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Front cover key
1 Departing Millbay; by
Kieran Walsh, a Stonehousebased painter, with a studio
at Ocean Studios.
2 Old Brother, by Xiao Bai
Li, born in China and now
lives in Stonehouse. In this
series, he leaves much of the
canvas bare to emphasise the
isolation of many Chinese
men who came to the UK to
live.
3 St Mary and St Boniface’s
Cathedral by popular local
artist Heather Knight.
4 Detail of a wall mural in
Manor Lane by SNOE, one
of the UK’s leading street
artists, who was brought up
in Stonehouse.
Opposite
ART IS THE ANSWER
letterpress poster by Kiss
and Bite Letterpress, Royal
William Yard.
Various reduction lino and
etchings by Beth Munro.
Magazine design by
Nichola Cooke

If proof was needed that art and creativity is transformational, compare the
Stonehouse of 2011 to now.
2011 was when the British Art Show 9 arrived in Plymouth, and its
after-effects have been nothing short of spectacular, especially in this
neighbourhood.
Creative networks have flourished in a little more than a decade. Places and
organisations like Ocean Studios, Leadworks, Nudge, KARST, Wonderzoo,
and the Plot have established themselves as part of the fabric.
The KARST Gallery was a direct consequence of BAS7; the three founders
took so much inspiration from the event that they built their own gallery.
This year KARST will be a host of BAS9, such rapid development that is
undoubtedly one of the most inspiring stories in contemporary art.
And on the streets, Nudge won a £200,000 grant from Creative Civic
Change to help community regeneration through art. In the Royal William
Yard, Real Ideas use art and social enterprise for positive change. North
Stonehouse now has an art trail of brilliant murals and small works because
of Cliik. All of this is despite Stonehouse grappling with complex social issues.
The neighbourhood is the most deprived and underserved in the city.
It’s easy to romanticise the creative development as an “artists starving in
garrets” story, which it is not. Instead, it is down to level-headed passionate
people and groups putting in the hard work.
We have asked some of the people driving and participating in the creative
revolution to write about their thoughts and motivations.
We would like to thank everyone who took the time to record their stories for
this magazine, and Literature Works for providing the resources that enabled
us to publish the brilliant creative writing section in this magazine.
And finally, we are especially grateful to the National Lottery Community
Fund for the funding that made this magazine possible.
Alan Qualtrough editor
Helen Moore assistant editor
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AZZA GASIM

Creative Entrepreneur
I was born in a city that didn’t fully embrace me, my roots or my
religion until I shouted my story and only then did they hear me.
To them, I was diﬀerent, an outsider, an unknown person. But
to the people who knew me, I was a dreamer. I worked hard to
build a foundation for the future generation and become better
for them.
My journey started in this city, where my parents raised a small
family and believed education was vital for my brother and me.
As a result, we attended both primary and secondary school.
I have a special gift for creativity and bringing ideas to life; I
moved to Dubai to study fashion at Esmod Dubai, one of the
oldest fashion institutes. I became one of the youngest to
graduate in my class in 2013 at 19. Being in this space was
somewhere that felt like a second home to me, and I am
fortunate to have family still living out there now.
A lesson I learned was to put myself out there and attend various
events — music, art, and fashion — and be surrounded by likeminded creatives to bounce ideas oﬀ. As a result, I slowly built a
network of international creatives to collaborate with on global
projects.
I moved back to Plymouth in 2015/16 and again in 2020 after
working in London and Bristol; I struggled to get reacquainted
with the city, especially after the pandemic.
Life became uncertain, and I made it my mission to become
better for the next generation and create a legacy for them. I
vocalised this clearly at the Black Lives Matter Protest for George
Floyd on the top of the police steps.
It was one of the only moments in my life when I felt people
heard my voice and my message after I felt misunderstood and
unseen for some time. I also felt a sense of pride to embrace
where I’m from and who I am.
From that moment, I searched for a space that valued this feeling
and my creativity, bold ideas, roots, and religion. Eventually,
I found it in Union Street, at the Diversity Business Incubator,
which hosted a Hackathon to discuss opportunities and change
in the city.
Because of this purpose, we created Black History Month events,
such as food demonstrations, storytelling, virtual libraries, and
movie nights hosted across the city, allowing me to explore and
become more hopeful for the future.
We raised awareness of diﬃcult conversations and celebrated
people in the minority communities at their annual gala in
Jabulani, the food hub inside The Plot.

Jabulani is one of the most heart-warming, welcoming spaces I
have ever known. I firmly believe it’s places like this that allow
people to become the best they can be, surrounded by nothing
but love and respect.
As a young aspiring female creative, I feel spaces and moments
like this that we lacked in the past must happen in the present as
a foundation for the future.
I hope to recreate this environment for the next generation with
the tools and networks that I have obtained. A gallery space for
like-minded creatives to flourish and have their talents their
voices be heard and seen, and embraced.

Page 2

“It is what it is — brightly
coloured pictures of local
buildings, no depth, no
meaning, just pictures of
buildings.”

ALAN NORMAN
I first walked the Stonehouse streets
in the early 1980s for six months.
The experience was to escape my
parent’s dysfunctional relationship,
so it was inevitable I would gravitate
toward the area in my later years.

I nip over the road to King Street
and onto Rendle Street to reach my
studio at Leadworks

The last few months have seen me
concentrating on my upcoming
A year ago, after a rather unpleasant exhibition at Leadworks on July
relationship and yet another nervous 10-12, titled BRUTAL PLYMOUTH by
Normality Art.
meltdown, the plot was hatched
to get out of town and move to
It will be an exhibition of my work
Plymouth permanently.
depicting Brutalist architecture
I’d been coming down regularly for
in Plymouth, Devonport and
three to four years to contribute
Stonehouse in my usual bright acid
artwork for Plymouth Artists
Together, the 100 Homes Project and house colours and black lines using
pastels on paper.
various other events.
It made sense to make a ‘proper job’
Hopefully, there will be around 20
of it and get myself down here.
pieces of various sizes if I sort myself
So, I found a room in a shared house out and get the frames.
in Stonehouse, sorted a removal van
Please don’t expect an artist’s
and arrived here early September
statement of any kind, as I tend to
21.
Little did I know or suspect that my leave that to the oat milk, woolly
jumper brigade who like to chin
housemates would be two heroin
stroke their way through the angst of
addicts. It’s an odd experience
coming downstairs at 7 am to make a artwork.
cuppa to find one of their associates
It is what it is — brightly coloured
cooking gear in the kitchen!
pictures of local buildings, no
depth, no meaning, just pictures of
My days now start with a cup of
buildings and hopefully lots of great
tea (no heroin, two sugars), a stroll
music on the sound system — so, at
through Patna Park, and past the
Melbourne Inn (open at 9 am if you the same time, you can ponder the
need an early one) with its obligatory meaning of life and stuff.
mobility scooter by the front door.
Please don’t take it seriously; I
Then it’s a left down Antis Street
and the ‘offie’ (single cans of
certainly don’t. Creating artwork is
Barnstormer are a speciality for the just a way of keeping me occupied
more discerning drinker) and Hello
and staying sane, which is why I love
to the landlady of the Duchy, which being in and around all the various
is slowly improving itself.
activities in Stonehouse.

The best thing I ever did
was move here and get
some sanity.
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Help is at
hand for
artists with
hidden
disabilities

A Courtney Steel charcoal drawing

A group of successful artists who
experience invisible disabilities
is coming together to coach
and mentor other lesser-known
artists with similar conditions to
stage an inspiring exhibition.
Each has what is described as
a hidden disability; this includes
having ME, stroke, autism,
acquired brain injury, mental
health issues, and PTSD.
All are severely affected in
their daily lives, and most
express how this feels through
their art.
The
exhibition
Hidden
Disabilities opens on June
10 with a private view and is
open to the public on Saturday
and Sunday, June 11 and 12, at
Leadworks in Rendle Street.
The exhibiting artists include:
• Klaudia Smolarek is a
Plymouth-based artist born
in Poland. At the age of eight,
she began having seizures
following an accident. She was
exhausted by constant tests,
medication, and side effects
and found her escape from the
real world through drawing
and hasn’t stopped since. She
uses digital art to merge classic
portraiture with a modern
aesthetic.
• Kevin Preston served with
the 1st Battalion Coldstream
Guards. He suffered a severe
back injury in Northern Ireland
and had a stroke. He is known
for his mural of Mark Ormrod
on the gable end of a house
in Peverell. He uses personal
memories to show the meaning
and history of military subjects.
• Courtney Steel has been

diagnosed with CPTSD and says
her art provides an outlet for
when her words fail her. She
uses charcoal to express herself.
She says: “I’ve been able to
validate my experiences, and
though terrifying, it has shown
me that from even the worst
experiences in our lives, we can
create something beautiful.”
Many of the experienced
artists will be present at the
exhibition. They will be helping
the less experienced artists
to develop their style, create
work and perhaps could sell it.
It is hoped they will become
a community with mutual
support.
Bronwen Hewitt of the
Kintsugi Project says: People
with disabilities are a forgotten
section of our communities. It
is not complicated; they simply
want the same that the rest
of society wants – something
to do, somewhere to live
and someone to love. As a
result, loneliness, suicide and
depression are unnecessarily
prevalent.
“This really is an incredible
opportunity for people with
disabilities to exhibit their art
and the joy and comfort it
brings them. They welcome
the opportunity to share
information
about
their
disabilities and hope that it will
lead to a greater understanding
of those who live with
debilitating disabilities which
are invisible to others. We hope
that people will take the time to
visit the exhibition because it
promises to be magnificent.”

Digital artwork by Klaudia Smolarek

Kevin Preston’s mural in Peverell
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Stonehouse Blossom
Ellen Simms

I arrived in Plymouth in early 2015, making me a relative
newcomer. I have lived in the UK since 1989, but had no
previous experience of Plymouth, no local knowledge
and knew no one apart from the few people I had met at
the Plymouth College of Art, where I came to work. I was
given a tour of the Centre, the RWY, the Barbican and the
Hoe to sell me on the town.
All nice, but having lived a decade in areas of London
(East End and Camberwell) where I’d found a sense of
community, I was hoping to find a similar feeling of
everyday, arty and edgy, with bagels, good coffee and
near the water.
Luckily, I found Stonehouse. Although in 2015, there
were no bagels. Or Americanos. But the view across the
Sound was/is stunning.
Having no preconceptions about Stonehouse, I felt I
fitted into the community. As I met people, I heard about
exciting things I could get involved with. Nudge. Ocean
Studios. RAAY. Wonderzoo. The Art Weekender. Karst.
The Academy was formerly known as the Plymouth
School for the Creative Arts. Plymouth Ukulele Players.
(Seriously. We used to meet at the Stonehouse Creek
Social Club on a Tuesday evening). Rhizome Artists
Collective. Stonehouse Residents Association. And the
Scrap Store.
I have made many wonderful friends and contacts, and
I hope I have contributed positively to the community.
I’ve done creative things outside my comfort zone. I’ve
supported the community, and the community has
supported me. I have been involved with The Plymouth
Art Weekender, which has had Stonehouse as a core
hub and collaborates with many Stonehouse artists

and entities such as Nudge, Leadworks, Karst, Ocean
Studios/RIO, The Plot, JarSquad, CAMP, Union Street
Party, and more.
I appreciate that I am speaking from a place of great
privilege; I am lucky to have choices, and it is my choice
to live here. Unfortunately, not everyone has that
choice, which makes it more important to be part of a
place that makes space for all.
As an artist, I view Stonehouse through the lens
of my interests. All the arty, creative energy in the
neighbourhood means nothing to many unless it has
a positive impact, which I believe it does. Walk past
Plymouth Artists Together hoardings or painted utility
boxes to lift your spirit. Have fun doing creative things
at the Union Street Party and Union Corner. Visit artists
in their habitats and have a conversation. Look around
and see plantings and family parties in Adelaide Park,
murals and cheery illustrations popping up in windows
and walls. Attend free performances and workshops.
Appreciate the amazing architecture. Help with the
renovation and reopening of the Millennium. Drop by
the Community Fridge in Leadworks. These are just
things I know about.
As much as I love them, I can’t help but wonder if
the bagel is a symbol that Stonehouse is changing,
possibly in ways that will make it feel more like home
for incomers and less familiar for locals.
I don’t worry too much because we have a strong
core community. Bagels for all, I say. (Support the local
bakery, but you can also sometimes find them in the
Community Fridge).
Ellen Simms

“it’s important to be part of a place
that makes space for all”
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Hannah Wood, Founder and Creative Director of Stonehouse-based creative studio Story
Juice, shares how the community got behind a Kickstarter trailer for their feminist
punk AR game, The Glass Ceiling Games.

You can watch the finished film here: (I’ll
provide this url when we publish it, babe). and
also see that we shot the gameplay sequences in
Adelaide Lane, which offered clear space and
walls to digitally composite our gameplay footage into.
Our Kickstarter for The Glass Ceiling Games
launches at 9am on May 10th, 2022, so please
visit glassceilinggames.com to support, share
and pledge! The success of a campaign is often
down to how many people it reaches so we appreciate all shares on social media! To learn more
about Story Juice, visit storyjuice.co.uk.
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HEATHER KNIGHT

Image: Brett Lockwood

artists to paint 30 cable boxes to regenerate them and
rejuvenate the area. I was delighted to be allocated a cable
box in Wyndham Square, my first of a few outdoor murals.
This project was such a special time; it opened doors to
meeting local artists, sharing tips, and developing painting
skills and knowledge. There was a buzz of excitement
amongst local artists, new opportunities were filling the
streets, and it felt good to be part of this vibrant creative
movement.
Painting is my happy place, and Stonehouse has allowed
me to be out in the community, creating artworks
and being part of an energetic, creative hub. The
neighbourhood is adorned with murals and painted cable
boxes and is home to a range of community projects that
use the arts to enhance lives. Each new project opens
doors of opportunity. For example, I was recently invited
to hold my first art exhibition at the Talk Shop and deliver
workshops demonstrating painting techniques. Each
venture leads to meeting local artists, photographers,
musicians, poets, community workers, activists, and

“Thank you for making our streets
better,” a woman smiles as she walks
past with her two dogs.”
I enjoy chatting with residents as I brush
paint onto the cable box mural. A terracotta
flowerpot slowly emerges, with deep green
leaves and brightly coloured petals blooming
and spilling onto the sunny white steps. The
image contrasts with the winter weather. The
encouraging words from passing residents are
warming, easing the cold wind that catches the
street corner as I paint. I am delighted by the
heartening responses to the outdoor artworks.
“It makes me smile when I pass them,” a
man says as he cycles past. It makes me
smile, too, to be out in the community having
conversations with local people and meeting
other artists contributing to the growing
network of murals in Stonehouse.
A few years ago, I rekindled my childhood
love of painting. It began as a kind of personal
therapy. Then, a lockdown hit, and a chance
Facebook comment drew my attention to the
Plymouth Artists Together street art group. I
contributed two paintings for the ‘Lockdown
Gallery’ and watched with interest as this
project grew. As the weeks rolled by, rows
of pictures began to adorn the large blue
boards that wrapped around a building site.
Cliik, a local community organisation funded
by Stronger North Stonehouse, called for 30

residents. I am enjoying making new connections and
expanding ideas. I believe that the arts enhance lives and
communities and bring people together.
On the street corner, a family walks past, smiling, “It’s
helping to brighten up the place.”

“I haven’t spoken to anyone in months,”
said the man in the grey jacket, “this
made my day.”
It is good to see people smile. The art opportunities
and community connections are what I value about
Stonehouse. As I paint, residents tell me about their lives,
share stories about the community, and some ask about
how they too can get involved. Lockdown had taken its toll
and building connections via the arts are so valuable. “I
haven’t spoken to anyone in months,” said the man in the
grey jacket, “this made my day.”
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KELLY RICH
Community Archive
I am the latest in a long line
Queuing down damp, salty,
Stonehouse streets.
A network of family
sprawling across time
Packed, hodge-podge into
wiry houses
Of sharp cut granite and
lime.

There is precious history in
these streets,
Down dark, shy lanes.
A labyrinth of memories,
safely tucked away.
Piano-playing carpenters,
pink-rinsed hair
Folded away with faded
sheets
Which once billowed in sour,
smoggy air.

High Street scourers of harsh
Kelly Rich
Victorian laundries,
Our under-class heritage of
old city life.
It’s always there, bubbling
gently away.
Mothers and babies,
soporific
From another difficult day.
Black and white to sepia,
Faded technicolour photos
glare.
An orange city alive with
creativity,
Festival in full bloom,
Flower power children,
Shaggy haired and beaming.
Hippies in the square.
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SPIKE DAVIES
Art for Spike is a political act.
She believes it can bring people
together and help fight the
loneliness caused by marketdriven late capitalism. “There
is an epidemic of loneliness
because of the deconstruction of
our local communities,” she says.
The market-driven economy is
underpinned by the idea that only
the fittest survive. I believe that
everyone has a value, including old
and disabled people – you shouldn’t
have to prove your worth by getting
a minimum wage job, to me, that’s
not right.”
Spike’s art can bring comfort and
social change. She practises Fibre
Art, watercolours, and basketry. It is
mainly focused on using craft skills
such as knitting to make jumpers
and quilts that you can literally
wrap around yourself as a solace.
“I’m interested in Fibre Art
because it is related to touch and
texture; it’s sensorial. It’s a natural,
physical comfort, and I think it’s for
everybody. My work incorporates
all the senses to achieve an instantly
calming effect, such as wrapping
yourself in a quilt; I love fidgeting
with things. It’s about texture,
touch, and envelopment – at heart,
we are tiny spiders and birds who
make nests.”
The outputs are the opposite of art
that you generally see in galleries
and cannot touch. The practice
includes making jumpers, bags,
weird wall hangings, and random
objects designed without knowing
their purpose or what they will look
like.
She says: “As an autistic person,
I like to see clothes and objects to
stimulate the senses. I like touch
and texture the most and being able
to explore things by fidgeting with
them. I think people have strong
attachments to jumpers, quilts, and
stuffed animals; for this reason,
they are like safety blankets. These
objects are craft things; they come
from skills taught at kitchen tables;

they’re gifts people make for their
community and connect them to
their culture.”
What Spike makes is described as
low art, the sort people wouldn’t
see in an antiseptic White Cube
gallery. But it’s welcome in many
Stonehouse homes. She runs
workshops for people to make
things for their home and children
and stuff they can touch, be
broken, and repair.
The craft workshops at Leadworks
are informal and not led; Spike
describes them as “stitch and
bitch” with no obligation on
anyone to work or teach.
She says: “Inducting someone
into a craft takes maybe an hour
or two, but that can set someone
up for life; they can teach others
and cause a ripple effect within
their community. They have
shared hobbies and bonds that
community together. Craft can
also be uplifting; it gives someone
a helpful skill that they can use to
support themselves and reminds
them that they have value and a
unique artistic perspective.”
The workshops also served to find
locally disabled and LGBT+ people
and give them a space that’s free to
be in and feels safe. Marginalized
and isolated people often need
such an area to be able to form a
community.
“There’s something about
Stonehouse. You are accepted
whoever you are, and art can
thrive here. The vibe is relaxed,
and we appreciate things.
There’s no gentrification,
although it’s always looming,
and importantly, workingclass people are deciding what
they want.”
The craft workshops are 10am
– 3pm, monthly at Leadworks.
Check Facebook for dates.
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Plymouth Book Co-op
A co-operative CIC

A member-run bookshop, library, and creative workspace.
Friends Jess and Meg co-founded it for everyone who
loves books and wants to help fill the gap left by fewer
independent bookshops and public libraries.
We’re about to launch with support from Plymouth City
Council, School for Social Entrepreneurs, Iridescent Ideas,
Outset, YTKO and POP, and many great chats from local
people and businesses. Welcome along for the story.
Plymouth Book Co-op will house a collection of used and
new books to be browsed, borrowed and bought. We’ll
have space to share the skills of binding, printing, and
making paper, host talks and performances and meet for
book discussions, writing and social reading. Somewhere to
drink a cuppa and get immersed in all things book related.
Until we find ourselves a permanent home, we’ll exist in the
form of pop-ups in various venues across the city.
We launched at Leadworks in Stonehouse, where stories
were told, notebooks made, and books found their way to
their next reader. We then celebrated World Book Day at
The Village Hub in Stoke and are currently hatching plans
for the next pop-up.

A read book, a living story is the creation of author and
reader at once. Although it’s always the exact words, a
book changes with every reading. We bring ourselves into
the story, shaped by our identity, history and surroundings.
We might recognise friends in imagined characters or find
places we’ve already known. These people and places
become interchangeable as the book world overlaps our
own.
We can sit in Victoria Park dipping in and out of a book.
Later at the same spot as a runner passes by or looking
at a tree that had caught our eye, our memory is jogged.
We find ourselves transported back to the conversation
between characters, or are reminded of the statistics in the
article, or find ourselves in the middle of a battlefield, on
a boat, back in Stonehouse before the war, or on another
planet entirely. The story’s life continues.
Looking out from Devils Point, we see the same horizon that
Darwin saw when departing for the Americas. Reading a
book, we take a journey with the possibility of returning to
a world changed by the experience.
Plymouth Book Co-op offers the chance to follow the
creative process of making a book from scraps. We’ll turn
scrap paper into pulp and transform it into new paper in
one workshop. In the following workshops, this paper can
be used for the pages of a notebook, for marble decorative
end pages, or to print on for a front cover.

Creativity exists in every part of Plymouth Book Co-op. It’s
in the selection of books, the art of reading, the craft of
writing, the process of making and thinking about what a
These handmade books can be a platform for scribbled
book is all about. When it comes to books, Ursula K. Le Guin
thoughts on the book of the month for book club, for
highlights that creativity doesn’t belong to the maker and
writing in with the company of fellow writers, or can be sold
the writer but also to the reader.
in the bookshop.

“The unread story is not a story; it is little
black marks on wood pulp. The reader,
reading it makes it live: a live thing, a story.”

Plymouth Book Co-op will be a space for members to work
on creative projects and support others with theirs.
Keep an eye out for upcoming events and pop-ups on
Instagram and Facebook @plymouthbookcoop.

– Ursula K. Le Guin, ‘Dancing at the Edge of the World:
Thoughts of Words, Women, Places.’

Find out more about Plymouth Book Co-op at
plymouthbookcoop@gmail.
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REAL IDEAS

We believe the power of art and creativity
can transform underserved communities

Creativity has the potential
to be a transformative
power and can be at the
heart of positive change
for individuals and
neighbourhoods. This is why
at Real Ideas, we run Ocean
Studios as a space to create,
collaborate and connect.
As a social enterprise, we’re
interested in investing in
people, not profit, making
the world a better place. So
we’ve developed our space
in the Royal William Yard to
focus on creative practice
in Stonehouse through
shared workshop facilities,
studios, and co-working to
run experiences around arts,
culture and making.
At Real Ideas, we’re always
pursuing solutions to social
problems and endeavouring
to create and support real
and lasting change in the
communities surrounding
us. The pandemic has made
life very difficult during the
last two years, though there
have been some positives—
many of you turned to the
creative arts to deal with
the stress. Like many other
organisations, we have
adapted and evolved during
this time. We believe it’s

time to grow back strong
together with meaningful,
diverse, and inspiring
experiences for creative
practice to flourish locally
and across the Southwest.
Plymouth City Council’s plan
is to grow the creative arts
into a thriving sector, and we
can help you be part of this.
Our community at Real Ideas
is more than 3,000 Members
strong.
There are more than
70 artists who regularly
use Ocean Studios to
engage in workshops,
collaborate, and partner
with us. Creative practices
include photography,
painting, printing, pottery,
and textiles. Local social
enterprises such as Fotonow
CIC, Ocean City Media,
Tweeny at the Pottery, and
Make at 140 work within
the Grade 1 listed building.
No matter where you are on
your creative journey, we
can empower and support
people to follow their
ideas through experiences
in our spaces. You can try
something for the first time
or ask for specialist support
from our members.
We’ve launched a six-month

Print in Action campaign at
the heart of our programme
this year. It comprises
a series of experiences,
including taster sessions,
workshops, masterclasses,
talks, residencies, and
exhibitions. This culminates
in a Print Festival in October,
putting Stonehouse firmly on
the British Art Show 9 fringe
activity map.
Print in Action is at the
heart of our collaborative
approach. It is member-led
and designed to join the
dots between networks,
individuals, organisations,
collectives, and local schools,
offering a collaborative
approach to programming in
Stonehouse and the region.
It will create a showcase
for printmaking
techniques, traditional and
contemporary, focusing
on the journey through
the printmaking process,
looking at the challenges
and excitement along the
way. In addition, it will be an
opportunity to explore print
history and create a platform
to support printmakers
locally. And there’s an
opportunity for young
potential creatives with

the start of a Junior Print
Club at Ocean Studios and
collaboration with nearby St
George’s Primary School.
An essential part of our role
is ensuring accessibility for
individuals of all abilities and
experiences to share the
healing and transformational
power of art. For this reason,
we’ve supported Hope in
the Heart CIC to develop
an exhibition and series of
events called Messages from
the heART starting in May.
People with lived
experiences, such as
mental health, domestic
violence, discrimination,
and homelessness issues,
made art to encourage
change in how vulnerable
and marginalised people
are treated. The aim was to
inspire and influence service
providers, commissioners,
local leaders, and anyone
interested in a more
effective, compassionate and
equitable society.
You can find more
information about Real
Ideas and Ocean Studios at
realideas.org/whats-on/
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This used to be my playground
By Nicola Westlake

When I was about 12 or 13 years old, I bought a camera, one
of those old analogue ones for which you had to buy a roll
of film. It was nothing fancy; I had no money and probably
bought it from saving up my pocket money.
I was brought up in Stonehouse and went to St Peters
Secondary in Wyndham Square before closing in the early
1990s. The camera opened a whole new world to me, one I
have never forgotten.

Back then, you couldn’t take thousands of photographs like
you can now, so you had to be very frugal and careful with
your choices of what you were going to photograph.
I took my new camera to school to take a sneaky photo of a
boy that I had a crush on and took many other pictures of my
school friends and the school grounds.

The playground doesn’t exist anymore, and there’s a housing
estate where it once stood.
Looking back through my photo albums recently, I was
Living in a digital era, this may seem bizarre nowadays as most transported right back in time.
mobile phones have cameras installed. Most kids now have
mobile phones, but when I was young, they didn’t. I suddenly I now use photography as my primary art practice. However,
had a way of capturing time at my fingertips. Finally, I had
I can see how the spark for my love of photography started
when taking those old school photos.
an uncomplicated machine that opened countless creative
opportunities.
I’m still engrossed in capturing fleeting moments before
Photos are memories; you take a picture which is a snapshot they pass quickly by. In a way, we can make things immortal
of a moment in time, and it is immortalised, frozen in time. I
through photography.
found the act of extracting time exciting.
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KARST

Stonehouse’s own
contemporary art space
Comprising a public gallery and artists’ studio complex,
KARST is directly behind Union Street, next door to George
House. From behind an unassuming grey brick exterior,
KARST has been producing and showing some of the best in
contemporary visual art and hosting events, including live
music and book fairs - for the past decade.
In March 2022, a new, permanent public sculpture by
artist Euphrosyne Andrews was installed on KARST’s facade,
responding to the vibrancy of its location and welcoming
both visitors and passers-by. The sculpture, entitled Draw
Close, takes the form of movable steel screens that conceal
and reveal the gallery entrance as they close and open.
Taking the curtain as a central metaphor, the sculpture
and an accompanying exhibition by Andrews within the
gallery explore how materials frame the different ways we
experience domestic and public spaces.

The primary material of the sculpture is Corten steel,
characterised by a deliberately rusted coating that protects
the steel and which the artist uses to draw an association
with the heavy velvet of stage curtains. The surface of
the Corten screens is perforated with holes that create
an illusion of draped fabric in halftone – a 20th-century
printing technique in which patterns of dots create images.
Like the material itself, this image references the nearby
theatres and entertainment venues on Union Street, where
space is punctuated by the opening and closing or rise
and fall of the curtain. Its presence can lend a sense of
suspense, mystery or excitement.
The sliding outer screens reveal an inner layer of delicately
perforated stainless steel side panels - more resonant of
net curtains. The ornate perforations in these panels take
influence from the stylised floral imagery of lace curtains,
referencing associations of domestic space. The design
act as samplers for an imagined ‘Plymouth Lace’, featuring
representations of flowers created using a dot structure
similar to punch card weaving or lace-making techniques.
The flowers used within the design, the Speedwell
(Veronica chamaedrys) and the Mayflower (Convallaria
majalis) – another name for Lily of the Valley
– are wildflowers clearly referencing Plymouth’s role in

Ben Borthwick, Head of Creative at KARST, said,
“Commissioning a permanent, functional artwork
on the outside of KARST’s building demonstrates our
commitment to the ways artistic practice can open up
conversations with our neighbours and audiences.” He
continues, “We couldn’t be happier with the welcome this
sculpture extends to anyone who visits KARST.”

the colonial settlement of America.The corresponding
exhibition - called Soft Edges, Draw Close - broadens
the metaphor of the curtain by expanding on the idea
of thresholds between public and private spaces. Large
architecturally-scaled works occupy the main gallery space,
contrasting with an intimate ‘viewing room’ to the gallery’s
rear.
Andrews also references textile history’s role in
documenting scientific discoveries and the plants of
a particular time and country. Floral depictions now
commonplace in everyday domestic items – such as net
curtains – originate in these scientific studies. With KARST’s
location just a stone’s throw from the old Jaeger factory on
Union Street, these details speak to the industrial past of
our area.
Soft Edges, Draw Close, was on view at KARST Gallery
throughout May. The sculpture will now remain a
permanent part of KARST’s exterior. In addition, a
publication developed with Foolscap Editions, an
independent publisher that works closely with artists,
launched with an event on 5 May in collaboration with
Queer District Collective at KARST.
Find out more at karst.org.uk.
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C U LT I VAT I N G H O T I D E A S
In December 2019, the
University of Plymouth moved
into ‘the greenhouse’ - an
actual greenhouse located
within The Plot on Union
Street. It was the start of
a creative collaboration
between Nudge Community
Builders and the University.
The focus of this project
was on creating a Centre for
Health Technology. A popup centre right in the heart
of the community aimed at
addressing health inequalities
and social deprivation using
digital technology and eHealth
solutions. This technology
included companion robots
and apps and internet-based
health and welfare resources.
The hub has brought
together an interdisciplinary
creative cohort of university
researchers and students
from computing, nursing,
design, robotics, medicine,
engineering, and architecture.
Both Nudge and the
University of Plymouth
recognized the benefits of
having a hub within the
community to connect the
University to the city. So,
in January this year, the
Greenhouse got another
injection of funding through
the UK community renewal
fund and restarted as an active
zone of social innovation and

collaboration with students
and tenants of the Plot and
local stakeholder.
The Greenhouse was
already home to a 3D printer
that belonged to Nudge
Community Builders. This
project aims to bring some life
back into the Greenhouse, help
develop pilot projects for the
circular economy and move
away from the take-makewaste ways of production.
There is also a wish to share
these skills with everyone
to take advantage of the
equipment and facilities.
Since the launch of this new
project, the Greenhouse has
had a vinyl cutter added to
their equipment.
Many requests have come
our way, and local people
have started interacting with
our hub through workshops
and projects for which they
needed help. For example, a
local blacksmith/tattoo artist
has used the 3D printer to
incorporate into his work as a
blacksmith to create Japanese
swords. Another resident
brought her idea of a portable
seed collection container using
materials from the Plymouth
Play Scrapstore and the magic
of the 3D printer to create a
new product. This idea was the
circular economy at work.
We are also working on an

exciting project with Imperfect
Cinemas to try and bring the
rich cinema history of this area
back to life. Other exciting
collaborations are underway
in the local community. For
example, the Albion Workshop
hopes to use digital fabrication
in their workshop on a bigger
scale using a large CNC milling
machine.
Another promising
collaboration is with Plymouth
University. Projects and ideas
generated in the Greenhouse
can be a fantastic way for
students to get involved in
real-life, meaningful projects
in the local community.
The space in the Greenhouse
is open for this project on
Thursdays and Fridays from
11 to 4. On Thursdays, we run
a walk-in workshop from 1
pm till 4 pm where anybody,
regardless of skills and
availability of their equipment,
can come in and play. We aim
to try and use open-source
software to help people gain
skills and develop them
further.
Does this sound like
something you would like to
get involved with? Contact
us via email at greenhouse.
nudge@gmail.com or through
Instagram @thegreenhouse_
theplot.
Thijs Mostert

Not many people are aware of
the politics that lie behind a
seed, writes Helen Moore. In
Permaculture we are taught
about ‘Seed Sovereignty.’ Why
it is important to learn how to
save seed and why we should
try to share our knowledge with
others. After all, if you can collect
them, you can grow them and if
you can grow them, you can keep
harvesting the plant. Not only
are you helping to preserve the
diversity of seeds, you preserve the
history and knowledge on how
to farm, which has been lost over
generations.
I wanted to work with the
Greenhouse because they have a
3D printer which can be used by
the community. The plastic used
to print is also biodegradable –
but is hard and sturdy, so will
last for a long time. I wanted to
create something which would
encourage people to have a go at
Seeds Saving whilst also tackling
some problems I’ve encountered
whilst out and about to make
my life a little easier! The thing
about Seed Saving is I rarely ever
plan or know when I will save
seeds. Usually, it’s adhoc on my
way to the City Centre or when
passing plants on Devil’s Point.
Sometimes I throw a few in my
pocket but then forget they are
there or lose them.
Inspired by the ‘circular economy’
and ‘donut economics’ I designed
a keyring fob small enough to fit
inside tube containers which I
found on sale in the Scrapstore.
I designed the fob part to have a
small hole so it can be attached
as a keyring. Not only does this
act as a Seed Saving container,
you can also take seeds on the go
with you and drop a few on your
travels. The base of the tube also
acts as a great way to make holes
in soil ready to plant seeds.
I’m happy to give these tubes a
new lease on life. The process has
been fun and creative for me.
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“Art has the
transformative
power to heal
and rebuild both
internally and
externally”

MARY-EMMA HOLLY
I arrived in Stonehouse in late December 2020 during the
lockdown. I was alone and isolated. I had begun my transition in
April that year, beginning HRT therapy six months later. My first
winter in Stonehouse was a twilight existence. I fought to survive
it - to carefully traverse each day, remaining alive.

and wildly internalised. At last, I was able to form the thought,
like a splinter of glass cutting through my fingers, and be able to
rise and say: I am a transgender woman. I exist.

A year later, I was still alone. I focused on making art about my
life, transness, womanhood, trauma, and neuro-divergence.
I am autistic and have a rare form of schizophrenia called
dissociative identity disorder, caused by the trauma of my
transition. It was the effect of finally breaking through a lifetime
of transphobic and misogynistic abuse, which I’d barely survived

I placed my mirror on the lane’s cobbles in the dusk light. I
suspended a syringe dripped in red nail varnish to express my
survival above the unbroken part of the mirror and hammered in
a nail to shatter it.
I photographed my work, cleared away the shards and went
home, keeping the empty mirror frame.

One morning in early December 2021, two days before my 45th
birthday, I found a shattered mirror on Wyndham Lane. Tall, with
I had carried my possessions across from Devonport, moving into a plain white frame - I took her home and cleaned her broken
a tiny bedsit near St Peter’s Cathedral. I can’t account for that
glass. There, I gathered my sculptural objects, signifiers of my
winter now, its strangeness, the scale of my hurt - how exactly I way of being; my schizophrenia; my suicidal ideation; my survival
made it through to today. But I made it.
to womanhood - and, as an ‘othered’ woman, my witchhood.
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Two months later, everything had changed. I was no longer
alone. On February 18th, I used the mirror frame in a feminist
performance work at the Millennium Building on Union Street.
I changed into my first evening wear in this work, handed to me
by my friend Chi Bennett, who gifted them and read accounts of
my life and poetry. My friend Helen Moore did the photography.
With my first steps into the world - I was part of Stonehouse’s
gifted creative community. I had arrived!
First, I joined and ran Nudge Community Builders’ Woman’s
Group at Union Corner, joined the Woman’s Writing Group and
Inner City Seeds Gardening Group, and performed my poetry
at Stonehouse’s Ukraine fundraising event. Then, performing
my songs and soon my poetry at Leadworks, where I am a
community fridge volunteer. After that, I volunteered at the Talk
Shop and worked as a life drawing model. Everyone helps me,
and I need the help because I have been injured.

I felt heard in these creative spaces and heard and accepted for
the first time. So, I have a voice in Stonehouse.
I am no longer only surviving. Instead, I’m thriving in a vibrant,
flourishing community.
I’m so hopeful now, so new. So different. No longer too shy, too
embarrassed, of how I am to speak. Now I talk! (Too much, I’m
always chatting away to everyone!) Now I walk with genuine
pride. And now I talk back, too, and out against transphobia,
misogyny, and ableism.
This Plymouth summer, I will step into my art and life with a
power I’ve never possessed before. I am a transgender woman,
I exist - and I’m going to tear things up! Now is my moment, my
city, and my community to shine in. Watch out! She’s here - in
Stonehouse!”
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The Ordinary, mixed media on found concrete tiles, 2022.

SARAH VOYSEY

CREATIVITY IN STONEHOUSE
On moving to Plymouth four years ago, I came to know
Stonehouse very quickly, even though it was not my place
of residence. The people, culture, heritage and history drew
me in. They inspired me to become more involved within the
community and as an artist.

So the aim for me became the preservation of items collected
to either display or use within my work.

This theme led me to focus on collage, building up layers,
using different found materials and marks made using oil
sticks, acrylic paint, graphite, and print. I love that each
Creatively I am energised by urban environments through the collage piece reacts as a part and as a whole, whether via a
landscape, structures, the movement of people, changes and mark made or through collected street ephemera.
especially the everydayness and the unnoticed. I immediately
found that Stonehouse, especially Union Street, became a
I enjoy being able to document my walks through collecting
natural starting point of direction for my art practice. Through items, litter, and scrap paper. I produce most of my work using
exploring the streets regularly, I have been able to focus on
my found scrap paper instead of purchasing paper. Taking
the ordinary, observing and investigating the following photographs of Stonehouse allows me to document and be
inspired by the shapes, colours and moods.
• The marks on paths, roads, buildings, signs, etc
• The litter discarded on the streets, how it ages, changes
form with the weather, traffic and people
• The weather, seasons, colours, nature vs urban
• Observing people, their interactions, conversations
I have found that all these factors affect and change the
ordinary, therefore allowing my art practice to highlight the
beauty and everydayness of Stonehouse.
Before creating my artwork, I like to research by collecting
litter, stones, peeling paint, and bits and bobs that someone
has discarded. I then collate and display my found items, as
one would with valuable stamps and coins.

Mark making in my sketchbooks has been a valuable part
of my creativity in Stonehouse. My approach is factual and
non-fictional as I respond to what I observe. There is an
immediacy in what I record and notice, which is essentially
uncalculated mark-making. I aim to produce work that
communicates my observations of Stonehouse, to mark
my placement within the landscape without comment and
emotion.
I love Stonehouse, and I am inspired creatively by the place,
spaces within this community and the traces left behind every
day by those living and working here or just passing by.
Sarah Vosey
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WASTE . . . OF OUT TIME outside Leadworks

Art as protest
in action at
Leadworks
I teamed up with Kate Crawfurd, a fellow artist and
scientist, to engage people in the issues of plastic
pollution through our art project: WASTE...OF OUR
TIME.
For three months, we ran plastic waste workshops
collaborating with Plymouth Scrapstore for schools and
youth groups.
We discussed the issues, discovered their thoughts
and fears, ideas and hopes, and made ‘Inventions’
to combat plastic pollution and ‘Dreamcatchers’ to
capture those good ideas for the future.
Original plans to build a giant spiral maze in the city
centre fell through. Luckily, we landed in the glorious
space of Leadworks CIC in Rendle Street, where Donna,
Bronwyn and the crew made us most welcome.
At the Grand Finale exhibition on April 6 to 9, The
Insatiables greeted visitors in the form of plastic
packaging body casts, reflecting on we are now
ingesting plastic in the water that we drink, the food
we eat, and the air that we breathe.
Spiral Fossils of the Anthropocene, constructed from
plastic milk bottles, hung in the gallery space under
the canopy of a giant Dreamcatcher slung between the
beams.
We encouraged visitors to write their ideas to combat
plastic pollution on coloured labels to attach to the
dreamcatcher. We exchanged for a hand-printed
postcard reminding them to REFUSE, REDUCE, RE-USE
and RECYCLE.
A giant REFUSE bin dominated the end of the
gallery, overflowing with the detritus of generations,
from disposable nappies to computer equipment.
Sustainable alternatives to the convenient plastic hung
in the air, including a cardboard box toy car.
An eerie soundtrack created by Alena Toms,
who recorded children’s voices at the workshops,
superimposed on plastic and ocean sounds, enveloped

the space. Dramatic lighting was thanks to Mike from
Leadworks.
A highlight was the final day procession when
everyone congregated outside, calling out chants to be
taken up by the newly formed Plastic Waste Band.
We carried a 20m long ‘rope’ of articulated plastic
milk bottles following the Plastic Waste Band up into
the gallery space aloft. We coiled on the floor in a
spiral - a symbol of renewal and hope for the future.
Artist and poet Heather Brown recited her poem
‘Seaweed’. Liz Cole of PCC presented prizes for the
poster competition and the inspirational results
displayed on the walls. It was emotional and uplifting.
We were very fortunate to be in the heart of the
emerging grassroots art culture in Stonehouse. Likeminded people who encouraged our ambitions and
activism and supported our principles surrounded us.
We can live without ‘disposable’ plastic. However,
there is no ‘away’: everything we purchase must
consider an end life/use.
Art has the power to change peoples’ minds through
attracting attention, perhaps even shocking and raising
questions, stimulating enquiry and discussion. It brings
people together to learn more about the issues and
talk about the way forward. Together we can make a
diﬀerence.
Judy Harrington

Judy Harrington and a plastic Insatiable at Leadworks
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Wondrous
Wonderzoo
Wonderzoo has been a long-time creative force in
Stonehouse. Its origins date from 2012, when Plymouth
artists from several small organisations collaborated
in the name of art and the written word. In 2014 the
name emerged with an online magazine produced
by Pete Davey (as he was known then). A national
award came in 2018 when Pete and Donna Maughan
won Best Community Archive and Heritage Group for
their 100 Homes Oral History Project. Since then, Pete
has changed his name to Slain McGough Davey. The
community interest company has published online
magazines, run hundreds of events, and supported
social enterprise, underserved groups, and diversity,
including the increasingly important Respect Festival.
I joined in 2019 and I’m now a co-director. Back then,
WonderZoo centred around spoken word, but it’s since
developed into a combined arts platform, with the core
values of storytelling, community, and collaboration. We
love living and working in Stonehouse.
Our performance gigs showcase local talent from
music, comedy, spoken word and theatre, with Do-ItYourself punk values, surrealism, experimentation and a
diversity of artists and audience.
We believe that art helps to build community
and breaks down barriers. But, underneath the
entertainment side of what we do is a strong sense of
activism and care for human, animal, and planet rights.
We love living and working in Stonehouse. Being based
here is really advantageous for us as it means we’re
within walking distance of many creative groups in the
area, with whom we collaborate. These include Nudge
Community Builders, Adelaide Street Angels, Diversity
Business Incubator, Omnium Radio, A Press of Suspects,
and others. We have worked with these groups to create

Above: Performer Thom Boulton appearing on the Wonderzoo
stage at last year’s Union Street Party with Slain and Chi on the
right. Below, Gabi Marcellus-Temple, a Wonderzoo writer and
performer appeared with Slain in a video made for the North
Stonehouse Safer Streets project.

collaborative events such as Adelaide Park Fun Days,
funded by Mayflower 400 in 2021.
Wonderzoo recently moved into The Plot, which is a
shared-working space on Union Street, owned and run
by Nudge.
This has already proven beneficial for us by allowing
us to strengthen our relationships with other groups
and individuals, as well as meet new people. Until we
had this office space, we ran WonderZoo entirely from
our living room, and this was quite isolating, particularly
during the past couple of years of Covid. Being in a
shared space allows us to become more embedded in
the community, for mutual support and friendship.
Earlier this month, Wonderzoo ran a five-day pilot
festival around small venues in Stonehouse called
Storyteller, with 11 events and involving 17 different
groups, funded by Plymouth Octopus Project. This is one
of our biggest collaborative projects so far, and we hope
for it to continue growing in years to come.
Chi Bennett
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Left: Tom Loveder’s multiversal canopies in Palace Square, made of Calvin
Bedford’s photographs. Above: Artist Kathy Wray organising rubbing the brass
plaques outside the Palace Theatre to produce colourful posters. were part of
the Creative Civic Change project.

Nudging art into community action
Just over three years ago,
Nudge Community Builders
were awarded a grant from the
Local Trust to put colour and joy
into Union Street.
The Creative Civic Change
initiative focused on putting
more power, resources, and
decision-making into the hands
of local communities.
This idea would enable them
to transform and improve their
lives and the places they live.
Nudge planned to spend
their grant within one mile
of Union Street, bringing
pop-up activities, music, and
workshops.
They wanted to transform
neglected
public
spaces
by using colour and joy to
encourage local businesses and
artists to collaborate on how to
tackle issues such as rubbish
and anti-social behaviour.
Nudge co-founders Hannah

Sloggett and Wendy Hart
applied for the grant because
the scheme’s aim matched
what local people were saying
was needed on the street.
Hannah says: “It is quite an
unusual fund because it didn’t
set out too many restrictions.
As a result, we’ve been able
to respond to local needs and
opportunities that come from
our community.”
Nudge, in part, was responding
to the fact that there were 15
large empty buildings along
Union Street (25 per cent of
the land), and many have been
standing unused for more than
25 years.
Most buildings are in complex
ownership
and
therefore
contribute very little to the local
economy. This malaise adds to
the rundown feel of the street
that has the highest crime rate
in Devon and Cornwall. It is in

desperate need of a different
approach in a way that our
community benefits in multiple
ways.
The result of the grant has
been an explosion of creativity,
even in the face of the Covid
pandemic.
There have been many
happenings, including painting,
graphics, and poetry read out
to queues in the street.
There are murals on the
Millennium Building, special
Plymouth
Art
Weekender
commissions shown at two
Union Street Parties, projections
on to the Palace Theatre, and
Chi and Slain’s Valentine Box.
The project began with the
Nudge team dressed as zebras
canvassing local opinion.
Hannah says: “We heard that
people wanted colour, joy, and
music and not feeling unsafe in
spaces.

“So we set about making
small changes that can lead to
significant change.
“It’s unlocked lots of match
funding, supported people who
didn’t see themselves as artists
or good enough, and helped us
be brave and experiment.
“We’ve been provided with
a creative response to the
pandemic and been able to pay
people a fair amount, which
values local talent.
“We think the activity has
created a voice, visibility, and
possibilities around complex
issues in our neighbourhood in
constructive and empowering
ways for individuals and spaces.”
The scheme, due to end this
year, has been extended for
six months because of the
pandemic, and there’s plenty
more creativity in the pipeline.
Make sure you watch the Nudge
space.
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Good Vibrations Creative Writing
The following pages are filled with
brilliant creative writing by the Good
Vibrations women’s writing group that
usuallly meets at Leadworks. We would
like to thank Literature Works, the
regional literature development agency
for South West England, for sponsoring
the workshops led by Jo Higson.

Some of the
Good Vibrations
members with
Jo Higson third
from left

A visitors’ guide
So, you want to come to Stonehouse, do you? What exactly is it
that attracts you? Have you heard good things?
I wonder if it’s like that song, Common People, by Pulp, where
people ‘dance and drink and screw, because there’s nothing else
to do’? Not that everyone in Stonehouse is common, of course,
that’s a frequent misconception. Still manages to hit all the
deprivation targets for funding though.
You’ve got the Royal William Yard, full of overpriced restaurants,
hipster bars and imposing military architecture. If you can pay
the service fees and rent, you
get a lovely view over Cornwall
from little rooms in converted
naval stores and abattoirs. They
even put mirrors all along the
wall in some of them so it looks
like they’re not quite so tiny after all, you want a bit of space
if you’re putting in hundreds of
thousands of pounds, don’t you?
Some of the buildings are still
covered with thirty years of
mould - some of the flats in the
poorer areas are too - because
the developer got a bit bored
when the economy crashed,
but a lot of people are scared
to go in the place anyway, so it
depends how at home you feel in posh places with yachts in the
harbour, really.
House prices change drastically to the north and south of
Union Street, a long strip of defunct bars and clubs bisecting
Stonehouse from east to west. It’s not really an issue, as the
majority of people in Stonehouse could never afford to buy a
house anyway.
Millfields is north of Union Street, true - a gated community
in an old naval hospital. My cousin was a nurse there the night
they bombed the children’s ward, carrying burnt, screaming, sick

children out onto the lawns in the dark while the air raid sirens
screamed. The walls are a good fifteen feet high, you can walk
along the wrong side of them past little houses, council flats, a
primary school, a pub which opens all hours. You’re meant to be
able to go in and look round if you live in the area, but I tried it
once when my kids were little and they really weren’t happy with
it. The uniformed security guard sternly told the toddlers not to
make too much noise because people live there. They were a bit
confused, because they lived on the other side of the big wall.
But it’s never too early to learn which side of the wall you belong
on.
The kids could probably show you round better than I could,
given that I can’t afford to live there any more. They grew up on a
street which doesn’t have as many needles in the playground as
it did when they were little, although you can still see amputees
and people who scratch all the time dragging themselves down
to the chemist every morning. The dealer lives at number 15;
they know his name’s Steve because addicts shout up from the
pavement every night to try to get him to let them in.
The Georgian houses are really beautiful, in the spaces between
bomb sites filled in with social housing. They do crumble a bit,
especially when the landlord doesn’t live locally and doesn’t
want his profit margins cut down by repairs, but the walls
and flooring are really thick, so you won’t be reported by the
neighbours if there’s screaming and banging.
Even with the windows open in summer, they probably won’t
report you anyway because you’re just living your life with
bruises they pretend not to see because it’s best not to get
involved.
You can’t really come to Stonehouse for the sort of night out
people have enjoyed here for hundreds of years - or, at least, the
council would rather you didn’t. There are two or three clubs,
but one of them’s Jesters and it’s not safe to go in there unless
you’re in the military or an attractive woman - in which case, I’d
still watch yourself. Plenty of fast food places where you can buy
a really horrible burger or
kebab though, with the
odd vegan, hipster choice
which has leaked out of
the Royal William Yard
or attracted community
funding. A couple of
those are on the street
with all the prostitutes,
so it’s best to stay out of
the alleyways and tunnels
round there and be ready
to let the kerbcrawlers
know you’re not looking
for business.
There are some really
beautiful beaches, hidden
away, right up at the
end, with an open air swimming pool that there was a petition
to save. People have been swimming there for years, it’s getting
popular with people from all over the city now, although it used
to just be hardened locals taking the opportunity to air faded
tattoos and sun-leathered skin. You can fish there, especially if
you’re too proud or embarrassed to use the food banks. Lots of
families there on sunny days, you can get chips from the sullen
cafe owner and have a lovely day out. Make sure you’re home by
dark though, unless dogging’s your thing.
Gabi Marcellus-Temple
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Good Vibrations Creative Writing

Between two churches
Stonehouse changes underfoot, as a patchwork of concrete
leads to cobbled alleys, where dandelions poke through the
cracks between bricks and cigarette butts congregate around
the drain outside the Melbourne Inn.
A regular pilgrimage between two steeples I wend my way.
Where the bells toll out of time, each trying to outdo the other
and harmonise in a mutual appreciation of a religion in which I
do not believe. Their voices echo up along the terraces, weary
worn houses with multiple doorbells indented with a thousand
fingerprints of those faceless figures who pass, hoods up, hands
deep in pockets, in their own journey.
I follow the cobbles which twist behind buildings to secret
spaces, of gardens, graffiti, painted BT boxes and dog shit that
dries to dust. While Goodall and Attenborough look down like
deities upon the pothole dwelling puddles.
Seagulls spatter their own Pollocks and pigeons raucously mate
on the rooftops. I feed them and leave bones for the yellow eyed
fox that slinks amongst the cars at the back of my flat. We both
dwell below ground level, always looking up, starved of sunlight.
I observe the ankles and snatch conversations, a blanket of
colours, languages, cultures in this thick recipe of lives which
commute the cobbles between two churches. Those two
beacons above the rooftops guiding our steps back to the roads
we call home.
Delia Pring

In the automat

Kirstien

Golden hat all alone
Darkness at the window
Brass radiator exuding heat
Heat doesn’t get to her
She is and feels alone
No one to share the table
We don’t know what she thinks
As an onlooker only guessing
Only seeing the obvious
A lady at the table
One table and two chair
One cup and one saucer
The golden hat looks down
Following her gaze
Maybe the cup interests her
Could it be the table?
No movement in the painting
Meditation maybe mindfulness
Did they have those in 1927?
She is cold, still needs the heat
The coat and hat giving her warmth
Golden hat all alone
I know the feeling.
			By Autumn
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Good Vibrations Creative Writing

A night out
They got there early, before they had to pay to get in. A nightclub
is a strange place when it’s just you and five of your friends. The
dancefloor mocking with its undanced beat and flashing lights. The
girls reminded Sara’s it was her turn tonight. Blondz, on the corner
of Union Street, offered a free bottle of bubbly to guests on their
birthday. First, they had to buy a round of drinks because otherwise
it might look suspicious, not that they’d ever been turned down for a
free bottle.
Sara teetered up the steps to the DJ booth. The baseball capped
DJ turned and nodded at her, clearly expecting a song request.
She flashed her best Heather Shimmer smile and mouthed ‘it’s my
birthday today’ over the music.
He handed her a scrap of paper and a pencil and mouthed for her
to write down her name. She paused for a moment, decided to write
a fake name so her ex wouldn’t hear she was in and come looking.
She scrawled down ‘Katie,’ her ex best friend’s name. The two exes –
her friend and boyfriend, Tom, they’d had a brief collision of senses
which made Sara come to hers. She handed the paper to the DJ
who leaned in and kissed her on the cheek as he gave her a bottle of
sparkling perry and some disposable plastic cups.
The club was starting to fill up, the top bar already had a string of
people waiting. The tables slowly acquiring allegiances, a great place
to watch and wait until the moment to dance strikes. Back at their
table, Sara poured out a half cup for each of the girls and they fake
cheered her birthday. The DJ looked across at her and winked as he
announced happy birthday to Katie. Sara briefly wondered where
Katie was as she downed the drink and started scanning the room.
Two
Darren had never wanted to be a DJ, he’d planned to go to university
to study law, but his girlfriend, Katie, had got pregnant at 16 and
he’d decided to stick around. Labourer by day, DJ at night. The music
still booming in his ears when he went home after 3am and had to
deal with nappies and night feeds. He put on another generic song.
It wasn’t his taste at all, but there was no point trying something
different. On the plus side, this place paid twice as much as the Indie
venues down the Street and smelled a whole lot better.
He sensed someone behind him before he heard her. No doubt
some drunk chick making a stellar request for S Club Seven’s latest.
He forced a smile as he turned around. Wow, she was a pretty one.
Reminded him of Katie a year ago, when she used to wear real clothes
and not leggings and milk-stained t-shirts. She mouthed that it was
her birthday, but he pretended not to understand and leaned in to
feel her hot breath on his neck.
She repeated that it was her birthday. He knew the drill; the club
gave a free bottle to any female who said it was their special day – get
the girls drunk and the guys followed. A cheap business model. He
handed her the bottle but didn’t let go as she reached for it. He pulled
her closer and kissed her straight on the lips, he’d learned DJs had
a special licence. Her lipstick was sweet, he hadn’t tasted that for a
while. He quickly wrote his name and number on a piece of paper
and that he finished at three. He watched her stumble back to the
table, stuffing the note into her handbag.

Three
Tom was not having a good evening. His mates had suggested
coming to Blondz even though they knew Tom hated it – well that
wasn’t true. He was more afraid of meeting his past mistakes there
really, he liked the dodgy pop music and the way it filled to almost
bursting as the night went on. He’d hung around at the bar at first,
taking advantage of the early deals – two for one shots, buy one get
one free weak lager. From the top bar he had a pretty good view too.
Looking down over the little communities forming at tables and the
illuminated dance floor.
Unfortunately, he didn’t have a good view of the door from the end
of the bar and so he was blindsided when Katie came up to him and
kissed him on the cheek. His mates all laughed into their beer, they
knew the story. He’d had a one night stand with his girlfriend’s mate
and got caught. How could he have been that unlucky – and was it
worth it? No. This one was a Klingon – she hadn’t understood that
she was a mistake that Tom had regretted from the moment the first
rays of his hangover had hit.
‘Gonna buy me a drink?’ Katie shouted above the music.
‘Sorry, I’m in a round,’ Tom gestured to his friends.
‘Oh, I guess I’ll catch up with you later?’
Not if I see you first, he thought but shrugged instead. He quickly
took his leave from the top bar and gestured for his friends to follow.
As he headed down the steps, looking for a space suitable for the
group, he heard the DJ make an announcement.
Continued overleaf
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‘Happy birthday to Sara, wishing you an extra special 18th
birthday.’
Tom stopped still, his friend Jacob annoyed as he spilled some
of his pint with the jolt. He knew what Sara and her friends did
on their night’s out – their pretend birthdays. He wondered
how many 18th’s they’d all had. So she was here somewhere, he
started scanning the tables. Maybe if she’d had a few, her anger
might have calmed down and he’d be in with a chance.
He walked past the back of the DJ box and noticed the guy
wave at someone across the room. Following the signal, he
noticed Sara sat with her friends. An almost empty bottle of
Perry on the table. She winked back at the DJ and feeling the
cold chill of his bottled lager in his hand, Tom started to look
around to see where Katie had gone.
Four
Katie pulled her sleeping bag higher, shivering so much she
thought her teeth might fall out. She needed a piss but the
pressure on her bladder was the only thing keeping her warm.
High heels clacked on the paving slabs, occasionally hitting
a broken one and veering towards Katie. She was grateful for
the stumbles because the clubbers noticed her – and guiltily
scrambled for change. It wasn’t enough to call it a night yet
though.
She tried to imagine which dress she would wear if she had
a different life. Perhaps a simple black one, or a red sparkly
number like that girl across the road queuing to get into Jesters.

Adelaide Street
The street is different
micro gardens in the road that was
newly painted houses
the hole from German bombing gone
more homes built there
I walk down the street
I look at the window of number 43
Inside that net curtained window
I was brought into this world.
things spring to mind
memories of the tin bath
water from grannie’s copper
in the outhouse
the warmth of the fire
the lady upstairs with Lucozade
and strawberry jam
things have really changed here
for the better?
I don’t know.
I’m just visiting
walking down the street and thinking
			By Autumn

Katie would never show that
much flesh though, that’s what
got girls into trouble. At least
that’s what her stepdad used to
say. Before she ran.
It was a busy night as the
crowds spilled out of Two Trees,
singing their way further down
the street. Some were generous
with coins, one bought her a
bag of chips, one guy offered to
keep her warm while grabbing
his crotch and laughing with his
mates. She was used to that, they’re
harmless – drunk and fragile while she’s sober and had learned
where to kick and how fast she can run.
Finally, she had enough for tomorrow’s formula and some money
in the meter. As Katie rolled up the sleeping bag, she hoped that no
one had noticed her slipping out and leaving the baby home alone.
Hanna had learned not to cry already, so that was good at least.
As she stood, she realised she couldn’t wait till she got home, she
slid down the alley between Blondz and Millennium and pulled
down her jeans. It was an age before her bladder was empty. She
heard a man and woman giggling, flirting further up the lane. As she
zipped herself up and rushed past, she noticed a bottle dangling in
the woman’s hand. The new, for one night only couple, leaving their
shadow against the nightclub’s exterior wall.
Samantha Carro
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P L Y M O U T H
How’s Portsmouth?
Plymouth
Sorry, yeah
If the question really allowed a longer answer I’d say:
Plymouth is
Making my entrance into the world at Freedom Fields
Holding small sweaty hands around Smeaton’s Tower in Year 3
A pigeon shitting in Miss’s yogurt as we sit to picnic on the
Sundial Walking the back lanes of Mutley and swinging our small
school bags A meat pattie and a visit to the video store on Fridays
after school Sports day in central park, tiny shorts and the egg
and spoon race
Instead I say fine thanks
How’s Portsmouth?
Plymouth
Sorry, yeah
Plymouth is
The bus to Plymstock, jealously eyeing Lisa’s kickers on the walk
to registration Ten Tors in the heat and hockey in the rain
Value vodka in the Belvedere wedding cake where friends are lost
and made Queuing for JFKs in a boob tube dress, in the snow saving the cloakroom pound for that extra drink
Walking the dog around the cemetery and watching as she sits by
the same small angel each time
But I just say good thanks
How’s Portsmouth?
Plymouth
Sorry, yeah
Plymouth is
Fish n chips on laps, legs dangling over stone steps, watching for
seagull attacks Scones cream first and well-filled pasties
The roars and groans from Plymouth Argyle
Summer jobs in local pubs and telesales
Lock-ins and badly poured pints, failed attempts to sell insurance,
guttering and double glazing
Driving tests and trips to Dartmoor where we wind down the
windows and yell at the tops of our voices – a warning to the
world that we are coming
But I just say yeah okay thanks
How’s Portsmouth?
Plymouth
Sorry, yeah
Plymouth is
Sunrises and sunsets over the train station, waving parents
goodbye and welcome home roast dinners
A dip at Devils Point, shivering as we plunge our dimpled bodies
into the sea and emerge taut and tingling
The Cremyll Ferry with foil wrapped sandwiches and a flask of hot
chocolate. Linking arms through Saltram House with mittened
hands
Trawling the market for unexpected treasures and trinkets, fish,
cheese and phone accessories
But I just say alright ta

How’s Portsmouth?
Plymouth
Sorry, yeah
Plymouth is
The crowded foyer of the theatre, seeing premieres before they
leave for London. Bottles of red wine and tapas in Lorenzos
Gin Distillery tours for every visitor
Nursing a coffee on the Barbican, walking the cobbled streets and
lamenting the fading of the mural
Fireworks reflected in the sea
Brittany Ferries, fishing boats at dawn and war ships anchored
in the sound The echoes of those who have come before in this
sprawling, big hearted historic city
But I just say not bad thanks
How’s Portsmouth?
Plymouth
Sorry, yeah
Why don’t you just come and I’ll show you?
Alright then

Laura Horton
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Writer’s journey
A mother.
Transgender
At night
I sit
candle lit
in ruin
of the war
Naked
on the edge of my bed
A ghost of a woman
I hold my belly
If I could hold life

When I was 6, I sent my first book to Ladybird
publishers, and received my first rejection letter. I
thought they were idiots, as there was a clear gap in
the market for a book on a ghost killer who lurked in
ponds, then leapt out and viciously stabbed passing
ghosts, complete with gory, graphic illustrations.
Perhaps they just didn’t want to reach out to the
traumatised kids like me, who saw these things at
home all the time. My parents thought the rejection
letter was very sweet and told all their friends.
Patronising bastards, they never understood my
struggle.

But they like it when they find you, at three in the
morning
Glass of whisky, furiously scribbling
Pages all over the floor and flamenco blaring out
Yes, I am a writer.
Sorry, but I am.
Sometimes I do it for work.
People say it’s good, and I wish they’d shut up.

I’m embarrassed about it, really.
Yes, I am a writer.
No, please don’t call me a poet.
Yes, I write poetry, but it’s sort of by accident.

Translating is writing
Especially when it’s an adaptation
Or marketing, marketing’s really creative
But I’m really into microtextual analysis and the
metalinguistic potential of the nature of carpets
(no, really, I am)
Sorry, I keep doing it
It all came out again
That wasn’t what you wanted to hear, was it?

It just happens, it pours out of me in some kind of
inappropriate emotional flood

I think I’m going to say it louder next time.
Gabi Marcellus-Temple

I am a writer

Voice

here
(I touch my belly)
safe inside me
I could feel complete
Their hatred could not take my
child
my life
from me
not if she were only mine
not if I held her here
I cry
curl up with my ghosts
We hold each other
close
beneath our stars
and cry together
and gently fall
I hold you,
I love you,
I love you too honey,
let’s rise,
make our tea and write a new
song,
find some new chords!
It’s okay to still be crying,
it’ll be okay – sweetheart,
we’ve got you!
Mary-Emma Holly

Tall grey walls,
Once filled with delight,
I’d beg my dad to take me there,
It was such a magical sight.
The view before me was wondrous,
You should have seen the smile on my face,
I wish I could bottle that feeling,
Of visiting that place.
Fascinating is the word I’m searching for, Sparks of joy
with every visit,
“Wait!” My Dad would say.
“Hang on just a minute!”

Visual
Observations
Inspire
Creative
Exclamations!
Karen Robinson

Stonehouse
Voice Acrostic
Vociferous and vigorous
Only as I am
I, myself
Calling out
Enunciating. Me to you.

But did I listen? No.
The glass doors were waiting for me, They’d magically
slide open,
So I’d scream “Open sesame!”
Shelves of everything you could imagine,
And I was six years old,
It wasn’t just toys and games,
It was where happiness was sold.
I never understood why I couldn’t live there, Or
Geoffrey, was that his name?
But I always wanted to go there,
And the TV adverts were to blame.
Kirstien

Salty air, a
Tang of regret
Ominous shadow, it’s
No place for me now
Enough was enough
He can’t control me, I’m
Out of your reach
Under no-one’s thumb
Self-aligned, self-defined
Error message 404.
Gabi Marcellus-Temple
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IS THIS WALL DESIGNED TO KEEP PEOPLE OUT?
OR WAS IT BUILT TO KEEP PEOPLE IN?
The wall around the Millfields site
is quite contentious among the
Stonehouse community. It appears
to divide the have’s, inside, from
the have-not’s, outside. The view
that it is designed to keep people
out is reinforced by the one
entrance, staffed by uniformed
guards in their high-vis jackets,
while the other gates and
entrances have been bricked up or
blocked off, restricting outsiders
from taking a short-cut through
the grounds. But was it built to
keep people out?
For many years it was just a wall I
drove round driving from Stoke to
Devonport, vaguely curious as to
what was inside, but with little
reason to venture in. Now it has
acquired
much
greater
significance as my living room
window is entirely filled by the
grey limestone blocks, the mortar
and,
in
places
the
conservationists’ horror – the
concrete, that makes up the wall.
Now I live on the inside.
I have mixed feelings about it. I
shudder at the mention of “gated
communities” with the premise of
exclusivity and lack of inclusion –
an anathema to my dearly held
and fought-for values. Yet as
someone who has experienced
abuse, violence, and the ongoing
feeling of being unsafe, I also
appreciate the security living here
provides.
But back to the wall itself. Being
quite so close is a little
overwhelming. Even my most
daring friends “on the outside”
only joke about scaling it to drop
in. As a consequence of it
dominating my view while I’m

drinking my morning cup of tea, I
have become curious about the
various hooks, nails and rotting
strips of wood attached to the
inner surface, which must have
once had a function. I use a new
app on my phone to try and
identify the plants that, as spring
turns into summer, are starting to
emerge from between the stones.
How amazing that they survive
and thrive at height with so little
nourishment.
And now it is literally such a big
part of my life, I am curious. When
was it built? Why was it built?
How was it built? How big is it?
Surprisingly little information
exists - even a quite extensive
internet search revealed nothing
about its height, volume, or the
number of blocks it contains.
People talk and write about the
buildings and the land, but not the
boundary wall, beyond its capacity
of demarcation.
Of course, almost everyone in
Plymouth knows the Millfields as
the site of the former Royal Naval
Hospital, and many of my friends
have tales of being taken there to
visit family and friends, or to have
parts of themselves repaired. One
of my old school friends was the
last staff GP here before it closed
and the hospital moved to join the
expanded Derriford Hospital in
1995. What is less commonly
known is that Devonport High
School for Boys was the hospital’s
twin – the former Army Hospital across the other side of the Creek,
known variously as Mill or Station
Hospital.
I do find out that the Naval
Hospital was built on five fields

comprising twenty-five acres,
three of which were known as the
Millfields, from the tide mills sited
nearby. These were acquired from
the Edgcumbe family on the south
side of Stonehouse Creek in 1758 to
build a hospital to house the sick
and wounded seamen returning
from various European wars. The
original hospital was completed in
1762
although
additions,
including the mortuary chapel,
the isolation house and officer’s
houses were added over the next
century. A burial ground for the
hospital, now built over, was later
acquired outside the wall. The
most recent additions are built of
yellow brick, unlike the original
grey limestone-built buildings ¹.
It surprised me that current
entrance was not originally the
main entrance. That was on the
northern side and brought patients
in by boat from the ships at anchor
in the Sound and the dockyard.
This changed as motor transport
became more reliable and finally
ended when the creek was filled in
and Victoria Park laid out.
So why surround it with a wall?
Well, it would appear the demand
for sailors to fight the European
Wars far outstripped the supply
and many of the wounded patients
brought here would have been
press-ganged into joining the navy
and were therefore considered a
flight risk.
The wall was built to keep them
in. Does that change my view of it?
Yes, a little.
Jo Higson
¹Plymouth City Council (2007)
Millfields Conservation Area appraisal
and management plan.
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Icing Sugar
The music whirled gently
through the musicians’ arms
and strings as they played. It
felt like smoke settling at eye
level. They were having the
time of their lives. We were
there just to watch. Circles
seem to bring about this sense
of something old and sacred
happening.
“I might get another drink; do
you want one?” “I fancy?” “A
drink?” I could feel Jack getting
ready to leave early again. “No,
a roast potato. Can we help
ourselves?” Jack reached out
a finger and looked at me. “Is
this a South West tradition?”
“Tradition? No, they leave them
on the bar for the musicians; if
there are leftovers, we can have
some. Tradition is something a
bit more… special, I think.”
“You’ve not been upcountry.”
Jack was my cousin. He used
to visit regularly and had
recently moved here for work.
He had only had one pint,
but sometimes the music
here made you feel drunker
than you were. “Upcountry,
we only serve potatoes at the
table, usually with some meat.”
“Sounds complicated.” “And
here… everything’s covered in
loads of dust”. I looked behind
me at the staff. One peered up
from pouring a pint. The corner
of her mouth was slightly
upturned. “All your fishy stuff”.
“You mean nautical”? “Yeah,
everything looks so old here
upcountry; you know it’s all
brought from Ikea.” I wanted
to watch Jack continue to dig
himself a hole, but… “Mate,
don’t insult the place; we’re
guests.” “It’s a compliment!
Genuinely! See the lady behind
the bar, she understands. At
home, all the dust looks like
it’s been placed there with

tweezers”. I looked at Jack.
“You’re drunk.” His mouth went
as wide as the Euro tunnel.
“I have work this evening.
Remember, I’m a responsible
adult now.”
The band stopped. I closed
my eyes and tried to focus on
what they were saying. Their
voices were whispers. I didn’t
understand something about
what key they were playing
in; you could hear the smiles
and comradery clearly, though.
The music started up again. It
gently increased in volume and
smelt like steam rising from the
floor.
I opened my eyes. Jack
had waited for the perfect
opportunity to help himself to
the last potato. “Taste good,
does it?” A metallic sound
broke through the atmosphere
like a hot knife. Jack looked
down. “Time to go, mate. As
always, a pleasure to catch up.
Let’s not leave it so long next
time… yeah.”

He was a ‘responsible adult’.
But his boss and workmates,
maybe even his partner,
probably don’t know that back
in the day, we used to consume
something very different from
the bars around here. We ate
more than our fair share too.
Ecstasy, fun, laughter. This
was our tradition in the ‘90s.
An awkward, technological
time where new technologies
were being born every day
and which became toys for the
creatives whose hearts made
beats for the rest of us to dance
to. We were excessively greedy
back then.
Our pubs were clubs, our music
etched on vinyl records, our
circles made up of hundreds
of people sweating and
dancing their tits off. We found
ourselves surrounded by the
Flemish Renaissance and art
Nouveau styles of the Palace
Theatre.
There’s so much heritage
around here. If you saw the

state of the buildings, you
wouldn’t think it, though.
This world I remember. You
wouldn’t think it existed, and
only a short time ago. The
buildings look like they’ve
been through World War 3.
I guess the history passed
down has to be more palatable.
You’re not gonna get families
through the door at a museum
to look at a bunch of pill heads,
are you? You have to talk to
the locals to find out what
happened around here, and
they’ll all die out eventually.
Makes you think, doesn’t it?
What wasn’t I told? They don’t
realise these people in London,
they don’t realise; it’s their
history they’ve lost too. They’re
just a bit further down the line
than us.
We had no choice but to
become ‘responsible adults’. We
just rolled with the times like
everyone else does. Cursed to
recall that which disappears
Continued overleaf
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like clouds on a sunny day; on
repeat.
Sounds are constantly
competing with each other. Of
course, as you get older, you
try to learn to listen for the
more subtle stories. But how
do we value these things that
others don’t?
The door, it always feels heavier
when you leave.
How do we value things that
make up the grit of reality?
Books? Documentaries?
Songs? Storytelling? Rituals?
Re-enactments? We have so
many different ways of doing
things. How do we choose what
the significant bits are? Do we
have a choice at all? History
gets made at the moment. Our
youth is the most valuable thing
we will ever have. I don’t even
know if I will have any children
to pass my stories onto.
The corner of the Palace
Theatre building is completely
covered in slippery tiles.

Though through a gap, I can
see right through into the
room where Jake and I used to
wait in line to get inside. Just
past that is where Kate and I
kissed. Yellow wallpaper lined
the girl’s toilets. The hand dryer
never seemed to work, and the
toilet was always overflowing.
Getting a footing isn’t easy
on all these tiles, and rubble
covers the floor inside. It’s a
bloody mess. It’s incredible to
think this is a ‘Palace’. It may
mean nothing to the council,
but it’s like a storybook to me.
The cigarette smoke, the ink.
Like opening up a chapter of
my wasted youth.
Katie moved to Kent. Has a
boyfriend and kids now. I never
thought Kate would grow up; I
definitely never thought she’d
have a conservatory. She used
to drink a lot. I wonder if she
looks back fondly or would
rather forget those days? I
wonder if she even remembers
we kissed?

Reflections of faded glory in the derelict Palace Theatre

If I bend the wood a little
more… I looked away whilst
pushing down with all my
weight on the bent wood,
waiting for it to... It. Will. Go.
Any. Second… Fuck! A loud,
sudden snap echoed down
Union Street. “Jesus Christ!”
I looked back... not even a
cat. It must be earlier than I
thought. The edge of the wood
had splintered. I covered the
wood with my coat and placed
my hand on the freezing cold
wall. The rats squealed with
laughter at my attempted
break-in. The floor was slippery
and sludgy. But it’s too dark to
make out anything clearly. Just
the shard of light I saw earlier,
leading the way to the cubical
where Kate and I kissed.
It’s like I can almost taste the
sickly-sweet coke cola she used
to drink.
The wallpaper has already
started peeling itself from
the wall. I think the pigeons
must be using it to stuff their
nests. At least it’s being used
for something. I rip the paper
from the wall and place it in
my pocket. Maybe I can make
a nest for myself. Somewhere
away from this world.
Somewhere I can be alone.
My heart goes cold as I hear
the floor creak slowly behind
me. A rat quickly scurries by.
All I can hear is my heartbeat
now. As it ran past, it pushed
the toilet door slightly open,
illuminating more of the wall
in front of me. A piece of the
wall just crumbled off, right in
front of my eyes, like nothing
is holding it together like it’s
made of icing sugar.
I tap a few times to watch it fall.
Suddenly I can see an eye
looking at me through a hole
in the wall. All I can see is
this eye; it won’t look away.
Looking directly at me, “Oi”, a
voice calls.
Helen Moore

Good vibes
Look past the city throng,
Weave down the Stonehouse
streets.
Throw off diffidence,
Leave obstacles behind,
Find welcome at the
Leadworks door
For coffee, friendship, an
inviting space.
United by our love of words,
We are a community,
The Good Vibrations of
Stonehouse
Karen Robinson

A dawning
I spent yesterday - either
sleeping, crying, writing
poetry, then music, or crying to
my therapist
The dawning truth of my
existence, that the only
importance, my only reason for
existing - to have a child - has
always meant to bear my own
child
I so wish I could. For me, to be
complete, is to be pregnant, to
create life, to hold life, to birth
life, to nurture life, to love and
cherish my child
I wish to be completed - and
I’ll die torn apart, without my
motherhood, without my only
child.
Mary-Emma Holly

Stonehouse Barracks
Over the wall, echoes of
thousands of bulled boots,
left, left, left, right, left,
how many of those brave
marines passed through
Plymouth – through the
Longroom, through the
guarded gates. Slept in
a bunk since the foundations
were laid, marched on
the courtyard, drilled until
their soul still stands to
attention alongside the new
recruits.
Samantha Carro

The Millennium Building will soon be another creative hub in Stonehouse

STONEHOUSE,THE CORNERSTONE OF THE CITY
Eat Work Art’s involvement in the redevelopment
of The Millennium Building is a huge opportunity
to meet the changing needs of Plymouth’s creative
community and talent. The work underway has
complemented Eat Work Art’s existing site, Alma Yard,
which has fast become a thriving home to creatives,
artists and flourishing independent businesses.
Eat Work Art’s interest in the area comes from its
passionate aim to reinvigorate the region’s creative
scene and add tangible regeneration value to the
local area. Each site aims to breathe life into its
locality by offering onsite amenities, workshops and a
social hub for visitors. They will be in close proximity
to the city centre and within walking distance of one
another to further create the sense of unity. Everyone
knows that Stonehouse is the cornerstone of The City
and we identified Union Street and the surrounding
area with huge potential for growth. There are people
being drawn to the area for their passion and talent
in the creative industries and they need spaces to
allow themselves to grow and be nurtured. We’ve

recently acquired another building and hope to
continue our legacy to invest in an area we believe in
wholeheartedly.
Even over the past two years we’ve seen a huge
amount of change, as people are attracted to build
lives and operate their businesses from Plymouth.
Eat Work Art aims to change the ways in which
contemporary creatives work and collaborate,
creating enriched and inspiring workspaces that
foster innovation. The businesses that occupy and
flourish in our spaces are modern creative businesses
and individuals that need flexibility, agility and
adaptability. Our definition of “creative” is not
defined by specific industries or outputs, but rather
by processes and ways of working. Creativity must
be collaborative, socially conscious, and convention
challenging to ensure flexibility and adaptation - an
approach we hope will support other businesses and
organisations trail blazing change in this region of the
city.
Kate Pierce, Devon Manager at Eat Work Art

A Po e m fo r Sto n eh o u s e
Made of Stone
from Devil’s Point to Vicky Park from sea, to road, to
stone something whispers here, echoes that rumble
under waves
and road noise - a chorus of unheard stories that hold
up the houses,
keep Plymouth humming its regenerated melody.
this place is underserved, misunderstood, the “no go
area” with so much to give
if only you’d stop and listen.
we know the truth,
we know the people who complete the puzzle of our city.
the people with their colour, their passions and verve.
people - sturdy as rock, complex as sediment, smoothed
and strengthened by life’s tide. people finding the words,
rearranging, editing
and bringing life to stories untold.
this is for the vibrant, for the silenced
and deferred
to give Stonehouse the voice that always deserved
to be heard.
Malaika Kegode

The Poetry Takeaway

