
  

LITERATURE LISTINGS

Ale House

 WEDS 7TH/14TH  

 /21ST/28TH 

 Rick Vick: Writing Group 

A weekly writing group run by Stroud 
Festival’s Rick Vick. Discover your 
hidden voice, all welcome! 7-9pm £5 
for further information contact Rick on 
07973 225 694

Museum In The Park

 SUN 25TH 

Magical Tales with Jamila Gavin

Join award-winning author, Jamila 
Gavin, on a spellbinding journey 
to faraway lands. Be prepared to 
encounter the magical and mysterious! 
A special Stroud Festival storytelling 
event, for adults as well as for 
children aged 7 and above 3pm 
£5adults/£3children Booking necessary, 
please call the Museum on 01453 
763394 (STROUD FESTIVAL)

museuminthepark.org.uk

No 23

 SUN 18TH 

 Philip Douch: Short Stories  
 for Grown Ups 

Unlike other short story events, where 
you get a smattering of lots of writers, 
these bi-monthly evenings at No 23 
each feature an excellent ‘headliner’ 
alongside Philip’s own entertaining 
tales. Philip also coordinates the annual 
Feast of Stories events in Cheltenham 
and regularly performs at the Stroud 
Theatre Festival. Audience members 
are welcome to come early for a meal 
before moving upstairs to the cosy 
performance venue 8pm £5adv To make 
sure of a seat please book by emailing: 
pandjdouch@gmail.com 

Storytelling With  
Fiona Eadie 

 THURS 1ST/15TH/ 22ND 

 Storytelling Evening Classes 

A series of evening classes for all 
abilities, ‘Telling Tales’ began with an 

introductory session on 17th September 
and runs for six more sessions (at 
slightly random intervals) including the 
5th,19th and 26th  Nov £70 Horsley Mill, 
Nailsworth

 SAT 24TH – SUN 25TH 

 Introduction to Storytelling 2 

For those with some storytelling 
experience! A weekend to develop 
existing skills and learn more also 
offers an opportunity to find or bring 
along a story of your choice to work on. 
Plenty of games, exercises, practice, 
encouragement and fun £140 Horsley 
Mill, Nailsworth

 SAT 31ST 

 Storytelling 

Fiona will be telling stories for all ages 
(5 to 105!) at Ruskin Mill on Saturday 
mornings, with the next monthly event 
taking place on the 21st Nov and 19th 
Dec. Everyone welcome to come and 
listen 10:30am-12:30pm £4adults/£3 
children/£10 family ticket

For further information, or to book, 
please call 01453 834793 or email 
fiona@fionaeadieltd.co.uk

fionaeadiestoryteller.com 

SVA

 SAT 10TH 

 Mr Fluffypunk’s Penny Gaff  
 featuring John Osbourne  
 and Molly Naylor 

It’s reached number 10! A birthday of 
sorts. And the Autumnal Penny Gaff is 
gonna be a good ‘un, featuring a Stroud 
stop on the little tour of John Osborne 
and Molly Naylor...John and Molly are 
two of this country’s most innovative 
and original voices. For the past five 
years they have both been performing 
poetry and theatre shows and they 
decided to come out on tour together. 
Come and hear a selection of their best 
material; accessible, funny, life-affirming 
poetry and stories from the creators 
of John Peel’s Shed and Sky 1’s After 
Hours 8pm  £8.50adv via SVA website 
or Trading Post/£10otd

 SUN 18TH 

 ListenIn - Poetry Slam 

Poetry slam with Eley Furell and guest 

poets from all over the country! 7.30pm 
£5otd (STROUD FESTIVAL)

 THURS 29TH 

 Miserable Poets Café  
 featuring Miserable Malcolm  
 & Uta Baldauf 

Miserable Poets’ Cafe – the Open 
Mic’ night purely for miserable poems 
returns with the same rules as before: 
“No Positivity”, “No Glimmers of Hope” 
and “No Looking on the Bright Side”. 
This is your chance to read your most 
depressing poems to an appreciative 
audience, and is hosted by Stroud’s 
resident poet of the morose, Miserable 
Malcolm. As usual, there will be prizes 
for the most disheartening poems, 
opportunities to mingle with other 
disconsolate souls, and a selection 
of dispiriting spirits and whines at the 
bar. There will also be a melancholic 
performance by Uta Baldauf. So dig out 
your poems of heartbreak, agony and 
existential angst and share the despair 
at Miserable Poets’ Café 8pm £4otd/
readers get in free

sva.org.uk

Yellow Lighted Bookshop

 FRI 16TH 

 Finding Your Way in Nature:  
  Tristan Gooley, Rob Cowan  
 & Dominick Tyler

Join three of the country’s foremost 
documenters of nature and landscape 
for a very special evening. Tristan, 
Rob and Dominick have been at the 
forefront of the resurgence in nature 
writing and photography over the last 
five years, this is the first time that all 
three have met up and discussed their 
writing and their art. Tristan Gooley is 
the author of four books and numerous 
articles about natural navigation. Rob 
Cowen is a journalist and broadcaster, 
and author of two books, ‘Skimming 
Stones’ and ‘Common Ground’. 
Dominick Tyler studied philosophy but 
has been a photographer all his life. His 
most notable books have been ‘Wild 
Swim’, and most recently the stunning 
‘Uncommon Ground - 7pm Horsley 3in1 
(at the Parish Church)

yellow-lightedbookshop.co.uk
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PRINT     MERCHANDISING     DESIGN
AND SO MUCH MORE

Your local printer for fine art 
giclée prints, artist’s cards 
and postcards, exhibition 
flyers and brochures. We’re 
competitively priced and 
eco-friendly. Visit our print 
factory in Wallbridge, Stroud.
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 THINGS WE CARRY 

 by Uta Baldauf 

Sometimes the things we carry 
don’t fit in shopping bags 
Or in my hands at all 

I carry the memory of us 
In a corner of my creased heart 
To keep my eyes free for hay-fever tears 

Things we carry 
Can be big or small 
Light or weightful 

You carry sunglasses 
Like a rock star 
Hiding last night’s beers 

She carries time 
Like a rock on her back 
Pushing her gaze to the ground 

We carry on 

For a chance to have your work 
appear on these pages email:

goodonpaperstroud@gmail.com

 THE ROOM 

 by Leah Grant 

Through the thin gap in the 
doorway, the room shone.

Danny could feel the pull,  
the drag of his feet through the 
carpet towards it. He held on, 
the sound of his own reproach 
bouncing off the shadowy 
walls. After several seconds, he 
attempted to move away, but 
the smell had already caught 
him; it slid between the light-
filled gap, clinging to luminous 
particles of air. It filled his head, 
smothering his brain, his vision, 
until all he could see was a 
hand in front of him, the touch 
of smooth wood beneath his 
fingertips. He pushed.

Inside, the full force of shop-
bought newness hit him; it rose 
from the fine-fibred carpet, 
mingling with the soft scent of 
recently varnished pine. Paint 
fumes underpinned it, burning 
through his nostrils until  
a dull pain pulsated behind his 
eyes. The walls throbbed.  
As he stepped over the 
threshold, he became aware  

of the faint buzz of the light 
bulb above him, illuminating 
the room with its bare, 
unfiltered glow.  
It was unforgiving in its clarity, 
highlighting his clumsy brush-
strokes as thick mounds of 
yellow paint butted up against 
sparse patches of barely-
covered wall. 

There was a foreign object 
in the room today; it caught 
Danny’s eye immediately.  
A tower; it leaned.  
Labels daggled from amid tight 
layers of white and yellow, 
peppered with dots of pink and 
blue. He reached out, he pulled 
and the tower tumbled.  
Clothes fell like bricks, 
unravelling themselves as they 
rolled away from the rubble. 
Danny picked up a t-shirt, felt 
the delicate softness of cotton 
between his fingers. As his 
hands traced the miniature 
neckline and shrunken sleeves, 
the face of a rabbit smiled back 
at him. He folded it, carefully, 
reassembling the stack.

He watched; he waited.

When the familiar surge 
of panic came, it was small, 
innocuous; breaking against his 
resolve quickly and with little 
effort. It wasn’t until he began 
to move around the room, 
his hands drifting across the 
gentle contours of perfectly-

placed furniture, that the pain 
behind Danny’s eyes intensified, 
travelling southward on a wave 
of pulse-quickening terror.  
He bent double when  
he reached the window, 
crumpling down against the 
cold ribs of the radiator.  
In and out, he breathed.

It lasted for five minutes; 
when it was over, Danny 
tried to stand. He gripped 
the windowsill, tasting the 
acrid saliva that moistened 
his mouth. He was shaking. 
With small steps he moved 
to the door, flicking the light 
switch off with a sweaty palm. 
In the dark, a full moon shone 
ethereal light into the small 
room, throwing the furniture 
into shadow. Momentarily, 
Danny was caught in prison-
like bars of light and shade.  
His eyes followed the outline  
to its source, to the thick 
wooden slats of the cot 
prominently erected in the 
middle of the room.  
How ironic, he thought.

Leah Grant is a writer and 

photographer with a keen interest 

in art and literature. On her blog, 

Bellyful of Art, you can find 

reviews of exhibitions, installations, 

dance performances and literary 

events as well as her own pieces 

of short fiction

Uta Baldauf’s poem, Things We Carry, beautifully 

epitomises this latter instance and is a perfect 

example of the kind of poetry we are looking for 

as part of our latest feature. Every other month, 

emerging and established poets, short story 

writers and those interested in flash fiction are 

being given the opportunity to see their lovingly 

crafted words in print.  

This is the chance I’m sure many of you 

(including myself – see my own short story below!) 

have been waiting for, so don’t delay in sending in 

your pieces – no longer than 1000 words –  

to goodonpaperstroud@gmail.com 

Leah Grant

 STORIES OPEN OUR MINDS; THEY LET US INTO WORLDS WE’VE  

 NEVER SEEN, ALLOWING US TO VICARIOUSLY EXPERIENCE THE  

 EVENTS, THE EMOTIONS, OF CHARACTERS FAR REMOVED FROM  

 OUR EVERYDAY LIVES. EQUALLY, THEY CAN SHOW US WHAT  

 WE NEED TO KNOW ABOUT OURSELVES, REFLECTING OUR  

 OWN WORLDS BACK AT US, FORCING US TO REASSESS WHAT  

 IT IS THAT MAKES US WHO WE ARE. 

POETRY, 
SHORT 
STORIES 
& FLASH 
FICTION


