
 

 

 

 
Backstage at Macbeth the Musical 

Ellie-Mae Allen 

 
 

“When shall we three meet again? In thunder, 
lightning or rain?” 

 
When you’re sitting in the stalls watching the 
three witches meet on the stage, you may not 
realise how much is going on backstage. For 
our recent production of Macbeth, the 
backstage team had to design props like 
terrifying spears, they had to plan for lighting 
that would cast the witches’ faces in a 
supernatural shade, and paint fake blood onto 
Lady Macbeth’s hand. 

 
The Set 

 
Hameedha Mohamed was the head of the 
backstage team for Macbeth. Weeks in 
advance of the production, she had to create a 
backstage team to assist her in making props 
and making sure everything was in place. The 
set is the framework for a performance, an 
insight into the characters’ world, providing 
time context and production style. That could 
be a set that is just a plain stage with no props, 
or it could be the set of “Macbeth the Musical”. 

The backstage team had to make intricate 
props such as shields and spears. Amber Jay 
Phillips even spent hours crocheting cakes, pies 
and turkeys, and stuffing them in order to 
create food for our banquet. This all provided 
the basis for a great performance. 

 

 
Lighting and Sound 

 
Oliver Biasotto was in charge of sound and 
William Hope-Fitch was in charge of lighting, 
which meant they spent the weeks in the run 
up to the production making decisions on 
sound and lighting choices and practicing their 
cues to make sure everything ran perfectly. 
Lighting is an insight into location but also 
provides atmosphere, influencing pace and 
showing character. The lighting foreshadows 
events and suggests a range of emotions, from 
red during Duncan’s murder to switching to 
and from individualised colours for each witch 
during their scenes. As for sound, from 
underscores of ominous music to music in 
transitions or sound effects of gunshots, sound 
provides not only context but also meaning in 
key scenes. 

 



 

Costume, Hair and Makeup 

 
And finally, on the night itself, actors had to be 
transformed, and this was the job of me and 
Safia Kuleshnyk. I was tasked with the job of 
creating costume designs and creating and 
sewing embellishments and adornments, 
whilst Safia was tasked with the job of hair and 
makeup. We were the final layer to the 
backstage team, creating an insight to the 
personality of each character. Mountains of 
thought went into each item of clothing, every 
strand of hair intricately placed and every flick 
of eyeliner and each spot of fake blood. Every 
colour represented something, and each 
accessory had meaning. Whatever the 
production, there are always potential 
malfunctions on stage, so a costume designer’s 
job is never done. For “Macbeth the Musical” 
most of the costumes came from the drama 
cupboard or what people had at home, simply 
bringing in black trousers and tops, in order for 
embellishments to be added to create a 
complex costume. Aspects such as having 
different colours for each witch with a mesh 
accompaniment tying them all together or 
Duncan wearing red or burgundy to 
foreshadow his death helped to create 
interesting, visually pleasing and complex 
costumes by simply working with resources the 
drama department already had. 

 
With all these backstage factors working 
together, the actors could focus on the 
character they were trying to portray. Another 
great performance created. 

 
“All hail, King of Scotland” 

 

How To Beat Your Mates at Chess 

Rehan Baig 

 

Sixty-four squares, sixteen pieces and 

seemingly a million ways to lose your rook on 

move seven. We’ve all been there, even the 

smartest supercomputers disagree on what the 

best move is from to time. Despite that, and 

this might sound a bit strange, but if aliens 

touched down tomorrow, I hope we show 

them chess first. It’s hard to imagine that a 

simple boardgame developed by bored army 

generals in India well over a thousand years 

ago could test the limits of human reasoning, 

creativity and bring cultures together like it has 

done. I reckon our new alien overlords would 

be pretty impressed. 

All this begs the question, “how do I start 

getting back at my annoying friends who 

always beat me at chess?”. Now I’m definitely 

not the best player ever and I still have 

annoying friends who sometimes beat me too 

(hello Payman) but I’ve been playing for ages 

and here are the three biggest skills you can 

develop to get started: 

1. Develop a strong opening repertoire! 

For the first few years of my playing career, I’d 

often start struggling in my games as early as 

move five or six. Only now do I realise how 

unnecessary this is. You may be pleased to 

learn that supercomputers and grandmasters 

have “solved” chess for the first fifteen or so 

moves so there’s really no reason to be 

struggling that early. In fact, you can very easily 

play perfect moves for the beginning of all of 

your games if you know a strong opening. An 

opening is a pre-packaged series of moves that 

you decide to play before you even start your 

game, of course adapting slightly depending on 

what your opponent decides to counter with. 

For the white pieces I recommend you learn 

the London System Opening – extremely solid 

and gets all of your pieces developed and safe 

early. For black you can get away with just 

playing sensible developing moves but if you 

want to learn an opening I’d suggest the Caro- 

Kann as a response to white playing e4 on their 

first move as it quickly challenges for central 



 

control and can very quickly throw unaware 

opponents off guard. 

2. The only way to truly lose is to quit. 

If you were to make a bad pass in a football 

match, you wouldn’t just storm off the pitch, 

would you? This is why I’m always baffled when 

new players resign instantly after losing a 

knight or something by mistake. One of the 

most enjoyable parts of a chess game is 

resourcefulness when your opponent has way 

more pieces than you and you rob yourself of 

that experience by quitting the game after a 

minor mistake. Learning to still make the best 

moves in a tricky position will accelerate your 

progress immensely, no matter how tempting 

it is to just start a new game. Your opponent is 

just as likely to make silly mistakes as you are, 

so your temporary loss might turn into a 

resounding advantage in only a few moves. 

Make your opponent work for their win, the 

longer you stay in the game the more likely it is 

that you can turn the game around. 

3. Develop a unique style. 

You’re never too new to chess to start 

developing some flair. The games you play are 

simply a by- product of your own choices. If you 

prefer open, tactical games then consider e4 as 

your first move for white. If you prefer closed, 

positional games then consider d4 instead. You 

can take some cues from the masters of the 

past. My favourite player of all time is Mikhail 

Tal who was famous for incredible sacrifices 

and attacking play. You may prefer someone 

like Karpov who would slowly eek out wins 

against his opponents over time with small 

improvements in his position like a boa 

constrictor. However you want to play, make 

sure you play your way. 
 

 

What to Expect from Year 11 

Shalukah Nareshkumar and Harrison 

Coates 

 

As a Year 10 you may be thinking, “are GCSEs 

actually that deep?” You’ll soon have every 

teacher reminding you of how many days there 

are until your GCSEs start and it will feels like 

it is too much. We asked Year 12s about their 

experiences in Year 11. 

Year 11 is demanding since you must 

constantly revise, and it is the first big 

examination since your Year 6 SATS. Our advice 

is to do little and often. Aim for consistency 

even if you begin with a small workload. 

Blurting, flashcards, active recall, exam papers 

and teachers: there are a range of ways to 

revise and if you don’t know where to start just 

ask! It is never too late. 

“I wish I revised what I could 
everyday rather than trying to cram 
everything at the end.” 

“I didn’t realize that I still had time in 
January before my exams to still revise 
and put effort in.” 

If you work as hard as you can by turning up 

to every lesson and intervention and revise in 

your own time it will show in your results. As 

long as you’re putting in as much as you can, 

you will see results. 

In Year 11, you should expect many highlights, 

such as “becoming your own person” as one 

student says and “making memories with 

people”. Whatever path you choose in the 

future, there isn’t an experience quite like 

secondary school so appreciate your journey 

and your individual growth. Secondary school 



 

is by far the weirdest time in your life, it 

contains some of the highest highs and lowest 

lows, but you will grow as a person. Reflect on 

your time in secondary school and appreciate 

how far you have come. 

It will be a hard yet very rewarding year, you 

must put all the effort and hard work in now as 

this is not forever, but your results are. You may 

also struggle throughout the year with staying 

focused and motivated and dealing with the 

constant exam pressure but it is temporary. 

The pain doesn’t compare to the joy that is yet 

to come. You have much to look forward to 

after you finish secondary school. You’re going 

to have the best summer of your life.  

Until then, take breaks, eat, rest. 

 
 

Reviews 
 

The Chronicles of Narnia 

The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe by 

CS Lewis 

Reviewed by Siya Chhatralia 

This eventful book is based in England during 

WWII when four siblings are sent to the 

countryside to avoid the harm of air raids, away 

from their mother. The two girls and two boys 

are hesitant at first towards some of the 

individuals they have to stay with but are 

reassured by another man who lives there 

because of his kindness and hospitality.  

The elder kids are more cautious and less 

likely to give in to strange people than the 

younger ones, and so they don’t believe it 

when their youngest sister claims to have 

wandered into a new land from the inside of a 

wardrobe! But later they find that she was 

telling the truth and meet a lot of exciting, 

bone-chilling and helpful creatures that guide 

them and trick them throughout the book. 

The children are manipulated and deceived 

by the residents of Narnia so that it eventually 

comes down to them to save everyone from 

the Snow Queen. The ending was very cleverly 

left on a cliff-hanger, allowing the next book in 

the series to continue the story and leaving the 

reader wanting more. 
 

 

What I really enjoyed about this book is the 

language and descriptions of the settings and 

characters; it helped me to imagine the time 

they were in and the emotions they were 

feeling. The author did a very thorough and 

altruistic job of presenting the opposition of 

good and evil, the value in courage, adventure, 

forgiveness, and honesty and the importance 

of maintaining the natural environment. If you 

like this book, and want to read something 

similar, consider: Harry Potter, The School For 

Good And Evil and other thrilling fantasy books. 

I would recommend this book to people who 

may be looking for an intoxicating read with 

interesting characters. This book is suitable for 

those aged 8 and above, depending on reading 

ability. I definitely recommend it to anyone 



 

who needs an electrifying book to wade 

through. 
 

 
 

<Coping Mechanism> by Willow 

Reviewed by Kyxia Ali 

 

Willow, being the lovechild of Will Smith and 

Jada Pinkett, was destined for stardom. She has 

been making lasting hits since age ten, with 

iconic songs like Whip My Hair. Willow has 

primarily been making a soft R&B sound for 

most of her career, but recently has been 

stepping into her real passion of rock/pop- 

punk, influenced by music her mum raised her 

on. <COPINGMECHANISM> is Willow’s best 

album yet. Let me walk you through the piece 

and hopefully encourage you to listen too! 

"<maybe> it's my fault" is the first song, and it 

immediately introduces you to a pop-punk/soft 

rock sound which will be echoed throughout 

the album. The song describes blame in the 

context of relational riffs, like break-ups. Full 

volume, the journey of the song is very 

cathartic. This song serves as perfect 

exposition for the rest of the album, as the 

album goes through different stages of love 

and heartbreak, which we are all familiar with. 

Songs like "hover like a GODDESS" explore 

conventional teen feelings of love. It describes 

and transports us to the feeling of crushes and 

falling in love. The song is the most pop-like of 

the album, still punk, also with (some) 

elements of R&B. The multiple layers and 

sounds and worlds hidden in the song add to 

the overall effect of this song. This track 

deserves to be a lot longer and is an ode to 

Willow’s creative talent. 

"ur a <stranger>" is a song about the rage felt 

after a break up. This is probably the most 

"rock" type of song on the album. Before this 

album, I never entertained the fact that I could 

enjoy rock, but this song has completely 

reformed me. The second verse is cathartic 

and, at full volume, the riffs in the background 

add to the whole vibe. 

"Bat****!" is a song about that feeling you get 

when you go along with something, but in your 

heart, you know it’s not for you. It’s about the 

decision to just go with your intuition, no 

matter how crazy it looks. It's about owning 

that crazy. the song is definitely one of my 

favourites, as the chorus is really thrilling, and I 

love how loud I can get whilst screaming it. A 

similar song "Falling Endlessly" is about 

spiralling, but in a really fun way. When people 

think about "insanity" or being "crazy", it's 

always framed from the perception of others, 

not the experiences of the person 

themself/ves. When I am most called "crazy" or 

"weird", is when I feel most beautiful, most 



 

wild and most free. That’s what this album 

reminds me about, being Punk. 
 

 
 

 

 

Fiction 
 
 

 

The Man of Fate By William 

Hope-Fitch 

The whistle blew. Loud and sharp to the ears. 
The station wreathed in steam and smoke 
possessed a clammy atmosphere like that of a 
greenhouse. The hustle and bustle of people 
was gone now. All that remained was the 
passing of trains shuttling and shunting back 
and forth, they clanked and hissed, huffed and 
puffed, they moved slowly and quickly. The 
signaller in his box overlooked the operation 
with a sense of pride. He heaved levers and 
flicked switches to keep this large operation 
going. Outside of the station building line upon 
line of kitted out soldiers stood, gripping their 
guns tightly to their chest, they listened 
carefully, each one caught in his own world of 
fears and hopes. At the summit of the station 
building, above a large clock, was a bell. Every 
soldier’s eye stayed steadfast upon this bell. A 

bell that would bring victory or death. Shortly, 
a large man in an officious uniform bustled out 
of the building. He stood at the top of the steps 
surveying the ranks. He took a look at his 
watch, grumbled to himself, and stood to 
attention. 

Silence weighed down heavily upon the crowd 
of soldiers. The station was a large and bland 
structure, built in a time when money was 
scarce, it gazed down upon a large parade 
ground at the opposite end of which a tall 
flagpole stood. Surrounding the square were 
row upon row of shops and houses and 
warehouses, all reliant on the trade the station 
brought them. Crowds of the elderly, the 
young, women, and children lined the street 
that ran round the outside of the square. Not a 
mortal dared to make so much as a peep of 
noise. A large deep maroon-red car pulled into 
the road that ran the circumference of the 
square. Clouds of steam puffed from the funnel 
atop the engine. It circled the square a number 
of times as if preying upon the soldiers and 
picking out the weak ones. Then it pulled up in 
front of the station. The high-ranking officer in 
front of the station marched down to the car 
and opened the back door. And out stepped a 
man whose physical appearance was rivalled 
only by that of a dried out toad. A man whose 
disgusting nature made even his slimy high 
class friends retch. 

 

 
Chapter Two 

 

 
The General was a fat and balding man. He 
snarled at the saluting officer but returned the 
salute, nonetheless. He wobbled his way up to 
the top of the stairs, turned, glared at the 
soldiers, and wobbled in. The waiting hall was 
large and smelt of damp. Newspapers were left 
on every conceivable surface a newspaper 
shouldn’t be on. The General picked one up. 
“War Declared Over Insult!” Exclaimed the 
title. The General snarled at this too. 

“Who wrote this?” He demanded. He forced it 
into the hands of the officer. The officer looked 
the pages over. 



 

 

 

 
“Albert Cocklewink.” He read. 

“Stupid man, stupid name. Kill him.” Said the 
General, who had a habit of killing the 
messenger. 

“Right you are, sir.” 

The officer stuffed the newspaper into a 
pocket and showed the General through a door 
and into the station. The earlier bustle of 
shunting locomotives and trains had since 
ceased and resolved into neat lines of carriages 
with patiently waiting locos at the head of 
each. A man dismounted a carriage near the 
front of one of these trains and walked down 
the line of carriages. He was a tall, thin man. 
Long hair held back in a short ponytail, quite 
out of line for a military man. He walked 
hunched over and his dark brown eyes flashed 
menacingly in the dim lights of the station. He 
wore a smart grey suit and carried a notebook 
and pen. He stopped in front of the General, 
towering over the short, fat man. 

“Everything’s in order. Sir.” He slurred 
disdainfully, a tone he frequently adopted with 
the General. 

“Very good Colwen.” The General replied 
sarcastically. “I suppose this is where you make 
a useless and offensive political comment.” 

“Yes, Sir. It is. I’ve checked over everything, but 
the railways are in desperate need of 
maintenance. I wouldn’t be surprised if many 
of your men don’t actually make it to the front 
with the state of the mountain pass.” 

“Well. Thank you for your concern Colwen but 
I don’t see this as necessary. Everything is fine 
as it is.” 

Colwen saluted half-heartedly and walked out 
of the station. The General turned to his 
officer. 

“That man.” He said, “Is a disgrace to this 
country.” 

“Isn’t he from Rhyddid.” 

“Precisely my point.” The General said 
pompously. “Our people, the noble people of 
Caethwasiaeth have been trying to civilise 
those savages for as long as our noble empire 
has stood.” 

“Very good sir.” Said the officer. 

The bell tolled three. Its metallic clang rung out 
across the square. Colwen stood at the top of 
the stairs looking at the rows of troops. He 
looked upon them pityingly. The door behind 
him opened and out came the General and his 
officer. The officer opened a sheet of paper 
and scanned over it, checking he had the 
correct information, he then folded it up, 
stuffed it into a pocket. He stood silently for a 
moment, then snatched out the sheet of paper 
again and began to read. 

“Division 10 are to go to platform 1 and board 
the train. Division 11 are to go to platform 2 
and board the train. Division 12 are to go to 
platform 3 and board the train. Division…” he 
whispered something to the General who 
replied quickly. “Division 14 are to go to 
platform 4 and board the train. Division 15 are 
to go to platform 5 and board the train. You get 
the gist, don’t you? If you are in the wrong 
division, please correct now.” 

Nobody moved. 



 

“Very good. General, your orders?”  

“I don’t have any.” Replied the General “I have 
a speech to read though.” 

The General took a sheet of paper out of his 
breast pocket, unfolded it, and looked it over. 

“Men.” He began “You are headed for glory. 
You are off to fight for your great nation. You 
will liberate prisoners of tyranny and slaughter 
the vile infidels that have so gravely assaulted 
our country. They invade with lies, with fear, 
with cruelty. Your job is to liberate our people. 
They will be welcoming and joyous of your 
arrival. The King, the People, the Army, shall 
strive with you to everlasting glory. Hail 
Creulondeb.” 

“HAIL CREULONDEB!”, returned the Army. 

Colwen, the officer, and the General saluted 
the troops. The General turned to Colwen. 

“You have a positive report to deliver. Don’t 
you.” He snarled. 

“Yes sir.” Replied Colwen “Soldiers. The 
conditions of the railway are good. Your trip 
should take you half a day at most. You will find 
clean trenches with the first wave of troops 
securely encamped. The enemy are in a pitiful 
state, you’ll be home by Christmas.” 

“Hail  Creulondeb”  prompted  the  officer. 
Colwen sighed. 

“HAIL CREULONDEB!” He shouted. He saluted. 
The army returned his shout with smiles and 
saluted him. 

“Poor bastards.” Colwen muttered. 
 

 

Chapter Three 
 
As the bell tolls out its signal for the advance  
of troops to death or glory the General turns  
with a smirk. He looks the officer up and down. 

"officer." He says in a wheedling tone "it is the 
opinion of many, knowing your desire to fight, 
that you should be sent forth with the troops. 
After all, I do need a reliable pair of eyes on 
the front lines to report back to me and the 
other generals on the situation. You are to 
join Division 14, their commander already has 
your equipment." 

The officer’s face was overcome with a vicious 
mixture of emotions. Terror gripped his very 
being. 

"But, sir," he began "Surely I would be of 
more use here where I can-" 

"Nonsense man" the General chuckled. 
"you’ve been held back with paperwork far too 
long. You need some action." 

Colwen grinned devilishly at the officer. The 
Generals face reset from that of merriment to 
his usual scowl. 

"Don’t disappoint me. I expect you're holding 
back the trains now. And we need troops on 
the frontlines now." The general snarled. "Now 
go before I have you court martialled for 
insolence." 

The officer’s face was fixed with abject terror 
and fear of what was to come. 

"I expect to see you in a box shortly." Colwen 
remarked cheerfully. This statement did little 
to improve the officer’s fear. He saluted shakily 
and shuffled into the building. 

"Be sure to send a postcard." Colwen shouted 
after him. "I've heard the snow gets quite red 
around winter." The General fixed Colwen 
with a glare that could have melted any man 
into a quivering pulp. 

"What?" Colwen said. 

"I know your General quite well Colwen. Watch 
yourself." 

And with that the General limped down to his 
car, got in clumsily, and drove away. The last of 



 

the soldiers were filing into the station building 
as Colwen watched the General’s car steam 
out of the square. When the last soldiers had 
entered, Colwen sighed, a deep heavy sigh. He 
walked over to besides to the door and picked 
up a coil of chains and wrapped them around 
all the handles of the station entrance doors. 
He took a heavy lock out of his pocket and 
attached it to the chains, stuck the key in, 
locked it, and snapped the key off in the lock. 
He turned back to face the square and its silent 
audience of civilians. 

"Go home! Go home! Stay out any longer and 
you'll regret it severely!" He intoned. 

 

 
Jacob Levoff 

Part 2: Qatarnage 

By Moses Obiago 

 

11:43, on a plane 

Jae sat in the back seat of the plane. He wore a 
scarf around his face, and he dared not eat 
what the cabin crew offered him. Whispers 
were heard in the cabin crew’s lounge then a 
woman in white and red uniform walked up to 
him. 

“Hello sir, is there anything I can do for you?” 
She asked. He didn’t answer. The lady got 
frustrated and stormed away. Jae took a sigh 
of relief. He felt a nap coming on, but it was 
too risky to sleep in such a hostile 
environment. 

20:47, Hamad international airport, Qatar 

Jae strolled down the aisle to baggage 
reclamation, where a police officer stopped 
him. 

“We have a wanted letter against a man 
named Jacob Levoff.” the man explained. 

Jae realized he was wanted everywhere. He 
bolted from the airport as fast as he could. Two 
women, about in their 20s, were locking arms 
and talking, taking up the whole street. 

“Move!” Jae shouted. 

“Excuse me?” One woman snapped. 

“Sorry,” Jae began. “Let me rephrase that: 
move the heck out of the way!” 

Jae dashed past them knocking one of them 
into the road. The second woman watched in 
horror as the other meandered between cars, 
blaring their horns as they drove by. Jae 
ducked into a small slum, his back clinging to a 
wall. The men pursuing him ran blindly through 
the bustling street. He’d escaped. He needed 
somewhere to sleep for the night, but he 
couldn’t book a hotel lest they murdered him 
when he least expected it. Jae called up a 
friend who lived in Qatar: Kierce King. 

“Yo Kierce, I'm trying to get in your team.” Jae 
exclaimed. 

“Whoa there, tiger, slow down. You ain’t got a 
clue what you’re getting yourself into. You will 
have to meet with the Ringleader who...” 
Kierce trailed off. 

“Oh, come on man, he can’t be that bad.” Jae 
guessed. 

“Dude,” Kierce began “he keeps a pet LION, 
which, mind you, are terribly dangerous, he 
sleeps with a GRENADE, keeps a pistol under 
his bed… well, don’t we all? That’s not the 
point, okay? My point is that he is a force to be 
reckoned with.” 

“Kierce, you worry too much” I got this, I’m 
Jacob Levoff!” Jae exclaimed. 

Unbeknownst to him, he was running 
headlong into trouble. 

Raffles hotel, Doha, Qatar 13:05 



 

 

 

Jae wore his best suit and a top hat: he had to 
look presentable. Jae checked out of his room 
and got in his car, a McLaren 650s, which was 
heavily modded. It raced through the streets 
of Doha, catching the eyes of many 
pedestrians. He arrived at a rundown factory, 
decorated with graffiti and moss. Jae knocked 
on the door and was greeted, not so kindly, by 
a girl, about 15, pale in the skin and black hair 
in a pixie cut.  

 
     “What do you want?” She sneered. 

There was an echo of laughter from the 
lounge. There was a sort of rasp to her voice, 
as if she had a sore throat. Kierce appeared at 
the door to properly welcome Jae inside. He 
glared at the girl who was standing next to him. 
She blew a bubble of her gum she was chewing 
and popped it in his face, only to roll her eyes 
and storm off. 

“Sorry man,” Kierce apologised. 

“That’s Firebird.”  
 

21:58, the factory. 

Firebird burst through the door, brandishing a 
wallet she stole. All applauded. “Well done.” 
Someone said from the shadows. His voice was 
sooty and hard. A tall yet wide man trudged 
into the centre of the room. Everyone who was 

talking in the lounge cut their conversations 
short and kept their heads down. This was the 
ringleader. Firebird took a bow. A sly smile on 
her face. 

“This is what I look for in all of you. Take 
notes.” The man addressed the whole room 
when he spoke. 

“As you all may have guessed, we have a new 
member. All welcome, Jae!” He exclaimed, 
firmly gripping Jae’s shoulder. Jae grimaced in 
pain but managed to put on a smile. 

“Hey” Firebird called. “Aren’t you the one who- 
” 

Jae interrupted her with a hearty cough and 
glared at her. 

Once the Ringleader was distracted, Jae 
confronted her. 

“If you blab….” Jae began. 

She snickered. 

“What are you going to do?” she challenged 
him. 

Jae grabbed her elbow. She pushed him off. 
Jae staggered back. Firebird left the room, 
glaring at Jae. 

“This isn’t the end of me” She yelled. “No! 
This is but the beginning! I’m gonna tell the 
boss, and you won’t do anything!” 

Jae was afraid, he was done for. 
 

June 3rd, 2032, the Ringleader’s office, UK 

Jae was in the Ringleader’s office, but not the 
one we just met, this was, Von Kleski, of 
Russian origin, from the last part. He sat at his 
desk, stroking his cat, smugly. This was the last 
time Jae was seen. 

Legend has it Jae escaped Von Kleski. Others 
say Von Kleski killed him. All we know is, Jae 
has a plan. 



 

      

     Let Us Start Once More 

Ornela Kukaj 

 

     Shall I speak of this agony? 

     An ache that one cannot disown,  

     A love that so keenly persists, 

     Though lies in the depths of one’s own. 

     Shall I speak of this mourning?   

     The absence of amorous touch.  

     That caresses one’s entire body,  

     Yet coyly retires after every clutch. 

     Shall I speak of this sorrow? 

     A yearning for repose in every wail,  

     A feeling of condemnation, 

     A fallacy that continues to prevail. 

     So long as this love lasts through adversity,  

     I will be indebted to you for eternity. 

 

 

Opinion Pieces 
 

The Black Family Before Its Divide 

Lamia Arnold 

 
 

If I can just borrow a piece of your time, a piece 

of your mind. See all it takes is manners for you 

to feel inclined, but as you slouch on those 

polyester chairs, the truth in my words will act 

like a sergeant to your hairs, giving them 

commands, telling them to stand. Don’t stand. 

Please stay seated. You didn’t ask but here’s 

some knowledge you never knew you needed. 

I wanna take you back in time, to a place that 

still stands but when you take a look, things 

have really changed. The soil remains rich, and 

the history grows thick, but the people just 

aren’t the same. This is of no fault of their own, 

we are yet to surmount the white-made, 

physical and psychological parameters 

surrounding my people. I am black. That’s all 

we know. Not why I’m in a climate that inhibits 

my skin to glow. Not why most of my friends 

don’t have a dad at home. Not why my sister’s 

Afro will never be enough. Not why white 

women are sweet but black women are tough. 

Yes, they gave us rights and slavery a new face 

but how can we be thankful when you put us 



 

here in the first place. All I ask of you is that you 

hear my words. Is that you let them in. 

I knew not to trust Ancestry.com, with its 

marginalising claim to hold ‘no further 

documents’. Find your history they say, the 

advert really sells it to you, don’t they? Hmm. 

Kinda like how we’ve been sold a false reality. 

Only learning about black people from slavery 

onwards. Never how we got there or how we 

stay bound to the society built on the backs of 

our people. Hmm. I say we start here. With me 

opening your eyes, and while they’re wide let 

me draw your attention to pre-colonial West 

Africa. 

Our families weren’t so distant and so small. 

We lived by the extended family structure; our 

children surrounded by cousins who they 

called brother or sister; surrounded by 

grandparents who they addressed as mum or 

dad. All these western terms for family 

members were not the norm in our society, as 

every abled member provided emotional, 

physical and financial support for each other. 

We had an organised family. Our children had 

consistent role models; every family member 

provided a source of guidance for our children. 

Black women could comfortably and elegantly 

fulfil her God-ordained role. She, with the 

kinship from surrounding family members, 

raised the children and at other times occupied 

herself working the land sowing seeds of 

harvest. They weren’t forced to be strong or to 

carry the dual burden, the black men lead their 

communities and family at home. The elder 

black men decided family finances and stood as 

the head of the family, the young men worked 

heavy labour to maintain the land, providing 

for his family. We had an organized family. 

The patriarchy we’ve become so desensitized 

to was never of our nature. Black men ruled 

over society, but a society where black women 

inherited land, black women had choice of 

work and motherhood, black women had the 

fundamental support needed to raise her 

children. “Ora na azu nwa”, it translates to our 

well-known saying: “it takes a village to raise a 

child”. Poverty is the forbidden fruit that you, 

the snake, have made us digest. See, the 

extended family structure and community 

lifestyle we lived by exempted us from the 

constraints of poverty; the elders who could no 

longer provide for themselves were taken care 

of by the children they raised, and the working 

parents had free childcare within the walls of 

their own home. Now we reside in blocks and 

boxes stacked up, called flats, with a whole 

family in two rooms and sometimes one. So, 

there is no room for an extended family to 

thrive, leaving us to survive with a salary and 

benefits on the side. This is not how my people 

intended to live: in a foreign place with 

unfortunate grandparents and reckless kids. 

As a black British girl of Caribbean descent, I 

feel it is important for people to understand 

what sits in the mind of someone standing in 

the liminal space between our original identity 

and the one that now ceases to exist. Every 

waking and dreaming moment I grasp onto my 

history, hidden behind the 400 years of slavery. 

I am unique. I know that my people cannot 

return to our extended family structure, for our 

people as a whole remain under oppressive 

systems that will thrive as long as we travel 

further and further from our roots. To be 

precise, the education system in Britain 

glamourizes the suppressed and divided 

version of my people; glamorizes empires and 

voyages that succeeded off of stolen land, 

resources and even people; glamorizes the 

black figures that had to fight for the right to be 

black. So yeah, if I can just borrow a piece of 

your time, a piece of your mind. It’s manners 

like this that made my people feel inclined, but 

now we suffer from the theft by those 

borrowers' hands, so much so that they broke 

our extended family by extending their hand. 



 

Racism in the Workplace is Still At Large 

Samson Obiago 

 

Now as you sit here, all with different origins; 
different pasts; different backgrounds, there is 
probably only one question traversing your 
mind: "How can I secure my future career?" To 
that l'd say: unfortunately, we are not all 
comforted by the same certainty of a secure 
future; a utopia where we reap all the fruits of 
our labour. It goes without saying that there 
are some of us who are limited by an 
underlying prejudice in the workplace that 
suppresses our potential, however great it may 
be. 

 
We can no longer turn a blind eye. The way to 
end this ongoing problem, is to face it head on. 
Now this prejudice is one that not only holds us 
back from our maximum ability but also one 
that halts our progression as a species and 
hinders our ability to reach our aim of a fully 
equal society for all. The bias against people of 
colour has remained for far too long and all 
those black heroes that we know and love who 
sacrificed their careers, privileges, safety and 
even their lives, did not do so just for their 
children to end up entrapped in the same cycle 
that they sacrificed so much and fought so hard 
to avoid. 

 
We are one. All of us; one species and for us to 
truly exist as one, we must understand each 
other’s differences and accept that despite our 
distinct exteriors, we are not of any less value. 
As this very common but very true saying goes, 
you should “never judge a book by its cover”. 
Who knows what hidden talent may be tucked 
away behind our darker toned skin or in the 
locks of our hair? 

If we cannot reach this objective of a free and 
fully integrated world where we are united, we 
will be condemned to remain static in these 
blinkered views that have governed elements 
of society covertly; secretly dragging us back 
into the abyss of unjustifiable exclusion based 
on what the eye sees. 

 
Picture this: A world where disparities 
between people in the workplace because of 
their skin colour is not only ever-present but 
also ignored by those same people that we rely 
on; those who are supposed to be symbols of 
justice and embodiments of equity. Potentials 
are suppressed, voices are silenced, and 
humans of the same value are picking up the 
scraps while those in power pay no attention 
to their suffering. Their cries for justice are 
zoned out, the futures of their children are 
already pre-determined; pre-determined to 
remain without hope of liberation, stuck in the 
cycle of perpetual rejection by the system. 
“Give me a chance!” they cry, as another 
employer callously turns his back, oblivious to 
their boundless potential. Potential that 
instead of being shut out, should be embraced. 
“All men are created equal” they say, but in 
this dystopia, society can pick who is worthy of 
opportunity upon a single glance, while the 
rest are brushed off, kicked to the curb and all 
too quickly forgotten. Where is the humanity 
in that? Are our lives worth nothing? We are 
tired of being confined to the lowest levels of 
work. All we ask for is a fair shot. 

 

 

 
Just imagine: a world where we are all judged 
by the content of our character rather than the



 

colour of our skin; a place of peace, where the 
quarrel is not between white people and their 
counterparts; a place of harmony where instead 
of dragging each other down, we hold each other 
up, we cherish each other. Where race is no 
longer a problem, and we can shift our focus to 
other matters. Now in this world humanity can 
become greater and by using all of our combined 
potential, we will reach new heights which right 
now we can only dream of. One thing I am certain 
of is that if we all unite, we will be a force to be 
reckoned with. So now, as you sit here with 
different origins; different pasts; different 
backgrounds, remember that we must look out 
for each other, looking for ways to make the lives 
of others a life worth living because WE ARE ONE. 

 
 
 
 

 

 
Join the team! 

 

Do you want to be a journalist? 

A photographer? 

A cartoonist? 

We are looking for reviewers, poets, 
storytellers, illustrators, and editors 
to join us at “the insight” to produce 
our next edition. Look out for flyers 
about team insight meetings next 
term. 

Have a great break and see you soon! 


