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  Enigma
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WELCOME TO ENIGMA

I’m sure that everyone who hopes to get their literary foot in the door has experienced 
emotional turbulence of some sort. Teachers can ruin good writing with a red pen, while 
mountains of rejected work are kept in some old file on your computer. Even a household 
name like Stephen King confessed in his autobiography “On Writing” that the early rejection 
letters hanging on his wall were so heavy that the nail sagged. 

A good start is to make sure that everyone competes on a playing field. Celebrities from 
reality shows are marketed in the blink of a heavily mascared eyelash, whilst we have to 
trudge through the pile of literary hopefuls to even be seen on an editor’s desk. So what’s 
the answer?

Enigma Magazine is a collection of writings that informs, entertains, stimulates and provokes, 
whilst remaining anonymous. Why? Because the magazine’s aim is to showcase the work 
of all ages, professions and experience without regard to status, removing prejudice and 
according the same attention and importance to each. The work is identified by a code that 
would have to be referenced with the alphabet to reveal the author. In this way, there is no 
judging of a book by its cover.

Enigma Magazine is an online and printed creative magazine  that accept all levels of 
writing. Schools (children and teachers), societies, universities, renowned poets and authors 
are equally encouraged to submit work. Poetry, prose and playscripts are warmly accepted 
with up to three pieces of writing per person; the only criteria is merit.

Please send submissions, suggestions and/or questions to editor@enigmacw.co.uk. 
Information is also available on the website blog, www.enigmacw.co.uk. Published by the 
charity CAARE (The Council for the Advancement of Arts, Recreation and Education), 
Enigma Magazine is like a jigsaw puzzle, the sum of its parts with each piece of equal 
importance.
                                 
I hope you enjoy the magazine!

Best wishes,

Susan Gray
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Close-by, the tellies flash blue in darkened rooms, 
Or in the basement flats racks clever with wine
Glint from candlelight.
The pink-eyed grapefruit windows on the far hill,
Blink and blur amid streaking tail lights.
The lorries drift like dozy elephantine shoals 
Out on their tide.
These are the nightly homes and lives,
Of the real people. People with partners, pets,
And income. People with a past and future.
 
If they tell you poverty inspires, don’t listen.
I have begun to think my hunger for
Carbon, credit and comfort
Is becoming physical.
It seems to hang off me like an unformed limb.
Twitching in its sleep, or groping out blind 
When it fits. 
 
I walk passed the gentle, melony lights of real homes,
Clenched between campaigns of unfounded hope
And real debt. I am truly in the red,
In the redly red black attacks of the soul;
I know the bank and my pride have won
When I can’t even laugh at myself. 
 
This is the cruelty of the night, and 
Notwithstanding, I must wake up
And pour my crumpled self back into my socks and shoes
And smile like it touches me lightly. 
Better that than frighten people. 

Eliska 16-09-18-15-19-13-01-14-09

HOMES ON THE FAR HILL
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Naked like the clear crust of a river.
Time holds no position
As stone and salmon swim past.
Time has no direction
In the court of conscience.
The resting moves before it sleeps,
In the court of conscience
Innocent and guilty.

Some lakes are mistaken for oceans,
When one crust hides from the other,
Who can tell what forms swim past
When each crust is the other?
In the courtyard of concealment
There are no mores to break.

Hsien  13-09-14 20-21-14

LAKES AND OCEANS

It’s always touch and go
To say love. Most of the time
It’s only a song beneath the eyes
A lone white feather 
Waiting to lift across a breeze...
Waiting.  If ever we could touch
A place with the scent of it
Then we could learn to know
Taunt it with the finger-tips
Before grasping the root 
Of a story, taking to the air
On the slip of a whisper...
... rising

Hsien  13-09-14 20-21-14

RUMOUR
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I dream of flotsam
And the child’s ocean;
Africa’s branch worn smooth 
By the spin of the sea,
Rolling through the troughs
Until the breakers
Lay it upon the cold sands
Of England’s autumn,
With crisp leaves edging through
The fine grip of shell crystal
To meet the ancient log.

And my stick thrown back,
Which I carried across the rock pools
And cast into the lifting sea,
Watching its rhythm settle
Into the bob and sway
That would nudge it on,
Along the white river,
Which the moon lays
Between the depths and heights
Of the borderless marine night
Until it arrives, like a thought, at its great future.

Sean 23-15-15-04

BOY AND SEA
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This reeks like the morning,
When marigold bowed to boulder,
When the passing flowers wept.
For it turns with the sun.
Calendula, blood of the dawn.

This holds like the pigment,
Arresting petals are captured.
We lepidoptera are painted.
For it turns with the sun
Metamorphoses. Aesthetics.

This felt like the movement,
When the wind increased the distance,
Between heartburn and home.
For it turns with the sun,
Inflammation, functio laesa.

This field, like the funeral,
Where the deadheads buried themselves,
Was filled with sombre florets.
For it turns with the sun.
Life, and all the rest of it.

This time, like Saxon spice,
The dust that settled tasted ancient.
The blanket night could not be lifted.
For it turns with the sun.
And she has left us now.

Samatar 01-08-13-05-04

ASIRT



Enigma Magazine Issue 1 -  April 09 7
www.enigmacw.co.uk

IF YOU KNEW JOSIE

When I first saw her walking down the supermarket aisle, it was all I could 
do not to scream aloud. I would have missed seeing her, if I’d followed my 
usual routine and homed in on the papers. I blame the hake for distracting 
me. 

There was no kindly shutter over its dead, fishy eye. Was it the absence 
of a body that made it seem so disturbingly large? I wasn’t sure. It looked 
enormous  – positively huge, in fact; black and ivory, laced with little threads 
of blood. It held me, how it held me! An evil eye, if ever there was one. 
I blinked defensively and realised I was being grossly unfair to the poor 
creature. Assuredly, it hadn’t opted to finish up on a slab, a slither with ice, 
any more than I would’ve done.

I forced myself to look away from the severed head of that unhappy hake 
and took refuge in the New Zealand green mussels, before passing on to 
the Devon crab and the giant tiger prawns. What had drawn me to the fish 
counter in the first place, I have no idea. Janet and I have never been into 
seafood.

With the canniness of a wild animal that senses an approaching tsunami, 
my flesh crawled and I shuddered in anticipation. Almost immediately 
afterwards, she appeared, as if on cue. She’d paused halfway down the aisle 
to put some fruit into a plastic bag, and it was only then that I noticed the 
little weasel of a man trailing behind her wearing a long grey mac. I took 
cover behind a wall of breakfast cereals, peering through a gap between the 
Coco Pops and the All Bran. As the couple drew closer, I could see that she’d 
weathered the years marvellously. Her stilletos beat a clacking tattoo on the 
tiles as she stalked forward, her film star figure superbly set off by a kind 
of cloak and dagger outfit and scarlet and black. At seventeen she’d been 
stunning enough; she was even more electrifying now.

I’d just left a boys’ school and girls were still largely beyond my ken, so I was 
as callow as they come when I went to that fateful dance at the Grand. By 
half-past nine, I’d already smoked five of my ration of six Woodbines and 
was sitting out a couple of dances with a lager and lime, when I sensed that 
someone was looking at me. I don’t mean idly glancing, but really looking, 
downright staring in fact. I always used to get an odd tingling sensation 
when someone stared at me – a curious blend of guilt and excitement – but 
on this occasion, it was as if several thousand volts were surging through 
me.
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IF YOU KNEW JOSIE

By the time I felt able to meet her gaze, she was laughing and nudging the 
girl next to her. I imagined that she was laughing at me, and this angered 
me so much that I was able to stride out across the yawning savannah of 
the dancefloor, as I really meant business. When I asked her for the next 
dance, it was with the toneless gruffness of a police officer making an arrest. 
The friend eyed me suspiciously, but Josie, shimmering in an emerald green 
dress, gave me a deliciously knowing wink as she took my outstretched 
hand.

Girls took a little time to thaw in those far-off days – all part of being English 
and tinglish. Josie may have been English, but she wasn’t like that. Not one 
little bit. She moulded herself to me with sinuous abandon as we zoomed off 
to the strains of a rousing quickstep. I remember thinking that it was as if I’d 
taken some mind-bending drug; suddenly everything became unnaturally 
bright and clear.

Josie went in for earrings. That night she was wearing the dangly kind – tiny 
birdcages with canaries the size of fleas perched inside them. I shouldn’t 
have been a bit surprised if the little creatures had suddenly burst into song 
as they plunged and reared to Josie’s surging progress.

But of course, they didn’t, so Josie and I sang along instead, breathlessly 
and ecstatically, as we whirled round and round like frenzied dervishes, 
spiralling higher and higher on the magic carpet of desire.

And that was only the beginning…

I didn’t even have to ask her for her telephone number; she breathed the 
magic numbers into my ear as we swayed together in welded bliss for the 
last waltz, before she slipped away to the cloakroom as the band cranked 
itself up for the National Anthem. I wasn’t going to forget her in a hurry, 
that was for sure, but I was in mortal terror that I might not remember those 
vital digits. I spend the greater part of the following night chanting them to 
myself in agony of doubt as to whether I got them right. 

By the time I plucked up the courage to pick up the phone, I was in a 
horrible state of nerves. She answered straightaway, her voice low-pitched 
and seductively husky.

“Is that you, Melvyn?”

IF YOU KNEW JOSIE
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IF YOU KNEW JOSIE

Anger and disappointment welled up in my throat.

“Oh, come off it, Mel”, she continued, “none of that heavy breathing lark!”

I was about to hang up, but thought better of it by saying frostily, “I am not 
Melvyn, actually. I’m that chap you danced with on Saturday night.”

A gurgle of laughter.  “Chap answering to the name of Peter?

“Uh-huh, but look…”

“You want to know about the mysterious Melvyn, don’t you? I can tell.”

“Not particularly.”

More laughter. “I’ve known him for years actually…”

“I can’t quite see…”

“Poor old Pete! Shall I put you out of your agony? Mel’s my big bad brother, 
and I was expecting a call from him about now.”

“Your… your brother? Oh well, in that case…”

“Yes?”

“Josie, I was wondering if… if you’d like to go to the pictures. There’s this 
film on at the Regal?”

“Depends on what it is.”

“Don’t get the wrong idea – it’s… it’s called Yield to the Night.”

Later, Josie and I, snugly wedged at the back of the Regal, were far too 
busy yielding to the night ourselves to pay much attention to what was 
happening up on the silver screen. So what went wrong, for heaven’s sake? 
Cowardice, failure of nerve, battle of fatigue? Did she leave me, or was it the 
other way round? I can’t even remember. 
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IF YOU KNEW JOSIE

All I know is that at the time, I thought the only answer would be to join the 
Foreign Legion, yet somehow within a few short weeks I found myself at 
the Grand again dancing with a girl called Janet…
               ***
Quite what it was that unsettled me, I can’t say. I was in the middle of cutting 
the lawn at the time; up and down, up and down, leaving swathes of green 
velvet in my wake. Swooning heat, dappled shadows under the apple trees, 
the grandchildren playing hide and seek in the shrubbery, while Janet and 
my daughter-in-law lolled in deckchairs on the terrace. And then, without 
any warning, my heart misgave.

Josie started to haunt me in the small hours of the following morning. No 
ghost could have been more persistent or maddening. Not a day passed 
- certainly not a night - without her image shimmering like a will-o’-the-
wisp on the horizon of my mind, always in that jewel-green dress, always 
a-flutter with those birdcage earrings.

However, I defy any ghost worth its salt to push a trolley round a garishly-lit 
supermarket. I was still crouched behind my rampart of cereals when Josie 
turned round to speak to her partner. What a miserable specimen he was! 
Tinted glasses, tiny puckered mouth and pathetic little moustache. It wasn’t 
just that he was so ill-favoured, but he looked so appallingly hangdog and 
cowed in every way. He’d had all the stuffing knocked out of him. I heard 
her snap a sneering command and he scurried off towards the fish counter 
where no doubt the basilisk eye of the hake was waiting for him.

Janet bustled up beside me with her laden trolley. “Finished? You look as if 
you’ve seen a ghost, darling! The checkout over there’s free. Come on!”

Together we unloaded our shopping and I went through to the other end 
to pack our bags. I sensed that someone was staring at me and the familiar 
tingling sensation crept up my spine. It was Josie of course. Our eyes met 
and it was obvious that she was genuinely shocked; far more so than I was, 
because, after all, I’d had several minutes to get used to her reappearance in 
my life, whereas she hadn’t noticed me until now. With cruel spontaneity, I 
gave absolutely no sign of recognition, but simply looked through her. 

IF YOU KNEW JOSIE
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IF YOU KNEW JOSIE

After all, like true ghosts, she had no substance. And even as I looked 
through her and saw what lay on the other side, I knew what I had always 
known; she never had a brother called Melvyn, I was one of the many ships 
that had passed in the night, and never in a thousand years would I have 
been happy with her. 

“You’re dreaming again, Peter! You know the bacon goes in the freezer 
bag.”

I nodded, watching the scarlet, black figure vanishing down one of the 
aisles, and knowing that, waking or sleeping, I should never see her again.

Later, as I drove out of the car park, I cast a sidelong glance at Janet, as wily 
in her own way as Josie had ever been; after all, she’s always contended that 
she was determined to marry me from day one.

And I let her, didn’t I?

Marcus 20-15-25-14-05
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Hugh and I climbed a mountain in Brecon. 

We got lost and it wasn’t sunny and he didn’t 
Ask me much about my family but 
It was as perfect as things ever are. 

No one was there to hear us talk except the mountain,
Which listened quietly, humouring us 
As we imagined weird stuff happening 
Whilst making decisions that could change our lives 
For the better.

Being up a mountain can do that to a person.

We imagined zombies had taken over Abergavenny
We thought about what jobs we’d get in September 
Hugh spoke about going to Ecuador
And I vowed to stop watching Neighbours twice a day.

We thought about what it meant to appreciate life
As we squinted in the direction of England
We both admitted we liked Deal or No Deal 
We decided we wouldn’t get drunk on Tuesday nights anymore
And we wouldn’t slag people off for having annoying haircuts.

It started to rain.

Hugh produced a Kit-Kat I didn’t know he had
And gave me the broken half
I ate it like it was roast beef
And didn’t mention the Twix in my pocket

We passed a family, a lone hiker, 
Two old women and a dog
Who all said hello to us.

Being up a mountain can do that to a person.

BANK HOLIDAY MONDAY BANK HOLIDAY MONDAY

POEM
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We walked slowly on the way down
Stretching it out for as long as possible
Without discussion.

As the rain petered out to this insipid drizzle
Hugh chose that moment to give me his coat
It was red and it smelt like horses and fags and
We both knew that when we came down things would be 
The same.

We knew we’d still get drunk on Tuesdays  
Hugh wouldn’t leave his job at the Welsh Assembly 
We weren’t going to start smiling at strangers
And we knew there would be no zombies in Abergavenny.

And I think we were both more than a little disappointed

Molly 14-01-25-12-15-18

BANK HOLIDAY MONDAY

As song springs between
Soul and bitumen
Like the crack of antler
To love’s attack.

Each word now warrior
Must fight or fall
Before some kind of god.

Arjuna 14-05-21-13-01-14

POEM
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Other children dreamt of visiting enchanted lands and conjured-up 
imaginary friends. I dreamt of being able to fly and conjured up a pair of 
wings. 

As a child I envied Peter Pan, and I wasn’t embarrassed to admit that I 
resented Wendy. If he’d picked me instead of her, I wouldn’t have turned 
down the gift of eternal childhood and forever in Neverland. I would have 
jumped at the opportunity and snatched it right up. As it was, I was forced 
to settle for the tired pages of a second-hand book and content myself with 
the images it painted inside my head. I was still young enough to trust in the 
authenticity of fairytales; still held fast to that naïve belief that everything 
I desired was accessible to me. I could have my every heart’s desire, if only 
my heart and I desired it enough.  

We desired, hard and more than anything else, to escape the world, to make 
it shrink away to an insignificant black dot beneath rapidly rising feet. We 
wanted to swim up through the thick blue and grey of a British sky, give 
birth to a million intestinal butterflies, blow kisses at the startled birds, pull 
faces at the pinhead passengers all strapped up and bored in the metal 
machines, test the theory of gravity on planets other than the moon, pop 
into heaven and exchange pleasantries with God, munching on cucumber 
sandwiches and afternoon tea; and all this, before we turned ourselves 
around and headed for Neverland. We desired to escape my life, to fly away 
from it.
 
I can still picture those wings, if I screw up my eyes and concentrate very 
hard. I used to concentrate so hard, when I examined myself in front of 
the mirror I actually saw them there spread out behind me in a fan of 
glorious, thick-feathered white. Soft and downy, spanning the length from 
outstretched fingertip to outstretched fingertip, I could hide away deep 
inside of them or fly away with them whenever I felt the need to remove 
myself from the world.  But it was one thing to imagine having those wings, 
to spend hours locked away inside my own head. It would be so much 
better to actually own a pair, to turn those coveted appendages into a tactile 
reality. It would transform my life, making it a slightly more bearable place 
to exist within.  Aged five and three quarters, and already dependant on a 
long line of therapists and a monthly prescription of Prozac, I was a firm 
believer in magic, fantasy and sepia-tinted happy endings.

At present I was clinging, as if my little life depended upon it – and I guess, 
to some extent it did – to a happy ending all of my own, one that relied 
upon a certain pair of wings. 

A PAIR OF WINGS A PAIR OF WINGS
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A PAIR OF WINGS

I decided to be proactive and write a letter to the Tooth Fairy; surely she 
would know where I could get my hands on a pair of functioning wings, 
she might even surprise me with a generous donation. I wiled away a whole 
six months waiting for her to visit. Apparently, a certain enamel tender 
is a prerequisite for inter-species communication and, try as I might, my 
tender was neither generous nor forthcoming. When I finally received my 
visit, and subsequent reply, I was forced to accept some less-than-happy 
news: fairy wings are not generally made available to members of the homo 
sapient public, but since I had been so good and above-the-average brave 
up until this point in my short and blighted life, the Fairy Queen had been 
persuaded to bend the rules and make an exception: she would loan me the 
next available pair. 

A year later – after a frustrated wait, in which I lost both heart and hope 
– that pair arrived. They were a lot smaller than I had expected, roughly 
the size of a sycamore leaf; and they were fragile too, paper-thin and almost 
skeletal in appearance. I didn’t want to appear ungrateful; but these were 
not the requested organs of flight. They were far too small to be of any use 
to me, and they didn’t have any obvious abilities or magic powers. I tested 
them out on a few plastic volunteers. Most remained stubbornly earthbound. 
The braver ones met their deaths without ceremony. Disappointed, I locked 
them away in my jewellery box; they have had few outings since.  

Recently, I have taken them out and examined them: admired the effort 
that must have gone into their creation; smiled at the image of my father, 
with his face pressed up against the eye of a magnifying glass, straining to 
decorate that tiny, unappreciated leaf. My ungrateful response must have 
upset him, hurt him in ways only rejection from your own flesh and blood 
can. But, in my defence, I was still a child and my dreams had just been 
smashed.

I started to play the game after that; it was Peter Pan inspired. When you 
stripped back the carefully thought-out routine and the ritualistic manner in 
which it had to be performed, it came down to one thing: belief. If I believed 
enough, I could fly. Instead of an open window, I chose a flight of stairs. 
Not because I was lacking in the faith department, but because I believed a 
little room for experimentation, some more for the odd unavoidable failure 
or two, had to be a sensible thing. It had taken the Darling siblings in the 
story several attempts to master the technique, and they had a professional 
assisting them.  
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Nine times out of ten, I landed in a disappointed heap. Once I managed 
to land upright, body unscathed. But I never flew or came anywhere 
close. The disorientation of plummeting, limbs awkwardly flailing, down 
a flight of stairs, while my stomach was still suspended on the carpeted 
landing several feet above, is about as close as I have ever come to a genuine 
airborne experience. I only succeeded in testing my unconventional flight 
theory 10 times. After that my parents banned the game and all future talk 
of it, accusing me of delusion and deterioration into madness. They failed 
both to understand my twisted logic and to help me realise my dream.
  
I switched focus after that, exchanging the impossible for something within 
the realm of my grasp. Instead of fairies, I concentrated my energies on birds. 
These beautiful, elegant creatures fascinated me; I saw in them everything 
that I was not. On the ground, we may have shared certain similarities – ok, 
so their legs worked; but they were clumsy and inept like me. In the air 
though, they left me far behind. They were graceful, powerful, independent 
and free. I wished that I had been born a bird, been given the luxury of 
exchanging the gravity of the ground for the fluid freedom of the air. But I 
was old enough now to realise it was too late for that. There was about as 
much chance of my miraculously morphing into a bird or finding myself a 
pair of fully-functioning human-sized wings, as there was of me getting up 
out of my chair and walking.
 
Rather than giving up and becoming disheartened, I decided to fill my 
mind up with everything I could learn about them and use that information 
to build myself my own pair. I also persuaded my parents to buy me a 
parrot and occupied my down time watching him flip-flap about my room. 
But his aimless airborne antics soon saddened me and, tired of his tragic 
behaviour and the guilt I felt at imposing a life of imprisonment upon him 
– when, really, I should have known better – I opened my window and set 
him free. My predicament was inescapable. His was unnecessary and easily 
remedied.  

And that was it; my maturing mind bred nothing more than a pile of 
redundant dreams – all eventually shattered, each one as empty and  
hopeless as the last. Then I met Khenpo Kour, the Tibetan master, and 
everything changed. He woke me up to a previously unexplored part of 
myself, enabled me not just to see, but also to believe, in the existence of a 
better future. “God didn’t take away your legs,” he told me in one of our 
weekly sessions, “He gave you a pair of wings. It’s your responsibility to 
realise that and start using them.” So I did. I shed my desperate skin and 
poked my brand new head out into the world and took a great big gulp. 

A PAIR OF WINGS A PAIR OF WINGS



Enigma Magazine Issue 1 -  April 09 17
www.enigmacw.co.uk

A PAIR OF WINGS

Tentatively at first, scared of what I might find. But as my confidence grew, 
I managed to push myself further, fly higher. I became a different person, 
and with that different person came a whole new life. I learned how to 
embrace the world, how to make it work both for and with me. I wasn’t 
disabled anymore: I was enabled, empowered, free. God wasn’t punishing 
me. He wasn’t being cruel or unfair. By putting me in a chair he was giving 
me a gift, enforcing a different perspective on me. All I had to do was think 
outside the proverbial box.  

I signed myself up for an adventure weekend, deciding to try my hand at 
a selection of extreme sports; and now, with my wheels fighting a losing 
battle against a field thick with mud and my heart rate accelerating with 
each frightened breath, I was preparing to exit an airborne plane and entrust 
my life to an instructor I’d only just met and the whim of a turbulent sky. 
Finally, I was going to fulfil my dream. I was going to fly.  I was terrified. 
Previously, my idea of flying had been to actually own a pair of wings, to 
feel them flap at the air behind my back as they lifted me, inch by inch, 
from the ground. It would be safe. I would be in control. Here, I was several 
hundred feet in the air and climbing, and expected to willingly swap the 
security of an expertly crafted vehicle for a vaporous expanse of glowing 
sky. It was insane! You might as well have asked me to jump off the top of a 
building, or push myself out in front of a moving car.

At five, I might have been enthralled with the idea – it did bear an uncanny 
parallel to that scrawny child throwing herself down a flight of stairs; but 
now I failed to see the appeal. The fact that I had done several hours of 
intensive training, was strapped uncomfortably close to a professional and 
guaranteed a safe and breakage-free landing, was of little consequence or 
comfort.

I decided to tell the instructor I’d had a change of heart, that suddenly 
landing safely, my skydiving virginity still intact, was more important to me 
than proving a point and expanding upon the claustrophobic dimensions 
of my life. Then something in me snapped and that five-year-old self reared 
her head, refusing to let me speak up. Before, I knew what was happening 
I was in front of that hole, the wind beating hard against my face; and then 
we were outside the plane and all that was beneath and around us was air. 
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Together we fell, choking on a cocktail of fear and rapture. Together we 
flew, laughing and screaming profanities into the sky. It was amazing, 
breathtaking, exhilarating and unbelievable. It was everything I had been 
told it would be. And it was so much more. How could I have lived before 
this? How could I have wasted so much time? It scared me to think I could 
have died without even knowing what I’d missed.
  
That night, as I laid in bed and stared up at the familiar patch of damp 
greedily devouring my ceiling, I made a promise to myself and to God: 
I would change my life. And after I had finished implementing my own 
changes, I would help other people implement theirs. I had always pictured 
myself as a fallen angel, someone that God had been displeased with and 
consequently felt compelled to rebel. Now I was being shown that I really 
was an angel and that I had been all along. The thing that I had despised, 
thought disadvantaged me and had therefore allowed to hold me back, 
was actually the thing that set me apart. All I had to do was reach out and 
embrace it, learn how to make it work for me. 

The possibilities were endless, if only I set them free. I had always possessed 
that pair of wings: God had been present at my birth; they were his gift to 
me.

Arabella 18-15-19-05

A PAIR OF WINGS
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Slipping past the passers-by,
Sliding through the gate,
Round the corner and down the stairs,
He is London’s smoothest snake.

Never touching, never talking,
But always on the move,
This creature of the underground
Is instinctively in tune.

Like a 21st-century pickpocket,
He disappears onto trains,
From Leytonstone to Richmond
These tubes are in his veins.

He overtakes the suitcase
He swerves past the slugs,
The advertising billboards,
The multimedia drugs.

And when he finally rests
To close his eyes to sleep,
His mind is still racing,
So he starts counting sheep.

Daniel 19-1-22-05-18-25

TUBE SNAKE
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Dear Lord, let us pray
That I will have another great school day
Yesterday was a blast
We nearly had everyone in class
Our first lesson was Art; we had to finish our mobile
It was very hard to make so it did take a while
Our second lesson was Technology; we needed to sew together our purses.
One boy’s purse looked WAY BETTER than mine, CURSES!
Our last lesson was finishing off, when we had to finish everything. 
BOOHOO!
Meanwhile, one boy sang badly, which made another boy sing too!
So dear Lord, let us pray
That I will have another great school day
I make lots of friends at school
And that’s why I think school is REALLY cool!

Lucy 20-21-14

SCHOOL
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The synthetic shine of the bulb
Above lights the face of the
One he longs for so dearly.
Her eyes over-power him,
Leaving his muscles to
Overexcert themselves in order to
Prevent him from stumbling.
The occasional glance in
Her direction met with a
Mirror-reflected grin.
Each time an attempt to
Express words of disbelief
At it being the only
Mirror that did not make him
Shudder.

From the second he caught
Glimpse of her amongst the
Endless amount of lives, the world
Must have slipped around
Full circle, due to his stomach
Dropping a thousand metres.
Greeting her casually,
But inside the desire to lock
Her in his grasp. Away from the
Others. He wanted to escape.
He wanted her to feel likewise.
Their bond however, was
Strong. They could never
Argue. Yet why was neither courageous enough to
Release their feelings?

Rich 07-15-04-12-5-25

GREY AREA
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Hannah Jonas magically lifts her porcelain fingers and lightly scatters 
them about the keys. She is a sight for sore eyes, which browse beyond 
the heads of her flagrant Hyacinths and through two sun-dusted French 
windows. These decaying Edwardian follies frame Hannah in the light of 
an Impressionist vision, her gentle skin tones glossily painted in shades of 
strawberries and crème fraiche.

“Hmmmmm,” she muses over the contents of an electronic page. It stares 
back at her blankly. Straining for a theme to burst from the confused notes 
of a Feng Shui feature does not detract from the fact that she is at peace. 
Hannah’s daily meander naturally leads her mind from the juicy recesses 
of journalism to the blithe chill of London market shopping. Turning the 
tomato’s other cheek, she will prod and squeeze the flesh to test its density 
of goodness before tossing it into a favourite knap-sack. But ritually, 
between the hours of eleven and two, Hannah commits to flicking between 
an electric humming box that stings and the pageant of forms that idle, 
bottomless along her garden fence. 

Today the long lens of the magazine might find Ms. Jonas typically cushioned 
at her desk. She absent-mindedly rests her finger on the F key, creating an 
unwanted trellis of Fs down the page.

“Fffffffff... bother it!” she utters and sways into the kitchen to make a cup 
of tea doused with honey. Lazily letting the spoon swim around her potion, 
she is suddenly arrested by a flash of blue near the front gate.

“George,” she sighs. “Poor man, who do you belong to?” His perfect 
penguin body was uniformly clad in a dignified blue blazer and shielded by 
a baseball cap beak. Far too big for his crepe paper arms and pinball head, 
his blazer hid a generous hill of a belly and legs that click and buckle under 
it. If ever a man of sixty eight was going to give birth, George was. He was 
a walking miracle. Hannah saw the cosy horizontal patterns of his jumper 
stretched over a once romancing tie and her heart gaped out to hug him. 
He was doing it again: stopping, watching a spot on the pavement with 
concentration as if it had appeared like a crop circle in the dead of night to 
unsettle innocents. 

Once satisfied that his point of focus was not a threat to national security, he 
moved on… up the road; perhaps to the shop, perhaps he made it to the high 
street although this seemed unlikely. To add mystery to the conundrum, he 
unfailingly appeared on the good side of Clarendon road, reliably shuffling 
in the same direction.

GEORGE OF CLARENDON ROAD GEORGE OF CLARENDON ROAD
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GEORGE OF CLARENDON ROAD

Hannah fancied that herself and George were both automaton figures, 
designed to shift at relative right angles, as precisely as cuckoo clockwork. 
Then he saw her. Whenever he returned Hannah’s guilty gaze, as he so often 
did, it was always for the first time, as if he were watching her face age in 
magnified short spurts, forcefully propelling him backwards. “Maybe he 
feels that way about this street,” she ventured, “the shop and the tall houses 
must have had face-lifts since the seventies.” Her turn of musing guided her 
back into the loop of Feng Shui. Serenely, she recommenced.

It had been a typically fun morning. Sam thinks his Batman lunch box is 
outdated and needs to be replaced by Transformers, which is news to me 
because I remember watching Transformers with my niece one morning 
in 1987. Still, I’m sure the combined genius of Christina and I can find a 
solution. Emily is fine, which is slightly worrying in itself because God 
knows what sparks of confounded genius or confusion are occurring under 
all that thick, straight hair! Again, some clever cajoling required from myself 
and C. Christina is going to visit her own clan in Wood Green today. I very 
much hope that she doesn’t feel like the ghost of some girl “in service”and is 
enjoying our quirky routine. I like the idea that she’d throw a Mediterranean 
scowl in my direction if she felt chained to my brood or the kitchen sink; 
which was never cleaner. Dithering over the Feng Shui article was fine. 

The thing is, it is quite a lofty order to find originality in something that’s 
been hanging around for thousands of years. Mind you, you can do yoga in 
a sauna now and kill two birds and yourself in the process, so I surrender. 
And then I saw George in the same mid-morning slot. The pigeons didn’t 
bat an eye. I think they like him. Of course he’s feral too, I suppose, if not 
a bit more approachable. I drank capacious amounts of tea to drown the 
inactivity in my working mind, so much so that I had to do that irritating 
thing - unlock, lock and unlock the door to cross the road for a pint of the 
white stuff. It always tastes different from that shop, like they’ve milked 
dogs for cheapness. 

“Oh I’m so sorry, so sorry,” I said incompetently as he clung to the milk as 
an anchor. What I wanted to say was, “Where do you live? I’ve seen you 
walking… do you like it around here? Does anyone pop in on you to see 
that you’re all right?”
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“Errrrrr, the dentist, the dentist told me…” he replied, trying to gather his 
sailor’s legs.

“Oh um, ohhh the milk, yes, calcium’s always a safe bet for good teeth,” I 
spluttered.

He shook his head fervently as if I had blasphemed; I cursed inwardly and 
automatically opted for a different approach.

“What is it, then?”

He held his jaw as if I had lodged it out of place with a hammer instead of 
softly bouncing off the precipice of his chest.

“Teeth hurt me.”

Bless his heart, he was obviously experiencing some kind of tooth ache 
and to rub poison into the wound I had come along and upset his bodily 
compass. He breathed, exasperated at me, as his eyes executed a 360-degree 
scan of the street. If he wasn’t dizzy before, he certainly was now. I took 
possession of him.

“You’re coming with me to find some pain killers and a chair.” 

I linked George’s arm in mine. He was silent as I pulled him across the road 
to the house, his mouth hanging open as if blowing the cobwebs from his 
tonsils while scooping up new thoughts. 

“Behold.” As I returned from the kitchen with two rounds of toast, some 
milky coffee and three Paracetamol, he beamed from the chair where he’d 
neatly squeezed.

“Something to dull the pain,” I teased.

“What a love! What a love!” He banged his fist insistently on the table with 
a toothy grin.

“I know, tell my husband that.”

“Where’s he?” He leaned over to follow my train of thought.

“Asia. Best place for him.”

GEORGE OF CLARENDON ROAD GEORGE OF CLARENDON ROAD
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GEORGE OF CLARENDON ROAD

Lost in chuckles of malevolent glee, I knocked the fruit bowl over and 
caused a cascade of primary orbs across the floor. As I practised curling 
oranges and lemons on a tiled pitch he laughed. All this smiling was a side 
I hadn’t seen and it was beautiful, as if he’d shed a heavy skin to shine a 
healthier pink, despite the coffee coloured enamel. We talked in proud facts 
about what my name was, what his was…

“Amon!” he barked like a sincere preacher, retrieving my sense of 
adventure.

“Do you live here?”

“Yes please!” he lisped through an even broader grin. “Lovely house.”

“Thank you. You’re a gentleman.”

“And you’re … an angel.”

I’m unsure whether it was bashfulness or reverie that propelled a small 
puddle of liquid laughter to trickle from Amon’s trouser leg. 

She let me use her toilet you see… and it was nice because it was all lemon 
and white, with nice thick paper and a knitted lady like they used to have 
on the roll. But then I heard the little one making noises from downstairs, 
being rowdy, and before I reached the end of the landing she was in front of 
me, had run, run all the way up and looked at me. Oh it was awful, awful;  
all that screaming…and her red face. 

So I went downstairs to tell Hannah but couldn’t get it out and there was 
another young woman looking as if I was out of place. 

But she wouldn’t have it. Then the little one came in and Hannah introduced 
us, which was oh, very nice.

“Emily, Christina, this is my friend Amon.” she said. “He’s going to come 
and have lunch tomorrow, when you’ll be back at school, young lady. Amon 
has a headache too, Emily.”
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I didn’t like the sound of the little lady not being at school because of a 
headache, so I picked her up and flew her around the room a bit.
“More Amon, I want to fly heheheheheh.” She was laughing so much,        
I felt drunk and tired with the giggles myself.

“So your headache’s gone, Em?” Hannah was giving Emily a real look. But 
she didn’t make her go to school again. No. I felt embarrassed that I’d picked 
her up without asking so I put her down and started to move off, to leave.

“Amon, would you like to come tomorrow and help me a bit like you did 
today?”

She came towards me and gave me a straight look. I said yes because I 
didn’t want to not see Hannah and Emily again. But I still didn’t know what 
it was I did to help.

Tamsin 06-12-15-23-05-18

GEORGE OF CLARENDON ROAD
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Jamie was lost. Not just lost on a street, lost on a street she went on every 
morning. It was strange. She had been sent to get fresh milk; warm ham 
and a crusty brown loaf of bread, the same routine she did every Monday. 
Yet, she was lost. She hadn’t found the shop yet, maybe she took a wrong 
turning, or maybe she went too far. Jamie looked back. Viro Lane was 
behind her, but instead of four shops there were four roads, all narrow 
and surrounded by trees. If you stepped into one, you wouldn’t be able to 
see the others.

Jamie was puzzled, the food shop was the last shop on the street, the fourth. 
But the fourth road seemed colder as she entered. Jamie was shocked and 
ran out, as she left the sun shone again and it was summer. The third road 
was colourful but it seemed that fresh rain fell off the trees and it had been 
a heat wave that month. The second was filled with flowers, yet the rain 
still trickled lightly.

The first road was the one Jamie picked. It was hot, but sheltered. Once 
Jamie got a taste of the heat, she couldn’t resist the warm sensation. So 
she followed the winding path until she reached utter darkness. Suddenly 
four lanterns burst into flame.

One had soothing light, one that could soften a bully’s mood. Another was 
so bright that it was hard to look at. The third was dim, with butterflies 
waltzing beside it. The last was faint and unwelcoming. Above the lanterns 
a banner read:

“Pick your lantern, each will guide you to a never seen before land, each 
different…”

Jamie picked the one with the soothing glow and wandered on. After a few 
minutes Jamie could hear noises, hoofs. All different sizes. Quickly, she 
ran forward. To her surprise there was a pink door, shimmering before her. 
Nervously, she turned the handle and ten newborn lambs bounced on top 
of her, knocking her flat and unconscious.

When Jamie came around, there was a videogames console in front of her 
and four games: a racing game, a family simulation, a colourful dancing 
simulation and a sword game. Cautiously, Jamie slotted the racing game 
into the console and the whole world whizzed around her. 

A TRUE DOSE OF VIRTUAL REALITY



Enigma Magazine Issue 1 -  April 0928
www.enigmacw.co.uk

Unexpectedly, eleven other characters appeared in front of her and Jamie 
was on a motorbike.

“God, you’re kidding me!” she gasped as the siren sounded.

“AAAHHHHH!” She screamed as she bashed into a box, which disappeared. 
“Oh.” she looked down, a banana peel in her hand. “Yuck!” she gasped and 
flung it behind her. There was a wail as an unfortunate character went 
into it.

“Sorry!” She called out, “AAAHHHHH!” she screamed again. As she rode 
over rainbow platforms, making her go faster than she wanted.

“First lap completed!” A voice rang out.

Another box led to more surprises. Jamie threw shells, became a rocket and 
became invincible, for about ten seconds. As she completed her lap, the 
circuit went black.

Jamie woke up, surrounded by people and police.

It turned out that she had been hit by a motorbike skidding out of control. 
Jamie focused on a policeman, his skin melting and then rejoining as he 
spoke.

Everything seemed a blur. She woke up the next day, her face had aged 
about six years.

“MUUUM!” she shouted.

“I’m sorry love, you’ve been out of a ... long, deep sleep,” Jamie’s mum 
smiled as if everything was fine and couldn’t say the word that would make 
everything different.

It was fine though, she thought. Jamie always remembered those choices, 
because that’s what she always had. She could, cry, smile, hear it from the 
doctor or act as if nothing had happened. And it hadn’t, because in Jamie’s 
mind, she is still eleven even though she wakes up and she’s something 
else.

Tazzie 11-08-09-14

A TRUE DOSE OF VIRTUAL REALITY
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Peace slowly infused into his mind.

The sun’s dramatic slant opened his field of vision to the Elysium that 
sprawled before him. Time was irrelevant. The future was a distant haze, 
the past cloudy and insignificant: all was focused on the here and now.

Pure, gleaming, the way nature intended-the way it should always be: never 
to change, never to deteriorate. No other area in the world could compare to 
this. His deepest confessions and matters of the soul were welcome here. 

Silence hung a veil over the scene, except the beautiful sounds of nature 
that hit his ears. Soft soothing sighs enveloped him with a blissful sense of 
warmth, of belonging. Now thoughts were irrelevant. All he could do now 
was to drink in the sights and texture of his heaven. 

The contrasts of rough and smooth, constantly overflowing; every curve of 
the landscape he convened; not hungrily, not in a mad rush of passion; in 
admiration. There was the knowledge that here could love and be loved.

They coexisted.

This was his home.

The girl smiled and gently brought her lips to his.

Bliss.

Suze 07-18-01-25

HOME
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There are paintings she has not seen.
She knows my brushes are dry as onion husk.
 
Sometimes visions self-illuminate and fade. 
A one-dimensional slide show. Sometimes
 
They visit me, or I conjure them as I lay my head,
Close my eyes. One tastes of beetroot;
 
A great tombstone of weight interred in brown,
Smelling of English leaves in the quiet
 
After rain. A fructified painting. A hard bicep 
Grating to the greater call of gravity.
 
Canvases wait for this and others, far away
In my brief adopted land, white primed, 
 
Waiting for personality like an unused bath, 
Blind as a white cataract with a gulf,
 
An ocean that separates the dimensions,
The colour from the pigment. She has only seen
 
Some parts of me: my vision of her, traced 
Outlines of all those dogs she has and an unfinished 
 
Garden over potato clouds raining tears.

Graham 02-21-18-03-08-05-12-12

POEM WITH STILL LIFE
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Hallowing trees rooted to the ground
Shake their lonely branches.
Bushes surrounding the 
Streets and pathways,
Push out their spiky leaves.
Water lily pads are floating gracefully on 
The gleaming still waters.
The rosebuds shine with
The reddest red beauty.
The tall green grass
Stands high and tickles,
Beneath the bare feet.
The sunflowers are
Brazing with the richest gold.
The bluebells sway with
The first summer breeze 
The tulips open wide,
They are no longer small little buds.
Lavender and rosemary have a gift, 
To spray their heavenly scents. 
Waterfalls drops their 
Refreshing wonders.
The rainforests spread
Their luscious greens.
The gardens are filled
With peace and tranquillity.

Neelam 19-08-01-08

NATURE
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There’s always a story behind a story, and the beauty behind them is that 
they’re all different, even if many similarities are shared. Enigma Magazine 
would love to hear your story no matter your age, education or career.

I started wanting to write from about six years old in the typical writer-
spiel way. My primary school encouraged literacy in all its forms and the 
sessions we had writing up, illustrating and binding our own story books 
each year were what I waited for probably more eagerly than Christmas. 
The subjects I wrote about evolved from a visit in a pet shop to the trials 
of a time-travelling wizard’s apprentice in just two years. I really enjoyed 
expanding my writing and was met with encouragement. Because of this, 
I often write everthing from magic realism and romance to contemplations 
of the most mundane of things, depending on how I feel. Were your schools 
like this? I’d be very interested to know.

I kept writing my way into high school with mainly novels, with a painful 
patience that I wish matured with age recently as I only seem to manage 
writing short flashes of poetry and prose. I miss that character development 
and dialogue, even the struggle to rein in your characters before they start 
displaying rebellion and doing things out of character like a rogue teenager 
that comes with longer pieces. Despite that, however, there is a beauty in 
poetry that prose fails to have and can be a work of art even before you look 
at the words in front of you. Every medium has its merits. 

My love for creative writing culminated in my taking the subject as a degree 
at Brunel University alongside English, where I first had my proper taste 
of poetry and journalism. Workshops now did not become a chore but a 
worthwhile experience, as most of my writing was mainly a solitary exercise. 
However, this is not purely a love story. Like most people studying English 
and especially creative writing, there is the occasional sneer or deriding 
comment thrown at them, but I’ve never regretted taking the course. In fact, 
this led me to edit Engzine, an online magazine that helps English students 
realise their vocational potential. Are there any English students who have 
gone through the same thing, or have been praised for taking it? 

It takes creativity, effort, patience and a strong will of mind to write 
expressively and I believe that it’s a worthwhile and therapeutic exercise 
that should be encouraged. 

WHAT’S YOUR STORY?   WHAT’S YOUR STORY?
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  WHAT’S YOUR STORY?

Having said that, there are so many novels that I have started only to 
conceive another idea and leave it languishing in a desk or computer folder; 
it’s a real mental tower of endurance, and if you want to be published, the 
writing can be arguably the easiest part.

So writers, be proud in what you scribe, type or even scrawl, because it is 
such a tough exercise to express what you really want from mind to paper. 
Combinations of these that can persuade, inform and influence a person’s 
life forever. It’s a terrifyingly brilliant power to have.

Susan Gray,
Editor

If you’d like to share your literary journey, please e-mail the following 
to: editor@enigmacw.co.uk or by post to Enigma, 41 Floral Street, Covent 
Garden, London WC2E 9DG.

Features should be from 500 to 800 words and can be submitted throughout 
the year.
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TURN YOUR INSIDE OUT

Becoming healthy is a seemingly straightforward goal, and yet something 
many of us struggle our entire lives to achieve. Where do we even begin to 
find that elusive peace of mind so often cited by therapists and self-help 
books? I would argue that the best place to start is with yourself. 

Not so long ago, I was in a pretty bad place emotionally, suffering from 
depression and anxiety. Relying on pills to function, I was only half present 
and sleeping excessively. Fearing my ability to cope in the world, and having 
come to view my company as feeble, I seldomly left the house and refused 
to see anyone. It took all of my reserves of energy just to stand upright, and 
even then I only shuffled from bed to bathroom and back. I couldn’t read. 
I couldn’t write. I couldn’t even listen to the radio. Naturally creative, I felt 
like I had been imprisoned inside my own head. 

I can’t remember exactly when, but I woke up one morning and realised that 
I was stuck in this negative cycle and had been for a while. Determined to 
break out of it before it became the story of my life, I began to see a therapist. 
Having someone to talk about it and understanding the background to my 
condition helped, but I was still a long way from where I needed to be and  
growing impatient.

Having researched the creative therapies and applied the techniques of 
both journal and poetry therapy to my writing, I decided to set myself a 
project: something small and accessible that I could carry with me at all 
times, something to accompany me on this journey and bear testament to 
it afterwards. I started to write a thought diary and filled it with personal 
essays, poetry and prose, using it to explore my mind instinctively rather 
than rationally.

Although initially hindered by depleted self-confidence and lack of drive, 
with perseverance I confronted each new obstacle and fought my way 
through. Writing freely without editing and trusting myself were the key 
to this process. Only by really listening to myself and documenting what I 
had to say, without judgement, could I hear what needed to be expressed 
and honour it. Gradually, by switching my medication to regular doses of 
reading and writing, and by making a conscious effort to be a better mother 
to myself, I exited the dark box I had inhabited and climbed the long ladder 
back to life. In the end, this vehicle for a metaphorical step back became all 
I needed to locate those first tentative steps on the road to self-knowledge, 
self-acceptance and self-love. 

TURN YOUR INSIDE OUT
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TURN YOUR INSIDE OUT

As my faith in this process deepened, my desire to share it with others 
grew, and it was in this spirit that Inside Out was formed. A new breed of 
literary arts magazine, Inside Out is led by the belief that creativity has a 
subtle but powerful therapeutic potential, we believe that through writing 
or participating in any form of art we develop a clearer understanding of 
ourselves. 

Half of the magazine is submissions, while the other half explores the types 
of creative therapies available through interviews, articles, workshops and 
reviews. Our first two issues feature Blake Morrison, Andrew Motion and 
Wendy Cope, and reveal the importance of creativity in their lives. 

As demonstrated by my own story, creativity has more to offer than just 
the opportunity to educate, stimulate and excite its audience. It is also an 
incredibly powerful way of coping with and overcoming the inevitable 
difficulties life throws up. By helping to develop a strengthened sense of 
perspective, it leads the way to increased levels of self-confidence, self-worth 
and self-esteem. By focusing on self-care and the expression of emotions it 
puts the individual in the driving seat, providing them with the skills to 
help themselves. 

The idea that creativity can be beneficial for personal development is not 
new, and history holds many examples of writers and artists who have used 
their work as part of a therapeutic journey. D.H. Lawrence once claimed 
that, “one sheds one’s sicknesses in books and in the process of creating, 
repeats and presents one’s emotions to be master of them”. Isabel Allende 
used memoir to overcome the death of a child. Penelope Shuttle dedicated 
a whole collection of poetry for grieving her husband. Spike Milligan 
wrote to survive depression. Frida Kahlo painted out the pain of a physical 
disability. 

Yet, despite its long history, the use of literature as therapy has only recently 
begun to be recognised, and there is still no official accreditation in this 
country for those who wish to practice it professionally. There are, however, 
a growing number of texts available on the subject from organisations such 
as the National Association for Poetry Therapy, many of them written for 
those encountering and wishing to work through emotional difficulty.
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TURN YOUR INSIDE OUT

Writing therapy currently falls into three main categories: creative writing 
therapy, poetry therapy and journal therapy. It operates on the concept that 
there are certain things that cannot be said but can be written and writing 
can allow access to these things by opening up a dialogue with the inner 
self. Redrafting allows pieces to be further explored and analysed until 
some sort of meaning starts to emerge. 

Bibliotherapy, in contrast, focuses on reading rather than writing, believing 
that forming an affiliation with the characters and situations found within 
a text can provide reassurance to the reader: they are not the first to suffer; 
others have experienced and overcome similar hardship. 

For some, reading or writing alone will be sufficient to work through their 
problems. Others may need to partner it with medication or work alongside 
a therapist.

Those with acute mental distress should not practise this process without 
first seeking advice from a professional. 

The creative therapies offer an alternative to traditional methods of medicine 
and psychiatry, providing individuals with the tools to play a more active 
role in their recovery, starting from the inside and working out. This is an 
exciting development and one that is long overdue. 

For further details, or to buy or submit to Inside Out, see 
www.myinsideout.co.uk or e-mail editor@myinsideout.co.uk. 

Rebecca 01-20-08-05-18-20-15-16
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Enigma will attempt to reflect the wide variety of today’s creative writing, 
from works by published authors to poetry from school children. We want 
to show that anyone with a pen and paper can write and improve by seeing 
their work alongside others. 

Why “Enigma”? 

All work will be identified by a code, rather than a name. The code can be 
referenced simply with the alphabet, but our aim is that all work should be 
read without prejudice on its first read. 

Submission guidelines

Up to three poems/short stories/short scripts ( up to 3,000 words max.). 

Features

What’s your story?

No matter what background, aspirations or goals in the literary world, 
Enigma Magazine would be delighted to hear your story for this quarterly 
feature. The limit is 300 to 500 words.

Submissions should be sent to editor@enigmacw.co.uk or by post to Enigma 
Magazine, 41 Floral Street, Covent Garden, London WC2E 9DG entitled 
“What’s your story?”

Enigma is published by CAARE (The Council for the Advancement of Arts, 
Recreation and Education), a registered charity that promotes the benefits 
of participation in the arts and physical activity.

SUBMISSION GUIDELINES
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Enigma Magazine is currently being published by the London charity 
CAARE (The Council for the Advancement of Arts, Recreation and 
Education), who have now acted as a guardian for arts and sports in 
Britain for over 10 years. Protecting Britain’s cultural interest, the charity 
often undergoes political campaigns, archives and researches information 
regarding the mental and physical wellbeing of the nation.

The founder, operatic and orchestral conductor Denis Vaughan, the initial 
driving force and founding father of the National Lottery in Britain, set up 
a funding foundation for arts and sports. He has also been mentioned as 
‘the man who brought more money to sport than anyone else in the 20th 
Century.’  CAARE is the only charity to monitor Lottery spending on good 
causes, and over time the distribution of Lottery funds have changed and 
have been used for other purposes. CAARE’s main ethos is to widen access 
and participation in arts and sports to the Lottery’s full potential. In this 
way, the Lottery must be protected to serve its paying public personally. 

In the past year, articles about CAARE and Denis Vaughan have had a 
wide range of media coverage including The Times, The Daily Mail, The 
Scotsman and Time Out magazine. CAARE also runs a journal with news 
in arts, sports, film and music at www.caare.wordpress.com.

Enigma Magazine is only one of their projects to spread awareness of arts 
and sports for the public. To find out more about current and past projects, 
visit www.caare.co.uk.

THE CHARITY BEHIND THE MAGAZINE



QUESTIONNAIRE

 1. Please tick here if you enjoyed this copy of Enigma:

 2. Please tick against the content that you enjoyed reading the most:

     Poetry:

     Short Stories:

     Features:

To take the main survey, visit the website www.enigmacw.co.uk.



Helping to bring your piece to the literary puzzle, Enigma Magazine is a literary platform 
for schools, universities and societies as well  as amateur and professional writers.
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