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Aïcha El Alaoui is a second year international 
student at King’s College London from 
Morocco. She is the social secretary of King’s 
poetry society, runs her own literary blog at 
https://wordsinmotion.net/ and a bookstagram 
@wordssinmotion. Apart from reading and 
writing, she enjoys painting, playing the piano, 
travelling, photography, watching tv shows and 
movies, spending time with her family and 
friends and so much more! Aïcha writes in 
English, French and Arabic given her 
multilingual background.  
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Breaking ways 
Aïcha El Alaoui 

Break (noun):an interruption of continuity 
and uniformity 

the small gasp of air amidst the laughs you don’t want to see 
end the last ray of sunshine signalling it’s time to put the day 
to bed the new chapter of a book speaking of all the 
possibilities ahead 

Break (verb):separate into pieces as a result of a blow, 
shock or strain 

the spill of love from a heart who lost a piece on the way the wind 
blowing leaves apart right when the tree begs them to stay the 
broken door handle saying « this door is closed, but that’s okay » 

Break (noun):a short holiday 

the forgotten reminder of the sun to autumn that light will shine 
again the patience required when waiting for time to explain the 
awareness that holidays are found everywhere  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E. C. Mason is a poet, playwright and PhD 
candidate, researching race theory in 
contemporary poetry. His poems have 
appeared in numerous publications, and he 
has translated the works of A. K. Blakemore, 
Rachael Allen and Sara Torres between English/
Spanish. His plays have been on at many 
theatres, and his latest political comedy is 
‘Everything Today is the Same’.  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Security 
E. C. Mason 

How do you say one more in a foreign language? Just one more. 
Collecting numbers in sounds I do not and could not ever 

understand. 
How do you even be so strictly now if you’re in the waiting room 

all day, 
sitting at reception. I work first at the bakery, blunt knives pressing 
rounded heads into warm foam, hanging pickle on the upper side 

of 
cheddar sandwiches, then I’m at the retirement home. I’m called 
“security” but no one ever comes, no one who sits upright ever 

goes. 
They look at this unpainted corner of the city’s damp periphery, 

they look 
for years, and I keep them safe here. Then I carry home, pilgrims 
stamping the collapse of rainfall on the dewy lengths of my 

trouserlegs, 
and on theirs. We share the footfall in our evening, slightly. I get 

home 
and I pour you liquids, ferment the slow machine that turns us 

round to 
morning. Wake up, blindless light gaping open the pedestal, 

overarching. 
And I touch you a final time, one more, just one 
more, before you leave me silenced, back in line, 
the waiting, work, and so on   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Everythinger — 
E. C. Mason 

Felt-topped, a pencil with a 
self-erasing head, my father polishes a 

motorcycle that can’t be his. He 
doesn’t have the money for another 
beer, not enough balance for two 

wheels. I am breathing heat in time 
with the cat, up, stroke on dusty wall, 
hot, down, scratching backs on mop 

bucket. The owner comes, older, 
bigger, everythinger than my dad. 
They look at each other. Hotness 
shaving off the beetle back of that 

machine. There are so many codes to 
decipher in those seconds of foamy 

space, summer feet in long grass, the 
cat’s tongue in water. At last, the 

everythinger man revs away. A cat 
stands up and arches. This Is What 

Men Will Be Like For Ever.  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Everyone Who Liked My Insta-posts is Gone Now 
E. C. Mason 

back off instagram won’t check itself I 
cried when you 

sent that yellow thumbs- 
up you know that dogshit field by the 
motorway where we’d get stoned and sing mr 
tambourine man where your mum broke her 
leg  

running from that bloke 
who called him self your dad i wish 

there was an emoji of that place 
i’d send  

it to you boi 
  
i started smoking again  

& then the rain came while i was 
cycling soaked my cigarettes & i stopped 
again you were  

the one i lit each fag to i’d die 
for you i’d send a skull emoji if i heard 
you were hurt 

i’d have a yellow face with  
one shiny blue tear  

or the full rivers  
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damn i love you  
i’d sublet my zone 4 single 
room to get the money  

for a coach take a day off my zero 
hours contract & go & see you  

any day  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Things I Will Do 
E. C. Mason 

the first thing i will do is bring you // the body of an afternoon the 
time // when the skidmarks from speeding // kids in the park are 
cooking // tar in the grassy air i will // lug the body of an afternoon 
into the em // pty time i thickly wade through 

the other first thing i will // do is vibrate the memory cracking // 
smooth lines of earth // beneath me turn up // the volume of 
memory of the wound // that rattles spatial frameworks // i will 
feed you sonic bulbs and // listen to the lightness grow around // 
the murky hum we saw before 

the other other first // thing i will do is // push rotten fruit out of the 
bowl the // squidgy marks on a foreign tabletop fruit is // rolling 
away the table becomes // opaque and the time is sludging in to // 
the slips where i roll the fruit // away and then i pick an onion 
from // a garden in the grey apocalypse // in my military boots 
leaning like // a statue on my weaponry i // will bring you the 
onion an onion is a whole // day it is time it is full of sharp drops // 
and city wind in quantum tunnelled sunshine 

appearing 

just about // opaque and wet / / 
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the final thing i will // do is leave and like // all people with ears 
i // will hear the distance between // us without hands and feel it 
as // wide and it is wide the touching land // between us  

// 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Joe Hauszen Ying is a final year student in BA 
History, Politics and Economics at UCL. He is 
currently the Treasurer of UCL Writers' Society. 
He reads mostly works relating to historical 
events or reflecting social and political 
transitions. He also occasionally writes poems 
to indulge in fantasy and irrational sub-
consciousness (like the one in this collection). 
Slytherin deep in mind, this nature of him 
might be extremely difficult to reveal. 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Our ephemeral farewell 
Joe Hauszen Ying 

What I would like to commemorate 
is the surrounding moist summer breeze. 
As it fitfully blows, 
the subtle and equivocal cluster 
of interspersed raindrops and sunlight. 
As it strokes, your smooth silk and my sleek shirts,  
what is that which through the lustrous fountain,  
half conceals my refined eagerness, 
half unveils your amorphous enchantment. 
As it swings the wrecking ball, 
cracking the wall between prey and predator, 
remnants scatter, 
into milk tea cups, 
underneath corduroy duvet, 
behind shuttle bus seats, 
imbued with the clock tower of Star Avenue, 
dyed by the neon light of Victoria Harbour. 

Our encounter’s been perpetual 
Our conversation’s been experimental 
Our vista’s been illusional 
Our farewell’s been ephemeral 

And when the pieces are still real, 
in the moist summer breeze. 
I would like to commemorate 
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the subtle and equivocal cluster 
of interspersed raindrops and sunlight, 
as it fitfully blows.  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Rujikan Rujivanarom (or, as her friends call 
her, 'Ruji') is an amateur writer who loves 
anything that has to do with writing and 
spoken word. She recently graduated from 
Queen Mary, University of London having 
completed a BA in Comparative Literature and 
she is currently pursuing an MA in Publishing 
at UCL. She has performed in various events in 
QMUL and is very excited to start her new 
journey in creative writing at UCL.  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38 Unsent Letters 
Rujikan Rujivanarom 

1. I keep writing you letters but I never send them. I think I'm 
going crazy. Maybe some kind of bravery or stupidity within 
will empower me to send them. 

2. I know it's been three months since we broke up but I still- 
3. You told me you had a new girlfriend already — good thing I 

did not send anything then. 
4. You said you met her through a friend. but you forgot to 

mention that your friend’s name’s Tinder. 
5. You said ‘we are not yet ready for commitment’, but 3 months 

later you are ready for her. Is she that amazing? Or was I that 
awful? 

6. You said we were too young and too immature - but she is 
younger than me 

7. I used to blame you for us breaking up because you were 
struggling to commit, but then I realised so was I. 

8. It is scary to know that the relationship we had had begun to 
rot. 

9. I told you not to hold on but I was the one holding on. 
10. I never told you ‘I love you’. 
11. When you said you couldn’t move on either you gave me 

false hope. The way your eyes looked at me was still the same 
and I loved it just the same. 

12. The letters are all messed up now because I kept crying. My 
arms are stained with black ink. I tried to scrub it out until my 
skin turned red. 
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13. I am so happy for you. I am so happy and I hope your new 
love will burn so bright unlike ours. 

14. I lied. I was in pain because I am no longer a part of your life. 
I stopped eating, I got drunk and I threw up. 

15. I am confused - who am I writing to? The present version of 
you who moved on? The past you who loved me? Or the idea 
of you who stayed with me? 

16. I told myself that I would no longer talk to you, but everyday i 
wake up hoping that a message from you will pop up in my 
notifications. 

17. I told myself I would get rid of all the traces of you from my 
life, but I still keep all the polaroids we took together. 

18. I told myself there is no going back. Then I googled ‘what to 
do when your ex is in another relationship but you want him 
back wikihow’. 

19. Who is she? does she love you like I do? does she love you 
like I do not? do you love her like you do not love me? 

20. I found her instagram. It was not that difficult. She is definitely 
your type and you liked all of her pictures - even the ones 
back in 2017 - I have never felt so bitter. 

21. You said I looked good in white dresses so I wore a white 
dress on my graduation day. 

22. You said sleeveless tops were too revealing and you wanted to 
keep my shoulders all to yourself. I found that so cute. 

23. You said I sucked at doing natural makeup but I kept trying. 
24. I looked at myself in the mirror, I had dark red lipstick on, you 

never liked dark lipstick. 
25. The wind felt nice against my shoulders when I wore my 

sleeveless top today. 
26. You always said I looked cute in big fluffy jumpers and I think 

I do too. But it’s summer now. 
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27. I looked at a picture of your new girlfriend and realized 
something, I don't know what it is - but it’s something. 

28. Today, I wore bold red lipstick and a spaghetti strap dress - 
people asked if there was a special occasion. I felt like there 
was. 

29. I felt pretty today. It would be nice if you could see. But I did 
not ‘wish you could see it’. 

30. When I close my eyes, I can still see our precious Winter 
Wonderland date so vividly like it was just yesterday, but the 
summer break’s rays are so beautiful - my eyes gaze upon the 
sun all the time. 

31. I just realised what it feels like to actually try to move on. 
32. There was a lipstick mark on my hand and it stained this letter, 

but I really like burgundy so I left it like that. 
33. How are you over there? Have you ever missed me? I am still 

here and I still miss you - but I am not the same anymore. 
34. So many letters written, none sent. I keep writing. It still hurts 

to accept that our time together has ended. I am not fine yet 
but I will be ok. 

35. Today I got drunk and laughed because - how strange- how 
childish -how beautiful, it is to love. 

36. I saw you liked my new pictures on instagram and I know it 
means nothing - but the bitter taste is getting sweeter now. 

37. I didn't cry today when i found a film photograph that you 
took of me, smiling back at you on our first date. Looking at it 
makes me realise I liked your smile, but mine is cute too. 

38. I love you. Thank you.  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Until Dawn 
Rujikan Rujivanarom 

It was 1 am when she emailed me. 
It was 1 am when she was scared and alone. 
It was 1 am when she was crying in the dark ICU room.  

It was 2 am when I arrived. 
It was 2 am when she told me  
That she tried to end her life. 
It was 2 am when she confessed  
That life had broken her down more than we thought.  

It was 3 am when I held her hand, in the dark ICU room. 
It was 3 am when she said 
she didn’t know how to move on. 
It was 3 am when I realised  
how powerless I was. 

It was 4 am when we were both so tired from getting beat-up 
by the world over and over again.  
It was 4 am when the deep blue sea got darker  
and the sharks started to laugh a little bit louder.  
It was 4 am when we cried together.  
It was 4 am when I knew  
that tonight would scar our lives forever. 
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It was 5 am when I admitted  
That I too have always wanted to end my life 
Because it is too much, 
Everything and everything and everything.  
But it was also at 5 am when I realised  
I didn’t want her to give up 
And it was 5 am when I knew that  
maybe I didn’t want to give up either.  

It was 6 am when I told her  
that I wanted her with me 
In this world that suppressed the feelings of our hearts. 
It was 6 am when I told her that, 
through the dark, 
I would walk with her. 
It was 6 am when I told her  
about hope,  
a foreign word that I was yet to grasp its meaning.  
It was 6 am when she listened. 

It was 7 am when I told her  
about the flickering lights  
that I always see above the ugly river.  
There is this bright star, so far, and impossible to reach. 
It was 7 am when I lied to her  
that we could reach the stars. 
It was 7 am when I tried to convince us  
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that after this suffocating path of trauma,  
we would reach the end of the tunnel  
that we did not even realise we were in.  

And that was where hope was waiting for us. 
It was 7 am when I knew  
that I wanted to believe in my own words too. 

It was 8 am when most of the drugs got out of her system. 
It was 8 am when people in white started saying congratulations.  
It was 8 am when the sun started to rise.  
we could not see it from the dark ICU room,  
But we understood the sun symbol blooming on the weather app.  
It was 8 am  
when we had survived until dawn.  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Nafisa Ehsan is currently studying Law at 
King's College London. As a content writer for 
Her Campus KCL, she is a fan of reading, 
writing, and all things movie-related. 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Paper Shoes 
Nafisa Ehsan 

As the loud clang of pots and pans and plates rippled through the 
entire flat, Marnie closed her eyes, slammed her head on the 
table, and succeeded in exacerbating her permanent migraine. As 
Marnie sighed heavily in the solace of her corner bedroom with 
the emerald door, her sister barged in. Dressed like an inflated 
teacup with too much paint, she demanded that Marnie “get up, 
we need to leave because Darren’s not waiting”. Marnie did not 
know who Darren was, or why he would wait for someone that 
mildly resembled a start-up fashion show reject, but her sister 
threw a plastic bottle at her before she had time to fully 
contemplate an answer. Confused and slightly bruised, Marnie 
hurriedly trailed after Marisol.  

Passing into the kitchen to grab her shoes, the smell of 
Marnie’s mother’s cooking overwhelmed her. Worried that her 
school clothes might smell, she navigated through the busy room 
and dived under the table for her favourite pair of shoes. Now 
covered in sprinkles of flour, she dusted them with a paper towel 
while her mother told her to move out the way. Waving an absent-
minded goodbye, Marnie ran outside in her bare feet, tissue in one 
hand and trainers in the other, to her sister’s car. Marisol remarked 
that she looked like an elderly substitute teacher, and Marnie 
assured Marisol that she looked like a prostitute. “So, I guess 
neither of us have stable jobs”, Marnie remarked in the back seat. 
Satisfied that she had at least managed to temporarily silence her 
sister, she realised that she had simultaneously managed to lose 
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her tissue. Sighing, she used the corners of her pinafore to rub the 
dirt off her shoes.  

Burning through the hot night, the dust filled the air and 
collected on the window. Nonetheless, Marnie managed to peer 
into the darkened horizon. Passing each palm tree, she marvelled 
at its height and vibrancy, realising she would miss their constant 
imposition. As their car entered into the heavy traffic flow, the 
lights bled into each other. Mesmerised by the blinding visual 
cacophony, she didn’t notice that Darren had slipped into the car. 
Giggly and ecstatic, Marisol kissed him passionately and seemed 
to blurt out everything that had happened in her eighteen years of 
existence. Midway through her Shakespearean monologue that 
would rival even that of Hamlet, Darren noticed Marnie burrowed 
in the corner of the back seat. With a slight acknowledging nod, 
he turned attentively back to Marisol. It wasn’t difficult to 
understand why.  

Beautiful and slightly air-headed with inky black locks running 
down to her back, her mischievous smile had a warmth to it that 
would beckon anyone. Staring at the way Marisol pulled back her 
hair and seamlessly ruffled Darren’s, Marnie returned her gaze to 
the corner of her pinafore. Now engraved with deep setting flour 
particles, the tissue she had used failed to do anything. In the 
midst of the heat of the night and the rumbling of the engines, 
Marisol took off her over-inflated jacket and threw it in the back. 
Revealing a skin-tight black jumpsuit, she giggled with delight as 
Darren raised his eyebrows. Marnie rolled her eyes and turned her 
head to the outside world once more.  

As the traffic subsided, the car entered into an isolated lane. 
Marisol promptly thumped on the gas and sent the car into an 
uncomfortably fast thrust. Burning away the night, Darren and 
Marisol laughed uncontrollably. Marnie wrapped herself around 
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the tattered seatbelt and held on tightly. The car promptly stopped 
and slid onto the blonde marble driveway of a grey house. Darren 
and Marisol excitedly ran out of the car, holding hands on the way 
out. Squeezing a tear out of the corner of her eye and wiping it 
away, Marnie jumped onto the yellow stones, fluffed the corner of 
her pinafore one more time, and followed her sister.  

Entering into a room of vibrant colours, she could hear them 
screaming for attention. The crowd squealed with delight as 
Marisol dissolved into it and took no notice of Marnie. Her sister 
no longer visible, Marnie wandered around to find a drink. 
Rejecting the hazy smell of alcohol that oozed from the majority 
of rooms, she finally found the dining room table, bursting with 
every type of food, drink and snack available to man. Tempted by 
the electric pink candy floss, the glacier blue of the sweets, and 
the homely smell of freshly baked doughnuts, she picked up a 
plastic plate. But when she saw several of her sister’s friends 
furiously vomiting, she promptly put the plate down and tried to 
run upstairs. As she turned around, she found Darren in front of 
her. He sheepishly smiled and poured her a cup of apple juice, 
tentatively passing it to her. Taking it without any appreciation, 
Marnie raced upstairs, balancing the overflowing juice cup in her 
hands.  

Oddly quiet, the upstairs floor was filled with an aura of 
decadence that was both welcoming and cruel. The paintings 
oozed a sense of superiority that only originates from a desperate 
desire to be noticed. As Marnie stopped in front of an oil painting 
that was as beige as the dying moon itself, her mind turned 
elsewhere. She recalled that her home never had any paintings, 
except the one of her grandfather in the living room that was “only 
for special people to see, not for the likes of you,” as her mother 
loved to repeat. Her grandfather seemed rather a dull man, she 
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thought. Dressed in a black suit with opal glasses and a cane, 
Marnie couldn’t even remember if he was a doctor or a politician 
or a banker. She just knew her mother spoke very little of him and 
that her father would scrunch his eyebrows whenever he walked 
past the portrait.  

Marnie continued straying down the hall. The lights dimmed 
down as the hall progressed. She heard a few ruffles and loud 
noises she wasn’t accustomed to from a nearby door. Alarmed, 
confused, and mildly curious, she hesitated before trailing back 
downstairs. Down the white flight of stairs, stumbling to the 
ground floor. Irritated by the ever-growing crowd, Marnie ran 
outside, taking refuge on a steep brick wall.  

The night sky was a deep blue with too many stars to count. 
Marnie looked up and tried to count them before she got dizzy. 
She closed her eyes, her feet dangling. The air smelt of warm dust 
and metal. It wasn’t too strong but it was a smell that she would 
miss. She knew Marisol would miss it too. Marisol would never 
admit it, though.   

Marnie heard footsteps behind her. They were light, caring, 
and cautious, something that was foreign to her. They quickly 
retreated, before coming back. Marisol jumped on the brick wall 
and sat next to her sister quietly, leaning back to count the stars in 
the sky. The girls stared into the sandy distance in silence.  

Marisol stepped off the wall and pulled Marnie off. They began 
to waltz, a dance they would never understand or master. Yet they 
did it anyway. Marnie stared at her sister, not bothering to even try 
to remember the steps her father taught her. She was in awe of her 
sister. 

She danced so delicately. Like she would break if she danced 
any differently. 
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Abruptly, Marisol broke away from Marnie and ran back 
inside. Marnie leapt back onto the brick wall, closed her eyes, and 
took in the breeze.  

* 

She woke up the next morning with a pain in her neck. Last night’s 
activities had invasively taken their toll. Grudgingly, she got out of 
bed at her mother’s screams to bid her sister goodbye. Tiptoeing to 
the veranda, Marnie crossed her arms and stared at the buzzing 
car. 

Staring down the road that blurred into the burning sun, 
Marnie knew she would never see her sister return. She was “born 
to run” as she would tell you herself, while their mother would 
half-jokingly remark that she was “born to run away”. As Marisol 
drove off with an absent-minded wave that seemed to last 
indefinitely down the winding road, their mother turned away, her 
husband’s arm wrapped around her. Marnie stared on her tiptoes 
until the glimpse of the car had vanished. Sighing heavily, she 
glanced at the palm tree in front of her house before walking back 
in. Grabbing a paper towel from the silent kitchen, she trod back 
to her room to clean her trainers.  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Catherine Yuefang Tang is the President of UCL 
Writers' Society. Occasionally, she studies BA 
Linguistics as a third-year student. Her hobbies 
include reading (stories about war, Christmas, 
and children's books), writing (poems and 
short stories - no guarantee of quality) and 
waving randomly but excitedly to people 
whenever she is on a boat. After revealing her 
affiliation with Slytherin, she's got comments 
from both sides - like "I can totally see that" 
and "No, that can't be true" - and she tends to 
take them all as compliments.  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Give Frances Flowers 
Catherine Yuefang Tang 

It’s been a while since Edith last updated her Facebook. No, I’m 
not regularly checking - I’m not even paying attention when I see 
her post. It’s just that she constantly spams my newsfeed with 
extracts of novels or poems, dog pictures, history or art memes 
and photos with friends. The most recent one was from last 
Saturday - celebrating the 214th anniversary of the Battle of 
Trafalgar. 

Edith admires Horatio Nelson. If we were in war, she’d risk 
everything to join the Royal Navy. I have no idea how a lady might 
work her way up to Nelson’s ranks, but Edith is capable of many 
things. She is a poet, a story-teller, a spitfire, a soul very capable of 
loving and a soul deserving lots of love back. She has little 
knowledge of military tactics, but she can learn very fast. She 
learnt to ride a bike in less than seven hours – though I would 
never forget how I screamed as she jumped off her bike when it 
hit the spiky fences of the garden. She never wrote any poems 
before, but after entering college she started as if she always knew 
how it worked all along. She won an Honourable Mention with 
the sixth poem she’s ever written in her eighteen years of life. 

Edith adores Horatio Nelson. Maybe her award-winning poem 
is about him, I think, about the glory and glamour, responsibilities 
and risks she longs for. She will paint “England expects that every 
man will do his duty” on her wall, if the hall of residence allows. 
Right, I never get to read that poem – not that I’m interested! 
Literature is not my thing. I only learnt about her achievement 
when I saw the picture of Fred and her at the awards ceremony on 
Facebook. They each held a copy of the magazine, with a cover in 
the colour of Piccadilly Line and the illustration of three ships – 
two close and one left behind. I can’t see the waves or the wind, 
but I’m sure something invisible plays to push those two forward 
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at a pace that the third can never reach. Did I say the colour of 
Piccadilly Line? That’s another lovely – or odd, if you ask me to 
comment publicly – habit of Edith’s. London is her dream city (this 
has nothing to do with Fred) so she names colours after elements 
of London. Her favourite colour is the blue of the Victoria Line, 
but, well, Piccadilly blue suits the magazine theme of “Sailing 
Past” better.  

Edith resembles Horatio Nelson. Now that we are thankfully 
enjoying peace, she doesn’t get to display her potential heroic 
nature (not true, because I remember reading somewhere that 
poets are all heroes of some kind). She loves like him, however. 
He fell for Frances Nisbet, and they kind of wanted to get married 
– this all settled when her uncle offered a massive dowry. She 
didn’t mention anything about her infertility. I believe they loved 
each other, for a short while at least – and that counts. A comet is 
a star, a shower is rain, phosphenes are light (it’s a lame list of 
three, I know – but for better ones you should go to Edith). 
Although maybe Nelson and Frances loved too shortly to be 
remembered by history – everyone knows Emma instead. He met 
Emma in Naples, on a voyage, an adventure. That was how Edith 
met Fred. They were seeking respectively the light of History and 
Zoology in a foreign land, both adventurers from somewhere else. 
For Nelson it was a battle, while for Edith a Bachelor’s degree 
(maybe a battle, too, but with Fred by her side it probably felt less 
like one). Did I mention Frances hid her infertility from Nelson? 
When I started dating Edith, we were more than straightforward 
with each other. That very midnight when she held her breath and 
texted me she liked me, and when I rolled over and over again 
from left to right in  

my bed texting my affections back, we knew this love would 
never last long. And we made that clear to each other.  

“You are just 5% gay,” I typed – it was a joke between us as 
she believed Sappho’s influence could be numerically measured, 
“you will love a boy in the future. And my parents will erase me 
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from the family tree if I bring home ‘the other bride’. I will learn to 
love boys too.”  

“And we will love each other until that boy comes, Liz.” Edith 
typed very fast – I wonder if writers all do – I wished I could see 
her facial expressions, but we were in two different homes. And 
we would never be in one. I had sparks for Edith the moment I 
listened to her speech at the orientation camp. When did Frances 
have sparks for Nelson? Did he know their love wouldn’t last?  

Anyway, Edith and I pretended that our love would last. We 
had one year together at school – my first year and her last – and 
then she went abroad for uni, and then there was poetry, Fred, and 
the awards. There will be a lot more for her. I’m going through my 
three more years at school without her. Nobody ever talks about 
Nelson, or literature now.  

When Nelson and Frances were on a carriage, where did they 
usually travel to and what did they think about? Maybe it didn’t 
matter, as they were sitting next to each other – great for cuddling 
– or sitting opposite each other – great for resting her legs on his in 
a long journey. When Edith and I travelled together in the Tube, 
the destination was always home. My home. She escorted me to 
the final Tube stop on the outskirts of the city every single Friday. 
Then we waved goodbye as I hopped on the coach. She got 
smaller and smaller but I could very clearly see the glow in her 
eyes. The further my coach went and the less I could recall about 
her smile, the more I reassured myself that she looked serene and 
tender. She was well-known to be passionate, energetic, firm and 
even harsh sometimes, but the tenderness was not an illusion (or 
so I hoped).  

Interesting – in such moments I felt more like Nelson. It was 
me who drifted away on the coach, and if I got back to the Tube 
station she would be there. Frances rooted for her husband at 
home while he commanded the ships to sail, his fate and ambition 
all twirling in the waves. She just saw him off every time. But later 
on, I became the one left behind. She sailed off to uni, while I am 
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the one bound by what we once shared, I am the one haunted by 
all the static sceneries, the familiar seasons, routines and 
memories of the city we briefly created a fragile eternity in. After 
all, Edith is the one like Nelson.  

I know Fred is “the boy”. They match. I can see that in the 
pictures people took for them. Those pictures no longer hurt. They 
don’t even stay in my mind. What really pinched me recently was 
the photos Fred took of Edith with Nelson’s portrait in the 
museum. For the first time Nelson didn’t look like he was pale, for 
the first time he didn’t look like he’d fade away. For the first time I 
saw Edith standing beside the naval hero, the man she sought to 
become career-wise but actually became love-wise. Edith is 
Horatio Nelson.  

No, it’s not entirely similar. Frances was Mrs Nelson. I never 
have been. And we knew our love would break someday, we 
knew some boy could keep her heart better – and I knew she 
would fall in love with him not because she had to bring a boy 
home. I knew she’d fall in love with him because he could 
appreciate poetry, he could love Nelson and and those heroic 
chronicles wholeheartedly, too.  

But I still feel betrayed, because we had a promise. Edith said 
she probably wouldn’t like  

someone else until she graduated and found a job. She 
thought we would always stick together during her college years, 
and I thought so as well. Fred appeared a bit too early in the 
storyline our poet once predicted. Who do I blame now? Like, did 
Frances know when Nelson would fall out of love with her? Did 
Frances know when she would last see him? Did anyone know 
why Nelson had to die in Trafalgar?  

I thought my heart broke into pieces when Edith told me that 
after some serious consideration, she was sure she had strong 
feelings for Fred. He played “Rule, Britannia!” to her on his 
harmonica. It was a walk by the spruces after dinner. Very cliché 
literature scenes, but they happened. I knew Edith liked him long 
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ago – she was struggling to make sure whether that was romance 
or friendship, and the patriotic naval song just granted her a 
moment of epiphany. “It’s ok,” I said, “it’s ok, thanks for letting me 
know. We can probably still go on a cruise holiday this Christmas 
when you come back, as friends.” We didn’t because later I knew 
it was a bad idea. She needed a fleet, not a cruise. And that was 
fine. We had that last phone call when I was walking home from a 
riverside pub. “Good luck with your poetry” and “Take care Liz, 
you deserve someone better” were our last exchange of hearts. I 
gave hers back, so that she could give it to Fred. And I took back 
mine to mend.  

Fred and I became Facebook friends when Edith first met him. 
Very naturally, I added the closest friends of hers from uni. I have 
no idea why I’ve never deleted him after I broke up with Edith – 
maybe I still am trying to force myself to completely fall out of 
love, and his pictures with her help. Bad decision. He has texted 
me loads this week on Messenger and I’ve never bothered to click 
on that profile picture in which he and Edith stick close. He even 
called me earlier this afternoon. I didn’t answer, of course not. I 
want to block him now, but the school receptionist comes just in 
time to deliver a magazine. Fred mailed it to me from abroad. I 
believe I should discard it, but I decide to just look at the contents 
page. Bad choice. Edith’s poem was second. “Give Frances 
Flowers”, it says. Something deep inside me snaps.  

I read the poem. Ok, even with my limited knowledge of 
literary analysis I can understand that Nelson has fallen in love 
with Emma but he is feeling sorry and guilty for Frances. I 
understand that these feelings don’t conflict. What I don’t 
understand is why Edith wrote about the Battle of Trafalgar in the 
last stanza.  

I read Fred’s messages and I understand his despair of being 
dragged away by firefighters. I understand why he feels like I need 
to know what happened too. What I don't understand is why the 
residence hall caught fire, and why Edith’s room was blocked so 
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she never got out. What I don’t understand is, why when I finally 
have gathered the courage to read the award-winning poem, she’s 
been lifeless for a week.  

I don’t know if Frances needs flowers. By the way, there’s a lie 
in what I’ve just told you. I said I “remember reading somewhere 
that poets are all heroes of some kind”. I don’t read. I never saw it 
anywhere. I invented that line. I don’t know if it’s Edith’s death or 
my ongoing light affections for her, but I really hope someone 
wrote that line, or will write it sometime. She always wanted to be 
a hero, and it doesn’t seem to matter whether the hero was mine.  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