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Martin Breul | WRITER

Martin Breul is a writer and poet currently based 
in Glasgow, Scotland, from where he remotely 
pursues his studies at McGill University. He 
published poetry, essays, and reviews in The 
Wild Word, Half A Grapefruit Magazine, The 
Common Breath, and others. In February 2021, 
his first piece of fiction appeared in an 
anthology by Glasgow-based publisher 
Speculative Books. 

Twitter: @Breulmartin

Cristia H.J. | WRITER

Born in Venezuela to Lebanese immigrants, 
Cristia had the opportunity to taste diverse 
backgrounds regarding culture and religion, 
thus discovering the esoteric facet of life. At 
age twelve, she began plotting and crafting 
short stories in Arabic and Spanish. After 
graduating from college, she returned to her 
writing and has co-authored books on 
spirituality, translating some of them, and 
published short stories in online magazines.

https://www,cristiawrites.com
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OUR STAFF

Our goal is to publish early, fast drafts of up-and-coming writers. 
The purpose of this magazine is to encourage writers to 

overcome the challenge of the blank page and create. 

Steve A. Hetem | WRITER

Steve A. Hetem, 35 years old, is an aspiring 
writer who grew up in two very different 

countries, which are also connected through 
history. He was surrounded by multiple 

languages growing up, and they have left 
their trace on him. He writes his poetry and 
short stories in both English and Dutch and 

wants to find the right audience for his work.

Instagram English: @picture_me_a_poet

Instagram Netherlands: @dichter_bij_de_bron

Michelle Kie | ARTIST
Michelle Kie is an upcoming junior at 

Chadwick School. She enjoys drawing a wide 
variety of animals to show of their beauty. 

When she isn't drawing, she loves to hang out 
with her friends.

Andrew Kie | ARTIST

Andrew Kie is an upcoming sophomore at 
Chadwick School. His drawings are inspired 

by real-world events such as global warming 
while his photos display the beauty of the 

world. In his free time, he loves to chat and 
play with his friends.

Elise Lorenz| WRITER

Elise Lorenz is a writer and rom-com 
aficionado. She has a degree in Writing from 

the University of Michigan - Flint. When she's 
not writing or reading, she enjoys watching 
Netflix, crafting and listening to podcasts.

Guilherme Bergamini | ARTIST 

Reporter, photographer, and visual artist, 
Guilherme Bergamini is Brazilian and 
graduated in Journalism. The works of 
the artist dialogue between memory and 
social political criticism. He believes in 
photography as the aesthetic potential and 
transforming agent of society. Awarded at 
national and international competitions, 
Guilherme Bergamini has participated in 
collective exhibitions in 34 countries.

André van Hooren | WRITER 

André van Hooren (1961), born in the 
Netherlands, lives in Switzerland, started his 
career as a copywriter, and hopes to end as 
a novelist. In between, he has held various 
leadership positions at global professional 
services firms. Inspired by Philip Roth and 
Jonathan Franzen = also by The New Yorker.

Instagram: @adrianus.writer

Michael Ciampa | PHOTOGRAPHER
Local chef, turning into a local adventurer. 
Mike find inspiration in the nature around him 
whether it be in his back yard, or in the 
middle of nowhere. Mike is mystified by the 
ocean, especially catching the sunset. He’s 
really just a dood hoping to find something 
beautiful and capture it.

Instagram: @the_life_through_mike

Joseph C.P. Christopher | WRITER

Joseph C.P. Christopher is a poet. He is the 
author of Salient Whispers (2014) which was 
shortlisted for ANA/Chevron award for poetry 
in 2014 and his newest collection is titled Dust 
in the Rain (2020). His works feature in Praxis 
Magazine, Lunaris, Ample Remains and 
elsewhere. He is currently a doctoral 
candidate with Ahmadu Bello University, 
Zaria, Nigeria. He lives in Abuja.
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Anita Mary Varghese| ARTIST

Anita Mary Varghese is a postgraduate in 
English language and literature and works as a 
lecturer. She enjoys writing poems and open 
letters. Reading books and writing reviews also 
form a part of her passion and interest! She 
has also published her works in several 
anthologies.

Ellette Tchey| WRITER

Indonesian lyricist\ children of the world wide 
web\ convey, convert, converge\

Instagram: @ellette.tchey

@strainedhc_official (vocalist)

zSilvius | ARTIST

Photography as a form of meditation – this is 
how an engineer peacefully discovers the 
beauty around. For zSilvius, trying to get in a 
simple image the beauty he sees at the 
moment is an escape into a different reality; 
thus, a photo trip may be a quest to 
rediscover himself and the surrounding world. 
Mostly interested in nature photography, 
subjects like portraiture or architecture are 
accepted challenges for Silvius.

Moni Brar| WRITER

Moni Brar is an uninvited settler on 
unsurrendered territories of the Treaty 7 region 
and Syilx Okanagan Nation. She is a Punjabi, 
Sikh Canadian writer exploring diasporan guilt, 
identity, cultural oppression, and 
intergenerational trauma. Her 
work appears in PRISM international, Hart 
House Review, Existere, FreeFall,Hobart, and 
other publications.

Gordon Lewis | WRITER, ARTIST

Gordon Lewis is a musician, photographer, 
artist and writer based out of Colorado 

Springs, Colorado. He has been interested in 
the creative arts since his youth and 

continues to follow his passion for creativity. 
He grew up in northern Minnesota on a 

cattle farm and later pursued the arts in 
Minneapolis. He attended college for music. 

Gordon enjoys the outdoors, going to live 
music performances (when he can) and 

visiting art museums. He hopes to continue 
playing music, creating art, 

writing poetry and pursuing photography for 
the rest of his life.

Jake Cavanah| WRITER 

Jake Cavanah is passionate about writing 
imaginative stories that include messages he 

wants readers to apply to their own lives, 
utilize to better understand others, or both. If 

after reading his work people find 
themselves more capable of seeing 

particular situations they encounter from 
another perspective, he accomplished his 

goal. When Jake is not writing he is reading, 
golfing, playing tennis, cooking, or enjoying 

the company of his dogs Murphy and Sophie 
with his girlfriend Scout.

Bonnie Orbison| WRITER

Bonnie Orbison is a 16-years-old author, 
publisher and podcaster. You can pre-order 

her new novel "Follow Me." what will be 
released on April 5th, 2021. 

Instagram: @bonnieorbison

Sneha Krishnan| WRITER

Dr. Sneha Krishnan is a researcher, poet and 
writer. Her poetry, essays and stories have 

been published in The Conversation, Helter
Skelter, Belongg, Jaggery Lit, Feminism in 

India, Medium and The Wire.

Resolute Lee| WRITER

Resolute Lee shares interpretations of the 
world through photography, poetry and 

story. Resolute earned a Master of Arts 
Degree in Central East European Studies from 

LaSalle University; earned a Bachelor of Arts 
Degree in History from Rowan University; and 

has completed executive education 
programs with Harvard University, John F. 
Kennedy School of Government; and the 

University of Pennsylvania, Wharton School.

Instagram: @Resolutelee

www.ResoluteLee.com

A.N.N. | WRITER, ARTIST

Ahmod Nusaiba Nawar is a teen, emerging 
poetess. She is a student who lives in Dhaka, 

Bangladesh. She composes delicate, 
realistic, soothing poems.

Instagram:  @poetrydom._._._

Victoria Hyla Maldonado| WRITER

Author of "In Death We Part," "Running in the 
Mists," "Awake in Elysian Fields," "Bartleby the 
Brave," "Miedosin el Valiente," "Tears for the 

Butterfly" (coming soon). Editor of Lisa F. 
Gullo's "The Evidence I Have Lived." 

www.victoriajhyla.com

Muhammed Bello| WRITER

Muhammed Bello was shortlisted for 
punocracy prize for satire, 2020. He 

volunteers for charity. 

Twitter: @mobwords

Edward L. Canavan| WRITER 

Edward L. Canavan is an American poet 
from Los Angeles whose work has most 
recently been published in Cholla Needles, 
Necro, and the City Limits anthology "Poems 
of Political Protest". His second poetry 
collection entitled "Protest and Isolation" was 
recently released by Cyberwit Press. Born 
and raised in the Bronx, NY, he currently 
resides in North Hollywood, California, where 
he practices Buddhism and listens to The 
Clash.

Roslind Miles| WRITER 

Roslind Miles is a self-published author. She 
writes poetry, fiction, non-fiction short stories, 
and essays. She also performs at open mic 
events. Her goal is to become a best-selling 
writer and essayist. 

Instagram & Facebook: @NubianSunflower

www.arewerich.com

Lana M. Rochel| WRITER

Lana M. Rochel is the pen name for a writer, 
poet, and lyricist whose work has appeared 
in BFS Horizons, the Haiku Pea Journal of 
haiku and senryu, Rejected Manuscripts, and 
Adelaide Literary Magazine. A qualified 
English teacher, Lana writes creative 
nonfiction, fiction, poetry, song lyrics, and 
children’s. The author is looking for a 
publisher for her children's book, featuring 
characters from Cornwall, the UK, and 
Ontario Lake. 

Instagram: @lanam.rochel

Scribblerstad | WRITER

A person who craves for new experiences. A 
thinker; therefore, a creator. Always up for a 
challenge, but rarely passes the finish line
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Louisa May Alcott + Sylvia Plath 
Women’s issues, mental health, and what 

liberation means to the author. 

Aldous Huxley + Ray Bradbury
Social commentary, utopias and dystopias, 

political analysis or commentary, 
and op-eds.

Kurt Vonnegut + John Green
Satire, humor, and philosophy.

Is inspired by…
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Karissa Moura| WRITER

Karissa Moura is a 23-year-old aspiring 
musician and poet from New York City. Her 
work covers an array of topics and nothing is 
off limits for this raw, sharp tongued young 
writer. She hopes to continue to use poetry as 
a way to grow, understand and relate to the 
world around her. 

Instagram: @krmpoetry

Divyank Jain | WRITER

Divyank Jain is a short story writer based in 
Udaipur, India. By profession a teacher, 
Divyank is equally passionate about writing. 
Published in notable Indian anthologies like 
'Notions if living', 'Notions if healing' and 
recently in the North American journal 
'Radiate Lit. Journal,” Divyank is currently 
working on a debut novella, a story about an 
old depressed artist.

Ophelia| ARTIST

Ophelia is a Ghanaian abstract artist working 
mainly with fluid acrylic paint on canvas. She 
started painting because she was eternally 
bored, but paint pouring made her feel alive 
again. She loves vibrant colours and hopes her 
work brings joy to others.

Instagram: @Ophelia.theartist

Alina de Albergaria | WRITER

Born into a withdrawn, academic family, 
Alina grew up on three continents, an 

experience which was as harrowing as it was 
illuminating. Today she is a mother, wife, 

designer, and blogger, who recently turned 
to essay and poetry as a way to free her 

mind from discord and noise. She 
volunteered for the National Voter 

Protection Hotline on Election Day. Prior to 
her current endeavors, she enjoyed a 
seventeen-year career as a bilingual 

entertainment journalist (English/Spanish) 
during which time she produced, wrote, and 
hosted programs, segments, and electronic 

press kits for the silver screen. “Without a pen 
I evanesce...” 

Instagram: @pennedbyalina

www.pennedbyalina.com

Maryam Gulraiz | WRITER 

Maryam Gulraiz goes by the pen name 
Muffet, inspired by little Miss Muffet who likes 

to go off on her own and enjoy her curd in 
the woods. Her head is saturated with 

fairytales. She wants to reflect some of that 
utopia in her words. Maryam resorted to 

poetry to add life to her lovesick phases, and 
she would love for you to be a part of her 

journey.

Instagram: @muffet.writes

Teresa Lopes| ARTIST

Teresa Lopes is from Portugal and loves to 
paint... emotions mainly. When she was 

young, she took painting classes, but it was 
only two years ago that she decided to 
paint daily. She now has more than 300 

paintings and over 4000 followers on 
Instagram. 

Instagram: @art__by__theresa
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POEMS
“Rubik Cube”, “Judas Kiss”
“Solicited Benevolence”, “Memory Foam”, 

“Spirit Grove”
“Tales of Shore” 
”Untitled” 
“The Real McCoy”, “The Loner”
“Namesake”, “Reveillana”, “Untitled” 
“Waiting”
“Skin”
“Papers”, “Harbor”
“The Dancing Molecules”, “Love Haiku”, 

“Ode to the Goddess” 
“When” 

“Future Might”, “The Art of Being Real” 
“Untitled”, “The Human Blueprint”, “Untitled”
“I Wish…” 

“Mourning View”, “Right Here”, “Fear of Flight”, 
“Beyond the Dark Gate” 

“A Broken Record” 
“Twenty Twenty” 
“Towards Tomorrow”, “Scars”, “America” 
“Cry, Boy. Cry.” 

PHOTOGRAPHY
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Project Animals
Loving me is like

Winning the lottery, but
Your prize is the moon

March 159th, 2020
Damn days of the week—

Can’t keep track of months either—
Today is today. 

Missed Opportunities at Harvard Square 
Station

Gone are the days of 
Getting kissed goodbye in a 

Packed subway station

2020, Photograph by Michael 
Ciampa

Sweating, and Somehow Still in a Pandemic
How can you still say

Warm weather kills the virus
Please, make it make sense! 

“People, People, Everywhere”ABSTRACT ART | DENALI



The Healer’s Last Day
Cristia H.J.

FICTION
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“How are you, Diana?”
Haryam asked.
Diana kept her poise. She

only nodded in greeting.
“We used to play together

when we were―”
“I remember,” she

interrupted him. “How
is…France?”
The wind whistled again.

Haryam turned to the open
space and frowned, not willing
to answer her impersonal
greeting.
“Think about what we spoke,

healer,” he said to her mother
without looking at her and
walked away with his guard
toward their horses.
Diana stood by her mother’s

side and asked, “What was he
doing here?”
“Haryam is the commander

of these lands now. You know
how close he’s with the
church…”
When her mother trailed off,

Diana understood. Freedom of
belief and thought was coming
to an end, and many sisters
were already endangered.
That was what she had feared
to happen someday.
“But he told me we don’t

have to worry,” her mother
continued. “He wants to take
us away from the village.”
“I don’t want to leave our

home,” Diana replied curtly.
She didn’t want to appear
desperate for his coming back
after being disconnected for so
many years.
“I don’t want that, either.

But we must think of your
sisters’ welfare.”

That night, Diana couldn’t
sleep. She sat by the window
near the stone hearth in the
darkness of their family room,
watching the gloomy horizon
beyond their yard and

remembering a carefree time
of her childhood while her
fingers held a charm bracelet
made of blue beads.

From that tender age, she
could feel things happening
from afar, even things
happening in other people’s
bodies, like when she
discovered her baby sister’s
mishap, which allowed her
mother to treat the baby with
her milk and some herbs. The
rain, the clouds, the trees, the
stream, and everything
around her spoke to her. If
something terrible were to
happen, her stomach would
ache, and her sight would
blur, letting other visions into
her mind. If any living
creature needed her aid, her
hands would prickle, and she’d
know where to place them to
heal whoever needed it.

A young healer, Diana, finds
herself alone and imprisoned
after her family died in the
stake for being considered
witches. After being sentenced
to death by the church, the
one she had trusted, Haryam,
saves her and gives her a
chance to forget the past and
unite with him. However, he
will hunt her after Diana
refuses his offer and sets off to
her new mission.

The autumn breeze brushed
Diana’s long, brown hair and
caressed her clear skin. Many
things can trigger someone’s
memories, but everything in
nature talked to the young
healer. She sat under the faint
shadow of a tree with her eyes
closed and her arms wrapped
around her knees, reckoning
on the last events which took
place in the village. Being
surrounded by the fragrant
scent of pines and rosemary
has always appeased her
worries. However, that day
was an exception.
Diana lifted her face and
gazed at the cloudy sky when
she realized it was late. “Girls,
where are you? We must
return home now,” she called
out to her younger sisters.

The running waters of the
stream didn’t let her hear her
sisters’ chattering. When she
saw Aurora and Nora
approaching her with their
baskets filled with herbs and
sticks, Diana stood up, shook
the brown and orange leaves
off her skirt, and placed her
hands on her hips as she
shook her head
disapprovingly.
“Please, let us play a little

more. We’ve just finished
picking the herbs,” Aurora
begged.
“I think you’ve played

enough. We must return home
before mother gets worried,”
Diana explained. She reached
out for her sister’s basket. “Let
me see what you got.”
Aurora hesitated, but she

handed her the basket.
Diana grabbed some of the

herbs. “Sage? They won’t be
necessary for tomorrow’s
lesson.”
“Mom asked me to fetch

them. She said they’re for a
ritual.”
“She shouldn’t be

performing rites,” Diana
muttered.
Aurora and Nora shared

silent glances. They were
aware of the danger of
performing their usual rituals

and carrying out the sacred
circle meetings during these
turbulent times. Every witch
was being harassed and
imprisoned if caught in
witchery or suspicious
activities.
“Let’s go. It’s getting late,

and it’ll be a moonless night.”

Their cottage was in the deep
woods of the Scottish
Highlands. Hidden among
pine and oak trees in a
picturesque landscape, it was
the perfect setting for the
Moon Sisters’ rituals.
One of the men said,

“Reconsider my proposal for
the sake of your family.” His
ash-blond hair and gray eyes
looked too familiar.
“Who are these men,

Mother?” Diana interfered,
interrupting their meeting.
The speaker turned to her.

His eyes scrutinized her.
“Do you remember Haryam,

the chief commander’s son?”
Of course, she remembered

Haryam. His father had
brought him to her mother
when he was a sick, thin boy
and begged her to heal him
with her ‘unconventional’
treatments. Now, she barely
recognized the tall, well-built
man in front of her.
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After everything her mother
had done for those villagers,
how could they turn their
backs on them now? However,
the eerie silence of the forest
surprised her. She lifted her
eyes to the trees and noticed
no birds flying.

When she arrived at the
cottage, Diana met with a
messy scene that put her blood
on fire. The front door was
ajar, and her mother’s pots
and clay vessels were out on
the dirt. She screamed her
mother and sisters’ names, but
no one was there. Her limbs
went numb, and her heart
almost stopped beating. She
wanted to believe so badly it
was a nightmare or to know
where they were, at least.
Without thinking twice, Diana
got on her horse and ordered,
“Find them. Take me to my
mother and sisters!”
The horse reared on its hind

legs and neighed before
galloping at the speed of
sound, while the wind dried
Diana’s hot tears.
Thick clouds gathered in the

sky, and thunder rumbled
from afar. Soon, big drops of
rain fell to the ground when
Diana arrived at the forte
erected proudly atop one of the
highlands' gray hills. The
gates were ajar that day to
invite the people to enjoy the
last show. But Diana was
late.
Commoners walked out as

she crossed the large gates,
chattering about the witches,
whose souls were purified that

day.
“Poor little souls. They had

to go through that at this
young age. May God forgive
them!” murmured a fat woman
who was still wiping her eyes.
“I hope God won’t forgive

that filthy woman for forcing
her daughters into this. Her
soul must receive double
punishment for using the girls
in her lewd acts!” exclaimed a
man by her side.
Diana slowed down her pace

when she heard their
gossiping. A warning rang in
her mind, but her despair was
more potent than her
intuition. She pushed herself
forward to the center of the
courtyard, which was almost
empty except for the few
soldiers standing guard
around the place.
The rain poured more

profusely as Diana met the
seared shapes of three corpses
tied together to a stake.
Nevertheless, the rain had
turned down the fire sooner
than expected while the thin
threads of smoke still floated
upward, filling the air with
the scent of burned flesh.
The deepest pain stung

Diana in the chest. She
strolled to the horrific scene,
her arms wrapping around her
torso like a shield. One tall
blackened silhouette and two
shorter ones whispered what
could be her suspicions. She
shook her head skeptically and
searched with her eyes for any
evidence that could confirm or
deny her fears. Suddenly, her
eyes caught the shape of a
familiar accessory among the

ashes. The round pendant still
kept some silver glittering of
its own, although the fire had
eaten into it. Diana pulled it
up and knew it was her
mother’s.
A heartbreaking cry escaped

her throat as Diana collapsed
to her knees.
The few people, who were

still on the edge of the
courtyard, halted and turned
around to see a young woman
crying in front of the burnt
stake. She was bumping her
fist to her chest while still
holding the darkened necklace
as if it could erase her agony.
Diana kept screaming her

mother’s name until her words
turned into an inaudible
prayer in a foreign
language. Thunder filled the
place, shaking the ground
beneath her feet. The guards
began walking up to her, but
they froze instantly, like
everyone around her, and
looked down, wondering if the
young sorceress was provoking
the earth’s rage.
Diana’s hands tickled, and

she could almost see the air
vibrating around her palms as
an outrageous fire ignited
every cell in her body.
However, the conjuring was
interrupted when a blow on
her head plunged her into a
total blackout.

Dawn broke in from behind
the hills and trees. The
warmth of the Sun filled the
air as Diana welcomed it
behind the cold bars of her
cage.

One spring afternoon, she
escaped her cottage, desperate
to run free in the fields after
the long, severe winter. All
she wanted was to feel the dirt
between her toes, the green
grass between her fingers, the
caress of the fresh breeze on
her skin, and the revitalizing
colors and scents filling her
senses. Diana found solace in
a nearby clearing, where the
scene of the bell heathers,
lavender, and mosses engulfed
her in a magical veil.
She was lying on the grass

near a tree, lost in a blissful
moment, when a boyish voice
interrupted her thoughts.
“What are you doing?”
Diana sat straight to look up

at the twelve-year-old boy who
had been with them for
several months after his
father, the chief commander,
brought him sick and weak.
He knew that not only the
clean air of the forest would
benefit his son, but also her
mother’s miraculous medicine.
“I was guessing the shapes of
the clouds.” Diana smiled. She
could speak about her gift
with Haryam without fear of
being judged or criticized.
Haryam looked up at the

tree and stretched his skinny,
tall body to snatch a leaf from
the nearest branch. Then, he
sat beside Diana and brought
the green leaf near her face.
“Your eyes are as green as

this leaf. Perhaps this is why
you can talk to nature.”
Diana giggled. She took the

leaf from his hand and
brought her face closer to his,

examining his eyes.
“And your eyes are as gray

as those clouds over there.”
She pulled away and pointed
out to the horizon behind
them. “For that, you are so
grumpy!”
Haryam watched the thick,

gray clouds that seemed to be
running toward them and
turned to her again. “Then,
am I like the storm?”
“Yes! But I love the storm.”
They smiled at each other.

Haryam took something out of
his pocket. “I made this charm
for you with the prayers you
taught me. It’s for protection.”
Diana admired the beautiful
bracelet with shiny blue beads
and took it in her hands. “I
love it!”
He helped her put it around

her wrist. Then, she gushed,
“Let’s go play by the stream!”
“I can’t. It’s going to rain,

and it might be bad for my
lungs,” Haryam replied, his
voice filled with expectation
and excitement. He would
indeed miss Diana covering
his body with the energizing
mud from the stream’s shore.
“Don’t be silly. It will heal

you, and you will run again
like the wind.” Diana pushed
herself up to her feet and
stretched her hand for him.
“Come on. Trust me.”
Haryam’s eyes wandered

from Diana’s hand to her face.
Finally, he took it and leaped
up. They sprinted to the
stream. He looked behind
where the cottage shrank
under the clouds as if they
were about to devour it, but
Diana’s long, brown hair

flying backward wrapped him
in its warmth.

A few days passed, and they
didn’t hear from Haryam
again. Diana decided to go
alone to the village when they
ran out of supplies. Riding her
horse, they strolled quietly
through the forest toward the
town where the muddy streets
and unwelcoming peddlers
received them.
As soon as she climbed off

her horse and walked into the
bazaar, people’s chattering
went quiet. Some villagers
picked up their pace to get
away from her; even Mrs.
Willow, whose twins Diana’s
mother had healed, avoided
her.
Diana’s heart shrank. She

dragged herself to Mr.
Haggard’s yard when she saw
the bald man on the threshold.
As soon as she came up to
him, he snapped, “Today
begins the hunting. You
should grab your potions and
poison and run off!”
“But we healed your wife,”

Diana complained. “She’s with
child now!”
Mr. Haggard laughed.

“Filthy witch! Do you think
you did the miracle? The Lord
did it! I’ll be happy to watch
you all burn in the stake!”
His words shocked Diana.

She walked back to her horse,
avoiding the contemptuous
stares peering at her behind
windows and doors.
On her trip back home,

Diana tried to soothe her
disappointment.
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Haryam remained silent,
digesting her cutting words
before heaving a long sigh.
Then, he asked in a cold voice,
“Do you prefer to be under the
church’s mercy?”
“I won’t be under anyone’s

mercy!”
“Then, I’ll make sure your

head decorates my bedroom,”
Haryam murmured in a low
snarl and left Diana alone and
hopeless.

The trip was tedious under
the changing weather. Diana
and Haryam didn’t exchange
any words after that day but
glances, sometimes filled with
regret and blame, others with
pleading curiosity. However,
they received a very short
welcome at their arrival, for
the church had already and
strangely sentenced Diana to
the guillotine.
The claims for justice and

execution from the exalted
crowd filled Diana’s ears,
while the shiny edge of the
sharp guillotine suspended in

the thick air intimidated her
from advancing. It seemed
eager to taste her flesh and
blood finally.
She thought her final

destination was to be the
stake, like her family. Instead,
Diana was accused of
collaborating with witches.
She knew Haryam was behind
the prosecution’s decision, and
she hated the idea to owe him
a quick death.
Her feet stuck to the ground,

but the guards pushed her
forward. The executioner stood
aside and waited for Diana to
make her way to her fatal spot
when a flying tomato hit her
skirt, spreading a red
premonition across it.
Diana’s breathing grew

quicker, making her dizzy. She
saw the jury and
representatives of the church
seated before the stage. Their
merciless eyes inflicted
something in the guards that
made them hurry her up. She
looked for Haryam, but he was
nowhere. The screams grew
louder. Diana wandered with
her eyes from the guillotine to

the jury and then to the
crowd. Her body shivered to
its core at the realization that
it was going to be her last
day.
Yet, what happened next

froze Diana in her place.
The executioner fell to the

ground as a black arrow
pierced one of his eyes; a
bright, thick trail of blood
poured out of it. The two
guards at both her sides
encountered the same fate in a
second, while the crowd, who
were demanding Diana’s head
moments before, dispersed
away from the sudden,
horrible scene. Terror was
reigning in the place. The
tumult around Diana didn’t let
her comprehend what was
happening when a dark shape
appeared beside her. She
didn’t have the time to analyze
what it was until a strong arm
clutched her waist.
“Look what you made me

do!” the man muttered. The
rope he was holding with his
other hand lifted them to a
higher place.

When she woke up after
receiving the blow on her
head, she found herself
encaged as a bird. That would
be her personal space for the
following nights and days
while she traveled in a royal
caravan to her cruel destiny:
to the church’s representatives
who’d sentence her to death.
Not even Haryam could
change their decision when
she saw him the following day
on their way to the court.
From that moment, he’d be
accountable to carry the
‘package’ to the church. Her
heart hardened when all he
offered her was an indifferent
look from his cold eyes.
She shifted in her place

among the bones thrown at
her the previous night. Diana
barely slept; instead, she had
been trying to free her wrists
and ankles from the iron
hoops, which were now licking
at her aching flesh. The only
thing that distracted her from
her current misery was the
memory of her family and her
mother’s Gaelic chants. Soon,
two guards came up to her,
interrupting her happy
reminiscences.
“Who was to tell the witch of

the highlands had a precious
daughter?” mocked one of
them. “Though it’s a pity she’ll
be wasted to the flames.”
“We might spare her life and

give her more utility.” The
other soldier pointed his spear
at Diana and smiled, his eyes
tracing the length of her body.
Their words disgusted Diana,
but she tried to think, if

possible, of a plan to avenge
her family, even if before
dying. She frowned at them
while muttering something
between clenched teeth. The
guards couldn’t understand a
word of what she said. One of
them brought a bucket and
threw the freezing water on
her.
“Remember, you filthy

creature, no foreign languages
can you utter in our presence!”
he ordered.
Diana shivered; she shrank

away from the two guards,
who were laughing at her as if
she were a captive animal.
“Come on, witch. Entertain

us before you die like a dog!”
Diana looked at them with

contempt. However, their
absurd smiles transformed
into a shocked expression
when they heard an imposing
voice behind them.
“Get away from her!”
The guards moved to one

side to give way to their
commander. Haryam ushered
them to leave.
As soon as she saw Haryam,

Diana embraced her knees to
her chest and looked away,
trying to ignore him. Yet, he
crouched down to her height
and stretched his hand past
the bars to touch her arm. She
pulled away from him at once.
“Diana, I can save you,”
Haryam whispered. “If you
accede to be my healer, I won’t
let anyone harm you, not even
the king.”
He was talking to her for the

first time since their present
encounter. She wanted to tell
him so many things, to

demand an explanation for
abandoning her family.
However, Serena only asked
for one thing when her dry
throat emitted a cracked plea.
“Water. I need water.”
Haryam smiled with a

strange tenderness in his
eyes. He picked up a bowl
from the ground and filled it
with water from another
bucket. Then, he brought it to
the bars where she grasped
the vessel and drank
desperately. He watched her
while he still held the bowl
and stretched his other hand
across the bars to caress her
dirty hair.
“You’re so beautiful,” he said.
His voice brought Diana back
to reality. She lifted her face
to him and replied, “We
trusted you. I thought you’re
going to protect us!”
“I tried to convince your

mother to escape with you all.
I even offered her a place to
stay far from all this madness,
but she never accepted my
help. I was far away when the
king’s order came to capture
all the…healers.”
At his words, Serena winced,

and her heart withered. In
part, she was guilty of telling
her mother not to accept
Haryam’s offer.
“Even you think we are

witches, right?” Diana asked
with disappointment.
“That’s not the case now.

Please, let me save you at
least. Come with me…”
“I could never be with you,

Haryam. I’ll never be with
someone who’s so ungrateful
as you are!”
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The thunder roared outside,
and the sound of the rainfall
filled the cave, wrapping them
in an intimate moment. Diana
wished to understand why he
was doing all that for her after
treating her severely.
“Did you forget what you

promised me? To never forget
me, to return to me?” he
asked.
A vision came of her younger
self covered wholly in mud and
a boy in her same condition.
They were playing and
laughing on the shore of the
stream. Then, the boy held her
hands and begged her never to
forget him.
“I’ll never forget you,

Haryam. We’ll meet again,
this the Spirit will allow.”
Maybe her mind blocked

that memory after knowing he
sympathized with the church.
“How can I trust you after

what happened? We are so

different.” Diana pulled away
from him.
“Don’t look at my life right

now. I chose this way because
I knew it was the only way to
protect you. Sorry I couldn’t do
it utterly, though.”
“Then, help me save others

like my mother and me. You
have the church’s trust. We
can do this together.”
“It’s not that easy. We knew

these times would come. The
hunting is happening even
beyond our frontiers. Don’t
waste your life in a lost cause.”
Haryam came closer to her

and held her hand. “Please,
stay with me.”
However, Diana snatched

her hand away from his.
“Don’t you see? This is who I
am!” Her brows creased.
Haryam remained silent.
“You’re just like them!”

Diana continued, “I can’t let
my soul sisters suffer the same

fate as my family’s. I must
save them.”
“You can’t, Diana. And you’ll

regret it if you try,” Haryam
said.
“Then, that would be my

fate.”
With a last glance, Diana went
to the fire, ignoring her
roaring stomach at the sight of
the cooked meat. There, she
saw his black mask, which she
took and walked to the slit of
the cave. But before she
stepped out into the rain, she
heard his last words.
“If you leave, I’ll search for

you, Diana. You won’t be able
to escape from me. And when I
find you, your fate will be
different from the one I’m
offering you now. I’m warning
you.”
Diana didn’t mind his threat

and disappeared into the
darkness of the forest toward
her new mission. ◆

The next moment, they were
flying in the air. Diana looked
at who was her savior and saw
a pair of gray eyes behind a
black mask. Although she had
recognized Haryam’s voice,
she couldn’t utter a word, for
the world was still spinning
around her. Whether it was
out of shock or extreme
fatigue, her limbs fell to her
sides and her eyes closed as
she let Haryam carry her up
to an unknown destiny.

The weather was chilly.
Diana stretched her arms to
bring the warm, velvety fabric
above her shoulders. The
touch was luxurious, and she
wondered where she was, but
her eyelids were too heavy to
open. Diana shifted between
the covers, feeling the
soreness in her body and the

ache in her stomach.
Suddenly, she remembered
the shimmer of the guillotine's
blade and Haryam carrying
her in the air before
everything went black.
The smell of wood and

roasted meat hit her nostrils
and forced her to open her
eyes. Her stomach rumbled.
She realized how hungry she
was after several days in
captivity. Diana sat up
straight between the soft wine
and blue sheets as she met the
wild dance of shadows on the
stone wall before her.
Moss covered the top of the

walls while the scent of
dampness and dirt filled her
lungs. She looked around the
cave and found a fireplace
with two sticks holding a piece
of meat above the blazing
flames. Mmm, she could taste
the soft, flavorful, hot texture
in her mouth.

And there was a man in a
back cloak looking directly at
her.
Diana swallowed hard and

brought her feet down to the
humid ground. She almost
stumbled when she tried to
stand up, but Haryam was by
her side in no time. His scent
of musk, rain, and sweat had
an irresistible effect on her.
She met his eyes and saw the
warmth in them, just as she
remembered him in their wild
days in the forest. He touched
her forehead, maybe to make
sure she had no fever, but it
was a caress even more
luxurious than the velvety
fabrics. His hand slid to her
shoulder, and then, to her
arm, energizing every cell of
her body, while his other arm
surrounded her waist to hold
her up.
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The realm in which a poet thrives
a quandary, no doubt.
A Rubik Cube for puzzled thought
where we can purr and shout.

Relentless is the plight to mold
our cadence, thoughts, and words
until a song of rhythmic bliss
begs feelings to be heard.

At times the Rubik Cube’s been solved
as is the case herein
though longing to acknowledge her
I’ll twist and turn again.

The light of which Ms. Gorman speaks
is not a reverie
A poet’s flame takes guts to ignite
I applaud her bravery.

Our song may sing the word “obsessed”
or worse perhaps, affright.
But do I err if I believe
the obsessed fulfill their plight?

Inspired by 

Two people inspired Rubik Cube, AKA Ode to 
Amanda Gorman: the soulful human who stole the 
breath of our nation on January 6, 2021, and my 
spirited daughter, who is correct to state that I am 
obsessed with writing. 
Is that a bad thing? 
Forever curious, I googled “writing obsession” to 
find myriad sources claiming that to be a writer, 
one must be obsessed:
Susan Sontag via Literary Hub
Alan Rinzler via Consulting Editor

2020, Acrylic Painting by DENALI

https://lithub.com/susan-sontag-on-being-a-writer-you-have-to-be-obsessed/
https://alanrinzler.com/2016/03/are-you-obsessed-with-writing-good-news/
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A poet’s voice is currency
so too is our truth,
transparent emotions
benevolent fruit.

Laced with compassion 
both scream and croon
empaths at heart, 
to a fault —but to whom?

To those who perhaps,
care not for our souls?
Or those who extract
and attack and cajole?

The heart is our compass
alas, to our distress
for sometimes too soon,
impuissance they undress.

Enfilade fire 
convulsing my spine,
blindsided, blighted,
twisted, convicted. 

“Do explain the charges,
what is my crime?”

At that moment it hits me,
an act so supine,
I confided in someone
out of turn, out of time.

Glaciers thrashing, 
blemished rapport.
a child’s prized blanket
lured away from my core.

Disquiet unravels
to the dangle of shame.
Calumny attacking
to the melody of pain.

Rapt in the aftermath
of a violent storm,
the merciless cesspool of
perverted concern.

Like my brethren before,
I will rise once again
with firm tools of justice,
cruelty be damned.

2020, Acrylic Painting by DENALI
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"Yes, you are not the one who
you used to be. We always
smoke afterwards. After we're
done with it one or two times,
because I don't like to do it
after you smoke the cigarettes,
you know it."
"I never mind that."
"Yes, you don't," she said.

"But now, won't you please
really come here?"
"Can you please let me sit

here without bothering
yourself ?" requested Vishal.

The girl didn't reply but
Vishal felt the words on his
back. He threw the burning
butt out into the air as hard as
he could and saw it going
down, slowly. The next train
had arrived and they all
became cheerful and jumpy on
the platform, but not the
unhappy couple. The speed of
the train was decreasing and
all the young people in warm
jackets and colourful sweaters
were on the edge of the
platform, inclined to look at
the train's noisy, smoky
engine coming towards them,
slow and steady. But there,
behind them on a wooden
bench, was an old man,
wearing a ragged military
jacket with sleeves larger than
his hands. He wasn't excited
about it and seemed to wait for
something else. Vishal found
him there almost every
Sunday.

The train came to halt, slow,
pushing and pulling itself.
People rushed towards it. The

train stopped and people
started climbing in hurriedly
even though they were a few
people and had enough time.
He saw the unhappy couple
climbing in, man leading the
woman by holding and pulling
her hand. The woman was not
looking at him. Vishal
laughed, not loudly. He shifted
his gaze on the old man who
was still sitting there. The
heavy bag of the old man was
on the bench beside him and
his right hand was firmly
placed on it.
"You want me to come over

there?" offered Silkha, "would
it be okay to do all this there
on the chair? we haven't tried
it but It would be
adventurous, no? We have
done many adventures in the
last two months and we tried
many things that failed in the
end. I remember all of them.
Good ones and bad ones." And
then she tried to pull his
attention by her best to laugh
that resounded in the room
and then with a quick shift in
her tone, she said, "No, it
won't be all right there! It
won't be as comfortable as it
will be here in bed. And, I
can't even come there like this,
you know I am a bit shy. You
yourself have to come back to
me, dear. Can't you do it for
me?"
"Will you please shut up for a
while?"
"What? at least look at me

when you talk, Vishal!"

Vishal turned and found
Shikha smiling with her eyes

shiny and inviting, and she
was sitting there on the
blanket with her legs folded.
"You want to look at them?"
she gave a crooked smile.
"Don't you like me like this?"
For the moment, Vishal's eyes
were fixed on her small, soft
and clean fingers, inching
down from her neck. Yes, she
was the most beautiful girl he
had ever seen in his entire life
and, now her curls were loose
on shoulders and were dense
and black.
"Am I not beautiful anymore
to you, now?" she asked
looking straight into his eyes.
Sikha had brown eyes. And,
Vishal's eyes were moving
down following her beautiful
fingers.
"You like it?" she said.
"No!" Vishal blurted and
turned ahead with eyes
closed.
"Vishal!" Shikha gave a

pleading scream. "I know you
won't lie to me, will you? Oh, I
know you won't, but I just
wanna know, are you, maybe,
thinking about that thing
again?"
"No.”
"You are lying. You are

thinking about all the same
shit again, I know."
"I said no!"
"Don't lie to me."
The room echoed, Vishal

remained silent.

After a long, frustrating
pause, Shikha said, ”May I
ask, what happened to you all
of a sudden? You were here
now, so close to me.

He walked across the room,
dragging feet, as he wanted to
sit there in a comfortable
chair, without caring. The
balcony door was wide open,
so while sitting in the chair on
the doorstep, he felt the
crispness of the wind on his
chest and his thighs, going
past through his armpits into
the room. Even though it was
the coldest month of the year,
sitting there he felt relaxed. It
was Sunday and he knew he
would find the old man at the
same place.
"Something happened to you,
suddenly?" the girl asked from
behind.
"No, just looking outside," he
said, frowning.
"Outside?" she said,

mockingly. "Is there anything
more beautiful out there than
you've got in here?”
Vishal cared not to turn

back.
"Don't you want it done right
now?"
"No."
"You said something, dear?"
"I just said, I wanted to sit

here for a while."

Vishal felt good sitting there
in the cool morning breeze.
Ahead, at a good distance,

was a small railway station

painted in red and yellow with
seven benches on its platform.
A few people were there,
either sitting on the edge of
benches or strolling anxiously
while waiting for the next
train, as all of them had
unluckily missed the last
one.

Vishal gazed at the railway
track far away from the
station and square-cut wheat-
fields were on either side of it,
which were painted with the
usual greyness of the early
hour of the morning. The train
was speeding up, blowing the
whistle, blenching smoke,
going somewhere in the north
leaving a few passengers
behind in desperation. The
smoke of it was darkening the
fog above the train and above
the trees and fields. The train
whistled again and Vishal did
not like it. Trying not to be
teased by it, he drew his eyes
back to the station.

At the far end of the
platform, behind the
impatient people, there stood
a handsome couple bickering
over something and the man
was shaking his head and
showing the finger to the
woman again and again. The
woman in a long woolen suit

was standing with her head
down, the whole long time.
Vishal thought of the man as a
rather irresponsible one.

After a while, he heard the
girl exhale heavily behind
him.
"Vishal, tell me, should I

wait for it as I always have
done?" she asked anxiously.
But, Vishal, keeping an eye

on the station, leaned towards
the table placed against the
left wall, inside of the room.
"Don't smoke now," she

almost pleaded. "You know, I
don't like it.”

However, Vishal took out a
cigarette, squeezed it between
his cold, dry lips and then
bent himself down again for
the lighter and struck the
spark-wheel to lit the
cigarette. Then, he looked at
the couple again. While he
pulled in and puffed the
smoke above, over the balcony
roof, the girl stared at his legs,
pretending carelessness with
rhythmatic tapping on the
floor until the smoke had gone
out of the room.
"You know, you've changed,"
Sikha said out loud.
"Not a bit.”
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he wondered, why does he
come and sit there on the
platform, if he does not want
to go anywhere? And, if he
does not, really, then why does
he have a bag with him? A
heavy bag! Does he miss trains
every day? Is he blind? Is he
mad? I don't know, he
muttered. That's all weird!
Quite weird!

He strolled back in so that he
could bring a mug full of beer
and sit there in the chair on
the doorway with the warmth
sikha left on the blanket for
him. So, for now, he would
drink comfortably, while
looking outside at the old man,
without caring. Vishal drank
beer and saw the old man

getting up from the bench and
turned left. And right then,
suddenly, when Vishal saw
the old man walking back with
the bag on his shoulder, there
was nothing weird about him
and he felt relieved. Vishal
loved to look at the old man
missing trains every Sunday,
from there like he had found
some purpose in it. ◆

It was warm and I cannot
imagine how happy we were
only a few minutes ago. And,
then suddenly you got up and
went there before we could
start off anything. And now I
am calling you again and
again like a stupid girl... Don't
you like me any more dear?
tell me, please, please, tell it
to me!"

Vishal pressed his teeth
together, shut his eyed and
jerked his hand as he said,
"Please, please, please don't
talk to me right now."
"No, I want to talk to you

right now. You can't do this
with me every time."
"I can do it whenever I want

to."
"Yes. That's the matter.

Every time, you decide what'll
happen between us because
you think it's all about you.
This is not about only your
needs but mine's too, and you
cannot do this with me, all the
fucking time. Are you even
listening?"
"I can do it!"
Vishal shook his head and put
it in his palms. "Bring me a
beer."
"No." She said sternly.
"Please!"
"After that, will you love me

again like you always do? I
love you, baby. I do everything
you ask for, don't I?"
"Please bring the beer!"
"Will you do it after a bbeer"
"Okay."
"No. I don't want you to do it
when you are drunk. No! Not
today. Not now. Do it without
a beer if you really love me. I

want you to have it done with
me in your mind, not beer, not
anything else. Vishal, can you
please?"
"Beer!"
"Either you come here to me
or I am leaving." She
protested.
"Okay, then I'll take the beer
myself."
"Can we spend just a little

time together without talking
any bullshit? Dear, can you
please stop doing this with me
and with yourself? Can you
get out of it? It's been too long.
Can you stop thinking about
what had gone long long long
ago?"
"I'm not thinking about

that!"
"I know. You are thinking.

You are thinking. You are
thinking! I know and you're
lying to me. You are a liar!"
"Please don't start it again,"

shouted Vishal.
"You started it. You don't
even love me. I know. I know
it for sure now," Shikha
sobbed loudly. "I was so
stupid. I've always been so
stupid. I just wanted to see,
can you do it with me, without
thinking about anything else
and without a beer. But I was
so so so wrong."

Vishal heard the sound of the
blanket and bed-sheet,
flipping and rolling. Then he
heard the sound her small feet
made while walking on the
wooden floor. In some corner
of his heart, he had desires to
turn back to look at her,
walking around in his cold
room. Even from the distance,

he could feel the warmth of
her body on his back, sitting
there in the chair. She was the
most beautiful girl and he
wanted to turn to look at her
beauty, but he didn't. Instead,
he closed his eyes. He heard
the rustling of the clothes,
nylon sliding onto her skin
and then the clanking of the
earrings at last. Shikha was,
now, stamping her shoes,
harder and louder.
"I'm leaving!" she finally

announced. Vishal said
nothing but looked down.
"And. don't you think that I

can't find anyone else, but I
am the only one you got. But, I
will come back again and will
pull you out of all this shit,"
she said. The very next
moment Vishal heard the door
slammed behind him. And, he
let out a deep sigh that eased
his tightened shoulders and
chest.
Vishal stood up, turned and

went inside the room and laid
the blanket around his
shoulders, came out and stood
in the balcony. He peeped
down as Shikha closed the car
door with a bang and turned
the car around, grinding and
raced out as fast as she could.

The place was again
silent, it was far away from
the city and he was glad to
have it. While the wind
flipped the blanket, he stared
at the deserted platform, and
on-one was there either
standing or sitting, except for
the old man on the bench.
Seeing him there every
Sunday at the same place,



“
“

Solicited Benevolence
by Martin Breul

Poem

LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 2726 LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 

on the kerbside near essentials
struggling for kindness, sustenance
palms implore, starved eyes ask
sometimes even invading your living room
through television, Alexa hasn’t figured out a defense
doesn’t remind you that
you don’t have to; but you can
you might feel generous, an inconvenience still
not to makes you think why didn’t you:
are you a bad person.
worse, do they think you are a bad person?

Alexa doesn’t comment, doesn’t sense
silence pressing down, almost aggressive
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Every night before going to bed
I stare at the bottom of the ditch
my past bodies beat into the mattress
searching for dreams.

Here must be where I last saw them
in this styrofoam temple that I furnished
for the libation of 8 hours a day
and thoughtless dark at night.

2020, Acrylic Painting by DENALI
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Silence over the pool
heralds the summoning.
Out of black liquid reaches
a congregation of deep blue shoots
digging into the earth from below
to take root with firm grip and
push through. Into the nocturnal
hollow grows the spirit grove.
Dusk only broken by the silver
shimmer of snow
still reflecting a moon
that has long abandoned the scene.
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i’m not easy
i’ll run down your spine
like a shiver, i’ll rattle
your insides until you quiver
at the thought of me,
burning inside your memory,
i’ll make you weak at the knees,
lock myself seamlessly between
the sores of your heart,
until your fragile shield
falls before me, tiny fragments
that i dig my teeth
into, tasting the truths of you
on my tongue,
one broken piece
at a time.

2020, Acrylic Painting by DENALI
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New Year's Eve 2017/18

The fireworks rose from
every corner. They would have
lit up the night sky well
enough to walk around
without streetlamps. Ellen
buried her face in her wool
scarf. She’d had enough of the
studio she had been sleeping,
working, baking and living in
for the past week. All the
people she saw on the bridge
close to the Brandenburg Gate
were on their way back home.
Ellen must have been 13 years
old when she was celebrating
her first New Year’s Eve in
Berlin. Together with her
mother and her partner, they
were traveling the city by
tramway.

She was still dreaming about
becoming a musician back
then. Things used to be so
happy and easy, Ellen
thought. She reached the
Landwehrkanal, a place she
had been coming to whenever
she needed some silence to
regain strength since her first
day in Berlin. The water was
glistening and you could see
the full moon reflecting on its
surface, as well as the colours
of a few late fireworks. She
looked up and abruptly

stopped walking. A strange
man was sitting in her
favourite spot. Ellen had
never seen him before. She
took a few steps closer to the
bench. “Hello, Monsieur?” The
man’s eyes met Ellen’s. She
thought he was…how could
she put it…beautifully
masculine. He had high
cheekbones which Ellen found
really attractive and
complimented his otherwise
rough appearance. “May I sit
down?”. He nodded but
couldn’t avert his gaze. She
was rather tall and slim. Her
brown curly hair seemed
familiar to him, though he
wasn’t sure why. Her
appearance was rather
feminine yet farouche, which
had always been a trait he
found appealing in women. He
moved over to make enough
room for the unknown beauty
on the bench. When she was
sitting next to him, he
observed her.

“Are you French?”, he
asked. She looked at him.
“Oui, Monsieur.” Ellen
observed him as well. “What
made you spend your New
Year’s Eve out here?”, she
asked him. “I have no idea.”.
He looked back at the water in
front of them. “Maybe the

silence, the peace. What about
you?”

“Fresh air.” Her voice was
deep and just as familiar as
her face. It was already 1am.
They both turned to each
other to ask a question. “You
go first.”, Ellen said. “I insist
you’re the first one to say
what’s on your mind.”

“Alright”, he replied. He
hadn’t met a lot of women like
her. The independent ones
that know exactly what they
want and how to get it. “Do
you come here often?” They
stared into each other’s eyes
for a moment. Too long,
Joachim thought. “Very often,
yes.” She stood up before
Joachim could look away.
“What’s your name?”, she
asked. “Achim.” She walked
back in the direction she came
from. “Well, maybe we’ll meet
again, Joachim.” She smiled.
“Au revior, Monsieur, et bonne
année!” She waved goodbye.

“Bon nuit!”, Joachim
whispered when she had
already walked away. He
shook his head slightly and
thought about the mysterious
woman, whose name he didn’t
know, for a long time. ◆
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It was approaching Christmas time.
Equipped with photo gear,
I wandered in the woods
and bumped into a deer.
To be sincere, I felt like pioneer
who just discovered Santa’s den –
I got a shot for Madeleine.
The deer’s antlers were impressive.
The stranger didn’t look aggressive
at his bed down in the bush.
I got myself together, and pushed,
and pushed my luck, unplugged,
“Hey, buddy! You must be Dasher?
Or Dancer? Prancer? Vixen? Comet?
If not, then you are Cupid, Blitzen, Donut?”
The deer glanced at me with ‘grumpy face.
I smelt to be replaced, disgraced, and chased!
“Okay, just take it easy, man. I’m Santa’s fan!
My girlfriend, Madeleine, is fond of Jagger.
I wish I made her Christmas swagger.
Could you show up with all the gang
to throw a party in the La-La Land?
I promise, Rudolf, we’ll wear facial masks
for neither of the flying Santa’s chauffeurs, cough.
We’ve got sweet carrots, apples and green leaves.

It will be one of ‘greatest ever Christmas Eves!”
The deer sighed and said, “I got you, dude.
It sounds good. If only, I’m not Rudolf.
I’m his cousin Kurt. Don’t wanna sound rude,
you’d better not call ‘baby Donner any other name, but 
Cute.
Conclude, you took me for reindeer. It’s absurd.”
“You see,” I said,” I go barmy
‘cause I’m in love with Maddy-girl, my honey bunny.
I’m sorry, man. My invitation is still open for the antler 
clan.”
“Boom shakalaka!” he exclaimed with joy.
I thought, “Oh, boy! This Christmas gonna be a bash,
the real McCoy!”

Photo provided by Lana M. ‘Rochel

https://dictionary.cambridge.org/ru/%25D1%2581%25D0%25BB%25D0%25BE%25D0%25B2%25D0%25B0%25D1%2580%25D1%258C/%25D0%25B0%25D0%25BD%25D0%25B3%25D0%25BB%25D0%25B8%25D0%25B9%25D1%2581%25D0%25BA%25D0%25B8%25D0%25B9/mccoy
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On their lonesome,
even swans sometimes can be
With purity and grace, they hardly ever chase
Too young to pair up or healing after ‘loss
Whatever is the cause,
they aren’t keen on killing time together
whoever they can come across in rainy weather
The pause is needed
before they bump into the match
It will be nothing like a patch or stretch
They have been chilling
until ‘brand new amazing feeling reeling

Photo provided by Lana M. ‘Rochel
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I Wish… 
Steve A. Hetem
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Woordenboek:
Sandglass: an hour
Daylight: a day
Kickball: football
Throwover: handball
Sand grains: minutes
Moon: month, a period of four
septers
Duck feather-quill: pen for the
lower-class
Goose feather-quill: pen for
the middle-class
Swan feather-quill: pen for the
elite
Coocatha: cockatoo
Femfriend: female friend
Septer: period of eight
daylights
Rulor: councillor

~

A long time ago, when people
still believed in sorcery, this
story took place. It began on
the outskirts of a big city, that
didn't differ very much from
Utrecht, Carcassonne or
Nottingham. There lived a boy
(his name is unknown to me,
let's call him Adrianus) who
was still in his teenage years
and lived for some while in
some sort of orphanage.
Besides him, there were about
five other boys, who had no
parents or other relatives they
could live with. The

caretakers of the orphanage
were a middle-aged couple,
whose children already left
the home and had their own
families. The woman, also
called Mimoe, worked as a
seamstress and mender for
various women in town. The
man, who everybody called
Papoe, was a carpenter that
occupied himself mostly with
furniture. But when there was
time and the muses paid him
a visit with inspiration, he
also made music boxes that he
gave as gifts on birth
celebrations and parties.
Together Mimoe and Papoe
were very blissful and they
always made sure that "their
boys" had something to eat
and could follow an education.
Once a week they earned some
pocket money by doing chores
in town at the blacksmith,
baker or fishermen.

Adrianus just finished
helping the greengrocer and
wanted to stash his money in
his secret hiding place. But it
was a beautiful, sunny Spring
middaylight and he knew that
the other boys were also done.
Because they were all free the
next day, he wanted
something fun to do. So with a
copper piece, he walked
through the market, he looked

at different stands and asked
some prices. Then he saw a
cart with a tent behind that
he had never seen at the
market, it was all coloured
yellow-green with a purple
curtain against the rain.
Curious as he was, he walked
over there and knocked
carefully on the support post.
It took a while before a big
man came out that looked like
he just sad seen the most
laughable thing in the entire
city!
"Haha, hey little boy and

welcome to the tent of Earnest
Esahyah! You're probably very
curious about what I have to
offer here, ey? Come inside
and look for yourself, hahaha!"
Adrianus thought him a weird
man but still went inside. At
the back end of the cart was a
big board covered with pieces
of paper, which were empty
except for a small corner.
Besides that, there was only a
stool and some water and feed
for the donkeys.
"Come, have a wee look at

my Wall of Weird. Yes, I saw
your face. Surely you don't
believe in sorcery anymore?
Too old, aren't you? Well, trust
Earnest Esahyah: on every
page is a price and each page
is worth 1 spell. The only
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Puff! He almost fell off the
wall shocked when the piece of
paper came in his face. It
fluttered on the ground and
lay still before him. He
thought it a bit weird and
then saw what was on it: I
wish...
Is this a joke, he thought by

himself, or is it a chain letter
to pass on? He considered for
a moment, took out his goose
feather-quill from his pouch
and wrote I wish...a gorgeous
hat with a green feather that
fits my costume. Wondering
what was supposed to happen;
he jumped off the wall and
then slipped on the
cobblestones.
"Ouch, whew...and now I

also lost my wish. How am I
supposed to pass it on?"
But when he got up and

dusted himself off, he noticed
that there on the head of his
horse was a gorgeous, yellow
hat with a green feather! The
horse looked at him like it was
thinking: this hat looks good
on me too. Barbaros put on
the hat, too happy to think
where it came from, got on his
horse and rode to the
nobleman's tea party.
"My dear sir, may I have

your invitation? Ah, thank you
kindly. Lord van Pechelen, I
present hereby Barbaros from
Uitmundo!"
"My dear Barbaros, you've

made it: I was afraid I
wouldn't see you anymore.
You remember my niece, do
you? Last daylight she said
that she hoped you would
come". Barbaros was now a

satisfied man; he noticed that
people were looking at his
gorgeous, new hat. He felt
proud and now finally he
could enjoy the party and
arrange some contacts. It was
a sunny daylight, but later the
wind grew stronger and it
became chillier. For a few
sand grains, the wind
dropped...and then suddenly
she started to blow hard
again! For the many people in
the big garden, it was okay,
seeing there was a fence of
plants and hedges all around.
But for the hats of the ladies
and gentlemen it was less
comfortable; one by one they
got picked up, blown into the
air and they streamed on the
wind stream to all sides.
Also our charmer Barbaros

lost his hat, but he didn't
notice because he finally was
in conversation with cousin
Odfelia. Well, conversation; it
looked more like a game of
staring.
"Oh Odfelia, those wonderful

eyes of yours...I could write a
poem about them"
"Oh, Barbaros...shall we go

someplace else? I'm curious to
hear what other pretty words
you have."
I will tell you that poem

some other time. I think we
can guess which way it went
with those two, but where did
that hat of his fly off to?

It was a strong wind and high
in the sky the hat flew. When
it descended slowly, it
changed back into paper. And
just before a young woman

could close her shutters, it
flew inside and landed
between piles of cloth. This
lady, Coraline, just arrived
her some moons ago with her
husband and daughter. Her
husband worked ship-building
in the harbour and she just
opened a new store out of her
home. For little girls, elderly
women, spoiled young ladies,
and puppeteers she wanted to
make all kinds and sizes of
dolls. And not just girly dolls
in pink dresses or princesses,
no she had bigger plans: bears
and harlequin talking dolls,
zoo animals as souvenirs for
circuses, exotic birds for
enthusiastic and big fluffy
animals for sleepy children.

But her family has travelled
far to arrive in this city and
they knew only a few people.
Getting the house in order and
making sure her daughter
could go to school, took some
time. In this city, it was
important to know people,
their most important
watchword was: Knowledge Is
Power, Character Is More, But
With Acquaintances, You
Achieve More! In this short
time, she didn't even get a
chance to get to know her
neighbours and because of
that, she couldn't draw any
attention to her products.
That's why this daylight she
was making room in her
atelier: sorted all the colours,
wooden materials in the
closet, and metal materials in
boxes on the ground and glass
stuff in drawers.

thing you have to do is write
your wish on it and whim-
wham-weird: your wish will
appear!"

He looked at the weird, big
man again and then showed
him his copper piece, carefully
because he could be a thief.
"Hm, a copper piece, ey?

That isn't much. But because
you seem an Earnest boy to
me, just like Esahyah, I'll see
what I've got for you. Hmmm
no, this isn't it...this is just for
women...aha! This is what I
was looking for! It costs more
than a copper piece, but today
I'm in a merry mood", he
winked at the boy.
It was a small piece of paper,

with only two words on it: I
wish... and for the rest it was
empty. Adrianus looked at
Earnest Esahyah again and
then handed him the copper
piece.
Together they walked out

the tent and then said
Esahyah: "So, I've done good
business today. Happy to have
you as a customer, but
'member this: you only paid a
copper piece for it, so it can't
be a big wish. Have fun with
your wish!" The boy walked
towards the marketplace and
heard a thud behind him. He
turned around, to wave to the
weird fellow, but he saw
nothing. It looked like Earnest
Esahyah flew away, faster
than you could blink your
eyes!

Adrianus wondered by
himself if the tent had really

stood there, but he did have
the wishing-paper in his hand.
He shrugged and went home,
to his desk to grab his duck
feather-quill. Nobody was
home yet, so he had all the
time to think about his wish.
It took him some time, after
two sandglasses he finally
thought of something. Just in
time, because the other boys
just came home.
I wish...for a leather ball to

play with my brothers. Tick,
tick, tick the sand went in the
glass...nothing happened yet.
He asked himself if he had
understood it correctly. Then
he heard his name and walked
towards the door. It was time
to eat something and Mimoe,
Papoe and the boys went
around the table. Afterwards,
they were free to play.
"So boys, why don't you go

outside, so I can clean here.
You can play outside until
sunset, but be back inside
before the evening bell rings."
Delighted they ran outside,
but Adrianus wanted to look
at his wish first. To his great
surprise, the piece of paper
was no more on the table, but
instead, there lay a beautiful,
leather ball. He looked around,
but no one has entered the
room. Then he looked with a
smile at the ball and was glad
that it worked.
"Look, look what I've got!

Now we can also play with a
ball, just like the big city
kids!"
"Ow wow, what a beautiful

ball and how sturdy!", "Yeah
great, now we can play
kickball and throw-over!"

The rest of the day couldn't
be better for them; they had
the most fun with the
beautiful, leather ball. They
tried who can kick it the
highest, who can throw it the
farthest and played a game
against each other. They
played with the ball until
dark, but they didn't notice.
When the first evening bell
rang, they rushed home
because they didn't feel like
getting pushed. In their haste,
they left the leather ball in the
grass. Remember what
Earnest Esahyah said? That it
was just a small wish? I didn't
see it myself, but one has told
me that when the ball was left
there it turned into a piece of
paper again with the words I
wish... on it.

The next morning the piece
of paper was already blown
away to another part of the
city. Nearby was a young man,
named Barbaros, on a wall
with a sad face. In his hand,
he held an invitation from a
nobleman that read: Hat
Required Otherwise No Entry!
Unfortunately, Barbaros
didn't find a hat he could
afford and matched with his
clothes. It wasn't just an
invitation; it was a big tea
party with all kinds of
merchants, traders, comrades
of his and the loveliest ladies
in the environs. If he would
miss it, he wouldn't be very
successful as a trader in the
future. And now, it was too
late for him.
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surrounded by guards with
burning stakes and cudgels.
No other choice, but to
surrender. And that
signboard? While falling, it
changed back again to that
familiar piece of paper and
floated steadily under the
bridge.

During dawn and after the
first morning bell, a poor
fisherman walked towards the
quay. Armed with nothing
more than two rods, a jar
filled with worms, a stick-net
and a bucket he sat beside the
water: hoping to catch more
today so he can feed his wife
and three children.
With a deep sigh, he put the

rods in the water and took a
bite of his bread. At that
moment he saw a piece of
paper floating in the water
and fished it up with his stick-
net. Miraculously the paper
was dry immediately so he

could read the text: I wish...
What a weird piece of paper,

the credulous fisherman
thought by himself. Maybe it
is a gift from the water
nymphs for me and he took his
duck feather-quill: I wish...a
fishing boat with a big net in
it, thank you. Lord Denzel! He
folded the paper neatly and let
it float back in the water,
waiting for a miracle. When it
didn't come, Denzel lay on his
back: staring at the sun,
waiting for a fish.
"Hey you, is that your

vessel?". Denzel looked up and
saw two pairs of leather boots
in front of his nose. Then he
looked where they were
pointing and saw surprisingly
a fishing boat in the water.
"Eeuhm...yes lord guard!

That is my boat, is something
the matter?", he said still
disoriented.
"Nothing the matter, sir, but

you know you can't stand here
very long. And if I were you I

would take the west-wind
quickly before the others beat
you to it.", the guard said with
a wink.
"Thank you, Lord, I will go

right away. Have a nice
daylight yourself."
Denzel gathered his stuff

quickly, stepped in the boat
and headed east. He first
thanked the water nymphs (do
they exist, you think?) and
looked at the boat. It wasn't
that big, but it could fit just
two men or woman and in the
back, there was a somewhat
deeper space with round holes
on the outside. He thought for
a minute and then concluded
it was for the fish: that way
they stayed alive and there
was getting too much water in
the boat anyhow. Many
sandglasses later he had his
fish basket pretty full and
floated quietly for a while. He
went more to the shallows, so
he could rest and enjoy the
surroundings. Boink!

"Hey, what's this paper? It
must be something of Caro."
She had found the piece of

paper with the text I wish... on
it and thought that her
daughter wanted to be nice for
her mom. She took her goose
feather-quill and thought a
minute before she wrote down:
I wish...a pretty signboard so
that people would come to my
atelier. She put down her
feather and then went on
sweeping the floor. About half
a sandglass later she was
satisfied with the big cleaning
and put away the broom, floor
cloth and bucket back in the
corner. She walked towards
the shutters, opened it and
suddenly there was a fierce
shimmering in her face!
"Wow, where is that light

coming from? There isn't any
fire or something?" She
stepped towards it and then
saw what it was: a big, wooden
plate with two metal bars on
it. It was dark green and it
said: Coraline's atelier: for all
your cuddly dolls, hand dolls,
play dolls and collectable
dolls! When she looked at it
more closely in the light, she
saw that the letters were
beautifully painted with silver.
For a moment she stood there,
flabbergasted, wondering if
someone had heard her and
gave it as a present. Radiant
as a child on the Celebration
of Whit Sunday-flower she
didn't think of it anymore and
walked outside. Proudly she
hung it up and heard: "Hello,
madame Coraline, isn't it? I
just read what you have put
on your sign and you came as

a miracle fairy godmother on a
wedding. I was looking for a
present for my niece and I was
hoping that you had a
beautiful Coocatha with
purple feathers.", "Oh hello,
and yes. If you will come
inside you can see if there is
something you like, or else I
can make a gorgeous one
within two daylights. Do you
wish a specific pattern and
size?"

Our femfriend was so
cheerful that she got right to
work. The coming two septers
she got busier and she needed
to worry less about her future
and could make more time for
her family. A somewhat elder
lady, who used to be the only
puppet maker in the city, saw
her patronage decline. But she
thought by herself: ah well,
the youth will continue my
work. And yes, on rest-
daylight of the septer Coraline
approached her and asked her
for advice. The old woman
needed to think about it and
said then: "If lady Coraline
wants me as her teacher, then
she needs to help me sell my
old house and let me live in
her attic. And an old woman
like me can't live alone
anymore and it looks much
more gregarious with your
family." Coraline knew that
the elder lady always lived
alone because making puppets
was more than work for her: it
was her calling. So she
accepted and a few daylights
later the old woman taught
Coraline her secrets, helped

Caro recognize medicinal
herbs and taught Father the
secret of a good brew. That
way Father could stop with his
heavy work at the harbour
and sell his concoctions to
dinings in the city.

The night that came was
dark and cloudy. Coraline and
her family were cosy in bed,
the whole neighbourhood was
quiet. The entire
neighbourhood? No, if you
listened closely you could hear
tap-tap-tap. It was sneaking in
the dark, a man who didn't
look too kind. He was about to
cross the street to a dark
corner when the moonlight
came through the clouds. One
shimmer and he stood still,
looked up and saw the
beautiful signboard from the
puppet maker. The silver
sparkled and our thief (that he
was) started lurching greedily
if no one else was around.
When he saw that there was
nobody, he took the board of
the wall. And fast he went on
his big feet. It was a tall,
gangling man with a not-so
ugly mug. But he was
anything but trustworthy, not
someone you would loan a few
ochre's to.
Swiftly he walked beside the

water to the big bridge, once
on the other side he could hide
with ease. But lanky as he
was, unhandy was his middle
name: an exposed tree root
folded his plot and threw him
in the water with a loud
splash! Before he could climb
the wall, he was already
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Who could this old grouser be?
He sounded like someone who
had a lot of ochre's, had an
influence on the rule of the
city and still wasn't blissful. A
real Scrooge McDuck! This old
rulor was lord Eustace. Born
as the son of a small trader
and had worked him up as
rulor of the city. Along the
way, he met not the most
beautiful, but the greatest and
kindest woman. Both didn't
desire any children, but they
did a lot for orphanages (yes,
also that of Mimoe and
Papoe). Now that he got older,
he only thought of his wealth
and the romance between him
and his wife was not just yet
an extinguished candle. His
wife loved him but was afraid
that he wasn't happy
anymore.
"Bah, blissfulness! Blissful

can also be expressed in worth
and then are we the most
blissful people in this city."
Don't understand me wrong,
dear reader: Eustace really
did love her, but he had
forgotten how to express that
love. He walked over to the
city park, to the statue of the
founder, as always to think.
The park was always clean,

but now there lay a piece of
paper. He picked it up and
wanted to throw it away when
he saw what it said: I wish...
"I wish...? What's this now? I

don't do chain-letters, maybe
my dear wants to do it."
He took the paper home, told

his wife and said that she
could write something on it.
She took her swan feather-
quill and didn't need much
time to think: I wish...that my
sweet, sour husband will find
the romance in his heart
again. She folded it, put it
down and went to the market.
When she came back she saw
that the note disappeared and
instead there was an
amazingly beautiful bouquet
on the table!
"Eustace, dear: did you by

me these flowers?", "Flowers?
What flowers?" and he walked
in the room. To his surprise,
he saw that his wife was
indeed holding a beautiful
bouquet...and what he also
saw was that the sun fell
through the window inside.
Suddenly he remembered why
he was married to this lady!
She looked at him with lovely
eyes, he looked back and said:
"Dear, those flowers are for

you but they almost pale in
comparison with your beauty!"
From that moment on Eustace
was once again a friendly
man, one who took his work as
rulor still seriously but with
more pleasure. To celebrate
their rediscovered
blissfulness, he invited all the
people of the four orphanages
that he had helped grow to
celebrate together their
anniversary. The people in the
city now told different stories
about the old man and now
came by with joy for advice.

And, what do you think? Will
Adrianus, Barbaros, Coraline,
Denzel, and Eustace live
happily ever after? I think so.
And the old wishing paper of
the weird old man, whatever
happened to it? Well, it was a
wish for a copper piece and it
died along with the bouquet.
But it took care of those that
needed it. How would I know?
Well, my name isn't Earnest
Esahyah for nothing! And the
most laughable thing I saw in
that tent? That was my
reflection!

Volo quod quilibet potest
ridere ◆

"What was that?", he said
startled. Denzel looked around
and then in the water, he saw
that he bumped a big chest.
He dropped anchor to be sure
and dove into the water. With
a lot of effort, he got the chest
up, but he succeeded. There
was just enough space for the
both of them. He bounded a
couple of fishhooks, straighten
them and put them in the lock
of the chest. Click and the lock
opened. Inside were mostly old
clothes, some trading papers,
and another chest. This one
had three locks, but they were
open swiftly as well: the
saltwater had affected it.
When he looked inside, he
almost dropped it back in the
water. They were various
colours of pearls! Purple,

orange, yellow and even a rare
green one! The fisherman
couldn't believe his eyes and
thought: this must have been
the stolen chest of Baron
Merwe. What a luck that I
found it, because of the water-
law it is mine now! He was
right: everything you find at
sea and when the owner has
passed is yours to keep. He hid
the pearls in his jacket, threw
the little chest back in the big
chest and locked it again.
Then he went as fast as a

swordfish back to the harbour,
tied up the boat and traded
the fish for a cart. With the big
chest, he went home, to his
family. Years later they still
spoke of him: about how old
Denzel had fished up his
fortune thanks to the water

nymphs. A laughable story, if
you don't know the truth, my
friend.

But what about that old
wishing paper from Earnest
Esahyah? That changed back
again after Denzel left it in the
harbour and flew towards the
vibrant centre of the city.
"Does she really not get that

money is the most important?
She is always complaining
that I'm not romantic and that
we're not doing anything
"cosy" anymore. What does one
know of the live of a rulor?
Laws, taxes, rights, values and
norms! But those who have
the money, make the rules! ‘tis
a job to be proud of."
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Namesake
by Ellette Tchey

Poem
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what if I withdraw from what you portrayed me
I am what you are
a simpleton in search of a namesake
but those letters we have are in the shades of black
even grey is intricate that made of black and white micro pixel
the self-dichotomous pattern
made of unique trauma and syndrome
some made their way out of the dotted line to fill signatures
printing faults to call ourselves
such bother to make favorite mistakes
and then there was you, them and the likes of us all
would we stray, move out our own way to find our own days to stay?
burrowing in daytime and fall asleep in the hole at night
but we won’t wait until the sun moves in unfamiliar axis
we’ll spoiled the ink to the sand
again, there we scratched our names vigorously
embracing what may come in dismay
could it be sweet that we are unstable enough that we become unhating
the bags under our eyes
practicing our new graph
the pen may change
the paper may be reprint
but this hand, these fingers, these muscles
destined to defy destiny
an etch one night a time
taking lines, pushing curves
making a namesake to be another simpleton
like you or me and the likes of us all
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Reveillana
by Ellette Tchey
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Reveillana
When she pretends to have insomnia 

It was like any other night He kissed her forehead Hold 
her tight and fall asleep the gift of marriage
Reveillana
When she pretends to have insomnia
and she couldn’t help herself
the milky way formed inside her room secretly

she chocked and deliberately groan
unconsciously crying for his help
sanctified be out of millions of chances
she could fall sleep with a smile

with droplet of tears
or so she thought
that night she’s afraid to be seemed ungrateful
she waited for him to fall asleep
and she did weep
cried her heart out
she did smile
but she stretched them
to fill in the missing context of her nightly woes yet she 
knows too well it is stronger than her will more present 
than her husband
its bond to her heavy
outdating her love

stronger because unnamed
substantial yet unknown
that night of what she wanted has happened but of 
different face as she thought her pearly tears as of the 
twinkling stars her tears disperse on the lonely night 
sky
it was a star shower on her cheeks

but he snoozed away
the sky that night was bright full of glimmers the 
abundance of planets of no one as she laid on his chest
wide for her head to rest
it felt empty

as the vast outer space
can’t feel his caring
and there she still felt unbelonging
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Untitled
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it's not even Friday night yet
but we're close
the ride home evening was beautiful almost mesmerizing
the city night lights signaling
the oddness of what was once curfewed ushering the beginning of the day yet little did we know
the peculiar time
stands out an endearing odd
hiding in plain sights
crowd of lonely individuals
the numerous odds
we are the era of enlightened
in the human period
where we are the closest
has ever the technology brought
lies the loneliest odds of all times no walls or ideas divided us
but the oddity as the mind expands our self is restraining oddly
transcripts of the one second dream memory the odds finally named
the late-night discussions on niche forums multi-tasking birth multiple insights but oddly conscious grow
finally distinguishing wants and needs
yet odd what we do out of loneliness running away from each other chasing their manic pixie girls chasing their tall, 
dark, mysterious men chasing of what ought to be
chasing pixy dust
chasing taller and taller shadows darker than mine, darker than theirs dust in our eyes
dust in our breath
odd what loneliness could make us do The odd ones out
the odd wants out

2020, Acrylic Painting by DENALI
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leaning against. She hoped to
see me again soon, she said,
putting a hand on
my forearm. She wished me a
lot of contemplation and
reflection and gave me a
short, wordless hug when we
said goodbye, ending with
a soft kiss on my mouth. Then
Aliza turned away from me
and didn't look back.
In the first hours on the

bike, I confirmed myself in
covering at least a hundred
kilometers every day, pref-
erably as hard as possible. I
had to prove I could still do it.
Grey Four might find me
unsuitable as Director Mar-
keting & Clients, but as a
cyclist I showed no signs
of wear. That contemplation
came sometime, I told myself,
first kicking that annoying
farewell from my body.

It made cycling harder than
expected. My head was just
not there and certainly with a
little headwind my legs
became very heavy. One
afternoon I spent a long time
in a fish restaurant without
enjoy ing it a moment. It felt
like playing truant. In my
diary I triumphantly wrote
that I was lounging at the
expense of Grey Four, but
mean while I followed every
half hour all stock prices, a
habit built up in almost
twenty years. I was also
constantly looking for news
about Medtech, the company
that had determined who I
was for so long: Anton Jacobs,
the investor with the greatest
interest in Medtech, the best-

performing stock exchange
fund! The man who could read
and write with Medtech's vain
and headstrong chairman.
Cursing on the strong wind,

I forced myself to a first
exercise in moderation. Why
rush, I wondered. I'd better
hang around in a harbor
seafood restaurant for a few
hours than drive past it, bent
over the handlebar, annoyed
by sheep gates slamming too
quickly. After all, no one was
waiting for me at home.
Neither in the office.
Eventually I began to see that
circumstances played a game
with me, over and over again,
without becoming unreason-
able. One day the wind
stopped me, a day later it blew
me on; the ferry that
would unexpectedly leave
hours later was suddenly
waiting for me the next day.
There were also several roads
leading to the next desti-
nation, I realized, even
shorter ones. Nobody forced
me to follow the coastal path
from the road book carefully.
In about four weeks I only had
to be on that island, where I
had booked for three nights in
a hostel, hidden deep in the
dunes.

So on the tenth day I cycled
with relief to a ferry that cut
me about a hundred kilo-
meters from the planned
route. The wind came from
south-west, half in the back,
the clouds were low. Every
now and then a car passed
me, tractors had started the
first round of hay in the

fields. By ten o'clock I fastened
my bicycle to the railing
and saw the kiosk open, a
wooden shed built on a
platform. Two large plates of
cake were carried inside.
“The apple cake please”, I

said after a little hesitation
and made eye contact with
the woman who presented the
options to me. The next boat
didn't leave until half past
eleven, she said, so I had
plenty of time. She came to
bring the coffee with the apple
cake to my table and allowed
me eye contact again. She was
a tall woman, with thick,
wavy hair, pulled back in a
tail. She looked nothing like
Aliza, who was frail and
almost always wore her long
ash-blonde hair loose.
I took a sip of coffee and

quietly scanned all the details
of my bike, the helmet on the
saddle, the two black water
bottles, the beautiful titanium
frame. My gaze lingered for a
long time on the backpack that
stood still against the rear
wheel. It slowly became a
still life that I captured with
my phone.

It wasn't until my second
coffee that I noticed the huge
container ships. They came
from both directions, to and
from the sea, on their way to
the port to unload, or fully
loaded on their way to
Shanghai or Istanbul, maybe
Amsterdam. The ferry didn't
care about those big structures
in the river. Within ten
minutes, it was on the other
side, where I clicked on the

I stand here, barefoot in the
dunes, amazed to see a man
spinning a woman in his
arms, like ballet dancers in an
exercise. They are naked, in
the surf of the sea; he tanned,
she wrinkled, rather a son
happy with the vitality of his
mother than a couple celebrat-
ing love. I stand here and
doubt everything.

Six weeks of cycling brought
me closer to myself, but not
closer to a plan, a future,
work, family. Each pedal
stroke pumped up a sense of
freedom and narrowed the
desire for structure.
I thought of Aliza when the

wind was strong or when the
hill got too steep. I thought of
her waking up, waiting for the
ferry or walking naked into
the sea myself from a
completely deserted beach.
I last saw Aliza the

afternoon before my depar-
ture, when we were drinking
white wine on a terrace by the
river. Why don't you
cycle with me for the first few
days, I suggested. It must
have sounded desperate. This
woman was a primal mother
who had just reunited with
the father of her four children,
a woman I never kissed,

who showed no initiative to
me as long as I knew her.

She was merely concerned,
she said. She wondered if I
knew what I was getting
myself into, if I was not
burning all ships behind me.
"Everyone is sometimes fired
in his life, or suffers damage,
you now too. Maybe you just
stayed with Grey Four for too
long. Think of it as an educa-
tional experience, nothing
more, nothing dramatic.”
"It feels that way."
"You make it yourself,

Anton. You could have left
yourself a year ago, or five
years ago: now they have said
goodbye to you. And
they gave you money to find
another job. No more.”
"It was a farewell without

shine. You know that too.”
One Monday evening, my boss
asked me by text to come to
his room at 10am the next
morning. Philip became
Marketing & Clients Director,
he told me, somewhat
nervous, played casually. “We
give you two annual salaries
for your almost twenty years
of employment. And we think
it's better if you leave right
away. You are probably no
longer required to settle our
interest in Medtech. That is

up to our lawyers."

No doubt he still blamed me
for the loss of this out-of-
control in vestment. Either
way it made my future at this
company without a chance.
He handed me the resignation
letter and said I could look
back on a largely successful
period "with the country's
most ambitious asset
manager."
I nodded and took the

elevator down, ignoring all
staff. The next day I sent a
couple of befriended col-
leagues a goodbye mes-
sage, after which I walked to
the bicycle shop for the most
beautiful travel bike imagi-
nable. I saved nothing, as if
every euro I spent on the
bicycle was paid directly by
Grey Four, as if it was not
charged to my own capital,
which I may still need
urgently to start my own in
vestment fund. Or when I
unexpectedly would not find a
job again or if I all of a
sudden consider to stay on the
road for six months.

The price of the gear hub
alone was equal to twenty
nights in the type of bed and
breakfast the bike was now



pedals and sprinted up the slope
without any effort. The ambition
was back. I was rewarded with
mostly long straight paths, all
flat. Only those countless fencing
that kept the sheep in check
took me out of my rhythm.
Hanging over my handlebars I
had to open them, push the bike
past them and hope
they wouldn't close against my
rear wheel.
Every 20-25 kilometers I

stopped for coffee or something
to eat. And to take notes, to
capture images of the day in
words, not to lose ideas about
my future. It was a routine that I
would sharpen further per
cycling day. And I always wrote
about Aliza, the beautiful unat-
tainable woman, whom I could so
eagerly long for, even though
she was hiding in her cocoon at
home.

At breakfast I always sent her a
six-word story and before I
went to sleep a short impression
of the day. Ten days, seventeen
messages, zero responses. I
decided it didn't bother me. That
it shouldn't bother me. That I
just wanted to enjoy her
presence and not wonder why
she kept me at bay or why she
didn't respond to my stories.
The choice between messages or
not was made quickly. The
suggestion that she read
everything drove me to another
message, to the
next destination.
She cycled in front of me,

called to me from afar, I let her
do everything that enhanced the
melancholy. Aliza Huijgevoort

effortlessly penetrated into the
space that was released behind
the disappeared blockades, a
woman I fell in love with, in
silence 22 years ago and whom I
unexpectedly saw again early in
the year. At 10:30 on a Tuesday
morning, she walked into the
boardroom of Medtech to give
a presentation about a stock
plan. A mother of four, who then
lived separately from her
husband.
Around six o’clock that day I

took a room in a seaside family
hotel and walked through the
harbor to the beach. On a bench,
I opened my e-reader and
tapped the book I started
reading the night before. A
cruise ship lay on the horizon,
the only sign of life that the
calm sea revealed this evening.
The beach was also completely
deserted.
Peering over the water, I put

the e-reader next to me and
folded my polo shirt and pants
over it. Very well I felt a new
restlessness in my body. On the
way to the flatwater surface,
over which the sun quickly lay a
ribbon full of Christmas lights, I
lowered my boxer to my ankles
and got out. How long would it
take for the ship to enter port?
How many steps did I have to
take in the cold, shallow
water before I got noticed?

It was high tide, the water kept
rippling around my knees, so
that after a hundred meters of
wading I suddenly became very
aware of my gender. I felt her
eyes rest on it, finally, after 22
years of waiting, of doubt and

fear, finally there was that long-
desired liberating fee
ling.
She turned and walked next to

me again, stopped her step
and looked at my white
buttocks, the red spots and the
bumps. She laughed at it,
sweetly and softly, grabbed my
hips and let her hand slowly
slide down my pubic hair, as if
pulling a comb through the hair
of her youngest son a boy I
didn't know. In a pale summer
dress, she ran ahead of me,
barefoot; she still didn’t allow me
more of her body, even not then,
while relieving me of my last
shame. Suddenly I was no
longer a naked man with her,
with brown attachments on
a stark white body ... I ran after
her with a laugh, grabbed her
waist and fell forward ... alone.
Without anyone knowing about

it, I floated on my stomach in
the sea for minutes. It was as if
I no longer existed for her, as if
that last kiss by the river were
her farewell to a friendship that
should never have been there.
How plausible was it that I

would see her naked body
turning pirouettes in the surf of
a vast sea? That this primeval
mother would leave her family
behind for a while to indulge in a
love that only brought joy to
herself?
I had become a jammer,

someone who could slip into her
life for five minutes a day, like
toothpaste on her toothbrush,
with a word joke sent by text
message or a mini-travelogue.
She stopped responding. Every

message to me was a betrayal to
her, as something she could
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her hand on my forearm, since
she casually slipped
her multicolored scarf over
her shoulder and began to
present her plan, I longed for
her permanent hug. Not a few
seconds before parting by the
river, but forever. I wanted to
feel her every moment of the
day, in an open tent, when
the sky turns dark. She
became my foothold, my
refuge.

If I can't put it on the
calendar at home, then I don't,
she always explained when I
asked her for dinner, a movie
or a drink at the end of the
working day. She could say
that very pleasantly, without
get ting angry or taking a
reproachful tone. She always
gave me the im pression that
she liked me, but I never got
the feeling that she liked to
see me. She would never use
words like love, loving or
darling she made clear to me.
She loved her children "and
also the animals, those who
are defenseless.” There was
little room for adult men.
She loved going out to the

sea with her children and the
two dogs, she said in our first
private conversation after
seeing her again. “I can really
enjoy the vastness, or small
villages in the dunes, a
fish auction.” We ate a goat
cheese salad and at my
suggestion we had a glass of
white wine with it. I heard
love in the tone of her voice,
I saw it in the soft eyes she
looked at me when she said

something.
“Do you actually like biking,"

I asked her. From 22 years ago
I couldn't remember her as an
active cyclist.
"Yes," she replied, slightly

flirtatiously. Before they got
married, she forced her
husband to take her on a ten-
day cycling trip through the
Dordogne. It was something
she wanted to do with a friend,
but after they slept together,
she preferred to go with him.
When she returned, she was
pregnant with their son, I
calculated for myself.
Or deceived myself.
It stings.
It was still stinging. It stung

as long as I was on the road.
This hostel was nothing but a
large sleeping tent, amidst the
dunes, where I had asked for
a sea-view room. Also, for the
next three days I would sleep
alone, contented with images
of a dream-woman, tormented
with the thought of a phantom
love. She would lie next to me
like an amputated body part. I
would look at her when she
got out of bed naked to make
breakfast for her four school-
aged children.

With difficulty I start to
walk, stiff and unwilling, the
resistance of the unknown,
the knowledge that there is
not even a plan for the
day anymore, that I have to
get out of my rhythm of
waking up, having breakfast,
a message to Aliza, viewing
the route, drink coffee, zip
up the backpack and hit the

road; 20-25 kilometers to the
first stop. I see her fiddling
away from me again,
gracefully, like a doe, with
a straight back. She does not
look back this time either.

Do I really have to give
myself on this island to the
self-chosen emptiness? Why
again? Why did I wanted to
stay here for three nights? If I
buy a lightweight tent
tomorrow, which I hang in a
waterproof bag under the
cross tube of the travel bike, I
can go wherever I want. You
can make plans everywhere,
isn’t it.
Was it not my ultimate

travel experience to lie with
Aliza Huijgevoort in a tent on
a fjord? Was it not for over
twenty years the highest
conceivable happiness in my
life?
In each of my daydreams,

that tent was open on one side
and we looked out together, to
the high mountains across the
water. Together, in zipped
sleeping bags, spoons folded
together, my hand around her
right breast.

Shortly before leaving home,
I sent her a photo of my
bicycle, the backpack half
against the front wheel. I had
captured the travel bike from
at least six different positions.
In between, I moved the
backpack two more times and
turned the handlebars to give
the front wheel a slightly
more active stance. Standing

never explain to her children
later.

I take a deep breath and rub
the sand out of my face again.
I very well feel the scorched
skin on my cheek and upper
arm, caused by being exposed
to the sun for too long. It had
never occurred to me that I
could fall asleep, although
since I waded through the low,
ripple-less water, I had
slumped every day in the late
afternoon. This hollow in the
dunes turned out to be soft as
a hotel bed; the swirling of
the seagulls as soothing as the
sounds from my headphones.
The naked man and woman

walk entangled onto the
beach, his hand on her
shoulder, hers around his
waist. The salty water
drips from their arms, drops
in the afternoon sun, crystals
on their bodies. They don't
show any interest in me,
probably didn't even notice
me. They pick up their towels
and start to dry slowly,
talking to each other, it
seems. I am amazed at how
happy they keep looking,
how easily they touch each
other. They put on their
bathrobes and hug slightly.
How likely is it that I will

ever embrace my mother on
that family beach? Was the
dinner of three weeks ago in
our home village the most
achievable for me? Or could it
be the beginning of a
normalized relationship that
would bring us back to an
intimate moment in the

seaside resort where we used
to go on holiday with the six of
us, in a rented mobile home?
When my father was still
alive.

Another hour and then the
hostel opens, the tentative end
goal of my bike ride. My gaze
focuses on the bicycle, which
is against the facade, the
helmet half on the saddle. I
have to ask if I can store
it somewhere, which I forgot
to do when booking. Here on
the island, I want to limit
myself to walking and
swimming.
The couple walks in front of

me laughing. My eyes go from
their snow-white bathrobes to
their slippers. The woman's
nails are pain ted red. Would
they take a shower together in
their holiday home? Were
these people from the city,
who left their luxury
penthouse in the summer for
a thatched log villa on this
island? Was this man
still working?
Suddenly I saw in him a

former investment banker,
who had disciplined himself in
sauna and gym. And now
every afternoon went dancing
with his wife in the surf of the
sea before a glass of
whiskey came to the table at
home. On sunny days maybe a
gin-tonic.
At the end of April, there

was a meeting with the
American investors who
wanted to take Medtech off
the stock exchange. They
were assisted by bankers,

men in expensive suits, with
understated ties, woven
mainly from one color; only
red and blue, if I remember
correctly. During dinner at a
renowned restaurant, I was
the only one without a tie, a
statement that baffled or even
irritated my boss. He and
Philip had better understand
what the code was, as was
Med tech's board delegation. I
don't know if it was the
missing tie, but after dinner
my boss told me I didn't have
to be in the negotiations. “Why
not?”
"You are quite emotionally

involved, Anton”, he said, “We
should also be able to fall
back on someone if we have a
break." During dinner I had
already noticed that the
chairman of the board hardly
looked at me anymore.

Medtech was withdrawn
from the stock market, with
our interest shrinking to a
third of the value it had a year
earlier. In the car on the way
home, I felt humiliated and
miserable. Acceptation
fought with anger. In a short
message from a parking lot, I
suggested Aliza go to the
movies together. She
responded favorably. And
fast.
“Good idea!”, she wrote, “I'll

see if I can do that. Really!
How was your meeting?”
Since that day, of our

reunion, when she walked into
the board room of Medtech in
a black wool dress, smiled her
smooth white teeth, and put
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against a lamppost, I then
searched my phone's screen
for the best picture, posted it
to her in a message, and
started typing. Just in time I
saw the absurdity of the
situation, picked up the bike
and stalled it in the hall of my
house.
Standing in front of the

music installation in the large
living room, overlooking a
square, I tried to find the
words that would justify my
emotion with the new bicycle.
I couldn't do it. I put the pho
ne down, turned on the radio,
and flipped through the
newspaper. In the meantime,
I thought feverishly about
sentences for the
bicycle photo. To save time, I
gave her a ring tone of her
own so that I would know it
was her if my phone beeped or
rang on the way.
My bike is now in about the

same position against the

wooden wall as in the photo I
finally sent her. It was as if
that photo had to complete
the image she had of me. If I
wanted to show her the
adventurer, the man who
accepted no limits, who could
leave whenever he wanted.
The bicycle as a symbol of
freedom, the bicycle that let
my thoughts flow, like the
water in the sea, cranked by
pedals clicked at my feet, by a
woman who had dominated
my life for 22 years.

Without Aliza, there would
be no thoughts. Thoughts on
Aliza were richer. The bike
did nothing but excite them in
intensified con centration as I
rode away from her,
increasing the distance
between us with each pedal
stroke.
I pulled myself together.
I will make those three

nights. And then I move on.

Or back. Or I'll stay here.

When I cross the path to get
to my bike, I effortlessly
recognize the footprints of the
man and the woman, those of
the investment banker much
more articulated than those of
the ballerina.
Perhaps he now grinds the

coffee beans, or selects a
whiskey bottle, the ice
tinkling in the tumbler. I see
him standing, wide-
legged, still in a bathrobe,
while the woman rinses off in
the bathroom, seeks out
lingerie and takes off a simple,
yet colorful summer
dress from the hanger.

She smiles when she hears
him calling. She leaves the
lingerie on the bed; the dress
glides smoothly on her soft
skin. ◆
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Waiting
by André van Hooren
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I looked for words on empty pages I shared endless stories 
with empty chairs I waited a long and empty morning And 
I embraced emptiness as was it love
I heard a door opening once and again I heard heels 
tapping on the wooden floor I saw a braid of your lovely 
long hair And I embraced faith as a new love
You taught me how to live with denial Taught me why to 
yearn for rejection How to write from my deepest fantasy
Characters naturally find their way Words fluently fall 
into their rhythm I will arise, this verse is nearly done!
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Skin
by Anita Varghese
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'The feather-like rosy skin' etched on my tiny heart
when I didn't even spell it right!
Fairytales and fables painted it glorious,
Prince Charming and good fortune as perks.
Painting my fairies white gained me stars.
My fairest crayon christened as 'skin color'.
Skin turned the fairest thing to me -
white like milk with a pinch of saffron petal!
Soon did the analogy become anatomy -
the man-made science of skin,
gendered and stereotyped.
My dusky skin stood out,
I felt betrayed, hence despised.
The weight of my skin like smoked rubber,
got heavier before the mirror, under the sun,
amidst those cold staring eyes around.
My skin wept every pores.
Trying to brush off the dusky hue, I sweat.
Parlors got rich, my pride at loss.
Genes hold ‘Boston Tea Party’ within,
and I am brown without!
But, cut me open, I am red.
Cut the fairy open, she is red.
Cut the Prince Charming open, he is red.
Alike within, in red - the color of life,
why do we need color palettes outside?!!
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by Elise Lorenz
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The flames encompass the papers
Until only a few words left
Then also them

Finally burned
To oblivion
Never to be seen
Again

Ashen paper
The only thing left
Burnt to a crisp
Curling into itself
Becoming ribbons
Of dust

Disappearing in seconds
Not enough
To hold onto this world
Only enough
To let go
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Harbor
by Elise Lorenz
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The night sky’s shadow
On the glistening water
Sparkling with the late evening sun
Only hoping
Someone will wade in it

Waiting for hours
Days
Years

Waiting
Hoping
Watching

Until one day
Someone finally comes
To walk in its depths
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Brother Haki & Sister Suki
Steve A. Hetem
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people in their homes and
driving or running past them
without seeing them. It
seemed like they were
invisible!
"Look Suki, can you see that

light too? Let's have a look and
see if we can hide there from
the wind. Maybe there is even
a bench to sleep on."

As cheerful as his words
sounded, he felt just as cold
inside. He could not even
remember when someone said
something nice to them, way
too long ago.
They walked towards the

weak light and a few minutes
later they arrived at a big
lake. At the lake lay a big,
wooden boat where the light
came from. It was a peculiar
hulk to see, it looked wider
than tall. The masts were

broken, and the sail looked
like a limp cloth. The light
came from the hull of the boat,
which seemed deep.

Carefully they walked across
the pier and were hesitant of
stepping on the boat. But then
it felt like the wind pushed
them forward, the wood
creaked and then it got silent.
"Haki, did you feel that?

Something pushed me
forward; I'm starting to get
scared.", "Don't be, it was just
the wind. Come, let's have a
look."
Step by step they walked the

stairs, downwards. The door
wasn't locked. It was very
dark inside, and halfway
through the heard a soft
grumble. While they continued
to walk, it got louder. In the
hull, their eyes needed to

adjust to the dark. Curious as
they were, they softly walked
towards the grumble. It
sounded like those motorized
bikes rich girls got from their
daddy, but not quite. They
were close now, close to where
the light and sound were
coming from. Haki felt around
and then he opened the door.
They clearly could hear the
sound now. They were a bit
frightened, but brother and
sister still entered.
"I'm afraid: I can't see

anything, and that sound is
scary", said Suki and she put
her back against the wall.
Click and then there was a
brighter light. It hurt on their
eyes for a while, but when
they could open them again,
they finally could see where
the scary sound came from.

Here we are again, all so
cozy near the fireplace. Each
with a cup of hot cocoa with
whipped cream or a mug of tea
in hand. In the background,
Christmas carols are playing,
while outside the howling of
the strong wind sounds. Just a
few nights more of sleep and
then it's time again to sit
around the Christmas-tree
with on the table a big ham,
fresh Christmas bread out of
the oven and other delicacies.
Laughing, talking, singing
and waiting until the clock
sounds: then it is time to wish
each other a merry Christmas
and unwrap the presents.
But did you know that not

everyone has such a beautiful
feast or that not every person
has a good meal every day? Of
course, we all know the stories
of poor children across the sea,
but also in our own country,
we have sad kids walking
around. Kids who do not have
enough to eat every day.
By chance, I happen to know

the story of two children, a
brother and a sister, who only
had each other and lived on
the street. It is very sad, but
also a beautiful story. It is a
unique, true story. Do you
really want to hear this story?
Well then…

This story started on a cold,
bleak winter night. The wind
had already blown through
the whole night; it looked like
she would never stop. Because
of the full moon, you could see
that there was hardly anyone
out on the streets. Was
everybody at home then,
warming up? No, not everyone
was. In a dark alley, behind
big dumpsters, were two
young children hiding from
the weather.
Both were wearing an

outworn coat with holes in
them, and a cloth bound
around their hands instead of
mittens or gloves. Their shoes
were dry though, but they
looked like they could fall
apart any moment now. The
eldest, Haki, was a silent,
calm boy who did everything
to protect his sister. He made
sure that she always had
something to eat, even if he
got almost nothing. He was
not much of a talker, but you
could notice about him that he
always could hear what was
happening around him.
Suki on the other hand

asked him questions
endlessly: where did the sun
come from, why does it rain,
how many birds are there, and
so on and so forth. She was

very curious and likes to know
everything, Haki answered
every time as long as he could.
They were inseparable these
two, but also because they had
no one else. Sometimes the
other street rats gave them
something, but they had it
hard enough themselves.
Especially around this time,
when the sun hardly shuns,
and you had to do everything
to keep yourself warm.
"Ksshh, away with you!

Filthy street children!". The
cook of the restaurant on the
corner came outside to throw
away some garbage. Brother
and sister got scared to death
and scurried away. They
didn't want to fight, and the
man looked very angry.
"Where do we need to sleep

now? I'm so cold!", "I know
Suki. But don't worry, I'll find
a warm place for us, better
than this nasty alley.”
Together they walked

through the street, passing al
the festive lit houses where
people were stuffing
themselves with the best
goodies. Almost everywhere it
seemed like a cozy celebration,
with family members that
came from all around the
country with presents. They
started to feel a little sad
when they saw all those
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Suddenly the images and
sound changed and now he
saw a big, white dragon that
looked like a dog, with a little
boy on his back.
"...Look Falkor, there they

go! Let's get them!..." and
together they flew after some
bullies that ran away scared.
Quickly Haki ran back into

the small room and told his
sister what he had seen.
Together they discovered how
they could operate the screens
and buttons and play
everything that they liked.
"...Oh boy, ha-ha: look

Pluto...", "...Just a spoonful of
sugar makes the medicine go
down...", "...Hi, I'm Casper: the
friendly ghost...", "...I have a
feeling we're not in Kansas
anymore...", "...Hey Scooby, old
pal? Scooby Doo where are
you?..."...

Meanwhile, it was blowing
harder outside, and the boat
started to rock on the water.
But brother and sister did not
even notice, they were
enjoying all the beautiful
people in the moving pictures
that they forgot the world
around them. Gone was the
cold, gone was the hunger and
gone was the loneliness
especially.

They might not understand
what was said in those moving
images, but they were so
hypnotized. For all they care
everything around them could
have vanished into the great
big nothing and even then

they would not have noticed
anything!
Outside the wind pulled the

boot, increasingly harder until
the weak rope gave in and the
boat floated freely on the
water. As a speck in the sky.
Pushed by the wind, it floated
further from the side until the
boat with brother and sister
on it stopped halfway across
the lake.
They were so into their in

the world of film that they did
not even notice where the
movie stopped, and their own
dreams began. Haki dreamed
about a ticking crocodile, a
living car and a friendly ghost.
Suki her dreams were about
talking mice, a miss that flies
with an umbrella and pretty
dresses. They were so happy;
nothing could take away this
amazing Christmas eve from
them.
While they were in their

most fulfilling sleep, in the
room next to them the
generator broke down. Outside
the wind laid still and the
hulking boat floated slowly to
the other side of the lake.
Like one of the forty thieves,

the cold entered into the big
room. Haki and Suki were
lying close to against each
other, but you can not stop the
harsh winter frost easily. Very
slowly they entered the
deepest sleep of their life,
never to awaken again. They
were two little children that
found their biggest happiness
of the world on their last
night.
The next morning the owner

looked surprised when his

partner was at the door telling
him that their bankrupt,
floating film theatre was on
the other side of the lake.
Together they drove over there
and apparently someone had
called the ambulance, the fire
department and the police.
When they asked what was
the matter, they heard the
whole story.
Two kids who had crawled

inside had feasted upon the
food that had not cleared out
yet. When the generator
broke, they had to surrender
themselves to that harsh
monarch that calls himself
king Winter.

So you see, there is still
enough misery in the world.
But Haki and Suki were
eventually much happier than
a lot of those spoiled kids of
nowadays.
So listen to Earnest Esahyah

and hear my message:
gaudent quod habetis. ◆

It appeared to be a big
generator; apparently, people
forgot to turn it off. It was a
big room with various posters
of actors and actresses on the
walls. On the right side near
the generator, was a long bar
that was partly made of glass.
Behind that glass lay different
price tags with names on
them; it seemed like there
were candy, chocolate and
other sweets being sold. On
the other side of the room was
another door, a wooden folding
door that could open to both
sides. Suki looked at her
brother and grabbed his hand:
"You want to go in there?
What if there is a scary
animal?". Haki looked back
and smiled reassuring, held
her hand tight and together
they walked through the
folding door.
There turned out to be a big

space behind the door, filled
with chairs. All were neatly in
a row, facing one side of the
hull. At the backside of those
chairs, on the side of where
they came through the door,
were on both sides two more
bars. And in the corners were
big, metal cabinets.
"Haki, what are those

cabinets? What is in them?
And why are there only chairs
and no tables?"
He needed to think for a

minute because he also never
saw such doors: "I don't know,
let's just open them and see. It
can't be that bad, we're all
alone here. Don't be scared
now!”

The cabinet was twice his
length and there was a long
handle on the shiny door.
With the two of them, they
opened it and whoosh, a cold
stream of air blew in their
faces. At that moment their
eyes started to twinkle, it
looked like they arrived in
wonderland. The refrigerator,
because that is what it was,
was packed with food!
Containers filled with chicken
legs, hunks of cheeses, a
drawer full of apples, pears
and other fruit, bottles filled
with bubbly water and richly
decorated pies. They couldn't
believe it!
"Ouch! What did you do that

for?", and Haki rubbed his
arm.
"I needed to pinch you to see

if we're not dreaming, right?",
Suki said with a puckish
smile. Haki could laugh about
it, because for the first time in
a long while he felt blissful.
Right away he started to look
for something to sit on, a rug
and started to take all kinds of
deliciousness out of the
refrigerator. When they
stalled out different things
they begin to eat, it was a true
feast for them. The bubbly
water stung their eyes and
after some time their faces
were covered with cream from
the pie. Grinning they looked
at each other: they tasted
everything just to miss
nothing…they still did not
believe that it was no dream.
After their feast, they

walked with their bellies full
to the front of the room. But

there they saw only a white
wall. Next to the wall was a
smaller room with all kinds of
different handles and buttons.
Blue buttons, yellow ones,
green ones and a big red
button. Suki lost her first
fears and immediately pushed
the button.
"What are you doing? You

don't what will happen.", her
brother looked startled.
But then lights lit up

everywhere and it looked like
everything was decorated.
Their eyes got wide; it all was
so beautiful. Then he let his
sister push some more
buttons...and then they saw
beside them turn on several
screens. All were different.
"Oooh, how pretty. Those

are moving pictures of little
people."
When she stepped back to

get a better look, she tripped
and grabbed a green handle
by accident.
"...just around the river

bend...", "Wow, listen Haki!
What a beautiful voice, I wish
I could sing so pretty. Who is
that girl?", "I have no idea, but
it is gorgeous."
He let her play for a while

and entered the big room
again. At that moment he saw
that the light was turned off
and that something was
moving on the white wall. He
sat down on a chair and saw a
moving picture of a girl that
was sailing in a canoe. He also
could hear here from the wall:
"...What's around the river
bend..."
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The Dancing Molecules
by Gordon Lewis
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The dancing molecules
Oh how they swirl
Around our bodies
In the energetic field
Like ballerinas
They perform
Their enchanted movement
To entice the crowd
Into a hypnotic dream
We live in biome
Of cells and atoms
All making music and art
In their magical behavior
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by Gordon Lewis
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Love is Eloquent
How can I say no to it? 
Immerse me in Joy
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Ode to the Goddess
by Gordon Lewis
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The ideal Grace, Oh how I love thee
The sparks flew from the moment we met
A thousand stars live in thine eyes

We dreamed a thousand dreams
Only to live out the reality
Our endless love in the cosmos

The stardust that made us be 
We have aligned the planets
To fall under the spell of Venus

Ode to the Goddess 
Immortal being of abundance
We are mesmerized by the beauty
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When
Written by Lisa F. Gullo (1967-2018)
Edited by Victoria Hyla Maldonado
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When do you know
If your life has meaning
If anyone noticed
That you were even breathing

When do you know
If your life was worth it
If anyone noticed
That you didn’t quit

When do you know
If your life touched another
If anyone noticed
How much you were a lover

When do you know
If your life came true
If anyone noticed
You did what you were meant to

When do you know
If your life was good enough
If anyone noticed
That you grew up

When do you know
If your life gave love
If anyone noticed
How much they were thought of

When do you know
If your life ceased
If anyone noticed
You were finally at peace 
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Future Might
by Moni Brar
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I was a black hole once.
Now, I am a small slip
of light
or a sharp-sided hurricane.
I learned the word escape
too young,
the word freedom
too late.
My claws scrape bone.
I fish out his eyes,
fill the sockets
with bark dust.
The deep trees hide
my beastly matter.
His body an empty vessel
that I fill and fill.
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The Art of Being Real
by Moni Brar
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I’m told to write Book Club books, books that will sell, with topics that 
Karens can relate to, with characters that Reese can play
with worlds that are easy to imagine and homes that are just so. I’m told to 
write sonnets with metaphors and imagery and similes
and shit like that. But don’t you know I come from the land of 
ghazals, kirtan and mantras that make a sonic boom in your cosmic 
universe?
I come from poets who wrote books as thick as your waist, descend from 
women who couldn’t write but could recite songs and stories
handed down 14 generations, from men who punched holes through mud 
walls and women for 14 generations. I wrote stories about
neem branches, slender peepal trees and tahli saplings. I won’t 
write about the softness of larch or whispering pines or young aspen
as straight as a white man’s back. Instead, I’ll run
into this poem FULL-TILT! à la Salman Rushdie. I’ll gather up
all of midnight’s children to peer through perforated bedsheets to write 
poems of people mirroring nations and people who are
nationless. I’ll run FULL-TILT! to throw my hands into vats of 
mango, lime and ginger pickles, to swim neck deep in spices and temples.
I’ll run FULL-TILT! to tell you I’m tired of being a mind reader and let this 
smile slip from my face and land at your feet.
I’ll let my arms hang loose like a scarecrow’s but not a scared crow’s and 
practice the art of being real.
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Scribblerstad
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The neglected piece of land
looked at the fallow sky. It
looked just like itself except
for the color blue. There was a
slight bustle, a slight
movement among the firm
stalks.
Aboy approached him,

trampled on its hard sand. His
expressions were concealed by
dark mud, his brows were
sweating. He looked around,
scared and sorry, his eyes
caught his hands. One of them
was drenched in red liquid.
His other hand held a dolphin
toy. Only a mile was in
between him and his humble
little house in the corner of
the neglected grounds.

The feeble looking cottage
held its structure pretty well.
The wind chimes still swung
smoothly and carelessly. He
stopped for a moment, tying
the dolphin but the string

always seemed to slip away.
He was frustrated, at last the
thing was tied, hanging
precariously. The door was
kicked open.
He locked the door and hid

under the rickety bed, his
hands shivering. His eyes
moved towards the bread
lying on the table. He can’t
move now, anytime soon there
will be an attack. He will die,
he will die, and the bullet will
never miss his chest. That was
what he was told of.

It was tempting. He looked at
the clock, 3:23 pm. Anytime
soon. He waited for the
minutes to pass quickly. “I am
going to die,” he thought. “But
why should my stomach be
dying even before it is dead, it
needs the bread” . He pushed
his way through the table.
Happy that he was brave,
happy he made a decision.
The bread tasted better. His

mind worked only on chewing
the thing, the door opened.
The Man came just like he
said.

“Ah,” the Man said, smiling
at him polishing the bread.
The small piece of the bread
was tucked into his pockets.
The pistol aimed at his chest.
‘My last chance,’ the boy
thought. But he promised that
he would die, but not too soon.
There was a lot to do, for
himself and for others.
He quickly slid down, rolling

like a soda bottle over him.
The Man was furious.
“I live, I live” the boy

shouted running through the
neglected land. It does not
seem the same anymore. Not
to his eyes. The dolphin
continued to swing happily till
it time came. ◆
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Untitled
by Karissa Moura
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All my life I’ve wanted to get away,
Always held back by silly things,
Sacrifices and age,
Now I’m older and freedoms my friend,
My hands on the wheel of life,
And my heart, it just can’t stop singing.
I wish I knew what I know now,
When I was younger,
Weaker and willing to play by other people’s rules,
Frightened by divinity, shadows,
Taught by fools,
Trying too hard to be cool.
Sentimentality has no place here,
And nostalgia is someone I’ve yet to meet,
The present is such a wild thing,
That’s got me by my tongue and teeth,
My hands on the wheel of life,
And my heart, well it just can’t stop singing.
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The Human Blueprint
by Karissa Moura
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All laws are made up and words are too,
Don’t forget healing,
Feelings and sacrilegious rules.
All laws are made up and the world is too,
Perception infection and rhythm and blues,
Fancy a good time,
Put on your dancing shoes,
This life is not made for me and you,
This day and age is rotten and cruel.
Up, down, left, right,
No one knows what to do,
Let’s beat each other up,
Well, isn’t that a fight?
Let’s tear up all our roots,
Lets battle over dirt,
While we bury the truth.
Loopholes like voids in the chest and snotty attitudes,
Like pseudo intellects and inauthentic mewls,
Like righteous activists who are really just fools,
Even I’m a fucking tool.
All laws are made up and words are too,
And none of it matters,
None of us do.

2020, Acrylic Painting by DENALI



“
“

Untitled
by Karissa Moura

Poem

LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 113112 LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 

I’ve been dreaming of this day,
I am finally free of the woman I used to be.
Though I still have her hair,
Though I still have her stare,
Though I still see pictures of her everywhere,
Though I still have her hands,
Though I still have her feet,
Though I still carry the things that she’s seen,
I have finally put her to sleep.
I have given her to the world,
And now I’ve found peace.
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On a Lack of Introspection, Acceptance, 
and the Future: A Series of Questions
Karissa Moura
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when consequence is shoved
away? when acceptance is
masked by agenda? When we
fail to realize that all we
currently are, is all that has
ever been? And the dent we so
desperately wish to form, the
recognition we strive for, is
lost within lives past and the

denial of its influence, in the
denial of its humanity and our
own, our differences that may
not be so different…..the
denial of our part in it all. Do
we block our progress by
rejecting the idea that maybe
these things start with
ourselves? I wonder why I

wonder, when the answer has
been written, and will be
written again and again, and
again, and again, and
again….. and again, we will
say we’re above it all, and
again, we will wonder. ◆

We constantly wonder if the
things we do nowadays will be
remembered, will carry over
and make a dent in the thick
of our history…. If the things
we so desperately want, the
power we crave, the freedom
we seek will live on and
continue forward with every
coming generation, new minds
and new innovations. Do we
matter? Does this matter? And
if it does, will we ever know?

I often question myself rather
than questioning society at
large, blaming it I should say,
for a simultaneous lack
thereof and abundance of
things we sometimes fail to
acknowledge…. I wonder what
I contribute, what I need to
change to make a difference, if
doing certain things hurts
more than it helps, and I
wonder why nowadays, we
seem to be so self focused
when it comes to getting what
we want, yet so willing to
blame the external, the things
we cannot change, so fixated
on woes and what nots, what
our toolboxes lack…… it poses
the question, when we look at
the world, are we asking what
it does for us, or what we can

do for it? And what does that
have to do with things that
transcend and have an affect
on the past, present and
future……

I find that these things bleed
into every part of the world as
we know it: socially,
economically, politically,
culturally, spiritually, etc. But
do we deny ourselves the
opportunity of breakthrough
when we deny ourselves the
vulnerability of introspection?
Did we lose our touch when
we lost the ability to view
ourselves objectively, void of
ego, and open to criticism?
Does life move with the
majority or does it roll with
the tide? Are we hindering
these movements by
attempting to control what
does not wish to be controlled,
much like ourselves? Does
creativity die when we focus
too much on the surface of
things we supposedly hate but
perpetuate, forgetting the
individuality we seek, feeding
the hypocrisy we wish to
avoid, begging for moments of
clarity we constantly ignore
once they’re screaming in our
faces…. when we fail to
recognize that innovation and

inspiration spark from
misfortune and mistake, from
pain and insanity, from
moments of empathy in which
empathy is scarcely found,
from the education we preach
but can’t seem to remember in
practice, from fates we wish
were never granted to us, from
the things we claim to
embrace but so vehemently
fight against, for fear of fears
sake.

When do we start to look
reality in the face and say, I
accept, and move on, rather
than how could you, and deny
ourselves the opportunity to
rise from our own ashes. Some
may ask why the ashes are
even necessary, I say it all is.
Acceptance does not have to

lack movement, it doesn’t
have to lack passion, and it
doesn’t stop at its meaning. It
is a deep understanding that
there are risks to be weighed,
and rules to be considered,
and risks to be taken, and
rules to be broken, and that
the responsibility of self is the
acceptance that we create our
lives in anyway we like, and
we do not cower from the
consequence.
But do these things die
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I wish I can infect the rhythmic
chalet in my verse with childhood

fantasies without rhetorical break.I wish
I can walk through the pulse of every

word until I leap from one mango tree
to the other behind yoked in apartments

densely encumbered by ant-like inhabitants, in 
search of ripe fruits. Who

wouldn't like to sit on a branch, in company of 
few friends, piquantly

engaging the mouth in ceaseless
efforts of nibbling the yellowish-red

skin of the oblong fruit and it's juicy aromatic 
pulp? I wish I went on tour

with friends of springtime; Stanley,
Ike and Afam, humping over people's

fences in search of ripened guava fruits.
With trampoliner skill of a monkey,

Stanley cuts off the roundish to pear-shaped 

fruits from their branches,

consigns them to me, as I cast them off to
Ike, who gloms them in a hell-for-leather

manner into a plastic bag, while Afam
keeps vigilant of unsuspecting eyes like

a guarder. I wish to be lost in the savory
smells of Sunday rice and chicken stew

wafting from mother's kitchen. You know
that thumbling joy of having chicken meat

once a year? That airy feeling of a new Christmas 
dress? A new Christmas shoe?

A new Christmas cut? Yes! I wish to relive 
moments when Christmas gift was one

naira notes squeezed into one's palms.
One didn't border if one shared a

bottle of Limca, Pepsi, or the proceeds from 
Christmas outings. By God, I missed

those times when street fights erupting from 
water scarcity and the search for

water, with empty kegs and buckets, kept abuzz 
the forage for new adventures.

I wish to nourish the freedom to stray 
neighborhoods without looking toward

one's back. I wish to tell my daughters that I was 
only a child with so many impurities;

so many imperfections.

Painting by Ophelia The Artist
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Mourning View
by Edward L. Canavan

Poem

LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 119118 LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 

gone deep
to begin again
and again

from the ground up
conquering the small hours
of rising light

wide eyed
with dark revelations of sleep
lifted from the depths

armored with awakening
to face another day.
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Right Here
by Edward L. Canavan

Poem

LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 121120 LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 

elsewhere in the open city
worship and warships collide

the streets like veins
fleeing the heart

the bleeding lets the light break in

spreading like roots
thru the dirt.
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Fear of Flight
by Edward L. Canavan
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morning, noon,
and night coming down

shortness of breath and beyond
tangled in nets of anxiety and despair

lessened grips as of late
but still achingly apparent

the instant spirals
before leveling off

the clench of pressure
like a fist clutching the heart

leaving solves nothing
but the urge to flee

for nothing which needs
to be looked in the eye
will ever go away
until we face it.
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Beyond the Dark Gate
by Edward L. Canavan
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consequences amassed
fashioning knots untwisted

back to the mirrors
and full on ahead

burning brighter
the better way to be

wreckage collected
and released

face to face
and given away

ecstatic with unburdening

the beginning
can finally come
to an end.
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Distorted Blame
Jacob Cavanah
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they didn’t care for him to
elaborate, demonstrated by
swiftly moving to the next
topic.
“As you shouldn’t be. I have

to get to the airport for a
business trip, so I’m going to
take you to school a bit early.
That ok, bud?”
Seager peeked at Patrice as

Tom mentioned the airport.
His mom acted too absorbed
with Roy’s grotesque she-
nanigans to pay it any heed.
Knowing he didn’t have a

choice, Seager lied and said,
“Yeah. I can get there early.
That way I can study more.”
Tom smiled and thanked his

eldest for being so
accommodating. Seager felt
his stomach turn.

Arriving at school forty-five
minutes before his first class

commenced gave Seager’s
adversaries an abundant
amount of time to work with.
Physically, Brock and Harlan
were much more mature than
Seager. Both were nearing six
feet while Seager stood at a
measly five-three. Mentally,
Seager had the advantage, but
that didn’t help him combat
their abuse.
Brock nudged Harlan on the

arm when he saw Seager hop
out of his dad’s car. Even if
they wanted to stop bullying
him, they couldn’t. He was
easy prey and lacked the
moral fiber to retaliate, too
timid to rat them out to school
officials or his parents.
Seager plodded towards

campus in hopes it would
delay the inevitable. On this
particular morning, Brock and
Harlan were more punctual
than usual. Once Seager made

eye contact with both
antagonists, he lumbered over
to their designated spot in a
tree-covered creek passerbys
had no visibility to.
With his hands on the straps

of his backpack and chin
digging into his chest, Seager’s
first battle, attempting to stop
himself from hyperventilating,
began. His goal was to
suppress it as much as he
could in an effort to appear
like he had some courage, but
the grins across their faces
told Seager they thought he
was pathetic; a notion he
couldn’t deny.
“Sup, pussy,” Harlan said

before socking Seager’s
shoulder, causing him to
tumble down. Brock and
Harlan erupted in laughter
and kicked fallen leaves and
tree branches in his direction.

Seager Sampson opted out of
breakfast, electing to skim his
notes to feel as confident as
possible for a history final he
was set to take that morning.
Math and science aligned
closer to his logical thought
processes, requiring him to
put forth extra effort for his
As in subjects like history.
Just a freshman in high
school, Seager voiced exerting
energy towards what the
future had in store for
humanity, like the economic
effects of climate change, was
more productive than
memorizing significant dates
related to America’s racist-
riddled history.
Roy, his younger brother by

five years, slurped the
remnants of his Frosted
Flakes, disrupting Seager’s
concentration on compre-
hending the importance of the
Louisiana Purchase. “Roy,”
Seager softly said to no avail.
Seager exhaled audibly

before asking, “Roy, can you
please do that quietly? I have
an important test soon I’m
studying for.”
Roy removed the bowl from

his face, failing to wipe the
milk off his lips, and glared at
his older brother. He stuck his
tongue out and whined

mockingly, as if that was how
Seager sounded.

A few years back, Tom and
Patrice, their parents,
revealed doctors considered
Roy to be on the spectrum.
They explained to Seager his
younger brother possessed
deficiencies none of them
could fix. After learning about
his diagnosis, Seager
consciously adopted a
forbearing approach in his
dealings with Roy. Certain
times were more challenging
than others; right now was
one of those times, amplified
by hearing his parents heckle
each other upstairs. From the
sound of it, this one was
because of his dad’s
impromptu business trip.
Over their stomping, Seager

heard his mom ranting to his
dad about how he lacked the
desire to witness their
children grow and didn’t care
to assist her with the hurdles
Roy presented, which there
were a plethora of. Tom
countered with the typical
spiel detailing how if it
weren’t for his hard work
their family would be on food
stamps. Seager understood his
point, but considered his
assumption harsh; he didn’t

think his mother should be
that underestimated. Seager’s
opinion didn’t matter, though.
It was evident they were
together to maintain an image
and for the sake of their
children. Seager accepted
their dysfunction.

Hurried steps shuffled down
the stairs, an indicator Tom
and Patrice would make their
grand entrance at any
moment. Soon enough, every-
thing with the Sampson
family would appear peachy.
“Good morning, my sons,”

Tom said, giving both Seager
and Roy playful noogies. Roy
laughed and Seager feigned a
smile.
Their mother kissed both

their cheeks and asked, “How
are my loves doing this
morning?”
“Good. Just reviewing before

my test,” Seager said.
“Oh, Seags,” Tom said as he

poured cups of coffee for
Patrice and himself, “don’t
worry too much about it. You
always do great.”
“I know. I’m not worried

about my test,” he said. If
either Tom or Patrice
observed his subtle attempt to
strike up the conversation
about what caused him to fret,
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“Oh come on, get up,” Brock
said.
Once Seager stood up and

shamefully turned himself
towards them, he knew what
to do without them muttering
a word. He set his backpack
down and took his shirt off
before accepting the piece of
tape Harlan handed him.
Seager slapped the tape over
his mouth and extended his
arms so Brock could tie his
hands together, so tight
Seager felt like the rope would
snap his wrists off.
“All right. Ready?” Brock

said, taunting him since it
didn’t matter if Seager nodded
his head yes or shook his head
no.
Brock went first, wailing on

Seager’s ribcage with
consecutive impactful
punches. Brock belabored him
so vigorously his knuckles
promptly swelled. Seager’s
undeveloped body turned
black and blue; he felt like his
ribs were disintegrating each
time Brock’s manly fists
smashed into them. The first
part of his beating happened
too briskly for Seager to
realize he was on his back
with Brock hovering above
him, swinging at free will.
“Hey, my turn,” Harlan

said.
Brock spit on Seager’s

stomach before handing the
reins over to his counterpart.
Harlan lifted Seager up and
pressed the victim’s chest
against a tree. He advised
staying put unless Seager
really wanted to get his ass
whooped. Harlan then five-

starred his back five
uninterrupted times.
After the final thumping,

Seager’s limp body collapsed
to the ground. His agony was
so ubiquitous the tape nearly
wasn’t enough to muffle his
cries. Tears poured out of his
eyes, wetting the dirt beneath
him. Brock and Harlan
snickered and bumped fists.
Brock waltzed over and

rolled his eyes as if Seager
was burdening his day. He
ripped the tape off his mouth
and said, “See you around,
kid.”

Seager laid there to collect
himself until he was positive
they were out of sight.
Beating the bell by seconds

was uncharacteristic of
Seager, but his morning’s one-
sided skirmish put him out of
sorts. No matter how much
effort he laid forth, he couldn’t
move fluidly. From their seats
in the back of the class, Brock
and Harlan monitored Seager
easing in his seat in the very
front. Mrs. Campbell’s, their
history teacher, head tilted
and eyes squinted when she
discerned Seager’s tentative
movements. She made a
mental note to keep an eye on
him.
Seager, attentive and

engaging most mornings,
purposely avoided making eye
contact with Mrs. Campbell as
she iterated the test’s
protocols.
Mrs. Campbell decided to

pass out a test to every
student except Seager. After

doing exactly that, she
kneeled next to his desk and
asked, “Seager, can you please
join me outside?”
He nodded and shot up too

quickly, noticeably clenching
his teeth. Brock nervously
bounced his leg up and down;
Harlan anxiously tapped his
pencil against his desk. Once
the student and teacher were
outside Mrs. Campbell asked,
“Seager, honey, you look like
you’re in pain. Did someone
hurt you?”
His eyes were too bloodshot

and glassy and movements too
unnatural to camouflage his
body’s strain, but he couldn’t
confess what he just endured.
Doing so would put him in
more danger with Brock and
Harlan. Besides, Seager was
an observational learner; his
parents taught him repressing
problems was the most
efficient way to manage them.
Divulging anyone else with
them would be cowardly.
“Thanks, but I’m fine Mrs.

Campbell. Just a little
nervous.”
Mrs. Campbell let a minute

pass without responding,
praying it would be enough
time for Seager to change his
mind and disclose what
happened. To her dismay, his
lips remained sealed.
“Ok, then. I just wanted to

check. You’re free to go back
to your desk,” she said. Seager
muttered his thanks and
stolidly headed back.
“Harlan, stop tapping your

pencil and begin your test,”
Mrs. Campbell told her son. ◆
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A Broken Record
by Sneha Krishnan
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A torn page that doesn’t fit anymore,
filled with notes of a memory.
A song from the past that is held in this record,
broken around the edges and doesn’t fit the gramophone anymore
Describing what I feel, shedding my inhibitions
To touch and feel your touch and make new memories again What 
lines do I cross and what paths to avoid?
Why do you make music with this broken record?
Be my life jacket that keeps my fears away,
That helps me stay afloat and lets me sail away
There’s a broken glass inside my heart that reflects love this way.
In those I can’t have, where I don’t belong, it craves to settle and grow 
there.
What sustains this crack is the lack of love, of tenderness and care, Of 
trust and worth, of promises that I despair.
When to love and lose is so easy,
Why love for the keeps and give it all in?
This crack is where my fondness begins, it magnifies and confuses my 
heart
All it understands is the language of care Of being wanted and being 
loved.
Like the heat of the summer it paralyses my thinking, knowing this 
isn’t sacred, neither will it last.
Remove the crack in the glass, let the light in, let it shine from inside.
New seasons begin to touch the corners
The fear of losing this wisdom and care
It scares me to fall again, and not heal again, the wounds that grate 
like a sandpaper crushing Another tremor, it shatters again.

It doesn’t yearn for any physical comforts,
It delights in lies, in deceit and faithless.
It sustains and breeds ill wishes and jealousies
For far too long, these shards never coalesced to form my whole heart
What this crack reflects outside is the sunshine that doesn’t exist, it 
hides the blemishes, ruins and destruction.
It entices the same bootleggers who know how to spin a tale
I am fond of their kind, they let you be, they don’t promise to stay,
They leave once they’re afraid of being caught.
No wonder I am left behind a shapeless wreckage.
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by Roslind Miles
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Where was 2020 in 1992 and 93
The year gun violence took four men I loved from me?
The city didn't stop
The State wouldn't stop
The world couldn't stop
My heart was broken
My Heart...was broken!!

*sigh*

There’s a level of pain my pen could not express back then
(in 1993)
The year God called my brother home
Allowed someone to take him from me
And many others…
His call
It was a wave (resulted in my PTSD)
Thought it was healed,
But that wave has returned,
If it ever left,
As every day I turn on the news
and see and hear how some white person,

most often in an officers police uniform,
Killed a Black man or woman.
This time
This time his name is George Floyd,
Black women,
this time her name is Breonna Taylor
Asleep in her bed, shot dead
By police

And white women accusing Black men,
Bird watching in the park,
Of threatening and harming them
Proving the centuries of lies
As the confrontations are being recorded
And we see he's not doing anything to her!
Not doing a damn thing to her.
Centuries of lies revealed…

and…
I think of the Black men and women
In prisons over-sentenced,

It's no wonder we set shit on fire
(I do not condone that)
RIOT
They at us from every angle!
This 20mufuvkin20
And maybe this PANDEMIC
Is to get our attention
GOD
Is TRY-ING…

To get
Our A-ttention!!
Wake up!! DAMN IT!
STOP MISTREATING MY PEOPLE!
Finally... we are awake

STAND for what you believe in!
My People MARCH!!

2020, Acrylic Painting by DENALI



LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 135134 LitStream Magazine, Spring '21

ABSTRACT ART | OPHELIA THE ARTIST

“Acrylic Pouring Series”



LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 137136 LitStream Magazine, Spring '21

ABSTRACT ART | OPHELIA THE ARTIST



LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 139138 LitStream Magazine, Spring '21

ABSTRACT ART | OPHELIA THE ARTIST



LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 141140 LitStream Magazine, Spring '21

ABSTRACT ART | OPHELIA THE ARTIST



LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 143142 LitStream Magazine, Spring '21

ABSTRACT ART | OPHELIA THE ARTIST



LitStream Magazine, Spring '21 145144 LitStream Magazine, Spring '21

ABSTRACT ART | OPHELIA THE ARTIST



“
“

Tales of Shore
by A.N.N. 

Poem
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Waves drift like breeze on my edge always.
Likewise, people come to me to exude their heart's 
tales.
You wondering who I am?
I'm the shore of sea; witness of all the tales.

There a young lady, standing on my edge;
Getting her feet wet in the waves of the ocean
And feeling the tranquility of paradise.

Here a new married couple is immersed in love;
Watching the sunrise or sunset together,
Enjoying the beginning of their new life.

Here standing an old man;
Looking at the waves at a glance,
Remembering his memories together here with his 
departed wife.

A lady laying on a beach chair;
Staring at the beautiful horizon of the sea
And trying to forget her daily life's sorrows.

A group of friends; so excited!
New in travelling and taking pictures as much as they 
can.
To frame their sprightly moment at one place.

A family has come here
To get a leave from their monotonous city life
And to breathe a vivid remembering time together.
A boy is walking on me with goods or something else
For a living.
Ocean's beauty is his everyday's casual matter!

A father is standing on my edge beneath the starry 
night' sky.
Waves crashing on his feet and his daughter is on his 
lap.
He's thinking of her departed mom and promising 
something to her.

So here, like these thousands individual tales;
I'm the testimony of them everyday's.
Their tales have become my tales now.
And they'll be until the waves keep drawing a line on 
me.

Photo provided by A.N.N.
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Towards Tomorrow
by Resolute Lee
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Through distant fields of tall grasses,
Weary eyed vigilant gaze on horizons,
Lonesome march absent masses,
Towards those sunsets and sunrises,
Flesh adorned with scarred lacerations,
Torn open again-dried blood,
Those old damned wounds of our nation,
Healing slowed like steps in a mud,
March on through that sorrow,
March on to that tomorrow. 

Photo provided by Resolute Lee
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Scars
by Resolute Lee

Poem | Haiku
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Scars adorn us all,
Tears amid flesh and linen,
Together we rise!

Photo provided by Resolute Lee
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America
by Resolute Lee

Poem | Haiku 
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We are one people,
Enduring in light and dark,
Indivisible!

Photo provided by Resolute Lee
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Cry, Boy. Cry. 
by Muhammed Bello

Poem
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Every night

birthed a new story
A story of this body—
yearns to be liberated from the piece
that prowls around & be its overseer.

This evening

Boy has risen from
his transgression. His grief —
washed away by his own pool of tears

Lord, boy ask that
You clutch the piece— grieve
& let your tranquility finds a home
In this surrendered sanctuary

& boy, cry. Cry—
These tears are your guardian angel today,
cry and let your fragile living creature
& sanctuary cheer once more.
Cry, boy. Cry.

2020, Acrylic Painting by DENALI
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Submissions
Visit: 

Litstreamagazine.com

Submit to: 
submissions@litstreamagazine.com

submissions@litstreamagazine.com

Submit Your Work! 

Please include the following: 
A short bio of approximately 3 sentences.

Word document (.docx preferred)
12 pt font, Times or Garamond, double spaced, 1 inch margins

Optional:
Name, Age, Location

Multiple submissions are accepted.

Feel free to use a pen name for all work.
Editors may revise entries for length and clarity.

Poetry:
• Long-form: must not exceed 100 lines
• Short-form: must not exceed 20 lines
• Poetry of any kind accepted for review. Examples include and are not 

limited to:
• Black-out poems, image-based poems, sonnets, haikus, etc.

Artwork:
• Must be signed
• Greater than 300 dpi
• Indicate which parts of the artwork can be cropped if necessary
• Artwork of any kind accepted for review. Examples include and are not 

limited to:
• Photography, painting, sketches, cartoons (strips and single cells), 

videos or images of sculptures, etc.
• Preferred: topical content; commentary of a political, social, cultural 

nature.

Film and Video:
• Films and moving picture artwork of any kind are accepted for review.
• Examples include and are not limited to:

• Short films, creative social media-inspired clips, claymation, 
animation, documentaries, mockumentaries, etc.

• Preferred: submissions shorter than 30 minutes.
Mixed Media:

• Any combination of the above categories are accepted for review.
• Examples include:

• Artwork accompanying poetry; poetry in the form of art; spoken-
word poetry; readings of written work recorded on film; film based 
on submitted screenplay; etc.

Open Letters:
• Must be written to a specific person (dead or alive).
• Letters can be written to a group of people (e.g. dear english majors, etc.).

Writing:
• Flash Fiction: must not exceed 100 words
• Short Stories: must not exceed 4000 words
• Prose of any kind accepted for review. Examples include and are not 

limited to:
• Screenwriting, image-based prose, letters, non-fiction, personal 

essays, memoirs, first-person journalism, opinion editorials, etc.
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CONTACT US
FOR ANY QUESTIONS OR COMMENTS, EMAIL US AT

CONTACT@LITSTREAMAGAZINE.COM

We accept letters to the editor. They may be 
published in the next issue. Editors will reach out to 
you and may modify for length and clarity. 
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Each issue, we publish the winners of our haiku contest.
While all entries are accepted, preferred are those on the following topics: 

NORMALCY
SHOWCASE
ORANGE

Please email your entry to submissions@litstreamagazine.com
with the subject line: 

“Haiku Entry”

LitStream @litstream.magazine @LitStream

Get your poem featured here! 
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