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WORDS OF LIFE 

  
Standing near the shallow end By Jane Cartwright 

It would be easier to figure out if the key belonged to a front door, but it's ornate and tiny like it belongs to a child's diary where time is told in fairy tales 

before real life kicks in. I don't even like egg. My parents told me to stay near the shallow end, but I am defiant, I like to watch stones drop deep until they 

are nothing but bubbles. I'm not sure how the bubbles became my breath. I stole my mother's ring for no other reason than I knew it would hurt her,  

because I believed even though it's not the truth, that she hates me. 

  

It is with great pleasure I present  to you the Micro Fiction edition of Verba Vitae, penned by 8 of our most provocative and  

interesting  writers. 

With inspiration from Ernest Hemmingway’s famous short, “For sale: baby shoes, never worn.” Our writers were challenged to 

tell us a story in 300 Words or Less. They're short (and we mean short), intense (imagine a novel crossed with a haiku), and  

mesmerizing (whether they're illuminating a single moment or a whole life). The result: eight little beauties that leave a wake of 

wonder and wondering. So read, and then reread. Bet you can't read just one.... 

 

Sounds and Feeling by Carla 

In a flash, the surrounding waters drained away. He wriggled and squirmed his way downward through the tunnel . Something  pulled tight at his neck. It 

pulled hard. And then lights, faces, he was in a new place. His heart beat had been so loud, but now it faded. He had been here before, like a forgotten 

memory. 

A small sense of excitement by Gerry Gilbert 

The small package came through the letter box. A surprise, he didn’t normally receive post. It was another persons name on the label, but he opened it  

anyway. He unwrapped it and he laid all of it flat out on the kitchen table. Then there was a knock. Someone was at the door again. Their shadow blocked 

out the small light under the wooden frame. It made the room feel darker, smaller. 

 “Open please” a voice said “Please open the door.”  

The Gift by Paul Hawkins 

Ned Flange softly spoke into a large bowl of steaming water, sinuses pinging like a submarine`s sonar. 

“It will work out,” he said. 

His wife Cora raised her eyebrows. Today was their 25th wedding anniversary. Ned surfaced, thumbed his goatee, then poured more wine and asked Cora 

to close her eyes. 

‘No’ 

Cora picked at a stubborn piece of Halumi which had attached itself in between her upper front teeth. 

“Please remove the tea towel” she said. 

Ned sent the dog out to the garden, locked the cat flap, then lit a tea-light. Only then did he remove the tea-towel. 

“Oh” 

“Yes,” Ned replied. “Yes, oh” 

Outside, the dog howled from the garden. 



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 - Spring has Sprung! 

If you like our broadsheet,  then why don’t you join us for a wonderful  

evening of performances by Vita Nova Writers, Performers & Musicians  

 
 When: Friday 2nd & Saturday 3rd May  
 Time: 7.30pm (doors at 7.15) 
 Where: ‘The Workshop’ @ Vita Nova, 11 Roumelia Lane, Boscombe 
 
 Cost: absolutely FREE!    Donations always welcome.  
 
Limited seating, first come, first served or reserve your seat via eventbrite 
(search Vita Nova) or call 01202 309 999 or email office@vitanova.co.uk 

 

                                                         FREE TO PRINT & DISTRIBUTE                                             Registered Charity no. 1092735 

Court by Elizabeth Bellhouse 

 

Fear wrapped itself round me.   Fear of innocence, fear of guilt, fear of retribution. 

Contempt sat in judgement times three, looked, listened, left to deliberate. 

Leaden feet took me to unyielding glass, fingertips touched.  Tears, so many tears, as many tears as I had questions.  Now was not the time for questions.   

It was the time for holding hands and hope. 

Hope evaporated when the three returned.  I was not allowed to kiss him goodbye. 

The Man by David Brown 

The man shuffled through the grass, blood was dripping down his dirty unshaven face. He looked at the sky to try and get his bearings. He knew they were 

out there. Fear and anger had collected inside of him, like a stone in the pit of his stomach. It was still possible to make it back to safety, if he could just 

take one more step, and then another. If he could just get through the next day alive.  So he reached deep inside himself for whatever resolve he had left. 

And he took a step forward.  

  

A lot like pleasure by Garry Pierre 

“Oi Oi, where you from?” said the tall dancer 

“Croydon mate. My name’s Jim. Where you from?” 

“Just round the corner, Jim. Fancy a go on this?” 

The dancer passed over a well rolled joint. 

“Yeah sweet mate” 

The dancer watched as his grubby little hand shot out and grabbed the joint from his manicured fingers. He 

put it between his lips and blew out a long train of smoke. His face looked a lot like pleasure.  

  

 Just another morning by Michael Mcdonnell 

He walked into Victoria Station. It was busy. He pushed through the barrier. His eyes were welling up. He couldn’t look at anybody but everyone was  

looking at him. 


