
 

 

Seven 
by Lisa Rowe 
 
Transcript of an interview conducted by the verbal history department of Cambridge Univer-
sity focusing on female staff members and their lived experience of the early C21st. This ex-
ample is from a Fellow of Jesus 



 

 

aim is to keep growing and 



 

 

Philautia (5)  
 
I am here, where I want to be and content with my lot. I am the product of my choices. 
Rooted at Jesus College, my history will be shown in the wearing of the stone slab at the en-
trance to the Chimney, a small scratched graffiti in Chapel Court 6, Room One (my apolo-
gies) the growth of an Oak sapling, now a tree, in the woodland walk ( three acorns planted 
after a drunken bet, mine being the survivor), the futures of the students who sought my 
guidance, the stories of the Alumni who revisit to dine, and my texts in the Jesusan Collec-
tion. I was student and fellow, a double life in a single space. I cannot choose between those 
lives, they are equally important in the shaping of me. Things that are double of the same 
things are equal to one another. 
 
Storge (6) 
 
Whenever I think of my daughter I am reminded of the lines in Carole Ann Duffy’s poem 
‘Demeter’; a woman who ‘brings all spring’s flowers to her mother’s house’. This is how I 
feel when she visits; as if the world suddenly has a wakening vitality and the air is sweet 
with the scent of her. We didn’t decide to be apart, we grew that way, naturally. My choice 
was to bring her to life, to nurture her until she sought similar choices for herself.  And yet. 
When we are apart a fundamental piece of each of us is absent. However, there are opin-
ions offered that describe our matching mannerisms, how we sound alike with inflections in 
the same places, how we incorrectly request an ‘Expresso’ in the Roost Café. We are both 
embarrassingly rubbish at arithmetic. We share the same bloodstream.  
 
Agape (7) 
 
At Evensong, in our beautiful Chapel I hear from the pulpit that ‘now abideth faith, hope 
and charity these three; but the greatest of these is charity’; and I have sought to live my life 
according to these principles. Both faith and hope have been tested, but charity never has. 
Offering charity is not altruistic for I know what it feels like to have done a good thing; bear-
ing witness to the struggle of others, contributing my time and efforts where needed, recy-
cling my wine bottles! How little effort it takes, and yet I remember them all. I have had 
strangers hold me tight at a time of crisis, friends to share my burdens, gifts given laden 
with kindness and understanding. Again, I remember all of these, and the many more not 
noted, and regret that I cannot offer my thanks every day, most especially to those who 
fleetingly touched my life.  
 
And so, if I may, I return to Euclid; adding (rather impertinently) two new axioms to describe 
love through the language of mathematics: 
 
6. When wholes are divided each part retains an equal portion of the other 
7. When equals are multiplied each part is replicated equally, and exponentially 
 
Love, as experienced by me, is logical. 
  





 

 

Justine existed in relation to her setting; if she had found herself to be a character in a paint-
ing she would have been a mirror for her audience, drawing their fingers to adjust the frame 
and sign the painting themselves. Therefore, I never knew the Justine that Daniel knew. I re-
member that a few weeks before she left my life, I saw them together, but I recognised him, 
this stranger with whom I had an affinity, before I really saw her. She was different with 
him; she seemed younger and without her gritty innocence. When she introduced me, her 
kiss on my cheek was foreign and Ifelt the brand of her strange lips on my cheek the entire 
day. By evening, it was unbearable. The









 

 

even keep up with herself. Overwhelmed by the moment of self-recognition, she scrambled 
for her phone, heart in her throat and typing haphazardly through blurry eyes. 



 

 

The End of Radiant Defiance 
by Hannah Charlotte Copley 
 
I waited for the door to close downstairs, the car door to shut, and the engine to be turned 
on, and looked over to the one I love. The only one I have ever loved, and the only one that I 
will ever love. Of that I am 





 

 

 The life will be gone, all for a transaction,  
 You cannot put value on what cannot be owned.  
 
I knew Callista could hear me when I spoke. She took one single last breath, so shallow it 
was hardly there, and then… nothing. The silence and emptiness consumed the room so 
wholly that my vision was lost completely, coming down as a curtain after the final act of 
the play. I stood up gasping and opened the window that looked out onto the green trees in 
a nearby garden.  
 
In doing so I dislodged a small and brightly coloured golden butterfly, which flew up pur-
posefully, as if it knew where it was going. Higher and higher it rose, well above the bright-
ness of the setting sun, until I couldn’t see it any longer.  
 
Goodbye Callista.  
  



 

 

Their Careless Caresses  
by Ella Curry 
 
 It’s some time around twelve in the honey-soaked room, one window thrown open 
to the echoing night. She sits, a half-moon smile on her illumined face, and in the large pane 
behind her head, golden reflections twist in the misted glass. The flickering forms merge, 
smears of life swimming against the dark sky, disappearing now and again behind her un-
moving head. In her hand she holds the hem of her skirt, bunched between two twitching 
fingers; she slowly brushes the rough threads across her palm as she watches her friends. 
They’re sat around the table, huddled together in twos and threes, and she observes them 
fondly. She is content not to talk, to simply be there, bathed in the floating glow, gently buf-
feted by 
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hugs and colliding glasses as a new dance begins, a ballet of careless, carefree caresses. Liq-
uid slips from near



 

 

Just Like Buses 
by Angela Abbott 
 
 I lay unmoving



 

 

 We had left the house together that morning as usual, walking along the road to-
wards the fields that lay between Histon and Girton. The fields that had once been sepa-
rated by an old railway track that had in recent years been replaced by the guided busway. 
It was a bright, crisp morning, the birds were singing, the tress were swaying gently in the 
breeze and the rabbits were out amongst the hedgerows, rummaging for tasty morsals.  
 He didn’t give me any warning that morning, he just went. He normally walks so well 
by my side, he never needed to be restrained as he only ever had eyes for me,



 

 

 
A Match in Malcolm Street 
by Nicholas Ray 
 
1 
 
Sophie was particularly pleased with the symmetry of the supper party she had arranged for 
that Thursday evening.  It was well into the Easter term – exams completed for most but the 
round of parties and May Balls still to come.  She had found a day when two of her house-
mates had arranged to go to the cinema so that it wasn’t awkward to be inviting the other 
three to meet two non-Jesuans.   Of her housemates, Jeff and Isobel were already an item: 
she rather envied their straightforward and demonstrative relationship.   They shared an in-
terest 



 

 

nodded: “And then, they also understand that in a global world small 

smal l











 

 

 I’m taking my bike off the cycle rack; I turn and it’s Rakel. She’s standing there block-
ing the front wheel.  
  “Listen,” she says hotly.  “I didn’t know anythin’ about a date…. And I didn’t text you 
neither


