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To Christ our Lord

I caught this morning morning’s minion, king-
dom of daylight’s dauphin, dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon, in his riding

Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding
High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimpling wing

In his ecstasy! then off, off forth on swing,
As a skate’s heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend: the hurl and gliding

Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding
Stirred for a bird, – the achieve of, the mastery of the thing!

Brute beauty and valour and act, oh, air, pride, plume, here
Buckle! AND the fire that breaks from thee then, a billion

Times told lovelier, more dangerous, O my chevalier!

No wonder of it: shéer plód makes plough down sillion
Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear,

Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermilion.

The Windhover

GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS

Contents

Rebecca Hyam (editor), Nicola Nathan (guest poetry editor), Laura McLardy (art and photography), 
Rustam Eltman (design and layout), Natalie S (cover art), Eleni P (title calligraphy)

EDITORIAL TEAM

4 REBECCA HYAM, NICOLA 
NATHAN & LAURA MCLARDY 

Editorial

Poetry

Stories

Noises Off

Reviews

Letters

LIV G
BELA K
SAMIRA M
CHANTAY T
HARRY D
JAKOB L
ARIS S
JOE H
ALICE K
SASKIA SM
LIV G
TALIA H

8
9

12
13
14
15
16
19
22
26
27
30

Altneuland
searching for my mother
Arriving Home
Letters Under My Pillow
A Highgate Tale
Home
Giorgio’s Train
Home
The House on the Hill
A Gust of Sonnet
now and then and now
I Remember

MAGGIE KW
FREDA L
NIAMH H
RAYAN S
OLIVIA R
JOHN M
FRASER B

Miranda’s Message in a Bottle
The Party
Countess Olenska at Home
Family
Stories
Home
Game Changer

32
34
38
40
41
42
43

VERITY G The Murder of Miranda Green46

JOE H
JEMIMA G
KISAKO K
JULIA C
BORIS B

Theorem
One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich
The Miracle of Castel di Sangro
Sour Sweet
Fato profugus: exiled by Fate

50
52
54
55
56

EDWIN G Ed’s Letter59

2 3



THE WINDHOVERN°5 MICH AELM A S TER M 2020

Editorial REBECCA HYAM

Unsurprisingly perhaps, the word of the year for 2020 
as nominated by Collins Dictionary is ‘lockdown.’ 
Lexicographers registered more than 250,000 usages 
during 2020, up from just 4,000 last year. That’s the life 
of words: they come and go and even the most familiar 
ones can be put together in a slightly different order 
at a slightly different time to mean something entirely 
new. Meanwhile, others remain virtually unchanged. 
‘Home’ is one of those perpetually evocative words 
that holds its own.
This edition of the Windhover coincides with the 
second lockdown of 2020 and ‘home’ is our theme. 
It has been interpreted across poems, stories, reviews 
and essays, in the widest possible sense: from idealised, 
marshmallow-coated nostalgia, to Gothic spaces 
of absence and wistfulness; from reflections on 
nationhood and displacement to an exploration of the 
world of the imagination as home. Childhood is also 
seen as its own kind of home, explored with a mixture 
of bewilderment, humour and wonder. 
The writing has, inevitably, also been largely produced 
from and at home: the temporary halt to creative 
writing workshops, meetings, readings and author 
visits has made this especially uplifting. Against the 
odds, students from both Highgate and LAET, have 
kept writing. The fact that they are willing to share 
their work has made this edition possible. This process 
has also been supported remotely by our visiting 
poetry editor, Nicola Nathan, who will come back in 
the summer to work with our poets and storytellers in 
person.
And, whilst lockdown II has prevented us from visiting 
the homes of family, friends and neighbours, in this 
Windhover, we have a series of photographs and 
images by pupils that capture window-framed views 
of our world from Tottenham to Highgate. As we 
approach the holidays, and start to put up decorations 
on front doors, lights in windows, candles on tables, 
home has never felt more precious. So, wishing all our 
readers and writers the happiest of holidays - wherever 
home is.

NICOLA NATHAN LAURA MCLARDY

“Where is home?” or “Where do you live?” or “Where 
do you come from?” are questions often put to us when 
we’re involved in casual small talk. But these questions 
are not always “small” and not always casual. We might 
struggle for a response that strikes the balance between 
the brief answer we suspect the questioner wants to 
hear, and the longer one which actually carries more 
truth for us. 
I discovered the question in a different context, in 
different words, during the first lock-down. Instead 
of “where do you come from?” it is the culture of a 
particular people to ask, “where is your grandmother’s 
fire?” I think this is startling. I won’t attempt to unpick 
its primal magic here, but my instinctive answer was 
(and is) “I don’t know,” and with that thought I was 
aware of a profound sense of longing. As the poems 
published here show, there is space for many shades of 
feeling and experience. For complexity and ambiguity
 While I held in imagination those poems now 
published here – the ones that centred around exile 
and suffering, but also those full of warmth and 
humour -- I found myself in grateful conversation with 
them. Thank you. They have deepened my thoughts 
on the subject. I wondered how to hold “exile” and 
“home” in a single line of poetry. I wrote that line. 
Whether spoken or unspoken, I hope reading the 
work here provokes more such conversations and 
explorations. It is not for the faint-hearted. There 
is risk involved. May you find the tenacity and the 
courage.

With the merging of work and home, or school life 
and home life, we’ve seen glimpses of people’s homes 
in the background of Zoom calls, carefully curated 
or spontaneous. But to find what encapsulates the 
meaning of home, is as individual as the homes and 
people themselves. Home, per definition, is the place 
where one lives. It is a place of shelter, but also a place 
where life plays out. This is what makes a place homely: 
a sense of people’s presence. The traces of living. Of a 
space lived in.
I have been truly impressed by the variety of responses 
and especially with the pupils carefully composed 
images, each paying close attention to lighting, textures 
and colour arrangement. They have captured the 
potential beauty of the mundane and every day, and in 
this way elevated scenes that we might normally find 
unremarkable. The pupils’ interpretations range from 
the humorous to the nostalgic, and everything in-
between. I hope you find the photographs inspiring, to 
look with fresh, curious eyes on what might seem very 
familiar surroundings.
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POETRY

Anya N
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Beyond the screen of sticky-blue plumbago, the street
cats mewl as they lick their gashes. Siesta-eyed
widows on balconies order children to silence,

leave their washing to parch in the khamsin.
 

You walk the pavements as shadows lengthen,
taxi drivers glass-eyed in blistered cars, teen

soldiers laughing and smoking in clusters by the side
of the road, back from hitchhiking on motorways.

 
They did not notice Herzl’s silhouette sitting on the water tower

flicker, gulls perched in the hollow of a folded arm, or
crane their necks to see the caterpillar track chains and old

tank bodies embroidered into brindle vineyard hills.
 

And eucalyptus groves search for water in sands of empty playgrounds.
The traffic island’s arid grass has begun to crumble. A greasy

falafel stand blares Mizrahi music, awning tongue-folded. Grape juice dribbling
down a toddler’s chin and splashing, the wheel of a pram spins

 
mauve into the tarmac’s veins. You strip jacaranda leaves,
fistfuls of lantana flowers, sorbet-hued, for confetti, and

watch the absence of a breeze, sparrows hovering and hopping
across a congregation of plastic chairs, hairline-fractured.

 
A muezzin calls evening prayer in the cadence of church bells and the

redolent rain comes, slithering along the dust, the banks, the rocks,
slavers into clogged gutters, until the Sea of Galilee’s stomach swells

and Herzl too begins to rust.

 

Altneuland

LIV G

i look for her in the kitchen
in the crevasses of the cupboards
the stacks of spices on the shelves

she left her touch on the pots and pans
but i forgot i washed them the other day

i look for her in the bathroom
in the disarray of makeup

kajal, concealer, the chalkiest pink blush
the stacks of bhindis on the mirror surface

i hid them away the other day

i look for her in her bedroom
in between the silks, chiffons and georgettes

from Dhaka to Calcutta to Banaras
the colours of the south bleeding through the wardrobes

i packed them all up the other day

i look for her in the living room
dust circles on the coffee table top

remnants of her on the tv remote, the numbers 6 7 and 8 
rubbed off

pictures half hung on the wall
i took them down the other day

i look for her in the garden
i see her love in each rose, every petal as soft as her

the colours of the rainbow washing into the soil
fluorescent reds, pastel yellows, the purest of whites

all cut off the other day

mother, 
i can’t bear to see you everywhere

but the one place i can’t erase you from is 
myself

searching for my mother

BELA K
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Bela K

Bela K
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I can’t paint a pretty picture of home in black and white.  
Once you strip it down to its most basic parts you find you’ve lost all parts of   

Your culture  

You mould it into a more desirable product that can blend more seamlessly,  
God forbid it stand out too much,  

Appear too colourful.
  

You see everything in my life’s been between black and white  
Is that why I scarred my scalp straight for your approval?  

Or practiced my poise and polished my pronunciation for you?  

The American Dream is a lie  
You only make it if you lose all parts of yourself  

You mould yourself into a more desirable product that can blend more seamlessly  

God forbid you stand out too much,   
Appear too colourful.  

You see nothing about my life has ever been black and white  

I find myself stuck in the grey area  
Where the weight of history hangs heavy on my shoulders  

Restless is my mind when I cross campus  

Is this all they see when they look at me?  
The grey walls begin to collapse in on themselves forcing the binary choice  

Black or white  

Im black in a white world not matter how stripped down  
But i soon learned i couldn’t fit back into the black world  

As I’ve lost all parts of my culture  

Your hands clasp the cold metal of your front door,
Fumbling for keys in the winter cold.

Clicking, it opens, then clicking, it shuts.

You slip your shoes off quickly and place them neatly
Beside the Converses, light-up trainers, heels, dress shoes,

Surrounded by a familiar warmth of burning essence and roasting dinner.

Your younger siblings giggle and clatter upstairs,
Your older sister hums to the rhythmic buzzing from her earphones.

You squirm under the roughness of your father’s beard as he kisses your cheek.
This is home.

Letters Under My Pillow  Arriving Home

CHANTAY TSAMIRA M
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Everybody gathered around,
For Dave the builder was story bound.

 But first tell us what your story’s about:
’Bout a rich man and a poor man with no clout.

 
Now the rich man wore a coat of mink 
And the poor man wore a coat of stink.

 It was a cold, rainy, dark December night  
And the poor man had found himself in a fight.

 
He heard sounds of the rich man’s party,

A bang on the door with a knock so hearty:
 ‘Sir a bed for the night I beg.’ 

Slam went the door from head to leg.
 

The rich man went back to the fun,
All the poor man could think of was his rumbling tum.

 
The rich man continued hosting parties,

However, the poor man saved his money smartly.
 

Day by day the rich man’s money was leaving,
The poor man had money, but this time not by dealing.
 Then karma struck and the rich man was on the streets,

The poor man’s life turned from sour to sweet.
 

The rich man needed a bed for the night,
A stable he saw to his delight,

 A bang on the door with a knock so hearty,
But this time no rich man’s party.

 
Instead, the poor man from last December,

Instantly the poor man could remember
 That cold, rainy, dark December night,

After he had escaped his fight.
 

The same man had left him to sleep on the street,
He was so cold that night he couldn’t feel his feet.

 ‘A bed for the night,’ the rich man pleaded:
He knew how it felt to be let down when needed

 
For the rich man no more bed of sable,

Instead, a bed of hay in a stable.
 The rich man changed his state of mind
And from now on would always be kind.

A Highgate Tale

HARRY D

(After Geoffrey Chaucer)

White-washed walls,
Impertinent squirrels,

Highway for foxes,
The venerable birds,

Raids on the fruit bowl, chocolate in the cupboard.
Flame in the dark,

Flotsam and jetsam.
Family,
Love,
Loud.

Home

JAKOB L
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There is a station outside of Iolcus
With a train that seldom comes

Destined for Georgia.
Its passengers travel

As stray dogs follow a rusted track
Or purblind beggars a golden myth;

Rarely do they gaze out of the windows,
 Or along the canvas where Argonauts idle

Pulled by the chugging marching
Of a requiem procession.

Empty demons with their spears
Share carriages with lunatics, 

Seeking the flaxen water of daylight
And lullaby eulogies.

Single file for the queue that goes
Nowhere.

All aboard Giorgio’s train –
All aboard Giorgio’s train.

Giorgio’s Train

ARIS S

Isaac P
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Where we crouched beside the fire,
Throwing paper birds to see if they would burn.

It sputtered out constellations of dusty orbs,
Listless moths whirled into a glowing maw.

I remember where we used to hide
Our bodies in the stuffing of hollow trees,

Or lying flat in hamlets of snowdrops,
Home-spun palms pressed into earth’s skin.

We kept a boat anchored to a willow tree
Keeping vigil over fox marked eggs and sat,
Watching the rhythm of our closed universe
In ripple pulses, colliding against the bank.

The cloying varnish of the bow now scabs,
And peeled oars scrape like pumice stone.

Dark waters swallow up spirals of light,
The goslings fled and summer passed.

Home

JOE H

Sophie J

18 19



THE WINDHOVERN°5 MICH AELM A S TER M 2020

Sophia T Sophia T
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The house on the hill is alone,
Isolated from the rest.

The house on the hill is sad,
A house not a home.

To be a home, this house must have love.
Love it has not.

To be a home it must bring comfort,
This house is not a home.

This house has no people,
And with none it can’t be a home.

This house has no warmth.
This house is not a home.

The house on the hill is scared,
Waiting to be a home.
But without people,

This house is all alone.

The House on the Hill

ALICE K

Amiela D
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Diana DFelix P
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Before the scapular crick of the crane,
when grasses could twiddle

their own necks, support the dead
dandelion heads, before the arborists cleaved

the scalps of trees, I counted the chimney pots like
fingers, I counted the lampposts like

eyes, always a pair sentinel at each road
corner. Sometimes I smile at the chalk-
dust stickmen, at the posters scabbing

on the walls, at the disused phone boxes,
slap-cheeked, home to ads, stickers, piss. I want
to see car windows and think of condensation,

fingertips itching. Think of minding the meander
of ants. Think of how the dead-legged street

tables and chairs came to be. Stare at the roundabout
at the top of the street spinning itself to sleep.
I want to watch umbrellas writhe in the wind,

not people under shop awnings, watch-tapping,
heads bowed.

now and then and now

LIV G

O’ blow thy mighty power of monsoon,
Destroy fields powerful hurricane,

Amaze us with your towering typhoon,
Thou beguile us with thy fighting rain.

O’ snatch my fear and grasp my attention,
Your danger bewitches to my lurking eye,

I see thy glacial cold and its intentions
O’ the boldness of the winter fright;

But the breeze danced, light, on the frosty grass
Warming my frozen heart, opening up,

Now the calm beauty washed through the past
I can lie back, the whisper of wind hushed,

The subtle drift along my sleeping face,
O’ how does thy wind flow with such a grace.

A Gust of Sonnet

SASKIA SM
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Lia TCLia TC
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STORIES

I remember, I remember
The old musty smell that came from the cellar,

The warm summer nights that we would spend together
The scent of candied fruits thought out the winter,

And when we watched the wood in the fire slowly splinter.

I remember, I remember
The familiar sound of the creaky old door,

The way we would run freely across heath and moor,
The calming crackling of the bedside fire,

And how when we were naughty, we would face your ire.

I remember, I remember
The feel of the scratchy carpet against the soles of my feet,

The games we would play and how we would chat,
The roughness of the bark on the old oak tree,

And how when we had chores, the way we would flee.

I remember, I remember
The sugary taste of roasted marshmallow,

The way we would laugh in the campfire glow
The tangy burst of flavour in freshly-picked berries,
And the blood-red juice of perfectly ripe cherries.

I remember, I remember
The welcoming sight of the battered green door,

The way we would play slip and slide across the floor,
The gorgeous beach-side view from the high attic room,

And watching the flowers ever so slowly bloom.

I remember I remember

I Remember

TALIA H

(After Thomas Hood)
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Miranda’s Message in a Bottle
MAGGIE KW

To whoever might receive this letter, if anyone does at 
all. My name is Miranda. It’s suddenly occurred to me 
that I have no last name, and that I never thought about 
why until now. I should probably start from the begin-
ning. My name is Miranda, and I live on an island, with 
my father and Caliban. It’s strange here, but I’d never 
really thought about that before either, because it’s all 
I’ve ever known. Right now, it’s winter and the grass car-
ries the bluish tinge of the cold and the sea, but it’s still as 
high as my waist. The only things missing are the flowers, 
the scarlet poppies, white asters and blue cornflowers. 
That’s why summers are my favourite, when the fields 
become a riot of colour in place of the uniform green. I 
always think that if I were a painter, I’d sit with an easel 
and attempt to do it justice, but instead I let it make an 
impression on my memory and hold onto that through 
the colder months. 

Sometimes, my island can be harsh and unforgiving. 
The cliffs stretch out for what seems like miles, glinting 
dull blue, cold silver in the watery sunlight. The trees 
bow, and the birds cease to fly, and the grey sea becomes 
a tumult of waves. The wind bites into my skin as it 
howls along the exposed clifftops, and I find that I can’t 
go out at all. Father tells me that I shouldn’t stray too far 
across the island. It’s a lot bigger than you’d think, look-
ing at it, and it’s easy to get lost in the maze of paths that 
wind up the crumbling cliffs, as steep as they are narrow. 
I’ve been here my entire life, and I’ve yet to see all of it. 
So, Father tells me to stay close to home and mostly I 
do, but sometimes I go up to the cliffs to see the sea. It’s 
always soaking up there, from the rain, or the sea, or a 
combination, so I must be careful, because I know that 
if I were to fall in, the ocean would be merciless. I can 
sit there for hours, and often do, even as the angry and 
bitter sky spits rain and hail.

Father has a few books, that he brought with him 
when he first came here. They’re probably more precious 
to him than I am, and for years I would stare up at them, 
lined up on the shelf, bound in red leather with perfect 
gold lettering running down the spines. I think that I was 
ten years old the first time I was trusted with them, and 
from that moment onwards, I began reading obsessively. 
I don’t anymore. The covers are cracked, faded from the 
salt in the air, maybe, and all the lettering has peeled 
off. The pages feel brittle, and the books would make an 
exhausted sound each time I let them fall shut. It does 

not matter. I have them all memorised, word for word. 
And I’ve found other ways to occupy my time. When I 
was younger, I would make up imaginary games in my 
head and get lost in them for hours. No, I write them 
out, my imaginary worlds, where I’m still Miranda – but 
Miranda of Verona, of Padua, of Venice. I have dozens of 
friends in my imaginary worlds, and I’m happy. 

Father is the nearest I have to a friend here and when 
he has the time, I love talking to him. I think I’m quite a 
burden to him, even though I try my hardest not to be. 
I try to make him happy by doing what he asks. Caliban 
was my friend too once, when we were younger, but 
we can’t be anymore. I do get lonely sometimes, in the 
quieter moments when I’m by myself at home, or up on 
the cliffs, where that barely-there smudge of land on the 
horizon seems even further away than ever.

That’s not the reason why I want to leave. But I do 
want to leave. Father finally told me the truth about why 
we’re here, and where we’re from. He said that he was 
once the Duke of Milan, and that he was robbed of his 
rightful title by his brother. That is how we came to be 
banished on this island. I think that might be why he 
seems too sad. It is also why I need to get back to Milan, 
to confront my uncle. If I ever make it off the Island, I 
want to reclaim my father’s title and his land. It would be 
wrong not to admit that my reasons are also selfish in a 
way: I do not want to play make believe anymore and I 
should like to be the real Miranda of Milan. I always felt 
that we were meant for more than what we have here.

Of course, my father isn’t going to let me leave. He 
loves me dearly, I know, and he always wants the best 
for me. To travel to Milan would be dangerous and if I 
didn’t make it, he would be left alone here with Caliban 
for the rest of his days. I couldn’t put him through the 
worry, which is why I’ve made a secret promise to myself 
that I will come back whatever happens. But I also prom-
ise that I will leave.

I already have a plan. My father raised a huge storm 
today and when I begged him to stop, he told me that no 
one was injured or killed aboard any of the ships. At least 
one of those ships must be intact, or a lifeboat perhaps. 
I will find one, steal one, and set sail tonight. So, reader, 
wish me luck. Maybe when I arrive in Milan, I will find 
you and tell you of all the strange and wonderful things 
that that could not fit into the space of this letter.
Yours,
Miranda.

Tuesday, 15th September

Leonidas FV
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Sebastian S

The Party

FREDA L

The doorbell rings. I open the door and see the 
Carmichaels, arm linked, with beaming smiles. The 
Carmichaels own a dentist practice; this is obvious, 
given their pearly teeth and the light smell of Fluoride 
that creeps into your nose when you hug them. They’re 
wearing matching Christmas sweaters that would be 
tacky on most couples, but the flashing reindeer antlers 
just seem to work on them.

‘Sorry we’re late, but little Ruthie wouldn’t stop 
crying,’ Mrs Carmichael says.

Her tone is trying to be apologetic, but it is not 
sincere, because they aren’t sorry at all that their sweet 
new-born, in matching reindeer pyjamas, made them 
late. I look at her in the stroller beside them, staring 
vacantly at me. She’s an ugly baby, uneven tufts of hair 
and a chubby, rolling neck that looks disproportion-
ately large in comparison to her tiny head. 

I smile, compliment little Ruthie and welcome them 
inside. 

Diana, my best friend from university, arrives next. 
She brings Scotty, the lanky architect that she married 
after knowing him for only three months. (‘He’s an 
architect,’ she gushed after their first date). They are 
accompanied by Olive and David, their two children, 
who have not changed out of their matching brown 
and green school uniforms. Diana’s kids are irritatingly 
polite, always using a coaster without being asked and 
weaselling ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ into every sentence.

‘Hi Addy,’ they chorus. ‘Thank you so much for 
inviting us.’

Diana hands me a casserole and orders Scotty to get 
the bottle of Malbec from the car. He nods and runs 
hurriedly to the trunk; they have one of those relation-
ships where she barks and he follows, like an obedient 
puppy. I hang up their coats and tell them to go and 
join the party.

At the moment, some of my work colleagues arrive. 
They have brought their children. I hide the Jello shots 
in the back of the fridge. Who could have foreseen that 
the guests would bring their kids? So many kids. 

More guests trickle in, red-cheeked and shivering 
from the cold. My cousin Mindy arrives unfashionably 
late and, to my surprise, heavily pregnant. She’s flus-
tered, saying, ‘Oh, I’m sorry I’m so late’ and ‘it’s really 
so rude of me’ and ‘I completely forgot to tell you’ and 
‘I thought Auntie Em already had!’

She plonks herself on the sofa and is immediately 
surrounded by frantic people trying to be helpful. 
There’s always a pregnant woman at a party doing 
that, like queen bees in a hive. Everybody offers them 
drinks and pillows to rest their head on and unsolic-
ited advice about cravings and swollen ankles. Then 
comes the prodding, the nosey and persistent ques-
tions about names and the nursery and Moses baskets. 
Mindy gasps, drinking in the drama as always, yelping 
that the baby is kicking. Everybody is eager to feel it 
and it is not enough to feel through the thin, soft wool 
of her sweater, so she lifts it up to reveal her moon of a 
stomach.

I back up into the kitchen, looking at the sea of peo-
ple dressed in red and green and gold. I should be out 
there, happy and a little bit tipsy, dancing to Michael 
Buble’s ‘Have a Holly, Jolly Christmas.’ But instead, 
I feel tears beginning to well up in my eyes. I look at 
Ruthie bawling into Mrs Carmichael’s arms; I look at 
my friend’s toddler pulling at the bottom of her shiny, 
festive skirt; I study Olive and David playing tic-tac-
toe on the notepad that I leave by my phone, clearly 
fending off boredom. I’m looking at these whiney, 
loud, ungrateful children, these needy, demanding, 
indulged small beings, and I think: this is what I want, 
but will never have.’
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Ottolie B Andy N
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The stories are keeping her sane. She can sit on the 
velvet pouf by the window or on the high-backed 
wooden chair with tiny bears carved into its legs in the 
parlour and tell herself the stories. It’s why she feels 
that these things that fill her apartment are a part of 
her, fleshy extensions of herself, connected by way of 
her heart and spinal cord, by veins and arteries and 
long tangles of spider web nerves. 

Nobody did this in New York, nobody had piles of 
books stacked upon end-tables, or a wall with exactly 
nineteen paintings hung in gold frames, or a line of 
miniature Buddha statues sat plumply on the mantel-
piece. ‘Very European’, she can hear them say. 

She finds that it helps her, when she is slicing up 
great chunks of bread and cheese, layering them 
between slivers of ham in a mindless, practical way, to 
be able to look at the plate the sandwich sits on and re-
member.  She remembers the face of the man who gave 
it to her and the timbre of his voice when he recounted 
that he bought it from a little-known antique shop in 
Budapest. But the bread is stale. And once again she 
feels suddenly and overwhelmingly bored.

In the old days, a servant would pack her a suitcase 
at a moment’s notice on such occasions, but her maid 
is somewhere else in New York, living in a cramped 
apartment with a howling new-born baby, on a street a 
world away from hers.

She takes a bite of the sandwich. The ham is also 
oversalted, a sin she could normally forgive if the taste 
were washed away with champagne or a carefully 
selected red wine. God, how she yearns for that mo-
ment: to be sipping from a crystal glass, delicate gloved 

Countess Olenska At Home

NIAMH H

fingers lightly supporting the stem, while dinner com-
panions dance from insults to demands, in-between 
polite bites of sandwiches made on the freshest bread, 
or better still caviar. 

She eyes the dry crumbs.  Her frayed status in New 
York has caught up with her. Real sustenance, those 
ardent men and their desperate, foolish gifts, have 
been shut off. Countess Olenska catches a glimpse of 
the waterless flowers beside the sink in the pantry that 
lean helplessly towards her when she takes her plate 
through. Their petals are desiccated, the blooms long 
dead. Not so long ago, she couldn’t remember once 
making the distance from luncheon to afternoon with-
out receiving a fresh bouquet.

Lightly, she places the plate in the sink. Perhaps a 
nap is what she needs. Slowly, she steps back through 
the kitchen, picking up her feet like a cat to avoid the 
letters in the hallway, scattered across the floor. They 
are unopened. In her bedroom, she stretches indul-
gently and pulls the pin from her hair, just as the robe 
of the lightest Chinese silk drops from her skin. Both 
run down her back, as if in slow motion, and the curls 
of her loosened curls seem to fall in the same ripples 
and waves as the embroidered fabric.

Countess Olenska gets into her bed. Her head falls 
back onto the pillow, eyes straining upwards. Oh, 
she remembers the day she was given that chandelier. 
What a story. April in Paris, the first clear day after 
weeks of rain. Its owner had been a painter and the 
story she told Olenska of how she came across it was 
incredible...

Gabriel H
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‘Creak,’ at 11pm, always eleven.  I’m not sure why, 
but I try not to question it. Humans are, undoubtedly, 
a very unusual species. For example, I never under-
stood why they have two long forks sticking out of 
their toaster. Is that normal?

Anyway, ‘creak’ is the sound that means mother is 
having a restless night, and that father probably isn’t 
going to sleep very well either. I suppose that should 
be used to it by now. I’ve heard others ask them what 
did they expect. For a door and a handle that is. And 
at least they’re not alone. If it’s happening to one, the 
other is soon sure to know.

My mother has always said that I am one of a kind 
and that I am special. Sadly, I used to believe this. Now, 
of course, I know that by some amazing coincidence 
all mothers say the same thing to their offspring. I even 
heard mine say it to my sister, Doorbell, the other day. 
She was beside herself because she had forgotten to 
ring when the delivery man came to bring our owner’s 
new drum kit. Talking of noise, thank God he doesn’t 
play that at night. 

Over the years, I’ve come to peace with the fact that 
I’m not special at all. Doorbell is busy all the time. 
And door and door handle have their fair share of ex-
citement. As for me, a boring old saw, well I was born 
to work alone. No one gets excited when they seem 
me coming. No one presses me, full of excitement. If 
anything, they keep out of my way. How could I ever 
be special? I ask myself this quite a lot and then I hear 
door handle telling me that I should believe in myself 
more. My time will come. That’s the thing about doors. 
They’ll always seen an opening.

Family

RAYAN S

She poured her heart out into her stories. She 
devoted all her time and attention to her writing. All 
day long, she would be carried away into her fairy tale 
lands and make-up worlds, all whilst chewing on a 
pencil. They always told her, ‘come back to reality, live 
a little,’ but she kept on writing about beasts, monsters, 
people, their lives, their adventures. 

She never stopped writing, not even for a moment 
and she preferred it that way. She liked it there, in her 
own little universe where every day was different. One 
day she was flying with swans and the next she would 
be dancing in the snow. Not matter what they said 
to her, or what they did to make her stop, they could 
never seem to draw her away from her notebook and 
pencil.

But if they read her stories, they would have un-
derstood why. If they had looked closer still and read 
between the lines, they would have seen that this was 
the place where she felt truly happy, the only place 
she felt herself. And even then, they would still never 
understand her because they were happy and safe. They 
already had a place to go when they felt down, they 
already felt at home.

For her, her stories were all that she had left. They 
were the place that she ran to and took shelter in. They 
were where she found acceptance and nurture. They 
were her home.

Stories

OLIVIA R
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For once he was walking with purpose. He was going 
home. Although he did not know where home was, it 
was a feeling and he had never felt it more strongly. His 
blistered feet had gone numb. His crutches groaned 
and moaned with every step. His boots had tattered 
into shreds, now more like broken sandals, and the 
skin on his feet was hardened by months of climbing 
and traipsing through the unknown. 

Everything about him seemed old and grey, aside 
from his eyes. His body suffered, whilst his eyes 
roamed the lush green landscape, watching the animals 
play and hunt and kill, watching the droplets drip 
off the leaves and ripple into the water, watching the 
leaves change colour, rusting over into beautiful reds 
and golds, watching the fruit ripen and fall, watching 
himself become part of the forest.

While his body had grown wearier, his mind soared 
through the imaginary places of his dreams, filled with 
life and colours. Yet usually when he woke up, he could 
never remember these places. The sun would pull him 
from his dreamworld, and he would start walking 
again, calming himself down, getting lost, feeling the 
blistered skin.

But this morning it was different. Just when he was 
thinking that he would never find a home, that it was 
time to give up, time to accept dreams do not come 
true, he saw a forest clearing.  He recognised it imme-
diately. That was it. That was home. If he could only 
reach it, if his exhausted legs would just make this one 
last stretch.

When he finally arrived, he lay down on the soft, 
deep grass looking up at the sky. The midday sun 
burned his eyes, but he didn’t care. He felt his heart-
beat, he let his mind feel free at last, and he felt his 
heartbeat again. One last beat. And then he was home.

Home

JOHN M

I didn’t get a great sleep; it was quite a cold night. 
I woke up to an eerie silence, which was a pleasant 
change from the hustle, bustle and noise of the last 
few days. To be completely honest I’ve been really 
struggling, engorged with anxiety, apprehension and as 
pitiful as it sounds, fear, every time that I awoke. I felt 
I was living in an ongoing nightmare. Perhaps today 
would be different. After all today was the big match.

Later that day we all trudged onto the pitch, it was 
unusually muddy and there wasn’t a blade of grass in 
sight, but I guessed we’d have to make do. There was 
a slight kit clash but that was the least of our worries 
for a special day like today. Both teams lined up and 
the majority scowled at each other, after all we were 
bitter rivals. But I was feeling differently and was just 
happy to be there; the last few days had been horren-
dously traumatic. My nerves were jangling, it was an 
experience that had so much significance and although 
I didn’t know it then, it would go on to change me 
forever.

Game Changer

FRASER B

It felt like a long game, some of my teammates were 
carrying injuries and I was starting to tire, in fact my 
legs felt like lead weights. But I was enjoying myself 
and the thrill of playing football helped me emerge 
from the dark thoughts that had scarred me.

The signal went up to say it’s all over. I shook hands 
with my opponent. We exchanged pleasantries – and 
even a token gift - after all we’d had a great battle and 
now we felt a mutual respect. But there would be no 
cup, there would be no celebrations. It was time to go 
back to reality.

As I clambered back over the barbed wire, dropped 
down into the familiar squelch and repulsive stench 
of the cramped trenches, the realization hit me like 
a bullet through the head. My opponent was just a 
normal person, the Germans were just normal people. 
They were just like me. This war affected anyone and 
anything that stood in its path. Of course, we must 
fight for our country, whatever we think about war. 
One day it might be my turn to die, so there’s no point 
in being scared. I must be fearless, it’s the only way to 
get through this.

There is nothing to be afraid of anymore.

42 43



THE WINDHOVERN°5 MICH AELM A S TER M 2020

NOISES OFF

Catherina M
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The Murder of Miranda Green

VERITY G

Two extracts from a short play

Act 1, scene 1

The curtain rises to reveal a conference room with 
a glass table and expensive leather chairs. Several 
confused people stumble onstage, the door lock, and a 
voiceover begins.

Voiceover: (cold yet calm) You have one hour to 
discover who murdered Miranda Green. Your time 
begins now.

A quite ticking noise begins as a large clock appears 
above the stage. A minute passes and everyone remains 
silent.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

Final scene

(All the characters have realised that they are con-
nected to Miranda Green.)

The sound of the clock is now almost unbearable 
and the characters on stage are clearly in an argument, 
each in varying states of distress.

Emily Knightley: (a young woman, deadly calm) It 
was you, wasn’t it? You made it happen. You were the 
investor who pulled the plug because you felt like it 
that day! You killed her.

She begins to sob.
Mr Martin: (a wealthy businessman) No, I had to do 

what was best for my company. You don’t understand!
Joanna Hardman: (a lawyer) Oh, I understand per-

fectly Mr Martin! “It’s just one girl”.  You told yourself, 
“she will be fine, there are other investors out there!” 
(Becomes very angry) Well let me tell  you, I know 
thousands of men like you. which means there are 
millions of Miranda Greens and Michael Greens out 
there in those situations. Shame on you!

Mr Martin: Well did not you do the same? You 
refused to help her in her hour of need when-

Joanna Hardman: (shouting) That’s different.
Betty Green: (Miranda Green’s sister) We are all to 

blame! All of us! We all killed her. Together.
Very elderly man: (Rasping voice) She is right. All 

actions have consequences. We must learn that sooner 
or later. I have spent my life trying to do every single 
thing right, but one mistake can be fatal. There is 
no escaping it and no eliminating it, no cheating or 
trading or leaping out of its way. No matter how much 
we choose to ignore it, its inevitability which reach us 
one day. We must live on with the guilt. No amount of 
remorse, regret or compensation will ever make up for 
what each of us has done, is doing, and will do. All we 
can do is live the knowledge that everything we do is 
born into this world carrying a burden of a thousand 
opposite reactions impossible to control or to contem-
plate. I do not believe in apologies. Goodnight.
The curtain falls
The End.

(After J B Priestly’s ‘An Inspector Calls’)

Jada J
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Martha G

REVIEWS
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Theorem is the film’s title, and its premise. The 
images are not that of a conventional narrative but 
are set up as an experiment. The camera probes the 
lives of a middle-upper class family; the father, the 
mother, the son, the daughter and the maid. These 
are the dependant variables. Then the director 
introduces a new element – the enigmatic stranger, 
(Terence Stamp) the independent variable. They 
are all altered by their experience with him, as he 
remains unchanged. It is no surprise that this film 
has been directed by Pasolini, and it is filled with 
the contradictions of his personal beliefs. He was 
an atheistic Catholic; a Marxist banned from the 
Communist party, and was arguably martyred by his 
murder, following the release of his final film.

The film begins with a shot of a factory, followed 
by discussion between a news reporter and a group of 
socialists arguing over whether the “bourgeoise” will 
always be the enemy of the workers, no matter how 
charitable they are. This tension immediately frames 
the film in the issue of class, yet it is never directly 
addressed again. Then the camera moves to a volcano, 
a symbol of a creative or destructive divine power, that 
begins and ends the film. Many themes are introduced, 
but none are resolved. We are given these thoughts 
and images to do with what we please. Any questions 
provoked are never answered.

The first half of the film shows the apparently 
perfect bourgeois lives of this family. Their home is 
purely ornamental, each room meticulously ordered 
like a stage; their dining room symmetrical right 
down to the china displayed in the cupboards. The 
film, made in 1967, is comparable to J B Priestly’s 
1945 play, An Inspector Calls, which shows another 
family dissected by another enigmatic stranger in 
another representation of class warfare. The motives 
of Theorem, however, are far more concealed, and 
the dissection far more brutal. One by one, the family 
members are seduced by their guest, from father to 
maid. The passage of time throughout the film is vague 
and dreamlike, with no clear distinctions from one 
day to the next. Yet it is clear that this ephemeral visit 
is the best time of their lives. The guest is a healer and 
a miracle worker, Christ-like as he cures the father’s 
sickness. But nothing lasts forever.

Stamp, a 1960s English icon better known for Far 
from the Madding Crowd, is remarkably well cast in 
this Italian arthouse film. He barely speaks, and when 
he does it is dubbed, yet his charm is undeniable. 

Theorem 
Pier Paolo Pasolini

JOE H

He might be a Messiah or an angel of death, a 
representative of the working classes or a metaphor for 
the divine intervention of the writer. The charismatic 
Englishman seems to make the entire Italian family 
foreign to their own home. Pasolini uses the family like 
a puppeteer, expanding their experiences only to crush 
them minutes of footage later. The stranger also works 
as a metaphor for the director. He is only there to pull 
the strings in lieu of him. 

The film is so rich with symbolism and it is quite 
easy to get lost in it. In a self-referential nod, the son 
states of his painting “Everything must be presented as 
perfect, based on unknown unquestionable rules, like a 
madman.” As Pasolini uses the stranger to play with his 
family, he uses the film to play with us. It is a film that 
divides its audiences. It won the International Catholic 
Jury grand prize, before being condemned by the Pope. 
Some will hate its inconsistencies and style, yet there is 
something to be found underneath all its meanderings.

The real interest of the film lies in its second half, 
when the family has awoken from their dream of 
perfection and are left nihilistic and mad. There is a 
stark contrast in the score, between the upbeat Jazz 
of Ennio Morricone and the repeated excerpts of 
Mozart’s Requiem. The film is in a way a Requiem; 
each character has been spiritually resurrected by 
the guest, before dying a metaphorical death as he 
departs. The mother searches the streets for men who 
look like the man, desperately trying to relieve those 
short days of bliss. She is always hiding behind her 
persona of an upper-class wife, never taking her make 
up off, not even to sleep. The son becomes an outcast 
from his peers, and artistically mad. He urinates over 
his paintings, before splashing a pot of blue paint 

blindfolded, the colour of Stamp’s eyes. The creative 
inspiration which he drew from the stranger’s presence 
turns into creative madness in his absence. The 
daughter stares out of barred iron gates, looking to the 
world beyond that she has been sheltered from by her 
father. She ultimately isolates herself as far away from 
reality as possible before falling into a coma. The father 
is physically cured but becomes mentally sick. Or has 
the stranger brought him enlightenment? He strips 
himself of his wealth, giving away his factory, linking 
back to the discussion at the start of the film, before 
stripping himself naked at a station and wandering 
into the wild.

It is the maid, however, who is most affected by this 
experience. She is treated as an equal by the stranger 
and replaced without a word by the family. She deserts 
their home for her village on the outskirts of the city. 
Almost silent, she is venerated as a Madonna figure. 
She is now the performer of miracles, curing a sick 
child and then demanding only to be fed nettles. We 
later see her floating above the bell tower in a dramatic 
break from realism. Whilst the family has been 
destroyed by the divine intervention of the stranger; 
she has been martyred, bearing testimony to her faith. 
She is left burying herself in a building site, crying a 
pool into the soil around her. Whilst these images are 
all strongly inflected with religious undertones, the 
symbolism is vague and esoteric.

The father has the final shots of the film given to 
him, naked and desolate wandering across the dull 
grey side of a volcano: the bleak landscape seems to 
converge around his vulnerable outline. The film ends 
with a scream into the abyss, but whether it is a scream 
of joy, or of freedom or of despair is unknowable.
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One Day narrates a single day in the life of a 
prisoner, Ivan Denisovich Shukhov, in a Soviet gulag. 
It begins with the wake-up call, the sound of a hammer 
banging on metal rail that marks the start of his day. 
As he gets dressed, eats, works, and goes to bed, one 
learns about how he came to be there. His own story, 
including the impact that prison life has had on him, is 
combined with his canny observation of those around 
him, and his cynical judgement of how ‘successful’ they 
will be in survival.

Interspersed among vivid descriptions of the camp 
itself, written from Solzhenitsyn’s personal experience, 
are Denisovich’s thoughts: he contemplates the futility 
and hypocrisy of the regime and society from which 
he is now isolated, and the proto society within the 
camp. While thoughts of life before and beyond the 
prison flit in, they are for the most part dismissed; the 
narrative focuses on his life within the camp.

Denisovich has an apparently strange relationship 
with his prison: although it confiscates his freedom, 
he derives satisfaction from his work, and it is a totally 
absorbing world. At the end of the day he says: “We’re 
going home. That’s what everyone used to say: ‘Going 
home.’ We never had time to think of any other home.”

Any sense of his ‘real’ home is mostly gone, but as a 
human being, he is compelled to call something ‘home’ 
and all that is left is his prison. The fact that he thinks 
of his prison as home is not Stockholm Syndrome; 
rather, it is the gradual change he has experienced as 
his thoughts, longings and dreams of going ‘home’ 
disintegrate. This has happened as he has become 
aware of the meaningless, arbitrary length of his made-
up sentence and the corruption of the system itself.

One Day in the Life of Ivan Denisovich
Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn

JEMIMA G

The fact that the novel is set over one day makes 
the book even more powerful in countless ways. It 
shows how relentlessly similar each day is in its routine 
and events, and the arbitrariness of the new rules. 
A different day would not offer any extra insight. It 
also reflects how Denisovich lives hand-to-mouth: 
each day, including this one, focuses on the game 
of seeing how much extra food he can ‘earn’ off his 
fellow prisoners, especially if they receive a coveted 
food parcel. The day itself becomes a symbol of how 
time operates in prison: “The days rolled by in the 
camp – they were over before you could say ‘knife’. But 
the years, they never rolled by: they never moved by a 
second”

Solzhenitsyn was imprisoned himself from 1945 
until Stalin’s death in 1953, for writing derogatory 
remarks about Stalin (using the names ‘the boss’ 
and ‘the master’) in letters to his friends. The camp 
described in One Day is based on Solzhenitsyn’s 
incarceration at Karaganda, Kazakhstan. He started 
writing the book in 1957, after he was released from 
exile following his imprisonment.

In 1961 he submitted it to Aleksandr Tvardovsky, 
editor of the Novy Mir (New World) magazine. Due 
to laws of censorship, Tvardovsky had to apply to the 
government for permission to publish a potentially 
politically inflammatory work. Khrushchev himself, 
under his policy of De-Stalinisation, allowed it to be 
published in November 1962. It sold out immediately 
and in 1970 Solzhenitsyn was awarded the Nobel Prize 
in Literature. 

However, after a Soviet newspaper accused him 
having a non-Soviet ideological stance, Solzhenitsyn 
was arrested and deported to Germany in 1974. He 
then accepted an invitation from Stanford University 
for him and his family to stay in the United States. 
He only returned to Russia in 1994, after his Soviet 
citizenship was restored in 1990.

One Day had a profound impact on Soviet Russia. 
From the 1920s until around Stalin’s death in 1953 
as many as 18 million people were incarcerated in a 
Gulag at some point. When One Day was published, 
no one dared raise the issue of prison camps, despite 
the fact that most people knew at least one person who 
had been deported to one. For the many who had been 
imprisoned, it represented their struggle. For everyone 
else, it offered a vital insight into the gulags.

As a result of its popularity, the novel is widely 
credited with spurring on the liberalisation, begun 
by Khrushchev’s De-Stalinisation, that eventually 
broke down the Soviet Union. The Soviet journalist 
Vitaly Korotich asserted that “the Soviet Union was 
destroyed by information, only information. And this 
wave started from Solzhenitsyn’s One Day.”

One Day closes with Denisovich’s, and therefore 
Solzhenitsyn’s, reflection on the length of his prison 
sentence: ‘There were three thousand six hundred and 
fifty-three days like that in his stretch. From the first 
clang of the rail to the last clang of the rail. The three 
extra days were for leap years.’

52 53



THE WINDHOVERN°5 MICH AELM A S TER M 2020

I was scrolling down the list of Highgate 21. Many 
books interested me, but not one made me jump 
up and say, “Yes! That’s it, I’m reading this book!’’ 
Then, I clicked the Sports 21, the third list after the 
Contemporary 21 and one that I had not tried before. 
I was not expecting to find a book that caught my 
eye, since I almost never read nonfiction books. But I 
soon realised I was wrong: every page offered me new, 
intriguing options and I decided that I was going to 
choose one. A name caught my eye: Castel di Sangro. 
That is definitely Italian, my brain told me from 
memories of when I lived in Italy seven years ago. I 
read the whole title, “The miracle of Castel di Sangro”. 
The summary told me that it was about an Italian 
football team in the small, forgotten town in Abruzzo, 
climbing up to the Serie B, the league just below Serie 
A, the most important in the world of football, or il 
calcio, in Italy.

“Mum? Is the library open? Or can I buy it?”
The story was written by an American author, 

Joe McGinniss, who had suddenly gained interest 
in football after seeing a World Cup match. He 
travelled to Italy multiple times, in pursuit of his true 
passion and one day, he hears about “il miracolo” 
that took place in Castel di Sangro, the small, 
impoverished town of 5,000 people, rooted deep in the 
“unattractive” part of Italy, the “least visited region” of 
Abruzzo: guidebooks threaten that it is a cursed place. 
The story follows a football team in the town, which 
had won a ticket to Serie B from being at the lowest 
level and is now determined to have “la salvezza” 
and stay in Serie B for the coming season. But for la 
salvezza the team must endure “la stagione lunga e 
dura”, a long and hard season, as the stubborn manager 
Jaconi, or “bulldozer” as he calls himself, insists. 

Despite the language barrier, the author soon finds 
himself part of the family and with him acting like 
a luck-carrier, they win several miraculous matches. 
Soon the town of Castel di Sangro (the castle of 
blood) goes from being called a cursed town and gains 
the name of “the town of fairy tales”. However, things 
get complicated with the mysterious Signor Rezza, 
who seems to hold the utmost power in the region; 
the unsupportive president of the team, Gravina, who 
appears to be holding secrets, and the heart-breaking 
tragedies that come one after the other. It is not only 
la salvezza of the team that is in danger, but its very 
survival.

Can la potenza della speranza, the power of hope, 
win another miraculous war against the tragic fate? 
And were the tragedies really accidents or…?

The story starts like a comedy and it immediately 
gripped my heart, entertaining me from the Prologue, 
especially because I recognised and had experienced 
all the Italian stereotypes described in the book. From 
the title, it sounds like a fairy tale with the magic 
doing all the work but as I read on, I realised that it 
was much more about the people. It shows us from 
the start that language is not a problem or a barrier 
in making friends, and that is not the only message 
in this nonfiction book. The power of believing and 
dreaming, the importance of determination and 
diligence, and the warmth of friendship… This book 
can remind us of the things that we so often forget in 
our busy days of life and what is astonishing is that it is 
all a true story.

I would recommend this to everyone; this is a book 
that can entertain anyone, even if you are not a fan 
of football, and at the same time convey a timeless 
message of hope through a true and miraculous story.

The Miracle of Castel di Sangro
Joe McGinniss 

KISAKO K

Timothy Mo’s Sour Sweet explores the themes 
of identity and home through the perspectives of 
a Chinese immigrant couple, Lily and Chen, who 
arrive in London in the 1960s. Mo pointedly and 
humorously portrays the experience of Chinese 
diaspora for many Chinese immigrants, as they 
attempt to protect their family unit and work towards 
their dream of independence, whilst also upholding 
their traditions and culture. 

At first, Lily is reluctant to come to England and her 
marriage to Chen is one of convenience, buoyed up 
by their beloved son, who has a comically large head. 
They are also supported by Lily’s sister who appears 
to conform to the stereotype of the conventional 
Chinese woman. The story simultaneously shifts from 
Lily’s domestic life to Chen’s work in the restaurants 
of 1960s China Town, alongside the parallel narrative 
of Chinese triads attempting to dominate the drugs 
market.

The raw depiction of life for immigrants, combined 
with the subtle but meaningful references to Chinese 
culture, allows Mo to give a realistic account of the 
immigrant experience. An example is the way that 
characters use imagery and terms that clearly link 

to their Chinese background. Minor references 
to ‘yin and yang’, herbal medicine and a bowl of 
‘broth, golden-yellow with floating oily rings’ are 
characteristically charming but also real presentations 
of Chinese culture and food.

Sour Sweet is also an excellent portrayal of life 
for a first-generation Chinese immigrant couple. It 
presents the fraught journey into assimilation and the 
hybridity of culture for immigrants. This is symbolised 
in the food that the Chens prepare in their restaurant, 
which is really an English version of Chinese food. 
Meanwhile, the details and references are so carefully 
observed, it would be easy for them to be lost on 
someone who does not speak Chinese or understand 
the culture. This includes that way that the characters 
address each other. In a way, these fragments of dialect 
almost become a culture shock in reverse for the 
reader, like the one our characters must adjust to. 

In conclusion, Sour Sweet is an important part 
of immigrant literature which plays a vital role in 
allowing readers to understand all different types 
of cultural diaspora, thereby promoting better 
understanding of the people in our communities. 

Sour Sweet
Timothy Mo

JULIA C
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In the year 8 AD, during the Golden Age of the 
Roman civilisation, the poet Ovid was banished from 
the city which had bred and nurtured him, the city 
which had inspired his works, keystones of Western 
literature, and, indeed, the city to the legacy of which 
he had contributed so much. The works he was to 
produce whilst in exile would become perhaps the 
greatest outpourings of lamentations that have come 
down to us from Classical antiquity.

A few decades earlier, the great Virgil, whom Ovid 
himself may have met just before the former’s death, 
had published the Aeneid, perhaps the greatest epic 
of the Roman era. At the core of this tale of journey 
and war, of human and divine, lies a man whose home, 
the city of Troy, has been destroyed, and fleeing, he is 
now fato profugus, exiled by Fate (Aeneid 1.2). Not 
only is Aeneas fleeing the ruins of Troy, but he too is 
looking forth to a bountiful future in a bountiful land, 
promised by the gods.

Just like Aeneas, it is quite possible that Ovid too 
was exiled by Fate. Whilst the definite reason for his 
exile is unknown, he himself suggests that at fault were 
carmen et error, a poem and a mistake. Therefore, the 
reason for his exile was likely two-pronged. Augustus 
had been attempting to bring social reform to Rome, 
with poets like Virgil writing of the perfect Roman, 
and Ovid’s works, especially his Ars Amatoria, 
clashed violently with Augustus’ aims, as Ovid, the 
self-proclaimed ‘poet of naughtiness’ (Amores 2.1), 
definitely did not write of the Platonic ideals of ‘love 
[of ] the moderate and the beautiful in a sensible 
and cultivated way’ (Plato Republic 403a). Many 
scholars have suggested that his ‘error’ may have been 
the discovery of an affair that Augustus’ daughter 
Julia may have been involved in. The first reason is 
a consequence of Ovid’s pursuit of his art and the 
second that of, perhaps an unwitting and accidental, 
discovery.

In exile, Ovid had no bountiful land nor bountiful 
future to look forward to. In truth, he probably felt 
rather abandoned by the gods. Having been expelled 
from Rome, he wrote ‘this is the exile’s voice; the 
written word gives me a tongue,/ and if writing is 

forbidden, I shall be dumb.’ Written in his Epistulae ex 
Ponto (2.6.3), this is part of the several series of letters 
that he wrote whilst in banishment. His fascination 
with letters is perhaps a result of his interest in the idea 
of being away from home and of abandonment.

The Heroides, a collection of letters written partly 
before his exile and partly after, consist of tragic letters 
from heroines of mythology to their loves. The theme 
of exile is explored very strongly in the letter from 
Dido to Aeneas. Having arrived at Carthage following 
his flight from Troy, Aeneas has found a second home 
in Dido’s city. However, he is soon, after Dido has 
fallen in love with the hero, compelled to leave and 
follow his search for the to-be-established Rome. 
In Ovid’s work, lamenting, Dido entreats Aeneas to 
‘transfer your Ilion to the Tyrian town’ (Heroides 
7.151). Here perhaps Dido reveals one of the hidden 
truths of exile or of any journey from a place of 
significance to a person: 

one always carries in their heart a remnant of the 
place that they are left or are estranged from, and 
when one does find a new home, it is always, to a 
certain degree, a replication of a previous one. Too 
Dido criticises Aeneas for his wish ‘to follow after the 
fleeting realms of Italy, which lie you know not where’ 
(Heroides 7.10). Here is, I believe, expressed another 
important truth: it is often that in searching for the 
new, we neglect the old to great detriment.

Such works as Virgil’s and Ovid’s are perhaps more 
important in today’s world than ever before. Due to 
the COVID pandemic, many of us, alas, are estranged 
and separated from each other. None of us are as 
integrated into society and community as we used to 
be a mere ten months ago. We have all been exiled by 
Fate, whether it be from our friends or our places of 
study or of work. It is of course an opportunity to try 
something new: perhaps to read or to write, as Ovid 
would have suggested. But it is an opportunity too for 
us not to ignore but to examine the world that had 
existed before now and to look forward to the world 
that will exist in the future. In December 2017, Ovid’s 
exile was revoked by the council of the city of Rome, so 
too perhaps our own exile will be revoked.

Fato profugus: exiled by Fate
An essay

BORIS B

Anthony H
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LETTERS

Re: Parent Consultation Evening Seance

Dear Sir/Madam,

Many thanks for your recent letter to the Windhover Editorial Board. Let me 
start by saying that the Pupil Welfare (Virtual Communications) Committee has 
responded to your most powerfully expressed points by introducing a rule to the 
effect that in future no additional areas of teachers’ houses/accommodation, nor 
any other distractions, ghastly or otherwise, will be allowed to intrude into Parent 
Teacher Consultations.

However, I do feel that in defence of Mr Morley, who as you know is a very 
long-serving and respected member of the school leadership group, I am obliged to 
make a few minor factual corrections to your account of events on the evening in 
question. 

Whilst Mr Morley agrees that a gathering around a circular table in the room 
behind his shoulder was perhaps clearly visible, he has assured me this was in fact 
nothing more than an innocent family meal, rather than the wicked attempt to 
contact the departed which you suggest. He thinks it likely that your account of 
a ‘hysterical harpy exhorting the powers of darkness’, a term which I feel may have 
been a little unkind, was in fact nothing more than an inadvertent raising of arms 
in the air in a mild display of frustration on the part of his elderly mother, who was 
conducting the occasion in his enforced absence. 

This moment of distress may have been occasioned by the youngest Morley’s 
unfortunate habit of swiping his drinking vessel from his highchair, though at 
fifteen months, perhaps she can be excused for this tendency. I wonder if this 
might have been the incident which you described as a ‘bestial manifestation and a 
moment of pure evil’.

May I assure you that Mr Morley, far from being a ‘servant of Beelzebub’, is in 
fact a most sober and reliable pillar of his community, and indeed a longstanding 
member of his local Neighbourhood Watch.

Mr Morley is pleased with your son’s progress this term and remains confident 
that, once he recovers from this experience, and feels able to leave his bedroom, 
and indeed perhaps set his bible aside if only for a few minutes, he will continue to 
thrive in Religion & Philosophy.

If you have any further concerns, please feel free to contact the Deputy Head 
(Academic), who I am sure will take great pleasure in addressing them.

Kind Regards,

The Windhover Editorial Board

Ed’s Letter

EDWIN G
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