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First Taste Corner Shop 
 
 Hurrying, the sun is unpleasantly bright and burns my eyes. 
The air is fresh and I can smell heavy fast food, pungent sweat. I 
try to ignore the dry tacky iron taste in my mouth, and the mock-
ingly cheerful greens in the leaves of the bushes and trees. Music 
blares from a passing car, and I hear my muffled heart thumping 
in its chest. I rush on in my desperate state, feel the heat of the 
smoke burning my throat as I drag on a cigarette and almost trip 
on a broken paving slab. 
 
 I spot the corner shop and fall in, see the inviting red and 
white label of a vodka bottle, then feel its cool glass beneath my 
fingers. I panic at the thought of not having enough money and 
scrabble in my purse before throwing the money at the shop-
keeper and rushing out of the shop to throw the alcohol down 
my throat. It tastes medicinal and cleansing. 
 
Sophia 
 
 
 
 
 

Silver Lining 
 
She ignores the damp in the air. Never shares the silver:  
it glares, shines. She suppresses her thoughts, sucking air.  
Always licking flame. Following, she stares. 
 
The Substance: it glides on the lining she’s formed.  
She’s shaken from her dosage. The cloud reforms. 
 
The butts pool on the carpet. There’s no shade. She believes 
she’ll be saved, soon. Her frame rattles.  
Red, Red Wine plays in the room. 
 
She sucks as the substance dissolves. Her blood releases her. She 
sits in her chair, while her body replays a moment of calm. She’s 
been gasping for days. 
 
Ryan 

 

 
 
 

Something New at the Office 
 
The office is more a cave of creative mess; paints, sculpts and papers 
everywhere; multiple staff running around organising their own per-
sonal chaos, unaware of the new team member. 
 
He looks aghast, staring around with a desperate bug-eyed quality, 
seeking some tranquil clarity. He might get used to us, I think. 
 
It is painfully obvious that he’s straight from the Art Factory: far too 
well presented. I hastily shove aside some terrible poetry I wrote in a 
very morose state many moons ago; 
 
‘Here you go. Your new desk. Be sure to fill it, with whatever your 
creative whims want you to fill it with. Remember - no artifice is for-
bidden, no esoteric scriptures disassociated or disenfranchised. Here, 
you are free to study and work. Whatever you want!’ 
 
He raises a hand, looking terrified of the pandemonium, ‘Sir?’ His 
voice is a delicate whisper. 
 
‘None of that now. We are all of equal standing here. Forget all you 
have learned at the factory. Start again, and show me what you ac-
complish before the end of today. This is your home now. Your desk 
will fold out into a bed.’ 
 
He sways, staggers, then jumps onto his desk, like an insect leaping, 
trapped inside a jam jar. 
 
‘I think I’ll go to the store room,’ he says, ‘ok?’ 
 
‘Of course,’ I reply. 
 
We both know that he’ll never be back. 
 
Tom 
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In that Kitchen 

 
It’s evening. You can see the sun setting orange-red in the blue sky. 

The lights are on, their reflection bouncing off the windows. Incense 

burning. Smell of honey in the air. There is a woman standing prepar-

ing a meal for her son and herself. You hear the sound of sizzling 

herbs, water taps on full blast, she washing the raw chicken. 

 

In that kitchen there is the sound of culture. Caribbean drums and In-

dian flutes. You can see the bright colours of culture: lime, orange, 

peach, gold and blue. In that kitchen there is the sight of old traditions, 

a feel of forgotten background roots. In that kitchen it feels like 

mother’s love, I mean, in that kitchen it smells like home. 

 

Vijay 

 

 

 

Star Cup 
 

A cup of coloured stars 

black soot inside. 

 

Smoky sage clears through Canonball - 

singing to wet-head hair. 

 

A floor of clouds 

exposed by flickers 

of the darkness bliss 

 

Steph 

 

No Mistakes: Only Lessons Learnt 
 

A 10 year old boy  
walks to a chilling spot  
to link up his mates. 
The spot is old church, grave yard, 
part of a long dark alley. 
 
12 heads in the dark  
all covered with hoodies, 
because at both ends 
street lamp lights - 
its bright orange glow. 
 
It’s a bit damp, getting cold, 
drinking… some puffing smoke, 
it’s become an auction show. 
 
A street showroom of tools - 
weapons - shanks and triggers, 
I'm talking about knives and guns. 
 
Hesitation kicks in,   
little hands shivering. 
He’s looking around   
making no eye contact. 
Time to go home.  
Now walking all alone, 
thoughts in his head:  
tomorrow I'm getting one. 

 
Vijay 
 
 

 

 

The Combine Harvester 
 
The door shuts behind me firmly and assuredly so - the day went 
slowly. The cornfield I was painting swayed and tossed 
 
by wind. The painting light was broken by bouts of rain & 
between showers the sun would send sturdy beams of shine, 
 
yellow ochre, cadmium orange, many blues, greens and blissfuls. 
Then I panicked: a faint smell of diesel . . . my view destroyed. 
 
I dropped my palette and ran, dodging the machine, but my canvas 
was lost - now I sit at home, holding an ear of corn in my right hand. 
 
James 

 
 

Scratch Night 
If you like our broadsheet,  then why don’t you join us for a night of  
spoken word performances by Vita Nova Writers. 
 
19th April  2013— Doors open 7pm for 7.30pm start.. 
Friends Meeting House, 16 Warncliffe Road, Boscombe. 
 
Free Entry – Donations Welcome 
 
Open Mic slots available, please email your submissions in advance to: 
office@vitanova.co.uk 

 


