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We want to say a huge thank you to all of our
supporters, readers and contributors. This is our first
ever publication and we are humbled by the
response we had.
Through my work as a counsellor I have seen how
powerful creative writing and art can be. We want to
share this with as many people as possible, thus
Fragmented Lines was born.
Fragmented Lines is passion project composed of an
extremely small team. We aim to reach out and
empower people through expression. To shine a light
on tough topics and social injustices. You can read
more about us and our journey by visiting our
website.
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DAUGHTER’S BATTLE CRY
MUBANGA KALIMAMUKWENTO
I AM seizing my voice; prying it out of your fisted palms,
even while you lash my back,
trying to teach me how to ingest my pain,
I AM,
snatching my flesh back,
even as you stretch out your mangled fingers, counting the number of cows my
body is worth.
I AM,
shedding the skin of your expectations,
baby carrier, sperm chamber––dressed up like prizes called, mother and wife,
I AM,
tossing them at your feet, to shrivel up like my spirit.
I AM,
letting––
––dance on my tongue,
a complete sentence blazing through my lips,
without the apology of, ‘because.’
And when you remind me: Honour your mother and father.
I will shield myself with St. Paul’s instruction: Do not provoke ME into anger.
Hurl yourselves to the ground if you must,
Toss dust on your heads if you want.
Wail.
Go on.
Mourn the person I never was.
I AM crawling back into myself,
stretching the curtsey out of my knees,
standing again.
Woman.
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My Mona Lisa smile
Seemed to match what
The future had become
Neither sad nor happy
Just a subdued acceptance
Fit into a collapsing vessel.
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BALKAN EXPRESS
LAKSHAY KUMAR
I got out of bed at 7 in the evening, the jet
lag does that to me.
After switching on the side lamps, I called
room service and asked them for some
shaving foam.
The doorbell rang while I was staring at the
ceiling.
“Will you be joining us for the fireworks,
sir?” The hotel clerk handed me the green
container.
I told him I had other plans.
He wished me a Happy Diwali and took his
leave.
“Same to you” I said and shut the door.
After tossing my t-shirt on the bed, I
splashed some hot water on my face.
The lime flavoured lather’s smell was
similar to that of a soap I had briefly used
during my childhood.
I tried to recall its name as I hummed the
tune of a Diwali ad.
After I was done shaving, I wiped my face
and put on fresh clothes.
From the closet I fetched my bag and
verified its contents.
A water bottle, My table tennis kit,
Gatorade, Spare clothes, A hand towel.
I flung it above my shoulders and gave
myself a one over in the entrance mirror.
Then removed my card from the power
enabler on the wall.
The lights of the room went out behind me
as I entered the hallway and made my way
to the elevators.

My Uber driver turned out to be an old
man who didn’t talk much. As a result of
that, I spent the brief road trip gazing
outside the car window at the city me and
Sonny grew up in.
"The day I spoke my first word, Gurgaon
got its first mall" he'd tell strangers.
"The day he celebrated his 11th birthday."
Sonny would point towards me "we were
declared the millennium city"
He always had a way with words – the
smooth son of a bitch.
And as I made my way to the farmhouse,
like every year - it was his voice that
echoed in my head.
The only person I have hated in life – My
cousin, Sonny.
The loathing was mutual, like it usually is.
No wonder we were always competing.
My scores were better throughout our
student years. Though he never admits it, I
know they bothered him as much as his
conversation skills bothered me. Let me
rephrase that. My scores bothered Sonny’s
father, who’s opinion bothered him. His
conversation skills bothered mine, who in
turn bothered me.
And so it came to happen that our
respective father`s constant comparison
of us to each other led to colour our
perception towards our own strengths and
weaknesses.
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My weakness wasn't being introverted; it
was being a smooth talker’s brother. His
weakness wasn't being an average student
- it was sharing his surname with a scholar.
***
The car came to a halt in front of the
farmhouse. I paid my fare and got out.
Sonny’s father had purchased the property
in 2002 as an investment, when the real
estate prices were at a rise.
However, it eventually became the family’s
holiday home and was never sold off.
In our school days we’d often spend our
Diwali vacations here, me and Sonny.
Uncle would pick us up from school in his
silver Honda City and drop us off before
going back to office.
Here we'd fly kites, make paper planes,
play video games and throw stones at the
ducks inside the farmhouse pond. Once,
perhaps in the vacation of '08, Sonny
ended up killing one by accident. He
ranted for days after that as to how he was
going to hell because of it.
“Hello sir” The guard called out, opening
the gate.
I gave him a brief nod.
“Shall I get the keys?” He asked me
So Sonny hadn’t arrived yet.
“Yes please” I said to him
He disappeared behind a cupboard and
fetched them.
I walked through the unkempt lawn
towards the entrance.
The lake had dried up around 2 years ago,
I don’t know what happened to the ducks,
ask J.D Salinger.
The door to the farmhouse was jammed

and took a while to open, after which I was
greeted by a cloud of dust and pitch
darkness.
I switched on the lights, keeping the door
slightly ajar for Sonny.
The place didn’t look very different from
the previous year.
Although the same couldn’t be said if you
were to compare it with what it was a
decade ago.
One of the few things that hadn’t changed
was the red jukebox kept adjacent to the
mini fridge.
It was from the nineties and had come as
a present at the wedding of Sonny’s
parents.
After years of obsoletion it didn't serve any
purpose in their upscale establishment,
hence was dumped here when the
farmhouse was furnished.
With around 17 songs, most of them the
ones me and Sonny grew up listening to,
the jukebox held a sentimental value for
us.
Once when Sonny had too much to drink,
he sat cross legged in front of the jukebox
and kept saying “Thank you” over and over
again.
I went ahead and switched it on.
It took a while to come to life but when it
did – "Golden Brown" by Stranglers started
playing.
The ground floor of the farmhouse
consisted of the living room, a kitchen and
the afore mentioned lawn. The staircase
was right next to them. On the first floor
were the bedrooms and a veranda with a
view of the Aravali mountain range. Me
and Sonny never paid much heed to it
during our childhood days. But as we grew
older it became our favourite spot of the
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house - being the perfect place to smoke.
The second floor had a guest bedroom
and a study with just enough space in
between to be the most sought-after spot
during hide and seek. In fact, it was on one
such occasion when I was crammed in
there along with one of Sonny’s female
friends that I had my first kiss. Right
opposite the wall carrying a painting of
seven horses, I sat down and tried to bring
back the girl`s face. But it was pointless. I
didn’t feel strongly about anything on the
second floor. Or for that matter even the
ground and the first. Though the same
couldn't be said about the third one.
***
The moment I open the door to the third
floor of the farmhouse; a sense of obscene
terror fills my heart. A second later it feels
like excitement. Another second passes
and its fear, soon to be replaced by
aggression.
If personality is a habit of doing certain
things in a certain manner, this was the
place where we contradicted it.
I switched on the lights, then lifted the
cloth off the Table Tennis table.
It stood there as if it had been waiting for
me.
I ran my hand across its smooth surface.
Then took out my racket and practiced my
serve.
As I did so, strange flashbacks came and
went from the focal point of my mind like
beggars on K G road.
- That time when Sonny lost and smashed
his racket on the table. Or when I sprained
my wrist after punching the wall. When he
scratched his face after losing a point.

When I screamed so loudly that I had a
sore throat for days.
The visuals are endless. All equally ugly. But
the one which takes the prize is that of
Sonny’s laughter. Whenever Sonny would
win, which was usually the case - He'd drop
his racket, face the ceiling and laugh.
I'm the only person who has seen him
laugh like that, with others he never
laughed in a such a grotesque way.
And I swear, the first time I saw him do that
I thought I had seen the devil.
***
My phone rang, putting my train of thought
to a halt. It was my younger sister.
"Are you in India?" She asked me
"Who told you?"
"We got a call from the guard at the
farmhouse"
"I was gonna drop in after I left from here"
I said
"What are you doing at the farmhouse?"
"What I do here every year"
"Even after what happened in August?"
"How does that affect anything?"
There was silence on the other line.
I could hear the flicking of a lighter.
"I don’t have time for your insanity" She
declared in a calm voice "We all have given
up on you, but Mom still misses you so
drop by"
"I'll try" I said "but my return flight is
scheduled for tomorrow morning so don't
expect me to be there for long"
"Sure" she said and hung up.
I went on practicing my serve
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Sonny with his exemplary convincing skills
had built a reputation of himself as a doctor
of stocks by then. It wasn’t like the
investments he’d recommend would
always show profit. But if he was the guy
pitching that stock to someone, that
person was at a 100% risk of believing so.
Unfortunately for Sonny, his way with
words led him to believe them himself at
one point. And that morning when the
stock of PYK Motors fell, along with it fell
Sonny - From the 16th floor of the Global
Foyer building.
***
After I was satisfied with my spin I walked
over to the French window and looked
outside.
It's a funny city – Gurgaon.
Not a spiritual retreat like the Himalayas,
not a party animal either like Goa. Not the
next big thing like Pune, nor a decaying
mess like Delhi. Doesn't smell like the
interior of a new car like Indore does, nor
does it have an old-world charm like
Calcutta. Half of us are even confused
about what our name is. And in this
confusion lies our introduction. In our
identity crisis, our identity. Sonny never
failed to romanticize it – this city. And
Gurgaon seems to have repaid the favour.

concepts like life and death, body and soul,
forms and dimensions, they stop mattering.

All that matters is who survived the
collision. And the collision will happen
tonight, like it has been happening since
the last 11 years.
It will happen next year too, by the way.
And the year after that. The universe will
end, eventually.
But our table tennis matches wont.
The song playing in the jukebox has
changed to Sonny's favourite; Grammatik’s
"Balkan Express".Which is funny, because
the previous track had not ended before
this one began.
Rightfully so, I can hear footsteps now.
Leading from the ground floor to the
staircase. Climbing each step one at a time,
in sync with the tune of the instrumental.
He`ll be here any second now, the person
whom they belong to. And the door knob
reflected in the window would twist.
Meanwhile I find myself praying that there
is a TT table in hell.
You see, I don`t want lack of practice to
be Sonny's excuse tonight. When this time
I drop the racket, face the ceiling,
and laugh. Like the devil.

A lot of people, like my sister won't get it.
They won't get it as to why I'm here or why
I kept the farmhouse door ajar
Quest for identity can`t surpass laws of
nature, they’ll say.
Dead people don’t play table tennis, is
what I'll be told.
But when two male egos collide,
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VOID

TJ GOMEZ

NATHAN MAYS

THE WATCHERS ASCENT

FEW BLOSSOMS
ALAN BERN

MASKING
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I
A close couple I know
are a tree and a knoll.
The tree is wind-bent so low
that the knoll is lost below.
II
Another couple I see
are a rock and a tree.

THREE COUPLES

They stand in a low field,
straight, side-by-side, dual shield.

ALAN BERN

III
The third couple I find
are a breath and a blind:
so their window fogs in lines
from determinations behind.

EMBRACE
JAMES PENHA

I don’t believe in phantoms,
and neither does he, he says,
because the monsters that lurk
are real. They have names.
They have faces. And they do
not leave him alone. I know
their names. I know their faces.
But I don’t see their hands
in the mischief of his world.
I see his pain.
I am haunted.
Every time a day goes off,
I turn to gaze beneath
his glower at the phantoms
I see.
12

GRAVITY

ROY DUFFIELD
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EVERYONE MELTS
KACI SKILES LAWS
I knew my grandpa for six short
years. I remember the indention where he
sat on his side of the bed, hours of each
day as he aged, his slippers sliding over
the yellow linoleum into the kitchen for
more coffee, his inquisitive face as he listened to Trade Fair on his small radio with
the dials that if he turned too much would
create a hiss of static before they fell off
and rolled under the stove or fridge and
he’d shout some profanity, the chair he
died in.
My first memory of him was smiling
while I was crying. He held out a spoon
with something cold on the end. “Ice
cream solves everything.” He laughed. I
swallowed and said, “Bite,” opening my
mouth like a baby bird a dozen times. It
was my second word.
Every summer after I’d carry a wafer
cone full of chocolate ice cream,
, as if it were an extension of me.
I missed him and in her own way my
grandma did too, so I was allowed an
endless amount because grief makes
people melt. It runs down their cheeks,
and they don’t talk as much. I could ask for
anything, and the answer was yes. The
answer was,
and
obvious:
We carried on that
way. As a child my grandparents’ house
was a gray safe haven with a few
monsters tucked in places.

“Listen, if you’re ever playing hide
and seek,” my dad would look at my
sisters and I, loud, his face long, “Don’t go
getting into any of those refrigerators in
the shed. You won’t be able to open the
door from the inside if you do. No one will
know you’re in there, if we can’t find you…”
It reminded me of the poor bride
that died hiding in an old trunk on her
wedding day. It was just a game. It was
supposed to be fun. It wouldn’t open
once it was shut.
The shed smelled like antifreeze,
and the closest I ever got was just a peek.
He didn’t have to warn me about the
thing in the red barn. I’d unlatched and
opened the door enough times to let the
rush of musty wood invade my nose and
long enough to let light in. The shadows at
the back were black and long holding a
circular saw. It felt ominous to me, like the
spinning wheel in Sleeping Beauty, with its
rusty hungry teeth. I wondered when the
last time it had eaten. It was my grandpa’s,
and his hands had not touched it ever in
those six years or after. He was busy putting his hands on other things. I learned
about the other things later, fragments,
from listening to the grown-ups talking,
and one day when I was thirty my dad sat
me down and said,
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“He tried to kill Mama once. I had
my pistol pointed at him, and I almost…”
All I could see was the pistol in my
dad’s hand when I was ten by the screen
door, his eye aiming, and the snake raising its head out of the grass by the side
of the house. The copperhead exploded,
and it was the Fourth of July in spring. I
saw red. I heard the bullet break the
sound barrier, and the snake’s body was
sacred geometry spinning in the dirt. My
grandpa never knew what a great shot
my dad was.
Another time, before the Vietnam
War, my grandpa was different. He tried
to save a girl in the same spot he’d almost killed my grandma. The evidence
was tucked under the sheets. My
grandma had them pinned into the
mattress. I had to be careful if I wanted to
see the stains or else get stuck. One day
my grandma asked me what I was doing,
and I asked for ice cream.
There were two stories, and in the
first one the girl lived, the ambulance was
quick, her neck was mended. It was–
In the real version, a
young boy and girl came around a ninety
degree corner too quick. The motorcycle
was mangled and there were bodies; my
grandparents’ fence was like a web.
There must have been screaming and
crunching and silence before the porch
light illuminated the yard. My dad never
did tell me because he couldn’t recreate
any of the sounds, as a boy of twelve it
was all pictures flashing, ringing, snow,

cold.
The boy got up and the bloody girl
didn’t. The bloody girl. My grandpa carried her by the legs and told the boy to
keep her head still as my grandma held
the door to the house and made way to
their bedroom. My dad stood by the
door frame of his room and saw the
linoleum spotted with dark drips after
they passed. My grandma ran back by his
door, red soaked into her robe, reaching
for the phone. He counted three clicks on
the rotary phone. He counted three clicks
as the gurney touched down outside,
was raised and rushed over the wooden
porch. Voices and the last click of it
sliding back inside, the red lights off, the
siren quiet.
I would ask him if he ate ice cream
after, but I knew it was too cold that
night. I’d like to think there were cookies
and warm milk. I imagined a fire. My dad
caught my grandpa’s eye as he walked
behind my grandma and a trail of sheets
and blankets. He kept walking, and my
dad closed his door until morning.
The morning after my grandpa died
I had to tell my teacher I wouldn’t be in
class. I was six and crying; she didn’t offer
me a spoon with something sweet on the
end. She smiled and said okay. I felt out
of place. I had to stay when all I wanted
was to go home. I thought about ice
cream and chewed the eraser off the end
of my pencil.
At his funeral I heard my cousin say,
“Look, she doesn’t understand.” I was
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angry because I did. He looked smooth
and gray in his casket like a baby in its
mother’s womb. I ran a thumb across his
cheek when no one else was looking. I
was thinking about how much I hated
crying in front of people,
, so I had to pee a lot.’ Everyone
melts differently.
It was the last secret that melted me the
most. My dad didn’t talk to my grandpa
for years after he almost killed him. Many
nights leading up to that moment my
grandpa would sit as a silhouette in his
pick-up surrounded by smoke.

The pasture by the house would wait,
and he’d be grateful for it and the pink
sky, his Marlboros’ bright fire ends as he
took each drag and his sipping whiskey
in which he swallowed like soda pop,
wanting it to solve everything because
ice cream stopped working somewhere
along the way. His revolver rested in the
passenger seat always, as if for company,
comfort. It never did get him, but his
cancer did. It made him the most angry
he’d ever been, but he never could pull
the trigger because behind it all he was
really just melting.

MAQUILLAGE
TJ GOMEZ
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MOTHER’S MILK
MARK BLICKLEY & ZOE ANASTASSIOU

My lips tremble as if I am about to cry. Please let your mother’s milk steel me against
the animal I become when my brain confuses intellectual arousal with physical pleasure.
Why do I nurse wounds that flow from the expectations of others? Sometimes it feels
like I’m the suckling of a Tin Woman who warns me she has no heart, yet dopamine
builds with each puckered kiss swallowed in humiliation or spit back in defiance.
You lactate a complex flow of contradictions that dribbles down my chin with the shame
of a stain. I want to forget the day I found that first red stain on my nine year old’s
Wonder Woman panties. Terrified, I run upstairs to tell Nana. My gentle grandmother
slaps me across my face.
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I cry: “Why did you hit me?” Nana says, “Ask your mother when she comes home from
work.”
The moment I hear your key click in the keyhole I run to the door. When I speak, you
slap my face too. You, who never laid on a hand on me. Why? You shrug. “I don’t
know. It’s what mothers do. That’s what Nana did to me.”
Why doesn’t your mother’s milk offer me the nourishment and immunity from judging
myself as being nothing more than my menstrual flow? From fertility to maternity to
menopause, must I believe that I am simply what I bleed?
Your milk sours in my mouth whenever you try to convince me your slap was done
with love to awaken me from my childhood slumber. I was nine years old.
If I’m ever blessed to one day suckle my own daughter, I will offer up a kiss, not a slap,
when she comes to me with her first red stain. I will celebrate her menstrual flow as
sacred, not shameful, as it honours her passage from childhood and will continue to
do so right up to her old age.
And should someone ever claim her blood is a curse, I will ask why is it painful to be
reminded of your youth each month?

D
U
P
because living together demands
I digest words with the dinners you cook
L
E
and await the indigestion you cook
up with your paranoid conspiracies.
X
Here I will write everything I fear
to utter when we are together

Paranoia broods conspiracies
from insults real or unintentional
from enemies real or delusional
and if I try to mitigate your fear
if I suggest your fears are overwrought
you see in me your foe and flee
for unnamed destinations leaving me
still right here with everything I fear.
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LA VIE EN ROSE

JAMES PENHA

The wound, like all the scars he does not let disappear, had long since healed, but when
he recalls the assailant who rent it in the first place, he picks at the scab, lets it ooze until
he sees the world through blood-red fingers splayed before his eyes. Trust no one.
Anyone can be drafted. They are in league. Against him. That gash will dry again in time.
But there are so many others. A lifetime of lesions, intentional, accidental, self-inferred
and inflicted available to abscess and burst into perspective.
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EMBRACING MEDUSA
MAGGIE D BRACE
Sinuous ebb and flow of medusa’s
tentacles
mimic the movement of sea grass.
Brainless, carnivorous, consumer.
Newly hatched sea slug devoured in
haste,
indigestible shell becomes enmeshed.
Insatiable, vestigial parasite.
Snail attaches, snacks and grows,
within the unsuspecting jellyfish.
Symbiotic, self-preservation.
As nudibranch matures, medusa slowly
deconstructs,
bite by bite, meal by meal.
Unique, primordial battle.

Their relationship till death do them part,
Consumed becomes consumer.
Seeking natural order.
We see ourselves a unique property of
nature,
Maintaining our own individuality.
Ego begets identity.
Each interaction foments the snails we
imbibe,
letting them grow and fester inside.
Consumed, bleakly joyless.
Life goal is to embrace the selfness of us,
and the themness of them.
Copacetic, blissful unity.

JELLIES
NATHAN MAYS
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FOOTPRINTS
ROY DUFFIELD
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In this sweet night of the moon I’m loving
The darkness secretly suspended
In stolen light’s revolutions.
And as it dances on, I’m wondering,
So is it possible to stay squat
Barren grey rock, and still be loved?
I am being nibbled down to nothing
Like a bar of chocolate defended
Only by good resolutions;
And as I disappear I’m wondering,
So is there a how-to app for that,
To not turn swan, and still be loved?

SELF PORTRAIT
WITH
PINK HAIR
EMILY ROWAN

UGLY DUCK
HIBAH SHABKHEZ

SALVE
KURT NEWTON

we spread thick
the safe and comfortable
running to the medicine cabinet
whenever life becomes too real
smothering the fungal fear
of who we really are
what we really want
and what we're willing to do
to get it
with soothing lies
a quick-fix remedy
that doesn't allow the itch
to reach full bloom
and yet never completely
makes it go away

BEING DIFFERENT
SONA SAHAKIAN

i.

RESILIENCE IN THREE PARTS
JACKIE CHOU

don't go around
playing with people's
feelings

ii.

just don't
you think
this hurting you do
is something new

dip your arrows in venom
and shoot at me
expect me to fall into your hands
like a wounded bird

little do you know
I have guarded myself against you
since the day we met
razors in your eyes and words
clumsily covered up with a smile

i wrap myself in layers of armor
fluffy pillows filled with cotton balls
and goose down

so shoot at me

iii.

your arrows are too late
i'm prepared for them
the sun rejuvenates my
spirits every day
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TOY SOLDIER
AMY B MORENO
I carefully placed the toy soldier, standing
sentry at the sepia window, looking out
at a misremembered landscape.
My grandpa never spoke much about his
past – a murky river flowing from
boyhood, and passing by his part in the
Second World War. If questioned, he
would curtly deflect to current events,
especially conflicts and troubles, or he’d
preach about the lack of faith amongst
the younger generations. He knew that
his first-hand experience of combat lent
gravitas to his opinions on such matters;
the ghosts of the fallen grouping in
silence by his side. And thus, we rarely
challenged him on his views, even when
he spouted blatant red-top
misinformation. We just curled our toes
inside our shoes and squeezed our lips
tightly shut, “Aye, alright, Grandpa”.
I had spent the day encased in musty
quiet, packing withered doilies, wellthumbed saintly relics, and battered
books on military history into boxes for
the local charity shop. I placed his sacred
heart statue, electric bulb dulled, on top
of the folded jacket from his second-best
suit, made for Sundays. At the back of
the wardrobe, I found a stack of Hawaiian
shirts, three sizes too large. Their silky
softness slithered through my fingers.
All these whispers from the past, these

leftovers I’d never been allowed to
witness before.
He’d been a slight man, but stoic.
Staunchly Scottish – he always took his
holidays in the Highlands. Staunchly
Catholic - the first thing he’d do on that
holiday was find out where they’d hold
the nearest Sunday mass.
“We’ve got everything we need here –
why go anywhere else?”. He’d never left
the country. Sorting through his
documents, I discovered he’d never
owned a passport.
Sitting politely in a shoe box, folded over
and over, I found his yellowed birth
certificate. Born on 5th October 1918, he
was birthed into one war, then forced to
spend the currency of his youth on
another. Was Armistice Day announced
on the radio as his mammy carefully
sluiced warm water over his tummy in a
tin bath? Grandpa had a couple of
photos of his Irish mammy – his inky
handwriting looped on the reverse-side,
trailing backwards into silence. Tracing
the tail of a well-intentioned ‘y’, I paused
but found I couldn’t imagine his voice in
my head. My grandpa’s shadowy father
was absent from the photos. All I knew
of him was that he’d died young, when
Grandpa was a boy. He’d never spoken
a word about his father to me. But here,
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on this paper, we shook hands: James
McColl, occupation: Presbyterian
Minister. A mixed marriage.
It seemed that after the death of his
Protestant father, my grandpa had ripped
out that page of himself. As an adult, he
had slammed the book shut, shelved it,
barricading himself with his ideas. Then
so much went unsaid, so many stories
went untold. That once-proud jaw
drooped, drained as he aged; he was
halved and halved again. He silently
stuffed his stories down, until they were
flattened, too smudged to be re-read.
I pushed aside the heavy sitting room
curtains and looked out his window. And
I felt…
The
smell of the warm sun on the polished
wooden table patted me on the back,
and I left the toy soldier, standing sentry
at the window.

A
CONVERSATION
IN THE
BATHROOM
WITH MY
TRANSGENDER
SON
ALEATHIA DREHMER
Times haven’t changed much
since the 60s, our collective
malevolence towards
new culture and race
still laden with fear
when universally
all we want
is to belong
to us.
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1959
KURT NEWTON

sometimes it hits
too deep to be ignored
1959
what am I?
love?
distrust?
anger?
denial?
what poured in and made me
that night?
1959
what was there to greet
the sweet and bitter touch
of passion?
did they argue?
did they make up
just so they wouldn't have to face
the truth?
well maybe I'm that truth
maybe I'm those words they
kept to themselves
those emotions left inside
to drown
and here I am
a fluke
a curse
a shattered angel
sent to resurrect the dreams
that died
1959

MATRIPHAGY
MUBANGA KALIMAMUKWENTO

sacrifice yourself for the clump of cells,
which swells in your uterus,
let the doll-sized bundle,
swaddled in a flimsy cotton blanket,
all wailing and sharp fingernails,
siphon life from your breasts,
bury your hope in the folds of its skin held
together by 2.5 kilograms of flesh,
fresh from the hole between your legs,
still throbbing and raw,
stitched up,
aching,
seeping red,
rearrange your dreams,
stack them beneath the diapers,
lay your body,
flat_line,
at the feet of a crib-shaped altar.
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I WISH I NEVER WISHED

SHAHAB NEDAEI

ARE YOU THEIR MOTHER?
AMY B MORENO
My daughter is brown and I am not
My words with her voice join the dots
In wobbly rainbow felt-tip swirls
That draw out figures of boys and girls
Dressed in tartan and
strands
Her questions rattle dice in the hollow of her palms
Then they sit on the table; a tower stacked high
And I’m stilled
before I reply
My son, at times, looks like me
A particular side-smile, I see
Bridged by stork bites
But we have different eyes
And my children and I
will have a different view
At times, told they’re ‘passing’, less in summer
When they are categorised as Other
And people ask me, “Are you their mother?”

EMILY ROWAN

B
L
O
O
D
W
O
R
K

Those dimpled knuckles are yet to realise
the scales sit heavier on one side
Or notice holiday remarks to my husband and I
together

Our signatures entwined
Dominoes clack down; the picture kind,
my youngest still too little to count
I silence the radio news as tensions mount
So when do I squeeze out the sour
words
Of answers that lift the soft patchwork throw
And speak to my daughter of cruelty, show
her history that pegged people up in black in white
Printed with a barcode to scan and expedite
Pulling apart hands, which cross continents, sit down
And colour in paper dolls red, blue and brown
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ORPHAN
MUBANGA KALIMAMUKWENTO
To whom do these tattered rags belong?
Whose arms are these, draped over my shaking head?
Are these even my lips shattering the silence with my screams?
Save your tongue clicks.
and muted tears.
Do not pity me.
As I blink back rage.
Staring at the blinding white box,
in which my mother’s breathless body now rests.
It is you.
Whose parents are still breathing.
You.
Walking in the confidence of your luck still intact.
Whose tears are merely waiting to be wept.

Not I.
Whose heart has already cracked.
Not I.
I bled myself out,
drip, drip, dry.
Though I am hungry for love still,
ravaging any–body that receives me.
I survive,
on the flaccid remnants of muscle, slamming against the cage in my chest.
It is you.
Who must fear.
Your fortune will slip.
It will stab your fontanel.
.
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If I could find my laugh,
among the weeds now nourished by my mother’s rotting cadaver.
I would drag it out from between the wilted flowers and damp dirt,
and spray it at your pity.
But.

I’ll wait here.
Wearing a woman dress,
over my little girl legs,
growing into my mother’s trauma’s.
I’ll wait for you to join me,
on your graduation.
Black robe.
Doek.
Cheeks drenched with your lifetime of tears,
finally bled.

STRENGTH STUDY

EMILY ROWAN
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We want to champion writers and artists from around the world, which is why
we invite all of our contributor’s to provide us with a bio to feature along with
their work.
ALAN BERN
Retired children’s librarian Alan Bern’s poetry books:
and
, Fithian Press;
, Lines & Faces,
his press with artist Robert Woods, linesandfaces.com. Alan has poems, stories, and
photos published in a variety of online and print publications. Alan was a runner up
for Raw Art Review's “John H. Kim Memorial Short Fiction Prize” for his story 'The
alleyway near the downtown library'; and he won the Littoral Press Poetry Prize in
2015. Recent photos published: unearthedesf.com/alan-bern and https://wanderlustjournal.com/2020/07/01/around-the-few-blocks-nearby/. Alan performs with
dancer/choreographer Lucinda Weaver as
and with musicians from
Composing Together, composingtogether.org.
ALEATHIA DREHMER
Aleathia Drehmer was once the editor of
and
, co-editor of
and
, and art editor of
. She spends much of her time writing novels, but has recently
and
published poems in
www.aleathiadrehmer.com
AMY B MORENO
writes poetry and prose for adults and children. She writes in
English, Scots, and Spanish, including multilingual pieces. She has recently been
published by
and
. Amy is currently based on the eastern coast of Scotland.
You can connect with her on Twitter: @Amy_B_Moreno
CARL SCHARWATH
Carl Scharwath, has appeared globally with 170+ journals selecting his poetry, short
stories, interviews, essays, plays or art photography (His photography was featured
on the cover of 7 journals.) Two poetry books 'Journey To Become Forgotten' (Kind
of a Hurricane Press).and 'Abandoned' (ScarsTv) have been published. His first
photography book was recently published by Praxis. Carl is the art editor for Minute
Magazine, a competitive runner and 2nd degree black- belt in Taekwondo.
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HIBAH SHABKHEZ
Hibah Shabkhez is a writer of the half-yo literary tradition, an erratic language-learning
enthusiast, and a happily eccentric blogger from Lahore, Pakistan. Her work has
previously appeared in Wellington Street Review, Black Bough, Across The Margin,
Borrowed Solace, Ligeia, Cordite Poetry, and a number of other literary magazines.
Studying life, languages and literature from a comparative perspective across linguistic
and cultural boundaries holds a particular fascination for her.
Blog: https://hibahshabkhezxicc.wordpress.com/
Twitter: @hibahshabkhez
Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/hibahshabkhezsarusaihiryu/
Instagram: @shabkhez_hibah
JACKIE CHOU
Jackie Chou writes free verses, rhyming poems, and Japanese short form poetry. Her
work has been published in JOMP 21 Dear Mr. President anthology, Creative Talents
Unleashed anthologies, LUMMOX, and others. She was nominated for a Best of the
Net in 2017 by Hidden Constellation.
JAMES PENHA
A native New Yorker, James Penha has lived for the past quarter-century in Indonesia.
Nominated for Pushcart Prizes in fiction and poetry, his work has lately appeared in
several anthologies: The View From Olympia (Half Moon Books, UK),
(Queer Pack, EU),
,
(Darkhouse Books),
, (Oxford UP),
(Squares and Rebels), and
(Gelles-Cole). His essays have appeared in
and
. Penha edits
, an online journal
of current-events poetry. Twitter: @JamesPenha
KACI SKILES LAWS
Kaci Skiles Laws is a closet cat-lady and creative writer living in Dallas—Fort Worth. She
is an editor at Open Arts Forum, and her writing has been featured in The Letters Page,
Bewildering Stories, The American Journal of Poetry, Pif Magazine, The Blue Nib, Necro
Magazine, and Ten Million Flies, among others. Her published work and blog can be
viewed at https://kaciskileslawswriter.wordpress.com/
LAKSHAY KUMAR
Lakshay Kumar is a finance guy based in Gurgaon, India.
He writes fiction during his cab journey back home every evening. And on weekends.
Lakshay's short stories have featured in Muse India, Felicity and Anthellion School of Art
so far.
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He was also the runner up for Felicity's Word Award 2021 for his short story - The Floor
and the Beer mug.
His instagram handle is saint_lakshay
MAGGIE D BRACE
Maggie D. Brace is a long-time denizen of Maryland, teacher, gardener, basketball
player and author. She attended St. Mary's College of Maryland and Loyola University,
Maryland. She has written 'Tis Himself: The Tale of Finn MacCool and Grammy's Anne
Tyler in the Baltimore Sun Paper Reader's Choice for best local writer as well as lost
out to John Waters. As heady as this sounds, she remains a humble scrivener and avid
reader presently aging gracefully in situ.
Glasses, and has multiple short works in various anthologies. She has both tied with
MARK BLICKLEY
M. A. Blickley is a widely published author of fiction, nonfiction, poetry and drama.
Blickley is a proud member of the Dramatists Guild and PEN American Center whose
most recent book is a text-based art collaboration with fine arts photographer Amy
Bassin, Dream Streams. (Clare Songbirds Publishing House).
MUBANGA KALIMAMUKWENTO
I am a Zambian author whose first novel, The Mourning Bird (Jacana 2019) won the
Dinaane Debut Fiction Award (formerly the European Union Award) and the Zambia
Tell Your Own Story Awards for Best Fiction. My short stories have appeared in
journals in Canada, the UK, France, Italy, the USA, Nigeria, Namibia, Zambia and South
Africa. I am the fiction editor of Doek! Literary Magazine and an MFA candidate at
Hamline University. In 2019, I was shortlisted for the Bristol Short Story Prize and won
the Kalemba Short Story Prize. In 2020, I was shortlisted for the Nobrow Short Story
Prize.
These three poems are my first.
NATHAN MAYS
I'm just hoping art will save our lives.
@thegift_thecurse on IG #heathenwithaheart
ROY DUFFIELD
Roy Duffield was honoured to be picked to perform at last year’s Beat Poetry Festival
in Barcelona. He has a first-class degree in creative writing from Bath Spa University
and his work has recently appeared (or soon will) in
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and
. He has travelled over 100 countries and sometimes
posts his micropoetry on Instagram: @drinking_traveller.
SHAHAB NEDAEI
shahab nedaei born 1988 in Tehran, is a digital artist living in Vienna,
whose artistic practice focuses on the meaning of traditional cultural forms
and their re-contextualization with technology. He draws on a variety of technical
disciplines to expand the classical format. Among the technical practices used are
VR, A.I., robotics, kinetic
and generative sculpture, image manipulation, print, render and video.
The focus of his works lies in the interstices created by the translation of classical
formats into the virtual and the paradigm shift that results from this. He has also
conducted this examination in a curatorial context.
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