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New Writing from Vita Nova  

WORDS OF LIFE 

Welcome 

The Vita Nova writing crew have just returned  from a deliciously wonderful week away at Totleigh Barton, a writers retreat nes-

tled deep in the hills of Devon. Arvon is an organisation dedicated to writing, offering courses tutored by leading authors, the five 

day courses offer a powerful mix of workshops and individual tutorials, with time and space to write, free from the distractions of 

everyday life (www.arvon.org). Since 2009 Vita Nova has taken five groups of service users to Totleigh    Barton and feedback has 

called it ‘Transformational’. 

The work produced  this year was outstanding and  here is a little taster…  

My name is Jane 
 
This feels important. 
 
I sit legs apart, 
 
My urine gushes yellow down the drain 
 
I have no underwear. 
 
My skirt shines dirt 
 
My feet weep 
 
My eyes don’t see 
 
I am undone through years of my own unravelling. 
 

Jane Cartwright 

Excerpt from Help Me 
 

My eyes took a minute to adjust to the darkness 
inside the hut. As I looked around I found there wasn’t 
much to see; a wooden floor covered with a threadbare 
rug, a small stove and a mattress on the floor. There was 
a small, thin man sat cross-legged on the rug. 

 
      The taller man had taken off his rucksack and 
Piet had begun to make strips from the foil. 

 
“How much?” Piet asked. 

 
“Just get well, then we can talk money,” our 

guide replied. 

 
With a nod the small man stood up and moved 

the rug to one side. He lifted two loose floor boards and 
out from the gloom came a sack. He opened the large 
cloth bag carefully and transferred a small amount of 
light brown powder to the wooden bowl in his other 
hand. He handed it to Piet.  

 
Using a small tube he had fashioned from the 

foil Piet placed a very small amount of the powder on 
one of the foil strips. He positioned the tube between 
his lips and lit his lighter under the foil. As the flame 
melted the powder it turned into a deep brown liquid. I 
watched, transfixed. As the foil tube chased the smoke 
Piet stopped sweating and I could see, even in the 
gloom, that his pupils had transformed from saucers to 
pin holes. 

 
As the smile spread across his face we both 

began to laugh. I had never tried heroin before; ecstasy, 
acid, weed and cocaine were old friends, but I wanted a 
new one. I wanted to know what all the fuss was about. 
Why people would do almost anything for this brown 
powder. And if I was going to try it anywhere, I 
thought, I should try it in the mountains close to the 
Pakistani border. It can’t get much better than this. And 
it didn’t.  
 
Georgie Jarvis 

Songs in our hearts 
 

She loves you yeah yeah yeah 
with the Beatles we all sang 
and we could all smile for today 
in this our happy home. 
I feel fine 
this time is our time. 
All my loving goes out today 
Eight days a week there's 
nothing to seek.  
No need for assistance or help. 
No hard days, night 
yesterday or tomorrow 
no need to please 
no please, please me 
love us love me, do we all agree 
the light is shining 
lighting our way 
in this our happy home. 
Money can't by you love 
Because all you need is love 
With songs in our hearts 
together and one 
In this our happy home. 
 

Yes there might be a problem or two 
but we can work it out 
say hello, goodbye 
we’ve got a ticket to ride  
a magical mystery tour of life. 
 like John remembered Strawberry fields 
and his beloved penny lane 
we’ll all remember this wonderful day, 
in this our happy home. 
With love from all of us 
yes this life will do.  
I'll say it straight from my heart 
with love from me to you.  
We want this life forever 
though we know it  just can't be. 
Life is the long and winding road 
that we really just don’t want to see. 
Soon this will be yesterday 
that we cannot get back or retrieve 
but just for now this time ours 
if we'd only let it be. 
 

Gerry Gilbert 

Excerpt from The day My Dad Cried 

All of my dad’s things were big. From his massive,    

almost too heavy for me to lift, mud-encrusted boots, 

to his shovel like hands. Big enough to engulf half my 

head, which he did as he ruffled my hair. Passing me, 

he took just two strides to the table, dwarfing the 

chair as he sat. That afternoon, I learnt my dad would 

have to go into Braunton, Our nearest large village on 

business, or  something, and would have to go back 

out and finish the days labour on his Return. Later, 

my father must have walked up the lane, invisible 

from the house. Bob, his ears having detected my 

father’s familiar footsteps, leapt up onto the flat roof 

of his kennel. Then in a dog moment of over 

excitement, his balance faltered, his viscous like ability 

of movement failing him, he slipped. The balance 

lost, the trip found, and the rope a legs length too 

short to reach the ground. 

Nigel Gould 



Verba Vitae is published by Vita Nova, every four months and  
distributed free. 
 

Vita Nova is an arts organisation supporting people in recovery from addic-
tion and those accessing mental health services. There are a number of 
weekly groups in creative writing, theatre and music., offering a safe sup-
portive place to   explore creativity, build confidence and express yourself. 
 

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

www.vitanova.co.uk 

SCRATCH Night - Fringe Preview 

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 29th and Saturday 30th August  
 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 contact us. 

 

FREE TO PRINT & DISTRIBUTE                                              
Registered Charity no. 1092735 

Jibber Jabber 
 

I write like a jibber-jabber 
 

monkey’s chatter 
 

paint I splatter 
 

on the canvas 
 

I write like a machine gun 
 

ratter-tat, titfa-tat 
 

writers hat 
 

on my head 
 

I write like inspiration 
 

of a nation 
 

what a caper 
 

on the paper 
 

I write like here and now 
 

Jersey cow 
 

nice and slow 
 

in the snow 
 

I write like Limericky 
 

trickie-dickie 
 

Billericay 
 

in Essex 
 
Mark Jessop 

 Who Can Swing The Highest 
 

who can swing the highest she said and 
we swung and there was inches in it and will this hold my weight and whee and whoa and I remember coming off on 
my head when I was a kid 
 

it was morning. the two car rush hour rumbled through the village past us, staring, judging 
the rebuilt, the dark souls, we don’t belong here but we’re encouraged to feel that we do.  
 

pass the butter and the local honey darling and I’ll go and pick the gooseberries for the crumble.  
 

the dirty river suits me fine. 
 

we could stay here. 
 

forever. 
 

charm the cows from field to field and raise dogs and ring the church bells  for a nice homemade cake from the vicars 
wife every week but we’ll give it to the birds 
 

cos they always taste shit but we’re too polite to say but still it makes us laugh when we talk about it and it’s good to 
laugh as there was a time when that didn’t happen so much 
  
and our teeth rarely saw the sky and butterflies wouldn’t dream of landing on our  heads or arms and the horseflies 
would be drunk from a nibble from us and would go on to need some assistance from professionals 
 

but we’d listen as we’d been through it and  stay till the time was right to go and we’d go west and we’d travel by stars 

and by night because the wind up torch was shit 

Scott Lavene 

 
Dear Billie 
 
On my return from the desert, I moved into a room and my true love gave to me: three 
wooden plates (one a bit warped), two broken forks, two silver spoons (engraved) and a steel 
knife with a handle I think is ivory. 
 
In a hidden pocket I find the weight of your breast as it rolls off your sleeping chest. 
 
The wooden plates. The steel knives. The pair of silver spoons. 
 
There is something of you in these. You are simple and direct. You are delicate and sturdy. 
well crafted. 
 
I think whatever you possess you possess for a reason. Because it is worth something. Of 
real value. 
 
I am talking about things that last. 
 
Like well spun wool. Granma's clean white linen sheets and nightdress. Well made tools. . 
The rabbit fur jacket worn inside out- the only concession to rebel parties policed by vegans. 
 
What does it mean that you wasted so much time on me? 
 
We are like those spoons snug together in the drawer of your bed 
still here after all these years.     
 
Ben Groom 

Boscombe Fringe Returns  
Bigger & Better for its Second Year! 

 
Inspired by the success of 2013’s event, Vita Nova have pulled out all the 
stops to increase the size and scope of the festival,  with local venues 
joining in the fun and artists from around the UK visiting to showcase 
some fantastic work. 
 

This year Boscombe Fringe will run for four days between Thursday 11th – 
Sunday 14th September 2014, and will be supported by other Boscombe 
arts venues including Cellars Bar @ Chaplins, Factory Studios, Vita Nova 
and Shelley Theatre, all playing host to visiting artists. 
 
Tickets will be priced as 'Pay What It’s Worth'; we ask you to contribute 
the amount you felt the show was worth at the end of the performance! 
 

The festival will showcase theatre, music, live art, performance, dance and 
exhibitions by both    community groups and professional artists.  
Unlike other performing arts festivals, performances and exhibitions in 
Boscombe Fringe Festival have been selected as they respond to, or are 
made by people affected by social issues, such as mental health, addiction 
and poverty. 
 

You can find out more online: 
Web: www.boscombefringe.wordpress.com 
Facebook: ‘Boscombe Fringe Festival’ 
Twitter: @BoscombeFringe 

http://www.boscombefringe.wordpress.com

