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Martha
by Samantha Merrydew

I had never noticed Martha's eyes before. Rich

pools of chocolate brown offset by brilliant, clean

white surrounds. Beautiful.

As she stared into the infinite assemble of pixels

on her computer screen, frowning occasionally at

some contentious comment in an email or other,

I would gaze at her from my station at the cold

end of the office. How often did she wash her

hair? It was a wild sprawl of brunette spirals,

piled on top of her head in a carefree fashion

which inspired images of an alarm clock failing

to break through serene, happy sleep followed by

a mad dash to the bus stop- a half-munched slice

of toast in one hand, cotton bag with a recycling

logo in the other. Martha's hair was a symbol of

her whimsical ways.

She bought a bottle of Chilean Merlot on her

lunch break on Wednesday and left it brazenly

sat upon her desk; a symbol of her fun, full life

nestled between a box of peppermint tea bags

and a pile of shabbily stacked

clearly planning to attend

or another that evening

group of her favourite female

around some table in

bourgeois area of London

all of the interesting and

Martha had been up to

delight as she regaled them

amorous admirers and

dipping during her holiday

the free spirit. Martha, the

in the marketing department

Martha.

It was on a day shadowed

drifted above like dark,

decided to change.

It started off on a small,

elevenses while everyone
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stacked papers. She was

attend some social gathering

evening. No doubt there was a

female friends gathered

in some flat in some

London waiting to catch up on

and exciting things that

to. They would squeal in

them with anecdotes of

wild nights of skinny-

holiday in Thailand. Martha,

the girl who works as a PA

department.

shadowed by dirty clouds that

dark, ethereal spirits that I

small, subtle scale. During

everyone congregated around

the snack trolley like vultures, I crept off to the

Ladies bathroom. As I pulled off my green

cardigan I felt a small surge of excitement. I

folded the cardigan neatly and placed it in a

carrier bag. I then pulled on a grey sweater and

exited the bathroom.

Walking back to my desk I glanced over at

Martha. As always I felt a current of anticipation

and desire prickle up my spine and then

straight back down into my lower organs as I

looked at her. She was eating a yogurt and

giggling at something a male colleague was

telling her. As I reached my desk my

anticipation turned into burning

disappointment: she hadn't noticed that I had

changed. She didn't even take a glimpse.

Back at the "Cold Zone" (the name I had

allocated for the accounts department where I

spent my long, grey days) I pondered on my

next move.
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I wanted to, had to heighten my existential and

emotional relevance to Martha. The black hole of

urgency needed to be filled. Somewhere between

the middle and end of everything I had felt, stood

Martha Fraser. My midnight moments, fingers

between thighs, were dedicated solely to her.

Then it occurred to me that I needed to change

again, more dramatically and more frequently. I

needed to change my outer layers to present the

burning, yearning inner me to Martha.

And so I found myself in Marks and Spencer's

that lunchtime, filling a basket with clothing in a

desperate frenzy. If Martha was waiting for me to

show the strong, daring woman within, I would

alter and adjust the banal, beige woman without.

Back in the Cold Zone I sat, monitoring her

desk intently. She was eating her lunch

somewhere, with someone. I walked discreetly

back into the Ladies bathroom. There I changed

again. Off came the navy pleated skirt and on

went the ("new for this season") boot cut jeans.

Off came the string of pearls and on went the

striped neckerchief. Off came the grey sweater

and on went the black blazer with a plaid silk

lining. I looked and felt like a new woman

starting a new cycle of life, in a new shell. This is

for you, Martha.

As I walked back to the Cold Zone I saw

that Martha was back

with determination

her surroundings.

Damn you Martha. Are you

efforts that you can't even

screen for a moment?

your stunning, chocolate

even acknowledge the urgency

felt sick. Sick and angry

change in my appearance

not a hint of recognition

more drastic. I also needed

was trying to build Rome

might interpret that as

would source more clothing

would seek out more aliases

attract her attention. My

The next morning I arrived

8:30am. A miserable cleaner

around the room with half

the doleful groan of her

as a soundtrack to the

face. I arranged myself

hours the night before

the many outfits I planned

throughout the course

would serve as my stage

will be defined by my many

crafted costumes. No more

It is time to look at me

represent and what I need

To start the day I had chosen

purple-buttoned finish,

and a pink pillar-box hat

angle on my hair. It was best

colourful ensemble.
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back at her desk. Typing

and oblivious to

you so indifferent to my

even look away from your

Am I so displeasing to

chocolate eyes that you won't

urgency of my presence? I

angry and invisible. The

appearance had proven to inspire

from her. I needed to be

needed to bide my time: I

Rome in an hour and Martha

too eager, too zealous. I

clothing to change into. I

aliases to adopt in order to

project had just begun.

arrived at the office early:

cleaner pushed a Hoover

half hearted application,

her machine almost acting

sadness in her sunken

myself carefully, having spent

washing and pressing

planned to change into

of the day. The office

stage. Martha, these scenes

many guises and carefully

more distractions, Martha.

me and realise what I

need to show you.

chosen a floral dress with a

a string of green beads

hat placed playfully at an

best to begin with a bold,

As my blurry eyed

colleagues began to file into the office, some

glanced over at me with looks of mild confusion,

bafflement and, in the case of a few of the

younger, less well mannered men, amusement. I

didn't care. Martha arrived late, as usual. Her

cheeks were flushed and she was holding a

sodden umbrella. It dripped water on to the

office carpet without her noticing. She sat down

at her desk and grabbed her phone, dialling a

phone number with a well-coordinated haste.

She embarked on a conversation, which lasted

fifty minutes. For heavens sake, Martha, look at

me. Scan the room and rest your eyes upon my

efforts to please you. Another change was

required. I slipped with great stealth into the

Ladies bathroom. Damn, two blond girls stood at

the mirror applying make-up and discussing why

going to the Red Lion pub for Gary's leaving do

that evening was a "shit idea". Neither of them

acknowledged my entrance, thank God for small

mercies. I didn't want to discuss my performance

Coffee stain photo courtesy of www.freephotogallery.org
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with anyone unless his or her name was Martha

Fraser. The force of my desire for her was

growing stronger, it threatened to engulf me. My

heart pounded within its caged cell as I changed

into a new outfit. This outfit was the ace up my

sleeve; the pièce de résistance. I had hoped to

save it for later on in the aubade, but Martha's

oblivion and apparent apathy towards all

gestures on my part had forced me to rethink

the schedule I had laid out.

And so, I made the journey back to my

desk dressed in a gown of shimmering gold

with a fur draped around my shoulders and

red lipstick applied hurriedly and without a

mirror. En route I had made my usual

discreet peep over at Martha. She was riffling

through some papers distractedly. She did not

look up at me, despite the gasps and

sniggers of her neighbours, in reaction to my

outfit. She didn't even

wolf whistled then

bellowing laughter.

Back at my desk I felt

in my tear ducts. I reached

handled scissors in my

a hand full of hair at the

scissors up to my head

through the strands. I

and with great grief. My

that very moment; collapsing

drawing all reality

devastating black hole.

the ground and I continued

handfuls out, without the

grabbed the large bag

garments of clothing and

my horrified colleagues,

desperate plea.
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look up when someone

burst into obscene,

felt the burn of tears well

reached for the plastic

office tidy and grabbed

the scalp. I brought the

head and cut purposefully

was crying now, loudly

My heart was dying at

collapsing into me and

backwards into a

. The hair fell feebly to

continued to claw more

the aid of the scissors. I

bag containing my many

and began to hurl them at

colleagues, screaming a shrill,

Someone had approached me quietly from

behind. The old, black security guard who

usually snoozed by reception was now placing

an arm around my shoulders. Someone else, a

tall man who worked in IT, had also approached

me, and was helping the security guard in the

task of leading me through the office to the exit.

At one point my knees gave way, buckling

beneath me and bringing the two men almost

down on top of me on the floor, before they used

their combined strength to pull me to my feet

and onwards.

My colleagues stood, aghast and silent as I was

guided away. Through blurred, tear soaked eyes

I looked at Martha. She stood there gazing

straight back at me and a small, reassuring and

compassionate smile curled her adorable lips. It

was then that I knew my plan had worked:

Martha Fraser had noticed me.



Uncle Wetlegs has been

of late. First he caught
disease whilst saving
then he had to sell his

oil scandal. After all
nothing that Uncle Wetlegs

reading about other people’s
how they have been solved

Boys and girls, to the left
The agony sheet goes

home and acts as an ingenious
gaining discreet agony
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COLLECTIVE AGONY

I need some cheese. Badly.

-Yes cheese is a wonderful invention. We all need

some cheese sometimes. Did you know that the oldest

cheese still made in the UK is Cheshire? Yum yum

yum yum.

Sometimes I feel like I’m underwater.

-Sometimes you are underwater.

I don’t know what to do.

-Start your own business. Make something. Have a

wank. I don’t care.

Why am I always bleeding?

-Because you are a big retard. Take more care of

yourself and stop walking in to things.

I don’t like snakes.

-Snakes are very misunderstood

cuddly and kind and just

Some of them want you dead

tar them all with the same

every snake before you judge

I can’t control my toothpaste

-I can’t help you.

My trills do not attract the

-Listen to the other bird’s trills

and copy them. Then make

longer. It is a general rule

thumb that the longest

attracts the most birds.

Problems go here.

Solutions go here.
been having a tough time

caught a horrible tropical
saving Alpacas in Bangor,

his second car after an

all this stress there’s
Wetlegs likes more than

people’s problems and
solved.

left is an agony sheet.
goes on a wall in your

ingenious method for
agony uncle advice. All

housemates can anonymously post their

problems and others can endeavor to
answer. You can then type up your solved
problems and send them Uncle Wetlegs for

him to drool over and dream of a world
where problems are all tied up and put in

small cages with lots of other problems
where they don’t really have enough space
so they peck each other and pull out all

their own feathers.

The problems featured in this issue are
from 21 Bumhole Avenue, Birmingham.

UNCLE WETLEGS 

Download an agony sheet and put it on your wall: 
www.replicamag.co.uk/Uncle_Wetlegs_Notice.pdf

Go on, entertain the Uncle.

COLLECTIVE AGONY

XXXXXXI

I can’t tell the time.

-I will teach you. Meet me here at 18:10.

I don’t have any tape for my nipples. Where can

I find some?

-Use gaffa tape instead. It really hurts and it doesn’t

work but its kind of sexy, isn’t it?

2 x 3 ÷ 555.29 x 68 + 50,001 ÷ 6 x 2,456 + 3 in

your head without a calculator.

-20,467,376.76

misunderstood. Most of them are

just want to be your friend.

dead. It is important not to

same brush. Try to get to know

judge it.

toothpaste.

the birds.

trills

make it

rule of

trill



The ancient Greeks were a barrel of
homoerotic laughs. Here's a few of

Plato's ideas on the matter:

Phaedrus:

"The greatest benefit, to my mind,

that a young man can come by in his

youth is a virtuous lover, and a

virtuous boyfriend is just as good for

a lover too'

Pausanius:

'But the offspring of the heavenly

Aphrodite is derived from a mother

in whose birth the female has no

part- she is from the male only; this

is that love which is of youths, and

the goddess being older, there is

nothing of wantonness in her. Those

who are inspired by this love turn to

the male, and delight in him who is

the more valiant and intelligent

nature; any one may recognise the

pure enthusiasts in the very

character of their attachments. For

they love not boys, but intelligent

beings whose reason is beginning to

be developed, much about the time

at which their beards begin to grow.’

Aristophanes:

'When they reach manhood they are

loves of youth, and are not naturally

inclined to marry or beget children,-

if at all, they do so only in obedience

to the law; but they are satisfied if

they may be allowed to live with one

another unwedded; and such a

nature is prone to love and ready to

return love, always embracing that

which is akin to him. And when one

of them meets with his other half,

the actual half of himself, whether

he be a lover of youth or a lover of

another sort, the pair are lost in an

amazement of love and friendship

and intimacy, and would not be out

of the other's sight, as I may say,

even for a moment: these are the

people who pass their whole lives

together; yet they could not explain

what they desire of one another.'

Socrates quoting Diotima (a female

expert on love):

‘A [homosexual] relationship

involves a far stronger bond and far

more constant affection than is

experienced by people who are

united by ordinary children.'

As with the Kama Sutra and
interesting sexual positions, there's

more to Plato's Symposium than
homoerotic love. But it's a good
place to start.
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Plato’s Homoerotic Symposium
by Abigail Palmer

Get off your arse and do something. Air your 

opinions. Get published. Start a fucking riot 

(just make sure you tell us about it). 
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WE NEED CONTRIBUTORS

REPLICA MAGAZINE
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End.End.




