
Issue No. 6  - The Women’s ‘Issue 

New Writing from Vita Nova 

WORDS OF LIFE 

It is with great pleasure I present the very first edition of Verba Vitae penned entirely by contributions from our Women Only Writer’s 
group, these pieces have been selected for their raw, from the heart and often humorous look at the daily life and thoughts of the women 
who wrote them.  
Led by Vita Nova’s very own associate artists, Libby Bellhouse and Jane Cartwright this fortnightly Wednesday group is open to people in 
recovery from addiction and alcoholism.  

Boscombe 
 
The dirty streets full of pound shop poverty. 
Boscombe saved me. 
Mixed class and race hold hands, 
My mind does head stands as faces smile, 
Lives on trial in coffee shops. 
Bodies wake up from the drug haze as sunshine shines, 
The world redefines, friendships grow, spirits fly. 
New life emerges and I am re-born, 
People's patterns reform, heads held high, 
New breaths sigh with happy hearts, a brand new start. 
Boscombe saved me. 
 
Jane Cartwright 
 

 

Me, Myself and I 
 

Unwrapped, unravelling, unstable 

the core of my being is where? 

Irrational thoughts are seeping through. 

Pressure increases, temples pulsing 

fear consumes my fragile mind. 

This state like no other I’ve found. 

I’m feeling, I’m seeing this physical being. 

How have I never before glimpsed 

this person before my eyes? 

Stripped bare open wounds do seep 

patchwork I can no longer apply 

alcohol stole my ability to be, to see, to feel.. 

Anonymous  

I remember 
 
I remember days of endless kittens with sawdust coated paws, 
I remember flying my swing so high, then jumping without a parachute, 
I remember holding my father’s hand and looking up at an Eastern sky, 
It filled with flying foxes in the Singapore sunset. 
 
I remember the anniversary clock he bought for my mother that day, 
I held the secret of the gift like a stomach full of butterflies. 
 I remember my mother’s mouth, how it parted as she read stories; 
Being mesmerised by the word and her mouth as I lay by her side. 
 
I remember perfume making in the dog-rose bushes of my youth, 
Scruffy pigtails, corner-shop sweets, hopscotch.  
That innocent chalk. 
 
I remember exams; pointless pages of answerless questions 
A head full of terms end and endless summer, 
the smell of the hall, plimsolls, paper and red oxide polish.. 
 
I remember . 
 
Tina Willis 

Sorry. . . 
  
Will my boy raise his children in a world  
where the tiger does not exist, 
the elephant is a creature only in books, 
rhino is a being from fairy tales? 
  
Animals have waited a long time for us, 
to come back to the forest, undo our shoes, 
remember the feel of soft moss beneath our toes, 
breathing in the earthy air. 
  
Animals are leaving us, can wait no more, 
too pure a soul to live among the soulless. 
Man intelligent enough to reach dominion, 
not wise enough to know what to do. 
  
Sorry my boy, and the boy of my boy. 
We stole the magic from the world,  
gave you money, cement and labels in return. 
Were confused when no one was happy. 
  
When hell can hold no more, it's said. . 
Because surely, 
when all that is wild in the world has gone, 
we will be dead men walking. 
  
From me to you,  
with all my heart, 
to the one I love the most. 
I am truly sorry my boy. 
  
Charlotte Denham 



Verba Vitae is published by Vita Nova.  
We publish every four months and distribute free. 
 
Vita Nova is an arts organisation working with people in recovery from 
addiction. There are a number of weekly groups in creative writing, 
theatre and music., offering a safe supportive place to explore creativity, 
build confidence and express yourself. 
 

Find us - Facebook & Twitter @vitanovaUK  
T: 01202 309 999  E: office@vitanova.co.uk 

www.vitanova.co.uk 

SCRATCH Night  - Festive Special!  
If you like our broadsheet,  then why don’t you join us for a wonderful eve-
ning of performances by Vita Nova Writers & Musicians - with a festive 
themed atmosphere, this is the Christmas Party Not to be missed! 
 
13th December — Doors open 7pm for 7.30pm start. 
Friend’s Meeting House, Wharncliffe Road, Boscombe. 
 
Free Entry – Donations Welcome 
 
Open Mic slots available, please email your submissions in advance to: 
gemmaalldred@vitanova.co.uk 

 

                                                         FREE TO PRINT & DISTRIBUTE                                             Registered Charity no. 1092735 

Dear Diary..... 
Diary  - 6th November 
 
First thought... let dog out 
Second thought... is my heart still breaking? Oh well at least it wasn’t my 
first thought today. Progress.  Cup of tea time, cant wake up if I haven’t had 
2 cuppas in the morning.  Where’s that electric fag.  Did I remember to 
charge the battery last night?  Oh yes I did. Thank the lord!  Puff, puff, puff.   
Relaxxxxxx. 
 
I feel like I’m having a heart attack  but it’s just the alarm clock doing its 
daily ritual of waking me from the safe place I’ve been all night. Like a baby 
in its mother’s womb I have to come into the real world at some point.   
Ok!  I’m awake, I’m here, I’m back in the land of the living. 
 Don’t eat in the morning, my body won’t allow it .  I’ve lost a few pounds 
recently, don’t know if its emotions filling me up or not being fed big  
dinners of a Sunday. 
 
I like that I’ve lost a few pounds. 
 
Right; on my knees give some thought to being of service to others and ask 
the god of my understanding to direct my thoughts, hopefully he hears me 
and I will be nice to people today.  Don’t feel like being nice to people but 
fake it to make it, smile, nod at right moments and forget about self.   
 
Lovely. 
 
Routine clean up of self, get dressed, make sure Betty Francis Patricia is fed 
and watered, shut all the doors except her bedroom, Betty is so spoilt. Off 
to work I go , save some souls if I’m lucky J, onwards and upwards... 
 
Lainey Chorley 

Striptease 
 
Striptease, I undress, 
Body jerks with unease. 
I am not sexy 
I stand emotionally derelict 
Wearing scaffold clothes. 
I need you to want me 
I cannot want myself. 
Tears run down my insides.  
 
Jane Cartwright 

Quitting 
 
Tuesday 1st October 2013 
Stoptober and a farewell to nicotine.  Am determined.  Oh bother one left 
in the packet and it’s calling to me.  Resist silly woman, have a cup of tea.  
8.20; ten minutes before my lift arrives and that cigarette is still calling, oh 
heck why not, do not have any to take to work with me just the electronic 
thing.   That cigarette this morning definitely was not a good idea.  
Lasted till after ‘EastEnders’ and then absolutely HAD to go and buy a 
packet; only ten and I will only smoke one when I am absolutely desperate 
– like now. 
 
Wednesday 2nd October 
Resisted nicotine until lunchtime.  Smoked like a trooper all afternoon.  
Didn’t take cigarettes out with me this evening.  Does make it easier when 
you go out with people who do not smoke.  Went mad again when I got 
home.  Bother, bother, bother. 
 
Thursday 3rd October 
Right, lets start again.  Apparently it helps if you make some sort of cere-
mony of throwing away smoking paraphernalia.  Crushed remaining 3 
cigarettes and threw them in kitchen bin.  Good, that felt positive.   
Met a friend for coffee, actually had tea to see if it would help with the 
cravings – it didn’t particularly.  Puff on electronic thing. Mmmm this 
ain’t working. 
5 pm found myself scrabbling around in the waste bin for the crushed 
ciggies.  Nearly burned my nose trying to light one.  Tipped coffee 
grounds into waste bin . 
Tap dancing; that’ll keep my mind off nicotine for a while. 
 
Friday 4th October 
Pure hell.  Young Phillipa reckons she has gotten over her cravings with 
the help of patches.  Maybe I will have to go for patches.  Restless,  
irritable decidedly disconvovulated. 
 
Saturday 5th October 
Cleaned fridge, dusted ornaments, polished shoes.  I w_i_l_l  n_o_t  g_o  
o_u_t. 
7pm: right, just enough time to buy lottery tickets.  “Two lucky dips for 
tonight please and” no, no, no  “20 JPS Menthol.”  I quit! 
 

Libby Bellhouse 
 


