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„Razz My  

Berries‟ is  

fifties slang 

meaning  

excite or  

Impress me. 

 

We hope this 

issue razzes 

your  

berries! 

To be part of the next issue of 

Razz My Berries, or to find out 

more, contact the editors on 

razzmag@gmail.com or email 

Emma (elmv201@ex.ac.uk) or 

Ellie (ejw219@ex.ac.uk). 

 

Remember to join our Razz My 

Berries Magazine group on 

Facebook or  

follow our blog at ... 

razzmag.wordpress.com! 



 

 

 

 dear readers 

a little editorial note 

Welcome to the fourth issue of Razz My Berries, the 

University of Exeter‟s only arts magazine - catering to all 

things creative! Razz is a collaboration of student artists, 

writers, and designers, aiming to showcase the best of 

Exeter‟s creative talent! 

 

We are EMMA and ELLIE, your new society presidents and 

editors for 2010/11; we‟re looking forward to building 

upon  Razz‟s past success, and making the magazine 

bigger and better. 

 

We have selected a variety of creative treats inspired by 

this issue‟s dual theme: FIFTIES AND RETROSPECT. 
Determined to look good whilst saving the environment? 

Turn to page seven for mending and making do. 

Alternatively, if you‟re thinking of donning the leathers 

and rebelling without a cause, check out page twenty 

one for the wild one. Perhaps you need to improve your 

relationship 50s style? Swing by page three for our 

modern re-write of the good wife’s guide. There‟s a great 

read for everyone... even if we do say so ourselves. 

 

So whether you‟re reading this online or in print, we hope 

this issue inspires many more of you to get your creative 

juices flowing and get involved in the next issue of Razz! 

 

Huge thanks to all of our contributors, 

Razz Love, 

    Emma and Ellie 
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the  
good wife’s  

guide 
Razz’s CO-EDITOR & GUEST WRITER  

re-write the iconic fifties guide  

with a MODERN twist 

good girlfriend’s  
guide 

 

words: Jonny Morris  

 

 As someone whose cumulative playing 

time on PES dwarfs their time spent in a 

relationship -in a way synonymous to the IQ 

scores of Stephen Hawking and Wayne 

Rooney- I find myself at a loss in writing a 

„Good Girlfriend Guide‟. I must therefore, 

deliver my advice as almost a conceptual 

nirvana, a mere flight of personal fancy, in 

which I detail some hopes, wishes, fantasies, if 

you will, for my own future significant other. I 

will however, ask to be excused in advance 

for any misgivings or social faux pas which I 

indirectly find myself committing. Any 

misogyny which you may infer, for example, is 

not in fact intentional and cruel sexism, merely 

the innocent meanderings of nineteen year-

old bravado. 

1) Laugh on cue. I consider my own sense of 

humour to be the central, and perhaps most 

endearing, element of my personality. For 

God's sake laugh at my jokes. However 

misguided, egotistical or just plain boring it may 

be, my 'chat' will be focal to, well, our chats. 

Tumbleweed following my well-oiled, mostly 

offensive, impersonation of one of your 

housemates is wholly unacceptable. 

2) Know your place. The argument that 

spending time with you should take precedence 

over watching any major international sporting 

event defies both logic and preference. It will 

never fly with me. Sorry, but see you later. 

3) Appreciate our manliness. Constantly 

massage any self-perceived opinions of 

masculinity. Smirking at claims that I could take 

Alex Reid in a fight is equivalent to cutting off a 

peacock's plumes, stripping him of his pride and 

swagger. Please refrain. Regardless to the 

ludicrous nature of any claims I make; the good 

girlfriend will wholeheartedly agree. 

4) Be patient. If it takes me ages to reply to you 

on Facebook chat, don't have a go. I'm sorry; I 

was probably just checking out my ex girlfriend‟s 

recently tagged photos anyway... 

5) Show some consideration. When I come back 

from the gym (to which you may never 

accompany me by the way – it‟s off-putting), 

what would be wrong with you having pre-

prepared my protein shake? The instructions are 

on the tub you know, and it would be a nice 

touch… 

image: Rosie Grindrod 

model: Carly-Jayne Hutchinson 
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good boyfriend’s  
guide 
 

words: Emma Vince 
 

 Throughout history there has been an 

array of conduct literature written by men 

informing women how to behave; the Good 

Housewife Guide of the fifties being one of 

the more recent offerings, and probably one 

of the most iconic.  Yet just five decades 

later, female writers and women‟s lifestyle 

magazines have had a big hand in turning 

the tables. Here‟s an excerpt from my 

attempt at a modern „Good Boyfriend 

Guide‟: 

1) Be an oxymoron (That‟s oxymoron, not a 

regular moron). Sorry, but it‟s our prerogative 

to be confusing, and more often than not, 

we want things both ways. We would like you 

to be classically romantic and originally 

spontaneous, sensitive in certain situations, 

yet masculine in others. We want to be 

recognised as capable, independent 

women… but wouldn‟t mind your chivalric 

input on occasions. We want to be treated 

well, but also kept on our toes. And I‟m sorry 

to inform you that there‟s often a thin line 

between what we want and what we hate. 

It‟s essential to recognise the difference 

between being protective and being 

possessive. Being sweet and being pathetic. 

Being confident and being arrogant. It‟s a 

thin line that the good boyfriend will stay on 

the right side of. 

2) Practise the art of flattery. A good 

boyfriend gives good compliments. “Wow, 

you have really long shins.” is not a 

compliment. Same goes for, “You look like 

that girl off the telly, but fitter… you know, 

Ugly Betty.”(Thanks for trying drunk guy in 

Arena.) “You have big brown eyes… like a 

cow.” Again, not a compliment (As a 

general rule of thumb, avoid animal 

comparisons). And timing is essential. When 

we‟re slumming around the house in your 

oversized hoody, classily eating cereal out 

of a mug, this is the perfect time to hear 

how beautiful we look with no make-up. 

Aww, we think, what a sweet lie. However, 

when we‟re getting ready to go out, or 

spending the dregs of our overdraft on the 

latest benefit offerings, we do not 

appreciate you leaning over our shoulder 

reminding us of our natural beauty. And no, 

I‟m not going to hurry up, nice try. 

3) Notice the small things. We may look like 

we‟ve thrown on any old outfit when we 

rock up an hour late to meet you. But 

actually, this is the end result of a morning 

trying on and discarding everything in our 

wardrobe. We want the result to look 

effortless, but the whole ensemble has 

been carefully picked out and co-

ordinated down to our underwear; which, if 

you‟re a good boyfriend, you may get to 

see later... 
4) Appreciate our efforts to follow the good 

girlfriend guide. So I‟m sitting down wasting 

x minutes of my life watching >insert 

generic man sport here<. I‟m taking an 

interest. Please don‟t then get annoyed at 

my regular interruptions. “He has thick 

eyebrows.”, “Why is he so bald?”, “What 

colour are we again?”- All valid 

observations/questions. Also, don‟t bother 

to explain “difficult rules” to us. We‟re not 

stupid. Honestly, we got it the first time. It 

was just very quickly forgotten because we 

don‟t really care. 

5) Be our friend. Yeah, this one‟s actually 

serious, and also the most self explanatory. 

Girlfriend, boyfriend, the clue‟s in the title!  



 

 

 When many people 
think about the elderly, they 
assume that they are frail, tired, 
grumpy and boring.  This is only 
because many people are 
boring themselves and cannot 
be bothered to imagine what it 
would actually be like to be 
elderly.  This is also because 
these boring people don‟t go 
to the exciting places where 
the real, exciting elderly people 
go. 
 Some elderly people, or 
as we shall now call them, 
„recycled teenagers‟, meet up 
with other recycled teenagers 
and go away to incredible 
places and do incredible 
things. 
 Sometimes recycled 
teenagers buy a house that has 
wheels on the bottom of it, and 
then get into a vehicle that can 
go up to 120 miles per hour and 
drag the house on wheels 
around the country.  This is 
because they aren‟t satisfied 
with living like boring middle-
aged people, in their houses 
that don‟t move anywhere.  No 
– they have been there and 
done that already. 
 Sometimes recycled 
teenagers take their magical 
houses on wheels and whizz 
them to other countries.  This is 
because they are not afraid of 
other countries, or other 
cultures, or other people.  In 
fact, recycled teenagers aren‟t 
really afraid of anything.  They 
are fearless.  They are braver  

than most middle-aged people 
and even braver than childer-
beasts.  This is because they 
have been through much more 
than a lot of people, so they 
are wise – therefore they are 
aware of danger and risks but 
they face the fear and 
blooming well do it anyway.  
This is because they know that 
fear is all in the mind and that, 
really,  anyone can do 
anything.  They know this 
because, as I said before, they 
are very wise. 
 Recycled teenagers 
carry a toolbox around with 
them wherever they go.  You 
might have seen some 
pretending to hold themselves 
up with them, disguising them 
as shopping bags on wheels; 
but most keep them inside their 
heads.   It is full of magical 
possessions that they will need if 
ever they face a problem.  
Things such as perseverance, 
optimism and tea.  For 
example, if there was a flood, 
the recycled teenagers would 
grab their toolbox and unleash 
all of their tools to help them 
through it.  They might pull out 
a rubber dinghy and sail away 
to safety.  They would do this 
while playing Canasta, drinking 
wine and eating cheese 
sandwiches.  This is because 
their toolbox allows them to be 
prepared for anything, and 
fear doesn‟t faze them. 
 However, it must be 
understood that these recycled 

teenagers aren‟t selfish or cold-
hearted people.  Oh no, they 
are far from that.  They are 
actually the most caring, 
loving, generous creatures on 
the planet.  They have already 
given so much to the world by 
the time they become 
recycled teenagers, and then 
they just keep on giving.  Some 
of them have created children 
and grown them into adults.  
This is a very big achievement 
by anyone‟s standards.  Most of 
them have done such a great 
job that some of these adults 
wanted to do it too.  That 
meant that the recycled 
teenagers carried on looking 
after things as there were even 
more chi lder-beasts that 
needed to be grown.  This is the 
real reason why recycled 
teenagers get smaller as they 
get older.  They are always 
bending down to help the 
smaller people. 
 Being a  recycled 
teenager is an expensive thing 
to be.   They are always trying 
to share their things and their 
money with all of their family 
and friends.  Some people 
might get worried that recycled 
teenagers will have nothing left 
for themselves, but they 
shouldn‟t because recycled 
teenagers always make sure 
that they have enough left to 
do exciting things like whizzing 
around with houses on wheels. 
 

For those who LIVED it up during the FIFTIES 



 

 

I 

recycled teenagers  

words: C
atherine Fairbrother 

images: H
annah Clarke 
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 mending and 
making                       

                        do 
Razz discovers an ECO route  

to a REVAMPED wardrobe 

words and image: Ellie Walker-Arnott 

model: Lizzie Walker-Arnott 
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 In a world of throw away 

fashion and identical high 

street shoppers, should we 

regain our sense of making 

do? 
  We live in a financially 

challenging age, especially as 

students, either struggling to 

manage our money or about 

to step out into the real world 

already burdened with  debt. 

Could the answer to our 

financial fashion woes be 

found in the thrifty mentality of 

our ancestors?  

  Over the last hundred 

years, the price (and quality) 

of clothes has dropped whilst 

the rate at which we as a 

nation buy clothes has 

subs ta n tia l l y in cr eas ed . 

Discount high street stores 

have kept the fashion 

consumer in style throughout 

the recession and allowed 

those with lower incomes 

access to instant and 

affordable fashion - but this 

consumer driven cycle is 

proving to be a false 

economy.  

  As an environmentally 

aware generation, we cannot 

continue to buy and throw 

away clothes at the rate that 

we have been doing so. The 

natural products used to make 

clothes in the past were 

durable, and designed to last 

a lifetime; these high quality 

fabrics were the only ones 

a v a i l a b l e  w h e n  o u r 

grandparents were our age. In 

comparison, the quality of 

clothes churned out by 

bargain high street stores has 

become so poor that much of 

what we throw away is utterly 

unrecyclable. As a result, 

textiles are now the fastest 

growing waste product in the 

UK. We need to find a way to 

make modern day fashion 

sustainable.  

 Arguably, we can shop 

„green‟ by buying what 

already exists. Vintage and 

charity shops are great 

places to find affordable 

clothes with the added bonus 

that they stand out from the 

high street crowd. Second 

hand finds have histories and 

their quality means they can 

continue to be loved and 

passed on. Alternatively, 

buying clothes on eBay is a 

way to save money whilst 

helping the environment, and 

by selling your own unwanted 

garments online, you could 

also make some money whilst 

being green!  

  Our modern desire to 

buy into the swift successions 

of fashionable trends has been 

challenged recently by 

Sheena Matheiken‟s stylish 

and  socially conscious 

experiment in sustainable 

fashion - The Uniform Project. 

Sheena Matheiken‟s project 

ended last May, after she 

completed her challenge to 

wear the same dress for 365 

days. As well as raising money 

to help buy uniforms for 

children living in Indian slums, 

Matheiken intended the 

Uniform Project‟s catalogue of 

outfits  to inspire us to ditch our 

groaning wardrobes in favour 

of fewer, more versatile 

garments.  

 

“save the environment, 
ONE DRESS at a time...” 

 

 By adorning the dress with 

vintage, handmade or reused 

accessories, Matheiken wore 

the same black dress for an 

entire year whilst still looking 

chic. Surely with a little 

creativity and imagination we 

could all turn our old 

wardrobes into something that 

looks and feels new?  

 

  Many companies, such 

as recyclemydress.com, whose 

inspired tagline is “Do your part 

to save the environment, one 

dress at a time”, are selling 

reworked vintage clothes. This 

is a brilliant way to prevent 

waste, but there is nothing 

stopping us from doing it 

ourselves. We need to learn 

how to make do with what we 

already have and adapting 

old clothes will give them a 

new lease of life. 

  

“I will buy CAREFULLY- I will 
take good care of the 

things I have- I will WASTE 
nothing...” 

 

  Unlike our generation, 

our grandparents thought 

nothing of darning their 

stockings and making their 

own clothes in their youth. I 

think we can learn a lot from 

our grandparents‟ attitudes 

towards clothes and waste. If 

we learnt how to fix a ladder in 

our tights, or sew up those 

holes in our socks we could 

prolong the life of our clothes 

and reduce the number of 

garments sitting  in landfills. The 

modern mentality that the 

amount we throw away is 

acceptable has got to 

change. As consumers, we 

should all consider the victory 

pledge printed in Make and 

mend for Victory in 1942 “I will 

buy carefully- I will take good 

care of the things I have- I will 

waste nothing”. At the very 

least, next time you go to buy 

a three pound top, think about 

what you are going to do with 

it when it‟s no longer in fashion 

or when it shrinks after its 

second wash. 

 

Take a look at The Uniform 

Project and  be inspired... 

www.theuniformproject.com  
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 the real mccoy  
razz goes retro 
model and stylist: Carly-Jayne Hutchinson 

photographer: Rosie Grindrod 

creative direction: Emma Vince  

& Ellie Walker-Arnott 



 

 

left dress/the real 

mccoy/£45  

petticoat/the real 

mccoy/35 

sunglasses/model‟s 

own 

shoes/model‟s own 

 

below headscarf/the 

real mccoy/£2 

shirt/the real mccoy/

£28 

bag/the real mccoy/

£16 



 

 
top right gown/

model‟s own 

earrings/

model‟s own 

bottom left 

dress/model‟s 

own 

coat/model‟s 

own 

earrings/

model‟s own 



 

 

above skirt/the real mccoy/£15   belt/the real mccoy/£15    



 

 

above hat/model‟s own   coat/model‟s own 

below gloves/the real mccoy/£2   belt/the real mccoy/£8   dress/model‟s own 



 

 

Many thanks to Teresa 
Broglino-Glew, Aaron 

Bulley, John Bulley, and 
Presley Bulley from the 

Real McCoy. Real McCoy 
is located at 21 McCoys 

Arcade, Fore Street, Exeter, 
EX4 3AN or find them 

online at 
www.therealmccoy.co.uk 
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Razz’s Assistant Editor delves  
into the murky depths of 

 IRONIC MISOGYNY 
 

words: Laura Le Brocq 
background Image: Rosie Grindrod 

 

  

 
 

roses are red 
violets are bitchin’ 

whatcha doin’ woman? 
get back to the kitchen! 
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 When I began writing this piece I had to 
reach straight for the dictionary, because my 
spell checker was rejecting the idea that 
misogynism could be a word. It still is. The 
suggestions it instead offers are misogynist and 
misogynous, which, whilst they may be closely 
related, do not quite get across the point I wish 
to make. Defining misogynists as single entities 
suggests that they exist individually, rather than 
as a collective movement. So I shall use 
misogynism, which is, in fact listed in the 
dictionary as a noun, and as it has no official 
definition, I shall invent my own. 
  Misogynism: noun. Movement whereby a 
rabble of misogynists club together to delight in 
their shared misogyny. A traditionalist movement 
that aims to keep women in the kitchen, out of 
the workplace, and bringing up the children. 
  The ultimate enemy of anybody who 
appreciates having women‟s rights, is not 
institutionalised sexism, but  instead this alarming  
i n c r e a s e  i n  i r o n i c  m i s o g y n i s m . 
Now that women have the vote and equal pay, 
there is no way that a husband will come home 
from work to find the table laid, his wife waiting 
in her prettiest dress and a ribbon in her hair, 
having slaved over the evening meal and 
prepared the children for bed.  So why keep 
bringing it up? 
 
  “Why is Alice in WONDERLAND? She should be in 

the kitchen.”  
 
 There are two groups with this title on 
Facebook, one with 53,000 fans and another 
with 77,000. A quick scroll down the comments 
reveals things such as “Gotta love those kitchen 
jokes :D”, “Lmao I don‟t even care if it‟s 
offensive”, and “Why are women on Facebook 
commenting on this? Shouldn‟t they be making 
samwhichs? Bitch get in the kitchen!” I see the 
funny side here. I lol. Very, very briefly. Then I see 
comments like “women‟s rights isn‟t a joke, it‟s a 
problem”, and I start to worry, just a little. 
 Whilst this is probably meant as a joke, 
not being able to see his big grinning goon face 
makes it quite difficult to know exactly how 
these comments are intended. Indeed, for some 
it definitely isn‟t a joke. It hasn‟t been that long 
since women were less educated and less 
valued than men; I know few women of my 

grandparents‟ generation who went to 
university or even had a job, especially once 
they were married. And it‟s a small comfort that 
we can „joke‟ about women‟s rights in the 
western world because we actually have them, 
whereas there is still a significant proportion of 
the world where women aren‟t even allowed to 
show their faces in public, let alone vote, and 
have no choice but to spend all day making 
„samwhichs.‟ 
 It annoys me that, as a girl, you are also 
expected to find these jokes funny, and if you 
don‟t you are accused of not having a sense of 
humour. But, actually, I do have a sense of 
humour. It‟s funny because it‟s ironic, right? I 
can see the funny side. I just don‟t think it‟s that 
funny.  
 An irritant to anyone tiring of this „ironic‟ 
misogyny is the lad. You need only spend two 
minutes on truelad.com (and here I am an 
unwilling advert) to find posts such as “If I had it 
in my power to introduce a ban on women 
driving cars and to withdraw all their licences, I 
would do it without thinking twice. 
PuttingWomenInTheirPlaceLad” and “Saw a 
solid 9/10 out last night, not gonna make up 
that I banged her, she came up to me and 
asked me for directions somewhere, and I 
simplied replied 'you should know where your 
kitchen is.' the slap was worth it LAD” The worst 
thing about lads is that they define themselves 
as „womanising‟ i.e. want to bed as many birds 
as possible, yet expect women to subserviently 
put up with „lad‟ behaviour whilst not being fully 
allowed to join in. 
 Misogynism is becoming such a 
„hilarious‟ movement, yet there is no such site as 
„truewoman.com‟, nor do women constantly 
feel the need to make jokes about men getting 
back to the shed/golf course/COD/football. 
Neither would we make a joke and then insist 
on pointing out how funny it is. It is also 
interesting to note that all such „manly‟ or 
„laddish‟ activities have their basis in fun and 
enjoyment, whereas the kitchen implies 
working, and more than that, working for free, 
to provide for other people. 
 My point is that it‟s all very well to laugh 
at these jokes, but if we don‟t oppose them at 
all, then they will become the norm, and 
acceptance is the route to oppression. People 
don‟t often get into trouble for making jokes, 
unless they are in the public eye, after all, this 
undercurrent of sexism is too „subtle‟ to be 
noticed; but it is there and growing nonetheless. 
As women, we shouldn‟t allow ourselves to be 
pigeon-holed into such roles in any situation, 
particularly not social ones where there are no 
rules or laws with which we can arm ourselves. If 
you are a man, go and make your own 
sandwiches, and do your own ironing whilst 
you‟re at it.  

(So bake your cake, ice it pink, 

serve it up and get back to the sink. 

NO THANKS.)     

 
 

roses are red 
violets are bitchin’ 

whatcha doin’ woman? 
get back to the kitchen! 



 

 

 
twelve  
angry men 
 

Razz explores the world of CONFORMITY and asks 
how ONE PERSON can change the thinking of many 

 
words: Emma Vince 
image: Henry White 
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Imagine you are sitting in a 
seminar. As the week 
before, the tables are set in 
a horseshoe shape and you 
attempt to crease the 
binding of your unopened 
book, hiding the fact you 
haven‟t yet read it. When 
the seminar tutor walks in, 
your entire peer group stand 
up and fall silent in a 
reg imented, V ictor ian 
boarding-school manner. 
How would you react? 
 
 I can tell you how I 
reacted. Being late to an A-
level psychology lesson, I was 
selected as the unwitting 
participant in a majority 
influence  demonstration. 
Several minutes into the 
les son,  my classmates 
stopped note taking and 
stood up on cue. I hesitated 
only momentarily, looking to 
my friends with a bewildered 
expression, before following 
suit and standing up. I had 
absolutely no reason to, apart 
from the fact everyone else 
was. Now, this was just a 
classroom activity, but I‟m 
sure you can appreciate that  
when it‟s applied to scaled 
up, rea l- li fe s i tuations, 
conformity is a powerful thing. 
There are bound to be 
i n d i v i d u a l  d i f f e r e n c es 
depending on the person, 
situation and group, but in 
general, when we are faced 
with uncertainty, we look to 
others for a collective frame 
of reference. 
 Groups of people tend 
to become more similar over 
time, and if we just think of our 
immediate friendship group, 
we can see how we share 
similar values and beliefs. This 
in itself has a great power 
over us. How many times 
have you decided to go out 
because everyone else was? 
Or bought into a new fashion 
trend because everyone was 
wearing it? Is everyone one 
else dressing up as a 
caveman tonight? Oh, I‟d 
better as well… Don‟t want to 

look like an idiot! We queue, 
we wear suitable clothes, we 
don‟t sing loudly when we‟re 
shopping in Sainsbury‟s. 
Conformity is not the result of a 
w e a k ,  i m p r e s s i o n a b l e 
personality; it‟s simply the way 
of society and it‟s rooted in our 
biology. Following the group 
has always been necessary for 
our survival. It is easy, 
therefore,  to see how majority 
influence works and why it is so 
powerful. However, in this 
article, I‟m more interested in 
the influence of the minority. 
Does it exist? How does it 
work? When has it worked? As 
group norms change over 
time, new ideas must at one 
point have reflected a minority 
viewpoint. 
 I  rememb er  on e 
instance quite vividly from my 
early teens. I remember seeing 
a girl wearing tight skinny jeans 
and remarking how disgusting 
they were, and how they 
would never catch on (I was, 
at the time, wearing highly 
fashionable denim flares, with 
a lovely velvet motif); my 
group of friends agreed. And 
what was everyone shopping 
for half a year down the line? 
And what am I wearing right 
now as I type? How can a 
minority viewpoint or idea 
modify the opinion of the 
masses? 
 For the minority to have 
any influence, they must 
operate under  cer tain 
conditions. Firstly, we are more 
likely to accept a minority 
opinion if it comes from within 
a member of our in-group. Out
-groups will a lways be 
discriminated against. My best 
friend has suddenly started 
wearing (for arguments sake) 
skinny jeans. I like her and I 
value her opinion, therefore 
she would have a greater 
influence on me than 
someone who I considered as 
„other‟. Second, the minority 
has to remain consistent with 
their argument if they are ever 
going to win someone over to 
their way of thinking. And 
lastly, the minority has to be an 

„authentic dissenter‟, that is, 
they have to genuinely believe 
in their cause. If someone 
wholly believes and enthuses 
about something, regardless of 
our own opposing opinion, we 
have to then stop and ask 
ourselves  why they so 
wholeheartedly believe in it. 
 The 1957 film Twelve 
Angry Men gives a visual 
example of how the above 
points would be put into 
action. Set in a hot, stuffy 
boardroom for most of the film, 
12 male jurors must come to an 
unanimous decision under 
pressure. As the title suggests, 
they get a bit angry. 11 of the 
men vote guilty by a show of 
hands, (a freeze frame of the 
film shows six voting guilty 
straight away, with the other 
five hesitating and conforming 
with the „guilty‟ voting majority) 
leaving the protagonist, Juror 
no. 8, as the „non-guilty‟ 
minority. Juror no. 8 starts by 
reasonably suggesting they re-
examine the evidence, and 
this gives the conforming 
majority a chance to doubt 
themselves. Through consistent 
arguing and a genuine belief 
that the defendant is innocent, 
Juror no. 8 becomes an 
authentic dissenter and 
gradually decreases the ratio 
of guilty voters by persuading 
them to change their opinions. 
As the minority voting „not 
guilty‟ increases, it snowballs 
into the majority belief. All 12 
vote not guilty. My synopsis 
doesn‟t really do the film 
credit, and even though I have 
just ruined the ending for you, 
it‟s worth a watch. 
 It may be that majority 
influence is more powerful in 
terms of compliance, for 
instance, people will go along 
with the group in public, even if 
they don‟t necessarily agree in 
private. The difference with 
minority influence, is that 
people actually make a 
conscious decision to switch 
viewpoint. They want to follow 
the minority. And in a way, this 
makes minority influence even 
more powerful. 



 

 
hot air balloon 
 

One toe poked between wicker, 

Sundried skin blanching in the chill, 

A nail quaffed and crimson flushed 

The litmus for a welcome swoop and bob. 

 

Taut canvas lisped in the wind, 

Flirting with defeat before 

A blaze-a wisping lick of heat, 

Nudged us on, buoyed by suspense. 

 

Each patch of colour marbled in the rays, 

Fuchsia running into fold, pooling in emerald, 

Looping a trail in our wake, 

A dallying smudge of ink where we scratched the sky. 

Rachel Stokes 

farewells 
 
The placid glass holds your face, 

waiting for our parting performance. 

Commuters around me rustle, 

not wanting to see the stilted routine, 

a duty of waves and blown kisses. 

 

Rhythmic vibrations warm from beneath, 

my feet pressed flat to the mildewed carpet. 

The familiar pulse feeds through my rigid back, 

Bottom crouched towards the seat‟s edge 

to avoid that lump of chewing gum. 

 

The platform moves, timidly at first,  

a conveyer belt ushering you from me. 

Your face becomes a smear of features, 

a hand the final definition, arching, 

painting farewells into the afternoon. 

 

A communal sigh washes the carriage 

and I busily text, concentrating. 

I won‟t watch your inverted steps, 

retouching the route of our day, 

my absence the only alteration. 

Lizzie Ferrar 
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I can only sleep with you in my dreams. 

I don‟t have the confidence in real life. Or your consent. 

In my dreams – we tumble;  entwined, limb locked but seamless. We make love as if 

we had a future. 

 

But I want more than just my imagining's – to feel you beside me and keep you in my 

minds eye…Why can‟t I have both? 

Part of it – I must admit is that I know we shouldn‟t… 

I know I can‟t kiss you, so I want to all the more. Prohibited, not mine; not allowed –  

All words for something I shouldn‟t do. Fruitless. But more desired for all of that. 

 

It doesn‟t mean that you aren‟t in my dreams – that you don‟t fill my thoughts and 

more… whether in my dreams – or not – I know you love me. And that‟s enough. 

 
Natalie Audley 

poetry  
and prose 

farewells 
 
The placid glass holds your face, 

waiting for our parting performance. 

Commuters around me rustle, 

not wanting to see the stilted routine, 

a duty of waves and blown kisses. 

 

Rhythmic vibrations warm from beneath, 

my feet pressed flat to the mildewed carpet. 

The familiar pulse feeds through my rigid back, 

Bottom crouched towards the seat‟s edge 

to avoid that lump of chewing gum. 

 

The platform moves, timidly at first,  

a conveyer belt ushering you from me. 

Your face becomes a smear of features, 

a hand the final definition, arching, 

painting farewells into the afternoon. 

 

A communal sigh washes the carriage 

and I busily text, concentrating. 

I won‟t watch your inverted steps, 

retouching the route of our day, 

my absence the only alteration. 

Lizzie Ferrar 

images: Rosie Grindrod 
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the wild one 
Razz explores the LEATHER clad REBELS of the fifties 

 
 

words and image: Jake Hemingway 
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“What are you  
REBELLING against 
Johnny?‟  

„Whadda ya got?” 

  Slouched on the 

jukebox, black leather 

hanging from his broad 

shoulders, Marlon Brando – 

Johnny – The Wild One, 

drawls out one of the finest 

young man „fuck-you‟s 

cinema has ever seen. Based 

on a real life incident in 

Ho l l i s ter ,  CA,  S tan ley 

Kramer‟s 1953 „The Wild One‟ 

was banned in the UK upon 

its release in America, and 

would not cross the Atlantic 

for another 14 years. 

Condemned by the Film 

Review as a „frightening 

study of unhampered 

rowdyism by a collection of 

marauding, up-to-no-good 

types given over to terrorizing 

decent citizenry of a small 

community‟, the film shows 

th i r ty - odd  mo tor c yc le 

„hoodlums‟ come roaring 

into a sleepy California town, 

led by their leader Johnny 

(Brando), who seems hell-

bent on nothing but 

destruction. 

 

A stark, beautiful mimesis, a 

black and white portrait of 

the emerging juveni le 

delinquent in Eisenhower‟s 

America, the opening shot 

heralds in a snarling phalanx 

of Triumphs revved to the 

ton, as they tear either side 

of the low-slung camera, 

casting a shadow like the 

wings of looming bomber. 

The bikers storm the town, rip 

up the bar, chase the girls – 

all pretty standard. But the 

close-minded elders of the 

town can‟t take their 

attitude, and round up a 

vigilante mob to drive them 

out of town. They try to seize 

Johnny, but things get out of 

hand, culminating in a 

breakneck chase through 

the streets. A wrench throws 

Johnny from his bike, sending 

the machine careering 

headlong into some old 

man, knocking him dead. 

The generations are torn over 

the issue of responsibility for 

the man‟s death – Who let 

things get out of hand? Is it 

sullen, Rayban-ed Johnny, 

for not reining his boys in 

when things started to get 

messy? Or the townsfolk, 

whose rheumatic kneejerk 

reaction blew things out of 

all proportion? 

 

The film shredded the old 

notion that simple rural 

c o m m u n i t i e s  w e r e 

geographically isolated from 

the threat of city trouble, in 

just the same way that in 

1955, „Rebel Without A 

Cause‟ dispelled the myth 

that loving, wealthy parents 

would have happy, well-

adjusted kids. James Dean‟s 

howl of „You‟re tearing me 

apart!‟ has entered a 

generation‟s consciousness 

as the outpouring of a 

disaffected youth, longing to 

break with staid tradition. The 

fi f ties ushered in an 

awareness that passion and 

aggression had to find their 

outlets, be it through 

drinking, riding, fucking, 

fighting – whatever. The 

more you hemmed it in, the 

tighter you buttoned yourself, 

the worse it got. And so the 

schism developed between 

the fearmongering, get-

married-and-watch-the-roses

-grow adults, and this new 

teenager, all surly good 

looks, grubby hands and 

bloody shirts, carrying a 

flagrant contempt for 

anything that‟s gone before. 

And so Brando became the 

rebel archetype. Even by 57, 

Elvis‟ Levis and sideburns look 

in Jailhouse Rock was 

already familiar as the de 

rigeur style of antihero cool, 

owing its existence to 

Brando‟s original.  

 

The Wild One instigated an 

age of rebellion, style, and 

cool that would only grow 

more and more distorted and 

exaggerated as the 60s 

lurched into view. This vignette 

of the nastier side of the fifties 

showed arguably the mildest, 

yet most striking generational 

rebellion we‟ve ever had – 

before the leather-wearers 

would mutate and go from 

b e er s  a n d  b i k es  t o 

barbarianism, ending in the 

sick Hells Angels tragedy at 

Altamont in 69. 

 

“the TIGHTER you  
buttoned yourself, the 

WORSE it got...” 

 
So although Johnny‟s boys 

m a y  s e e m  a  l i t t l e 

cringeworthy by today‟s 

standards (be fair – we have 

had more practice), they 

showed the rest of us how to 

do it – how a lean, a mumble, 

a swagger could rile anyone 

over 25, and how Brando‟s 

crushed-nose beauty just 

made it all look so good. 

Everybody in? Who wants to 

drag for beers? 
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What‟s with youse, just 

playin‟ this bit, playing 

backseat bingo with the 

big ol‟ daddies, wearin‟ 

their clothes like it‟s the 

kicks. Youse all wearing 

threads from vintage shops 

(I‟m guilty of this), all to get 

an eyeballin‟ from the 

fashionistas who walk the 

same. Naw, seriously, why is 

retro fashion so cool? 

Hey man, it looks the 

most, it’s HEP AND HIP, dig? 
It kills with the kinda crowd 

you‟re tryin‟ ta ride with. It 

just does it. Vintage 

clothing, jacketed, just 

appeals to the hipster sense 

of style. Usedta be oddball, 

now it‟s popular, it‟s on the 

stick. It‟s a weirdo style got 

appropriated by the norms, 

the squares. It‟s just 

radioactive popular but is it 

any less on-the-edge? No, 

it‟s always hip, always 

crazy, always cool. No 

matter how overused, retro 

is always just a good-

looking thing. 

Guess it also appeals to, 

like, our thing for ‘FOUND 

OBJECTS’. Ephemera, you 

dig? We get all decked out 

in gear that‟s like, so behind 

the times it‟s ahead, man. 

Some cats get bummed-

out over modern times 

having no originality. We‟re 

so post it hurts. We‟re post-

modern, we‟re revival. We 

revive post-punk, itself a 

revival. We revive, we make 

new or nu. It‟s a damn 

shame man, it makes me 

sore. It‟s a mainlined 

societal preoccupation 

with the past because 

there‟s j ust  nothi ng 

r i ghteous and new . 

Everything that will be said 

has been said. Lay it on 

me? – there‟s nothing left to 

lay, man! We‟re just flappin‟ 

lips, spouting nothin‟ of 

importance, so we wrap 

ourselves in the clothing of 

the past, the tunes of the 

past, the music and muzak, 

the filmstyles and art of 

what‟s gone before. It‟s like 

a reassurance on account 

of we‟ve got no voice, 

we‟re on the make just 

cruising for one. We need 

retro to escape to when 

the new was new. 

‘Cause the RETRO styles, 

when they weren’t retro, 

were the stuff of an 

exciting NEW dawn. It was 

solid, it was tuff. Maybe 

now adays i t ‟s ,  l i ke, 

rebellion, it‟s against the 

Man, it‟s a subversive act of 

retreat in the face of what 

we should be embracing, 

that is, the new and 

modern.  

But actually, the retro 

has a very important 

place in our HERE AND 

NOW. It was the ideas and 

styles of the past that allow 

the present to be what it is, 

like, you know. Think about 

it not as the past-that-

already-happened, but as 

why is retro  
so cool  

anyway? 
words: Calum Baker 
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a  s epa r at e  p l ac e 

som ew here ,  fo reve r 

enabling other places that 

call  themselves the 

„present‟ to develop and 

to be what it  is – so, like, 

not bogart, man. So retro 

fashion could even be 

called a symbol of 

development rather than 

an active stance against 

modern trends. Pretty 

d i s c o .  H e l l ,  m o s t 

mainstream retro styles 

copy the twentieth 

century anyway – only in 

certain psycho-convention 

niche circles will you find 

people imitating Victorians 

and beyond. Toke up and 

t i nk abow ddit : the 

twentieth century has 
been a period of 

m o d e r n i s m  a n d 

m o v e m e n t ,  o f 

development and forward

-thinking to the max. So 

even if you wear clothing 

dating back - in style or 

actuality – to the 1930s; or 

if I write in various forms of 

outdated slang - it is still a 

symbol of a time when 

people were looking 

forward, always in the 

name of a modern or 

Modernist attitude. The 

Vintage is not entirely stuck 

in the past. And that‟s cool

-goddamn-city, am I right? 

 

“We‟re just FLAPPIN‟ 

LIPS, spouting nothin‟ of 

importance” 
 

HELL, it’s more than that – 

the past is created by 

the present. So here‟s the 

411: this is where I get silly. 

But stay with me dude. The 

present is what creates the 

past. Firstly, a more simple 

interpretation of this, 

something which I believe 

most historians are taught 

in the first week: it is 

documents and theories 

bookin‟ out after the fact 

that constitute a huge 

amount of what we know 

about certain periods. The 

image of the past we have 

in the present may all be 

bootleg, bogus – for 

instance my personal, half-

serious assumption that 

every man in 1940s New 

York was a fast-talking 

wisecracker with a sharp 

suit and an ever-present 

cigarette – but it is what 

we think we know and it is 
therefore what it is… You 

relate or what?  

H e r e ’ s  a  m o r e 

COMPLICATED idea: forget 

the style for a mo, I‟m 

layin‟ it down easy like. At 

every single, minute stage 

in our lives we must make 

one of a myriad of tiny 

choices, yes? So how do 
we know which choice is 

the correct one? Oho, we 

don‟t. Until, that is, much 

later on, when it turns out 

every single choice we 

once made was crucial. 

For instance, ten years ago 

this second I may have 

made the choice to switch 

off the television. A 

com pletely arbi t rary 

decision during the time 

and place; but something 

which, now at least, was 

probably in its own way 

vital for the me of right 

now to be exactly as I am, 

if you get me. So it is only 

now, in the present, that 

the tiniest choices of the 

p a s t  b e c o m e ,  i n 

retrospect, completely 

crucial. The present 

unravels as it happens, but 

the past, due to the 

implications it had on the 

present, is constructed 

only after it happens. This 

present will only be 

cemented a little later on; 

perhaps this evening, 

when I realise I feel hungry 

because right now (that is, 

earlier) I neglected to eat 

a slice of toast in favour of 

writing this.  

 

“We‟re SO POST IT 

HURTS. We‟re post-

modern, we‟re revival. 

We revive post-punk, 

itself a revival” 
 

What kind of CONCLUSION 

can we draw out of all 

this? This is the question: 

why retro or vintage 

styling? It looks cool, it feels 

cool, it kind of represents 

both anti-modernism and 

pro-modernism or retro-

futurism at the same time. 

Kinda like the way I‟m 

writing in these stupid slang 

styles. But then, this is all 

like ideas city, ramble-o-

rama. Alright, I conned 

you: there‟s really nothing 

to this, it‟s all a bit empty 

and hollow. I wrote like this 

as a cheap gimmick and 

that‟s exactly why you 

dress like a Monroe from 

the high street. 



 

 rosie  
grindrod 
     an artist’s profile 

 

TO COMMISSION ARTWORK OR PHOTOGRAPHY CONTACT ROSIE ON 

REG207@EXETER.AC.UK. OR TO SEE MORE OF ROSIE’S ARTWORK, 

JOIN HER FACEBOOK GROUP ‘ROSIE’S ART’ 

All images copyright© Rosie Grindrod 
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STYLE? „My style is still 

developing; I like to keep 

things fresh, and a lot of the 

time I find my best work comes 

from a mistake I made or 

something that I didn't intend 

to do.‟ 

INSPIRATION? „One of my inspirations is 

movement - physical movement is 

something I like to focus on with my 

photography, but I also like a picture to 

jump out at you, like the image itself is 

moving in front of you. I've experimented 

with this energy in some of my artwork, and 

have also tried some digital illustration with 

photoshop. I enjoy working with a fine pen 

when sketching and drawing; a new twist 

on traditional portraiture, which has been 

commissioned by family and friends. I have 

also been an on-set photographer 

for performances and rehearsals within the 

university‟ 

 

FUTURE? „Where I will take my artwork in 

the future I still don't know. I'd like to try an 

exhibition or two, get myself known in the 

artistic world. But whatever I do, art  will 

always be a major part of my life.‟ 

Isobel. fine liner pen 

Dancer. photoshop 

Kristen. photograph 

All images copyright© Rosie Grindrod 
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