






apart from men. We were given more rights but we were not to have the same rights as 
men. We were allowed to exist as long as we were not a threat to men. 
 
There was still a long way to go for us, for women. There was still so much to learn 
for us to be able to better ourselves. Still, we had to please men in one way or another 
for them to start taking us seriously. We had to rub men up the right way to make sure 
they would let us be. We had to make them believe they still had control over us while 
we would be the ones working towards improvement, we would polish up and make our 
way to the top. 
 
Still, being allowed there, having the right to study, this was new, this was a step in the 
right direction. 
 
We were finally allowed. 
 
 
A Slither in time (1800s) by Deborah Omolegan-Obe (undergraduate) 
 
If Aunty Mary could be a word then she epitomised “apology”. A hurried ‘sorry’ when you 
barged into someone at the Derby races, craning your neck to get a good view of the 
horse you picked out to be a winner. 





"It's a long story." 
 
"I have time." 
 
Having time was a feeling he had forgotten. He felt a sudden calm wash over him. He 
smiled. 
 
And he began. 
 
 
Trapped in Takehara (1945) by Serena Warwick-Yamamoto (undergraduate) 
 
“How have you been coping?” Dr Ichimura asked, opening up a new page in his small, 
orange notebook. 
 
Coping. Miya hated the word. It was like an itch she couldn’t scratch; a nagging prod on 
her brain which she could never bat away. 
 
“I am fine,” she replied. There was something about Dr Ichimura’s face which unsettled 
her. Small and beady eyes behind thick, perfectly oval glasses. An unevenly shaved 
beard with small flecks of grey all scattered across his jaw in a disorderly fashion.  
 
“Fine,” he nodded, looking back down at his notepad. He flicked to the page before, then 
back again. “Are you eating?” 
 
Miya’s smile wavered. “Yes.” 
 
“Eating well?” 
 
Her teeth gritted. “Well enough.” 
 
He nodded again, then shut the notebook, placing it face down on the table. He drew in 
a long breath through his nose and sat forward in his seat, looking solemnly into Miya’s 
eyes. It made her want to recoil and crawl away, fast. 
 
“How is your heart?”  
 
Her smile dropped away, barely leaving even a shadow of politeness. “My heart?” 
 
“Your mother told me your heart is broken,” Dr Ichimura explained. He tapped his pen 
against his chest. “Would you like to talk about it?” 
 
 
Exquisite (1950s) by Chanel Wagenheim Plucinski (undergraduate) 
 
‘Aren't we supposed to know it all?’ 
 







 
 
Audrey Hepburn's Coat (1963) by Anika Goddard (undergraduate) 
 
The bells are tolling the hour in Queen’s College chapel when I reach the river. They ring 
through the quiet like pickaxes striking the air.  





At night, I’d curl up and transport myself back home to the warm embrace of Muma and 
Dada. But when the winter sun rose and accosted me through the bay window, I was 
reminded of just how alone I was. My roommate had moved her bed away from me. As 
she’d scr


