


Welcome to our first edition of Dundee Writes, an exciting new little 
magazine of creative writing by staff, students and recent graduates of 
the University of Dundee. It is produced and edited by postgraduates 
on the MLitt course in Writing Practice and Study, part of the University 
of Dundee’s Creative Writing Programme in the School of Humanities. 

The wonderful anthology New Writing Dundee is published annually, 
but until now we have had no little literary magazine. Dundee Writes 
aims to fill this gap by inviting writers from the university community to 
share their work by having it published. We hope, above all, to provide 
you with a good read and introduce you to some great new writing!

This issue contains poetry and prose from past and present students 
of Humanities, Continuing Education and Medicine. The pieces were 
judged anonymously by a team of staff and student critical readers and 
chosen from over 60 submissions. The cover art was chosen from 10 
submissions of original artwork. 

Professor Kirsty Gunn, Creative Writing Programme Director, has said 
of this venture: 
“A student-led and produced magazine is always the sign of a 
flourishing writing programme and is a wonderful opportunity for 
students to get hands-on experience in creating and directing their own 
magazine. I look forward to reading the forthcoming issues.”

We hope you will enjoy our first collection. We are now accepting 
rolling submissions for future issues so get writing and send us your 
work! Dundee Writes will be published three times a year, and the best 
pieces of writing may be reprinted in New Writing Dundee.

Welcome to Dundee Writes!

Submission details:
We consider all kinds of creative writing, with limits of 1000 words of 
prose and 40 lines of poetry. Please send your work (in word doc format) 
to literarydundee@dundee.ac.uk, marked “Dundee Writes”, including 
a cover page with name, department and contact details. We are also 
accepting submissions of cover art in pdf format for future issues.
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Carnegie House

I sit in the sun parlour.
I am barely here:
a cloud of dust,
a ring left by a teacup.

He sent me here.
I was sick, he said, truly sick.  
Hysterical.

I had been to an art gallery.
I had been unrestrained.

The paintings, he said, 
were the works of madmen,
and those who love them 
madder still.

We are not allowed in the dispensary,
but I go there.

I touch the shining scales,
the brown bottles,
the jars of salts,
the barrels with their buckled wood.

I run my fingers over them
and think of drinking something sour.

Jacqueline Thompson
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Zoe Venditozzi

Extract from “Anywhere’s Better Than Here”

Ed was still up when she walked back into the flat. Any 
residual feelings of tipsiness disappeared when she saw 
his thin shoulders in his faded grey t shirt as he stood at the 
window looking down at the street. He was like a gangly child 
from behind, right down to the superhero she knew graced 
the front of the shirt. Ed’s hair desperately needed cut. It 
was sticking up on the crown of his head from the way he’d 
been sleeping. Whether it was last night’s sleep or one of 
his day time naps, Laurie had no way of knowing. Ed’s day 
was entirely his own, Laurie thought but, unusually, without 
the usual rancour. There was something endearingly pathetic 
about him as he stood there looking for her. 

He turned back into the room, jumping when he realised she 
was there, watching him. He pulled his ear phones out of his 
ears and sat back on the window sill, trapping the stupid lace 
curtain under his skinny bum. Laurie tsked in annoyance as it 
came free from where she’d wedged it in behind the ancient 
curtain pole. The top corner flapped free. It would all fall down 
during the night. No doubt she’d have to climb up tomorrow 
and fix it again. 

“Where have you been?” Ed was obviously completely 
oblivious to Laurie’s annoyance.

“Out. Did you miss me?” 

“Where’s the curry?”

“The curry?” Laurie repeated. He hadn’t been waiting for her 
at all. Well, at least, not as anything other than a deliverer of 
food. “The curry’s in the bloody hall. Where I left it.” She threw 
her coat on the bed. “Why are you standing at the window Ed? 
What are you waiting for?”
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Roderick Manson

The Dynamics of an Asteroid

Somewhere out in the solar system
a modest chunk of rock
hurtles along a narrow band
with its myriad cousins
in pale imitation
of the planet it wants to be
when it grows up.

Only a small nudge 
would send it into the adult world
with catastrophic consequences.

Only a small nudge
set your orbit
on a collision course with mine
with consequences
only the impartial arbiter of time
can foresee.
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She was still standing in the doorway. She looked around their 
living room cum bedroom. They’d finished university more than 
two years before but were still living like students. At least then 
they’d still had a student social life. Now they were the only 
ones of their circle still left in town. 

The bedroom had piles of stuff everywhere. Clothes were 
heaped up at the end of the bed, next to the wardrobe, next to 
the chest of drawers. Magazines and papers were dumped on 
the bed in amongst the unmade bed clothes. The most galling 
thing about all the crap was that it was Laurie’s. She had no 
one but herself to blame. She knew this couldn’t go on. Or 
rather, it could go on forever and ever, amen.

She took off her clothes and dumped them on the floor with all 
her other clothes from the week. She yanked the duvet back, 
flicking the bed-top detritus to the floor. She sighed loudly to 
no avail.

“If you think you’re going to carry on doing that while I’m trying 
to sleep, you’ve got another thing coming.” Nothing. “Ed!”

“U-huh?” He pulled the ear buds out and turned to her.

“You’d better go and wait for the pizza in the kitchen. Some of 
us have to get up for work in the morning.”

“Okay. Good idea.” 

She wondered sometimes if he was tone deaf. As in not being 
able to hear the tone in her voice. He patted her leg through 
the duvet as he walked past. She felt a bit bad about being 
nasty to him until she realised he was actually fishing around 
for his Gameboy which was somewhere within the covers. Ed 
left the room, neglecting to even switch off the light. Laurie 
pulled the cover over her head and fell asleep thinking the 
same thing she always seemed to think when she fell asleep 
these days.

What fresh hell would tomorrow bring?
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“Pizza. When you didn’t come back I phoned for some. But I 
thought I’d order something different in case you came back 
with the curry.” He smiled winningly at her. 

When she had nothing to say but kept staring at him, Ed’s 
smile faltered. “What’s wrong? Don’t you feel like pizza?”
“No Ed, I really don’t feel like pizza.” As soon as she said it 
her stomach hurt with hunger. But there was no way she was 
giving him the satisfaction of asking for a slice. Annoyingly, 
she knew he’d gladly, unquestioningly, give her half, or more, 
of anything he had. The problem was that he had nothing of 
any value to Laurie. His needs were simple. He spent his dole 
money on take-aways and computer games. All he did was 
play games, watch TV and sleep. He always appeared to have 
just woken up, picking at the sleep in his eyes and scratching 
at himself. Luckily he was unable to grow a beard as shaving 
would be a real issue for him. She had a mental image of him 
with a rumplestiltskin beard and felt a giggle coming on.

“Have we got any drink here?” She should capitalise on this 
surge of good feeling.

“What?” asked Ed who’d moved back to the computer. He 
didn’t turn to face her.

“Oh forget it. Just forget it,” she muttered.

He still didn’t turn.

“For fuck’s sake. Ed! What does it take for you to pay the 
slightest bit of attention to me?”

The script was so well worn and boring. She was like a cuckoo 
in a clock coming out at prearranged times always making 
the same noise. She realised Ed had put the headphones 
back in again. Would it be possible to strangle him with the 
cord, or would she have to work on her upper body strength? 
God, who was she kidding? Ed would probably help her. He 
was so amenable as long as you weren’t asking him to make 
something of himself.
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Josephine Jules Andrews

Out of Africa

“Shall we have another film on Mum? There’s Out of Africa, The 
Vicar of Dibley, Crocodile Dundee in L.A., or what about The 
Onedin Line?”

“Not The Onedin Line. It’s too…wet. Out of Africa is good”

Mum settles down to watch the adventures of the writer Karen 
(Baroness) Blixen in Kenya in the 1920s and 30s. Beautifully 
filmed and easy on the eye, the film takes us into Africa where 
the baroness, played by Meryl Streep, falls for dashing Denys 
Finch-Hatton, played by Robert Redford. We hear Karen 
Blixen’s voice over a view of Denys’ aeroplane in clouds: “It 
all started with a gift… a gift to see the world through God’s 
eyes…”

Now, time slips and I am flying in my own Africa. Jules and I are 
in our avion spécial, flying from Mahajanga to Antananarivo. 
Our clothes are crisp and clean; we are ready for the city. The 
world we have just left falls away. We see the sea, the town, 
the miniscule people, the red earth. The forest reserve is tiny, 
and its inhabitants go about their business without us. As I look 
down, I imagine the lemurs curled up under the camouflage 
net of lianas, the geckos catching butterflies, and the giant red 
millipedes moving about on the forest floor.

Then, I am at Ampasindava, floating just above the coral in the 
warm water. My ears are underwater but I can still hear the 
children running and splashing and laughing on the beach. My 
eyes are closed but I can still see the blue sky and green trees 
behind them, and the light on the water around me. In the trees, 
an infant lemur leaps, wobbles, reaches, then jumps back onto 
his mother. Jules calls: “Avia anareo! Efa paré sakafo(1)!”  

(1) “Come on you lot! Supper’s ready!”
8

Pat Fox

Chair

Before she was widowed
she never sat there.
At that time she sat opposite,
knees and heels together;
a pose both rigid and alert,
ready to spring to his every wish.
He died in the chair, heavy in his tweeds,
death relaxing him into it
in a way his living attitudes had never managed.
After the funeral, during the eulogies and elegies,
a small sherry in her left hand,
she ran her fingers along its back,
stroked its fat arms
and ignoring the family’s incredulity,
sat in it.
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Visiting memories is like going through the back of the wardrobe 
into Narnia. Days, weeks and years can pass with vivid clarity, 
yet mere minutes have passed in reality. Sights, sounds, smells 
and even physical sensation can be relived in the mind, but the 
most powerful and shocking is the reliving of emotions. Feelings 
that maybe stretched over weeks or months at the time flood in 
in seconds, and slip away leaving me drained. My body feels 
weak and tired, yet physically I’ve done no more than sit on 
Mum’s couch, tuning in and out of the room.  Mum is still eating 
her Jaffa Cake, Meryl Streep hasn’t even had a hug with Robert 
Redford yet, but I’ve been all the way to Madagascar, fallen in 
love with lemurs and Jules, and had three children. Even if I had 
a big enough scrapbook it would take more than another lifetime 
to collate all the snapshots and footnotes and asides that I can 
view in my head in a matter of hours in a day.

I can consciously go into my past anytime I want. I can re-view 
the film of my life. I can walk through rain forest in Madagascar 
or along back streets in London, sit in cafes in St Louis, and 
gaze up at skyscrapers in Chicago. I can look in the windows 
of every house I’ve ever lived in. I can smile at the faces of 
my children and my husband whenever I like. But Mum can’t. 
Everything is mixed up, her pictures are scattered, and her 
film gets stuck. Sometimes I tell her our family stories, and she 
laughs and says “Really? That was good then”, but she prefers 
to watch others’ lives on video, and not be reminded that her 
own story doesn’t make sense.
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Three, two, one. I’m back in the room.

“Remind me, who’s your youngest daughter?

“Jasmine, Mum”

“Oh yes, Jasmine. How old is she?”

“She’s six now”

“Oh yes. Is she Kikuyu tribe”?

“No, Mum, but she’s half Malagasy”

“Oh yes, like Baroness Blixen”

“No, she’s Danish, but she’s with some Kikuyu. Jasmine will be 
out of school at half past three, and you’ll see her then”

“Oh good! Has it got something to do with this?” (Waving a Jaffa 
Cake)

“Well yes, that’s a Jaffa Cake and Jasmine loves those”

“What do I do with it?”

“You eat it, Mum”

“Oh yes. What is it called?”

“A Jaffa Cake”

“Oh yes, a Jasmine. I’m glad that’s sorted out”
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Annika Firmenich

Drowning outside water

Out in the blue, amidst the curling waves of the everlasting 
stirring of the ocean, rocks the boat. We are following ancient 
creatures that hide from us. Shielded by the surface layer 
which is as impenetrable for us as it is for them. Except for the 
split seconds in which they show themselves. The mother and 
her calf. Two brothers. Three sisters. The male that is following 
in a safe distance. His dorsal fin as long as every one of the 
humans scuttling sedated over deck, one hand always fast on 
the railing. Unsteady. Unprotected.

I hear the waves breaking against the boat. I don’t just hear 
them. I feel them. Rocking us. Singing us to sleep. Like a 
mother bending over her first-born, rocking the child in her 
arms, singing. In the rhythm of the waves. 

I vomit. 

I have almost forgotten why I am here, that is how sick I am. 
Filled to the brim with pills. Crouched into an uneasy position. 
Feeling as if death is lurking just around the corner, luring me 
into his embrace, more and more forcefully by the minute. 
An embrace as passionless, yet as determined, as suicide. I 
vomit again. Nothing leaves my stomach but acid. If I could 
only stand up. Walk up to the railing. Jump into the blue. The 
cold of the water would rid me of this torture. Somebody calls 
something to me. At me. I cannot hear. I should be doing 
something somewhere. Setting up the sound system. Playing 
the whale song. Handing out binoculars and information 
leaflets. In an attempt to answer, I wave my plastic bag which 
contains my innermost love for the ocean and all things living 
in it. The acidy fluid in it splashes a little. Disgusting. I cannot 
move. The voice grows more distant again.

Please Be Gentle with John

A proud sorrow inspires the sincerest of pleas;
His final courtesy - inconceivable to me.
An intimate betrayal painting sinister fears:
Steely crib. Sharp, vicious carers.
Console a widow, temper her tears.
Have mercy and answer my prayers:
Please be gentle with John.

Take care of the warm, withering eyes;
That shared dazzling night skies and blood-red sunrise.
Gazed through mine, ghosts in time;
Lost in finite forever.
And the lips that whispered:
‘I love you’ and declared ‘I do’
Still I hear them,
Foreboding his fate with you.

And care for the arms that cradled our child;
Embraced me and held me.
Our own private sanctuary.
And what was given in marriage,
Now cold and bare,
Tickled my neck and played with my hair.
And for a final time, wired and weak,
He sheltered his in mine.

What once beat for me,
Lies still for you.
Remember it dared, it believed;
It cared and it grieved.
We were the reason for his lungs to breathe:
A lover, a brother, a father and son.
Remember he is John and our John is gone.
Please be gentle with John.

Derek Elliott
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Ann Prescott

Heisenberg’s Uncertainty Principle 
Applied to a Burmese Kitten

A blur of fur
flashes from chair to floor
to mantelshelf. Contemplates
the chandelier. Abates
into cat space
and, in no place, lurks. 
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I sink into a reverie, thinking of summer days spent in a 
pleasant place far from here. When I lived like a whale myself. 
In the ocean, not on it. Playing out in the lagoon with my 
friends, creating memories. Until our skins became dry and 
itchy and our thirst drove us home. To families and love. Time 
existed only to be passed eating, drinking, playing, hunting, 
sleeping. Always in the rhythm of the ocean. 

I’m awoken to reality by a gush of blood shooting out of my 
own head. Somehow I’m on the floor. The sea is rough and 
waves are crawling onto the deck. Encircling me. I must have 
slipped off the wooden deck bench and hit something. Hard. 
There is blood everywhere. In a foggy cloud I see one of the 
American tourists running over to me, grabbing my torso, 
hoisting me up. 

My blood tastes salty.



(3) Paul E.Keck Jr, Susan L McElroy, ‘Pharmacological Treatmentsm for Bipolar Disorder’, 
in A Guide to Treatments That Work, Second Edition, ed by Peter E. Nathan, Jack M. 
Gorman (Oxford University Press: Oxford, 2002), pp278-299 (p278).

(4) Robert Kerwin, Carol Paton, David Taylor, The Maudsley Prescribing Guidelines, 9th 
Edition, (CRC Press: London, 2007), p.174.

He says it’s a central part of the research, uses his terminologies 
to show he regards me as being intellectual. I like it.

Curtains are vital too, though. I remember orange ones. 
Sunshine soaked through them, in rooms dyed and still. In this 
room there’s only fawn: a meaningless colour. The carpet: a 
dull tan. And desk, chair: council brown. And this practice’s in a 
colourless village. Well, it used to be a village. Still called ‘Upton 
Mews’ though, still far enough from Curby to feel elite. They 
cling to names here.

Dead colours magnetise you down though. Doctor must know 
so why doesn’t he redecorate. Not very professional, is it? 
Dullness seeps into muscles. Gives you cramps, bleeds black 
inside the skull. Everything’s related. Cause and effect: fawn 
to black. And me, knowing this, glued inside myself. See, it’s 
important to think of colour. But the doctor doesn’t.

So the drug’s been developed to have a profound affect. 
Yes I’m listening. Of course Lithium is superior to placebo. It 
was successful in crossover trials, see Keck and McElroy(3). 
So the result of this development is a new mood stabiliser. 
Hold on, mood stabilisers aren’t new. Aren’t you meant to offer 
combinations anyway, like Olanzapine, Valproate, or an anti-
psychotic? Check your Maudsley Prescribing Guidelines doctor, 
come on(4).
 
‘Yes, ah, doctor, a new mood stabiliser does not constitute a 
development.’
  Okay, I’m absolutely right: mood stabilisers are not new. 
However, this drug may effectively kill off the depressive 
episodes. So he’s a murderer then. Well they all are. Why kill it 
though? Can’t we play with it first? I say too much. If I complain, 
he’ll know I’m its accomplice.

Thomas John Samson

Extract from “And I’m a Camera too”

…no, it’s more like a frame. Inside it I’m logical. Around it’s a 
storm. The clouds don’t move. Sounds good. I can hear myself 
introducing the idea soon as my representation of this ‘inner 
blackness’. He’ll like that. He’s always asking me to describe it. 

He warbles like an old video though. But medical bits make 
it above the rumble of people carriers outside. He says it’s vital 
that I understand the consequences of agreeing to this new 
medical trial. Right.
 

My cousin Ian always talks about the consequences of ‘doing 
nothing’. He’ll be cleaning his pet shop floor, brushing away a 
porridge of piss, oats and hair. If I was there he’d put the kettle 
on, reach up for chocolate digestives, talk about how he’ll ‘act 
to realise his dreams’ by selling up and opening another shop in 
Brighton. His face lights with futures.
  

Jan says she doesn’t have a future yet. She’s stuck being 
a chemist in Fairfields, a council scheme in north Curby. The 
chemist’s next to a post office and Jan detests her job and her 
husband; he’s a boring bastard, a political type, a diplomat. 
Jan will be thinking of leaving him for me while methadone 
disappears down the throat of her last customer. Addicts are 
getting older, she’d say. Some are in their fifties. Her husband’s 
fifty, abroad mostly. She’ll probably phone soon. We’ve arranged 
to meet after this. 

Yes, I’m listening. I must comprehend the possible impact of 
the drug’s effects. I must be methodological when recording my 
feelings, see Grot and Whybrow(2). Aren’t paper tools wonderful? 

(2) Michael Bauer, Tasha Glenn, Natalie Rasgon, Paul Grot, Laszlo Gyulia and Peter 
Whybrow, ‘New Technology for Longitudinal Studies of Patients with Bipolar Disorder’, in 
Focus on Bipolar Disorder Research, ed. By Malcamb R. Brown (Nova Publishers: New 
York, 2004), pp-1-14 (p.9).
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Ah, of course, he’ll prescribe other medications to counteract 
such a reaction. In tests in America only 12% suffered such 
symptoms. Okay. Not an attractive statistic. He should work 
on his approach. Bleep out the variables. Numbers are hard. 
Stories are better. Tell me a story doctor. Come on! Wait…I 
haven’t had a depressive dip for months. Do I need this?

‘Doctor, I‘m aware that I haven’t suffered from any significant 
episodes of depression for some time. Is this treatment 
necessary?’

Severe depressions will recur. I know, one’s waiting, like a 
weather front, but it sounds so straight when he says it like that, 
severe depressions. I prefer other words. 

When I told my cousin Ian about their diagnosis he said ‘is that 
what they’re calling it now?’ His pet shop’s down at Curby docks, 
between a hairdressers and bookmakers. It looks out onto the 
new Compton Road Bridge which has plenty of sky above it. But 
that day was low and grey and the bridge lead to nothing.

(5) Mario May, Afonso Tortorella and Luia Bartoli, ‘Mood Stabilizers in Bipolar Disorder’, 
in Bipolar Disorders 100  Years after Manic Depression Insanity, ed. by Jules Angst and 
Andreas Marneros (Kluwer Academic Publishers: New York, 2002), pp.349-373 (p.350).

I killed a hamster last month, been out jogging around Curby 
city centre. Jan’s idea: exercise calms you down. But when I ran, 
after three rushes of happiness bounding past The Bodyshop, I 
forgot who I was, where I lived, where I was. Didn’t pay attention 
to the path. 

Sprinted past a vet’s. Collided with a kid holding a cage 
outside the entrance. A hamster was crushed, I fell onto the 
cage. It folded under me.

I apologised, took out the bloody hamster. The kid bawled; 
his mum appeared. She screamed. I explained that exercise 
could have a calming affect. She slapped me. I ran away and 
remembered my name was Paul Belardo. 

Yes, I understand, the drug’s a new derivative of Lithium. 
Its potency’s been honed to rid me of depressive episodes. 
The wonder drug, was successful in comparative trials. Yes, I 
remember, my first handout, the doctor’s a teacher, see(5). And 
he’s sensing a victory for medicine. You can tell. His face looks 
less plastic.

But why listen to this? This isn’t you. I should tell him to…No, 
stop. No, really. Come on. Great, where do I sign then? But wait. 
Things to ask though, like how long will it take? What’re the side 
effects?
 

 ‘Ah, doctor, what is the duration of treatment before the drug 
engenders a change and are there significant psychological or 
physical ramifications?’

He’s already told me? Really? But he’ll repeat it to make sure 
I understand. I can hear his voice click onto rewind. He says 
the drug may trigger relatively severe psychosis, after weeks of 
treatment. But that’s dangerous, isn’t it?

‘Doctor, this sounds mildly precarious.’
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