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Support the Gutter: A Forward & Future Prospects 

Welcome to Issue #2 of Gutter Voices, we’re delighted to see 
you down here! 
Our launch issue was a huge success and we’re so happy 
you’re back for more. If you haven’t checked out our launch 
issue, it’s available on our website, or see Page 25 to join our 
email list. 
As we are a small and passionate team, we aim to release 
Gutter Voices every second month. We’re working on bringing 
in new features and parts over time. You’ll see our newest 
addition on Page 17. 
If you enjoy reading this issue and would like to support us, 
please do us a big favour and follow us on Twitter. Outside of 
our issues, Twitter is our main hangout. It’s where we test the 
waters for new ideas and gather feedback, as well as spread 
the good word about Gutter Voices. 
For some of the features we’re planning to introduce, we like 
to run them by our followers to see what our readers want to 
see most. As it’s difficult to do this through the eMag 
medium, Twitter provides us with that avenue. Of course, you 
can also always email us. 
Anyway, we hope you enjoy this issue and all the wonderful 
poems and stories you’re about to read. 

Yours in the gutter, 
The Gutter Voices Team 
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TRESPASSING 

BY LIZZIE ELRIDGE 

We dare to go to the saddest places


those aching haunts


where poignant trepidation lives


Be not afraid


to take my hand


Be not afraid


to bow your head


Be not afraid


this soft safe ground


is where you are


and where we tread
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APOCALYPSE 

BY CHRISTOPHER MOORE 

She stood there, rooted in place, as the wave advanced 
further and further across the sky. Almost with the speed of 
wildfire sweeping through a dry, choked wood, the shelf 
cloud rolled towards her, crackling with electricity and 
darkening the world around her. Lightning danced across 
her eyes, her expression hardened in the face of imminent 
destruction.


All around her, people ran for their lives, simple souls 
instinctively fearful of death, of meeting their end. Riddled 
with concerns impossible for her to empathise with. They 
saw the approaching storm as their doom, an oppressor, a 
judgment come to hold them to account for their sins.


What sheep.


She held out her arms, as wide as they would stretch, her 
head hung back to savour the change in the atmosphere, 
the sizzle in the very air that sent each hair on her head 
flowing out, reaching into the gloom like tentacles, testing 
the void for a sense of when the strike would hit.
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Soon. Very soon. She could feel it racing towards her, 
almost as though homing in on her, ignoring the fleeing 
cattle and seeking out the one defiant figure standing in its 
path. Except it wasn’t defiance. Defiance would imply the 
desire to stop what was coming. This was a willing plunge.


Lightning flashed again, and with it, images and memories, 
some repressed, some having never been possible to purge. 
All of them danced across her vision like luminous ghosts. 
The laughter and jeering of a classroom of peers. The 
disappointed frown of a stubborn father. The stinging crack 
of a lover’s slap. The platitudes of a regretful employer. The 
plaintive moans of a slow-dying mother. The tear-stained 
note of an unhappy daughter. The last memory printed itself 
onto her eyes as though floating in the air right before her, 
and her lungs released a wailing howl, an enraged shriek 
against creation itself, every tiny hair on her arms standing 
bolt upright, static shimmering over her body like a robe. 
She screamed at the sky, demanding it do its worst, urging 
it to. She called down her own doom and shut her eyes 
forever against the world that had destroyed her.


The air crackled. The cloud rumbled. The wave rolled over 
her, eclipsing the rest of the sky, and everything, for one 
perfect, drawn-out second, went utterly still.
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Then she was bathed in light and fire, and everything came 
alive for the final time.
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SEASONS 

BY DAVID CLANCY 

He had seen a lot of death when he was a boy. That was the 
life of it, living on a farm. Things grown and reared and 
planted and looked after so that they would die and provide. 
Meat to eat, clothes to wear. Seasons came and went and 
life and death came with them.


He remembered the first time his father brought him to help 
slaughter a cow. Come with me and I’ll show you how we 
do it and we’ll make a man of you yet. He hadn’t thought 
that he would be so upset. Sure, he played soldiers and had 
guns, and killed baddies all the time. A cow would be no big 
deal.


The smell was of excrement and woody cattle feed and 
Jeyes fluid. He dragged his too-big wellies over the ground, 
concrete wet with brown sticky straw and water he didn’t 
know the source of. His father took the stunner from the 
holster. It looked like a real gun. Black, metallic with a barrel 
and a little plastic trigger beside the handle. The stunner 
would make the cow unconscious, make it easier and less 
painful for it. For us. It snorted, swung its tail and shifted 
from foot to foot, eyes lazily looking at him.
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He saw those eyes again when he found the body. Maybe 
he wasn’t quite the man he was supposed to be. But all the 
men seemed to shrink in the face of death. Big men, friends 
of his father, all came to say sorry for your trouble and look 
at the ground and he was such a good man and is there 
anything we can do, at all? All reduced from their chat and 
craic and slaps on the back to these half shadows, these 
quiet imitations.


He was the man of the house now and he was in the season 
of death surely. His mother would not last half a year. He 
wondered whether the cow felt anything. You pull the trigger 
and the bolt enters the cranium. It destroys the cerebrum 
and benumbs the animal. Unconscious, but still alive, it can 
then be easily slit and drained, the sight of the knife causing 
no panic. His father had not needed this second step.  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SUNDAY BLETHERS 

BY KIRSTY ANNE WATTERS 

I stopped going to church 
long ago 
but one Sunday tradition  
remains 
 
Each week we congregate on Calder Street 
A family 
and confess our tales of the previous week 
Blethering  
over cups of tea 
 
sister and brother 
mother and son 
daughters 
nieces, nephews, uncles ,aunts 
husband and wife 
cousins of all ages 
 
We squeeze into the comfy pews 
and face the altar of our lives 
through disjointed homilies 
and old stories  
we've all been read  
before 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Words spill over one another 
as we talk of nothing 
and everything 
Fun is poked 
like hot coals on a fire 
keeping all of us warm 
Children of God 

in our love 

for one another


 
Cake is our communion

Laughter, a popular hymn

the living room, a crowded chapel  
that welcomes all  
 
The grand matriarch watches on 
like a bemused priest 
who's long stopped trying to tame 
their unruly parish 
 
I don't know about God 
His apathy knows no bounds 
but I do know the love 

contained within  
those Sunday Blethers 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It flows through our words 
an unspoken current 
A holy wine  
we did not realise we were drinking 
It fills our blood 
and makes us light  
nonsensical 
but together  
in conversation 
 
I stopped going to church  
long ago 
but each Sunday I sit in that room 
and suddenly  
I am part of something 
bigger than myself 
no longer alone 
in the universe 
 
No need to pray 
I know they are enough for me 
 
Thank God  
for Sunday Blethers.
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MOONLIGHT 

BY KIRSTY ANNE WATTERS 

I understand the moon  
more than most 
 
She sits, 
sombre, solitary 
amongst the stars 
their clusters of constellations 
shining, together 
while she remains  
 
singular 
 
Under her moonbeams, 
my loneliness shines 
I too 
remain 
 

                                                    unattached.
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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.’


We are particularly looking for help with our website and 

building a marketing team, but we’re open to all skillsets 

and suggestions.


We now resume your regular scheduled reading…
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EVERYONE CAN WRITE 

The beautiful thing about writing is that anyone can do it. It’s 

not all about writing beautiful, spiralling verses and heart-

wrenching narratives with delicious descriptions. 

Sometimes, short and sweet is all you need.


We all know the famous six word story: 


For sale: Baby Shoes. Never worn.


Well, we want to hear your snippets! For Issue 3, we’re 

looking to include a new segment with extreme flash fiction. 

Email your story to guttervoices@gmail.com with the subject 

line ’20 Words’.


That’s right, your story must be no longer than 20 words!


Include the text in the body of the email along with your 

name, you might see it reappear in Issue 3. 
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HIM 

BY BOBBI THOMSON 

His hands no longer fit in mine,

instead, they warm my neck.

Eyes of pure black,

wandering aimlessly. 

Drowning in space,

as the bed is drained of the song,

that the coldness now sings.

My face drenched in tears,

my body smeared in insecurities,

incessant suffocating clouds and caliginous skies.

Imprisoned by walls,

with memories screaming in my ears.

A choir of sobs,

replacing the laughs that came before.

Exhausted smiles tarnished by sympathy,

numbed by Z’s,

broken by him.
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VOLTA 

BY ADAM LOWE 

I'm sure the anger that slid the floor sideways,

tectonic, was really aimed at me, and why

the world threatened to vault beneath my feet.


Your screech howled around my head,

burrowed a vortex in the air. I was the eye

through which you passed your thread.


Hares and voles crawled up from my stomach,

their filthy fur the taste of you in my mouth,

parting my lips. I spat them out, felt I needed


to spit some more. I gushed chunks of you and me, 

and all the things I'd thought I was. Clearly 

there were things I needed to wrestle. Clearly 


I needed to re-examine that ache of need. Or perhaps

I just needed to leave there, and you, and sleep.
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THIS PLACE IS NO LONGER 
ANYONE’S BUSINESS 

BY ZACH MURPHY 

Morton and Rosa slow-danced in the street as the shoe 
repair shop that they owned for 31 years went up into 
flames.


“This probably isn’t the best idea,” said Rosa.


“Nothing is ever the best idea,” answered Morton. “But let’s 
keep dancing.” 
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ALL THE UNSAID THINGS 

BY JESSICA MEHTA 

There are times when I’m scared to touch you,

afraid my fingertips will burst into flame, prints sloughed

away into ashes,

unidentifiable 

and the inches between your leg and mine

are oceans. 

When I ask you to tell me all the bad things about me,

you never give me what I want,

that you don’t want a baby

because your goodness isn’t strong enough

to cover up all my bad,

that I’m selfish to such a degree

the starvation can’t chew up a heart 

already willowed, dried up and shrunk

into a prune. There are times

I want to write by hand

I am not enough until I fill a notebook,

my fingers cramp and the words

becomes a part of me, etched deep

into the bone.

Is that what it takes to make something mine? 
Like the Hindi alphabet or my slanted cursive,

so just tell me all the bad things

and I’ll swallow them up like pills,

like candy,

so they rest heavy,

solid and satisfying in my stomach.
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FEATURED WRITER: 
JESSICA MEHTA 

Jessica’s poetry collection Bad Indian “explores what it 
means to be Native American today through a series of raw, 
twisting poems imbued with a density of hope only survivors 
can realize.” Check her website out for more information.


What is Bad Indian about? 
This collection explores personal identity through various 
avenues, and particularly my experience as an indigenous 
woman in post-Colonial America. However, it is also a 
shared experience that many indigenous people and others 
who don't "fit" with what we perceive as the typical western 
lifestyle today. It's ultimately a confessional-esque 
introspective look into how our past shapes us and how we 
see ourselves through the lens of both self-reflection and 
outer influences. 

How do you decide what poems go into the 
collection and what ones get submitted elsewhere? 
This usually isn't a conscious decision for any of my 
collections. Besides my book "Antipodes" (experimental 
poetry releasing in 2021) and "Selected Poems" (which was 
curated by an editor and also releasing in 2021), I generally 
approach putting together a poetry manuscript as a 
chronological project. I do get sequencing suggestions from 
my community of fellow poets, but otherwise if I find a poem 
"book worthy" it will usually find a home in my work in 
progress. I've found that this approach lends itself to a 
natural form of "collecting" poems with similar themes 
running throughout. 

 

22



Did you plan to do a collection or did you write poems 
and discover they fit together? 
I never plan a collection, but rather I write poems simply because it's my 
own form of therapy and communication. However, since I'm 
experiencing certain things or struggling with specific challenges at 
different parts of my life, poems written around the same era end up 
fitting together nicely.


What was the biggest challenge writing Bad Indian? 
I realize the title will naturally draw some controversy and 
criticism, particularly amongst indigenouse readers and 
scholars. For most of my youth and early adult life, I 
wrestled with how much I should "talk" about (and then 
publish) my own experience as an indigenous person. The 
biggest challenge is always in accepting the backlash that 
will come with putting a book out into the world, but 
particularly this book (and two others in my past that directly 
confront my "Indianness").


What was the most exciting moment writing Bad Indian? 
This is the book where I took the opportunity to directly 
address current issues for many Native Americans, 
particularly those in "Indian country" by including direct 
messages about disparities and the MMIW movement. It 
was a rare instance where I allowed myself to step outside 
the role of "poet" and address the reader. It signifies a 
moment of growth and claiming my voice.


And a sixth, for whimsy - if you could only write one type 
of poem for the rest of your life, which would it be? 
By far, my poems are free verse, excepting an experimental 
form ("Antipodes") and the occasional form poem. It's my 
natural inclination, and not just what I would hope to write 
for the rest of my life but the form that's a natural fit for my 
voice. 
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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 June 20th. 

SEND US YOUR FEEDBACK 

We sincerely hope you’ve enjoyed Gutter Voices Issue #2 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.
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JOIN OUR EMAIL LIST 

If you want to be first in line for Issue #3, send an email to 
guttervoices@gmail.com with ‘Email List’ as your subject 
line to join and receive it direct to your inbox on July 15th!


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

SEE YOU JULY 15TH FOR ISSUE #3
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