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From the Editors: 
 

 

So here it is; our very first issue. Yes, it’s small but we hope it will be the start of something great. 

We received more submissions than we had hoped for this issue, which is an encouraging sign of 

how healthy the writing culture is in our city. Thank you to everyone who submitted; please keep 

sending us your work, we have another one to make now. 

 

This is a free paper, so help yourself and enjoy at your leisure. Once you’re done, do the right thing 

and pass it on to someone else. 

 

Thank you, 

 

 

TLCP 
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James Walpole 
 

James Walpole is a young creative writer originally from Norwich, Norfolk.  

He is hoping to go in to screenwriting.  

 

 

After The Party 

 

You dance drunkenly around the grey tree. 

It is winter, 

and you kick the frost from grass blades. 

The wind carries a suggestion of song,  

faint voices which sing and clap, 

to keep you in time. 

No one is watching you. 

They are inside keeping warm.  

And your man,  

is turned away, 

smoking his cigarette. 

 

Polka Dots 

   

Light bends through the top of your Coca Cola bottle, 

flickers across the ice cold liquid. 

It’s hot, 

and the strawberries that accompany this picnic, 

look like they will burst from their TV ripeness. 

I sit still and run my fingers through her hair, 

her blonde hair, 

and kiss her hard, 

and sit from a distance, 

and draw up close to her cheek. 

Cut to the ending and we see her polka dot dress, 

that’s a detail that befits the atmosphere. 

It’s perfect, 

and the blue and white pattern blurs as you look at it, 

until your eyes loose all focus, 

and you gradually fall asleep to thoughts of Cola flavoured lips. 



On Finding Armitage Edited 

 

Who are you Night Shifter? 

Dance Breaker. 

You who has scratched away at this poem, 

with your ink  

and your quick little jabs, 

which ensured that 

Simon has been obscured. 

 

Now it is yours. 

But the poem you claimed, 

has been left here. 

Abandoned. 

Did you mean to leave it  

for me? 

 

Perhaps I should alter it further,  

and then pass it along. 

So it’s reduced, and cut, 

reduced and cut, 

until:  

Steam finds dust,  

now empty space is still. 

 

Austin Drake 
 

Concentrating on poetry most of the time, Austin has recently branched out in to short and flash 

fiction. Originally from Scotland, he has been living in Winchester for 11 years. 

 

S.   
 

  In the middle of nowhere there is a real 

somewhere. Perhaps a half hour drive east 

beyond the terraces at the edge of Bristol. A 

little village, ignorable to most yet vast in my 

memory. I was tired and lost and the car was 

over-heating but worse, I was hungry. The Inn 

squatted in a dip off the road by a graveyard, 

the most English of graveyards and a totemic 

bell tower that gazed out in to the dusk, over 

the fields and hills and the nearby souls, 

damning themselves in the gloom. The lights 

in the pub itself were characteristically dim for 

such a story. 

 

  I went to the bathroom and looking up as I 

pissed was a newspaper article; a local review 

of the beef burger. It seemed to me that if 

someone had gone to the trouble of writing a 

thousand words on the merits of a burger, then 

it must be worth a sniff. The barman was 

overly enthusiastic but I had a headache and 

after a polite exchange my patience was 



wearing thin. I ordered a pint of the local ale, 

something ridiculously-named, ordered my 

burger and went for a smoke. 

 

  There are points in time, typically no more 

than snatches, no more than a diversion of 

course in the brain when your car gets stuck in 

a wonderful ditch and you realise something 

perfect. I was alone. The wind curled around 

my ankles and skimmed the cornfields turning 

them in to an ocean before my eyes with 

ravens for gulls. I stood as still as I could, 

staring out in to the dark and watched as 

nature swayed in time to itself. I was in it but 

disconnected from it like a pill in a glass 

refusing to dissolve. It was majestic. I finished 

my smoke. 

 

  I went inside just in time for the bartend to 

bring my food. It wasn't at all bad; certainly 

worth a thousand words. 

  

Cap Gun 

 

  There is a linen bag under the bed, handles 

locked in a tight knot and then folded under 

itself and hidden in a nook out of sight. I have 

kept several items in this bag over the years 

including painkillers, condoms, money, porn, 

cigarettes and music my parents may have 

disapproved of. Also in the bag is the cap gun 

I bought from the corner shop when I was 

eleven. My younger brother had one too and 

knowing our parents felt morally obliged to 

ban us from playing with toy weapons or 

anything that might promote violence in us, 

we kept them hidden. On summer evenings we 

would smuggle them out of the house and 

along with a handful of close friends we would 

make dens in the woods and fight each other 

for their control. Occasionally we would hang 

around the subway, revelling in the amplified 

bang the guns made when fired in a concrete 

tunnel.  

 

  Only once did I find myself in a real fight. 

He broke my nose over a girl. I remember 

quite liking the sensation as the back of my 

throat filled up with my own blood; rather like 

pressing on a toothache to make certain that it 

still hurt. 

 

Guinevere Hunter 
 

Hailing from Angel, Islington but now currently studying at the University of Winchester, Guinevere 

enjoys writing not only poetry, but also prose and journalism.  

 

 

Our Halcyon Day 

 

We lay, skin silently steaming from the heat of the water. 

I rest my face on the cool porcelain side and he breathes perfection. 

His fingertips trace wet patterns on my skin, mapping his way home. 

The only sound to stir the serenity is the lone dripping tap, 

But I prefer it dripping, interrupting the silence because then I know 

I know that time is passing and that we haven't fallen into a moment. 

 

But maybe that would be wonderful. 



Sober Is Sexy  

 
“You don’t need drugs to have fun but you do need Sober Is Sexy to look good...” 

 

 

  Sober Is Sexy is a Los Angeles based 

clothing line - but it’s not only that. Oh no. 

Founders Hanna Beth, Bori Mischief and 

Hayley Moriston believe that Sober Is Sexy is 

not only a clothing line but also a motto and a 

movement.  

  The pressure for teens, American, English or 

anywhere else in the world, to engage in 

taking various substances is massive and it’s 

only growing.  

  Sober Is Sexy has sky rocketed since the 

launch in October of 2010 and that can only 

reflect on teenagers believing in themselves to 

say no their friends and to make their own 

decisions.  

  T-Shirts emblazoned with “Heroin Killed 

The Radio Star...” and “The Only Coke I Do Is 

Diet...” are being sported by some of the 

hottest young talent in LA as well as the 

regular American teenagers. Demi Lovato, 

young Hollywood starlet known best for her 

Disney Channel roles, has been through a 

number of trials and tribulations in the last few 

years, involving alcohol and issues with self 

medication,  which resulted in a three-month 

long stay at Timberline Knolls.  

  Timberline Knolls is a leading residential 

treatment centre in the US (near Chicago) 

which helps women struggling with eating 

disorders, alcoholism, drug addiction, mood 

disorders, trauma and PTSD. Lovato entered 

the treatment centre only to be released a few 

incredibly tough months later with a life 

saving plan and the inspiration to get back on 

track – since then, she has also been a firm 

supporter of the Sober Is Sexy brand, being 

photographed sporting their goods around the 

US and most importantly drumming the motto 

that sobriety is attractive in young women into 

her fans across the globe.  

  When Twitter explodes with hashtags 

#SoberIsSexy  and #SoberIsTheNewBlack it 

gives me hope for our generation. We don’t 

have to be the way people label us. I know, 

just as anyone who doesn’t drink whilst at 

University, that it can be difficult in certain 

situations but I would rather stand up for 

myself and what I have come to believe in 

than ruin my night out because of social 

acceptability.  

 

 

 

Sober Is Sexy ship worldwide, so check them out: www.SoberIsSexy.bigcartel.com 

 

 

(5% of all the sales from the Sober Is Sexy website goes to a new substance addiction and abuse 

organisation which changes every six months. Currently it’s Friendly House LA 

(@FriendlyHouseLA.)  

 

 

 

http://www.soberissexy.bigcartel.com/


Clare Holman-Hobbs 
 

Clare has been writing poetry seriously for over a year now and often takes part in open-mic nights 

around Winchester. 

 

 

Miss Stress 

 

I am your mistress 

Miss Stress 

I want to give you all of me 

But you'll take, take, take, 

I kept my mouth shut 

Words stuck in my throat 

Like bile  

Neither of us know how  

Or why 

The ghost of your lips  

Tattooed along my shoulder blade 

The look of your face in the moonlight 

The taste of your lips around every bottle. 

 

I want to write you 

A bottled memory 

Of sorrow, so when you elate me 

With your smile 

I remember where we came from. 

 

Pull down your bricks 

I want to relay you 

Properly this time 

Blow away the dust 

Make them red again  

A burst of passion 

The colour of my cheeks 

And of your bitten lips 

 

That light inside of you is fading 

Like a candle burning out 

I spend my time wishing  

Things were different between us 

 

It overtakes you 

Fills you up 

The space at the nape of your neck  

I can feel you slipping through my fingers  

 

 



Time 

I look up 

The curve of your chin  

Like the arch of your back 

A beautiful ecstasy 

You say 

Enough, enough now. 

 

 

4. 

 

I don't believe that 4 comes after 3, 

I don't believe that he exists, 

At least now I am. 

Somewhere 

Where I am hopeful 

About hope. 

And I can find space in my life to be thankful. 

Since a whole year has past, 

I used to find myself leaving the light on 

For you 

And asking questions like: 

Was it worth it?  

And after all this time 

Yes 

It always is 

 

 

 

Sophie Fletcher 
 

Originally from Cambridge and recently graduated from the University of Winchester, Sophie draws 

inspiration from the likes of Sharon Olds, Sylvia Plath and Hugo Williams.  

 

Strip Club 

  

Auditioning 

shy girl  

wants money 

wants pain in her ankles 

at the end of the day. 



She wants her picture 

to hang crooked as she hangs 

head under thigh 

by the left wing, on stage, 

where men are most lively -  

the thing she wants 

being waved, fluttering 

like fish tails, swarming 

at feed time. The male faces 

are indistinguishable  

beneath their busy  

hands. The girl forgets 

how men can lick, 

how they can’t always 

keep steady in their 

gentlemanly stances, in 

the strip club dance – lap 

up solo debut – her wet 

thighs only wet  

with sweat, her rosé blush 

only present with her own 

presence – the one she  

can’t shake as she does 

in her stilettos – 

high as boyfriend was yesterday,  

as her hopes used to be. She forgets 

the audition, licks her lips, 

whets her tongue with the 

strip club tune in 

the palms of these strangers. 

 

 

The Longest Visitor 

 

“Do you  

eat cereal? Do you  

make sandwiches?” 

He doesn’t ask about the milk 

because he knows already 

what you will say. 

He asks now about the posters 

and wall decorations, the 

ghost of a stretcher in the hall 



and the dark stains on that floor.  

Is he the one to avoid 

when he mentions the growth 

pattern of his beard and the  

desire for naked women  

to rush about the house 

as if they were born without the desire 

to dress before any rendezvous 

they might have. 

He admits that his only problem 

is exclusion – his solution quite simple – 

to bury it and drink vodka, 

laughing uncomfortably when his 

childhood nickname crops up  

in conversation. The only way 

to make him leave. 

 

 

 

Two Butterflies 

 

They are there on the snow 

and the snowman. Our 

garden is dark yet we know 

what we have to do. Card. 

Stick. Torch. One leg defrosting 

at a time. We know they will die. 

A pair of wings spread wide. 

We can see their markings –  

aubergine and brown against  

greyish white. We think they 

might have moved whilst we 

looked at each other. I feel  

closer to you. We know  

they will die. Another leg 

climbs onto my gloved 

finger. We make it to the shed 

with both of them in tow. They 

settle down on an ancient bin lid, 

out from the snowfall. You  

hold the torch onto my face. 

We know they will die. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Submission guidelines: 

 

 
No more than six poems at a time and up to 2000 words of prose. 

If your submission falls in to neither category then please contact us first. 

 

We have no specific requirements in terms of genre, we simply print what we like. 

 
By submitting your work to us via the email below, you agree for us to publish your work. 

The copyright of anything submitted will remain with the original author. 

 
We make no money therefore you will receive no money for your submissions; 

just our support. 

 
Email: 

thelittlecherrypress@gmail.com 

 

Twitter: 
@TLCPress 

 

 
Once you have read this copy, please pass it on. 

Thank you for your support. 
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