


In different stages of life, it often feels as if I am just on the cusp of the next stage. 
Whether that be the incessant thoughts of anxious anticipation, it seems that the feelings 
that circulate before are always greater than the satisfaction. Quite often I am surprised 
by the amount of steps I must take backwards before I find a new route that seems 
to take me ahead, reflecting on what is learnt from past experiences and questioning 
whether anything was even learnt in the first place. For some odd reason, I never had 
that many considerable ambitions as a child and with the ageism that we are conditioned 
with from society, a panic to work towards a certain ambition lured. Panicking about 
the idea of a timeline with certain milestones to hit does not drive you anywhere. 
Ambition can come and go at any time, or it may never come. But lingering on the cusp 
of it and waiting by the river’s edge for the right boat to pass you by can easily make it 
look like the water is flowing backwards.  I recognise that growth is not supposed to be 
monitored, but it is to be tended to and appreciated; an observation of the inevitable, not 
to be manipulated by what we perceive to be the correct path.

For someone who has always forced a positive perception of ambition, I guess I was 
lucky that the idea to create a magazine sort of just landed in my lap. In July of this 
year I was sitting on the beach in Spain when I thought of it (how pretentious). It was 
honestly nothing deep, spiritual or eureuka-like, but moreso the action of squinting my 
eyes towards the ocean and thinking about how much paraphrased content and flowery 
metaphors I could scrape out of my brain to make it happen. Again, I am also very lucky 
to have always been surrounded by very creative people, those who are caring in the 
ways that they nurture ideas and make room for them to develop. I would not have 
been able to even realistically think of creating this project without all of the fervently 
creative brains that worked with me to make this happen. When conceptualizing ideas 
for articles, design and influence, it felt as if we were collectively standing on the cusp of 
something very exciting, teetering over the edge to see what could happen.
 

Throughout this seemingly small but meaningful process, I have been reminded of 
one of my favourite songs, Mazzy Star’s Seasons of Your Day, which to me, has always 
reflected the different emotional intensities we have the ability to feel towards growth, 
time and change. It could happen over the course of one day but it doesn’t diminish the 
importance of each season. There can be seasons of growth, and some we enjoy more 
than others, but I think once we stop lingering on the cusp of these seasons, waiting for 
the next, we might find something worth remembering from a past season. 

Cusp
by Indigo Hearn

Reading the articles and looking at the artworks for this issue has been insightful, 
specifically in the ways that I believe individuality has been emulated. As I continue to 
stray from sense, it does feel that sometimes we are all on the cusp of one another; of 
boundaries and accessing each other’s creativity. I hope that by reading this issue you 
are able to access somebody’s creativity from a different perspective, finding a cusp and 
standing on it, firmly.
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History, and more 
specifically art history, has 
long been dominated by a 
White perspective of 
domination and power. This 
narrative prevails within the 
artistic canon and our
daily visual landscapes. Hew 
Locke, sculptor and visual 
artist, uses art to explore the 
legacies of empire and ideas 
of nationhood. He was born 
in Edinburgh but grew up in 
Guyana and so has witnessed 
first-hand the impacts of 
colonialism. New York based 
artist Kehinde Wiley uses a 
hyper-realistic painting style 
to reinsert Black figures into 
the artistic landscape
examining issues of
representation. What is 
fascinating about both these 
artists is the ways they 
beautifully subvert Western 
artistic traditions in response 
to colonial narratives, and in 
doing so show how 
contemporary art can be 
used to reimagine history.
 
Locke’s installation ‘The 
Procession’ at the Tate 
Britain in London uncovers 
these “echoes of history.” 
Locke fills the Tate’s hall 
with colorful vibrant figures 
who appear to be traversing 
through space and time, 
almost like a carnival. On 
first inspection, The 
Procession appears 
attractive and joyous but 

within the details, the work 
takes an uncomfortable turn. 
The Procession is an “epic 
poem” cloaked in a 
disturbing history. Some 
figures are dressed in share 
contracts printed on 
material; flags of colonized 
countries are being 
carried through the space; 
and symbols of royalty, 
military, and empire are 
scattered throughout. Even 
the location is steeped in 
colonial history with the Tate 
being built off money from a 
sugar plantation. However, 
Locke does not simply 
present these figures as 
victims of history but rather 
creates a sense of movement 
and progression within The 
Procession. Locke says “they 
may be coming through 
difficult times, they may be 
heading through difficult 
times but there’s an energy 
there that is about hope, the 
future.” 

In other works, Locke further challenges historical memorialization by focusing on statues and 
symbols of nationhood; “I have been interested in ideas of what a nation takes to invent itself. 
What do people hold up as their symbols? What become the fetishes?” In his 
series ‘Patriot’ Locke takes photographs of American statues and excessively adorns them 
in golden clothing. Once again, within the details, you can see the literal re-dressing of 

history. There are golden 
slaves and skulls hanging 
off the clothing and red 
beads hanging like blood. In 
‘Natives and Colonials’ Locke 
paints over 
photographs of London 
statues in bright colors as an 
act of “mindful vandalism.” 
Locke makes visible these 
colonial statues that have 
become so part of our daily 
visual culture that they have 
become almost invisible. The 
introduction of color into the 
statues is important in 
“addressing the idea that 
sculpture, particularly in 
monumental sculpture, in 
the West is still shaped by 
the fact that all the color 
came off the Greek statues.” 
This is interesting as Locke 
almost mocks what becomes 
a nation’s symbols and the 
absurdity of where these 
“fetishes” come from. Locke’s 
fascination with statues 
challenges the ways art is 
used to construct a 
historic narrative and, like 
in The Procession, presents 
an alternative view of this 
history. 
 
Kehinde Wiley too creates an 
alternative view of 
history, specifically 
addressing the 
representation of Black 
figures within art 
history. In ‘The Prelude’ 
Wiley inserts Black people 

into traditional landscape 
paintings from European 
Romanticism, addressing the 
absence of Black experience 
in the Western artistic 
canon. Romanticism often 
focused on Western 
landscapes and the 
sublimity of nature featuring 
lone White men on a voyage 
of self-discovery. Whilst this 
is “certainly a problematic 
history” Wiley choses to 
“embrace  the material 
practice of Western easel 
painting but also interrupt 
and create these 
provocations that allow us to 
see on a broader level.” Both 
Wiley and Locke use Western 
traditions, whether that be 
statues or paintings to 
challenge historical 
narratives.  

 
Wiley, like Locke, responds to 
the complicity of museums 
in establishing this artistic 
canon and acting as a “guard 
of what culture means.” He 
displayed this work at the 
National Gallery in London 
and directly responded to 
the gallery’s collection, such 
as recreating David 
Frederich’s ‘Wanderer above 
the Sea of Fog’ but placing a 
Senegalese man as the 
central figure. Both Locke 
and Wiley address this idea 
of heroism. In the same way 
statues have been 

Reimagining History: An Exploration of Hew 
Locke and Kehinde Wiley
by Noa Yaron
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erected to celebrate an image of heroic masculinity, so have these romantic landscapes. By 
inserting Black figures into these paintings, Wiley addresses the absence of heroic Black 
figures within the artistic canon and, like Locke, raises questions about a history of erasure. 
 

Wiley furthers this idea of 
heroism through examining 
religious portraiture 
traditions. In ‘Lamentations’ 
Wiley paints modern people 
of color in the poses of Mary, 
Jesus and other religious 
figures and uses stained 
glass techniques. In ‘Icoic’ 
Wiley again does this but 
with the religious imagery 
of 15th century icons and 
uses Byzantine style frames. 
Not only is Wiley addressing 
the absence of Black figures 
within religious art tradition 
but also reflects on the 
presentations of Black 
people in the present. He 
paints ordinary people that 
he meets on the streets, but 
applies this style that turns 
them into powerful heroes 
and icons. In doing this, 
Wiley opens up a discussion 
around the current 
representations of Black 
people within American 
society, choosing to use his 
art to celebrate and endow 
with power those who are 
still too often marginalized 
and oppressed. 
 
Ultimately, both Wiley and 
Locke use art to reimagine 
history, both adopting and 
subverting traditional art 
practices and spaces. Locke 
focuses on empire and 
nationhood, examining 
sculptures as a mode of 
memorialization whilst Wiley 

focuses on representation 
within Romantic and 
religious artistic tradition. 
Both artists question who 
have been remembered as 
our heroes and why. They 
challenge a western 
historical narrative which has 
long covered up a darker 
history. Hew Locke himself 
said “if I hadn’t been an artist, 
I would have been a 
historian.”

Myarr Ogunyemi 
three



A Dream
by Adam Blair

I was God’s child 
and on my red raw hands restlessly lay the welts of his sweet
 scorn and in my ears sang Hosanna in the Highest, deaf as I was,  
and I burned under the sash my father never wore  
and I’d hear drums on summer evenings 
and I saw Jesus at the bench of his father, chiseling my bones, crafting 
     them to shape  
and my eyes were closed and my hands were raised and my tiny fists were  
     clenched towards heaven 
and I was God’s child, 
my body and life a shadowless ark drifting to the place where shadows end.  

And there, in the kitchen and the work shed, was my father,  
watching from his lonely wooden tower. I didn’t know 
who he was; I was God’s child, a drowning man at the age of seven. But from a 
distance, from my stiff and unmovable and young body,  I could faintly see his 
fragility dance and play with the fire of the kitchen stove, crosseyed and 
painless. 
From a distance I could hear the echo of his songs, 
shattering against the silence through thin floorboards, down the 
walls of the sea, meeting the house;  
and I could feel his hammer drum and drill shake against forgotten 
oak, far from my bones. 
I could almost make out his voice. It felt like sin.
And once, beyond understanding, many years on, I felt myself slip from 
that Godly bench; I outflew the wind and outswam the sea and my arms 
fell and my hands opened and I clasped to the branch of my father’s leg.  
And he lifted me up, dried me, peeled my eyes open, and walked me home. 

We stopped at the shop for a 50p mix, 
and upon return he handed me his records, and his record player. 
The quiet tenderness of that moment: 
through the sounds of Remain in Light jumping and jerking, 
my father spoke to me for the first time, and danced with 
me, and I felt my bones soften and my body cool; 
and he showed me his scars, and brought me into his sacred world. 

And in the back garden, 
under the dry sun, 
under the endless gaze of my childhood, 
under new sounds, new words filling my life, 
he pointed to the ground, and then the sky, and whispered, 
“son, there is your shadow, 
and heaven is a place where nothing ever happens.”
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A Pictorial Ode to Youthful Femininity: 
Justine Kurland’s Girl Pictures 
by Indigo Hearn
The nature of situational photography is 
an area of personal observation and one 
that I believe to be very intimate. Like any 
young teenager, I would find myself scrolling 
through Pinterest and slowly creating a 
mold in my mind to fill with intellectual 
possessions. My artistic head was younger 
and shallow. I found comfort in photography 
whereby individuals were depicted in their 
comfortable environment, and as I liked to 
recognise, girls being girls. These pictures 

were engulfed in personality as posters 
and memorabilia crawled up the walls, 
relying on unreliable tape to hold it all 
together, reminiscent of an adolescent 
desire to do so as well. The solace that is 
found in one’s bedroom can emerge in a 
variety of environments; a woodland trail, 
an armchair, a body of water, a warm chest 
with a drumming heart. 

It was a lovely week in June when a close 

friend of mine took a candid picture 
of me lying in my bed. On display, I 
am merely a wiggly line with eyes 
but the contents of my bedroom 
are clear. Pictures and objects that 
have resided in many bedrooms 
of mine surround me, a plethora 
of which take centre stage from 
her point of view. She captioned 
this photo girl room, which was 
heartwarming because it reminded 
me of the pictures of girls in their 
rooms that I had always loved. She 
too, was celebrating this comforting 
and feminine perspective of an 
environment with me; a personal 
habitat. 

My attentiveness to situational 
photography was nurtured by my 
discovery of Justine Kurland’s photo 
book, Girl Pictures. The book, which 
one may deem as the perfect coffee 
table book or another, a mirror, is a 
page-turning exhibit of girls in their 
feminine and literal wilderness. In 
settings of mossy creeks, barren 
fields and glaring bathrooms are the 
girls, and rarely alone. Within each 
picture the girls have spun a web 
between them, created by not only 
the silently shared understanding of 
what it means to be an adolescent 
girl, but the understanding that a 

somewhat 
harmonious 
environment 
must be created 
in order to 
survive this 
adolescence. 

Specifically, 
‘survive’ has a 
deeper meaning 
here. Kurland’s 
girls vary from 
picture to 
picture. She 
describes how 

she “found” the girls on her mostly solo 
roadtrips through Midwestern America 
between the momentous years of 1997 to 
2002. Kurland’s approach was thorough 
yet one met with a delicacy that could 
likely only be curated through a level of 
empathy. She befriended these girls, who 
were often homeless, listened to their 
stories and observed their critical and 
intimate relationships with one another. 
Photographing who she could, Kurland tip-
toed through woods and conversations, with 
aims to capture the quintessence of the 
wildly youthful and special femininity these 
girls emulated by doing nothing more than 
being amongst one another. i-D Magazine 
writer, Nicole Demarco, describes it as a 
‘rebellion’, and I could not disagree more. 
From blowing bubbles, sleeping in the long 
grass and grasping each other’s earth-
covered hands, Girl Pictures is a bittersweet 
series that cherishes the 
natural girlhood, no matter the background. 

By definition, the nature of situational 
photography does not require the subjects of 
the photographs to be caught candidly. Girl 
Pictures faced criticism for Kurland openly 
revealing how almost all of the pictures in 
the book were set up to look a certain way. 
She had not in fact, captured an absolute 
authenticness. The lives and stories of the 
girls were real but Kurland had spent time 
directing them to perform in a certain way 

or asking for 
certain scenes 
to be replicated. 
For a book 
that seemed to 
celebrate girls 
in their natural 
environment, 
this facet of the 
production led 
some to view the 
series as forced. 

Although the 
scenes in Girl 
Pictures were 
set up, I do not 
believe that this 



aspect of Kurland’s production significantly 
deterioraties the authenticity of the series. 
Her journey driving though rural areas was 
one with minimal planning, the pictorial 
allure developed with innocent instinct and 
rolls of film. The girls are real, so are their 
environments, and the stories that come 
with them. Retrospectively, as the unnamed 
girls appeared on the pages of Girl Pictures, 
they now seem to embody an essence as 
almost elusive, fairy-like figures. During 
a special time and experience, they were 
photographed by Kurland. Now, presumably 
in their mid-thirties, I wonder whether they 
feel if they retain any of the magic that they 
so effortlessly emulated. 

It is apparent that Girl Pictures strongly 
adheres to a specific, carelessly beautiful 
teenage aesthetic that is only increasing 
in relevance today. Especially in regards 
to the discourse that surrounds different 
‘cores’, sensationalising visual archetypes 
means that young adults aim to adhere to a 
certain image, largely considering the one 
they present online. On a surface level, this 
may not seem problematic but for a photo 
series that is poignant because of its deeper 

meaning, exploring the elements behind the 
representation is crucial. The focus on how 
Kurland artifically composed the photos, 
surprisingly, has not been redirected to 
criticism about how there are almost no 
people of colour in the book. For a series 
that seems to revere in authenticity, reasons 
as to why there is such a noticeable lack 

of representation in a supposed natural 
environment seems extremely limited. It 
is likely due to Kurland photographing in 
predominantly-white states in America, 
which still 
presents as 
ignorant at 
best. 

Where 
Kurland fails 
in this aspect, 
Petra Collins 
succeeds. At 
only 29-years-
old, Collins 
has pioneered 
as one of 
the most 
unique and 
enthrallingly 
trendsetting 
creative 
directors 
of our 
generation. 
She now 
provides 
A-listers with her eye for a range of creative 
media projects, but primarily gained 
recognition as a photographer, mainly from 
her photo book, Petra Collins: Coming of Age. 
It appears to be a more modern take on Girl 
Pictures, highlighting the prevalence of social 
media as the main influence when ‘coming of 
age’. Collins describes her book as a retelling 
of her own journey through adolescence, 
including the realisation that there was more 
to be uncovered, much like the backstories 
of Kurland’s girls. She is adamant about not 
being labeled a ‘female gaze photographer’, 
as she did not approach her subjects with 
that perspective. The argument around 
these gendered gazes, particularly the male 
gaze, have developed considerable discourse 
in relation to situational and traditionally 
candid photography. Although these terms 
are becoming more legitimate with the 
real-life consequences becoming clearer, 
unfortunately (and often misogynistic) stigma 
still surrounds it, which is why Collins may 
stray from this archetyal recognition. 

Despite my perspective of Kurland’s pictures 
being a celebration of unbothered, feminine 
youth, I was disappointed to discover that 
one of her pictures had been used for the 

front cover 
of a recent 
edition 
of Jeffrey 
Eugenides’ 
1993 novel, 
The Virgin 
Suicides. The 
first irony 
to unveil 
is that this 
is actually 
one of my 
favourite 
novels. 
The most 
important 
being that 
this novel 
revolves 
around a 

misunderstood point of view, the male gaze 

and its consequences. The boys in the novel 
view the girls as perfect, floaty beings of a 
male fantasy which is why, when paired with 
Kurland’s (wholly female) gaze, it appears 
ignorant. Upon further reflection, and 
possibly from a more critical corner, it may 
be fitting for Kurland’s picture to provide 
the singular visual for the novel as most of 
her work in this series has been set up to 
look a certain way, much like how the boys 
infatuatingly curated their fantasies of the 
girls in Eugenides’ novel.  It depends on the 
gaze you employ. 

A sanctuary is not a definite, materialized 
form. It is an environment that is safe and 
natural. Situational photography can be 
unregimented in the ways that it explores 
its subject, bitter or sweet. Girl Pictures is 
special by means of innate intimacy and how 
it can be easily accessed with empathy.  

Illustration by Lucienne Saisselin   



Is Sexual Art Sexy? 
An investigation into the use of the female nudity 
in art 
by Keisha Frimpong

Is sexual art sexy? Yes – is the answer most people give. Sexual
 images of naked bodies and eroticism are often related to and 
defined as sexy, however the question of whether sexual art 
is sexy is not just a matter of the visual elements of these 
sexual images, but also requires an understanding of 
the male gaze and who art is made and displayed for.

‘Sexy’ is defined in the Cambridge English 
Dictionary ‘to describe something that attracts a 
lot of interest and excitement’, however, this 
definition is not the same in the art world. For 
centuries art in museums and galleries has been 
produced to attract the interest and peak the 
excitement of white straight men. Thus, art with 
female figures would often depict these women 
in a sexual way with the intention of attracting 
the white straight male gaze, a point of looking 
at women from a sexualised man’s point of view.

Realist artists like Gustave Courbet claimed to 
use their art as a way to produce a visual image of 
the world as they saw it, however the male gaze has 
dominated some realist works to point that it is hard 
to tell what the true intention of their work was. 
Courbet’s 1866 painting, ‘The Origin of the World’ 
depicts naked women with her legs spread apart 
to reveal her vagina to the viewer. The woman’s 
vagina would be eye-level with gallery-goers, 
and the very large scale of the painting would 
make it impossible to notice the nakedness of this 
sexual image. Additionally, the majority of these gallery
-goers would be white straight men to excite them, 
hence the male gaze. Some interpret this to instead hold 
a philosophical message, that the vagina is where life 
begins and is brought into the world. There is also the question of 
Coubet’s intentions as an individual, the Realist saw his artistic skills as an opportunity to 
rebel against museums and galleries and so instead of conforming with the contemporary 
images of picturesque landscapes and portraits of bourgeoise individuals, Courbet chose to 
depict naked women in ‘The Origin of the World’. The woman is left without an identity, her 
face is covered and there is no symbolism that suggest she has any function outside of this 
image other than to be a product for the male gaze. As the sexual nature of this image also 
attracts the white straight male gaze, this is a sexy image. It places the controversial nature of 
a ‘sexy’ image above a less provocative visual that could still portray the origin of the world. 

The second-wave feminist movement saw pioneers such as Gloria 
Steinem, Shirley Chisholm, and Betty Friedan advocate for gender 
equality in both the workplace and the domestic space. However, 
often overlooked when thinking about the 1970s as a ‘feminist era’ 
is the Feminist Art Movement which saw women such as Yoko Ono, 
Hannah Wilke, and Carolee Schneemann. 

Schneemann was a performance artist who gained popularity after 
her 1975 performance piece, ‘Interior Scroll’. Interior Scroll was 

performed at the Telluride Film Festival in 
Colorado, though this was its second 

performance, this showing is what made 
Schneemann a household name in the 

Feminist Art Movement. In response to a 
showing of a Stan Brackage film titled ‘The 

Erotic Woman’, Schneemann used Interior 
Scroll to challenge the male gaze and create a 

broader sens e of female eroticism. The artist 
placed herself on a table above the audience, 

stripped naked, pulled a scroll of paper out of her 
vagina, and began to read the inscription detailed 
on the ‘interior scroll’. By using her naked body to 
create a performance of eroticism that introduces 
the possibility of the female erotic women being: 
“primitive, devouring, insatiable, clinical, obscene; 
or forthright, courageous, integral” 
[Schneemann, ‘More Than Meat Joy, p. 237], the 
derogatory nature of some the words used by 
Schneemann to describe her artistic intentions 

only emphasises her aim to challenge the male 
gaze and perceptions of sexiness. 

It is through her version of what an erotic woman is 
and could be, one that reads and is loud whilst 

naked in front of a male majority, 
Schneeman’s use of power and 

independence that  that challenges 
the notion of the male gaze. 

Historically, Black women have been 
hyper-sexualised in the media and 

continue to be today. The Exposition Universelle 
1889 in Paris displayed naked Black women who had been taken from 

African nations colonised by France. These women were most likely 
enslaved, thus their nudity is a presentation of the colonial empire’s 

exploitation of their bodies both as a vessel for labour and as something 
to sexualise for the white straight male gaze. 

Sexual art is sexy for the white straight male gaze, whilst sexual 
imagery can be interpreted to be sexy. It is the audience that 
determines what is sexy and as white straight men are the ‘elite’ 
within the art world, it is their eye that sexual imagery aims to 

attract. 
Illustration by Paloma Leigh-Stevenson



Depicting the Senses of Sentimentality: 
Looking Into the Nostalgic Works of George Shaw
by Stella Pope 

Scenes from The Passion: Christmas Eve, 1998

‘Nothing, like something, 
happens anywhere.’

The relationship you have with where you 
grow up can be tested once you move away 
as you are confronted with new 
surroundings, forced into a new definition 
of the concept of ‘home.’ There often seems 
to be this narrative put across that someone 
is ‘escaping’ where they come from, as if it 
is deemed to be inferior, less rich culturally, 
more archaic, and out-dated than where they 
move to. 

Painter George Shaw left Coventry in the 80s 
to study art in Sheffield, and then in 
London, before settling in Devon. Despite 
this, Shaw’s work predominantly features the 
Tile Hill suburb of Coventry, where he grew 
up. The paintings are bleak with desolate 
streets, as Shaw omits any figures from the 
wintery scenes he depicts, suggesting that 
perhaps he mirrors the concept of 
‘escaping’ one’s dreary hometown, with 
negative depictions of Coventry. Yet these 
paintings are kind and sentimental. The 
scenes are shown in the familiarity of the 
gloomy British weather; the uniform slates of 
grey concrete and mid-century new builds, 
which populate every town or city in the 
nation. There is familiarity in these 
images not only for Shaw, visually recreating 
the community where he spent his formative 
years, but for the viewer, due to the 
universality of the quintessentially suburban 
images. This creates a paradox with the 

common dismissal of allegedly dull and 
monotonous towns like Coventry. 

One painting in particular which captures 
the conflict between bleakness and 
sentimentality in Shaw’s work is the wintery 
scene, Scenes from The Passion: Christmas 
Eve, 1998. The block-grey sky offers solidity 
against the slender branches of the bare tree, 
reaching out, as though to meet the 
angular limbs of the TV ariel. There is a 
certain sadness to the painting, emphasised 
by the lonely chimney, disrupting the 
flatness of the modern block. However, there 
is still warmth in this painting, bleeding out 
of the yellow artificial lights within the home, 
reflecting on the glistening pavement, 
saturated with today’s rainfall. The golden 
balls of light symbolise the Christmas 
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setting and presumably festive decorations, 
emphasising this sense of community, the 
neighbours and friends of Shaw who reside 
in the local area. Though not depicted in the 
paintings, Shaw believes the community to 
be ‘embedded’ in his work, simply through his 
personal association of the places and faces 
he grew up with. This contrast between the 
dreary and the tender makes it hard for the 
viewer to decipher how Shaw feels about his 
hometown, whether he is glad to leave this 
gloomy suburb behind.

Philip Larkin’s poem, I Remember, I 
Remember, recounts a train journey which 
unexpectedly passes through Coventry, a 
hometown the poet shares with Shaw. The 
speaker of the poem is startled, and 
derogatorily describes the West Midland 
town as where his ‘childhood was unspent.’ 
The speaker then describes romanticised 
ideas of his childhood, straight out of his 
imagination:

Our garden, first: where I did not invent
Blinding theologies of flowers and fruits,
And wasn’t spoken to by an old hat.
And here we have that splendid family

The speaker is reminiscing on the childhood 
he did not have, exposing a desire for 
sentimentality in the place where he grew up, 
yet he fails to unearth happy 
memories, and resorts to fabrications. Shaw 
is less dismissive of Coventry than Larkin, 
though he references this poem in an 
interview, he also frankly states, “The only 
time I ever had any anxiety about where I 
come from was when I was sitting in a room 
with a load of middle-class art students 
talking about their lives. Until then, I had 
never thought of Tile Hill as a place I had 
somehow escaped out of. When I lived there, 
it was not a place I wanted to leave behind. It 
just was what it was – my life.” Here Shaw is 
rejecting the idea of ‘escaping’ one’s 
hometown and the sensationalism of 
moving on to bigger and better things. He 
adds a sense of neutrality to the discussion, 
expressing neither love nor hatred for his 

hometown, and his affection comes naturally 
in his paintings, painted years later with 
nostalgia and retrospective appreciation. 
Though the speaker in Larkin’s poem reveals 
a lack of rosy childhood memories, the 
connection Shaw feels for his upbringing is 
evident in his depiction, and dedication to 
Coventry and the Tile Hill suburb as a 
subject.

Ash Wednesday: 8:30 am, 2004-5 also
encompasses the paradox of bleak 
ordinariness and kitsch sentimentality. Once 
again, the sky appears as one block colour, 

this time a glowing sunshine yellow rather 
than a bleak grey, shining through the 
winter tree. The immensity of the saffron 
compliments the safety zigzag painted 
onto the smooth tarmac, once more 
representing the absent figures and this time 
of schoolchildren walking in the winter light. 
This sense of monotony may be what adds to 
the perceived bleakness of suburban images. 
I feel that this also adds a sense of 
nostalgia, as a painting evoking a familiar 
feeling can cause a visceral reaction; 
remembering the repetitive act of walking 
to and from school, being pelted with rain or 

blistered by the sharp cold air. The painting 
is strangely anonymous, the skyline consists 
of the faint apparition of more leafless trees, 
and one solid tower far in the distance. There 
are no major signposts of the location Shaw 
is painting, you would perhaps only recognise 
a certain street if you were a local to Tile Hill. 
This may reflect the monotony of suburban 
architecture, but also symbolises the 
universality of the images and the 
experience of growing up and moving away. 
People who grow up in London (including 
myself and a large number of students at 
Edinburgh University) are often told that 
if they go to university, they should do so 
anywhere that is not in London, in order to 
experience something completely different. 
On a school trip to Oxford University, when 
asked what it is like moving out of the capital, 
a student from Elephant and Castle told 
us it is vital to leave, as living in London, 
“you get too used to everything being at 
your fingertips.” I am still confused by this 
sentiment as growing up I would still feel 
a sense of boredom and disconnect from 
my surroundings, despite this idea that 
living in London is the be all and end all of 
being alive. The conclusion of Larkin’s poem 
reveals, ‘Nothing, like something, happens 
anywhere,’ meaning many people can feel a 
sense of dissonance, and tedium, outgrowing 
the place they grew up, regardless of how 
populous, and seemingly full of opportunity 
the place is. 
This also highlights the complex relationship 
you build with any place you have lived, as 
feeling desire to move far away, and having 
sentimental attachments to a place are not 
mutually exclusive. However, you may not 
share this sentiment at all, or only feel it 
retrospectively. Shaw’s work represents the 
migration one can choose to make from 
where they grew up and the inevitable pangs 
of nostalgia which can surface during any 
period in your life, even if at the time this 
period did not feel remarkable. George Shaw 
‘fled’ Coventry but was later pulled back, and 
remains in the grasp of the West Midlands, 
forever emulating the paradox between 
suburban monotony, and the warm affection 
one can feel for such places in his work.





1. Film photo taken in a 
nature reserve I live next to 
back at home, in Manches-
ter. The photo is overlaid 
with 
paintings, writing and 
drawings, made during a 
period when I was question
ing my gender identity for 
the first time. The writing 
says ‘my tower moment 
was my i

dentity crumbling beneath 
me and internally, now I feel 
lonely and I don’t know how to 
hold myself’

2. Black and white film photo 
taken in Anglesey, overlaid 
with drawings, paintings and 
text.

3. Black and white film photo 
taken in Penmon Point, 

Anglesey of two strangers 

Myarr Ogunyemi
two

Jemma Third
The Lovers

Materials: reworked lingerie 
& mix matched clothes, my 
own collaged prose/ 
poetry, hand stitching, 
fairytale illustrations, dried 
flowers & vintage love letters. 
 
Description: The making of 
‘the lovers’ was to create a 
piece around my own 
experience with sexual 
violence within a relationship 

that explored the 
participants as individuals 
and not souly the act alone. 
I wanted to create a piece 
that at first glance looked 
delicate and intricate but 
when delved deeper into it 
explored the corners of what 
love feels like sexual violence 
is an outcome between two 
people. I wanted to explore a 
piece that gave a real sense 

of individuality and 
personality through a queer 
relationship and gender 
identity aswell as show the 
possibilities that assault 
happens between those in a 
relationship of the same sex. 
this piece explores queer 
relationships, gender 
identity, love, sexual violence 
and the space in between it 
all.
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Christopher Marc Ford
“the threads that touch seem the same, but the extremes are distant”  
graphite, conté, ink, paper.
12/10/22 45x30cm

Christopher Marc Ford
aquarelle, ink, pen, pastel, paper
45x30cm
“Ariadne on the beach” -  aquarelle, pastel, ink
45x30cm
01/10/22



Merve Köklü
Stack in Modern Times, 2022, Digital- Mixed Media 

Surveillance, 2022, Digital- Mixed Media
528 Hz Love Frequency, 2022, Digital- Mixed Media

Selenay Tektunali  
Model: Güneş  

Styling:Ali   
Photogtapher: Selenay 

Çağrı Köksal, 
Predatory Savior, 

2022,
Digital mixed media, 

Eskişehir/Turkey



performed?

AMY: Sorry, the Back to 
Mars, the little live rendition, 
because it’s so good! Ripples 
AND Cologne.

HONOR: Yeah, Ripples is top 

for me, Back to Mars and 
what was the one, ‘you make 
me feel so high?’

AMY: Um, He Gets Me So 
High.
HONOR: Yes! Oh my God, 
then also, before Bea did her 

encore, she threw out her 
guitar pick to the crowd. It 
fell to the ground and e
veryone was looking around 
for it, and I got it! So, we 
left Glasgow with a piece of 
Bea that she held, for what, 
twenty songs?! 

The Beatopia Album 
As we stood in the pit of Glasgow’s Barrowland Ballroom waiting for the supporting 
act to begin, we were faced with the Beatopia album cover printed on a huge screen 
in front of us. I love the art for this album, it was created by an amazing London-based 
tattoo artist (@shabalaparabala on instagram) who designed a collage of fantastically 
beautiful doodles to portray the Beatopia world. Featured on the cover were 
butterflies, a teddy bear, mushrooms, and a bunny in a thong, peeing. I’m a big fan of 
Shabalaparabala’s lineal and bizarre tattoo designs and think it was a perfect match for 
the cover of this album, reflecting the sonically magical world of Beatopia, with songs 
such as The Perfect Pair to Don’t Get the Deal. 

After the show, we headed to the merch stand to buy some tour T-shirts (and for 
Honor, a cassette, in spite of not owning a cassette player). After a long day of 
excitement, we set off home feeling elated and satisfied about our short but sweet trip 
to Glasgow. 

but by the end we were like, 
the third row from the front.

HONOR: We had to wait 
again for the support act, 
Pretty Sick, who were pretty 
sick to be honest.

AMY: We weren't sure what 
to expect. 

HONOR: But the guitarist. 
Was. Beautiful. I actually 

liked some of their songs as 
well. 

AMY: Then Bea came on! She 
was incredible.

HONOR: So incredible.

AMY: We had such a good 
view. 

HONOR: Okay, favourite 
three songs that she 

Illustrations by Paloma Leigh-Stevenson

Amy & Honor Take Glasgow: The Beabadoobee 
Concert
by Amy Amissah & Honor Wright

A seasoned Radiohead fan and an ex-K- pop mega fan walk into a bar and buy 
tickets to a Beabadoobee concert, on a drunken whim. 

Cut to eight months later and they’re in the backstreets of Glasgow, it’s mid-
October and they feel completely numb from the icy pavement. Sitting opposite 
‘The Adult Shop’ advertising pills, poppers, lingerie and magazines, you would find 
them in the heaving queue, already 100 people long, over two hours before the 
doors open. This is us.  

AMY: It was freezing.

HONOR: Freezing. We were 
playing hangman with a guy 
standing next to us. It was 
bleak.

AMY: Two or so hours into 
queuing. Feet cold, hands 
cold, arse cold. And there 
were Celtic fans walking past, 
coming back from a match.

HONOR: Perhaps the 
antithesis of a Beabadoobee 
fan, but they smiled at us 
whilst they chanted 
incessantly.

AMY: But then we saw Bea 
and her boyfriend go into the 
Peri Peri chicken shop 
opposite the venue!

HONOR: And then after 
another half hour we finally 
got in, and finally weren’t so 
cold anymore.

AMY: Despite the tall crowd, 
we were so close. like, the 
fifth or sixth row at the start, 



Pip & Lisa
Just Pip & Lisa Simonis 

Lisa interviews her friend, Edinburgh-based musician, Pip, about his musical journey 
through the Piano Drome and navigating creativity, human 
interaction and his connection with animals. 

Lisa’s email to the Contemporary Arts 
Magazine:
Last year, I met a guy named Phillip, at a cafe. 
Just Pip, as he is known, writes about the 
environment and the dread of our existential 
crises. At least that’s what he says. To be 
honest, despite this being his inspiration, to 
me his lyrics sound like you’re just telling your 
friend that you don’t know what you are meant 
to be doing with your life, and all the while the 
world that is meant to support you is having 
its own breakdown around you. And it’s him 
telling you that you are not alone and that 
things will be okay. 

LISA: Do you remember how we met?

JUST PIP: Yes. In the coffee shop. 

LISA: In the coffee shop. 

But I don’t know your coffee order.

JUST PIP: My coffee order?

It depends on the day and the time of day. 
Often in the morning, I’ll have an oat flat 
white. But, also just a black coffee - a long 
black, or this like, filter stuff, so, just black 
coffee. Most of the time. I do work in a fancy 
coffee shop, so I also like pumpkin spice.

LISA: That’s a wide variety. 

JUST PIP: However you feel, you know. I just 
like giving in to the temptation of whatever. If 
you need sugar, then just go for sugar. That’s 
what I think. But don’t tell.

LISA: I’ve heard coffee says a lot about you 
and what is your order is.

JUST PIP: Oh, really? 

LISA: So, I looked it up. So you just said flat 
white? 

JUST PIP: Oat.  Flat white.

LISA: Okay. A flat white says that they will 
probably be quiet, single-minded, fairly 
outspoken, almost arrogant in cases. Does 
that describe you?

JUST PIP: I don’t think so. 

LISA: No.

JUST PIP: It’s only in the morning if I want 
to have a nice warm hug of a beverage. You 
know what I mean.

LISA: Warm hug of a beverage.

JUST PIP: Whereas, like, otherwise, I just like 
black coffee.

LISA: Yeah. Because how good are you taking 

compliments?

JUST PIP: Depends on the compliment.

LISA: ‘Cause you very kindly invited me to 
your concert at the Piano Drome and your 
music felt like a warm hug to me.

JUST PIP: That’s a nice way to put it. Okay, 
that’s nice. Thanks.

LISA: And you also give me coffee. So, both 
your music and your coffee are like a warm 
hug.

JUST PIP: Thanks. Yeah. Okay. I’ll take that. 
Thank you.

LISA: How did it feel to play your first EP 
live for the first time?

JUST PIP: It was the first time I played all 
of the songs off of it, like inside someone. It 
was. But it was really, it was a nice 
experience too. Part of me is little bit sort of, 
there’s always things I wish I could have done 
better. Obviously, to think about everything 
I’ve messed up on and stuff, but like, it was 
kind of nice. You know, I was like, sort of, 
thank God, they’ve done that finally. It’s one 
of the little things I wanted to do, especially 
in the venue because of the Piano Drome. 
I’ve wanted to play there since I first saw it 
and saw other people [playing], I love playing 
there. And boy I love seeing them play there. 
It was very, yeah, humbling, and sort of like 
a warm hug. I would constantly think about 
what was going to say.It’s always a little bit 
improvised. It was also quite a good learning 
curve as well, because I had never put on my 
own show before. Yeah, so it was a little bit 
stressful, but also really good. And satisfying.

LISA: How did you find the Piano Drome? 
I had never heard of it before.

JUST PIP: I feel like a series of events 
happened. My little side hobby is trying to fix 

pianos. Before I came to Edinburgh, I bought 
a piano for like, 20 pounds from a 
secondhand shop and it was broken. It was 
really old piano. My girlfriend at the time was 
like, “Oh, you should just fix it yourself. Then 
you can learn and whatever.” And I was like, 
“That’s a really cool idea.” It’s very  fun and 
satisfying to fix all these bits. Then, I came to 
Edinburgh and thought, I really want to keep 
doing that. I was volunteering for 
Tinderbox Orchestra, a community hub 
where they teach kids music for free. They 
mentioned to me that I should “check out 
these guys because they made a whole venue 
out of pianos.” I was like, “No way.” They were 
like these fictional, nice, mythical creatures 
that I’ve never found before, these 
luminaries in my mind. You can put someone 
on a pedestal, you’re just like, that’s so cool, 
you know, they’re famous to me. There’s, 
there’s this place called Custom House [in 
Leith]. There’s actually a atelier Art Gallery 
upstairs and there was an open day, when 
they had almost the whole building set up as 
a little walk through art event. I was walking 
through there, and it was just like, it’s called a 
piano cube, and it’s like four pianos balanced 
on the point of like,, they like set together, 
back-to-back into a cube, these four pianos. 
It looks crazy, because it looks like [it’s] 
defying gravity. It’s like a sculpture with just 
these four panels, suspended, balanced on 
the point of the cube, and there’s like, these 
panels there. I was like, “Who made this?” 
And then the people from tinderbox who 
were also there, they were like, “Oh, these 
Piano Drome guys, there’s some in this room.” 
I was like, “No way.” I went into this other 
room, and it was their office. I was so excited 
to meet them. And then I kind of threw 
myself [at them], that’s how.

LISA: It is quite a unique setting. The 
resonance that they create really makes it 
very intimate as a space.

JUST PIP: Yeah.

LISA: And it’s not just the pianos right? What 
is it inside? 

JUST PIP: Pianos. Like, the whole thing. 



Except for the safety grip tape. Everything, 
down to the screws to hold it together is 
all just piano, recovered wood from pianos.  

Everything is pianos.
LISA: That’s pretty cool.

JUST PIP:  So, underneath, it’s really 
resonant in the one that you’re on as well, 
because there’s like, anchor pianos, there’s 
just a whole panel of that and they’ve 
attached other bits too. They took out the 
pedal which mutes the strings, that had all 
the pedals off so all the strings are open. 
Whenever you’re playing in the middle, all 
of the sound is not just bouncing off of the 
wooden resident of that, but also off of the 
strings. They’re very clever guys.

LISA: So, your real name is Phillip.

JUST PIP: Yes.

LISA: But your friends call you Pip.

JUST PIP: Yeah, and my mom calls me Pip.
Everyone calls me Pip these days. I mean, 
some people call me Philip.

LISA: So why Just Pip? Why not just have Pip 
as an artist’s name?

JUST PIP: Literally just because it was my 
instagram name. And then my friend, my old 
friend Millie, who played on my show Magpie 
Blue, she was like, “Oh, that’d be a cool artist 
name as well: Just Pip.” And I was like, “yeah, 
it would be a cool name.” And I’ve released 
music underneath it, and people have said 
that they like it. It’s kind of funny, as I think 
it ties in with a few different things. I like to 
write a lot of music about political things and 
like, trying to be just and righteous or 
whatever, this is a little bit of that, I thought 
that’d be kind of  a nice way tie in just, but 
then also, a lot of it’s written just by me. I’ve 
played in lots of bands in the past and I 
really wanted to have some creative input 
and they’ve [been] like, “Oh, it doesn’t fit with 
this band” or that sort of thing. I don’t mind, I 
like working with other people but it’s nice to 

be like, me having all my ideas.

LISA: Right. Cause I didn’t see any featured 
art on your EP. But there are people in your 
life in the EP. One of your friends says, “mad 
man in Gold Finch”.

JUST PIP: Wait what, sorry?

LISA: One of your friends, there’s the noise 
on the background of him saying “mad man?” 

JUST PIP: Oh! That’s in Paper Chase.

LISA: Paper Chase, right. 

And then your ex-girlfriend was the girl on 
the cover. 

JUST PIP: Yeah. 

LISA: You also asked three volunteers from 
the audience.

JUST PIP: My friend Amanda sung on the 
first, What a Waste as well. 

LISA: What is the importance of human 
connection to you?

JUST PIP: Oh, fuck… Everything, [laughs] 
well that’s the thing, it’s kind of, I guess, I call 
it Just Pip. I find myself really wanting to just 
work with other people. I don’t think music is 
innately sort of like, it’s a community thing. 
It should be shared with other people and 
done with other people you like. If you’re 
just trying to do everything by 
yourself, you just kind of get 
nowhere. I remember when went to see 
Jacob Collier. He did this thing where he got 
the crowd to sing and harmonise with each 
other - the best feeling ever. It’s so nice just 
to have this resonance with other people. 

Everything that you’re trying to achieve is 
connecting with people and it feels nicer to 
do it when you’re making music and 
performing it with other people. When you 
see a performance and like, there’s aspects of 



it, which you could totally have the audience 
participating in there, and they don’t really 
engage, like, there’s people there. They’re all 
having their own sort of individual narratives 
and living their lives. It’s really important to 
acknowledge, well, just to be like, oh, look at 
me. I guess it’s kind of ironic, because I don’t 
want to just focus one hundred percent on 
myself, because I want to actually engage 
with the people, when people have come, 
taking time to see it, for me to talk to them 
and connect with them. That’s what makes it 
more fulfilling.

LISA: You’ve said before that your music 
deals with politics, the environment, and 
our social culture. It seems like, by creating 
the space, you are creating a good world 
where we all have a voice. Is that right?

JUST PIP: Yeah. I guess so. I don’t want to say 
it’s selfish, but you want people to have a nice 
time when they comes to your shows. 
Everyone has an ego in them. So, the ego and 
part of them is going to be like happier and 
feeling more fulfilled if they are noticed and 
feel welcome and engaged with. Like, if you 
go to a party, and no one talks to you, then 
you feel shit and you want to leave. 

LISA: Oh, absolutely. 

JUST PIP: Whereas, if you go there and 
people talk to you and you feel part of 
something, it’s better. 

Music is driven by 
collaboration and 
community. It’s 
everything. 

LISA: Absolutely. Okay, going back to your 
name. I like to look for people’s name 
meaning. So yours comes from the Greek, 
which means–

JUST PIP: Lover of horses. 

LISA: How did you know that?!

JUST PIP: That’s literally why I’m called that. 
LISA: Is it?!

JUST PIP: Yeah, because my mom is obsessed 
with horses. She has like, 20 horses now. 
Some of them are Shetland ponies and things 
like that. But I my whole life even when we 
lived in a smaller house, she had this horse 
called Gwen who lived in the garden. She 
was like, oh, yeah, we always [called you that] 
when you were a little kid because of the 
Dickens novel. And I was like, “Oh, is that why 
you call me Philip?” And she was like, “No, it’s 
the horse thing.” 

LISA: So you’ve always had a connection with 
animals because I know you also have a son, 
a cat.

JUST PIP: Oh, Frank. 

LISA:  Frank. 

JUST PIP: Oh my God. Yeah, literally my 
whole life. I’ve always had pets. [I] kind of 
took it for granted, I guess for a long time 
and as I grew up and realised like, oh, not 
everyone grows up on a farm. When I was a 
little kid, we were living in like, a fun down, 
a track in Wales surrounded by trees and we 
had some land and horses and stuff. I’m not 
like, super rich or anything, but my parents 
worked up and managed to get this house 
and build the house. So, I went to a friend’s 
house and he lived in, just a normal, like, nice 
house in a town. And then I came back home, 
and my mom said, “Did you have nice time?” 
I was like, “Oh, yeah, it was really nice. But 
they didn’t have any land.” And my mom was 
like “What the…you can’t say that.” [I wasn’t] 
such a snobby child, I didn’t mean it like that. 
It just meant like, they didn’t have a field. I 
thought everyone had field. I guess I took it 
for granted.

LISA: I found it interesting that in Gold Finch, 
you explained it was a bird that knocked 
itself out and you wrote a song about it. You 
also grew up on a farm so you do have like, a 
lot of very early connections to-

JUST PIP: Well yeah, animals are like that 
they maybe don’t socialise in the same way. 
But, they’re super important, sort of, social 
actors, you know, they take their city. 
Because I grew up in the middle of nowhere, 
you sort of don’t really have like, friends 
around you all the time. So, you’re interested 
in and sort of with your brothers and if its 
not them, that means [it’s] always animals 
there. I don’t know if you grew up with 
animals as well?

LISA: I did, yeah. 

JUST PIP: Yeah. Like, if you have a dog or 
something, we always had dogs and cats as 
well but but like, that’s part of the family. 

LISA: But dogs and cats are different from 
horses because I know horses, they read 
energy. 

So, how good are you at reading other 
people’s energy?

JUST PIP: That’s think I’m a bad at it.

LISA: Really?!

JUST PIP: It takes practice. I didn’t grow 
up around people a lot. I noticed some of 
my, sort of, primary socialisation [was] in 
the middle of nowhere, and mainly the 
animals, so when I grew up, like, I didn’t 
even really want to go to high school. [I was] 
working with having more friends around 
- understand[ing] how people like interact 
with each other. That’s why sometimes I’m 
a little bit more introverted because I just 
because I grew up like that. I think I’m getting 
like, the more you hang around people, the 
more you learn but then sometimes it’s 
difficult for sure, but this is an interesting 
question.

Also, sorry about like, animals and stuff is 
hard to say. I think maybe dogs and cats are 
like this sort of societal norm for having in 
your home and just because they’re [pets] 
that doesn’t mean other animals are less 
smart or less capable of being similar social 

characters. 

LISA: Any new projects on the horizon for 
you?

JUST PIP: Yeah. So, from my dissertation, I 
did an album called Music Ecology and 
Existential Dread. A lot of it is about climate 
change and sort of like, the themes that 
intersect with that sort of topic. So, 
existential dread being the most relatable, 
obvious [issue], because when you’re told 
that the planet is going to die, then all you 
can think about is existence and when it’s 
going end so, there’s a few songs that address 
that sort of stuff. And there’s a song on there 
about Greta Thunberg. So, everything - I 
struggled to stick with the same style. That’s 
what I’m working on at the moment. I’m 
trying to do that. Most of it is in like, 
demo-form at the moment, so I’m just 
trying to get funding from Credit Scotland or 
if not, then someone to finish it off, because 
music is expensive to make, and [I’m] not 
super rich. So that’s what I want to do, finish 
this album. I want to encourage discourse 
on these topics, so that’s why I want to finish 
that.

Find Pip on Instagram @just_pip

Illustrations  by Lucienne Saisselin   



The Death of Originality in Filmmaking 
On Par With Don’t Worry Darling
by Tom Merrington

When I left my Don’t Worry Darling screening, I had one immediate thought: if Olivia Wilde wanted to 
remake The Stepford Wives, why didn’t she? I’m lying. My immediate thought was that the film was dogshit. 
I digress. Going into the film, I had been struck by its apparent similarity to the films of Jordan Peele, a fellow 
actor turned director. Unlike those films, watching Don’t Worry Darling was akin to finally trying that 
sandwich from the bakery you’ve been ogling for the past two months, only to find that the mayo is sour, 
there’s about as much chicken in it as KFC had stockpiled circa February 2018, and the bone-dry bread has 
made a crater-sized hole in your hard palette. 

The film’s plot is virtually identical to that of The Stepford Wives. Both are tales of communities consisting of 
submissive wives who lack agency and their husbands who disappear in order to take part in shadowy 
exclusionary organisations. The pair also share Black Mirror esque twists in their third acts. The key differ-
ence is that, as a novel, The Stepford Wives was first released in 1972, with a film adaptation following in 
1975. Fifty years on Wilde manages to contribute frighteningly little to conversations on gender, consent and 
the role of women in the home. More broadly this speaks to a larger problem in contemporary Hollywood: 
the death of originality. While Don’t Worry Darling’s modest box office returns are being celebrated as a win 
for original motion pictures, it is worth questioning just how original the film really is. 
In 1914, The Squaw Man became one of the first films to be shot in what we now recognise as Hollywood. 
Four years later it was remade. In 1931 it was remade again, this time as a ‘talkie.’ All three films were directed 

The Death of Originality in Filmmaking 
On Par With Don’t Worry Darling
by Tom Merrington

When I left my Don’t Worry Darling screening, I had one immediate thought: if Olivia Wil-
de wanted to remake The Stepford Wives, why didn’t she? I’m lying. My immediate thought 
was that the film was dogshit. I digress. Going into the film, I had been struck by its appar-
ent similarity to the films of Jordan Peele, a fellow actor turned director. Unlike those films, 
watching Don’t Worry Darling was akin to finally trying that sandwich from the bakery you’ve 
been ogling for the past two months, only to find that the mayo is sour, there’s about as much 
chicken in it as KFC had stockpiled circa February 2018, and the bone-dry bread has made a 
crater-sized hole in your hard palette. 

The film’s plot is virtually identical to that of The Stepford Wives. Both are tales of commu-
nities consisting of submissive wives who lack agency and their husbands who disappear in 
order to take part in shadowy exclusionary organisations. The pair also share Black Mirror 
esque twists in their third acts. The key difference is that, as a novel, The Stepford Wives was 
first released in 1972, with a film adaptation following in 1975. Fifty years on Wilde manages 
to contribute frighteningly little to conversations on gender, consent and the role of women 
in the home. More broadly this speaks to a larger problem in contemporary Hollywood: the 
death of originality. While Don’t Worry Darling’s modest box office returns are being cele-
brated as a win for original motion pictures, it is worth questioning just how original the film 
really is. 

In 1914, The Squaw Man became one of the first films to be shot in what we now recognise as 

Hollywood. Four years later it was remade. In 1931 it was remade again, this time as a ‘talkie.’ 
All three films were directed by the same man, Cecil DeMille. It is rumoured that his repeated 
return to this material was part of an attempt to prove that in essence, good films are based 
on good stories. Similarly, some of the greatest filmmakers have indulged in the reworking of 
their own or others works: Hitchcock made two distinct versions of The Man Who Knew Too 
Much, it took Michael Mann two attempts to make Heat something truly extraordinary, and 
Haneke’s two versions of Funny Games are among the best foreign language film adaptations. 
The problem then isn’t that Don’t Worry Darling is a rehashing of The Stepford Wives, but 
rather a poorly written rehashing of The Stepford Wives, which has nothing new to say.

Wilde’s debut film Booksmart shares a lot in common with other films of the teen bud-
dy-comedy genre but managed to avoid criticisms of covering pre-trodden ground through 
its use of a new perspective, creative filmmaking and genuinely likeable characters. Don’t 
Worry Darling manages none of these things. Ultimately, films are pitched based on their sim-
ilarities to others. It is very rare for a truly original film to be made. Inspiration is therefore 
best understood as a gateway into the cinematic landscape as conversation, filmmakers tack-
ling similar subjects but producing vastly different and individual responses. As someone who 
made their debut feature film after directing a single short film made for Glamour magazine’s 
youtube channel, Wilde simply has not had the time or the experience as a director to make 
sense of what she is trying to convey with her films.

Illustration by Pawloma Leigh-Stevenson



Acknowledgements 

A very sincere thank you for making it to the last page of the 
magazine. I am so proud of all the people, words and minds that have 
coalesced to make this together. I believe that this first issue will 
serve as a digital time capsule for all contributors and readers, with a 
timeless authenticity. When I thought of the idea to make a magazine, 
it sounded like the most fun project ever until I realised that this may 
be one of the things that I could not do alone. I tentatively reached 
out to my friends from the Contemporary Art Society and asked what 
they thought, fearing that the idea would be seen as too ambitious, 
and ready to tuck it into a very deep back pocket. The enthusiasm I 
received was overwhelming and it was soon loyally transferred to the 
shared commitment to try and make this project happen. Although 
this is just a small project, nothing will diminish the gratitude I have 
for the very talented people that surround me, who magically (but 
undoubtedly) made this possible. 

The utmost thanks to:

  Lai Ling Berthoud          Lucienne Saisselin        Paloma Leigh-Stevenson     Orla McAuliffe
    Lead illustrator                     Illustrator                             Illustrator                   Graphic designer 

Keisha Frimpong                   Stella Pope                     Noa Yaron
      Writer                                   Writer                             Writer

And the submissions from:
Amy Amissah, Adam Blair,  Merve Koklu, Cagri Koksa, Christopher Marc Ford, Ella Katja 
Markell, Tom Merrington, Just Pip, Lisa Simonis, Luc Tedford, Selenay Tektunali, Jemma 

Third, Myarr Ogunyemi, Honor Wright.
Front cover design by Alice Wickham and back cover design by Paloma Leigh-Stevenson. 

See you in the next issue.

Indigo Hearn 
Editor 




