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Front cover by Natasha Nayee©

Editor’s Note

Dear reader,

It’s been a pretty hectic first semester. For me, it’s final year so there’s 
lots going on and that small thought in the back of my mind constantly 

reminding me that I need to make the most of my remaining time at the 
University of Nottingham. One great constant of my time here has been 

being part of the Creative Writing Society, so I hope the joy it’s given me so 
far can serve as the motivation to fulfil my new role as Editor. I also hope 

I am able to do justice to the incredible work of last year’s editor, Claire 
Miller. So, here’s to a happy and creative academic year!

As winter approaches, the air is so cold its biting but the sun still shines 
and turns the remaining leaves a comforting golden brown. Another great 

comfort has been reading through the wonderful array of pieces submitted 
to this edition of Firelight. A beautiful variety of stories have been compiled 

to showcase the incredibly talented members of our society, from wonderous 
witches, empowering reflections, a promise of a shared take-away, tea gone 

cold, and unexpected run-ins with dangerous pirates. 

This magazine embodies the importance of telling stories. Whether they 
give you escape, comfort or the exact energy you needed to inspire your own 

aspirations, I hope you enjoy reading this issue. Until next time!

Charlotte Hammond

The Editor
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Drawers
by Annie Brown

“I think we’ve got a piece missing.”

“What?”

“Well, there’s meant to be a piece that joins these two pieces together, 
but I can’t seem to find it. You’re not sitting on it, are you?”

Obligingly, I lift my bum up from the floor so he can see there’s 
nothing underneath me. 

“I’ve looked everywhere. Then again, this bit looks similar to that bit 
from earlier... Have you seen that bit?”

I shake my head. In perfect honesty, it’s been hard to focus. The 
mechanisms and thingamabobs and doohickeys all look identical and I 
don’t want this set of drawers anyways. They’re a gaudy cream colour that 
will clash with the smooth grey and white tones I’ve established in my 
room.

But Greg wanted them and, at the time, I couldn’t say no.

We’d been living together since before he’d ensnared my finger in a ring. 
He’d yet to make any significant changes to what had been my place; I 
think the drawers were his sly way of making his mark in my territory.

“Liza? Have you seen that part?”

I shake my head. Chuckling, he crouches down, ruffling my hair in a 
way he knows infuriates me.

“You’re little Miss Space Cadet, aren’t you? Where are you flying off to 
today?” he jokes. He thinks it’s sweet to give me pet names that are really 
backhanded compliments.

“I’m just tired,” I shrug. “I’m going to get some coffee. Do you want 

anything?”

“A cup of tea would be great!”

Making my way into the kitchen, I ruffle the top of Rosie’s head as 
I greet her. Greg has a real issue with her malting, insisting she be kept 
mostly out of the way. We’ve been together over a year and he’s never even 
walked her. 

Mindlessly, I boil the kettle, staring out of the window. I catch my own 
reflection in the glass and she gives me a bored look. Her eyes look angrier 
than I’d expect, so I take a few deep breaths.

It’s just a set of drawers. A set of cream coloured drawers that I did 
agree to. Just drawers.

Well, a set of drawers and a cup of tea. I don’t even like tea. I have to 
buy it especially for Greg, because he never buys his own even though he 
lives here.

I’m gripping the mug I’m preparing with such ferocity my knuckles 
have gone white. It’s Greg’s mug, not mine. It’s a snot green colour and has 
the words ‘Eat. Sleep. Gym. Repeat.’ written on the front. But this mug 
had also been invited into my home.

So, it’s just a mug. And a set of drawers. And a ring. And my dog 
feeling unwelcome in her own home. And a mistake. And you, Lou.

The minute I think of your name I brace myself by putting both hands 
on the kitchen counter. The ring on my fourth finger, silver with a heart 
shaped diamond, scowls at me. I accepted this ring.

But I didn’t accept this life. I think back to a month ago, when I was 
sipping coffee waiting for a colleague to show up to the conference I’d been 
sent on and in you walked. Pure coincidence. Of all the coffee shops in all 
of the world you had to walk into mine.
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You smiled immediately and came over to give me a hug. On shaking legs, I 
stood up to greet you.

We both pulled back, my hands resting on your forearms. That’s when you 
saw it. The pain flashed across your face before you could hide it but you forced 
a smile. I can always tell when your smile isn’t sincere.

“It’s a beautiful ring,” you complimented. “Although I must admit, I thought 
you preferred gold.”

“I do.”

His eyes flicked to my neck and he found the chain around it unashamedly. 
Will you love me forever? Even Longer.

“I can see that.”

Self-consciously, my hand reached up and covered the words on the necklace 
you’d given me so many years ago.

It had been a brief meeting. But your conference was there at the same time 
as mine and the whole week we were colliding in and out of our worlds for the 
first time in forever. 

Accidental meetings and cups of coffee early in the morning and late at 
night, and you running from one end of the building to the other to find me 
just to ask to borrow a pen. Skating on the thin ice of our excuses. Eventually, I 
couldn’t take it anymore and I asked you to dinner on that final night.

Starter. Main. Dessert. Drinks. A quiet booth in the corner of the bar. My 
hand was on your arm and yours was on my knee. Your scent was filling my 
head and making me see stars, and then you leaned it.

It was a brief kiss. I answered with enthusiasm, until I moved my left hand 
to your chest and the ring pressed into my skin, a sharp warning to stop now, to 
stop and move away.

But I didn’t. I leaned into you and leaned into the pain, consequences be 
damned.

“Liza? Did you make me a cup of tea?”

I’m still standing in the kitchen, wondering if you’re standing in your 
kitchen. The ring on my finger seems to be getting tighter by the minute.

“Yeah! Yeah...”

I walk through into the living room. Greg takes the cup from me, slurping 
down a sip only to pull a face. “It’s flat cold!”

Undeterred, he gestures to the centre of the living room. “So, what do you 
think? Do you like them?”

They’re hideous. That’s my first thought. They’re not right and they don’t suit 
my living room, they won’t suit my bedroom and they won’t suit my life. I knew 
it the moment we bought them, but I bought them anyway.

I twist the ring around on my finger.

“They’re not the ones I wanted.”
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She Used To
by George Butcher

Writing is so boring. She caught herself thinking this as she sat, 
distracted, at a desk in the library. None of the words amounted to 
anything. There was no point in them. She found books unsatisfying. In 
the past she had liked reading, some books had even gone so far as to thrill 
or amaze her. She couldn’t imagine a book doing that to her again. Perhaps 
books only did that to you below a certain age, she thought.

There was nothing she wanted to write about. Nothing she would enjoy 
writing, and certainly nothing anyone would enjoy reading. Perhaps she 
needed a new hobby. Her housemate played badminton, and she didn’t 
find the thought of picking up a racket unappealing. The book she had 
been reading lay dead at one side, the pen she held numbly over the page 
did not spark any excitement. She remembered once in Creative Writing 
Society they had challenged people to describe the act of writing. She 
had used a simile: writing with a pen was like wielding a wand, casting a 
spell onto the page. She had thought it sounded good, but now it seemed 
inaccurate. This wand had been snapped in half, but her pen was working 
fine. Maybe she just wasn’t a wizard, she laughed vapidly to herself, or 
more accurately magic just didn’t exist. She told her internal joke lightly, 
but her heart wasn’t in it.

This wouldn’t do, so she got up to leave the library. But there was 
nothing for her to do at home either. She didn’t like having nothing to 
do. As she walked out of the library, she felt a sense of finality. She hadn’t 
managed to write anything, nor had she particularly wanted to. She 
couldn’t come to the library like this again.

Campus was quiet at this time on the weekend. She was walking 
away when she saw the boy she liked with two of his friends. They were 
walking at cross hairs to her and didn’t see her. She stiffened instinctively 

and slowed down. A little boy cycled across the deserted road and past 
her crush, Matthew, in the same direction he and his friends were going. 
Matthew broke away from his friends and started jogging awkwardly 
behind the boy on the bike, though she was unsure why. Then, as little 
boy reached the curb on the other side of the road he began the motion of 
toppling over, but Matthew put his hands out and clamped them on either 
side of the boy’s shoulders helping him safely over the curb.

The boy continued cycling, but craned his neck to look behind him. 
With solemn surprise and vitality, the boy called out “Thank you!” 
Matthew replied in a serious manner as the boy continued cycling away 
from him, “that’s okay.”

She heard this exchange because by this point she had gotten closer. 
Matthew turned to rejoin his friends. In doing so, their eyes met. A steady 
gaze, there was no panic or flinching in either of them as their eyes met. 
She looked full into his eyes for a whole second, then he was gone, walking 
along with his friends, swept along in the natural tide. She carried on 
home, a happy blankness in her mind.

After she had cooked herself fish, potatoes and vegetables for dinner 
and gone up to her room, the happy blankness dissolved. She couldn’t read 
and she couldn’t write. There was nothing she wanted to do. She wanted 
to be with Matthew. They had talked a few times before and after lectures. 
She always enjoyed talking to him. The normal things they said to each 
other, far from being dull, were always interesting.

She felt desperate and slightly sick. She pulled up her chair and got out 
her notepad and a pen. There had to be a way.
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All at once

I saw all the beauty

In all of the world

Swirling inside myself.

No bursting stars

Or gargantuan planets

Or the carnivorous oceans of the gods

Could stand against

The peace within me.

The peace of the storm

The tempestuous dreams

That rose inside my soul.

True, I was alone.

But the trust I placed,

The faith I fabricated,

Within my bones

Are at least my own.

And no one else’s to hold.

Reflection
by Geethika Ayilliath

The salt hits her skin, it burns. The wind weaves through her hair 
blowing it behind her in dark tendrils as she stands on the cliff edge and 
watches the sea. The waves crash and form white foam beneath her but she 
fears nothing, especially not the sea below her. 

She takes a deep breath to compose herself, closes her eyes and raises 
her arms up and out. She feels the electricity zap through her arms, a spell 
brewing, when suddenly arms wrap around her waist from behind. The 
power of her spell dies somewhere around her wrists. She turns away from 
the natural masterpiece of the sea to see a far more beautiful sight. 

“Hi,” Calla says. Her arms tighten around Gwen’s slim waist and she 
smiles up at her. Gwen’s heart swells and breaks. 

“I was about to move the sea,” Gwen says, the teasing lilt in her voice is 
soft. “You interrupted me.”

“Oh.” Calla pulls away but Gwen catches her hands and pulls her back. 
“Sorry.”

“No, it’s fine,” Gwen reassures her with a pretty smile and hands on her 
hips. “We have all the time in the world to re-design this place.”

Calla beams up at her and cuddles into her side to watch the sea. 
There’s silence for a moment – that kind of peculiarly loud silence that 
is far from soundless, the rush of the wind and the roar of the waves is 
background noise for their quiet. Then Calla turns in Gwen’s hold.

“I think the sky should be orange,” she says.

“Orange?”

“Like when the sun sets. That golden glow.”

Gwen smiles warmly at her. “But then you wouldn’t be able to see the 

In Her Honour
by Madeleine Roche
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sunset.”

“We’ll change the colour of that too.” Calla’s excitement is palpable 
and Gwen wants to hold it in her hands, feel the brush of it against her 
fingertips and keep it far, far from harm. 

“What colour should we make the sunset?” 

Calla looks across the ocean for a moment, her lips pouting in 
concentration. She turns back to Gwen and the love on her face is pure, 
vulnerable and lovely. “The colour of your eyes.”

“Brown?” Gwen laughs, squeezing Calla against her side. “Not very 
exciting.”

“No, the colour of your eyes when the sunlight hits them. They glow. 
It’s like honey. Like fire.”

Gwen wants to rip her heart out and offer it to her. She wants to bend 
down onto her knees and worship her, press kisses into the skin of her 
legs and further, tell her how much she loves her into the fleshy bits of her 
inner thighs. She wants to rebuild a destroyed world in her design, in her 
honour. 

“But if you change the colour of the sun, you change the way it makes 
my eyes look,” Gwen notes. “I think we should keep the sun the same. The 
sky could be pastel pink instead. I know it’s your favourite colour.”

Calla pretends to sulk for a moment, just to get Gwen pulling her 
against her and pressing apologetic kisses into her wind-brushed hair. 
“Pastel pink sounds good.” 

The loud silence settles around them again as they watch the movement 
of the sea. Calla soaks in Gwen’s warmth. She’s unnaturally warm so Calla 
knows she’s using a heating spell and smiles softly to herself. She snuggles 
into her as protection from the salt-heavy wind and looks at the crashing 
waves from her safe place against Gwen’s chest. 

“God could’ve done so much but he decided to make the sky and the 

sea the same colour,” Calla commented, focusing on the horizon where the sky 
and sea melted into one another. “Not very imaginative.” 

“Well,” Gwen says, squeezing Calla against her body like her warmth and 
weight in her arms was some form of reassurance. “God is dead. I killed him.”

The archetypal image of God was far removed from reality. God was not an 
omniscient white man with a long beard floating on a cloud. He was a woman. 
A witch. A witch who had created a world of her own just so that she could live 
in harmony with her girl. So that she would never have to go through the pain 
of watching her from afar again. So that she wouldn’t have to steal touches and 
moments between the pressures of an intolerant society. 

She would have searched the endless blackness of space to find a place where 
they could just… be. She would have gone from galaxy to galaxy to find a home 
for them. She would have destroyed planets and demolished stars. 

In the end, she didn’t have to. She didn’t need to leave the comfort of her 
birthplace. Instead of decimating the whole of space, she focused on Earth. By 
the time she was done, there was no one left. 

They had a paradise for themselves. 

A place.
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When we told our little boy about the orbit of the moon, the first thing he 
asked was, “doesn’t it get tired?”

No, we said, trying to explain that it doesn’t take energy per se for the moon 
to move around the Earth. “It’s already moving quick enough that it doesn’t 
have to do any extra work in order to keep going.” He said he didn’t understand. 
My wife looked at me for an explanation; I squirmed, then said we could have 
pizza for tea.

My wife found me in the garage that evening – a little after midnight – 
nailing a bit of cord to a tennis ball. It was futile, we could both see that, and we 
both stared as the cord unravelled its branches from around the nail. She said I 
was being silly, that we could get a book from the library that would explain it 
perfectly adequately. I grumbled. It’s not the same, I told her.

I remembered being at school and being so sure of myself. It simply all 
worked; tension, gravity, orbits. We were shown a weight attached to a piece 
of string and held through a short piece of pipe; as the teacher pulled the 
string, shortened the leash at the other end, the weight had to move quicker 
to maintain its orbit. It just made sense. But how could I explain to my son 
that the moon was forever falling towards us, forever only just missing the 
Earth, without him being afraid of going to sleep every night? His maternal 
grandmother died when he was two and he was on edge for weeks.

Or maybe I didn’t understand the principles all that well. After all, the 
weight on the string ended its last orbit through the window into the yard 
outside. Our teacher confessed to it, of course, though we all wondered for a 
fraction of a second if he would blame it on a student. According to my father, 
my teachers were some of the people I would remember for the rest of my life. I 
felt a pang of shame that the one thing I remembered my physics teacher for was 
a near miss moment of deceit.

The next day in the car back from work I found myself frowning at no one 
in particular. Perhaps it was the stop-start driving style of the car in front, or 

Gravity
by Louisa Rhodes

perhaps it was my frustration at my son’s curiosity, or perhaps it was neither. It 
was both a comfort and a sadness to know that one day he would not bother 
me with those unrelenting questions, and my heart grew a little older with the 
thought. He was still young enough to be picked up and carried places and I 
thought about the last time that my father picked me up. Or at least I tried to, 
tried to make up some scenario that could pinpoint the moment that I was set 
down on the ground for the last time. I frowned some more.

When he was a baby, I used to throw him up in the air and catch him, 
much to my wife’s fear. I told her it was fine; he would always come back down. 
Gravity would guarantee that. She said that wasn’t what she meant. I chuckled 
and kissed her on the forehead. She smiled. 

The car in front braked suddenly and a ripple of red brake lights went down 
the motorway. I had only just enough room but the car behind wasn’t quick 
enough; I jolted against my seatbelt as my brakes struggled against the impact 
from behind.
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The day shift at the Ministry of Love may as well have been the night 
shift, for there were no windows and there was only one door. Owen 
pushed his cleaning cart along yet another long corridor, the concrete walls 
pushing in on him. It looked clean already, so he assumed he’d already 
mopped this one. But if that was the case, which corridor was he supposed 
to be cleaning now? He grunted and turned round a corner. The Ministry 
of Love was always deathly quiet when he was on his shift. He never passed 
anyone. Not even a fly would buzz past him.

The stairways in the Ministry were not simple. Some took you up at 
least ten stories, others just one. Sometimes the only way to move between 
floors was an unlabelled lift. Whoever had designed this place clearly had 
no care for the caretakers. The floors were numbered in no particular 
order, and some were labelled with random letters or symbols instead. He 
knew he needed to clean Room 478 next, but that told him nothing of its 
location: it was quite possibly adjacent to Rooms 704 and 254. Big Brother 
only knew exactly where he was at any given time.

Owen dusted an empty picture frame, which showcased a particularly 
non-descript bit of concrete wall. Carrying on along the corridor he came 
across the only series of doors in the whole building with consecutive 
numbers. He never expected to find these rooms, he just seemed to arrive 
at them from time to time.

Room 105. 104. 103. 102.

He turned down a new corridor. He knew he would need to go 
there eventually. But not now. Not just yet. Room 478 was where he 
needed to be right now. He was sure of it. Just as he was sure Room 478 
probably existed, even though it probably didn’t. Reconciling that nagging 
incongruity was his real work. He’d never be able to clean Room 478 until 
he sorted out that malfunctioning part of his mind.

Room 478
by Matthew Bird 

He turned a corner. A large steel door. Room 105 again. Could he have 
looped around to the same place? Or perhaps there were multiples of the 
same corridor? Maybe these were the only true rooms in this whole damn 
place. He turned another corner and another and another. He dusted 
another empty picture frame. Turned a corner. Up some stairs. Down some 
stairs. Left and right and left again.

Room 105. 104. 103. 102.

He knew Room 478 must exist. He had to clean it. Yet he had spent 
his whole shift searching for the room. A shift that may have been just 
that day, or was it night, or perhaps he’d been cleaning for days? He knew 
Room 478 existed and yet simultaneously did not. He knew Room 478 
was not and most likely was Room 101.
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Chance drove my feet

to a jungle bower

to a dark-green shelter

From torrential showers

Where the air hummed rich 

with subterranean howls

Where the beasts in the bushes 

rush through shrouds

Of ten thousand leaves

With a sound that –

Ah! I shall not dare to speak

aloud.

Speak calmer now.

A shaft of sun breaks down

on me

and mornings come

and dark is not a house of fears

within which brutal torture nears – 

the torture of the soul’s inside

The Dark
by Gregory Walker

of organs ripped

and heart pried, fluttering, from its cage:

We speak no more of this. 

Light floods in, 

Upon the tangled path and

You wade through depths

To banish lingering dark.
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One day,

We will eat Chinese food,

Face to face,

Sauce and smiles on our lips.

We will be free of

The hard shell of expectation,

No longer drowning in

A yolk thicker than water.

We will breathe easy in 

A silence not as taut as a wire,

A soft silence,

A comforting silence,

Which waits for us to fill it.

One day,

We will eat Chinese food,

Face to face,

Sauce and smiles on our lips,

I promise.

The Inevitability of Chinese Takeout
by Ravi Kakkad

Throw
by Ed Wallace

I sit and watch, am seated as I gaze.

Trees fill this view, to beyond the horizon,

but none of this I see.

Only you, your betrayal, your back through the trees.

Leaving.

Forty paces, with this knife of mine, accurate.

You’ve barely gone ten.

Fifteen, twenty.

I’d do it you know.

Take the throw.

In my dreams of late.

But never once can I know - 
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the Line Where the Sky Meets the Sea 
by Charlotte Hammond

The wind was biting; it slithered under the rips in his clothes and sunk 
its white, hot fangs into his skin. He shivered. A sharp intake of breath 
made his throat feel raw. It brought with it the smell of burnt clothes, 
flesh seared off the bone, blood mixed with smoke; creaks pierced the eerie 
silence as the wood of the houses and trees in the surrounding forest began 
to splinter under the pressure of the heat. The flames weren’t as wild as 
they had been but they remained persistent as they silently tore through 
the town in the dead of night stealing every soul, every last breath, every 
mantelpiece and shelving collapsing leaving trinkets and memories cracked 
across the floor; eventually they would all but vanish, as though nothing 
and no one existed there in the first place. 

It smelt like death. The men who brought it here to this southern 
coastal town off the main shore strolled through the wreckage searching for 
valuable property and any survivors. 

He dared not move a muscle. Though the stench was unbearable and 
the pain of his injuries virtually intolerable, Asahi held his breath, lay still, 
so quiet, frozen, rooted to the spot which he collapsed in earlier after a 
blow to the back of his head. They can’t find him; if they do, he’ll be torn 
inside out and tossed in the ocean to drown. Pirates. Merciless, they would 
not hesitate to rip his heart out with their bare hands. 

That night the town had been quiet. It was late and all but the light 
which shone out to sea from the lighthouse seemed to draw any attention 
to this coastal village. They had always remained insignificant. People were 
born here and eventually died here. There was little desire to explore the 
waters surrounding Japan and the other kingdoms of Asia. The ocean was 
notoriously filled with unruly pirates who tore down citadels and murdered 
innocents. This was safe, it would seem, and the town itself was enough. 

Maybe not for everyone. 

Asahi had what most considered an unnatural attraction to the sea. 
Ever since he was a young teen, he would catapult himself off the island 
cliffs into the ocean and swim as far as possible until his Uncle’s yelling 
would no longer reach him. When he was just 13, he was paddling in 
the shallows on the beach near the harbour. Some sailors were lounging 
on the rocks after delivering goods; as he skimmed his stone across the 
surface of the water - 5, 6, bounces each time - he felt a presence behind 
him. A stone whipped past his head and across the surface 5, 6, 7, 8 times! 
Asahi whipped his head around to see a tall boy with soft brown hair 
smirking down at him. Reo was a cabin boy for the crew of The Whalien; 
this small ship delivered goods from the port city of Tokyo to towns along 
the mainland coastline and to small islands nearby. Hachijo was one of 
their regular stops, but was by far the smallest island they delivered to. The 
population small, everyone new everybody. 

How suffocating, Reo remarked as he lobbed a stone into the shallows. 

Asahi shrugged. I mean yes of course it was but where else could he go. 

Once I’m promoted to a higher rank of sailor, he continued exaggerating 
his posture and gesturing with elegant hand movements, you can take my 
ranking of cabin boy.

And what will you be? 

Captain.

They sniggered but Asahi somehow believed he would blag his way 
their one day. 

Asahi was 18 when Reo stopped showing up along with the crew 
of The Whalien. He was given no explanation for his friend’s sudden 
disappearance and no one commented on it. He never was promoted 
from his position as cabin boy and Asahi imagined he most likely 
commandeered one of the ship’s life boats and declared himself captain of 
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that in protest. 

The years rolled on and for Asahi’s 22nd birthday he wished to leave 
the island. His Uncle had sighed and shook his head disappointed that he’d 
never been able to clear his nephew’s head of fairy tales. 

Six days later, distant bombing woke the boy from his slumber. The 
sound grew louder. The cup of water next to his bed rippled with every 
boom. Muffled screams pierced their way into the eerie silence. Canon fire.

Asahi had carefully sat upright, brow furrowed, at the unusual sounds 
coming from the harbour. At his realisation of what they could be, he 
yelped and jumped out of bed running for the crossbow leaning against his 
wardrobe – usually used for hunting in the forest. 

Always one to run at danger head first, Asahi ran down the stairs and 
straight out the front door. It was practically a talent that he could drown 
his Uncle’s shouts from his ears. This time they broke through slightly, only 
because they sounded desperate and panicked as oppose to just annoyed. 
But Asahi kept running. No plan of action. Nothing but his night clothes 
and hair tied up loosely. His heart rammed against his ribs, breathing loud 
and uneven, barely able to swallow. But he was athletic and incredibly agile 
so he ran with ease…straight into the firing line.

The scene was far more shocking than he expected, practically stopping 
dead in his tracks he was blinded by flames licking the sides of the 
buildings and all the boats in the harbour. Mouth agape he watched as 
citizens ran screaming from men with axes and swords. They ruthlessly tore 
down innocents and stormed into homes to set them alight. 

Pulling himself out of his trance Asahi ran at the nearest pirate and 
smacked his crossbow against their head until they didn’t get up again. 
There are many moments in one’s life that can be considered a turning 
point – that one thing you do that changes the course of your entire life 
somehow. Well, for Asahi, this was one of them.
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(What did you think?)

deep breath.

(About?)

about everything. about

the space that sits between us

and eats the popcorn. the

space that orbits the sun and runs rings around us.

(About what he said.)

what he said.

(I’m not sure yet.)

(I know what you mean.)

roll over. blink twice.

squirm in your sleeping bag and

snuggle against that warm isolation.

(What are you thinking about?)

the moon, how it glimmers and smiles.

and the stars, each utterly important

amongst so many of the same.

the blackout blinds hide everything

out there, but inside i hear

Sleepover
by Louisa Rhodes

your rocking breaths. they sound warm

to me.

(Oh, nothing.)

roll over again.

(You can always talk to me, about anything, you know.)

i know.
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Relief, relief is first.

It’s over-

the last year,

two

four

eight

Gone.

They don’t matter anymore.

Line crossed,

box ticked.

Joy, joy is next.

Like swelling fever.

An electrified bubble growing,

growing, growing.

This ride’s like a wave,

through August to September.

Of planning, stocking and,

Stages
by Ed Wallace

administration.

Doubt is always there -

of place,

of people

of path.

Will it ever leave?

Worry grows to fear and swells,

on eve, to terror,

outright dread.

Casting off comfort,

and stepping out beyond.

The rest I do not know

and dare not try to guess -

Sometimes

I think I’m too good,

at pretending to be happy -
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Letter From the President
by Matthew Bird

The first term of this academic year has flown by, but the Creative 
Writing Society has still managed to fit in loads of fun activities to keep 
you entertained. The Lit Circles have been more popular than ever with a 
whopping 70 people showing to our Try-It Session at the start of the year. 
We’ve written about misunderstood overheard conversations, imagined 
the perspective of our pets, advertised wacky new sci-fi products, and 
built worlds from scratch. Some members have taken the opportunity to 
workshop their writing at Coffeeshop Critiques, which this year came with 
a tasty 10% off food and drink at Portland Coffee Co. To help build on 
the ideas in our sessions we have introduced Resource Pages to our blog 
(uncws.com) which provide links to websites and videos with loads of 
useful information about the topics we cover and even include bonus tasks 
to try.

We love making new friends, and so have collaborated with loads of 
other societies this term. The first collab was with T&G Architecture 
Society where we ran a Lit Circle for them on the theme of (you guessed it) 
architecture. In the session we got to the heart of what it means to occupy 
a physical space, and even imagined what the buildings themselves were 
thinking. The next collab was with RPG Society which, as always, led to 
some weird and wonderful world-building and bizarre storytelling! The 
most wholesome collaboration this University has perhaps ever seen was 
between us, Kettle Soc and Cake Soc where we spent a session drinking 
tea, eating cake, and writing about food.

Beyond collabs, we also have socials in addition to our weekly events. 
Ravi (our Social Sec) and I took on the mantle of being gameshow hosts 
for an evening. Two teams took on fiendish millionaire-style questions, an 
esoteric music round ala Buzzcocks, crudely animated catchphrases, and 
much more besides to win a box of chocolates. Later in the year we went 
all sci-fi and ran around with laser guns at Quasar Elite in Nottingham to 

The President’s Letter

test our aim (or lack thereof ). As of writing this letter, the biggest social of 
the year is still being written by yours truly: The Murder Mystery. This year 
sees members trying to work out who murdered the mysterious Captain 
Gingerbeard, one of the most feared pirates to ever sail the Seven Seas. Was 
the killer after his bounteous treasures, or seeking revenge? Or perhaps 
an all-together different motive, indeed? A post-mortem blog post will be 
released shortly after the event, so be sure to check our social media pages 
and blog to find out more.

The start of my second year as President of the UoN Creative Writing 
Society has been thoroughly enjoyable. It is an absolute pleasure to meet 
new members (and be reacquainted with old). Every member has a 
wonderfully unique voice and style of writing. I look forward to reading 
all the pieces in this issue of Firelight and those uploaded to the blog and 
recorded for the podcast in the coming months.

Yours creatively,

Matthew Bird 
President of the Creative Writing Society
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WHat We Offer

Lit Circle
Every week we meet to complete writing excersises based on various themes, 
genres, and styles of writing. This is a great chance to improve your writing 
skills and expand your repetoire.

Free Writing
This is a space for you to work on your own projects surrounded by fellow 
members.

Coffeeshop Critiques
This is a great opportunity to get feedback on your work as well as getting 
10% off at Portland Coffee Co.!

Here are our regular events throughout the year. Please note that these 
events are only available to members of the Creative Writing Society. 
(Memebership is only available to UoN students, alumni and associate 
members.)

Podcast and Blog
Our society has many opportunities for you to showcase your work. Outside 
of our magazine, we also have our blog and our podcast. The blog allows 
you to freely submit work and serialised pieces throughout the year. Our 
podcast invites you to read pieces aloud and chat about them with fellow 
members of the society! You can find out more at uncws.com

Where You Can Find Us
Follow us online for more information about who we are and 
what we do and, of course, for more writing!

@

Keep up to date:

See what we’re up to:

Buy a membership (UoN students and alumni only):

Let us know what you think:

UoN Creative Writing Society

@uon_cw

uoncreativewriting

uncws.com

bit.ly/uonCW

uoncreativewriting@gmail.com

http://bit.ly/offthepageuon

https://www.facebook.com/UoNCreativeWritingSociety
https://twitter.com/uon_cw?lang=en
https://www.instagram.com/uoncreativewriting/
http://uncws.com
http://bit.ly/uonCW
http://bit.ly/offthepageuon
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Thank you to all the members of the Creative Writing Society 
at University of Nottingham for your lovely submissions! We 
were thoroughly impressed with the incredible variety of pieces 
so thank you for sharing your work. A special thank you to 
Madeleine Roche for supplying our beautiful illustrations 
featured in the magazine!

Thank you to the wonderful Natasha Nayee for designing our 
gorgeous front cover depicting Wollaton Hall. All of her work 
is stunning, so go and give her lots of love and support on 
Instagram!

Thank you to our contributors

  
natasha_nayee

Prompts
from our Lit Circles!

• Write a piece from the perspective of your pet. Sort of 
like an inner monologue of their thoughts - perhaps they 
don’t like you as much as you like them!

• Write about a fleeting encounter. Perhaps you mourn 
over the beautiful stranger you passed by in the street.

A Space for You
Write a response to our prompts or maybe add to one of the 

pieces featured in the magazine!
Share your responses with us on Twitter!

https://www.instagram.com/natasha_nayee/
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Thanks for reading!




