


Hello esteemed readers, and welcome
to the first Edge issue of 2013!

We would like to thank you all for
your submissions, as usual they were
of a wonderfully high standard and
we had a very difficult time choosing
our poets, authors, and writers! We
would also like to show our grati-
tude to our university, Northumbria,
for its continued support from stu-
dents and staff members, our read-
ers, everyone who supports us, and
everyone who helps us to take this
from a few emailed Word documents to
a real magazine.

Thank you all so much!

Lots of love,

The Edge Team—
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Poppy Haws

THE
SCARLET
NOTEBOOK

'‘Wednesday, June 11th, 2011

14 x 6cm. 8 sq. Divided - 2 p.m. r2 = 486 p.d., read the latest
entry.

'What the hell is that supposed to mean?'

Lila Turner gave a deep sigh, and pulled gently at her blonde
hair, greying with the years. She had tried all the other options,
and the little scarlet notebook was her very last hope. But here
she was, searching for a meaning in the dated scribbles. What-
ever this was, it was meticulous. Every single day from Jan 1st’ to
‘June 11th’ (that very day) was filled. A little wooden ruler sat by
the diary’s side. The minuscule black numbers seemed to slide
out of their neat imprints and lay themselves out on the page for
scrutiny. But why? To Lila, there was nothing but numbers. Num-
bers multiplied by numbers, squared, divided, and remaindered
into yet more bloody numbers.
‘Looks like bloody maths homework to me!

It was a miracle she had been able to get her hands on the
book at all. The nineteen year-old kept it on her at all times, but
her boyfriend Oli (bless him!) had turned up unexpectedly and

swept her away,leaving the notebook and its companion alone in
Claude’s tidy bedr: - .
e il »‘_'__; if it were a malevolent beast ab_g_qtt

hard, her-eyebrows furrowing.




The numbers were so tiny, so invaluable, and so insignificant.
What the hell was fourteen by six centimetres, anyway? Obviously
Claude was measuring tiny... somethings. Somethings that were
important to her and her world.

Lila looked around the room, which was tidy to a point of
neurosis as usual, searching for... well she really didn't know, any-
thing would be good at this point.

Lila peered into the drawers and found nothing but school
notebooks and stationery, placed without any edges overlapping,
like a perfect jigsaw puzzle. The next drawer held only knickers
and bras, organised by colour and ranging from simple, standard
black and white sports bras to highly ornamental ones, embel-
lished with flowers and lace.

She looked into the wardrobe, which was also organised, this
time by type of garment (formal/informal), then colour (dark to
light), and wondered.

OCD? Far too obvious. Claude's evident obsessive-compulsive
disorder was much lauded by her teachers at school anyway.

Her notes were always perfectly filed, always wonderfully kept,
and everything was always in its place; to them, she was just the
model student, the subject of much praise at parents’ evenings
and prize-givings.

Lila thought about things you could measure, as if she was
playing ‘Family Fortunes’, with a slightly more important goal
than winning a car, or a television. She groaned; you could meas-
ure literally anything in the entire world. Well, not anything.
Maybe not an alligator; it might bite. But in general, measuring
things was pretty simple.

God, was it drugs? It had to be. Perhaps cocaine, fourteen by six
centimetres of it.

Didn’t it come in grams? She couldn't be sure. She imagined
Claude with thé"ﬂ}lq as scalpel, dividing it into neatly chop

e a sick; d nted surgeon, but then... why? Was de
2aler, handing out lines like sweets?




measuring cocaine (or some other
e clear on them all) into eight ('8 sq.,

earning £486 per day (‘p.d.) for her cuts of cocaine? She didn't
know its street value; silently she berated herself for not keeping
‘'up to date’ with teen... was trends the right word? Trends. She
couldn’t Google it; that was far too suspicious, it would show up
on her browsing history, and Lila barely knew how to use the lap-
top at the best of times. No, it would have to do, as a theory. As
the doorbell rang, Lila was filled with an odd sense of satisfaction;
she had cracked the code.

‘Mum, I forgot my keys!" Claude’s apologetic voice rang out.
Lila dropped the book as if it had shocked her, and rushed to
sit down, trying to look casual. For all she knew, earning £486 a
day from cocaine, Claude could have the thing dusted for finger-
prints, 'CSI'-style.

‘Silly girl. Come on, I'll put the kettle on.” She opened the
door, and smiled. ‘Did you have a nice time with Oli?’ Lila said,
trying to keep her tone nonchalant and her hands from shaking
as she led her daughter into the kitchen.

'Yeah, fine.. Claude faltered, and put a hand on the bench to
steady herself.

‘You all right, love?’

‘Fine... she repeated, and sat down abruptly, running her fin-
gers through her long hair.

As she sat down, a chocolate bar wrapper drifted out of her coat
pocket. Lila caught it, and saw the number ‘486!

She studied it, thought about weight, balance, measurement, and
teenage girls. Damn.

Fourteen by six centimetres, she guessed. Eight squares. 'p.d. did
stand for ‘per day'.

Of course, thought Lila.



TWO ANGELS

Daniel Dotchin

As quietly as heaven spreads across the sky,
I watch two angels float along the beach.
They watch the sea roar, and hear the wind sigh,
each hear the other and their silent speech.

[ want them to walk with peace in their heart,

without the woes of the world on their mind.

But when one day ends the other must start,
and dawn brings trouble for us all to find.

Inside I wonder what these angels think
as their feet touch sand and their heads feel rain.
My two friends who have been to the brink,
walking alone amongst chaos and pain.

My dear two angels, who walk in the night,
fear not now the dark - for dawn brings his light.
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For every action there is an equal and opposite
reaction.

It was quarter to five by the time I got finished

at work, and about five-ish when I got onto my
metro home. I knew it was going to take eight-
een minutes to travel the seven stops to How-
don from Monument, and about ten minutes to
walk from there to my mum'’s, so I was looking at
about half five by the time I got there. We'd ar-
ranged to have a bit of a family meal — a Mexican
feast: fajitas, quesadillas, nachos, the works. I told
them I'd be there not long after four, but we'd
been ripped apart by health and safety at work,
so Joyce, the gaffer, made us all stay behind to
deep clean the kitchen.

I took a seat next to someone and op-
posite another two. It's always a bit of a squeeze
at that time of day, but I was glad to get off
my feet. Rather than trying to awkwardly avoid
looking directly into a stranger’s eyes, I checked
Facebook and Twitter on my phone. The news
broadcasters were tweeting stories about a bail-
out package for Greece, and a local sports jour-
nalist posted a link to ‘'NUFC v Villa: full match
report’. The bloke sitting in front of me got off
at Chillingham Road, so I had a scan of the car-
riage whilst I had the chance. That was the first
time I noticed him - the Eldon Square tramp. He
had the same coat on that he was wearing about
fifteen years earlier when my brother, who was
about six at the time, walked face first into him
outside Boots.



My dad went scatty with Michael that day, I re-
member him saying ‘Watch where you're going
man! You don't want to be walking into people
like that, you don't know what you might catch!’
I'm sure the tramp’s name is Jimmy. He's a bit

of a cult hero around town, everyone seems to
know of him; he's not really the type of person
you can miss though. He's a big, old unit of a
man, a few inches over six foot I reckon. Bald on
top, long on the back and sides, shoulder length
maybe, but I think everyone knows him for his
beard. It's dark, like his hair, full but wiry and
matted in places. If you can imagine Santa Claus
drained of all his colour and cheer, and sketched
using charcoal, that's kind of what Jimmy looked
like. He sat a couple of seats down the carriage
from where I was, with a spare seat next to him
and two spare in front. I watched him coughing
into his hands; a hacking cough, chesty, barking
almost.

At Walkergate two girls and a boy got on,
the girls were around twelve years old; the boy
might have been a year or two younger. The girls
wore matching Nike Air Max trainers and grey
jogging bottoms, the lad had what looked to
be school uniform pants on. The three of them
sat in the seats next to Jimmy, and it didn't take
long until they began to smirk at each other. The
girls zipped their jackets to the top and pulled
them right up over their noses.



The boy blatantly laughed, and then one of the
girls jumped up and scarpered further down the
carriage to let out her laughter, the other two
followed and did the same. Jimmy knew what
was going on. They were taking the piss — loads
of people on that carriage did, but we all pre-
tended to be oblivious. The two Nike Air Max
girls and the lad got off at Wallsend, and as the
metro pulled away from the station, they looked
through the window and pointed and laughed as
Jimmy went past.

"You fuckin’ tramp!” one of the girls shouted.

I told myself that he'd be used to it and have a
thick skin, but I knew he was human. As I tried
to gauge the other commuters’ reactions to the
little shits who'd got off, I noticed four black lads
- barely school leaving age; two hoods and two
caps, leaning in towards each other, speaking in
hushed voices and glancing towards Jimmy. One
of them nudged another and nodded his head
in Jimmy'’s direction. Ireally didn't want to put
up with another round of torment or bullying,
but I wanted somebody else to kick up a fuss
first. One of the group got up from his seat and
headed towards Jimmy. He just sat there cough-
ing. The lad stopped next to Jimmy, but didn't
catch his eye.

‘Excuse me!

Jimmy looked up at him. The lad held out a
clenched fist.

"This is for you!

Jimmy raised his palm, and the lad dropped a
handful of change into it.

<
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:09
It’s a dream.

You know it’s a dream.

Knowing doesn’t dilute the realness of it one little bit.

You feel the damp soaking through your hoody and the
shards of glass stinging open flesh. You see the lights looping
across the sky in whitebluered and the rain nearly horizontal (or
maybe that’s just you). There are voices and questions and explana-
tions winding in and out of the concrete barriers and then there is
you. Quiet and alone with the world spinning slower and slower in
front of you.

A hand touches your shoulder and someone says, there you
are, love. it’s going to be all right. you’re safe now. But you can tell
by the way she says it that it’s not going to be all right at all, and
safe is the furthest thing from where you are.

You know it’s a dream, but it’s not.

You know it isn't real, but it is.



08
Stop.

The city breathes itself into dream, and dreams itself into
being. In a moment between moments, it is a network of roads
and bridges ready to carry its lifeblood to the husks of high rises
and sprawling shops. Between moments, the city lies frozen and
empty, devoid of any soul but its own.

The moment ends.

Horns pulse their beat against the respiration of voices and engines har-
monizing a biological soundtrack as the streets populate and the build-
ings shudder to pump in and out, to keep the city moving.

Somewhere in that clusterfuck of body and mind and mass-
market souls are connections waiting to happen. Hook ups, arguments,
lessons, true love, half love, unrequited everything. It’s all just a series
of possibilities lining up to be picked off one by one, and you see all of
them.

A man walks into a newsstand because he’s just realized he
forgot his lighter (his roommate actually borrowed it the night before
after going out and fell asleep on the couch with it still in hand) just as a
woman leans over to grab her regular newspaper. They collide.



Now:

A. They apologize in the perfunctory way people do without actu-
ally seeing the people they’re apologizing to, and go on with their
lives never giving each other another thought.

B. He apologizes, she says something clever and forgiving. There’s
a moment in the air, and coffee leads to dinner leads to cohabita-
tion and she breaks his heart in three months’ time because he just
isn't the person she thought he was and she can’t be the person he
wants her to be.

C. She apologizes, he says something snide and condescending,
she writes him off as an unsalvageable jerk. A month later, her best
friend and his get engaged and decide to do their single best mates
a favour and play matchmaker. Despite the rocky start, they live
happily ever after.

D. Well, you get the picture.

It’s all variations on variations. Slight nuances that can change the
course of everything. Most people live their lives as a victim of fate
because they choose not to see, or are incapable of seeing, all these
chance cards that just fall into their laps. If an individual could,
and channelled that ability, he could not only see those variables in
front of him, but actively work to change them.

Thing is, though, Fate gets really pissy when you mess with her
plan.



:07

Another late night.

Your hands are unreliable from too much coffee and too many
cigarettes and your mind is entering that state of being where eve-
rything seems a little less real than the second before.

It’s times like these you start to wonder if you ever existed at all.
It’s times like these you start grasping at straws.

So you grab your keys and you grab your smokes and you head out
into the night to find whatever’s out there.

You end up at a bar. It doesn’t matter which one. After a while,
they all look the same to you. Someone starts talking to you, and
you start talking back, not because you're interested, but because it
makes you feel a little less transparent.

You never tell them the truth, these people you find when you're
ghosting through the night. You make up names and careers and
lives that you know you’ll never actually live. Most of them you
have no desire to live, but there’s something about trying them

on for size that you find comforting. So you're an accountant for
ten minutes, an insurance salesman for an hour, a carpenter for

a night. When the sun comes up, you shrug them off with your
pounding head and aching muscles and remind yourself you're
getting just a little too old for all of this.



<

And another day begins.

But this night. This was the night you realized it could all be differ-
ent.

Another bar.

Another faceless name.

Another offer to keep someone else warm at night.

It was all so much the same, and yet there was a moment when
time stopped and I saw exactly how it would all play out.

She’s a strange girl, a little shy, but give her a few drinks and she
really lets go. Her hands sculpt her words in the air and her mouth
gives them life in a way no one has before. She’s not just saying the
words, she’s tasting them, savouring them. Rolling them around
like wine on her tongue. The ideas sparking in her eyes are pure
magic and instead of softening your transparency, next to her you
feel like it’s not just you that isn’'t real. Next to her, you feel like she’s
the only truly corporeal entity in existence. The desperation creep-
ing beneath her skin is intoxicating and addictive. Not for anything
as banal as sex or love; it’s desperation for meaning. She’s looking
for a lifeline, and if you go home with her tonight, you'll become
that lifeline. Not because you want to, and not because she wants
you to, but because you’re two halves of the same thing and you
won't have a choice.

You can read the damage in her eyes and the broken trust in the
way her lips quiver between words.

All you can think is your life is too complicated to welcome in the
mess of the century. She'll suck you dry, and you’ll let her. She'll try
to fix you, and you won't. It’s destruction waiting to happen. Not
that you've ever been one to shy away from destruction.



But this time you see the choice.

This time you hold it in your hand and the sheer power of knowing
you can stop an entire lifetime from playing out is too much temp-

tation to resist.

You make an excuse, or you don't. Youre not even paying attention
to what’s coming out of your mouth, just so long as you walk away.

:06

There’s just something about Tuesdays.

Storm clouds crest in the sky but refuse to release the rain. You

walk the city to feel the crush of bodies close at hand but keep

them at a distance with your artificial soundtrack piped through

headphones with the volume loud enough to drown out every

other sound. Someone could stand in front of you and scream in

your face and you wouldn’t hear a word.

You like these moments best, walking down the high street in the

centre of your own personal movie. This is how you let go. This is

how you become.

It’s a narrow alley you've walked by a hundred times before, but

never gone down, and maybe that’s why you pick it. Maybe it’s

something else at work. It’s a street no one else goes down, running

behind the old church with crooked, cramped stairs wedged into
buildings that hold crooked, cramped flats.



There she is, sitting on the stone steps.

From here, all you can see is the scuffed toe of a pink Converse

sneaker, but you know it’s her all the same. There aren’t any expla-

nations in the universe for how you know; you just do.

Now:

A. You turn around and go back, avoiding her altogether.

B. You keep walking and stay locked tight in your private sound-

scape and pretend like you don't even see her.

C. You say hello. She smiles. She hasn’t been crying, but her eyes

look like they want to. You ask why she’s sitting on the steps. She

says she’s watching fairies dance. She’ll show you how if you want.

You've got nothing better to do, and there’s something about her...

So you sit beside her. Somehow by the end of it, she has your

phone number. It starts with long, late night conversations. She

sleeps as little as you do, and you both find relief in being able to

share your war stories from living in a world where you just don’t

fit. For a while, you get to exist as part of a matched set, and for a

while, the synchronicity leaves you both in awe.

But you're a transitory sort of guy, C. and you know, six months

from now, this won’t be home. You know that whatever promises

are made, distance erodes the things the heart holds dear because

all those things they tell you about love and soul mates and people
just meant to be together just aren’t true at all.



She leans forward and her eyes find you without hesitation. Those
strange sort of eyes she has where even at a distance you can’t be
sure if she’s looking at you, or into you, or through you.

Your options are running out.

You turn around and walk the other way.

:05
Vessels constrict in a frantic push to drive more oxygen from heart
to cell, flooding tissue with excess while lungs desperate in their
shallow pumps to just obtain some. Tendons contract and tense,
twisting ligament and bone into a rigid curl. Fingers claw at blan-
kets pulling kneading clinging through the shockwaves attacking
nerves on high alert. The darkness is a presence in itself, worming
its greasy tendrils in whatever opening it can find: nose, mouth,
ears, eyes. Slithering down the oesophagus and infecting every sys-
tem. Your mouth presses shut and you bury your face in the pillow
damp with sweat trying to keep it out but it’s too late. It has you.
You feel it mutating every molecule in your body until you become
part of it. Youd cry out but it’s already claimed your voice. Youd
run but it’s already captured your legs. It will devour you inside out
until you are intangible invisible a ghost lost in shadow.
You will disappear and no one will ever know you were here.

No one will ever know that you’re gone.



You listened as your classmates plotted out colleges and degrees
and future careers. Five year plans and long term goals. You went
along because you were expected to go along. No one understood
that you didn't see the point. When you tried to explain, they said
you just weren't motivated. You just weren't living up to your po-
tential.

You watched your friends get married and have children. Mort-
gages, car payments, 401ks and insurance options. You let them
set you up with someone’s friend of a friend because it made them
feel better to think theyd tried. No one understood that you just
weren't interested. When you tried to explain, they said you just
hadn’t met the right person yet.

You stopped trying to explain because they can’t know what you
know.

It’s always been there. That moment that your entire life has always
been moving toward. The purpose that your entire life revolves
around.

You're waiting for it.

And you're killing time.

:03
You go to your job.
You go to the corner shop.



You cook your single serving dinner on the hob in your mini
kitchen and watch the people migrating from work from school
to evenings out and evenings in through your sixth floor window.
You feel it gnawing at your skin like some prehistoric creature
clawing to be birthed into the world. You feel it drawing you out
of your mediocre life, your comfort zone, your safety net. Your
bookshelf of first edition nineteenth century works. The duvet
that matches the bathroom towels that matches the four place
dinner set that matches the table lamp on the nightstand. Your
Converse sneakers in eight different colours lined up on the ward-
robe floor.

You know these things are meaningless, but you want them.

You know they’re replaceable objects, but you've made them part
of who you are.

You know if you listen to the thing stirring in your molecules,
you'll lose it all.

You know it’s only a matter of time before you won’t have a choice.

:02
he dreams come in waves of vivid clarity. Faces blurred by rain and

prismatic light. The touch of someone’s skin on yours down to the each
individual ridge of a fingerprint.



You wake up and the room you know day in day out seems a little
less substantial than the day before. A little less substantial than the
subconscious detritus roiling in your brain. You see the girl reflect-
ed in your window your mirror the door of your microwave. She
pleads with you. She screams at you. She cries. She watches you.
She’s seeped into your skin and you don’t know how.

She’s integral to your breathing and you don’t even know her name.
Rain pecks against your sixth floor window and makes you think
of summer nights under the aluminium roof of the patio with the
last of the day’s sun still kissing your skin between twilight’s goose-
bumps.

You know you have to go. You have to move. You have to walk.

You have to feel the greasy, sticky pavement beneath the millimetre
soles of your Chucks. You have to feel the water tapping through
the cotton of your hoody. You have to let the stench of piss and
vomit and takeaway dumpsters ingrain themselves in your nostrils.
You have to feel the city become part of you so you can become
part of something more.

So you can exist.

Your feet follow the lights and the lights take you to the bridge. The
city shimmers in the rain like a cascade of costume jewellery from
a little girl’s treasure box.



The pavement is slick with water and motor oil and your millime-
tre thin soles skid a little more with every step. The river curves
with the bridge curves with the horizon and you’re standing at the
top of the world with the great and mighty Styx roaring flooded
beneath your daisy yellow Converse with the barely there soles and
the arc of cement and girder hovering impossibly in the air.

Stop.

The city breathes itself into dream, and dreams itself into
being. In a moment between moments, it is a network of roads and
bridges ready to carry its lifeblood to the husks of high rises and
sprawling shops. Between moments, the city lies frozen and empty;,
devoid of any soul but its own.

You turn and look across the bridge and see a girl.

The girl.

You feel the desperation crawling beneath her skin. You see the
ideas sparking like magic in her eyes. You breathe the realness of
her being across slick-damp pavement and the greasy, sticky side-
walk. You're two halves of the same thing and you don't have a
choice.

The moment ends.

Fireworks adorn the sky in sea spray foam and the audio slips five
seconds behind the visual.



Globs of light blind you right before you hear the squeal of tires.
You feel the impact shudder through bone and muscle and only
then do you hear the whumpf of displaced air. You think it’s all so
much quieter than you thought it would be. It’s all so much slower.

You think about your bookshelf of first edition works. You
think of your matching dinner set and duvet and bath towels. You
think of your mini-kitchen and your sixth floor window. You think
of your quietly mediocre life. On the pavement slippery with blood
and motor oil with the lights’ prismatic fireworks above you, in one
of those moments between moments, you mourn a life that mat-
tered only to you and no one else.

:01
Her fingers drift down the puckered seam of her chest afraid to
touch while her eyes avoid the reflection in the window the mirror
the metallic bars encasing her in bed. She feels the flutter against
her ribs, tentative and unsure.

You're mine now.

Are you?

‘What do you think he was like?” she asks.

Her name is Lilah.

She’s twenty-two.



Her mother tsks in that disapproving way she has when her daugh-
ter asks questions she doesn’t approve of and continues to fold the
newly bought underwear just taken from the package. ‘Don’t be
morbid’

‘Part of him is inside me for the rest of my life Behind her
eyes, Lilah sees a boy with quiet eyes and shaky hands. ‘I should
know something about him!

‘It's anonymous for a reason. Her mother’s frown sets a level
deeper. “You don’t want his family popping round to gawk at you,
do you?

He doesn't have any family. ‘Maybe. She breathes in and counts to
ten. She closes her eyes and sees lights like sea spray foam in multi-
coloured prisms against the dark of her eyelids. T know more
about my flatmate’s cousin’

“You just be thankful for the miracle you've been given.
Whoever he was saved your life. Thats all that matters’

She opens her palm over the seam in her chest and thinks I
have his heart in the palm of my hand. She’s twenty-two and owns
a boy’s heart for the first time in her life. The thought should make
her sad, but it doesn’t. She feels calmer than she ever has before.
She feels whole.

Don't worry.
I'll keep you safe.
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Certainly aspects of the film are, no doubt, fictionalised and
embellished (as one should expect from any movie ‘based on true
events, because a film is not a documentary, and story is priori-
tised over solid fact) but that doesn’t detract from the sheer sense
of incredulity one feels when watching this film and knowing that
it happened.

The mission took place during the Iranian hostage crisis of 1979
and 1980 and was only declassified in 1997, with Mendez being
named one of the CIA's top fifty officers in its first fifty years.

Argo opens with a brief history of Iran from 1959 to 1979, context
necessary to understand the real politics of the film.

Argo perfectly blends the real suspense of a genuine operation

of this scale in such a hostile situation and environment, with the

desperately dark humour that is a product of such difficult times.

The result is a movie that is thrilling and nerve-wracking, and yet

is littered with (albeit dark) comic relief - particularly through Hol-
lywood moguls John Chambers and Lester Siegel, played by John
Goodman and Alan Arkin, respectively. The addition of a fine cast
to this already satisfying combination only makes the film bet-

ter as they each play out their roles with aplomb, indicating a real
sense of emotional connection to their characters

The film has received major critical acclaim since its release, de-
scribed by The Telegraph as 'breath-catching’ and by Metro as
‘the top thriller of 2012’, on top of numerous five-star ratings from
given all over, including from The Independent, The Times and
The Daily Express. And this is yet another one. Frankly, Argo is a
true pleasure to watch, with a cast that shine in their roles; it is
entertaining in its tension and perfectly executed. Indeed, the only
real criticism [ can give at this time is rather a lame one, consider-
ing the fact that it is set in 1980: Ben Affleck, that beard was a bad
idea.

Rating: * * * * %
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