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Editorial 
To walk on in times of despair is a challenging thing. As things fall apart all around us, 

promising an anarchy of sorts, to believe that a journey is even possible seems like a far-fetched 

dream. But we humans are but factions of dreams. That is our only way to redemption. That is 

our only way of making meaning out of a blink of an eye life in a pale blue dot in the ever-

expanding universe. We write and paint our dreams, etching them forever with a banal 

carefreeness that sometimes appears to be mean rather than meaningful.  

Born in times of despair, The Pine Cone Review continues to walk the pyre of our times. In 

Issue 2, an un-themed issue, 19 poets and 13 prose writes write on themes as varied as love, 

history, and cockroaches. Besides this there are translated works from Russian, German, and 

Odia. The ‘(W)riting the Pandemic’ section was born out of an indelible necessity to continue 

to stand as spectators of our times. COVID-19 has not only challenged the administrative 

structures of medicine; it has unearthed the potential capacity of breakdown of societies as we 

know it. Participating in history at this juncture, 9 writers carve out words that may not affect 

change but will nonetheless create deep impact in the reader’s psyche.  

That is the space that The Pine Cone Review team, writers, and artists aspire for. To affect deep 

changes that run to the souls of the readers. From this urge to create lasting conversations, came 

the idea to create a space for ‘adda’. Adda is a Bengali word meaning informal conversations. 

An ‘adda’ is a space where ideas are exchanged and treasured. Most of these adda-s do not 

fruitfully affect change in the larger world. Sometimes sparks of ideas from such sessions go 

on to create greater movement of ideas and action. The purpose of the adda  is always to elicit 

debatable notions and ideas and encourage conversations and discussions. Amitava Nag- writer, 

editor, and critic- graciously agreed to answer a couple of our questions regarding his 

involvement with writing brown lives and living a brown existence. The theme of the adda is 

in keeping with The Pine Cone Review’s continued engagement with how writers and artists 

identifying as brown individuals express themselves artistically.   

The Pine Cone Review team has worked from behind the curtains till now. In this edition, we 

showcase the creative endeavours of the members of the editorial team. While Fiction Editor 

Khusi translated flash fiction bordering on fables from Odia, Creative Non-fiction Editor 

Debalina writes about her personal experience of downsizing her living style. The in-house 

Illustrator Sreemoyee presents her mixed media artworks and yours truly presents a poem in 

(W)riting the Pandemic section.  
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This issue would have been incomplete without the thought-provoking cover art by Evi Acko-

Ponhold. This is a Zentangle-inspired piece that, when looked at closely, will reveal a cosmos 

of emotions. Piu Mahapatra’s artwork, Conversations 2, is evocative in its line drawings. 

Dattatreya Paul, all of six and a half years old, presents an artwork that is magical. 

The Pine Cone Review is indebted to the continued support of all the writers and artists who 

have trusted us with their works. We acknowledge the support and guidance of all our friends 

and fellow artists.  

I hope, you will have as much of an engaging experience as we had in putting this issue together. 

With best wishes always 

Susmita Paul 

Founding Editor-in-Chief;  

Poetry and Art Editor 
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Untitled. Mixed Media. Ira Joel Haber



 

 
 

Ira Joel Haber was born and lives in Brooklyn. He is a sculptor, painter, writer, 

book dealer, photographer, and teacher. His work has been seen in numerous group 

shows both in the USA and Europe and he has had 9 one man shows including several 
retrospectives of his sculpture. His work is in the collections of The Whitney Museum Of 
American Art, New York University, The Guggenheim Museum, The Hirshhorn Museum, 

The Albright-Knox Art Gallery & The Allen Memorial Art Museum. Since 2006 His 

paintings, drawings, photographs, and collages have been published in over 250 on line 

and print magazines.  He has received three National Endowment for the Arts 

Fellowships, two Creative Artists Public Service Grant (CAPS) two Pollock-Krasner 

grants, two Adolph Gottlieb Foundation grants and, in 2010, he received a grant from 

Artists' Fellowship Inc. in 2017 & 2018 he received the Brooklyn Arts Council SU-CASA 

artist-in-residence grant. 
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Possibilities 

Dee Allen 

Picture of desolation, this old warehouse, industrial park worksite 

Long ago, non-functional rafter lights, graffiti bombed walls. 

It’s not jobs, but housing that’s scarce. 

King-sized viable squat, begging for occupancy. 

Most people see a hollow 

Husk fit for demolition— 

I see someplace 

Brimming with 

Possibilities. 

-------------------- 
Dee Allen is an African-Italian performance poet based in Oakland, California U.S.A. 

Active on the creative writing & Spoken Word tips since the early 1990s, he is author of 
5 books [ Boneyard, Unwritten Law, Stormwater and Skeletal Black (POOR Press 

publications), and Elohi Unitsi (Conviction 2 Change Publishing). 36 anthology 

appearances under his figurative belt so far. 
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Monogamous Cockroaches 

J. Archer Avary 

this must be love or  

     a predestined rite of biology 

          these wayward insects collide 

               a chance encounter in the dank mist 

                    erupts in explosive sexual congress 

                         the genesis moment of a lifelong union 

                                this new life thrives amidst the decay 

                         a ritual plays out in the nuptial gallery 

                    the mutual act of eating their wings 

               it cements the matrimonial bonds 

          of flightless lovers ensconced 

     together in true monogamy 

cannibals mate for life 

 

Even the Punkers Love Versace 

J. Archer Avary 

give us timeless thrills 

gap years in Europe and Asia 

let us see with innocent eyes 

how the other half lives 

 

hours wasted in transit 

easily bored of the airport bar 

we look for kicks in duty-free 

doused in fine perfume 

 

strangers become friends 

we live out of these backpacks 

freewheeling in the meanwhile 

until we settle down 
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and when the era's over 

memories fade like old paint 

we develop expensive tastes 

a thirst for the finer things 

-------------------- 

J.Archer Avary is a chameleon, a product of his environment, a restless wanderer. In 

past lives he was a TV weatherman, punk rock drummer, champion lionfish hunter, and 

ocean conservationist. At age 44, he still doesn’t know what he wants to be when he 

grows up. Maybe a poet? He lives on a tiny island in the English Channel and is the 

founding editor of Sledgehammer Lit. 
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I Want to Die 

Kevin Baker 

I don’t want to die a lingering death, 

Spending months, weeks, or even days aware of Reaper’s noxious breath. 

I dread a slow consumptive demise, 

Dragging out agonizingly, achingly, pitifully and painfully, 

While I must gaze upon the horror, frustration, and conflict in my loved-ones’ eyes. 

 

I don’t want to die by a stranger’s hand, 

Who by accident, indifference or malice planned, 

Regards my existence as an inconsequential trifle, 

Because her own life is vacant and pitiful. 

Filled with self-absorption, hatred, rage, 

With nothing compelling him to engage. 

Absent of consideration, compassion, empathy, or love, 

Seething with self-doubt, and self-loathing above 

all. 

 

No violence, please, to end my life, 

No guns, bombs, bludgeons, or knives. 

No drowning or suffocation of any kind, 

No poisons or burning that would make it difficult to find, 

That it was me that died that day, 

Without a sample of my DNA. 

 

I want to die a quiet peaceful death, 

My final experience your gentle breath, 
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Perhaps in a kiss or quiet conversation, 

In a moment absent all frustrations. 

Better still if I perished in a moment of intimacy, 

Though I understand why you might not agree. 

 

I want you to be the last soul that I see, 

And my children who are the universe to me. 

I want you to gaze at the smile on my face, 

And know that it was you and they who put it in its place. 

I want to die with all of you knowing, 

That I loved you to my marrow, 

Though I am mindful that it may not have always been showing, 

 

I want to die finally, 

While in your thoughts kindly. 

And one more thing that you should know, 

Once I’m gone you can say you’ll let go. 

I want to die happy, satisfied, and content, 

Once all my allotted days have been spent. 

I want to die just that way, 

Though I do hope that it won’t be today. 

-------------------- 
Kevin Baker had been an academic pharmacologist engaged in teaching and research, 

both bench and clinical research, at university. He retired in 2008 after thirty-five years, 

and has spent his retirement as an entrepreneur, having co-founded a health information 

technology company. Kevin also has read extensively in the areas of physics and 

consciousness. In recent years he’s dabbled in writing poetry with three poems 

published in Writer’s Egg Magazine, and some paintings. The connections between 

science, consciousness, and spirituality seem to be the major focus. 
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Untitled 

Shafaatu Muhammad Balarabe 

Mummy's tongue once whispered 

 to my hypocritical ears  

Tales of men 

Who with thread  

Knitted their destinies 

In circles 

 Men  

Whose tails  

Run helter skelter 

In search for bait 

To quench their desires 

Men 

Whose scars are hidden 

Only to be revealed  

 when the battle emerges  

Knitted bows of destiny 

Clearing hopes and placing them in baskets 

Of oaths  

Put to the test 

And the monsters  

Devour on their oaths  

Like oats . 

And their destinies  

Are played like guitar strings  

"We buried them years ago at sunset" 
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She whispered more . 

-------------------- 
Shafaatu Muhammad Balarabe also known as Amnatulkhair or Sherfer'at, is a teenage 

writer, poet, and spoken word artist whose art revolves around African culture, 

motivational poems, and blues. Born on the 1'st of April in Nassarawa state , she grew 

up and is still schooling in Kaduna ; she is a member of Hilltop Creative Arts Foundation. 
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Love Poem from Photographs Never Taken 

Michael Brockley 

The poet of heavy metal asks you to write a love poem from the photo album of your life. But 

you have no photos, no snapshots, and no albums and live on a dishevelled bed among 

bookshelves sagging beneath the music of American fictions. Amid the chaos of aging without 

the talismans of intimacy. Maybe Ruth wears the cashmere sweater you gave her while playing 

Monopoly on Christmas Eve. She buys a house on Boardwalk. Your daughter rolls the dice 

before passing Go. In this family, no one loses.  

When the poet asks what happened before the photographs you never took, you alibi that the 

white German shepherd only visits in your dreams. That you paid a single-ticket price just to 

hear Tom Waits sing, “Looking for the heart of Saturday night.” With its Oldsmobile and “the 

quiver down at the core.” The evening Ruth stood you up. During your merlot years, your 

German shepherd nudges Ruth's ankles as she draws your birthday pies from the oven. Sweet 

potato. Plum.  

Why didn’t you photograph yourself in your cinnamon aloha shirt with the pink flamingos 

feeding upside down? The one time you had a chance to pose for the poem and take the picture, 

too. Years before, Ruth climbs the spiral stairs to the second floor of her art gallery. She turns 

to you with another photogenic smile. On the wall behind her, in her most recent masterpiece, 

a white dog emerges from the saffron bazaar in Saigon. The colours brilliant. The figures 

slightly blurred. Like the background of every studio she enters. 

You lied to the poet. A shoebox tucked into your bedroom closet hides a faded Polaroid of your 

German shepherd looking back at you while walking on a greenway. As if she feared falling 

out of your heart. A waiter juggles a carafe of cabernet in a restaurant off the beaten path in Rio 

while Ruth a cappellas “Mania de Você” to celebrate an eclipse. On a night when candlelight 

is all the light you need.  

Ask yourself who captured the shadow beside the white dog?   

-------------------- 
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Michael Brockley is a retired school psychologist who lives in Muncie, Indiana. His 

poems have appeared in Fatal Flaw, The Woolgathering Review, and The Indianapolis 

Anthology. Poems are forthcoming in Flying Island and Last Stanza Poetry Journal. 
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My First Tattoo 

Adrian David 

Behind every tattoo, there is an untold story. 

Some silly, some profound, some unforgettable. 

I still remember getting my first-ever tattoo. 

It is among the experiences I will never forget. 

 

Back then, I was hardly fourteen. 

Most of my relatives and friends already had a tattoo. 

Dad was standing next to me as I held his hand. 

Since it was my first time, I was feeling nervous. 

 

When the man before me got his hand tattooed, 

my heart skipped a beat as my turn was next. 

The moment the tattooist brought the needle closer, 

I shrieked as it slowly pierced my little arm. 

 

With every prick of the needle, my skin felt a burning sensation. 

But the physical pain was incomparable to the pain in my heart. 

Reduced from a human to a serial number within minutes. 

'A-7630' is more than a tattoo, it is my perpetual scar. 

(Dedicated to the tattooed arms of Auschwitz) 

-------------------- 
Adrian David writes ads by day, and poetry and short fiction by night. His poems 

explore themes of chaos, conflict, society, existential crises, and everything in between, 

from the mundane to the sublime. 
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Morning Reflection 

Yvona Fast 

Meteor streaks through night  

briefly lights up the sky.  

Then it is gone.  

Thoughts streak through my brain 

In and out, in again.  

Remnants from the past, 

People who are gone, 

Others who are not well.  

My heart cries with their pain.  

Passing through life experience.  

When we are gone  

What will remain? 

-------------------- 
Yvona Fast is an author, poet, newspaper food columnist and photographer. Yvona’s 

poems have been published in magazines and anthologies. She’s the author of 3 poetry 

chapbooks: Different (Foothills, 2017), Adirondack Blue Seasons (CWP, 2018) and 

Adirondack Seasons Haiku (Local Gems Poetry Press, 2020). 
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Strolling 

John Grey 

No more strolls through the forest. 

There is no forest. 

Merely a bald spot  

on the landscape’s crown, 

with, here and there, 

some sprouts of low growth. 

 

This is the aftermath  

of felling and building, 

of the need to have some place 

to live 

even if it means  

less reason for living. 

 

A new development  

is soon to rise in this very spot. 

A stroll through a house 

has a lot to live up to. 

-------------------- 
John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident, recently published in Orbis, Dalhousie 

Review and Round Table. His latest books, “Leaves On Pages” and “Memory Outside The 

Head” are available through Amazon. 
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The Stolid Citizen 

Tim Kahl 

The neighbour and I are out to hunt 

the mistletoe in the trees again this year. 

We must stay in compliance with  

association rules. Sales are down from the days  

of yore when the merchande de gui would roam 

the streets of Paris and peddle  

many bunches to ward off evil. 

But long ago magic was eradicated from this place. 

The spirits of time and ancestors of the land 

have vanished into tule’s breath. 

We proceed with a mini chain saw on a pole 

and hack off the offending branches. 

The pruning is strategic. The battle plan stands 

to reason. Each tree will be free and clear 

until the marvellous robins and sparrows 

once more crank up their orchestra of crapping 

and it will sound like spring. 

 

Still, I can’t help thinking that if we 

had waited to cut them off with a golden sickle 

on the sixth night of the moon, we might have 

preserved some old world wizardry in the air. 

A young woman might have marked the initials 

of the man she loved on a leaf and held it 

close to her heart. The high beams of the barn 

might have kept a mess of it to ensure the health 

of the cows. When it burned, a steady flame 

would be a sign of good luck and a sputtering one 

an omen of an ill-tempered spouse. 

Suddenly, I contain the nostalgia of a buffoon. 
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I hang a sprig in the garage to protect me from 

all my electric saws and angry hand tools. 

I keep a dog on the couch to warn me of 

the mailman bringing bills. I chew and chew 

my earth-flavoured food in the name of St. Jude, 

but it is a lost cause to champion magical thinking. 

The earth knows otherwise. It is clear-headed, 

a stolid citizen, enduring the likes of parasites like me. 

 

There is a Stellar Stream in the Southern Sky 

Tim Kahl 

There is a stellar stream in the southern sky. 

One of the spiral arms is reaching out to grab us. 

 

Distant stars are quiet and never care about our affection. 

The dust between us prevents them from getting jealous. 

 

The light hints at a chain of events that seek a final origin. 

Suppose there was a first event. Suppose there was an explosion. 

 

Then a bit of panicked breathing and rolls of the dice. 

The night sky gets so dark because once the stars were lovers. 

 

Still there is a stellar stream in the southern sky. 

One of the spiral arms is reaching out to slap us. 

 

Every possibility is in a quarrel with our intelligence. 

The boundary runs along the edge of the infinite. 

 

We flirt with our exchange of heat from one ripple to another. 

Bubbles emerge and indicate the different temperatures. 
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Consider the number of directions in space. 

Consider the number of heartbeats that need to be replaced. 

 

The uncertainty of this affair leads to various positions. 

We are the experts of our condition and our escape velocity. 

 

There is a stellar stream in the southern sky. 

One of the spiral arms is handing us our deliverance. 

-------------------- 

Tim Kahl [http://www.timkahl.com] is the author of Possessing Yourself (CW Books, 

2009), The Century of Travel (CW Books, 2012) The String of Islands (Dink, 2015) and 

Omnishambles (Bald Trickster, 2019). His work has been published in Prairie Schooner, 

Drunken Boat, Mad Hatters' Review, Indiana Review, Metazen, Ninth Letter, Sein und 

Werden, Notre Dame Review, The Really System, Konundrum Engine Literary Magazine, 

The Journal, The Volta, Parthenon West Review, Caliban and many other journals in the 

U.S. He is also editor of Clade Song [http://www.cladesong.com]. He is the vice 

president and events coordinator of The Sacramento Poetry Alliance. He also has a 

public installation in Sacramento {In Scarcity We Bare The Teeth}. He plays flutes, 

guitars, ukuleles, charangos and cavaquinhos. He currently teaches at California State 

University, Sacramento, where he sings lieder while walking on campus between 

classes. 
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The Exhilaration of the Night 

Iolanda Leotta 

The exhilaration of the night, 

enlightens always my soul, 

It slowly goes down the street 

and everything becomes poetry,  

in the shade and between the light  

of the street lamps. 

It’s sluggish and silent, 

its melancholy seems to whisper 

something unrealistic, 

people's hearts, the rivers, and seas  

are soothed by its breeze. 

Refinement spreads in the night 

scent of incomparable freshness, 

purifying of the tormented souls. 

I seem to recall the taste of customs  

now lost, whispers of unknown voices , 

sounds of guitars and mandolins, 

good times spent with songs,  

serenade and lost friends. 

It’s really evanescent the essence  

of the exhilaration,  

It comes from such a mystery,  

from a cosmos created by a supreme mind  

to inebriate and refresh the broken spirit. 

The last star lights up in the sky, 

I've given it a brilliant name  

enshrined in the firmament. 

There won’t be name more beautiful  

than mine, I’ll be so excited  

thinking it come to enlighten me, 

I’ll distinguish among thousands of stars  
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my “Lucky Star” and I’m going to exclaim:  

“Appear! I’m waiting for you, 

It's the middle of the night. Shine!” 

Don’t forget to grant my desire. 

-------------------- 

Iolanda Leotta, poetess and storyteller, was born in Rocca di Neto (Kr) Italy. She holds 

a degree in Sciences of Linguistic Mediation. Cultural Mediator. Recently, her poetry 

book “L’esploratrice dei sentimenti e dei valori umani” has been published in Italy, by 

Giuseppe Aletti editor and literary critic, it was presented at “The Federiciano 

International Poetry Festival”. Her poems may be found in National and International 
literary anthologies. Winner of "Premio Europa Cultura 1988" for the singularity and 

peculiarity of her poems.  She took part in the Cultural Initiative with 4 poems selected 

by the publishing house Aletti. The Video-poems published on the Youtube channel are 

titled: “La Fortuna”; “Fantasmi”; “L’Inganno”; “La Libertà”. She takes part in the 

laboratory on poetic writing with: Mogol, lyricist, writer, and record producer. 
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Beholden 

Bruce McRae 

The tale of the princess 

so beautiful we had to look away. 

We had to burn our clothes. 

We fasted. We sacrificed a chicken. 

 

So beautiful we had to wash 

our eyes, our feet, our hair. 

The bravest warriors cowered. 

Wolves howled. Priests trembled. 

 

Her incomparable beauty was such 

stars refused to light our path. 

The sun kissed sweetest summer. 

The blooming rose forsook the nettle. 

 

Breaking News 

Bruce McRae 

In today's news, 

a completely fabricated story. 

A false light. 

All sorts of imagined disasters. 

 

In today's news, 

a cock-and-bull report 

and sensational weather. 

A newscaster weeping 

over misplaced affiliations. 

Poppycock and bullroar. 

A twisted agenda, 

in concordance with our owner's wishes. 
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This just in – 

someone we don't care for 

said something other 

than what we like to think 

or want to know or hear. 

 

More on this later,  

but first, our utter contempt. 

Our insipid drivel. 

-------------------- 
Bruce McRae, a Canadian musician, and multiple Pushcart nominee; had had works 

appear in hundreds of publications around the world. The winner of the 2020 Libretto 

Chapbook Prize (20 Sonnets), his books include ‘The So-Called Sonnets’; ‘An Unbecoming 

Fit Of Frenzy’; ‘Like As If’; ‘All Right Already’ and ‘Hearsay’. 
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Starry Starry Night  

Geetha Nair 

What I was and what I have  become 

I must read in you; 

In  those firefly words 

That spangled your heart 

To make a glowing nest. 

 

I must trace , I must trace 

How those words grew to birds 

That  roosted in throbbing silence 

On the dull grey hairs 

Of your sad breast 

Then  turned  bright stars 

To soar into the old  sky. 

 

So I walk  the tightrope you stretch, 

Swaying this way, that, 

Seeking to read the answer 

As fireflies blink their light; 

 

On one side, the aviaries of silence 

On the other, starry starry night.  

 

Pind Daan* 

Geetha Nair 

Her wet palms strike each other. 

 

The sky darkens at the sound. 

 

Pinions beat, air whirrs, 

The cocky ones arrive; 

Wheeling lower, lower 
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Above the hunting ground. 

 

Wings spread, they glide to land- 

Grey, black, grey-black, 

Young, old, middling - 

Egos engorged like their rotund bodies. 

 

She throws them words to feed on; 

They peck and gulp; 

Then eye her nubile self. 

 

In vain she scans the sky 

To glimpse the gift of him 

Returning strong 

  from the empty blue. 

 

Then, grown red-tongued, ten-armed, 

She whirls, 

Her gleaming weapons 

  Drawing flame… 

 

The cry of birds rends the captive air.  

* Pind Daan is a Hindu ritual for the dead whose souls are believed to  inhabit the body of the 

crow. Cooked rice is offered to crows which are summoned by clapping hands. 

-------------------- 

Geetha Nair G. is the author of two collections of poetry -Shored Fragments and Drawing 

Flame.. Her most recent book is a collection of short stories - Wine, Woman and Wrong. 

Her work has been included in leading publications like The Journal of the Poetry 

Society(INDIA) and The Punch Magazine Anthology. Geetha Nair G. was formerly 

Associate Professor of English. She lives in Trivandrum. 
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Bread of Deceit 

Nwosu Prayerlife Onyinyechi 

Walking by the moist bush 

Mocked and wiped by wet grasses 

Desolately, hums the wind to my hearing  

Voices of talking drums echoes with laughter 

 

Cold like a lost chick in a rainy storm 

Helpless like an abandoned puppy dog 

Walking like a day old lamb 

Wearing a dirty robe made with shame stiches 

 

Tender sip of ignorance chokes 

Just for a bite from the bread of deceit   

A drink from the pool of romance 

Permanent scars of a costly mistake 

 

Present in the world of mothers 

Under aged for the dance of motherhood  

A price for eating the forbidden meal 

The divine meal for couples at leisure 

 

Still walking in the robe made of shame 

Bearing a bastard in a belly bowl 

 Head covered with a cap of disgrace 

Lost in thoughts over a costly mistake. 

-------------------- 
Nwosu Prayerlife Onyinyechi is a Nigerian youth corper at Akwaibom state. She is 

writer who wishes to influence the world with her writings. Her poems have been 

published in the Anthology in honour of Prof Jerry Agada, Poetry and Art Anthology in 

honour of Khalil Gibran @ 90 and many more, Mujerer poems and many more. 
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Anticipation 

Carl Papa Palmer 

She watches the officer’s precise approach  

in her rear view mirror,  

grips the steering wheel tightly  

keeping both hands in plain sight  

at ten and two.  

 

Not the first time in this situation,  

she recalls emotions felt while relating  

her same prior humiliating experience  

to smug listeners.  

 

He slowly circles her vehicle from the back,  

around the passenger side  

to stand directly in front  

while writing on his notepad the whole time.  

 

He moves methodically to the driver’s door,  

taps the window,  

“Please turn off the engine  

and get out of the car, Ma’am.”  

 

“Congratulations,  

you parallel parked perfectly.  

Here’s your license.” 

-------------------- 
Carl “Papa” Palmer of Old Mill Road in Ridgeway, Virginia, lives in University Place, 

Washington.  He is retired from the military and Federal Aviation Administration (FAA) 

enjoying life as “Papa” to his grand descendants and being a Franciscan Hospice 

volunteer. 
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Chained to Hardcore 

Aldo Quagliotti 

What on hertz 

am I supposed to believe? 

that electromagnetic waves 

are not good for surfing? 

that fist-bumping is cool 

when you’re cracking down in lies 

no hugs are allowed 

and love is banned from the streets 

public safety, it makes sense 

so let’s dance 

uninterruptedly in hypothermia 

with glances of icy tunes 

the tunz tunz of barely an ounce of fat 

I’m chained to the hardcore 

side of poetry 

I love shredding skin 

the same way I change my pad with wings 

I keep the pinions, a throw the rest away  

Poetry is nothing but desquamation, innit? 

-------------------- 
Aldo Quagliotti is an Italian poet living in London, UK. He's the author of Japanese Tosa 

(London Poetry Books) and Confessions Of A Pregnant Man (Alien Buddha Press). His 

poems have been rewarded in Italy, Brazil, USA, Canada, Ireland and in the United 

Kingdom. He has been selected for important anthologies such as Paper therapy, Yawp!, 

The Essential anthology, Murmurations, Poetical Word, Poetry in the Time of Coronavirus. 

Several webzines and magazines have published his work, such as INNSÆI, U-rights, 

Credo espoir, Parouisia , Poetica Review and many more. In October 2020 He Has been 

chosen to represent the Poetry Corner at the London Chelsea + Kesington Art Week.  He's 

a Gay activist and a fervid supporter of BLM movement and women rights. With a 

diploma at London College of Media and Publishing in music criticism, He also 

collaborates with music webzines like Peek-a-boo and Gigsoup, and offers genuine 

feedback to emerging authors/ musicians on his personal blog Quaquaversal. 
https://quaquaversalweb.wordpress.com/  
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Beshert 

Charles Rammelkamp 

“Stop kvetching!  Start dating!” 

 

With horrified fascination 

I read the e-mail in my spam folder 

from a Jewish dating outfit, 

so thankful to be married, 

spared this nonsense – 

the protective shield of matrimony – 

crossing my fingers all this 

will never affect me. 

 

“Find your Jewish soulmate here!” 

the screen proclaimed. 

“It’s a part of tikkun olam,’” 

another declared, “Hebrew for making 

the world a better place.”: 

the appeal to the lonelyhearted 

couched in religious promises. 

 

“Personal Jewish Intro’s for Busy Singles,” 

yet another announced,  

the misused apostrophe  

the most depressing thing of all. 

 

Full-figured, plus-size Jewish singles, 

a “fun, easy way” to meet Jewish singles over 50, 

same-sex singles: you name it, 

there was a “fun, easy way.” 

J-Date, Jew Fling, Jewcy, Jewcier: 

the services got cuter and cuter. 
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I remembered Leo Finkle,  

the rabbinical student in the Malamud story,  

meeting with Salzman the marriage broker’s daughter, 

her card plucked from the matchmaker’s magic barrel, 

Salzman around the corner from them, 

reciting prayers for the dead. 

-------------------- 
Charles Rammelkamp is Prose Editor for Brick House Books in Baltimore. Two full-
length collections were published in 2020, Catastroika, from Apprentice House, and 

Ugler Lee from Kelsay Books. A poetry chapbook, Mortal Coil, has just been published by 

Clare Songbirds Publishing. 
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While Charging 

Zev Torres 

While charging my phone  

At Brooklyn Bridge Park 

A wayward prayer  

Falls from a bloated grey cloud, 

Landing on the bench next to me.  

  

How does that happen? 

Was it misaddressed? 

Insincere? 

Shot down? 

  

Or was the prayer, 

Like all human endeavours, 

Inevitably imperfect, 

Rendered incapable because of a defect in 

Design or execution, 

From reaching its destination.  

  

"Save me" says the prayer, 

Its soft yet self-assured voice 

Overshadowing my surprise 

That it can speak at all.  

-------------------- 
Zev Torres is a writer and spoken word performer whose work has appeared in 

numerous print and on-line publications including Great Weather for Media’s most 
recent anthology, “Escape Wheel”, “Athena Review”, “Breadcrumbs”, Mad Gleam Press’ 

“PostStranger”, and Three Rooms Press’ “Maintenant 6” and “Maintenant 12”. Zev has 

been a featured reader at many New York City spoken word venues and, in 2010, 

founded the Skewered Syntax Poetry Crawls. 
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Let’s Accept Hate  

Antonio Vallone 

Start with hating the things 

of the world—water, air, 

the earth itself—dirt  

and all its organisms.  

Hate animals, birds, insects, 

Those pesky insects. 

Hate literature.  Hate history. 

Hate science and all ideas. 

Hate truth. 

Hate everything but money,  

and then hate money, too. 

When you hate all things, 

begin to hate people. 

Hate people of other races 

or religious affiliations. 

Hate people whose sexual orientation 

Is different than your own. 

If you’re a man, hate women. 

Hold them under your boot heel. 

If you’re a woman, 

you probably have enough 

reasons to hate men, 

maybe not individual men 

but the concept. 

If you’re well, 

hate the ill and disabled. 

If you’re ill and disabled, 

hate those who are well. 

If you’re old, hate whoever is younger 

simply for their youth. 

If you’re young, hate the old 
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and all their groans. 

Blue collar workers,  

Hate white collar workers 

And their sickening odor of envelopes. 

White collar workers, hate the blue,  

the filth trapped under their fingernails, 

the grit worked into their skin. 

Northerners hate Southerners 

with confederate flags folded in cedar chests. 

Southerners hate northerners 

smug in their ancient victory. 

Hate the Midwest. 

Hate both coasts. 

Hate Mexico and the Middle East. 

Hate China and all of Europe. 

Hate Japan and the technology 

risen out of the mushroom cloud 

that we’re addicted us to.  

Hate Canada  

for looking too much like us 

through all their politeness. 

Democrats, hate Conservative Republicans. 

Republicans, hate Democrats. 

Hate third-party voters. 

Hate non-voters. 

When you run out of people  

different in some way, 

anyway, 

for you to hate, 

hate those most like you 

but not you. 

Hate your friends. 

Hate your family. 

Hate your children 
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who look like you 

and remind you  

too much of yourself. 

And when there is nothing and nobody 

left to hate, hate yourself. 

Hate yourself so much 

your physical presence is reduced 

to pure hate, 

like the body of a road killed deer 

left out in summer weather 

is reduced to a puddle of black sludge, 

unrecognizable as something 

that ever took a breath, 

but, as you look into it,  

wondering what it was, 

captures in its oily sheen 

the reflection of your face. 

 

Sharpening My Oyster Knife 

Antonio Vallone 

Quintuple heart bypass, cancer- 

infiltrated kidney surgically removed, 

dialysis three times a week 

for the rest of my life 

unless, in five years, 

 

yearly Cat scans declare 

I’m cancer free 

and eligible for a transplant 

(if only I can find a donor), 

amputation of two toes, and… 

 

Friends ask, repeatedly,  
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how I remain 

upbeat, therapist 

and happy drugs free. I shrug 

 

and quote Zora Neale Hurston: 

“No, I do not weep 

at the world.  I am too busy 

sharpening my oyster knife,” 

 

prying open whatever 

crusty, clamped-shut bottom-dweller 

fate sets in front of me, 

searching for their illusive pearls. 

-------------------- 

Antonio Vallone, associate professor of English at Penn State DuBois, founder of 
MAMMOTH books, poetry editor of Pennsylvania English, co-founding editor of The 

Watershed Journal Literary Group. Published collections: The Blackbird’s Applause, Grass 
Saxophones, Golden Carp, and Chinese Bats. Forthcoming: American Zen and Blackberry 

Alleys: Collected Poems and Prose. He can be reached at ajv2@psu.edu 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

mailto:ajv2@psu.edu


 

38 
 

Semicolon-ness 

Danielle Wong 

There are days she dreams 

of being a period. 

There’s rest in the end, 

calm in its finality, 

but all the letters  

get in the way in the day, 

block her in her sleep;  

at best, she can be 

 

a semicolon; 

 

hanging onto thoughts, 

never reaching cessation, 

merely persisting, 

 

tripping over letters 

& commas, 

exclamations  

& questions, 

 

but the period,  

the end, escapes her  

day after day, keeping her  

here among us, while she trips 

& chases the lines 

the rest of us now control, 

lettered criminals 

hiding from her the ideal spot. 
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Obsessive-Compulsive Trichotillomania1 

Danielle Wong 

Strands of hair on the  

 floor / chair / clothes 

Reasons they're there (pick one): 

 need haircut / aging days / self-inflicted 

Compulsion to  

 twist / pull / yank out completely 

Pain equals 

 holding back nails /swelling scalp / heartache where bald spots grow 

Dream of  

 stopping / not starting /feeling good in my skin 

Calm until thoughts enter: 

 I'm doing something wrong - again 

 anxiety - not good enough - again 

 doubt worthy of any passion - again 

Left hand sneaks up 

 unnoticed / scratches back of head   

 slips slowly away  

 grabs a small lock / grabs the tip of one hair 

While listening or thinking 

 wrap around finger / wrap around itself 

 brittle knot firmly in place 

No one is looking 

 nimble fingers, nimble thumb 

 tug gently, twist fast 

 tug, tug fast 

 twist, twist faster 

 twist / tug / twist / tug / twist / tug / twist / tug 

  

 rip 

 ripple of calm floats through the body until 

 ripraps build up, no 
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 riposte can save me 

 ripsaw thoughts cut me in little pieces 

  

Join the conversation 

 movement picks up 

 long strand now multiple knots not to be untied 

 heat of eyes glued to my motions, not me 

  

They notice and I  

 feel ashamed, guilty 

 slide my hair strand in my pocket 

 smile as if nothing happened 

  

Voices start 

 not real voices, but they do call 

 please restart, do it again, again, again 

  

Scalp throbs 

 it calls me / it whispers 

 the only way to stop this throb 

 grab some hair, doesn't need to be much, and twist / pull 

  

Scalp throbs 

 the only way to stop this throb 

 grab some hair, doesn't need to be much, and twist / pull 

  

Scalp throbs 

 hair-twist-tight-pull-yank 

 hair 

 everywhere 

 but not on head 

  

 not on head 
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End of day 

 fingers shake / scalp swells / bald spot grows 

 my shame grows 

 shame becomes anger - anger at self 

 anger becomes hatred - hatred of self 

 hatred becomes a fist full of hair pulled hard 

 and rolled into a ball of self-disgust 

  

 

1 trichotillomania is the unnatural urge, or compulsion, to pull out one's hair; it is a mental 

illness that is common among people who suffer from obsessive compulsive disorder 

-------------------- 

Danielle Wong is the author of the poetry collection, Bubble Fusion, that portrays life 

with an autistic child. Her work has appeared, or is forthcoming, in Montreal 
Writes, Tipton Poetry, Pendemic, The Pine Cone Review, Chronicling the Days  (Guernica 

Editions),  Resistance  (University of Regina Press), among others. Visit her 

at daniellewong.ca. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.amazon.ca/Bubble-Fusion-Danielle-Wong/dp/0995286310
https://montrealwrites.com/2019/03/31/women-i-know-by-danielle-wong/
https://montrealwrites.com/2019/03/31/women-i-know-by-danielle-wong/
https://montrealwrites.com/2019/03/31/women-i-know-by-danielle-wong/
https://issuu.com/tiptonpoetryjournal/docs/tpj44/58
http://pendemic.ie/security-only-in-schedules-a-poem-by-danielle-wong/
https://issuu.com/thepineconereview/docs/the_pine_cone_review-_issue_1-_02_january_2021/12
https://www.amazon.ca/Chronicling-Days-Dispatches-Linda-Morra/dp/1771836571
https://www.amazon.ca/Resistance-Righteous-Rage-Age-MeToo/dp/0889778019/
http://www.daniellewong.ca/


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

43 
 

 

 

 Untitled. Mixed Media. Ira Joel Haber



 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Flash Fiction 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

47 
 

Indecision 

Karen E. Allen 

Henry called it dithering and Sarah was a world-class ditherer.   

Henry said, “Just decide, one way or the other, then see how you feel.” 

Sarah tried, seriously, but the doubts always sprang up to paralyze her. 

December was zipping by.  They walked the dogs as the sun faded away and neighbours turned 

on their Christmas lights.  Sarah admired the decorated trees in the windows as they passed. 

“Should we get a tree?” she asked.  “The kids aren’t coming this year.” 

“I know,” said Henry.  “We’ll do whatever you want.” 

“We could get a little Charlie Brown tree,” she suggested. 

“Do you want a Charlie Brown tree?” he asked. 

“Not really,” she said.  “I want to see the kids.  But that isn’t happening.” 

“I know,” he said. 

Sarah went back and forth…tree, no tree, tree, no tree.  And suddenly it was Christmas 

Day.  Problem solved. 

-------------------- 

Karen E. Allen is a retired teacher living in California with her husband and two 

dogs.  She is particularly grateful to her writing group from which this story comes. 
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Questions of Perspective 

Sara Collie 

A girl aged ten, small and powerless. Red jeans, blue pullover, a puzzled expression on her 

face. She is standing on a hill. She is looking at a giant chalk horse that is painted on another 

hill in the distance. A barbed wire fence, all knots and points and rust, is stopping her from 

getting any closer. But that’s okay. From over here she can really see the horse. Earlier, when 

she had been over there on that other hill, standing right on top of the horse, it didn’t look like 

much. Just a strange, rough, whitewashed surface with uncertain edges. As she stood in the 

middle, catching her breath after the steep climb she hadn’t really believed that it was a horse 

at all: it seemed much too big. Her dad had laughed at her. “Of course it’s a horse, that’s why 

I’ve brought you here – because you love horses!” She had felt silly over there, earlier, for not 

seeing it, but it was clearer now. As the wind disturbed her pigtails, blowing tufts of hair into 

her face she smiled in recognition. “Hello horse” she whispered, “I see you.” 

It wasn’t just the horse that she had been having problems with: lately, lots of things had been 

troubling up close. In the opticians earlier that week she had sat in a dark room scrutinised by 

a man whose moustache tickled her face as he peered into her eyes. The sensation of it sent 

shivers down her spine and made it hard to breathe. Somehow she could see the inside of her 

own eyes glowing where his torchlight shone in. This strange vision and her deep discomfort 

had obscured the test chart in front of her and she had strained her eyes to try and make out 

the letters on its surface. But as they got smaller, she couldn’t see them anymore. They 

danced a blurry dance and then disappeared. Afterwards, her mum said she’d have to get 

glasses. Her brother had immediately started to taunt her, to call her names, to tell her she was 

defected, no good. Even before she’d had a chance to pick out a pair of frames they were 

already spoiled: not neat or new or even really hers. She was already sad about seeing things 

more clearly if this was the price to pay. Would the glasses really help her to read? Would 

they make the words on the page sit still? Would they help steer her pen when she wrote so 

that all the letters would finally stop jumbling themselves up? Or would they always gallop 

about, spilling outside the lines? Did it really matter? What would she write, even if she could 

see the page more clearly, even if she could spell? And who would believe what she had to 

say, even if they looked up close? She whispered a little prayer instead; let the wind carry it 

over to the horse.  
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A girl aged ten, small and powerless. She is standing on a hill. She is looking at a giant chalk 

horse on a hill in the distance. Red jeans, blue pullover, a smiling expression on her face. But 

underneath that smile she is sad. 

-------------------- 

Sara Collie is a writer and language tutor living in Cambridge, England.  Her writing explores 

the wild, uncertain spaces of nature, the ups and downs of mental health, and the mysteries of 

the creative process. She has a PhD in Contemporary French Literature and her poetry and prose 

have appeared in various literary journals and anthologies.  saracollie.wordpress.com/writing/ 
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Over the Sea 

Gulnar Raheem Khan 

It was close to midnight, and I was close to exhaustion, when I walked out of Ercan International 

Airport, the primary civilian airport of the Turkish Republic of Northern Cyprus, (a long name 

for a small country!) into an icy winter night, after a gruelling journey from my home town of 

Madurai, via Chennai, with a change at New Delhi, and a stop at Istanbul. 

But the moment the European, Mediterranean, chill air, reached my alveoli, I got thoroughly 

rejuvenated, my fatigue abandoning me unceremoniously. I was thrilled to have set foot in the 

golden land of Europe, a confluence of the mysteries of the middle ages, the sophistication of 

the modern, and the bounties of Nature!  

Being the only Indian to be selected that year, to teach English Literature in this prestigious 

European University in Lefke, I had no dearth of self-confidence. But I must admit, I was 

nervous about how I would be received by the students-  a brown man teaching a medley 

of  white, pink, yellow and black boys and girls, from  Bulgaria, Romania, Africa, and 

countries  of the former USSR., not to mention mainland Turkey, the only country to have 

recognized the independence of this part of Cyprus! 

 When I introduced myself, the next morning, to my class of forty, with, “I’m Muhammad, from 

India; I’ll be dealing with Drama and Poetry, this term for you”! a tall, well- built girl, walked 

up to me, and, extending her hand, said, “I am Haneefe, from Ankara; I’m the leader of the 

class”. I could feel in that hand-shake, a warmth and a welcome, that could last a life time! 

It was a unique relationship, with an utter lack of inhibition, that grew between me and my 

students! In the months that followed, together we transformed ourselves into ‘the Lord 

Chamberlain’s Men’; our class room became an Elizabethan theatre, pit, gallery, green room, 

yard, stage and all! The teacher’s platform became the court room, for the trial of Antonio; the 

hedges and bushes in the campus turned into Birnam Wood, that marched towards Dunsinane 

Hill, to vanquish Macbeth! 

We walked to the beautiful hills nearby, where the boys and girls became Oberon, Titania, and 

her fairies, flitting in the forest of Athens! We even heard the song of the solitary reaper wafting 

across the meadows! We ran to the sea shore just in time to see the ancient mariner sail off in 

his skeleton ship, the dead albatross hanging around his neck! 

Outside, the green grass was turning yellow and brown; ripe oranges fell no more from the 

heavy branches! And as I entered my class room one day, I was greeted by a strange 

silence.  Haneefe stood up to say, “We heard that you are not coming back for the next term, 



 

51 
 

Mr. Muhammad?” Secretly, I had not wanted the class to know; I did not wish to break their 

hearts, but they seemed to have found out! The whole class went into an uproar. Alex, a boy 

from Bulgaria, announced, “We are not letting you go, unless we get a convincing reason” 

I felt a lump building up in my throat, as I spoke, “It’s my mother’s illness”.  Instantly, all the 

forty fell silent like one!   

I didn’t expect that all of them would drive with me all the way from Lefke to Ercan to see me 

off. As I waved to the tearful lot, the security officer, checking my passport cheerfully said, “ 

You are going to India! How lucky! India is full of people, I love that”! 

“I love that too”, I smiled, as I boarded my aircraft. 

-------------------- 

Gulnar Raheem Khan is a retired bank officer. She has been writing from her student 
days. She has a Master’s degree in English Literature. She was the student- editor of her 

college magazine, as well as the secretary of her college union. Many of her letters have 

appeared in the Hindu, The Indian Express, and the Arab News. Her articles and poems 

have been published in her office journals, and in several anthologies. She posts her 

poems and short stories in her Facebook page regularly. 

 

 

  



 

52 
 

The Chance to Soar  

 

Edward Lee 

Seemingly out of the blue I grew wings. One minute they were not there, as I walked down the 

wide street after leaving my solicitor’s small office, making my way back to my own even 

smaller office, the next I felt a heavy weight drag my shoulders down. Turning my head, I could 

see a wide curve of white just over my shoulder and reaching around with an inquiring hand I 

felt what were clearly feathers, their bristling softness tickling the tips of my fingers. Turning 

to the window of the shop to my left – a charity store with its display of clothes and ornaments 

looking forlorn and yet also hopeful – I saw in its reflection two large wings rising behind and 

above me. 

All I could do was stare, open mouthed, at this glass-shadowed sight of myself standing there, 

with two vast wings rising from my back. I was unable to decide if I should try to fly, spread 

those wings wide – how wide might they be? – and taste the high air, lose myself in all that cast 

sky, or admit the possibility I had finally lost the last shred of my mind, for I had been under a 

great deal of stress of late with my marriage disintegrating after my wife told me she did not 

love me anymore, I am not entirely certain she ever had, and the possibility that the business I 

worked for might let go off half of its. Also, I was beginning to suspect that I was being stared 

at, but I could not take my eyes from my reflection, though if I were being stared at it probably 

meant that the wings I was seeing, and the weight of them that I was feeling, like someone was 

sitting on my shoulders, were real and not some creation of my harried mind. 

My delaying debate betrayed me – indecision, one of the many faults my wife accused me of 

in a long speech that she had clearly rehearsed, her eyes looking everyone but at my face – and 

as fast as they came my wings were gone, the weight on my shoulders no more. I saw them go, 

in the reflection, the air seeming to shimmer – or the window rippling – as they disappeared. I 

even felt my body jump slightly as the weight passed. 

I sighed and shook my head, my chance to soar gone. I turned from my reflection and the clothes 

and ornaments which looked more forlorn and less hopeful now, and made my way back to my 

office, while it was still my office, all too aware that such chances to soar rarely come round 

again. 

-------------------- 

Edward Lee‘s poetry, short stories, non-fiction and photography have been published 

in magazines in Ireland, England and America, including The Stinging Fly, Skylight 47, 

Acumen, The Blue Nib and Poetry Wales. He is currently working on a novel. 
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Conversation 1 
 

Piu Mahapatra 

 
Thank God that we still forget things! 

‘There is no way one can forget about me before she leaves! It will be shamefully insane’, the 

soft red panty winked as she remarked. 

‘That is true for us as well, the pair of us!’ Flip and flop knew that is not true, but she has always 

shown her weakness for them when it came to quick informal outings. 

‘If she forgets to carry us along, the bunch of us, she is surely in trouble to get in’, the house 

keys said in union. 

‘Now-a-days you just can’t afford to forget us! A part of your identity’, there was an air at the 

way the disposable mask delivered his thoughts. 

‘And you think she can ignore me and step out without fear?,’ the bottle was almost half empty 

and yet that that did not bother him. There were gallons of sanitizer saved as refill, promising 

to kill everything that one can’t see. 

‘Hahahaha! To all of you just a friendly reminder that each one of you are dumped in me before 

rushing out. So, I am the one, who is indispensable!!’, Gucci was imprinted right where the 

handles meet the rest of the bag.  

‘And what if she plans to drive?’ snorted the car keys, ‘I am the one she picks last but hey, not 

least!’ 

“Soon when her feet will give away, I will be the one to be with her always, at home and out.’ 

The old stick murmured, more to himself than to others.  
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‘She used to carry me EVERYWHERE!’ the soft doll sounded lost and lonely. She quickly 

added, ‘Once!’  

‘Yes, and me as well for every weekday till the weekend came in between.’ The school bag 

knew his chain needs to be changed and the stiches at the side had given away with time. 

‘I am always with her! No matter what!’, iPhone’s apple sounded so damn confidant and yet he 

still didn’t know who gave him that ugly bite.  

It was the reading glass who was quiet. He knew at forty, one can afford to ignore him, but then 

as the years get quiet and lonelier, they have to look for him more often. 

-------------------- 

Piu Mahapatra is a practising artist, facilitator, and art consultant by profession, Piu 

also writes to capture her imageries. Her articles on Art Education is published in various 

magazines in India and Virginia.  She loves to let her hair go down and make attempts to 

write and illustrate for children. An alumna of Kala Bhavan, Santiniketan, Piu lives in 

Virginia and also resides at Kolkata, her hometown. 
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Nobody Beach 

Cindy Marabito 

Before they’d walked ten yards, a long brown Cadillac Fleetwood El Dorado pulled up beside 

the two girls. The passenger side glass slid down with a whoosh to reveal a middle-aged man 

with gray hair combed over his suntanned pate. “Get in the car, Lou Ann,” he said. 

Arbre face straight ahead with a severe look. She picked up her pace and said, “Come on, Vida.” 

The man in the Cadillac wasn’t giving up, though. “Lou Ann, let’s talk. Get in.” He edged the 

long car slowly to keep steady with their gait. 

Vida looked at Arbre, but there was no response from her. “Lou Ann, your mother’s not 

sleeping. She needs to know how you are.” 

“Is that your dad?” Vida asked. 

Arbre turned to the car. “Go away, Frank.” Her face had gone white with anger.  

“I’m sorry for everything, baby,” Frank said. Cars were piling up behind him and had begun to 

honk.  

“I don’t have a father,” Arbre whispered. 

“Come on, Lou Ann. Please be reasonable,” he went on. 

She finally turned to face Frank. “Reasonable? I hate you.” Frank looked hurt, pain across his 

face. He looked like the actor Keenan Wynn. Vida was uncomfortable. When she caught up, 

Arbre began to laugh out loud. “Did you know I was Little Miss Jefferson City? On TV and 

everything. They did that to me. Pushed me to be that thing I didn’t want to be.” 

Vida had a hard time imagining Arbre in the beauty pageant. Not that she wasn’t pretty. Arbre 

was beautiful long golden hair that reached all the way down her back. Her skin, brown from 

trips to the beach. The idea of her parading around with crowns and banners was hard to picture.  

Arbre had sadness about her. Something that went deep that you couldn’t touch or make better. 

She felt sorry for Arbre.  

“My mother’s crazy,” Vida said.  

Arbre looked at her. “Aren’t all mothers?” 

Vida shook her head. “No. I mean totally nuts. They locked her up for it.” 

“I didn’t know. I’m so sorry.” 

“She’s been that way a long time. They tried everything. Shock treatments. Pills. Nothing 

worked.” 

“You know what? Let’s just go. Let’s go to the beach. I want to feel the water.” 
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Vida said, “She ate her lipstick.”  

But, Arbre already had her thumb out, hitchhiking. “Let’s go to Nobody Beach,” she said, her 

words on the warm wind. 

Vida would remember this day for a long time. To stand on the sand with the warm brown suds 

caressing her bare feet. Her skin as hot as the air and a part of it all. She looked out at the water 

and wondered which way China was. You couldn’t see anything but the ocean where it almost 

turned blue instead of brown. She could hear Arbre laughing and watched her run into the 

waves, the water running down her back from her long hair. She kept yelling out “the sea, the 

sea.” at the ocean. It was good to not think. About death or parents or anything. It was good to 

be young. And alive.  

Some bad things happened later. Pecos House got raided and they rounded up a bunch of 

underage kids. One of them got let go. His name was David Owen Brooks. He would become 

famous for the serial murders of other Texas teens. They dug up three bodies not far down from 

where Vida and Arbre basked on the deserted shore. Just two girls and the warm brown water 

of the Gulf of Mexico. That day at Nobody Beach. 

-------------------- 

Cindy Marabito is a writer, pit bull rescuer, filmmaker and activist. She has written and 

published Pit Bull Nation, a memoir about saving death row dogs, Jackson, a horror story 

told by a 15 year-old white girl and Jules, the Truth Finder, a twin flames erotic 

paranormal romance novel. Small Texas is a collection of stories about people one meets 

in deep East Texas amidst the swamps and boscage known as the Big Thicket.  
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Manifestation for Dummies 

 
Leah Mueller 

 
Extravagant gifts on my front porch every morning. No postmark, no explanation. 

Yesterday, I opened my door to a sleek racing bicycle. 

Last week, twelve fruit baskets with enormous ribbons.  

I visualized a car today, but it didn’t come.  I guess the magic only works if you don’t expect 

it. 

-------------------- 

Leah Mueller is an indie writer and spoken word performer from Bisbee, Arizona.  Her 

most recent books, “Misguided Behavior, Tales of Poor Life Choices” (Czykmate Press), 

“Death and Heartbreak” (Weasel Press), and “Cocktails at Denny’s” (Alien Buddha) were 

released in 2019. Leah’s work appears in Midway Journal, Citron Review, The Spectacle, 

Miracle Monocle, Outlook Springs, Atticus Review, Your Impossible Voice, and elsewhere. 

Visit her website at www.leahmueller.org 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.leahmueller.org/


 

58 
 

Dictator 

Ogunremi Temitope 

It was a standard she had never breached for years. She made sure she instilled that in us as 

well. Sunday school was 8 am and other services till noon. 

Morning devotion was 6 am. It was a successive session of songs, prayers and scripture reading. 

Breakfast was already set by 7 am. Sometimes of toasted bread and milk, or pap and Moi-Moi. 

She made it look like we are indebted to God. Of course, we all owe God something, for us 

who believe we aren’t a result of element acting upon another, but hers was always at the 

extreme of gratification.  

“Owe no man nothing but love.” She would always reiterate that that it became her anthem. 

She would have also reminded us to greet all brethren with a holy kiss but she’s African! She 

doubted if any kiss were holy save from a husband to his wife or the other way round. However, 

she had improvised the African way of asking us to always accommodate others.  

On this particular Sunday, it was 8:15 am on her wristwatch, the church door was locked. It 

was as though the whole world halted. She couldn’t believe it. Her eyes blared; her legs became 

too weak for her body mass. Other Sundays came like a playback, she saw herself dancing, 

hitting the tambourine so hard, up in the air. She saw herself smiling at a child, rubbing her 

hands gently against the child’s cheese. She felt the pastor dishing out his mind pilling sermon, 

the choir sending up savour to heaven in pleasant rhythms, hands casting their tithes and closed-

eyed praying fervently.  

A gentle wind blew passed her, passed and shivered, she quaked and blinked uneasily. 

Different bible verses oozed through in her mind. She found her lips mumbling What shall 

separate us from the love of Christ? Is it tribulation, is it…she almost said is it Covid19? 

Her hymn book dripped off her fingers. To her, the word of God has always served the blueprint 

for living life, for getting things done and the church, an abode to decipher the life’s manual. 

But that’s different now, there’s a new world order, a dictator who instructs when and how to 

worship God. She bent down to pick up her songbook. The shade from behind signified there 

was someone behind her. It was Durojaye’s, the atheist she had always tried to convert. He 

stretched his hand to request a handshake “Good morning Deaconess Funmilayo.” He smiled. 

His hand lingered in the air.  

She observed him, he fused and was damped in his sweat. “Why do you walk around without a 

surgical face mask and sweating profusely this early morning?” Her fear glued on her face.  
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“Don’t tell me you believe this Nigerian government propaganda of a virus, Deaconess Funmi.” 

He posed a ridiculous smile. “And for the sweat, I just helped few kids cross that broken 

bridge.” He pointed.  

“You helped…” She had wanted to question his help, believing the body contact could expose 

them to contracting the virus.  

She watched him walked away. She wanted to scream “God really does exist!” But her lips 

were motionless. 

Once again she heard something whisper into her ears saying, If thou faint in the days of 

adversity, your strength is small. 

-------------------- 

Ogunremi Temitope, is a 2nd year student of English and Literary Studies, Ahmadu 

Bello University, Zaria, Kaduna Nigeria. He is a photographer and video editor. 
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Untitled. Mixed Media. Ira Joel Haber
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Downsize to Upsize 

Debalina Das 

24 dinner plates, 25 dessert plates, 28 glasses, 11 sheets, 9 bedcovers, 10 pillows and that’s a 

start. 

I was moving from one city to another. I won’t lie, I wasn’t really thrilled by the sheer volume 

of the material possessions that I had hoarded during six years of my life at a place which I 

knew was my temporary home. I looked closely at the seemingly unending rows of things. 

Many were duplicates. Most of them were bought and forgotten about. Till that day when I had 

to pack my bags. 

When pushed to the corner of the room, both metaphorically and literally, I realised there are 

things that I really want. A cup of coffee or tea; the luxury of curling up in my favourite chair 

with a book or with my treasured Kindle; looking out at nature from this cosy corner of the 

world. The excitement and/or joy at the probability of experiencing these tiny pleasures 

revealed to be manifold. I felt the deep urge to achieve these pleasures. 

The tangible sense of achievement that dawns when one is able to feel the pulse of his/er/their 

own existence lies in experiencing life. Living is experiencing. Material things like the 

innumerable cutlery I used to own at one point in my life can or cannot be carried forward. But 

I can tell my son stories of my adventures and misadventures. Through this process of shared 

experiences, maybe my son will gain a new vision of life. 

This desire to delve into the core of desire is however not solely altruistic. Gaining a sense of 

letting go is my way of investing time and efforts in intangibly precious things, like, researching 

on flamingos; following sunsets; and chasing squirrels in a highly inappropriate manner. 

And here, I digress. 

The Tiny House movement in Europe, United States of America, Australia, and New Zealand 

amongst others, had actually made me consider this way of life prior to my scandalous self-

revelation of being a hoarder. The mantra of this movement is that an individual can thrive even 

when fitting all of their unique possessions in a tiny space not more than 400 odd square feet. 

This is exactly the opposite of the way of life where most of us are going for larger living 

spaces, then filling up these spaces with expensive furniture and state of the art utilities and 

footing huge bills. Sometimes individuals even slide into debts in order to maintain this façade 

of living well. 

But then, what is living well? 
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Many resources on this pale blue dot are limited. Hence, it is essential that we, the present 

generation of decision makers, choose to reduce our footprints. We could use more second-

hand things, re-use before refuse, and the most important thing- nurture. We need to nurture 

planet Earth, the next generation Earthlings and ourselves. 

The pleasure of nurturing is that it has a cascading effect and in the memory of this speck of 

dust in the universe, we will continue to live on in the communal memory forever. 

After all, who does not want to live king-size forever? 

-------------------- 

Debalina Das is the creative non-fiction editor of The Pine Cone Review. Coming from a 

Bengali Middle Class comparatively progressive family, the opportunities to visit, stay 

and volunteer in Denmark, Switzerland, USA and India have allowed her to envision the 

world from different perspectives. This exposure to the local languages, art, food, 

homes, textiles, society and beliefs of a cross-section of society has curated her interests 

and broadened her horizons. All these have taught her to never carry an umbrella, get 
wet, be confident in yoga pants, bake like Nigella, treasure the content and not worry 

about the fluff. 
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Sleeping Beauties 

Jeanne Blum Lesinski 

I am a water sprinkler. In the early mornings I water to experience pleasures of sights, scents 

and sounds at a perennial flower border and the vegetable garden between the two queen Anne 

homes.  If I am quiet enough I may have to chase off a rabbit. Or a rabbit in hiding under the 

peonies may startle me wide awake as it darts off. 

A scorching day is ahead, and all are thirsty, but especially the four urns of annual violet 

pansies, pink geraniums, and vinca.  And the green beans. They must be watered early because 

they are prone to mildew. After my visit they will dry in the sun all day. 

I pull the hose from the circle at the pump and lift the lever to start the flow. The water and 

twittering small birds in the trees nearby join to make music. The balance of chaos and order in 

the colours and textures of the vegetables and flowers delights me, tempting me to call off work. 

Instead, I munch a handful of sugar snap peas and a stalk of asparagus for breakfast. Then I see 

in a magenta cosmos blossom a pair of small native bees. Their wings are folded against their 

black-and-grey striped bodies, they cling to the flower’s yellow centre.  The chill in the air has 

kept them still.  Head-to-head, as if sharing pollen dreams. 

-------------------- 

An author of nonfiction and poetry, Jeanne Blum Lesinski’s works have appeared in 

journals, lifestyle and gardening magazines, anthologies, and online. When not at her 

computer, she can often be found on a bicycle path or in a garden. 
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Basil for Donald 

Geri Lipschultz 

He had come to say he and Barbara were going to the deli to pick up dinner and didn’t I at 

least want a drink. 

I was weeding the basil, trying to find it among all the weeds, that is. 

He asked me about my writing. 

I said a lot of women, hardly a man in it. 

He said, well, you need a lot of sex in it. 

I reflected silently on the near absence of sex in the book I was trying to write. 

He said, everybody can relate to a book with a lot of sex, you know. 

And I looked at him, at his eyes piercingly clear, as only the eyes of a man of the land can be, 

and over the miniscule bits of basil and the now cleared plot of dry dirt on either side of it, I 

said, people are going through a lot of soul searching these days, and this book tries to give 

some answers. 

That’s when he looked at me, and said, well, I ain’t got a soul. I left it in a bar years ago. 

I got that feeling I had sometimes when it seemed my students had dismissed the possibility 

of writing, never even let it drift near consciousness. 

He said he figured he wasn’t smart enough, not educated enough.  

The way I look at it, I said, all you need is a good story. 

Spelling, he said—and vocabulary. 

I said, you’re not going to get a story out of good spelling. You just have to be willing to sit 

there and do the work.  See—like farming, I said. But really, farming is a lot more work. 

He said he knew lots of stories, and I said, well it’s not just the story, it’s your way of telling 

it that matters, like the way he said that thing about losing his soul. 

He smiled and said I could use it whenever I wanted. 

I said, no—you use it. 

He said he doubted if he’d ever use it himself but asked for me to acknowledge him if I ever 

did use it, and then his smile turned into a laugh. 

There was something really right about the fact that we were both crawling on the earth and it 

was his land, his and Barbara’s, but it was still the earth, which in some way is everybody’s. 

The sky seemed so large, and he seemed large, too.  

Cars passing by a couple of hundred feet away seemed to make themselves heard, suddenly. 

He looked up for a minute. Had someone in one of those cars called his name? 
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He asked me why I never let him read that book I wrote that he’d given me information for, 

about fighting in Korea, mainly. 

I said it was too long, and he didn’t have time for it with this farm to run and all, but in truth I 

was waiting for a publisher to come around before I let anyone read one of my novels. More 

devastating than a rejection from a publisher is a rejection from someone who actually knows 

you. But I didn’t tell him any of that.  

I said I had plenty of time to read anything he wanted to write. 

He looked away in that far-off place again and paused. I mean really paused, and I thought it 

good to say, “Maybe it’s Barbara.” 

“Maybe,” he said, getting up. “Sure you don’t want anything to drink?” 

“No thanks,” I said, and then I was alone again, my mind rich with the weeds. 

-------------------- 

Geri Lipschultz has published in the New York Times, Ms. Magazine, The Rumpus, the 

Toast, Black Warrior Review, College English and others. Her work appears in Pearson’s 

college literature anthology and in Spuyten Duyvil’s The Wreckage of Reason II. She 

teaches writing at Hunter College and Borough of Manhattan Community College. Geri 
was awarded a CAPS grant from New York State. Her one-woman show “Once Upon the 

Present Time” was produced in NYC by Woodie King, Jr. 
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How to Use Your Hands in the Age of Robots 

Amitava Nag 

‘Yeh hath mujhe de de thakur’, which Indian can ever forget this iconic dialogue from the 

magnanimous Sholay. Asking for someone’s daughter’s hand in marriage doesn’t leave a man 

the same ever again. Even Lord Jagannath of Puri had his hands unfinished when Vishwakarma, 

the carpenter god left the work in-between to punish the king’s impatience to wait for 

completion. Simply, the hand, once given, never comes back to you. Nor does your handwriting 

– a skill with diminishing interest. In the USA, cursive writing has been purposefully kept out 

of the curriculum of schools in most of the states. In the age of computers, the Word editors 

and internet, no one will ever write by hand, pundits feel. They are correct to the tee. Forget 

about typing, most of the next-gen AI need voice commands. More than ever before, you will 

use your throat more than your hands. The likes of Strepsils, Vicks Honey, Halls and other 

throat lozenges will rule the business in the next quarter of a century. Without a doubt. 

For the last two decades companies earned money in tons by designing cursive handwriting 

fonts. Even before that when I was in school we competed amongst friends for adopting the 

fastest cursive. We wrote in it for class tests, daily writing, letters, bills, scorecards. The 

intelligent ones would adopt multiple styles and use them at different occasions – one in school 

for the teacher to easily understand, one to the lover for trespassers not to decipher a single 

word. Even at times in the same answer-script, the less you know an answer the more cryptic 

you make your handwriting. Just a hope that the examiner will, out of compassion, grant you 

some marks resulting from ambiguity.  

The fast disappearance of cursive handwriting, not only in the USA but eventually from the 

face of the earth, is not the first of casualties. Older mortals, not me included, will remember 

the speedy note-taking hand device – Shorthand. Today, notes can be typed faster and more 

legibly in a computer. In those days, Shorthand was not only for taking notes but it doubled up 

as the secret code of unrequited love. 

The digital revolution has ruthlessly demolished all these infantile pleasures. Now, although 

electronic signatures are in vogue, probably your name is the only thing you need to write in 

cursive. A curse indeed! However, a friend who writes in the left-hand is elated –“Long live 

cursive handwriting. Keyboards are democratic, equal opportunity, free.” He draws my 

attention to how he and other left-handed writers tilt their writing pages in a different direction. 

“We pushed the pencil, you pulled it”, he explained.  
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His rants are justified for the minority group he belongs to, though the problems he faced are 

far less than the glories of writing on paper – small, big, coloured, scented, crumbled, satin.  

I fear, what will happen to the font companies? If children don’t know what cursive handwriting 

is, the font galleries will only boast of the mundane Times New Romans, Arials, Calibris – all 

tall, all straight, all hyper. Where is the scope of the crooked ones that life resembles, the ones 

that are not so prim and prudish, ones with less dignity?  

With decreasing natural logic and reasoning to make way for artificial intelligence I do feel 

strongly that cursive handwriting actually makes great secret codes. Almost like the ones used 

by the Enigma Machine of WWII. Alan Turing had to invent his machine, the father of 

computers to break the codes used by Germans. In today’s homogenised world, cursive 

handwriting could actually lead to another life-taking, nerve-wrecking invention like the 

computers, may be Computer Nextgen, the one that spins AI on its head. All with simple hand-

written pieces of notes, that simple. 

If not, we need conventions and symposiums to decide what we will do now that our hands are 

free from labour. From the history of life, mankind has used hands with great effect. Now with 

sudden redundancy it will be baffling.  Typing memes in dwarf screens will not be enough to 

de-idle the use of hands. Even cars are becoming hands-free. 

Maybe, we should encourage our youth more to go back to the primitive modes of violence, 

wrestling with arms. The rise of such amongst elite students in elite institutes in front of elite 

media for elite middle-class indicates that we are right on track. Just as asking for a woman’s 

hand in marriage is slowly taking a back seat. Lifting and dragging women with force, the 

unquestioned proof of masculine valour, so well expressed in Bollywood films is one in favour. 

The women want that, secretly, the makers of such films think. Indeed they do, at least that is 

what a pea-sized national intelligence can afford to imagine. 

The circularity of history amidst the linearity of time is what drives life. In this age of robots, 

hands will only make us human again. To till lands, to caress flowers, to climb ropes and to 

write by hand. Our fingers are afraid that they will lose us. The fear freezes them to gangrene. 

-------------------- 

Amitava Nag resides in Kolkata, India and wishes to engage in writing in order to know 

life better. https://www.amitavanag.net 
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The Druids’ Temple of Derbyshire  

Valeriya Salt 

The narrow, slippery path leads me to the very top of the hill, dominating the endless fields 

around Birchover, a tiny traditional village in rural Derbyshire in the middle of the Peak District 

National Park. 

What brought me on such a rainy November day to this place?  

‘There were no druids here,’ I grumble to my friend in disbelief, who walks uphill a few paces 

ahead and doesn’t want to wait for me. 

The next moment, I’m ready to take my words back.  

Boulders of all shapes and sizes, covered in thick, green moss, create walls and pedestals. Some 

of them look natural, others are definitely man-carved. A set of steps lead to a cavern, and I can 

see it extends further down and disappears in the damp darkness. The labyrinth of caves and 

tunnels cuts deeply in the bowels of the hill. 

Following my friend along the climbing path, I enter a large opening with a row of benches, 

basins, collecting rainwater, thrones, and altars—everything here has been fashioned out of 

stone. 

I circle the structure to take some photos. Many of the boulders have been carved with some 

ancient symbols, including serpents, circles, and cups. 

The rain intensifies, turning fallen leaves into a dangerously wet carpet, and I descend another 

set of the carved steps, looking for a shelter under a massive man-made overhang. I occupy a 

narrow stone bench under it, and my friend takes a seat next to me. 

The raindrops bounce off the stones and drip from the overhang, turning into puddles on the 

path and collecting in the basins. The bottle-green fields stretch far beyond the horizon. A 

cottage here, a farm there… The autumnal landscape is grim but solemn. 

Despite its mysterious, almost magical appearance, Rowtor Rocks can’t claim a Druids’ past. 

It was built at the end of the 17th century by a rather peculiar local individual, Thomas Eyre. 

Fascinated by Druidic culture and beliefs, which came back into fashion in those days, Eyre 

extended the natural system of caverns in Rowtor Rocks, building two additional caves and 

carving the stones to practice Druidic rituals. 

Derbyshire is full of archaeological sites, dating back to the Bronze Age. Doll Tor, Stanton 

Moor, and the Nine Ladies Circle are just a few miles away from Birchover. Thomas Eyre 

didn’t need to travel far for inspiration for his temple.  
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Sitting under the mighty stones and staring at the valley down below, I ask myself why Eyre 

has chosen this place to build his “temple”. It wasn’t just the proximity of the ancient sites or 

his obsession with Druidic religious practices. It was something much bigger, far more 

mysterious—the energy of the place, its tranquil look and feel. He came here to contemplate, 

to free his mind from everyday routine, to become one with nature like the ancient Druids did. 

‘We didn’t find the Druids’ temple after all,’ my friend says after a prolonged pause. 

I nod. ‘We didn’t. This place is far more important than any temple. It’s a temple of Nature, 

created by nature itself with a little bit of help from a Man.’ 

-------------------- 

Valeriya Salt is a multi-genre author from the United Kingdom. Born in Belarus, she’s 

lived for many years in Ukraine and Russia before settling down in the north of England. 

Apart from creative writing, she has a passion for travels, arts, history, and foreign 

languages. Her short stories and essays have appeared in numerous anthologies and 

magazines, including The Copperfield Review, Bewildering Stories, and Strange Fiction 

‘Zine SF&F. 
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Untitled. Mixed Media. Sreemoyee Chatterjee



 

 
 

Sreemoyee Chatterjee is the in-house Illustrator of The Pine Cone Review. She 

is MBA by education, an animator and a fashion designer by profession and a visual artist 
at heart. She started learning to draw at a tender age and currently holds a portfolio that 
includes sketching, water colour painting, pastel creations, portraits, and mixed media 

paintings. She manages to read in spite of her busyness. Sreemoyee adores Nabaneeta 

Dev Sen and biriyani in the same breath. She loves to sing Rabindranath Tagore’s songs. 



 

 
 

 
 

(W)riting the Pandemic 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



 

79 
 

Grand Silence 

Etumnu Ugochukwu Bright 

Tick, tock, tick, tock, slowly time ticks away 

Tick, tock, tick, tock then stop. 

All was still, nature was hushed. 

Naked whispers in the void, 

Voices too scared to rise. 

“a deadly virus has come” 

Humanity brought to her knee 

Forced once more into the dark ages 

Compelled to ask  

“Will it ever be normal again?” 

In a thousand voices humanity wept 

“The Grand Silence” 

In Hausa “Baban Shiru” 

In Igbo “Ibachi nkiti” 

In Latin “Silencio Magnam” 

In Spanish “Gran Silencio” 

In Swahili “Ukimya mkuu” 

In Yoruba “Ipalolo” 

Voices forced to whisper; 

They whisper of a crowned fear. 

She is lovely only in name 

She is corona 

Voices choked of breath cries: 

“When will it end?” 

Hearts numbed by the cold embraces of death. 

Hearts pale with an endless wait in lockdown, 

Eyes are opening, hearts are closing, 

The human savage nature unleashed, 

Hoarding, panicking and worries. 

Prayers rises to a silent Heaven,  

“When will it end?” 
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Silence reigns in hearts and dreams. 

A deafening silence like the silence of the drowned. 

“When will it end?” 

She is stripped of her haughty pride, 

Forced to her knee in surrender by a crowned mistress. 

The economy collapsing as hungry arms stretched for alms; 

And heads forced to think and consider 

“What could’ve been?” 

“Create a vaccine our heroes in white” 

“How long will it take?” 

“When will it end?” 

The world bears and bears again, 

Her bandages brown from reuse, 

Like the falling leaves of autumn. 

Slowly our hopes and faith ebbs away, 

As we see the pyres in India burn daily. 

The world still in anguish cries out 

“When will it be normal again?” 

-------------------- 
Mr. Etumnu Ugochukwu Bright is the sixth son in a family of nine. He hailed from 

Imo state. He is a prolific playwright, who graduated from the prestigious University of 
Port Harcourt where he studied Theatre art and film studies. When he’s not reading 

and writing. He is cooking and cleaning. 
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Isolated Mind 

Emecheta Christian 

This house has become the world I know 

Repeating routines: sleep, eat, bathe, sleep, eat, bathe 

And sometimes I playback hoary memories in my head 

Memories of things I did and things I should have done 

Just like when I was too scared to tell Jennifer how I truly felt 

I guess she wanted something more than mere friendship,  

A little courage and she would have been my girl. 

Childhood memories are the most cherished, 

They stream through the mind, depositing pockets of laughter; 

Making worries disappear like flying saucers 

Often, I wished humans don’t grow past the age of ten 

From age eleven is when the mind starts plotting against its host 

Telling us lies that make us hate the world and ourselves. 

 Mama would always say memories are like building materials, 

The better they are, the longer the building will last. 

Before leaving home, I promised to make mama proud 

I sincerely pray and hope she lives to see me succeed  

Times like these remind me of everything I haven’t become. 

These times when life can be gone in a flash;  

From pandemics to earthquakes, police brutality, and suicide 

Hope is gradually evaporating into the dark clouds above,     

Worry is eating me up, but I can’t lose life or sanity to senseless fears. 

It is astonishing how quick perceived reality can change 

Even the world we are accustomed to, can shrink into a house. 

-------------------- 
Emecheta Christian is an emerging writer with a small scattering of published pieces. 

His works have been published in the British Council international writing competition 

anthology and Eriata Oribhabor’s annual poetry collection amongst others. He lives in 

Nigeria with his family. 
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And then the Darkness Talks Back   

MA | DE 

Six feet, apart or under: pick your  

preposition. Death is grinning out of  

breath, cosying up to chalk circles  

and ringing bells in parks. A locust cloud  

interrupts your picnic; a spider, unseen,  

devours a cricket. Rain is on the event 

horizon — will it come before evening, 

will it come as frogs? The glaring sun  

says nothing one too many times. 

A man falls in front of you, not quite  

six feet away. He is a ruler that you  

will measure as you step back, yielding  

to outbreak data. Swiss misanthropist  

now, violent science is a neutral border;  

try to never get involved. At home you 

see the man fall over and over again, 

a dusty film reel that won’t stop spinning.  

You are willing to become the receiver 

for a friend with too much to spill.  

Safety is mediated by distance, plastic, 

and words that are not your own.  

When the voice on the telephone clicks  

silent, you hear the night and cough  

up a cobweb into your hand.  

 

Who Will Save Us 

MA | DE 

Dogs? Our friends know the notes of each of  

Death’s perfumes: cancers, bombs, a virus in  

the lungs. We listen, but still miss the point. 

 



 

83 
 

AI? Intelligent agents can teach themselves 

to write prescient prescriptions. They assist,  

waiting for doctors to prove them right.  

 

Circles? Shapes have shifted from geometric  

subjects to arithmetic lecturers, conducting mass  

classes in pandemic math. We add or subtract,  

circle back. 

 

Mannequins? They stand stiff, checkerboarded  

between us and our hungry, exhaling enemies,  

like mediators or crossing guards. Seating has  

never been more limited. 

 

Horseshoe Crabs? Canaries of the sea  

have blood of blue milk that is more delicate  

than human plasma, a perfect laboratory  

for testing purity. If they live, we live.  

 

Holy Water? Sometimes a gun is a blessing 

that will keep you breathing. Sunday’s mass  

delusion blooms. Our rituals will not be diluted. 

 

Ghosts? Up and down village streets go those 

bones made of smoke, those scythes cut from silk,  

speaking to us in Latin alliteration. Memento mori. 

 

We don’t know why but we run. 

-------------------- 
MA | DE (est. 2018) is a collaborative writing entity, comprising multidisciplinary 

artist Mark Laliberte and writer Jade Wallace, whose poetry has appeared 

in Vallum, PRISM International, Poetry Is Dead, and elsewhere. MA|DE’s most recent 

chapbooks are A Trip to the ZZOO (Collusion Books, 2020) and A Barely Concealed 

Design (Puddles of Sky Press, 2020). [ www.ma-de.ca ] 

 

http://www.ma-de.ca/
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The Silence without You 

Achingliu Kamei 

You're sitting in you small garden 

Under the gulmohar canopy 

Nursing a cup in your hand 

It's nightfall, and the birds have come back, 

The mosquitoes busy to get a last bite in 

Though you are unaware 

Now your attention drawn towards 

The jasmine, his perfume lingering 

Many lovely mornings watching the sunrise together, 

Now you watch the fading sunlight, 

The warm night sound coming alive, 

The cup holding your unfathomable grief, 

Now no one to drink tea with you, 

Endless night  

The silence without you. 

-------------------- 
Dr. Achingliu Kamei is a short story writer, poet, and an ultra-runner. She teaches 

Literature in ARSD College, D.U.  Some of her poems are published in anthologies and 

journals like ‘The Looking Glass Anthology’, ‘Insulatus’ and in ‘International journal 
Setu’, ‘The Little Journal’, ‘Melbourne Culture Corner’, ‘Poetry pea journal of Haiku and 

Senryu’, ‘Imphal Free Press’, ‘Borderless Journal’ and other places. She is currently 

residing in Delhi. 
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Alone with the World  

Dr. Benyin-Mensah Obed 

In an ocean of many, I withered thirsty. 

My family, my hearts, my children, 

my colleagues, —with the mantle—  

Wielding the noble calling, in gowns, in gloves 

Yet of little help through this gauntlet, I crossed.   

 

Through their eyes, 

I could see wishes of love, of prayer, of goodwill.  

Yet their hands froze, in cold ice,  

Restrained beyond their love 

—their own lives mattered too.  

 

As I recount the gone days,  

—with same knowledge and craft— 

I lifted many from their pits of doom.  

The many, my mortal zest could not save, 

Sat me in a cinema with teary eyes. 

 

I reckoned me 

—on deaths path,  

left to the fate of a part of me 

—my eyes cannot see. 

From a distance, my end beaming unstoppable.  

 

No air seemed enough 

This tunnel had no lights 

Lonely on a battle space with these 

Unrelenting Virions.  

https://thepineconereview.com/?page_id=826
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With a hope, that my life, be spared. 

 

Alone with the world 

In this pandemic.  

To live again. 

-------------------- 
Dr. Benyin-Mensah Obed, is a Ghana based writer, medical doctor who graduated 

from the School of Medical Sciences, KNUST in 2017. He draws inspiration from the 

realities of life to write pieces across different genres, though he expresses profound 

interest in poetry. He is currently enrolled in the Ghana Writers Marathon as a poet 
and was recently featured in the African Haiku Networks’ 11th edition of Mamba 

Journal. His works can be found at www.notchinyou.com. 
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By the road  

Susmita Paul 

They sleep  

Along the river that is the road,  

I keep watch from my third storey home in this small quiet town,  

Across the soils that so many thousands must have walked  

All those years in the past  

Swell up  

Bloodied chappals, strings sinking into the skin  

Decorate my ramshackle conscience.  

I walk by my five year old, into the shadow  

Of the girl who cycled her peasant father back.  

Bending backs, holding on,  

Seeping soil, creeping by  

Through my veins as I snub the cohort voices: lay low, spring is here.  

-------------------- 

Susmita Paul is the Founding Editor-in-Chief of The Pine Cone Review. She is also the 

Poetry and Art editor here. She is a bilingual writer who writes in English and in Bengali. 
Her works in English are published in Through the Looking Glass: Reflecting on Madness 

and Chaos Within, Poetry and COVID, Montauk and Plato’s Caves Online, amongst others. 

Her Bengali book of poetry is Himabaho Kotha Bole (When Glaciers Speak) (Kaurab, 

2019). www.susmitapaul.org 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://thepineconereview.com/?page_id=861
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We are like Satellites  

Drew Pisarra 

We occupy pods orbiting around 

the same planet, circling the same sun, and 

near the same moon. We’re neither up nor down, 

as the Earth’s gravitational pull can 

not quite decide whether to pull us in 

or let us go. Do not request release. 

Do not seek out stardom or inner peace. 

Forget that universal jazz. Endure. 

Continue to float despite your unease. 

The rush is man-made. The rest is unsure. 

-------------------- 
Drew Pisarra is the author of Infinity Standing Up, a homoerotic poetry collection 

published by Capturing Fire Press, and Publick Spanking, a short story collection 

published by Future Tense Books. He’s a 2019 grantee of Cafe Royal Cultural Foundation 

and a co-founder of Saint Flashlight, a poetry activation project with Molly Gross. 

Currently, he’s at work on the radio play The Strange Case of Nick M. commissioned by 

Imago Theatre. 
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The Dead Speak   

Varsha Tiwary 

In the land of the dying, dog crematoriums have now been pressed in for the once human bodies. 

At any given time there is only one priest for forty, fifty COVID dead. Twenty pyres are lit 

while the rest of the dead wait in queue—of putrefying body-bags—in the stinking heat.  

The kaal-baisakh howls and moans, lifting embers from pyre to pyre. Ashen trees conduct 

lonely funerals, showering scorched leaves on the pyres that rise up as ash again in an endless 

cycle. The more the fires burn; the longer, sleek and whiter the King’s beard grows, stretching 

like a luxurious snow-white-velvet curtain over all the uncounted dead. 

The survivors—each locked down in grieving dread and hopeless guilt— are haunted by 

nightmares of hell fires tonguing the flesh off their bones for having abandoned their loved 

one’s in their squalid deaths. The bearded King and his courtiers increase the steady supply of 

intubated lies in-lieu of oxygen.  

Behind the flowing snow-white beard an eerie silence reigns.  

But the dead, they speak. 

Specks 

Varsha Tiwary 

A week back, they did not show on the concrete façade of her flat. But she had felt the grit. The 

acrid taste. Must be black-dust from the dug-up site across the road, lifted by the hot loo winds. 

She would just have to wet-mop the balcony every day instead of every other day.  

But now the days have gone still, heat has shot up to 42 degrees and the specks are all over. 

Slick curls of ash stick to clothes set out to dry, fine soot stains mark the pale yellow wall-paint. 

https://thepineconereview.com/?page_id=839
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A ceaseless smog obscures Delhi skies, stretching from crematorium to crematorium in one 

Black Cloud. 

-------------------- 

Varsha Tiwary‘s short stories, memoirs and essays appear in DNA-Out Of Print short 
fiction shortlist,2017; Kitaab; Basil O’Flaherty; Muse India, Jaggerylit, Manifest-
station and Spark, Usawa, Café Dissensus, Gargoyle magazine, Outlook magazine blogs, 

and Shenandoah lit mag and her piece is forthcoming in Months to Years Covid Flash. 
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Spread the words  

Lynn White 

Words of love, words of hate, 

the conjoined twins of freedom. 

Spread the word. 

Psst… have you heard… pass it on.. 

Chinese whispers spreading 

truth and lies, 

the conjoined twins of freedom  

in the age of misinformation. 

They’re spewing out of mouths 

clacking and clicking 

in the scrabble 

to be free. 

Wave after wave 

crashing 

breaking up 

washing up. 

A tsunami 

of words. 

 

I’m drowning. 

-------------------- 
Lynn White lives in north Wales. Her work is influenced by issues of social justice and 

events, places and people she has known or imagined. She is especially interested in 

exploring the boundaries of dream, fantasy and reality. She was shortlisted in the 

Theatre Cloud ‘War Poetry for Today’ competition and has been nominated for a 

Pushcart Prize and a Rhysling Award. Her poetry has appeared in many publications 

including: Apogee, Firewords, Capsule Stories, Gyroscope Review, and So It 
Goes. [ https://lynnwhitepoetry.blogspot.com ] 

https://thepineconereview.com/?page_id=856
https://lynnwhitepoetry.blogspot.com/
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Conversation 2. Piu Mahapatra



 

 
 

Piu Mahapatra is a practising artist, facilitator, and art consultant by profession. 

Piu also writes to capture her imageries. Her articles on Art Education is published in 

various magazines in India and Virginia.  She loves to let her hair go down and make 

attempts to write and illustrate for children. An alumna of Kala Bhavan, Santiniketan. 

Piu lives in Virginia and also resides at Kolkata, her hometown. 
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The Streets of Kazan 

Liliya Gazizova  

1 

I was walking along Kirov’s Street 

Crossing the garden, 

Passing by the veterinarian clinic. 

I was sad opening the door of the music school. 

I had my “four with minus”1 for my major there. 

Sometimes Polina Semenovna was so wicked –  

She didn’t like my hands, 

They were too tense, she said. 

I was squeezing the fiddlestick too tightly. 

Going back home 

I loved my life, 

And Atlases who held the Earth.  

 

2 

I was walking along Tuqay Street… 

There was a school, 

It is still there. 

My little sister was there 

Without bad marks. 

She often fell ill 

And parents never scolded her. 

Sometimes I took her from school 

But not very often. 

Streetcars were driving along Tuqay street, 

And ice-cream was sold at the stops. 

I bought four: 

Two for my sister and two for myself. 

We were walking home discussing passers-by. 

Once she asked me:  ‘You are beautiful, 

Why not everyone turns his head on you?’ 
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I don’t remember my reply.  

I was pleased. 

I am smiling now.  

It is amazing  

How everything in my city  

Is connected with Tuqay –  

Childhood, 

Youth, 

And old age some day.  

----- 

1 According to the Russian system of grades at school, “four” is good, “three” is satisfactory. 

“Four with minus” is in between.  

2 Gabdulla Tuqay (1886 – 1913) was an outstanding Tatar poet, critic, publicist and translator.  

 

Sad Fairy Tales 

Liliya Gazizova  

There will be Tatar decorations, 

Cold skies of Stockholm, 

Winding stairs up to the third floor 

Of the four-storey building. 

That is very important! 

Johnny, swimming in the pool for hours, 

A bright-colored book of Arthur Rimbaud 

On the edge of the table on the right. 

The table is covered by brown leather. 

A lot of snow, a lot of love, 

And sad Lindgren’s fairy tales… 

 

There won’t be any reason 

For my hysterics in this book, 

Or a joyful insomnia, 

Or the eyes passing by me 

And boring discretion. 
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This book will be without you… 

-------------------- 

Liliya Gazizova is a Russian poet of Tatar origin, «one of the most noted authors of her 

generation» (Wikipedia). She was born in Kazan, Russia, graduated from the Kazan Medical 

Institute, and Moscow M. Gorky’s Literature Institute (1996). She is a member of the 

International Pen Club (Pen-Moscow). Gazizova is the author of fifteen volumes of poetry, 

published in Russia, Europe and USA. Gazizova’s poems were translated into several 

Europen languages and published in number of anthologies. Liliya Gazizova is the editor of 

the international magazine “Interpoesia”. She teaches Russian literature at Ergies University 

(Kayseri, Turkey). Currently she lives in Turkey. 

 

Translated from Russian by Olga Karasik-Updike who is a professor at the Higher School of 

Economics and the Kazan State University. She graduated from Kazan State Pedagogical 

University. She is a Doctor of Philology. She lives in Newbury, Massachusetts. 
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The Seahorse  

Saralies ten Hooven 

Trans. Anonymous 

From the rise of her battlement   

through the large windows  

most through the first window  

many through the second  

some through the third  

she beheld  

all the suitors who  

relinquished their life  

She is high up, guarded, alone  

sees every mountain, every stone  

sees every root in the soil  

sees every ripple on the sea  

sees every ray  

sees every star  

sees every flora, fauna  

near and afar   

sees distant sky  

deepest gorge  

sees every life  

that she seeks  

Here comes the prince  

one stake still vacant  

for his head  

and she allows  

him to hide  

in every corner of the earth  

From high up in her battlement  

She gazes through the window pane  

soon sees the prince  

hiding in a bird’s nest  

https://thepineconereview.com/?page_id=792
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second time round  

not through the first  

but through the second   

she sees him  

in the fish’s belly, in the ocean’s depth  

She climbs the stairs to the battlement  

and stands before the windows  

gazes through the first  

gazes through the second  

gazes through the third  

in vain  

In rage   

She burst the window pane  

The prince disguised as sea horse in her nape  

Now she gazes inwards and sees her heart  

wounded and hurt  

acknowledging the prince. 

-------------------- 
Anonymous translator translated from German. 

 

Thoughts About the Current Era 

Saralies ten Hooven 

Trans. Ruud van Weerdenburg 

In the era of the buzzing viruses, human encounters are difficult to recognize. We can no longer 

read the other person’s face it is forced to hide behind a mask. Interesting, not so long ago, face 

covering was forbidden in Austria… 

The way of the humans has a long history. We feel our way forward, disoriented, trusting only 

through our eyes and ears. Fortunately, there are points of orientation as well, e.g. the Corona-

traffic light. The traffic light is red, we have to stop. There is a traffic jam, as long as the world 

snake. Traffic jams everywhere, on the paths, on the streets, queues on the sidewalks 

everywhere. We wait patiently, we wait. 

We are waiting for further guidance. 
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Fortunately, there is a shortcut to avoid the traffic jam, the test road! You can even get rid of 

the mask for a moment because the nose and mouth should be free for the little baby snakes. If 

the baby snake lights up green, you can go on, you are free! You have tested yourself free! 

It is astonishing how fast the world is presenting us with the new reality every day. So fast that 

we (have to) take it for granted. Suddenly, in exact order, everything is there: 1 meter distance, 

2 meters distance, blue masks, creative masks, self-made fabric masks, FFP2 – masks, 

disinfectants, disinfectant containers, partitions made of Plexiglas, arrows and stopping points 

on the floor, test material, vaccine … 

The vaccination stations can be reached via the test roads. But we are free, we can now test 

ourselves in the living room, comfortably with a cup of coffee. 

Self-vaccination will probably be a truth in the not so distant future. Then, we no longer have 

to wait for the solution! The solution lies in the vaccine solution! Fortunately, the crisis team 

has turned us into free people! Self-secure, self-confident and self-determined we vaccinate 

ourselves free! Virus free, disease free, death free … 

Despite the loss of face, I have had nice encounters during this period too … 

When I – once brave – went shopping without a mask and the saleswoman behind the counter, 

behind the mask, told me softly how happy she was to finally see a face again. 

-------------------- 

Saralies ten Hooven was born in 1976 in Leiden, Netherlands. She writes short stories 

and poems in the ‘Global- Player’ and ‘Montauk’. She started studying singing in the 

Netherlands. She took singing lessons with G. Lichtenberg in Graz. She gives small 
concerts now and then. 

Translated from German by Ruud van Weerdenburg. He was born 1956 in Alkmaar, 

Netherlands. Already in early age saved and fascinated by literature. His travel stories 

were published in Assam Tribune and Hindustan Times. He is working for Radio and 

Magazines in Vienna. Wrote Libretto for a time-opera “Remember-Rembrandt”. He 

plays the flute and lives from poetry. He is the editor of “Global-Player” and “Montauk”. 

“Himmelsglobus”(Löcker Verlag, Wien) is his recently published book of poetry. 
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The Good Host 

Kailash Pattanaik 

Seeing the food placed in the pitcher the fox said, Friend I am really sorry for my past behaviour. 

Please forgive me. 

Replacing the pitcher with the plate the heron conveyed she has forgiven him. 

While taking his leave the fox said in derision, Do remember my friend, the credulous can never 

avenge. 

 

Water Dispute 

Kailash Pattanaik 

Seeing the goat quenching thirst, the tiger in the uphill said, Hey can’t you see am drinking 

water? Why are you polluting the water? 

The goat roared, Mind your words! Dare you not claim that even if it is not me, my father or 

his father might have polluted the water at some point of time.  Fool, you cannot trap me by 

saying those anymore! I disown my forefathers. I am my own identity. 

 

History 

Kailash Pattanaik 

Whose pictures are displayed in the museum? 

The kings’. 

Why kings’?  

Because, they are kings. 

-------------------- 

Kailash Pattanaik is a Professor of Odia Language & Literature at Visva-Bharati , 

Santiniketan (India). He is one of the most prominent contemporary fiction writers of 
Odia who has left an indelible mark in Indian fictionscape. He is a reclusive polyglot who 

speaks 6 Indian languages and loves engaging in social commentary through his writings. 

His works include – 9 short story collections, 12 edited volumes, 4 books on literary 

criticism, 2 translation titles & 1 novel. His latest collection, Aesopra Indrajala (2021), is 

an Amazon bestseller. He can be reached at kailashpattanaik@gmail.com 

 

Translated from the Odia by Dr. Khusi Pattanayak. She is the flash fiction editor of The 

Pine Cone Review. She is a PhD in English literature. She is a published author and a 

corporate communication specialist. She translates regularly from Odia, Hindi, English 

mailto:kailashpattanaik@gmail.com
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& Bengali languages. A Potter-girl she is a cinephile and regularly publishes articles on 

society, culture, and cinema. She can be reached at pkhusi@rediffmail.com 
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Tibetan Coat, Jacket from San Francisco  

Ruud van Weerdenburg 

Trans. Jake Moss 

On the back seat of the bus (of the local transport traveling long distances, away from the tourist 

traffic) one can apparently find discussions that can stay with you long after you have left it. It 

is possible that the gentle, and on occasion, abrupt rocking of the bus is the cause of this 

happening, in that very place; that something can be sown and immediately born, rather than 

nine months later. 

It was after living in a village for four months with Tibetan refugees that I decided to take a bus 

to Benares. I had bought a thick winter coat as kind of a souvenir from a good-humoured 

Tibetan woman who had decided to set up her one person market on the edge of the village. 

I sat on the back seat of the bus to Benares, along with an Indian couple who seemed quite 

wealthy. In English, we had a pleasant and somewhat instructive conversation that ran away 

with the time.  Suddenly, this intimate calm was unfolded and knotted, as thoughts of my winter 

coat came to me like a monster of a fish being thrown by sudden waves to the water’s surface. 

I realised that I had left the package containing my coat at the ticket booth back at the bus 

station. After a long while of sitting in silence, I explain to the good and colourfully dressed 

couple, that looking at them inspired me to visualise myself sitting next to Krishna on the goat 

of the chariot – in the fresh outside air.     

“Today I got this desire, 

and tomorrow I will get that one; 

all these riches are mine, 

and soon I will have even more”. (Bagavad Gita) 

The bus came to a halt. In a sparse, but large restaurant we were given the opportunity to eat 

something. The man of the couple asked me in passing if I had called the lost property office 

of the bus station from which we had departed. The laughter burst out of me almost in a brutal 

way. 

“I am not sure how you perceive my country, but I know that you have not done so in the right 

way…” 

The winter coat was completely forgotten by the time we boarded the bus, probably because 

the thought of its warmth made me even more dazed by the existing heat. 
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The husband of the couple delivered after twenty minutes the following sentence: “Your coat 

has been found and will be sent to our address. You can expect to see it soon – however, how 

soon depends on you.” 

Three years later, I flew from Mexico City to Bogota and got out of the airplane in the company 

of a music teacher from San Francisco. She was going to play tennis with a friend in San Paulo 

and had an hour to kill before changing flights. I also had an hour to wait and we ended up on 

two plastic chairs. Times and places came and went on the departure board. 

“Everybody has warned me of Bogota – they all say it’s dangerous there.” 

“I don’t think that a good thief is dressed like a thief,” I replied. 

“I’ve also had people say to me that Bogota is the cesspool, the gutter of South America.” 

All of a sudden she jumped up, “my Jacket!,” she screamed, “my jacket is stolen!” 

“You were at customs,” I said, “you also changed money while I was gone before.” 

I recounted to her my experience of my winter coat in India. 

“I really love this jacket.” She said, after twenty minutes. 

 

-------------------- 

Ruud van Weerdenburg was born 1956 in Alkmaar, Netherlands. Already in early age 

saved and fascinated by literature. His travel stories were published in Assam 

Tribune and Hindustan Times. He is working for Radio and Magazines in Vienna. Wrote 

Libretto for a time-opera “Remember-Rembrandt”. He plays the flute and lives from 

poetry. He is the editor of “Global-Player” and “Montauk”. “Himmelsglobus” (Löcker 

Verlag, Wien) is his recently published book of poetry. 

 

Translated from German by Jake Moss who is an Australian writer and journalist, living 

in Vienna. He is the founder of Vienna-Würstelstand. 
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Thinking. Mixed Media. Sreemoyee Chatterjee 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 
 

Adda with 
Amitava Nag 
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Amitava Nag writes on a variety of topics in a variety of genres. He had written a series of 

15 poems titled A Brown Sky in September 2020. It coincided with the period in which 

Susmita, the Founding editor of The Pine cone Review was planning to launch a literary 

magazine. The deep set questions about identity of brown selves raised in these poems initiated 

deep introspection. It goes without saying that these poems deeply affected the manner in which 

the inaugural issue of the magazine was planned, focusing on identity of brown selves. We are 

filled with gratitude that Amitava agreed to answer a few of our questions. 

[TPCR] How did you come to think of writing about brown lives?  

[AN] – I am a brown person myself, so I think that is natural. I had spent some time in the 

‘white’ world, observed certain patterns, certain trends in codifications. It happens at our end 

as well.  

Then when the Black Lives Matter movement gathered strength in the last few years I was 

thinking of this colour equations more deeply. The atrocities that had and in certain ways still 

have remained apparent in the USA mostly is appalling. I do realise that a brown identity has 

lesser problem in acceptance since the history of psychology has been different. 

Nonetheless I did feel that a brown voice needs to be heard as well. It naturalises the centres 

even from the margins.  

[TPCR]   Does current academic theories of brown lives find a way into your poetry?  

[AN] – I am a completely uneducated person when it comes to academic theories. I consider 

myself fortunate in a sense that I have the liberty to reflect and translate life as I see, with my 

perceptions without ‘colouring’ it with theories. 

Also, in few other fields including cinema, I found that the theories are all western. So, how 

can I, even ‘theoretically’ get through to the bottom of this using the same prism that in the first 

place attempts to differentiate even if not, discriminate.  

 

 

https://thespace.ink/literature-and-fiction/fiction-poetry/a-brown-sky/


 

112 
 

[TPCR]    Do you see a harmonious identity of brown beings emerging in contemporary 

literature given the fact that ‘brown’ encompasses quite a varied seas of identities- the 

south Asians, the native Americans, the Mexicans, the Chicanos to mention a few?  

[AN] – I think any writer when he or she writes, writes about a philosophy, a learning and an 

understanding of his or her world and vision. To give it shape, one needs characters, plots and 

so on. So, ideally speaking, in my opinion, the greatest work of literature is when someone is 

truthful to the surroundings and faithful to his or her inherited realism that flows through 

generations.  

If that reflects a certain identity, that is for the theoreticians to decipher and correlate. In effect, 

through my writings, if I am depicting a life that I experience or the one that exists in my 

unconscious social, racial identity I will probably talking from a ‘brown’ perspective. However, 

if my dream is a ‘white’ dream and I consciously write only about that then it will be false and 

deceitful. Do you think any writer purposefully can do so, in writings after writings? I am not 

sure if anyone can. 

If not, then all writings that are happening in all these indigenous places that you mentioned are 

in a sense representing a ‘brown’ world. We probably don’t realise that as a harmonious 

identity, that’s it. 

I am reminded of a speech by the film director Leos Carax who once jibed at the ‘foreign-

language category’ in Academy Awards – “Hello, I’m Leos Carax, director of foreign-language 

films. I’ve been making foreign-language films my whole life. Foreign-language films are made 

all over the world, of course, except in America. In America, they only make non-foreign-

language films. Foreign-language films are very hard to make, obviously, because you have to 

invent a foreign language instead of using the usual language. But the truth is, cinema is a 

foreign language, a language created for those who need to travel to the other side of life.” 

[TPCR] Are there peculiarities of writing brown lives that are hallmarks of its style in 

particular? For instance, themes, techniques, styles? 

[AN] – As I tried to explain, our identities are concealed in our writings. Writing is not about 

faking who you are. It is more of understanding who you are. If you think of the Indian epics 

Ramayana and Mahabharata. Do you think the themes are universal, do they apply even today? 

What is the style? The technique? 
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When I wrote the collection of poems ‘A brown sky’ I was reminding myself of a time I lived. 

I was not doing so to say “hello, see how different we are.” My point was to remind myself and 

to others as well that we all exist as well. We will have differences, that is bound to happen. 

But if we ignore differences by not looking at them or recognising as well then we will never 

celebrate the variations.  

In 1895 after Georges Polti wrote The Thirty-six Dramatic situations, how many could have 

been added to it?  Whatever it is, all our fictions will fall in one narrative construct or the other. 

Then as a writer how will we survive? We will by trying to depict our own realisations – the 

themes may remain the same, the realities will evolve and sparkle with a different hue. 

That is why recognising and realising the ‘brown’ identity in writing is important to me. To 

celebrate my uniqueness, to keep me going as a writer. 

 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

Evi Acko-Ponhold was born in 1968 in Seattle. She was spending her 

childhood in different places in Austria until she found her central living 

point and partner in Graz, where she became mother of two wonderful 

daughters. She works in day-care for children where she loves to see 

the world detailed and magical as children perceive. She works mostly 

with ink, coloured pencils, watercolours, and her beloved papers of 

various kinds. 

Dattatreya Paul is excited by the prospect of beginning primary school 

this autumn. He loves Lego, rockets, and painting. He continues to have 

the ambition of becoming both a train driver and an architect. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 

 

 

 Untitled. Dattatreya Paul. 


