“IOAT "S,IedX MON "ISIOM

"op 01
[[13S PeY oM JeyMm pue auop

pey am Jeym paje[dwaluod am
se Surroarys sn Suraes] “mydns
pue ssid jo uorsojdxa ue ur
pateaddestp 11 ‘umep 1y [[oY ul
sn pajreme JeY3 soruogde Y1 pue
9T pPInoMm am moy [re3ap asaid
ur sn 3ur[[ol ‘pus uo SINOY JI0J
sn e sonmejoad jeds 1 ‘Y103
pue Usof JO ssewr Juryseryl y

‘Jydruprui 1e
UOWOP 9} PAUOWWINS [ION

dIANYXTTY WOL A9
NOW3d

WRITING PROMPT:

Bait

QUIZ

1. George Eliot was the pen name for which

author ?

2. A Harry Potter TV series is coming. But
who was originally set to play the eponymous

movie hero?

3. How many detective novels did Agatha

Christie write?

4.1In 1998 John Evans broke the world record
for balancing a single column of books on his

head. How many books?

5. "After all, tomorrow is another day’ is the

closing line of which Pulitzer-winning novel?
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ENDINGS
BY LAURA BURTON

She longs to see your face
Drained of colour, split in two.
Absence and fondness
Twisted in turn.

About TYPE!
TYPE! is a bookmark magazine made by
curious creatives Inquisitive Type.
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THE COMMON EDGE
BY MADELEINE WRIGHT

On the edge of the Common I stand,
Breathing,

Counting the shades of brown

That are beautiful because they held life and
then,

When it was right, let go.

And I watch a woman, hidden in her merlot
knitted hat,

Creased by the loves and unloves of long life,
Fumble for a glove in her bag and

I hope I grow like her -

That I wear winter solitude with pink nails.

I hope I take the wind in my stride and raise
the corners of my lips to the grey skies.

A pram rolls by nestling a pair of matching
little faces,

Who have each other, and maybe a vast life,
but who are we to promise?

A lump swells in my throat,

pulsing with everything: the way life goes,
And how the millionbrowns will crumble and
the woman will drink tea alone.

Still breathing. Still stood.

My fingers are numbing but I can’t turn my
back

So I walk the length of the Common and all
the way round until

I'm falling back into the sofa that sinks to the
shape of me,

And pick up a pen

As the sun shoves the grey to one side.

I'M ON A TRAIN
BY MARK HARVEY LEVINE

Two people in separate areas of the stage.
They don’t look at each other.

TYLER I imagine you sitting there.
MADISON I’'m on a train.

TYLER As you stare out the window, you
mentally tell me what you’re seeing.

MADISON I send it to you with my mind.

TYLER And somehow ... receive it... I
can hear it.

MADISON Houses... little towns...
TYLER Yes.

MADISON And then fields and farms...
TYLER Any cows?

MADISON Yes, lots of cows.

TYLER I like cows.

MADISON I know.

TYLER And sheep. Any sheep?

MADISON Not yet. Woah! Suddenly, a
Buddhist Temple.

TYLER Really?

MADISON Wasn’t expecting that.
TYLER Yeah, seriously.

MADISON Now a lot of farm houses...
barns...

TYLER And we continue on this way for
a while.

MADISON A real honest-to-gosh grain
silo...

TYLER You tell me everything you see.
MADISON Oh, horses.

TYLER And you’re not gone.
MADISON A little country store.
TYLER You never died.
MADISON “Homemade cider!”
TYLER You’re just on a trip.
MADISON Corn fields...

TYLER You're just on a train.
MADISON Rusty tractors...
TYLER You're just on a train.

Lights fade on the sound of a distant train.

LOVE
BY SCOTT DAVIES

When she first lies down in bed, not when she
gets in bed, when she first lies down in bed,
she, and she does this every time. Every time
she first lies down in bed. And, by the way, not
once has she not done this. But every time.
Every time that she lies down in bed, after she
finishes her routine of checking her phone
that she just spent the last hour checking
downstairs, and just after she does a quick
Sudoku puzzle, when she lies herself down
ready to go to sleep. Each and every night the
same routine. It’s just as she lies down and
cocks one knee up to the side. To my side. She
cocks her knee up to my side so that it digs
into my back the whole night. It’s right then,
after the routine of the phone, the Sudoku,
taking off her glasses and cocking her knee

up into, if 'm lucky, my back. Sometimes I'm
not so lucky. Sometimes it’s not my back. But
every single night after she does all of these
things. The phone, the Sudoku, the glasses,
the knee, the sip of blackcurrant cordial and
changing out of one set of pyjamas reserved
for sitting around in into the set reserved for
sleeping. Right after all of this. That’s when
she does it.

Sometimes I miss it because I'm in my office
or downstairs when she goes to bed. But I
know that as sure as a tree in an empty forest
makes a noise as it falls, that she is in our bed
following this routine. And she does it every
night. When she first lies down in bed, right
after all of this, she farts.



