
About T
YPE!

TYPE! is a bookm
ark m

agazine m
ade 

by curious creatives Inquisitive Type.

O
ur thanks to Liam

 G
illies for the 

above illustration.
____

W
e w

ant to share your w
ork.

G
et in touch!

george@
inquisitivetype.com

@
Bookm

arkTYPE
sum

m
er 2021

issue #2

WRITING PROMPT:
Injustice

QUIZ

1. W
hich classic satire sees G

eorge 
O

sborne exposed as useless w
ith 

m
oney and w

om
en, and then shot?

2. In w
hich country is G

raham
 G

reene’s 
The Q

uiet Am
erican set?

 3. Pechorin is the anti-hero in w
hich 

Russian classic by M
ikhail Lerm

ontov?

4. W
hich fam

ous adventure features 
The Adm

iral Benbow
 Inn? 

5. W
hich crim

e author created The 
C

ontinental O
p?

1. 
Va

ni
ty

 F
ai

r /
 2

. V
ie

tn
am

 /
 3

. A
 H

er
o 

O
f O

ur
 T

im
e 

/ 4
. T

re
as

ur
e 

Is
la

nd
 / 

5.
 D

as
hi

el
l H

am
m

et
t

SP
RI

NG
 T

ID
E

BY
 S
EL
IN
A 
WI
SH
AR
T

W
hi

te
-t

ip
pe

d 
w

av
es

 ro
ll 

in
 

hy
pn

ot
ic

al
ly

 c
ha

rg
in

g 
an

d 
re

tr
ea

tin
g,

Bu
ffe

te
d 

by
 w

in
d 

gu
st

s 
lik

e 
sp

ar
ri

ng
 

fe
nc

er
s.

 
Pe

bb
le

s 
an

d 
sa

nd
 a

nd
 tr

an
sl

uc
en

t g
re

en
 

se
aw

ee
d,

 
Sw

ir
l a

nd
 s

w
im

 in
 th

e 
gl

is
te

ni
ng

 s
ea

-
sp

ra
y.

Se
ag

ul
ls

 s
w

oo
p 

an
d 

gl
id

e,
 

Se
ar

ch
in

g 
an

d 
so

ar
in

g 
pl

ay
fu

lly
.

A 
lo

ne
 s

ur
fe

r w
hi

sp
er

s 
al

on
g 

ru
sh

in
g 

br
ea

ke
rs

,
An

d 
di

sa
pp

ea
rs

 in
to

 s
w

ay
in

g 
bl

ue
-g

re
y 

va
lle

ys
.

Sl
ee

k 
do

ts
 s

ur
fa

ce
 b

y 
a 

ro
ck

y 
is

la
nd

,
Li

qu
id

 b
la

ck
 e

ye
s 

pe
er

 c
ur

io
us

ly
.

Al
l d

iv
e 

in
to

 th
e 

de
ep

 in
 a

n 
eff

er
ve

sc
en

t
Sp

la
sh

.

SE
LF

-S
UF

FI
CI

EN
CY

BY
 M
AR
TH
A 
PA
TT
ER
SO
N

Af
te

r a
 tu

m
ul

tu
ou

s 
di

vo
rc

e,
 tw

o 
re

be
lli

ou
s 

ki
ds

, a
 fo

re
cl

os
ed

 h
om

e,
 

an
d 

as
so

rt
ed

 o
th

er
 tr

ou
bl

es
 o

f a
 ra

th
er

 
pe

rs
on

al
 n

at
ur

e,
 h

er
 n

ew
 lo

ve
r, 

Ri
ck

, 
st

ol
e 

va
lu

ab
le

 fa
m

ily
 je

w
el

s 
fr

om
 h

er
 

be
dr

oo
m

 c
he

st
 o

f d
ra

w
er

s.
   

U
nw

ill
in

g 
to

 fo
rg

iv
e 

an
d 

fo
rg

et
, s

he
 

pr
es

se
d 

ch
ar

ge
s.

 N
ow

 h
e 

w
ro

te
 to

 h
er

 
fr

om
 ja

il 
– 

co
ul

d 
sh

e 
gi

ve
 h

im
 a

 s
ec

on
d 

ch
an

ce
?

“N
o,

” 
sh

e 
th

ou
gh

t –
 h

e’
d 

be
en

 to
o 

co
nfi

de
nt

 o
f h

er
 lo

ve
 –

 a
nd

 s
he

’d
 a

lw
ay

s 
be

en
 to

o 
tr

us
tin

g 
an

d 
ca

ug
ht

 u
p 

in
 

‘fa
ith

’.

Sh
e 

bu
rn

ed
 h

is
 le

tt
er

s,
 s

at
is

fie
d.

 A
t 

la
st

 s
he

 w
as

 d
is

ce
rn

in
g 

an
d 

fr
ee

. L
ik

e 
a 

w
ild

, h
un

te
d 

bi
rd

, e
sc

ap
ed

 fr
om

 
a 

fo
w

le
r’s

 s
na

re
.

RU
LE

 O
F 

SI
X

Bo
rn
. 
Li
ve
d.
 D
ie
d.
 

Bu
t 
ne
ve
r 
lo
ve
d.

MA
RT
IN
 K
EA
DY

Cr
yi
ng
 o
ve
r 
my
 

pe
ac
oc
k 
an
d 
ch
ip
s.

CA
LU
M 
EC
RO
YD

In
su
rr
ec
ti
on
. 

I 
mu
ch
 p
re
fe
rr
ed
 

Fi
rs
t 
Co
nt
ac
t.

TR
AC
Y 
DA
VI
DS
ON

Ma
n 
se
ek
s 

co
mp
an
io
n 
- 
fo
r 

tw
el
ft
h 
ti
me
.

BI
LL
Y 
MO
RT
ON

Wh
at
 a
re
 y
ou
 w
ai
ti
ng
 f
or
? 

Su
bm
it
 a
n 
en
tr
y!
 



She was one of those women 
You know 
She had that face 
You know 
The kind they sell nice soft things 
with (And some of the not so nice) 
And what was her 
It was one of those names 
What was

And she lived in this house 
The white house us kids called it 
Right at the top of the street 
And 
My mum always said 
There goes Jackie Kennedy 
And I think my mum 
She’d never say it 
She’d never say a bad word about 
anybody 
Heart of gold 
But she’d nibble her pinky 
And then you’d know 
And I remember once we saw 
What was 
Let’s call her Jackie 
It was at Tesco 
And I remember it because you didn’t 
see her out often
She was a recluse her husband too 
And she was in the veg aisle and she 
was trying to pick up one of those 
A pepper 
I think 
(Or was it) 
Only her fingers had splints and she 
couldn’t quite-

I gave her a hand and dropped it 
in her basket
But she didn’t
Not a word of thanks 
Gave me a look like- 
Then stalked off 
My mum damn near nibbled her 
pinky right off

We didn’t see Jackie around much after 
She went to stay with a relative 
Or at least that’s what we heard 
At least that’s what he 
Her husband 
Nasty man 
He’d always 
He’d rev his car at us kids when we 
were playing-
And
My fiancé 
He says 
Why d’you always think about such 
horrid things eh
But 
I just 
You just think 
Why did she 
You know 

Stay 
Why didn’t she 
Run out the door not up the stairs 
that’s what you learn from those 
horror films 
Run out the door 
And I 
Sometimes I have this dream and in it 

I have to pack everything before- 
You know the essentials 
Passport 
Toothbrush
And I’ll get to the car and realise 
I forgot my purse or something 
And I dash back in 
And-

It was these little kids that found it 
A suitcase 
Gosh can you imagine 
These little 
They were only 
Playing 
And they pushed it over 
And- 

The smell. 

And to this day I can’t I can never be 
in an elevator 
Small spaces 
I feel packaged that’s what 
I can’t
I take one step and I think-

I think about her all the time actually 

We saw mum this Christmas 
And I wanted to know if she 
remembered 
But my fiancé he got very 
He got quite mad actually 
Not mad no
He just
Hot headed 

That’s it 
We had to leave before lunch in 
the end
He and mum-

She wouldn’t usually say a bad word 
about anybody but

It’s my fault really 
I shouldn’t’ve brought it up
He doesn’t like it when I go on 
And I know I go on 
I do
But I can never-
What was-
Her name 

Helen? 
Maybe- 

No, that wasn’t it.

ALL THE SOFT THINGS
BY RACHEL TOOKEY


