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Welcome to the Gutter: A Forward & Explanation of 
our Submission Process 

Welcome to Issue #1 of Gutter Voices, we’re delighted to see 
you down here! 
Gutter Voices is an idea that developed in 2019. The vision 
was simple: a completely free Literary eJournal with a twist. 
The twist, you may ask? Regular writers. 
Our submission process is made up of two main avenues, one 
of which will develop over time. Like all journals, 
anthologies, etc., you can submit your writing to us. Then 
you anxiously wait until you hear back, sometimes with good 
news and sometimes with disappointment. 
However, we also want to build a sense of familiarity for our 
readers. Regular features, as well as new writers, so that you 
know the quality to expect with each issue. (Good quality, we 
hope!) 
Over time, we aim to build up a stable of returning writers. 
You won’t see them every issue, but you might see them 
every second, third, or fourth. 
Not to worry, though, for those submitting. Every issue has a 
quota set aside for returning writers and a quota for brand 
new voices. We want to build a familiarity while still 
supporting the new, creating the Gutter Voices family. 
Without further ado, please enjoy our launch issue. We hope 
you enjoy the selection of poetry and stories laid out before 
you. Oh, and please do make sure to check out the writers’ 
websites, I’m sure it would mean a lot to them! 

Yours in the gutter, 
The Gutter Voices Team 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IT HAPPENED ON THE WAY TO 
THE ARCADE 

BY SABRINA ALLARAKHIA 

They told her: 

there was nothing more we could do for him. 

Cling-clanging across her skull 

in a Newton’s cradle just shy 

of resting into existence, it hurtles 

through the backglass of empty space, 

through the mind awash in stars and serenity, 

plinging uncaring around the insides: 

it boings off the wafts of 

sweat clinging to skin and ward-sodden grits 

they will never eat again, 

he’d lost too much blood 

past the coffee she can smell on their breaths, 

the ball's mercurial frenzy a merciful favor 

while she breathes, languid 

under player one’s control; 
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until it jams its way into a crevice, 

rolling smoothly into blackness before 

the constellations explode. 

Somewhere in pinball a new screen clears, 

 we did everything we could 

the vaguest sense of decorum is loaded 

and appreciation springs 

between her lips unbidden, 

no more wanted than red through pressure— 

But if everything is what it is then 

she supposes she does owe them something 

for thrusting her into this sacred liminal space, 

her soaring magnum opus dive 

with razor bumpers poised to deflect 

as if she’ll ever come out of this whole, 

as if she can avoid the gaping hole at all. 
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BEECHES 

BY ZUSANA STORRIER  

Jane and her sister Marlene knew the beeches were out of hand, 

but they bought the house anyway. A little, cowering house but 

affordable and without stairs. 

And when the wind blew the beeches growled and sniggered and 

they both thought, but didn’t say, that one could fall on their house 

any day. The trees were too tall and too heavy, though their 

neighbours said they were fine. ‘Big, strong beeches those. 

Magnificent trees, with no thought of falling.’ 

Jane brought tea out to the contractors. ‘I don’t think it’ll be quick,’ 

said the grey one. Jane looked sorry and offered him a biscuit. 

‘Start her up Euan,’ he called over with swagger after finishing the 

ginger nut. 

The saw tore the air and the grove tensed. 

‘They’re listening,’ gesticulated Marlene, ‘the trees.’ 

The contractor chuckled down at her, orange crumbs lodged in his  

teeth. 
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Euan set the saw to a beech, the first of seven. The noise leapt as 

the great pewter bole trembled. 

The older man jabbed his thumb over his shoulder. ‘I’ll take over 

when Euan’s done,’ he bawled. ‘Any more biscuits?’ 

Jane held out the plate and the contractor bit to the sound of 

sundering. He began grinding, his chewing - we presume - louder 

in his head than the trunk splintering and tilting in unforeseeable 

ways or the gasp of the boughs or the roar of venom in the stand’s 

sap. 

Jane twisted to cover her face with her hands, dropping the plate. 

As the last ginger nut rolled to a rest on the mossy floor the 

chainsaw climbed to a note exactly two octaves below Marlene’s 

scream. 

Euan appeared to make little sound as he died, but who knows? 

Naturally they stopped at that point. The other trees may wait until 

spring. 
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HER MEMORY 

BY CHRISTO DE BOYET 

Cold ringing from the ever still fingers. As pale as the sheet 

covering her. Thin and short, a chill pulsed through my forehead. It 

was pleasing to still touch her, even without warmth. Reminds me 

of when we first met— 

I sat next to her amidst the chattering crowd as we prepared for our 

trip. I noticed when we greeted one another, as fleeting as it was, 

her deep and bold orange eyes. A leisure, smooth ride the train 

offered; I soon fell asleep. There was a tickle on my nose, spurring 

me awake. She was fixing a loose lock to the side. As her hand slid 

across my head, there was a perplexing jolt. On that occasion, I 

had a hard time understanding what it was. 

“Sorry.” She smiled, undaunted, and false. “Didn’t mean to wake 

you.” 

“It’s fine.” Though it wasn’t. 

A shame I didn’t follow my gut there. Several months later we met 

again. A small gathering of friends. Not realizing it was her, I went 

to shake her hand, and then it dawned on me. It was those eyes, 

they left a solid image in my head, that I couldn’t shake loose. This 
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was different, more personal, I had a chance to speak with her. I 

took a leap of faith, perhaps faulty hope. Luck was with me, I 

prevailed. We exchanged information. As the night came close to 

an end, everyone took off, including her. 

Now was the time of planning. A meticulous and detailed action, 

one that might win her over. I felt her a challenge, she held such a 

deep character. All of it for naught. She made the first move. I 

understood it then, it was mutual. A natural reaction that propelled 

us forward. A few dates in and the reverse happened. I succumbed 

to her. My heart gave in to her every command, I became 

comfortable and trusted her. 

One such date, the one that gets me each time. We went to the 

fields, food in a basket, a sun dress her garment. She stood up amid 

our fair lunch and began to dance a fine tune. Weaving between the 

vast flowers, her silky ebony hair glimmered from the sun. She 

was too beautiful for me. I figure she lowered herself to my plane 

of existence. A goddess of nature, she fit right into that standard. A 

lowly human like myself cannot compare. Still, as beautiful as she 

was, I never felt her smile to be true. In the span of our lives 

together, it took too long to learn why. 

Thirteen years, that’s all I was given. Fate played a fool of me, 

seizing her from my frail hands. She put up a good fight but lost 
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the war in the end. I should have noticed. No, I couldn’t see it, I 

denied it ever existed. I didn’t want it to be true. 

That cold began to feel comforting, seeping ever more through 

me. Anna, my love, I’ll never forget you…  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OXY 

BY PHILIP BERRY 

throw off words  ·  hot  
sweat flung from lank 
hair  ·  arched neck 

·  soak me in sugar  
& water  · 
& ink that turns spirals  
in pale cloud  · 

charm cuts thought  · 
·  poison and the vein 

powder to the base 
of the needful brain 
                            
struggle  · 
vs kindness 
vs your wrap around 
hand 
    ·  some though you 
are. 
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SOMEWHERE IN BETWEEN 

BY SARAH L KING 

They packed up the car, hitting the road early to avoid the tourist 

traffic. In the front, two parents, work-weary and ready for rest. In 

the back, two children, wide-eyed and eager for adventure. All in 

need of escape, whether they realised it or not. The journey took 

seven hours, through mountains and glens, across moors, around 

lochs. Winding roads. Feral goats. Greens and browns. Greys and 

blues. A different world to the one at home. 

The girl in the back gazed out the window, her daydreams fuelled 

by scenes outside. The boy next to her preferred the game he 

clutched in his hands and let it pass him by. Dad kept his eyes on 

the road, his hands on the wheel, leading the charge. Mum stared 

in wonder, ever the delighted spectator of nature. Ever wishing it 

could all just swallow her whole and make her part of its design. 

Seven hours. You could fly partway round the world for that.  

But who’d want to sail through the sky, knowing they were 

missing all this on the ground below?  

They crossed the bridge where the ferry used to be. The roads 

became narrower, then narrower still. The world opened up. Rocks 
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and rivers. The tumbled stones of ancient brochs and castle ruins. 

Hills in miniature, carved out of the land by fairies. Heather-strewn 

moors racing down to the deep, endless sea. Mountains rising from 

the land like guardians, their careful watch kept under cover of 

cloud. I am here for you, the world said. I have always been here. 

You just forgot about me for a while. Come and see.  

They walked, testing new boots at the side of the fairy pools. Too 

cold to go in. The boy was disappointed. Waterfalls rumbled down; 

the rain had been heavy, and the river was abundant. Mum liked 

the sound, the power. The crystal clarity of each pool as the new 

water settled into it and made itself at home. Above them the 

Cuillin tickled the clouds and hailstones fell. The children 

squealed. Dad put his camera away.  

The sun came, joining the wind to scatter rainbows on blown 

waterfalls as they danced down kilted rock. They walked along the 

beach, following in the footsteps of dinosaurs. Dad found their 

footprints. Middle Jurassic, he told Mum, taking a photograph. It 

was nice of them to leave something behind. The boy and the girl 

drew pictures in the sand, a smiling brachiosaurus mingling with 

the patterns made by their wellies. Their footprints were less 

enduring than the fossils, but no less precious.  

The Cuillin summoned the grey and the weather turned. Shelter 

was sought. A cosy inn. A warm fire. Ale for Mum; she always 
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liked an ale. Cola for Dad; he was driving. Lemonade for the 

children. Wet coats discarded on chairs. Hats removed. Boots 

undone. Outside the old bridge made its stand as an Atlantic wrath 

swept across the landscape. Greens turned brown. Greys turned 

almost black. It didn’t matter to the bridge. It had seen all this 

before. Safe inside they watched until it was over. Talked about the 

walks, the air, the fairies. The magic of where they found 

themselves. The wish to remain lost in it.  

Dad held Mum’s hand. Words exchanged in gazes and smiles. The 

fire crackled, and they felt themselves light up a little more.  

“Betty?” 

No – not yet. Sligachan. The Cuillin. Oranges. Reds. Blacks. She 

wants to stay there. 

“Betty? Are you awake?” 

Betty. When she was younger, it had been Elizabeth. Or Mum. Or 

Liza, to him. She’s still Mum, of course. But she hasn’t been Liza 

for a very long time.  

“Come on, Betty. It’s time for your treatment.” 

Her smile fades. Creases remain around her eyes as she opens 

them; lines of age carved on her face like caverns in weathered 

rock. The place she went to disappears, but she knows it’s only for 
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a little while. It’s a place she has returned to many times, even 

though she only visited it once.  

She wishes it had been more than once. She wishes many things 

now. 

“Your daughter’s coming soon. Best to get this out of the way 

before she gets here. It won’t take long, I promise.” 

She nods. Agreement. Resignation. Somewhere in between. She 

thinks it’s funny how they’ve come up with all these ways to keep 

her alive, just so she can watch as the world consumes itself. They 

couldn’t fix that. They couldn’t stop the sea from taking the land, 

the heat from melting the ice, the people from poisoning the air. 

They took the world on a journey, they got lost and they didn’t 

know how to get back to where they started. Or maybe they did, 

and just didn’t want to. She doesn’t remember. She remembers less 

now. 

I’m still here for you, the world says. But you’ve changed me. 

Hotter. Wetter. Mountains made into hills. Glens made into seas. 

Diminished, but still here. Come and see.  

A tear slips down her cheek. She tells herself it’s the pinch of the 

needle as it finds a vein. Easier to think about that than it is to think 

about change. About time. About loss. 

Her eyes close.  
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The hills and mountains desired blue skies once more. The Cuillin 

looked on, black and red keeping watch as they roamed north to 

the Storr. Spiky pinnacles of rock stood guard, like soldiers 

surveying land and lochs below. Flasks of tea. Pockets filled with 

chocolate. Tired legs. The boy complained. Mum wrapped her 

fingers around his, whispered words of encouragement. The girl 

ran ahead, finding a hiding place in long grass, lying dormant and 

brittle after winter. Laughter. Rustling. Pink on brown. Easy to 

spot.  

“You’re very sleepy today.” 

She grunts. She keeps her eyes shut.  

They ventured to the westerly wing, found a lighthouse balanced 

on the headland. Brave. Unapologetic. Glowing white under the 

gaze of the spring sun. A patchwork of cliffs ran in every direction. 

The children wanted to explore. Parental hearts thrummed and 

gentle voices gave way to warning. A clifftop game of hide and 

seek. Dad tucked a finger under Mum’s chin. A clifftop embrace.   

“You look happy. Is it a good dream?” 

She nods. Her eyes flicker open, though that last image stays with 

her. It’s always there now; it’s all she has left of him. All those 

years ago it all seemed so complicated, so busy. So full. It was full. 
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She thought the fullness of her life was difficult. She never 

appreciated how much harder emptiness would be. 

The needle is removed, and a plaster applied. Keeping things in, 

keeping things out.  

“There we are. All finished. Shall we take you back to your room?” 

She doesn’t answer. The wheels turn on her chair whether she 

wants them to or not.  

Her daughter visits as promised. Daydreams and giggles are long 

gone now, washed away like those welly prints in the sand. If she 

tries hard enough, though, she can still see them. She can still see 

the pink in amongst the grey. Her daughter sits down. Her glasses 

slip. She doesn’t notice.  

“How’ve you been keeping?” 

She grunts. Fine. Terrible. Somewhere in between.  

“The nurses say you don’t talk much. It would be good for you to 

socialise; don’t you think?” 

She grunts again. Talk. Sleep. Dream. She prefers to dream.  

“Are you not talking to me now?” 

“Do you remember the Cuillin?” Her voice is hoarse. A croak. 

Weak. Unused.  
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“The Cuillin?” She frowns, finally notices her glasses, pushes them 

up. “Oh, the mountains on Skye? We went there on holiday when 

we were little, didn’t we?” 

“Are they still there?” 

Another frown. “What, the mountains? Well – I think so. Skye’s 

changed since we were there though, Mum. Like everywhere else. 

It’s smaller now.” 

It’s smaller. 

She changes the subject. Keeps talking. Puts words into spaces 

where thoughts might go. She doesn’t want to think about what 

might be gone. What the sea might have taken.  

Her daughter gets up to leave. A kiss on the cheek. I love you, she 

says. I’ll visit again soon. I’ll bring cake next time. Ale? No, not 

ale; you know you’re not allowed that with your treatment. Cake, 

yes. Magazines, too. Promises scatter like the petal scent of her 

perfume as she walks out the door.   

Her eyes close. The quiet resumes. The thoughts return. The 

memories take hold as somewhere out there, the Cuillin keeps 

watch.  

She thinks he walks the mountains and clifftops alone now. A 

guardian of the world they knew, like the Cuillin and the Storr. His 

camera keeps him company, capturing it all, but it’s no substitute 
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for her. Where he is the world is restored, resurrected, made new. 

I’m still here for you, it says. I’m here for you, and for him. Come 

and see.  

Her eyes open. Dinner plates clatter. She isn’t hungry.  

Come and see.   

Be patient, she thinks. I’ll be there soon.  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HELP WANTED 

Are you enjoying Gutter Voices so far? Want to help us continue 

improving life in the gutter? 

As a 100% free Literary eJournal, we do everything on our own 

time and energy. It’s easy, seeing as we love what we do, but 

carries its own share of challenges. 

Between submissions, social media, journal compilation, website 

maintenance, and more, there are a lot of tasks operating in the 

background of Gutter Voices. 

If you think you can help out and most importantly, you want to 

help out, email us at guttervoices@gmail.com with the subject line 

of ‘I’m here to clean the gutter.’ 

Let us know your skillsets, experience, and what you would like to 

assist with. We won’t necessarily take on all offers, but we are 

looking to build a small team of passionate and driven people to 

make Gutter Voices the best it can be. 

We now resume your regular scheduled reading…  

22

mailto:guttervoices@gmail.com


THE WORLD I DREAM ABOUT 

BY JEAN CALLENDER 

This world is bare 
There is no sun 
Just greyness 
I am in a grey world 
Where nothing is real 
There is nobody else 
Just me 
I see graveyards, yes 
But I still feel 
That no one ever existed 
I feel so bleak 
There is nothing human here 
I feel immortal 
Yet cry the tears of mortality 
But this world has purity 
No wars 
Just peace 
Lovely, lonely peace 
The rocks here 
Are older than time itself 
I may never smile here 
But I will be fulfilled 
Completely 
At peace with the enigma 
That is the mind.  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TWO SUNS 

BY SEÁN COOKE 

two suns pulse in an invisible sky 

like a heartbeat, calm and steady 

seagulls fly overhead 

as you stretch out flat 

like a beach towel 

or are they vultures? or dragons? 

the lulling waves tickle your toes 

even though they are far away 

like a distant relative whispering in your ear 

the sand between your toes 

with grit and many and warmth 

like a pinch of salt on a sizzling steak 

your thoughts and fears melt away 

with the two suns in an invisible sky 

and gentle winds that blow from nowhere 
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and everywhere 

like a storm 

and the sand between your toes 

hardens to a point 

like glass 

drawing blood 

and the waves begin to turn 

and flow towards the horizon 

higher now 

louder 

like a stampede 

and the seagulls overhead 

plummet to the ground 

like meteors 

while two suns pulse in an invisible sky 

and the alarm clock sounds 

like a siren 

calling before you are ready. 
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FAMILY CIRCLE 

BY LORRAINE THOMSON 

The triangle played host, wearing a manly yet genial expression as 

he held court at the party in his honour. His comments were 

amusing and informative and his eyes twinkled when his wife, a 

smiling circle, served drinks and home-made cake.  

The female shapes in the room noted the triangle’s broad 

shoulders and slim hips, while his twinkle made them go gooey 

inside. They looked at the smiling circle with envy in their eyes. 

Their male counterparts cast appreciative glances at the circle’s 

curves and observed how attentive she was to the triangle’s needs. 

They gave their own rather less acquiescent wives the side eye, 

inwardly sighing as the circle refreshed their glasses. 

Everyone said that the triangle and the circle were a perfect 

illustration of a perfect marriage. Everyone knew nothing, for 

when everyone departed, the triangle’s eyes calcified and the circle  
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cleared up alone. 

That night, the triangle stood on the circle’s legs while she was 

sleeping. When she woke up screaming, he told her to get an 

abortion. The circle cried herself to sleep, and when the triangle 

did the same thing the night after that and the night after that, she 

cried herself to sleep again and again, but she did not give in to his 

demand.  

Seven months later, the circle gave birth to a rhombus. Everyone 

said he had his mother’s smile and his father’s twinkle. Everyone 

said that the triangle, the circle and the rhombus were a perfect 

illustration of a perfect family. Everyone was clueless, for when 

everyone wasn’t looking, the smile on the face of the rhombus 

compressed into a grim line and the twinkle in his eyes was 

consumed by darkness as he listened to the circle scream while the 

triangle stood on her legs.  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A DREAM 

BY LEONIE CHARLTON 

The sheep on the hillside are pouring in from all directions, 
meeting along fencelines, milling between gateposts, wool 
wedging tight.


The hillside becomes a building, sandstone block-work 
some stories high. Through the windows the sheep have 
turned to polecats, innumerable and unutterably silent 
beyond glass.


They are not playing as I first thought they were. They are 
desperate to find a way out. Tight along they run, more and 
more throng to every sill, begin to spill out onto the 
pavement below. They stream across the street to my feet. 
They smell strongly of honey and fear, come to moil and 
musk against my cold-bone ankles. It’s something chemical 
they’re running from. I cannot help them, I am as scared as 
they are. I don’t even have the scent of honey to redeem me.
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FEATURED WRITER: 
LEONIE CHARLTON 

Leonie’s debut full-length book Marram is coming out March 
19th with Sandstone Press. We asked her a few questions 
about it.


What is Marram about? 
From the southern tip of Barra to the ancient stone circle of 
Callanish, my friend Shuna and I, and our Highland ponies 
Ross and Chief, spend three weeks travelling up through the 
Outer Isles. Marram is the story of this trip and the 
extraordinary people, landscapes, seascapes and wildlife we 
meet along the way. During the journey I leave a trail of 
beads for my mother who died in 2010. In the penetrating 
Hebridean light I am encircled by memories, and find the 
time and space to finally make peace with our deeply 
fractured relationship. 

Why a Travel Memoir as your first full-length book? 
I had always thought that the novel I was (and still am) 
working on would be my first full-length book. However, 
when I got back from the Hebrides I just couldn’t stop 
thinking about the journey, it became an urgent summonsing 
to write. I gave myself permission to leave the novel be and 
write the travel memoir. I had a winter of intense writing 
which very much carried itself; I think this was greatly helped 
by a ready-made structure of twenty-one days of travel 
which translated into twenty-one chapters which freed up the 
writing process.  

What has been the biggest challenge writing Marram? 
Writing some of the sections about Mum was harrowing, 
leaning into her through the writing process was bruising in a 
different way to feeling the memories. Possibly the biggest 
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challenge though was writing chapters eighteen, nineteen 
and twenty. Even as I read them now, after countless 
rewrites and edits and all that proof reading, I still cry. I 
nearly lose my pony Ross in the peat bogs of Harris/Lewis, it 
is a Dark Night of the Soul. Writer Margaret Elphinstone 
called the ponies ‘the true Trojan heroes’ of Marram and in 
these chapters that really comes to the fore.  

What has been the most exciting moment writing 
Marram? 
It was a wonderful moment when the title ‘Marram’ blew in 
one day, until that point it had had the working title of 
‘Twenty-one Pony days in the outer Hebrides’ which really 
wasn’t cutting it. The title had been proving very elusive. 
‘Marram’ as well as describing so much of the landscape we 
rode through, was also the perfect metaphor for my mother; 
tough, resilient, changeable, beautiful and dangerous in 
equal measure, its pointed tips capable of drawing blood.  

Did Marram receive many rejections? 
I feel very lucky to have been taken on by Sandstone Press 
as quickly as I was, that being said there were a few tough 
moments. I initially sent it to another Scottish publisher who 
emailed the very next day expressing interest. They asked 
me to do a rewrite which I gladly did, cutting the manuscript 
by 10,000 words. I never heard from them again. That was 
hard, the unexpected silence after an exchange of 
encouraging and friendly emails. I also had a few rejections 
from agents but each one contained helpful pointers and 
somehow felt like stepping stones in the right direction. For 
me silence is definitely the hardest form of rejection.  

What is your favourite travel destination and why? 
Barcelona, because my dear friend Gloria lives there, 
because she is a wonder and a touchstone back to our 
nineteen-year-old selves, and to all the years and changes 
between; also because I love Catalan food, the revs of 
mopeds and all that Gaudí. 
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SEND US YOUR FEEDBACK 

If you would like to be a part of our next issue, submissions 
are now open!


Send your submissions to guttervoices@gmail.com with 
‘Submission’ as your subject line.


Submissions can be one or multiple pieces but the total 
amount must not exceed 3,000 words or 12 pages (taking 
250 words to equal 1 page).


We are open to poetry, flash fiction & short stories.


Please make sure to introduce yourself in the body of the 
email, include your website or preferred social media, and 
title your documents.


Submissions Close April 20th. 

SEND US YOUR FEEDBACK 

We sincerely hope you’ve enjoyed Gutter Voices Issue #1 as 
much as we have enjoyed putting it together.


If you have any feedback or suggestions, please send them 
to guttervoices@gmail.com with ‘Feedback’ as your subject 
line.


mailto:guttervoices@gmail.com
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JOIN OUR EMAIL LIST 

If you want to be first in line for Issue #2, send an email to 
guttervoices@gmail.com with ‘Email List’ as your subject 
line to join and receive it direct to your inbox on May 15th!


This email list will only be used for delivering issues and no 
other purpose.
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THANK YOU! 

SEE YOU MAY 15TH FOR ISSUE #2
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