glance at the neat page of our lives. 
Sometimes I could almost hear the warmth of his voice as it 
would be on the day he answered because I had tried my best. 
I thought of the chair in the dining room where love hid in the 
still-newborn weave of the rug beneath it. In the dark, I smiled, 
despite the thought of morning and what it would bring.
 
My brother and I sat at the table with breakfast and my father 
before us. The early sun had carried the back garden over the 
piano as if it knew that outside will make a child happy beyond 
reason. It caught the golden amber tortoiseshell moving slowly 
to the shadows; it caught my father’s gleaming amber brogue. 
The rasp of his anger dulled its shine; any moment he might 
trap it in his dark wallet to burn in secret next to a baby curl of 
mine Ma said he held close to his heart, although I had seen 
neither. Once, when I found the wallet lying on the sideboard, 
I almost looked, but even then I knew that I wouldn’t find it. 
Mother’s lies were always best left untested. 

My hateful brother told me as we went downstairs that Ma was 
in hospital. The baby had gone wrong, he thought. We kicked 
each other quietly under the table, each of us wondering what 
it could mean. If wanted babies were lowered from heaven 
in baskets while women screamed to help them along, what 
could happen? I imagined the blue or pink ribbons snarling 
as they passed through Saturn’s rings and entered Earth’s 
unreliable atmosphere. My brother said it was something to do 
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with blood and mess like a squashed cat. I puzzled, rubbing 
my eyes in the stinging warmth and dazzle. Mother told me 
once that she had chosen me from the middle of a revolving 
baby stand in Harrods: “You weren’t pretty”, she said, “but 
there was something about you”. How many times had I asked 
for the story and hoped that she would say what the something 
was? I knew because I had not come from heaven that I 
hadn’t been quite right, perhaps even marked down in a sale. 
I could never think of it without seeing cracked dishes and 
women fighting over linen, stepping on babies spinning close 
to the ground. If my mother had not picked me up just as she 
was leaving, I might have been moved down as newer infants 
came into stock. One day I would have been thrown away.  

Pa’s dark almond eyes sparked with rage as he stood waiting 
for us to begin. I had looked into the saucepan on the kitchen 
stove as I searched for Ma in case my brother was lying. Two 
rotten eggs nudged each other in the rolling water. I knew they 
were off; it was my business to know everything about that 
house and I had seen them, blue and stinking, on a marble 
shelf in the pantry. Now they sat in egg-cups waiting to be 
eaten. But my father could not be spoken to. He raged day 
and night, pacing, muttering, sitting and swinging one foot 
forward and back, conducting Bach, head filled with ought 
to have said and ought to have been. There was no pity for 
things smaller than a nation, no time for anyone but broken 
strangers on whom he spent his small store of patience as he 
prayed with them.  

I spoke because I could not learn: “The eggs are rotten. We 
can’t eat them”. Pa came over, picked up my brother’s egg 
and held it to his nose. He replaced it carefully: “Eat”, he said. 
My hateful brother began to cry. Gracefully, my father brought 
his right hand across his son’s face, knocking off his ugly 
spectacles and spilling both eggs onto the floor. He caught the 
side of my jaw but I knew that tears would turn his rage colder. 
I knelt to scoop up the scattered shells deftly and took my seat 
again. I looked at the chair where love was hiding and thought 
of the magical colours beneath. Then I saw the tortoise. 

It had crawled from the shadows and come to rest next to my 
father’s foot, its mouth and neck thin like his, its spare brown 
face and dark almond eyes unreadable, golden amber shell 
shining like polished leather. Suddenly, I could not bear the 
weight of my wounded brother, of noticing, of loss I could not 
name, of the frail creature waiting to be crushed like a rotten 
egg. My father’s fury could not be mapped. We came upon it, 
raw and bleeding, in every corner of our lives. He raised his 
hand again and stepped forward. 

Then the quiet tortoise spoke without words. Its voice filled the 
room and the dark eyes shone with tenderness as they looked 
into mine. Because I had done my best on that remarkable 
morning, because I was meant for happiness, the tortoise 
smiled at me until love between small things towered over 
my father’s pain. He stepped back, looking at the palm of his 
raised hand as if it held a ladybird. I gathered up my hateful 
brother, lifted my gentle, golden amber father, and walked 
past the troubled man towards a bright sun that welcomed us 
outdoors into sweet fresh air.



Jane Prior John Eagles

A Candle Lit The Way We Were
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A candle lit
by an atheist
burns as brightly 
for the dead.

An act done
in love and duty
speaks as loudly
for the living.

I lit a candle
out of love for you,
a calling card,
a message of loss and sympathy,
left here for your Other Friend.

And then… returning,
I snuffed it out again!
He’s no need for this tiny flame.
You’ll be with Him now.
You always said that’s where you’d go
in the end – ‘God willing.’

And then
(just in case you’d been sent to another place)
I returned,
lit and let the candle burn,
to remind Him, as much as me,
just how much you mean to me.

Angela put down her glass of whisky and picked up the 
photograph again. She studied it, shaking her head slowly.

She held the photograph under my nose.

“I don’t know how you can’t see it.” 

I was pretty sure what she wanted me to see. I raised my gaze 
away from the photograph and towards the ceiling.

“What? What can’t I see?” I asked.

“Unhappiness. Misery. Frowning disapproval. Just look at it.”

She continued to hold the photograph in front of me until I took 
it from her. She poured us more whisky.

“It’s about forty years old, this photo,” I said. “Black and white 
and out of focus, and yet you can see all that?”

“Do I look happy? Do you look happy?” she demanded.

I leant the photograph against the whisky bottle on the table 
among the remnants of our evening meal.

“I’m trying to hold on to the dog. Maybe that’s why I look 
concerned. I don’t think I look unhappy. And what would you 
be? Ten years old?”

“Twelve. You would be ten. I got those glasses when I  
was twelve.”

“OK. Twelve. What can you tell from one photograph? You 
could be squinting into the sun.”

“I was miserable. It had started by then, after she found out 
about the IQ test result. By then it was written in the stars, or 
in the tea leaves, or at least somewhere in her head, that I 
would be the brilliant one. You could vegetate if you wanted 
to, but I was going to knock them dead at Cambridge. It was 
all planned.”



Helen Taylor

The Graveyard Heart
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“Rubbish. In my opinion, rubbish.”

Her self-pitying nonsense really annoyed me. I had heard it too 
often. I started to clear the plates.

“It’s not as if we can dig her up and ask her,” I said, as 
patiently as I could manage, “but I remember that she just 
wanted the best – for both of us. As any mother would.”

“You didn’t get her menopausal lectures,” said my sister, again 
seizing the photograph. “Don’t you see the disapproval? Even 
if you don’t, you must remember it. You were there too after all. 
And Dad wasn’t much better.”

“I don’t know how you can say that. You heard him tonight, 
Angela, before he went to bed. He’s proud of you. He loves 
you, for heaven’s sake.”

“Perhaps. But he didn’t love me enough to protect me from 
her, did he?”

I walked to the sink with the last of the plates and started to 
wash them.

“You make her sound like a dragon. A despot,” I said over  
my shoulder.

“Good,” said Angela, sounding smug. “That’s what she was.”

“But she wasn’t. She just wasn’t,” I said softly.

“Like you said, it was a long time ago, but she was! She was a 
moaning, despotic old witch. How could I not remember that?”

If my hands had been dry, I might have rubbed my eyes.

“We should tell Dad he needs to get a dishwasher,” I said.

I know
I should be glad.
Your winter heart has thawed
and left me tethered yet
to the ice-rimed tombstone of our love.
And now, you’re moving home,
moving in,
moving on…
But who will lay the flowers on my grave
when you are gone?



Stuart Wardrop

Home from Home
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I’m at the arse end again. This means it’s taken me a long time 
to get into any kind of rhythm and this plays merry hell with my 
leg muscles.

Big Lofty’s flight left before we set off. A bit of a bummer that  
– the big lummock owed me a quid from last week’s pontoon. 
That’ll teach him to play after Christ knows how many pints.  
Two weeks compassionate and he didn’t even like his old man. 

I’ve captured a better rhythm now. I can hear Dim Tim’s braying 
from up ahead. He’s leading from the front – one of his favourite 
phrases – and dictating how fast we move and where we move 
to. He’ll likely get that wrong though – he usually does. 

Not that I envy Lofty. I don’t even call it home any more. I’ve 
got not a bad life here. Three squares a day, fags at a bob for 
twenty and some decent mates. Beats the hell out of where I 
was dragged up – a shitty tenement in a shitty street in a shitty 
town – amongst a whole load of shitty people.

My eyes fix on the KD shirt in front of me. It’s streaked with 
sweat and I’m taking bets with myself as to how long it’ll take 
for the streaks to all join together in one huge sweat patch. I 
shift the weight on my back and shut my eyes briefly for some 
respite from a brassy sun that never seems to go away. Right 
now I’d pay for a bit of Glasgow drizzle – as long as I don’t 
actually have to be there.  

That detective sergeant, whatever his name was. He laid out 
my options for me. They weren’t much to shout about really but 
the only one I couldn’t really live with was being a grass. In the 
world I lived in then that would’ve been like marrying a catholic 
or voting Tory. That left the jail or here. So I ended up here. 

I don’t mind most of the chinless ones but you couldn’t 
make Dim Tim up. He’s the kind that gets you killed – not 
intentionally but through his in-built and inbred stupidity. It’s 
said that even the other officers have noticed how thick he 
is. I won my bet. The shirt in front’s now totally black. All our 
shirts’ll end up wringing wet and we’ll smell like an Egyptian 
knocking shop.

Looking back, I can see what might have been. Strutting in 
that peculiarly arrogant way that told the world what a hard 
man I was but really disguised how scared I was of life. 
Marrying some wee hairy who would dutifully produce weans 
on a regular basis – whether she wanted to or not. A beaten 
down woman who would stand at the work gate or outside the 
burroo hoping to catch her hard-drinking, hard-swearing, hard-
fighting man in a good mood and extract enough cash to feed 
her raggedy-arsed weans. Meanwhile I would be exercising 
my designated role in a crippled society as a fully functioning 
failure as husband, father, and human being.

We’re swinging south now. A swig of the water bottle, knowing 
it’ll boil out of me in seconds. About an hour to go – provided 
Woodsie persuades Dim Tim that it might be good experience 
for the juniors to let one of them navigate. Otherwise we 
might end up marching in a fucking great circle until we march 
smartly up our own arses.       

Best move I’ve ever made. I surprised myself by taking to 
education like a rat up a drainpipe – I used to hate school 
and never went. I’ve learned what reading’s all about and the 
education sergeant says I’m doing well. Who knows where 
it might lead. I’ve got to like Dickens – especially his stories 
about kids in slums – and now I take a book with me wherever 
I go. I’ve left my old life behind and despite the Dim Tims I see 
my future here with these guys.

A bit of chafing on my shoulder from the pack and I wonder 
how the new foot powder is faring in my war of attrition 
with the foot rot – I refuse to call it Athlete’s Foot – from the 
showers at the depot when I first joined. Apart from that I’m 



Catriona Ward Sell

Driven
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hard, fit and brown all over. I pity red-haired buggers like 
Sanderson. He looks like a lobster. Still – as the old saying 
goes: ‘if you can’t take a joke you shouldn’t have joined.’ That 
doesn’t stop me feeling sorry for him though.    

The flags are hanging limp in the still, hot air. Woodsie’s 
jogging anxiously up and down the column muttering threats 
and encouragement. We’re approaching Castel Idris. It looks 
for all the world like yon Fort Zinderneuf place from the PC 
Wren book. The strains of ‘Cock o’ the North’ carries from 
inside the walls and as usual we respond in our heads: 

  Auntie Mary had a canary 
  Up the leg o’ her drawers
  She pulled a string and made it sing
  Up the leg o’ her drawers

This is just the daily pipes and drums’ practice but as always 
happens chests go out, shoulders go back, arms swing higher 
and we all grow an extra inch. At the gate Dim Tim stands 
aside and Woodsie orders an eyes right. As my head swivels 
I have one of my more charitable thoughts – that Dim Tim’s 
heart is in the right place. Pity his head’s up his arse. I’m not 
that charitable.  

We’re home. Through the gate, fall out, head for the showers, 
cookhouse, then down to the education centre, and sausage 
and chips later at the Kirk o’ Jocks canteen. This’ll do me.

i have been thinking about maps.

about where i have been,
and how ink places me
as i look each side of the motorway
for land.

offpage, the mines and slides
are uninked,
a tea-ring victory, a torn misdirection, 
an overworn page        where i should move on.

i have been thinking about your house,
lying on the page, like 
an unmarked police car: unnoticeable,
  lurking.

i have been thinking about lines.
about how to draw them clearer
around the contours 
of my body;

how to thickly outline myself
as an accident zone, 
a do not cross,
an island.

Yes,
I have been thinking about lines,
and everything that comes
in between them.



Andrew Symon Gladys Taylor

Prologue 
(from Jack Shian and the King’s Chalice)

From My Balcony
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When Jack Shian was twelve, he was just growing into  
his magycks. 

The Shian had always had magycks. Some had a little, some 
a little more. Charms, hexes, healing – all sorts. The magycks 
became much stronger when the Destiny Stone came home 
– it even opened up the Shian square under Edinburgh 
Castle once more. Little wonder that the Shian celebrated: the 
Stone had been gone for hundreds of years, you see. That’s 
hundreds of years in human time and Shian time; they’re not 
always the same.

Shian can look like any creature you’ve ever imagined, and 
many that you haven’t. Most humans have forgotten about the 
Shian, even the ones that look like humans, but they’ve always 
been there. 

Families were moving into the old houses in the Shian square, 
and craftsmen were getting the workshops going again. The 
craftsmen were employing apprentices too – that’s the Shian 
way. A youngster who has ‘grown into the magycks’ is of an 
age to become an apprentice.

When the Shian Congress allocated Jack to work with Gilmore 
the tailor, it was decided that the whole family would settle 
in the Shian square: so Jack and his aunt and his younger 
cousins moved from the quiet glen of Rangie to join his older 
cousin Petros and Uncle Doonya in the Shian square. 

Jack’s mum and dad aren’t around at the moment because… 
well, you’ll find out why.

When Jack Shian was twelve and he was just growing into his 
magycks, everything changed. 
  

A rosé dawn is flirting with the dark.
She brushes her long fingers through his hair
and teases him with light. It lingers there
as lovers disentangle, leave the park. 
The early lilting trebles from a lark
disturb the smouldering shadows, and the air
is shifting, splintering shards of silverware.  
Faint whisperings – now morning’s made its mark.
Cool autumn floats in gently on the breeze.
It sends the scent of Gauloises drifting past
on hints of fading laughter. Now and then
the rustling leaves sing softly to the trees.
If I could roll the dice and win, I’d cast
a wish: to be in Paris, young – in love again.



Hamish McBride Skendha Singh

Meditation Submarine
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She leaves the house, open to the clear air, and goes to the 
centre of the lawn. She stands and looks up at the clear, dry, 
cloudless sky for a minute. She seems to become younger 
and more slender, loses awareness of Pui Chai, becomes a 
citizen of the world.

Those with keen eyes would see her gaze moving from sky 
to straight ahead; the shoulders relaxing and dropping a little; 
and the knees bending just enough to unlock. Her hands move 
round, over her d’an dayen, to gather her chi, her energy.  She 
holds this position for some moments, then drops the hands 
to her side. She lifts her left foot six inches to the side. Slowly, 
both arms lift forward as her weight transfers to the right foot. 
She wards off to the left. As weight shifts to the left foot she 
can ward off to the right, then grasp the sparrows tail. Slowly, 
rhythmically, she parts clouds, repulses angry monkeys; she 
brushes knees, plays the lute; she seeks the golden needle.

She works through the whole form, her body-memory always 
one step ahead of her mind. She sees, but doesn’t notice; she 
hears, but pays no heed.  

She concentrates her chi into her d’an dayen and doesn’t notice 
the American plane. Her chi is mixed with the hellish orange 
energy from the sky. There is no house or lawn. There is no Pui 
Chai or vegetation. There are clouds in the once blue sky.

The warm ocean rolling by
hollers
like an old friend,
each wave minting silver
in the light.

I float along
the surge of a crest,
the low of a trough,
like a note
trembling
in a young throat.

I can see
the catch
content in its trap
splash gleefully
in mortality.

I have with me:
a periscope to see
and not be seen,
a key out of this dream,
when I’m
submarine.



Cathy Whitfield

The Skies of Kansas
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Martha stares up at the cloudless sky and thinks she sees a 
speck in the far distance. It’s too big to be a bird, too small 
to be a plane. But when she blinks it’s gone, leaving the sky 
empty and enormous.

She spends a lot of time looking skyward. Everyone does in 
Kansas. The sky has more life in it than the land – those great 
plains of fenced dust, only greening briefly before bleaching 
themselves to ochre in the sun. It’s as if the land has been 
crushed by the vastness of those skies, much as the Kansas 
folk are trampled by summer’s heat, winter’s rasp, and the 
storm-clouds that tear apart the nights. But there are no storm 
clouds today, though it’s the season for them. There’s not a 
cloud in the sky. Not a speck.

In Kansas change comes from the sky, not the land. It brought 
the dry wind that thickened Jonathan’s lungs to rheum and 
shrivelled his body. The wind left nothing of him but a cage of 
bone blowing about the farm like tumbleweed. They’d buried 
him yesterday, the wind gusting out of an empty sky and 
drying up any tears Martha had been planning on shedding. 
The boy had wept though, his hand on her shoulder, and later 
they’d talked long into the night of what had been and might 
be, an of the unnamed grave beneath the cottonwoods, and 
of the fenced-off hollow in the paddock where he’d never been 
allowed to play. It was an ending, that tale, a letting go that 
was a beginning too, one they’d both known has been coming. 
The farm’s been failing for years and now it’s time to let it go. 
She’s sold the land to Garret Tucker, who owns the adjacent 
farm. He’ll be over later to sign the papers and then only the 
house will be hers, an ancient clapboard dwelling that sprawls 
in the shade of the cottonwood trees like an old yellow dog.

If one talks to God in Kansas – and Martha often talks to God 
– it’s to something formless and less than benign, a being 
to be placated rather than praised, one who’s only deigned 
to notice Martha once in the course of her life: the day she’d 
buried her son in that unnamed grave beneath the trees. She’d 
prayed on her knees in the dirt, the rain falling from a slate-
coloured sky. They’d waited so long for this child and it had 
lived for barely an hour. 

Dusk had come early that leaden day, the heat of summer 
driving thermals high into the atmosphere and clouds had 
towered in tumbled masses, bellies flashing and rumbling, rain 
driving from their trailing skirts. Lightening had struck close 
by, missing the house and the trees where she knelt, tearing 
a great hole in the paddock. They never spoke about what 
happened next, her and Jonathan, although in later years he’d 
point out reports in the paper of strange occurrences on the 
Kansas plain, of twisters that could lift a whole house into the 
sky and set it down in pieces half a county away. Sometimes 
living things would be carried – frogs and fish – scooped from 
some creek to rain down miles away in the middle of a field. 
Never a child though. That was never reported, never spoken 
about. The child was a gift, the impossible answer to a prayer, 
and not to be questioned.

Garrett Tucker arrives later that day, his pick-up stirring up 
the dust on the track to the house. He’s a grey little man; 
gritty with the Kansas soil that gets into your skin and eyes, 
into your soul, a dry stick of a man with whom Martha has 
exchanged only a few words over the years. But he’s not 
ungenerous. Kansas folk are like that. He’s given her more 
for the land than it’s worth. And now, after they’ve signed the 
papers, he lingers uneasily.

‘You’ll manage here on your own, Mrs Kent, you and the boy?’ 

‘Oh, we’ll manage just fine!’
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Neither says what they think: that this parched land of dust 
and sky and horizons is no place for the young; that the City, a 
dark Metropolis of towers, will take her boy away.

‘Thought he’d be here today,’ Garrett Tucker says 
disapprovingly, as he eases himself into the pick-up.

‘Oh, he’s around somewhere …’ She smiles as she glances 
up at the matt white bowl of sky. Later, when Garret Tucker’s 
pick-up has turned off the driveway and onto the track, her 
smile fades. 

Is it always like this, she wonders. The setting free. They 
don’t tell you about that in the stories. They never mention 
the mothers, the ones who stand in doorways pretending to 
smile as they wave farewell to the sons they’ve sent away to 
war, to adventure, to unimagined horizons. But then aren’t all 
sons their mother’s heroes? No matter who they are or where 
they come from? Even those who’re the answer to a prayer? 
Who’ve come from the sky itself? Or further than the sky? 
And just as on that rainy night when she opened her arms to 
a stranger to take him into her heart, she’ll open them once 
more to let him go, knowing something of his destiny and his 
strengths, which are superhuman, and his weaknesses, which 
are all too mortal. 

She glances once more into the cloudless sky, but it’s no 
longer empty. A speck is hurtling through the air, too fast to be 
a bird, too small to be a plane, a speck that resolves itself to a 
boy who’s a man now, ready to right wrongs, ready to take on 
the world.

‘All settled, mother?’ he asks, landing lightly beside her.

‘All settled, Clark,’ she says, patting him on the arm. Then she 
waves and holds a smile as he disappears once more into the 
great Kansas skies.

Here the sky will always be
a marginally bluer blue
and that slanted curl of a bird will never land
on the water resting part-way to the shore,
the low wave ruffled white, 
gathering to never spill across the sand.
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John Eagles was a psychiatrist in Aberdeen for nearly 30 
years. He contributed many medical publications, but only 
since retirement and joining the MLitt at the University of 
Dundee has he begun to write creatively. He is currently trying 
to complete a novel about psychiatric practice.

Helen Taylor is attending the ‘Continuing as a Writer’ evening 
class at Dundee University.  She moved with her husband 
to Dundee eighteen years ago where they raised their three 
daughters. She has a doctorate in Archaeology and the past 
is important to her writing. She usually writes prose, but 
sometimes a poem writes itself...

Stuart Wardrop is married with a grown up family. A retired 
social worker and TA officer, he is a member of Esther Reid’s 
‘Continuing as a Writer’ group in the Department of Continuing 
Education at the University of Dundee and President of 
Perthshire Writers. In the search for inspiration he walks for 
miles muttering to himself and causing much consternation to 
Midge the Border terrier.

After emerging alive from St Andrews University with a 
degree in English, Catriona Ward Sell fought off the perilous 
temptations of a permanent contract in the Civil Service to 
battle her way through an MLitt in Writing Practice and Study 
at the University of Dundee. Should she emerge victorious, 
she hopes to continue to scribble poetry on receipts, cornflake 
packets, and applications for ‘proper jobs’. You can follow her 
progress at www.afterpage.wordpress.com.

Andrew Symon is a Senior Lecturer in the School of Nursing 
and Midwifery at the University of Dundee. Born in Athens to 
Scottish parents, he moved first to Tokyo, then London. His first 
job as a Labour Ward porter led to a midwifery career, including 
one year in Kenya, where he met his wife. He is a Street Pastor 
and unofficial padre in the Tartan Army. The Shian Quest trilogy 
is his children’s fiction debut. www.shianquest.com.
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Andy Jackson is Medical Librarian at Ninewells Hospital. 
His first poetry collection, The Assassination Museum, was 
published by Red Squirrel in 2010. He edited Split Screen, 
an anthology of poetry inspired by movies & TV published 
in 2012, and is co-editor of Whaleback City, a forthcoming 
historical anthology of poetry about the city of Dundee.

Bet McCallum is a member of Esther Read’s course 
‘Becoming a Writer’ and lives in Broughty Ferry and London. 
She has co-authored three books on primary education and 
published widely in academic journals. Recently, her short 
stories have appeared in New Writing Dundee and Gutter. 
The story ‘Right from Wrong’ is based on a real incident. 

Xinyi Jiang was born in China and is studying the MLitt 
Writing Practice and Study at the University of Dundee. 
Sakura is the Japanese term for cherry blossom trees, which 
abound in her hometown of Qingdao. In South-East Asian 
culture, they symbolise the ephemeral nature of life.

Megan Heather was born in London and has lived in Dundee 
for four decades. She has always loved to write but tends to 
be lazy and easily distracted. Thanks to Esther Read ‘s gentle 
bullying, enthusiasm, and commitment, she is trying to apply 
herself with the help of friends and fellow scribblers in Esther’s 
Continuing Education class. 

Jane Prior joined Scotland’s East coast creative community 
in ’93 and under its influence has grown as a writer. Since 
completing an MA in English and Film Studies in 2010, she is 
refining her first novel and researching hypertext fiction with a 
view to plotting her next.
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Gladys Taylor lives in Cupar with husband Tommy and her 
guide dog Vicki. She completed ‘Becoming a Writer’ at the 
University of Dundee’s Continuing Education Department and 
now aims to join ‘Continuing as a Writer’. She completes her 
Open University B.A. in June. Gladys enjoys life writing, prose, 
and poetry. Her petrarchan sonnet, from a trio of poems, 
concerns impressions of a Paris holiday.

Hamish McBride is a retired G.P. from Aberfeldy. He is a 
member of Esther Reid’s writing group at the University 
of Dundee. He is an active man, with a recent, somewhat 
surprising interest in Tai Chi. One favoured activity is a regular 
dog walk with his wife; often stories assemble themselves in 
his mind while doing this. In ‘Meditation’, Pui Chai refers to a 
village in Vietnam, d’an dayen to the lower abdomen/the site of 
central balance.

Skendha Singh is studying for the MLitt in Writing Practice 
and Study at the University of Dundee. ‘Submarine’ is a poem 
that traces the conscious experience of the beauty of illusion.

Cathy Whitfield is a member of Esther Reid’s ‘Continuing as a 
Writer’ group in the Department of Continuing Education. ‘The 
Skies of Kansas’ was a response to a class exercise. She has 
had a number of short stories and a poetry collection published 
and is currently working on a novel set in dark-age Scotland.

Alison Grant is an aspiring poet who also practices as a 
landscape architect. She is currently undertaking the MLitt in 
Writing Practice and Study at the University of Dundee.

Editors and contributors may be contacted via:
dundeewrites@dundee.ac.uk

If you wish to sign up to the Dundee Writes mailing list to receive 
information on submission deadlines and launch events, send “subscribe” 
to dundeewrites@dundee.ac.uk.

Ross Stewart was born and raised in Fife, Scotland. He 
gained an MA in English Literature from the University of 
Edinburgh in 2009 and, after a brief flirtation with teaching, is 
now completing the MLitt in Writing Practice and Study at the 
University of Dundee. He joined the Dundee Writes team as 
co-editor in advance of the fourth issue.

Josephine Jules Andrews was born in Dundee, trained in 
Anthropology and Ecology at the University of London and 
Washington University in St. Louis, and lived in Madagascar 
for ten years where she founded and ran an award-winning 
lemur conservation project. She is currently finishing the MLitt 
in Writing Practice and Study at the University of Dundee and 
will be teaching classes in life writing in the Department of 
Continuing Education from October 2013. She has co-edited 
Dundee Writes since its first issue.

Jennifer Paton is a graphic designer and recent graduate 
of Duncan of Jordanstone College of Art and Design. She is 
now based in Paisley but will always have fond memories of 
Dundee. To find out more about her and see some of her other 
projects, visit: www.toomanyballoons.com
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