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Foreword  

To engender equality, we need to speak out 

I met the Founding Editor of The Pine Cone Review when I worked on The Kali Project, an 
anthology of Indian women poets. Her professionalism and vision inspired me and when I found 
out The Pine Cone Review was doing a PRIDE edition, I asked whether I could be involved and 
Susmita and her team kindly agreed.  

As a member of the LGBTQ+ group, I have always felt I should do all I can to promote and 
highlight themes that are important to us. I grew up in an environment that wasn’t accepting of 
LGBTQ+, where going to school if I had announced I was a lesbian, I would have been ridiculed, 
same for college and my first jobs. In fact, that is exactly what happened when I did ‘come out.’ I 
lost family, friends, and jobs.  

People say things have changed and they have, but to imagine they are now okay for LGBTQ+ is 
too optimistic. In many parts of the world, India included, being LGBTQ+ is dangerous. You are 
at risk of corrective rape, lost family, lost jobs, violence, and condemnation. Whilst change is 
happening, change is slow, and even here in America where I currently live, there are as many anti-
gay people as there are those who accept and support the LGBTQ+ community.  

In America we can’t all live in places that are LGBTQ+ friendly, many of us live in cities where 
half the population would ridicule us, if the other half of the population didn’t exist. It is a fine 
line of safety, perhaps even an illusion. I often think of those apocalyptic films we all like to watch 
and what would happen to vulnerable LGBTQ+ if the thin veneer of social respectability no longer 
existed, which is what happens when everything gets thrown into chaos. I think it would be 
everyone for themselves and we’d go back to the old days where gays and transsexuals were 
vulnerable to rape and attack. 

Those younger than me, may not be aware of the blood, sweat and tears that formed the queer 
community, but it was on the backs of many fallen heroes and very much a mixed blessing, with 
so many murdered, tortured and harmed to bring the rights we have today. Even with those rights, 
it’s not impossible to be prejudiced against, it happens all the time. Every time I move home, I 
worry the neighbours might be intolerant, and that’s happened so often I can’t count. There are 
things LGBTQ+ might never be able to take for granted. One of those things is safety. We don’t 
ask for pity; we ask for protection and support.  

But this isn’t all doom and gloom. Even as we must respect and know our history, and what it has 
taken to get this far, we must also keep striving for greater acceptance and understanding of our 
differences to the main stream. We must be hopeful and face forward. Some would say we can 
just be part of the main stream, but as history tells us, all minority (or perceived minority) groups 
are accepted and rejected throughout history, such is their experience with the majority. Just look 
at women, they are still treated unequally in many parts of the world, despite being 51 percent, 
same with people of colour, same with LGBTQ+. Let us not forget in many countries around the 
world it remains illegal to be LGBTQ+ so for all the positivity we have, we must be mindful of 
the continued work we need to do. It may be lifelong.  

Within the LGBTQ+ community there is so much diversity and creativity and this is what I most 
appreciate about working with my community. I am so proud of the talent and fierceness. There 
is also division. It is hard to share a sub-group with so many different people, and we learn through 
doing this to accept difference. Maybe the rest of the world can learn from our experiences. After 
all, when did being different really threaten someone else in a tangible way? It’s all an illusion.  
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Being different can be a lonely experience too. We can be alienated from the ‘norm’ (whatever that 
is!) and be afraid to ‘come out’ to others, for all the consequences this can bring. I would never 
expect someone to do this unless they wanted to. For many in our world, it’s simply not that easy, 
they don’t live in a society or culture or area of the world that accepts them and this breeds feelings 
of inadequacy and alienation. As well as being an editor, I am a practicing psychotherapist and I 
work with LGBTQ+ on issues pertaining to their identity and belonging in the world. It is hard 
for others who have never had to feel alienated from where they grew up, to understand how 
devastating this can be. Writing and art have always been modes of escapism and release from that 
pain, which is probably why so many LGBTQ+ are creative. 

Any time I can be part of publishing others in my tribe whose voices we should hear, I will jump 
at the chance. I admire and appreciate the commitment The Pine Cone Review has given to 
highlighting LGBTQ+ voices. Working with many Indians these past two years, I have learned it 
is extremely hard for those in India and other countries to meet other LGBTQ+ people, let alone 
live the life and tell family and friends. I hope with time this will change, but I know it’s an uphill 
battle, because cultural ‘norms’ have existed for millennia. I can only say, have hope this will 
change, because many times things we didn’t think could change, did, so hope it not futile, it might 
even provoke change.  

All any LGBTQ+ person wants is to be treated equally and fairly and to be safe. It is not much to 
ask. No LGBTQ+ person wants to change you, or seduce you, they just want what you have, the 
same rights to live unmolested and love someone of their choosing. It is time we stop thinking 
LGBTQ+ is a choice, it’s too hard to be a choice, it really is the way people are born, and when 
everyone realizes this, maybe they will have the necessary compassion to let us live freely. For 
some of us we are able to do this more than others, which is exactly why we must support and 
encourage the rest. If we all stand together, we are not alone.  

Please enjoy this collection of beautiful work from the intense hearts of LGBTQ+ poets and artists 
throughout the world. By your support, our voices are not silenced.  

Candice Louisa Daquin 

Guest Editor 

Be Proud with Pride: Being Queer 

Special Issue, The Pine Cone Review 
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Editor’s Note 

I have a friend. A friend who belongs to the queer community. A friend who is confident in her 

skin. A friend who still lives in the closet. 

The very essence of our lives are not created by us in many cases. Societal norms, propaganda of 

the universal ‘normal’, and prejudice hinders many souls from living their rightful blooming lives. 

He/she/they live(s) in a secret world, away from the eyes and mouths of individuals who still 

consider a deviation from the heterosexual norm to be a disease or, a curse or, a banality. The 

intangible feeling of being in your skin is the foundation of a confident individual. It is the same 

intangible feeling that should define gender. 

What should be and what is in reality- are often invariably different, far apart from each other in 

many cases. What I find to be the most empowering thing about the Queer movement is that what 

began as a slur, has been turned on its head and is used as a marker of difference with pride. 

The Pine Cone Review Team, consisting of Khusi Pattanayak, Debalina Das, Sreemoyee 

Chatterjee and I, do not believe that we can sympathise with the LGBTQ+ community. Sympathy 

creates a gap between the perceived giver and the perceived receiver. There is an essential hierarchy 

even in this apparently benevolent act.  

To bear empathy is also challenging. As heterosexuals, how can we possibly feel their shoes? How 

can we truly feel the ignominy of living half-lives for those in the closet, and the unsurmountable 

pressure of society to adhere to the ‘normalcy’ of a heterosexual life? 

Instead, we believe.  

We believe in the rights of the LGBTQ+ community to lead a life without societal pressures to fit 

into the regimented pattern of existence. We believe that difference broadens the horizon. We 

believe that the LGBTQ+ community deserves what we naturally believe is ours- respect.  

Respect does not demand blind adherence. Instead it assures a space of conversation where 

differences are discussed and if not synthesised, are left alone with dignity. Respect ensures dignity 

and dignity ensures a meaningful existence.  

What LGBTQ+ individuals need, and demand is not out of the ordinary. They demand freedom 

of choice to be as they are. They demand rights to basic living like occupation and housing. They 

demand the right to have a family that loves and nurtures them 

This special issue is born out of a need to channelise the dignified creative voices from this 

LGBTQ+ community. While this is like a drop in the ocean, nonetheless we take away rich lessons 

from our experience of working with Candice.  

I met Candice when I submitted an artwork for The Kali Project. At that point in time, the “Be 

Proud with Pride” was not even conceived. But the universe works in its magical way. When this 

issue was planned, we had no inkling that Candice would come forward to be the Guest Editor. 

She has guided us through the editorial process and helped us see what we otherwise wouldn’t see. 

We are filled with gratitude. 

We are also grateful to the writers and artists from the LGBTQ+ community who have trusted us 

with their works. This issue is studded with poetic gems that deal with a wide range of emotions- 

from fear to unabashed celebration. There are also two personal essays dealing with being and 
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realising the true selves. There is a fiction piece too. Two artists from two continents gracefully 

agreed to illuminate this issue with their artistic pieces.  

We have organised almost all creative pieces in the alphabetical order of the last names. For 

writers/artists who use single names, they have been treated as last names.   

While all the glory in this issue lies with the graceful contributors, the onus of any error in the issue 

squarely rests on me.  

I simply hope, on behalf of my team, that Being Proud with Pride: Being Queer can touch the 

life of at least one individual in the LGBTQ+ community, maybe my friend’s. If that is achieved, 

our purpose in doing this special issue is fulfilled and we are content. 

Best. 

Susmita Paul 

Editor-in-Chief 

The Pine Cone Review 
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Brihannala 

The Red River Diagonally Cuts Through Us 

  
We were high into the night 
Our dresses swish swash swish 
Heads tilted into the soul 
She. unbecoming. Me. 
The throbbing border of the lips  
Pray  
Pulsating hands hips  
Beckoning the fluidity of water 
  
The soil that rises between the banks 
Dabbing it across the chest of knowing 
  
Gums smell of bun cha 

Hair scented by the phở gà 
The afternoon she cooked 
Dance in the wind  
Breaking chopsticks 
Clicking of the tongue 
  
Shots sworn out of the paddy fields 
Drink them down.  
  
Her body melting  
My body melting 
  
No day will shine like tonight 
Young and true 
We have our tidy lives  
 a fly interprets living such 
Contained  
Across generations and oceans 
  
The smell of being  
pinching its way through- 
you stop perusing the fly  
as it sits now on our open skin 
clamming in the scent of togetherness 
waters breaking borders 
and scratching the name of  
belonging forever in its mane. 
  

Dear Dears,  
  
As I saw her carve in to another's desire,  
my heart wailed. I wanted to be a wolf 
whose howl will echo through the vast hypocrite night-  
so quiet and yet throbbing  
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under the sheets of normalcy.  
She was made into a thing,  
a bonsai, 
with cultivated dreams. 
Her branches trimmed,  
she could barely move her lips to spell out  
the name that wails in her. 
  
  

As I let her go, 
  
I sat at the aeroplane lounge  
with my husband, after  
bidding adieu to her. She, 
seeped into my soul,  
blotted the paper with  
big blobs of mozzarella pain: 
pristine and pure-  
as my husband held my hand,  
listening to a love story across the red river.  

 

----- 

Brihannala (she/her) is an artist and an author. This is the first time she is expressing herself as a 

bisexual individual. 
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Amie Campbell 

Orchid 
 
In my orchid lovers group someone asked if he could cut the roots off the plant 
Because he didn’t like the look of the orchid’s aerial roots 
This gorgeous, rare, exotic flower 
Has become too wild, too bold, too sure of herself. 
So the gardener wants to know if he can trim the roots down 
Make them more manageable 
Make them better fit the gardener’s ideas of what is beautiful 
 
For he loves the orchid’s precious flowers 
Those delicate, hard-earned blooms that come but once a year 
If only he could savour the sweet blossoms 
Without the wild, untameable roots 
If only he could have the flower 
Without care for that which the plant needs 
 
The gardener cares not for the health of the plant 
He does not consider how the plant would sprawl out her roots in the wild 
Latching on to that which surrounds her 
Preparing herself to endure the harsh world of nature 
 
No, she is a domesticated plant 
She is meant to sit pretty and show her blooms 
And never take up more space than she has been allotted 
She is a domesticated plant 
So she should be happy in her pot on the gardener’s window ledge 
 
But this plant has gone feral 
She has remembered the joy and the exuberance of her untameable ancestors 
Decided that the gardener’s pot is no longer good enough 
So she will stretch and reach 
Reclaiming her wild nature 
As long as the gardener keeps his shears away. 
 

Tea 
 
Fresh tea 
So hot it burns my hand through the mug 
The skin on my lips is cold where you once touched it 
Like the memory of a ghost lingering where once your fingertips had 
 
I drink more tea 
It burns my lips but cools before it hits my throat 
The opposite sensation of that peppermint lip-gloss you used to wear 
The taste nowhere near as sweet 
 
I’m waiting for the caffeine to kick in 
For my eyes to open and my thoughts to sharpen 
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Perhaps then I would waken from this nightmare 
 
In between sips I catch my breath 
Just to lose it again 
 
I finish my tea while it’s still too hot 
The yellow mug still warming my hands 
I look inside, the dark warm comfort gone 
My bright yellow mug as empty as my bed, the warmth fading from them both 
 

When I See You 
 
Like a toddler’s uneven steps 
My heart forgets how to keep rhythm 
My sane, logical thoughts 
Become nothing more than butterflies 
Dandelion seeds scattered in the wind 
I have the reserve of a small child rolling down a grassy hill 
Reduced to high-pitched giggles 
A smile so big 
My cheeks ache 
As they take over my face 
Reducing my eyes to tiniest little moons 

 

----- 

Amie Campbell (she/her) is an emerging poet based in Austin, TX. She enjoys spending her time with 

her children and her rescue dog and tries to keep her succulents alive. She has been published in Indie 

Blu(e)’s anthology, “SMITTEN: Women Who Love Women”, antilang’s “Pithy Politics” and the online 

literary review “Evocations”. 
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Char 

 

I was born a child of the rainbow 

with Pride coursing through my 

veins. My badge of courage, the 

scars I bare of societal ignorance 

and shame. Today, I stand not in 

arrogance, but in resilience, as my 

war chant shall forever be: "It 

wasn't a choice! I was born this 

way!" A child of the rainbow, 

forever Proud because, LOVE IS LOVE! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

----- 

Char/Charlene is a proud lesbian who writes more as a form of therapy and hobby. She works as a 

Quality Assurance individual in a beef production plant. She loves her furry baby pups dearly. She enjoys 

reading and taking care of her flowers when she can. 
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Maid Ĉorbić 

The Scale of Love Experiences  
 
And luv only makes us big molluscs 
We celebrate various events every summer in the month of June  
Those carnivals that rush their beautiful paths  
Even the buildings themselves give the beauty of the area  
 
We are proud of our country with pride  
Which she gave us over the spring crops  
Let us continue to pick them with pride  
We feed our family and look forward to the new summer  
 
We change our clothes with the arrival of summer  
Although no one has been on the map for a long time  
End of working hours, anniversaries, glorious state holidays 
Everything is left behind now for a reason  
 
We celebrate everything that was foreign to us until yesterday  
A new freshness that beats in our chests  
Because we don’t have heavy worries in life temporarily  
When we are on the shores of kilometres away  
 
But what we are proud to be proud of is ourselves  
We reached the gates of Paradise to see all the beauties of hers  
And we have not yet been disappointed in our surroundings  
When we know we are worth a lot  
 
We celebrate new luvs, the month of June serves that purpose  
To teach us that we are not left in the world alone  
And to have what we dream of; people next to us  
To continue to be with us as we are - we are proud of that with pride! 

 

----- 

Maid Ĉorbić , from Tuzla, writes poetry in his spare time. He is the moderator of the World 

Literature Forum Peace and Humanity. He is also the editor of the First Virtual Art portal led by Dijana 

Uherek Stevanovic. Many works have also been published in “ Sea in the palm of your hand”, “ Stories 
from Isolation”, and “ Kosovo Peony ” and others.  
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D.S.Coremans 

Words I Could Not Hear 

Closed off in the closet I was SAFE as safe as I could be 
but would never admit (even to myself) that all I wanted 

was to be free, free from the lingering longing 
to be something anything more than the things I was told 

told to be my wants my desires my wishes would always go 
UNFULFILLED but my heart beat faster still when I saw 

those who had come before me out into the world 
at first all I wanted was to be them and even in SECRET 
when I found a willing friend who wanted to go further 

to be A LOVER in action alone in secret we were NOTHING 
nothing more than shadows in which we hid from ourselves 

and all of the things we could not admit until we went 
our separate ways in time the hangover of youth faded 

my FEAR but lost still in the shallow SHAME I shuddered 
in ecstasy and existential dread whenever I got close closer 
to saying the only words which would be a key to a jail cell 
one which I had built around me brick by brick by brick 
knowing that personal parole was mine to grant approval 

APPROVAL given along with a FREEDOM that was already mine 
free to live as I was born within my skin my mind my memories 
I was nothing more than the sum of my parts which I had tried 

to ignore but ignored no longer I opened the door broke the hinges 
fell on the floor as I crawled into the LIGHT outside of my closet 

in which I had resided and outgrown the confines like a hermit crab 
casting off a broken shell I shucked constraining armour I found 

not just a place in which to hide but someone to confide 
who scoffed and absolved me of my sins, sins which I had carried 

even though they did not belong to me the power the PRIDE 
I no longer hide I am free to be me as I see when I say that all is okay 

 
…it’s okay to be gay 

 

----- 
 
D. S. Coremans (he/him) is the lead writer and editor, as well as the founder of the creative writing 

focused website Forever Distracted By Life which has been running since 2014. His works of poetry and 

short-fiction have been published in several print and online publications including the annual Poetry 

Marathon Anthology (2019-21); The Lockdown Writing Initiative 2021 Collection and in the now 

discontinued ‘Vegan Connections’ magazine. 

Website: www.fodibyli.com 
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Linda M. Crate 

Let Us Be Our Authentic Selves 
 
I grew up in a small town in the middle of nowhere with conservative parents. I went to church 
every Sunday, and we went to the Wednesday evening church services most times, too. I loved 
being a part of the church musicals. 
 
When I was in high school I saw them bully the only openly gay boy on our bus until he took his 
own life, and so I told myself and all my friends a lie that I believed for a large portion of my life: 
"I'm straighter than an arrow." It was our way of insisting that were straight, at the time, though, 
looking back it makes me shake my head because arrows can bend and break and shatter.  
 
A lot of my crushes growing up when I was younger that were of the same sex were movie stars 
or fictional characters from anime, so I always just chalked it up to the fact that I thought they 
were talented, or I admired their abilities. I didn't think about the possibility that I might be 
attracted to them because the church had taught me that being part of the LGBTQ+ community 
was a sin. 
 
I didn't want to be separated from God, I didn't want to go to hell, and I certainly didn't want 
people to judge me any more harshly than they already did.  
 
It wasn't until I went to college that I had my first girl crush and later the first woman I ever fell 
in love with. She happened to be a roommate of mine one year in college and we got along really 
well. I didn't even realize that I had fallen in love with her, at first. 
 
She considered me a sister, and I valued our friendship to the point where I couldn't tell her how 
I felt because I was convinced that she would stop being my friend. But we had a 
misunderstanding and our friendship deteriorated into nothing. 
 
I was left in the aftermath, feeling as if my head was going to explode, realizing that I had fallen 
in love with another woman. I didn't know how to deal with this truth because I knew that my 
family wouldn't accept this truth about me. I cried, I raged, and I prayed to God to take the 
"gay" away. 
 
I have since come into my own. I know that I am a queer person now, and I don't hold it against 
myself anymore. Love is love. Rainbows belong to everyone. We're all made in God's image so 
none of us are inherently monstrous or abominations, in his eyes.  
 
Religion isn't supposed to be about hating or oppressing others, and then crying oppression 
when people hold you accountable for the terrible things you say and do. 
 
I recognize this now. 
 
There may be times where I don't feel comfortable being fully me in front of others, and I 
haven't come out to everyone. Yet I know who I am, and I'm not afraid of her any more. I don't 
hate her anymore over something she cannot control. I am who I am, and that just happens to 
be a pansexual person who identifies as queer because I reclaimed the slur that was thrown at me 
when I was walking to work one day. 
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We need pride because people of our identities are still hurt, discriminated against, threatened, 
and killed. It is okay to be straight or to be religious. It isn't okay to use your sexuality or religion 
as a weapon to hurt and kill others.  
 
Let us be our authentic selves.  

 

----- 

Linda M. Crate’s (she/her) works have been published in numerous magazines and anthologies. She is 

the author of seven poetry chapbooks, the latest of which is: the samurai (Yellow Arrow Publishing, 

October 2020). She has also authored two micro-collections, and four full length poetry collections. She 

identifies as queer and pan. 
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Aishwarya Das Gupta 

The Last One 

She plucked out the feathers from her 
Wide white wings. 
One by one. 
Dutifully, delicately--  
Dipping them in the dying light of the setting sun, 
Before gathering them in the basket of silence. 
She did this every evening until none but one, remained. 
The last one. 
A totem, or a taboo  
She could not say for sure. 
 
The final one--  
The first one which  
Had blossomed on her being. 
Borne of pain and ecstasy, 
Multiplying- 
Like the silent song of 
fireflies- 
As she stole away from 
The dark forest of the  
Eternal night, 
Adding to her smooth spine 
New scars. 
One at a time, 
which sprouted light; 
Steadying her 
Slowly for the Deadly fight 
Against the  
Dark vines which crept slowly across  
Her mind 
Dancing through 
The trance which darkened 
Her silver slumber 
Crippling and entwining the 
Snow white wings 
Invisibly. 
Stealthily. 
 
It was 
A reminder of her true being. 
The last remnant of the instrument of her greatest might 
Her friend on every rugged flight 
Who came to her on a bright dawn  
Many moons ago 
The woman from the clouds 
Who had touched her neck, her shoulder blades-- 
Stirring in them 
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The song of painful delight-- 
Who was her lover and the instrument of her greatest might 
Her friend on every rugged flight. 
And then the plague touched her kind 
Again 
Threatening to encroach 
Upon the minds of  
Every last winged nomad 
Who dared to dream 
Who dared to fly 
Who dared to touch the deep blue sky 
Who dared to trace the seven arcs  
Of coloured hope beyond the stars. 
So, 
she plucked out the feathers from her 
Wide white wings 
One by one 
Dutifully, delicately 
Dipping them in the dying light of the setting sun 
Before gathering them in the basket of silence 
Until none 
But one remained. 
 

----- 
Aishwarya Das Gupta (she/her)  teaches in Calcutta Girls’ College. She is a weaver of words who 

loves to recede into her bubble of silent dreams. She is an avid reader, lover of cinema and creative arts 

and if left alone to her own devices, may be found lingering under the shady bough of a lonely tree. 
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Candice Louisa Daquin 

Late Bloom 

The late bloom of woman, is my favourite perfume 
when young it is easy to pass 
soft clear skin, straight limbs, no time to 
gather brambles in your skirt or tar on your feet 
you run nimble and unravelled like free wool released from snare 
re-made lost rabbit foot, the fleet 
of heart, dashing across snow to slumber beneath thin frost 
you are unburdened by life, a green elm, bending in time to tapered rhythm 
as cantaloupe sun sets on your forehead 
the light changes and makes unkind patterns of use and toil 
spoiling a little of your wonder, marking with concentration and hour 
spent jarring days in keep; some damson, some cherry some apricot 
all hues of us, avoiding spoil, danger in our fermenting sweetness 
look closer, past obvious cues of 
bruised tips and worn knees knelt in giving others, their day in the sun 
lift the child, make him whole, feed him milk from tendered breast 
the mother, the keeper of secrets 
wound in fable around her fingers like rings from each life 
enriching her, gentle as night breeze 
gathering her skirts high, catching no thorns 
she knows how best to avoid, the worn lament of loss 
her heart shored against familiar kinds of pain 
and better for her concavity, scooped as rich as coffee grain 
redolent in their promised taste 
she is turning toward luminosity, her eyes wide and open 
let the world in, let her translate you, with her rooted draught of beauty 
her long-lived sorrow and laughter,  for evoking and enduring 
her hands are strong and know not 
how to release or let down 
those who need her strength and her 
proffering depth 

 
Dancing girl 

 
Woman you are a chair 
that needs no covering, nor remake 
you tailor yourself 
dancing without awareness, of being captured on film 
who would have thought, things could still reach inside? 
years after I battened down the hatches 
told everyone I don’t feel a thing, nothing gets through 
and you …  you’re bruised around the eyes 
same colour as mine 
green in blue glass with a hazel switch 
gradual hue of autumn and falling things, creating colour from dying 
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the way you move so sure-footed when nobody’s watching 
a hundred stories told in each fold 
I should think everyone if they were not mad,  
would love you then 

 
Such is the duration of love 
 
The first 
had an uncommonly deep voice 
like timber with whiskey on fire 
long fingers like a pianist 
a mind that refused to obey usual circumference 
and the tenderness of a friend you long for 
when night goes on beyond last call 
the first 
more of a girl dressed in grown-up clothes 
didn’t shy from truth, didn’t know how to cook 
made me laugh when I was feverish 
had tenderness in her DNA and red stockings 
covering the scars on her knees 
I recall the way she looped her letters 
crossed her legs at the ankle 
read poetry on the bus over the sound of the world unfolding 
then it was a smaller world, less ways in less ways out 
we coveted moments without need to photograph or comment 
silence ran sleek in wet trees 
she had the eyes of a deer 
eating peanut butter with a long-stemmed spoon 
our noses red from sprint 
our fingers beneath scratching wool 
seeking pulse of other 
as known as soft trace of water over smooth stone 
leaves imprints of affection with morning light 
even today, you are still inside my deep 
turning like dial of clock 
steady in your movement 
against electric storm 
such is the duration of love 
sheltering in familiar cove 
till waves draw out and we  
turn to go home  
 

----- 

Candice Louisa Daquin (she/her) is a Psychotherapist who has worked in the publishing sector in 

both Europe and the US. Currently she's a Senior Editor at Indie Blu(e) Publishing. She values projects 

that have a social cause where they help spread awareness and stop erasure, censorship, and prejudice. 

Daquin is French-Egyptian, living in America's Southwest. 
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Liz DeGregorio 
 
Follow 
 
You'll know her when you meet her, 
The Lady in Red. 
 
You'll be coming across a field at dusk, 
She'll be watching you, quiet, still. 
 
You'll inhale, smell the tuberose, the pine, 
She'll be waiting for you in the dusk. 
 
You'll feel the cool air, it's after a thunderstorm, 
She'll still have raindrops on her lashes. 
 
You'll try to focus, try to catch a glimpse of her face, 
She'll remain, as always, poised, and ready.  
 
You won't be sure what to make of her, 
This Lady in Red, turning away, 
 for you to follow.  

 
Crystallised Girl 
 
The way you hurt yourself 
reminds me of a National Geographic magazine:  
your eyes watching me read the cover.   
 
The blue skies in Paraguay oversee our collision, 
two bodies headed toward one another with lightning speed.   
The light of your eyes puts the stars to shame.   
 
You're moving along like a lion,  
every part of you rolling soft from side to side,  
and your huge eyes locked on your target (some days, it's me). 
   
I kiss away the lines on your wrist,  
let my tears drip like a salve, 
massage the colour back into your hands.   
 
I want to love you for who you really are.   
Let me stay with you, even when your blue tears fall for another.   
The light coming through your starry face will not be extinguished. 
 
For so long, I've watched you in darkened rooms,  
but now, I am tracing the death of my lust for you,  
tracing it with one slim finger, poised to break as it bends.   
 
Maybe I mistook your dull green eyes for starlit skies, 
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and perhaps I saw your lids slip down gracefully 
without observing the skeletal spider blue veins crisscrossing the flap.    
 

----- 

Liz DeGregorio’s (she/her) writing has appeared in Ruminate Magazine, BUST Magazine, Ghouls 

Magazine, Scorpion Magazine, Beyond Words Literary Magazine, Decomp Journal, Drunk Monkeys, *82 

Review, The Ocotillo Review, Danse Macabre, From Whispers to Roars, Ponder Review, Crack the Spine's 

anthology "Neighbors," Riva Collective's Chunk Lit, Dark Moon Lilith Press, Two Sisters, and Indie Blu(e) 

Publishing's anthologies "SMITTEN" and "As the World Burns. ‘She’s also performed at Providence's Dorry 

Award-winning storytelling series Stranger Stories. 
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Kanchan Dhar 
My Evolution as a Bisexual     

My first kiss was when I was ten. It was my cousin…a girl. Like every Indian 90s kid, I grew up 
on a generous dose of Shah Rukh romancing Kajol in the mountains of Switzerland (woollen-less!) 
or amidst sunshine-dappled mustard fields in Punjab. The raunchy tracks of Falguni Pathak and 
soulful beats of Sonu Nigam were equally the rage. And yet, that hot summer afternoon, as family 
sweltered and indulged in meaningless gossip post-lunch in the living room, we kissed in the 
balcony. I remember being more interested than her, annoyed after a point. The event was soon 
forgotten. We grew up into cis-het women proper. 

Now years and spaces apart, when I reminisce that afternoon, my aware mind questions—What 
was that? I often re-live that moment in my head only to repeatedly arrive the same cross—I wasn’t 
uncomfortable with her, rather normal. Ten is old enough to know romance. Most ten-year-olds 
already have an understanding of the physical aspect of love. So did I. I grew up at a time when 
PRIDE hadn’t even birthed. My parents are a man and a woman. The films we watched pitched 
only hetero romances. In my all-girls’ school, we only talked about boys in hush-hush tones. And 
yet at ten I could embrace a girl sans hesitation.  

Today I identify as a cis-het woman. So was I bisexual then? Psychology says that our instincts are 
most natural when we are young, un-muddled by life, social expectations, or media. So if I was, 
this world did a fantastic job suppressing it. I don’t recognize that part of me anymore. But 
wait…there is more!  

Few know that I am an energy therapist. I started delving into the occult years ago, and with 
consistent spiritual pursuit, I felt I am more than I had ever known. I am bisexual spiritually. I 
have contemplated long if this makes sense. Perhaps bi-polar is a more suitable identifier since my 
bi nature has nothing to do with sex. It is me essentially resonating with both masculine and 
feminine energies inside of me. I think I have a bit of both.  

My explorations as an occultist led me to understand even God as bisexual. The occult teaches, 
universal, or Godly, energy, is bipolar, materializing as both masculine and feminine. Here is an 
instance from Hindu culture. The image of Ardhanariswara is very popular in India. It is an 
androgynous figure of Shiva (male) and Shakti/Parvati (female). “Ardha+nari+iswara” literally 
means “half+woman+god”. It is a deity split in the centre, the left half the female, the right the 
male. It symbolizes the concept of oneness. That creation is possible only when the masculine and 
the feminine come together. “Ardhanari” then becomes a symbol of growth and fertility. 
Eventually the idea moves beyond sex and focusses on the duality of divinity, that oneness can be 
achieved only in this state of union of the contraries. Ardhanariswara, therefore, stands for the 
bisexual nature of the One, the God, the most supreme creature.  

Bisexuality is nothing modern or new. The concept is as old as history. World cultures are replete 
with such images: Hemaphroditus (Greek), Hapi (Egyptian), Ymir (Norse), or Ometeotl (Aztec). 
In the modern times, Freud popularized the idea that bisexuality is innate. This stemmed from the 
fact that the human foetus is neither exactly female nor male. But undifferentiated. Over the years, 
I learned, a healer or occultist always works with the polarities to achieve the best results. Generally, 
we desire the world in mono tones. But we exist in variant shades. Our condition is eternally bi, 
and more.  

----- 

Kanchan Dhar (she/her) is a writer and editor from Odisha/Pondicherry, India. Her writings have found 

places in several recent anthologies, including Shimmer Spring (2020), The Kali Project: Invoking the 
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Goddess Within (2021), Through the Looking Glass (2021) Paradise on Earth (2021); etc. Her debut book 

of poems Becoming Himalaya is currently in press. She has an MA in English and Comparative Literature 

from Pondicherry University, and currently works as senior editor at an MNC, Pondicherry, India. 

She identifies herself as a cis-het woman who is spiritually bisexual (or bi-polar). 
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Ramesh Dohan 
 
Naturist 
 

During a season 
of black sycamores 
Bare feet crackling earth 
As his zipper clasps 
In its shadows 
I relearn my steps 
I am left to pick 
Pines leaves from 
My shirt 
The air grabs 
My lapel 
We don’t hold hands 
or speak to each other 
and disclaim today 
as an expedition. 

 
Requiem 
 
He walks burning 
Through the empty sheets 
of my mind 
Lonely little town 
no whispers 
but his footsteps 
I chant his name 
To the night 
and his darkness 
mistakes me 
for his sunrise 
 

----- 

Ramesh Dohan (he/him) hails from the city of Toronto. He earned a BA from the University of British 

Columbia. His poetry often slips into quirky, tender, or profound observation on the everyday, reading 

and writing, and poetry itself. He has also seen his poetry published in several literary journals 

including South Ocean Review (2007), Osprey Journal (2008), Boston Literary Magazine (2011), Ascent 
Aspirations (2011), Bywords Journal (2012), Allegro Poetry Review (2015), and VerseWrights (2015) & 

Bosphorous Review of Books (2021) 
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Melissa Fadul 

After Our First Talk in Four Years  
 
I hung up and searched for you 
on the earth’s web— 
The way we look for someone today,  
 
if we’re afraid to meet or even leave some love   
on a machine.  Memory rewound our talk, your words,  
I’m open if you want to meet face-to face.  I couldn’t— 
 
It took years for transference’s burn to bronze and fade. 
Even now if someone calls your name, I stop—Hope  
and not hope you’re near, hoping temptation doesn’t  
 
blurt, tell me one your stories—this heart has starved 
Remind me the real matter is that I matter.    
Whisper and lean in as you would when the essential surfaced. 
 
Like when you spoke of friends who lost their infant— 
who pulled off the freeway after the funeral  
got out and unbuckled the baby’s car seat 
 
and dumped it on the shoulder. 
Hours later they went back to find it 
gone.  
   

The woman walking through the wind  
  
tucking her curls behind her ears  
looked like you only for a second. 
Yet, your words buried years ago, rise: 
Our bond is so much more special  
than anything sexual.  
How would it feel to share bodies— 
not just thoughts?  
Wake first to dawn’s glints of shadow  
slipping through slats in the shutters  
like love letters sliding into envelopes— 
Turn in time, to watch you take in  
that last bit of rest before opening 
sleepy eyes—straddling the seam  
of this world and dream  
but awake enough  
to press yourself into my lips. 
 
Dreaming of My Ex-Therapist 
   
From across a restaurant, I thought I saw you—  
a woman’s blond locks curled at her shoulders  
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like a snail huddled in its shell.  
  
She turned to me.   
Did she sense my eyes on her? 
It’s not your face— 
  
but one spoiled  
by age’s jackhammer   
not beauty— 
  
a different kind of erosion.  
Someday, somehow in my waking life  
I might understand why  
  
I still search for you  
in places I know  
your heart would fit— 
  
Why I still stop  
to look through reflections  
in revolving doors.  
  
Hunt for you in an ocean  
of restless figures on the subway,  
scan heads like a bear yearning for a glacier top. 
  
I scour hotel rooms  
thinking I will find you folding  
old baby clothes and leaning them  
  
on a cool pillow for maids to take, 
because they’re not paid enough  
to pay the rent and buy their kids clothes. 
  
Would you remember telling me that?  
The last time we spoke you reminded me  
you’re old and can’t remember anything. 
  
Would pictures help jolt your memory? 
We’ve known each other over twenty years  
but have no photos together.  
  
That’s the therapist/client relationship, isn’t it?  
  
Its efficacy is in the glue cradled in the cracks.  
As if I was an expensive porcelain dish fractured  
and you remain the golden glue  
  
meant to show me how to put myself back together— 
You did, but other times you broke a bit as well 
even though you weren’t supposed to shatter before me. 
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I loved that human side of you.  
Putting you back together 
as unhealthy as it was to ignore myself. 
  
I couldn’t help but equip your fractured wings 
with makeshift splints I made from empathy’s timber 
I axed from the last standing tree of my childhood. 

  

----- 
Melissa Fadul (she/her) lives in New York with her wife and teaches advanced placement psychology 

and classical literature in a public high school in New York.  She has been an educator for eighteen years. 

She has three loving pets: a Maltese named Linus, a puppy named Izzy and a bunny named 

Roggie.  Melissa is currently completing a poetry manuscript and screenplay.   

For readings and appearances, you can contact Melissa at: melissafadul@gmail.com 
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Jill Freeman 

The Manacle 

Trinkets decorate the manacle about your ankle. I look at it as it dangles on your dainty foot from 
my perch on the porch swing next to you. You bounce your foot lightly and the metal tinkles. This 
bangle gives me a sense of purpose, a sense of dignity with you. I gave it to you, and now it lies 
there acting like a reminder to both you and I and the world around us. I asked you today what 
you would say if anyone asked you about it, you said that you would tell them it was a tantric sex 
technique. I thought that was humorous in a biting and truthful way. You would tell them the 
truth, whereas I would lie outright were someone to ask.  

I placed the bangle about your foot, as if it were attached to a symbolic chain. It means more than 
fidelity. It means you shall tie all your pleasure to me. It narrows down your focus until you only 
receive it from my hands, my mouth, my mind. Neither from someone else nor from yourself are 
you allowed to have pleasure. The idea is that by waiting for my touch you will become expectant 
and willing. You will bend under the pressure, you will bend to my will, and when I call upon you, 
when I call for you to come, you will answer quickly. Your body will answer. It will increase your 
pleasure at my hands. It will teach you to trust my hands, to wait for what my hands will do. It will 
temper you to wanting my hands in specific.  

I am not going to be dishonest. I want you to beg, to wait wistfully, to ach with need. I want your 
body to learn to expect me. Waiting will make your passion deeper, your longing more evident. 
You may ask for your needs to be met in a certain way, but that does not mean that it is self-
evident that you will get it. You will have to learn to trust me. You will have to ask me for your 
pleasure. 
 

----- 
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Rachael Ikins 
 

Epiphany 
 
My wife fell in love this summer. 
I didn’t know what to do.  Neither did she. 
It was obvious. My heart went out to her. 
 
She is 51 going on 12 years old.  We play Scrabble 
 long winter nights.  She doesn’t invent words, 
she uses German, French and Spanish. When my score 
 begins to climb she removes her underwear, hikes  
her night-gown up to just there. I swear I can’t think 
 of anything wordy after that. 
“Strip Scrabble” she calls it, not cheating. 
 
She has tattoos and body piercings. 
Writes photographic, honest poetry. 
Can’t type worth shit. Totes a gun and wears  
camouflage pants. Swears-words defend her 
 in ways I never could. She is 
 
my hero. 
I love her, her butch cut, bravery and 
how she loves her pet pig, Roosevelt. I love her silly 
 puns, ridiculous jokes. How she cries for fallen soldiers 
 after every war, 
for those losing the battle with time, 
and homeless cats.  I love how she fights, is rarely silent.  
That she licks the batter bowl when I make cake. 
 
She is bossy, opinionated and not very good at sharing. 
The most generous woman I’ve ever known. 
 
I love how she tries to free 
prisoners, to rescue other trapped wild things  
and most of all 
I root for her as she tries 
 
to free herself. I love 
her coming out, and yet how 
she goes to sleep 
each night 
with me. 
 

Rachael Ikins (she/her) is a Pushcart nominee, 2018 Independent Book Award winner, & 2019/2021 

Faulkner finalist.  Author/illustrator of 9 books from fantasy to memoir, chapbook to full length poetry 

collection. Her art has won prizes and has hung in galleries from CNY to Washington DC. She is a member 

of NLAPW, and Just Poets. She is editor at Clare Songbirds Publishing House. 
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Carol H. Jewell 
Lovers Haibun 

Almost twenty-three years of surprises. For me; I love ‘em. Not you. You hate getting surprises, 
but I’d bet that meeting me and falling in love was the most unexpected miracle, and wanted 
surprise, of your life. Last week I came home and there was a red, romantic dumpster in the 
driveway. One of us had to do it; you took the plunge. A present- big or small- for any reason, or 
no reason. So far, I don’t see anything in this behaviour to horrify the homophobes. 

If I could, I would 
wed you again, my love; 
two girls growing old. 
 

August 2021 

Our air conditioner died. 
We knew we were in trouble. 
Stripped to nothing, I did not even wear 
my socks.  
You knew it was bad  
if I was willing to 
risk my toes 
to the teeth of one or more of 
our inquisitive (read: nosy)  
cats. 
 
They lay on the floor in front of 
the fan, their fur blowing in the 
artificial breeze. 
Or they lay in the bathtub 
against the tiles, 
the cool, cool tiles. 
 
I dreamt we were driving on The Cape, 
the Dunes rushing up to meet us on the left, 
blue sky, no clouds, heading toward  
P-Town. 
No hate. 
 

New Names, Old Friends 

Some friends of mine 
changed their names 
and their pronouns, too, I think. 
I’m old, I forget a lot. 
I didn’t ask why. 
I assumed these changes 
would align better with 
their true identities. 
I wrote a poem 
for their wedding, 
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for all three of them. 
 
Now one of them is fighting for their life… 
No, edit that: all three are fighting for their lives. 
 
New names, 
old friends. 
 

----- 
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Annette Kalandros 

The Woman Who Remembered the Taste of Apricots 

The woman lied to herself. 
Said life is not had without hope, 
Believing hope resided within her chest 
Just under the bones, 
As she remembered the taste 
Of fresh apricots, 
The sweetness of their juices 
Bursting in her mouth, 
The texture of their pulp 
Playing against her tongue— 
She remembered— 
Fresh apricots  
During the weeks of summer 
In the year the earth awoke, 
Stretching and yawning, 
Turning as if  
To bring sunrises closer 
And hold sunsets dear— 
That summer— 
That summer when the girl, 
Holding beating hope, 
Emerged from the cracks forming  
In the left side 
Of the woman’s chest. 
Thus, the woman who lied 
About holding onto hope, 
 
Crumpled and died, 
Shrivelled like the over-ripened apricots 
On the ground beneath the tree in your yard. 
The girl, holding hope, emerged 
Laughing with joy at all the smiling 
Universe seemed for once to offer up 
In the taste of apricot flesh 
And the sweet juice that quenched thirst 
After years of waiting want. 
 
The earth tilted back, turning once again, 
Withdrawing from sunrise and sunset. 
Then the apricots were gone. 
Picked, fallen to the ground, 
Nibbled by birds and squirrels. 
The girl, who held hope,  
Shrank down, curling into a foetal position, 
Within the dead woman who lied 
About having hope and who 
Was now revived, resuscitated, 
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Like a cannibal feeding off a beaten enemy 
Of faith, of pain, of living hope, 
By the now shrunken head like girl, 
Who had held beating hope  
That could beat no longer 
As the revived woman remembered 
 
Always— 
The taste, the feel of the flesh of fresh apricots. 

 

An Afternoon 

 
The world swirls by in an afternoon. 
 
Yesterday does not matter 
 Since it was a yesterday 
 Containing others. 
 
Tomorrow, in its time, does not matter 
 Since it is tomorrow, 
 Containing a flower yet to bloom. 
 
What matters is this afternoon, 
 Containing us, a flower blooming now, 
 Under the shade of these trees, 
 While we rest against each other 
 As the world swirls by. 

 

 

You, the Oasis 

Thirst and hunger, 
My constant, long unwelcomed companions, 
Thirst and hunger no longer. 
 
And yet, 
And yet, 
 
Still longing, 
Victims of this city’s heat, 
They send my thoughts 
Searching for you. 
 
Then I feel you move within me, 
Deep beneath my skin— 
Though you are far from me, 
I become the oasis you are 
Since you are deep within me, 
All you are sating thirst, sating hunger. 
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And yet, 
And yet, 

 
With your movement 
Deep within me, 
Creating longing, wanting, 
Desire— 
 
And thirst and hunger 
Become, once again, 
My constant companions, 
But welcomed now 
In joy. 
 

----- 
Annette Kalandros (she/her) is a retired teacher who has been active in the LGBTQ community since 

she helped found a gay and lesbian theatre company in Baltimore in the early 80’s. She is proud and 

honoured to have her work featured in two Indie Blu’s anthologies, As the World Burns: Writers and 

Artists Reflect on a World Gone Mad and THROUGH THE LOOKING GLASS: Reflecting on Madness and  

Chaos Within.  

Website:  http://aikalandros.com 
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Sirens. Anna-Marie Lopez 
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Anna-Marie Lopez 
 
As a young woman, Anna-Marie spent years in and out of hospital emergency rooms and 
psychiatric institutions before she was diagnosed as suffering from mental disease. Though never 
a "bad" kid, she graduated from HS with honours & scholarships. She was a runaway picked up 
by the police and sent to mental hospitals experiencing things & people that few do at any age. In 
those times the unknown & the misunderstood were tied up in straight-jackets thrown into padded 
rooms. Strapped to cots lit up like light bulbs with electric shock therapy, waking up doing 
the  Thorazine shuffle. Even the expensive psychiatrist failed at turning her from the homosexual 
life that was to be in her future.  Scorned by disappointed family she was cast out of her home to 
fend for herself. Lopez’s passion and resolve required her to draw on her experience 
creatively.  She emerged as an artist with little regard for niceties but a belly full of resourceful fire. 
In the years before  wooing the art world with her uncompromised visions of mental health and 
the life of a Mexican-American gay artist. Lopez’s work had been greeted by galleries throughout 
the US as some of the most exceptional, significant paintings produced by a female Latin 
painter.  Her vehement, blunt, and injured portraits and dreamscapes were fast being collected 
with Lopez transitioning from obscure to sensational overnight, particularly on the back of 
a  feature in leading lesbian magazine, Curve, and her controversial piece “Virgin,” the subject of a 
divisive censorship battle between a local gallery in her native San Antonio and the National 
Coalition Against Censorship. 
Unknowingly she was coming into another phase in her life as a  tumour was growing in her brain. 
June 29, 2016, after an auto accident ER doctors discovered  the brain tumour. Later surgeries, 
scar tissue & vp Shunt had unwittingly left her vision impaired, experiencing seizures  and hand 
tremors. She continues to paint though many times finding everything emotionally  difficult.  The 
isolation and inability to drive can be overwhelming at times. But with the  encouragement of her 
partner & faith the path leads on. 
 
Her solo shows were at The Gas Gallery SA, Tx (March 2007), The Great Northwest Library 

SA, Tx (March 2008) and at Gallery Balmain London UK (January 2021). She has participated in 

innumerable group shows including those at Gallery Colline (Canada, 2021), Galeria Balmain 

(London, Feb 2021) and at Art in the Dark: Lighthouse for the Blind (2021) to mention only the 

latest.  
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Stephen Mead  
 
Confluence 
 
Stone love is all the impassioned statuary 
this rain slants down on. 
Aren’t we just as solid? 
Streams mingle without splash 
in the drizzly currents through which we wrestle 
but admitting how much? 
 
Love, somewhere within us, each bead is crystallizing, 
becoming the seed of some rivers’ DNA. 
One touch slides against another 
& entire populations have something to say about this. 
 
Oh I know, you know, we always mean it to be just 
a union of conception’s privacy. 
Still, meet the world here, the world right smack 
where you mount & I will my flesh 
to expand like a Buddha’s, 
map-wrapping the way water takes on the shape 
which holds. 
 
Is nothing contained in this interlocking, 
this match of ages, or is all the multiplicity of ripples 
& every life held like a face in the cell 
which drops, drops, drips? 
 
Listen, if you could, for a while just bolt out everything, 
the surrounding blotter of voices 
which leave me stating the evident. 
 
If only here, with this love, caressing the filaments 
numbering one million, the ideas’ hundreds of lightning volts 
that have wound round my thoughts, my hair----- 
If only for this short space, help us to forget, set aside or… 
 
No.  I was wrong, because of all those who’ve died, 
scoffed for such, let us touch, touch in glory 
& melt so marrow-solvent that the substance 
will form the testament of truth: 
Yes; obdurate rock. 

 

He’s My Kind 
 
No one would have to show you how, 
to explain, to hope. 
It all goes without saying, destruction 
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implicit, smooth, basic 
to the personality----- 
Mr. Clean Mean Fighting Machine. 
Certainly it’s duty, tradition, 
the mind in that mantra: 
one of us, one of us, &, if not, 
do away. 
Certainly you understand neither how 
or why is ever involved 
& if you consider them 
that’s a disgrace.  Joe, 
know your role.  Joe, 
know your place 
like the bones of a face 
for the smashing. 
If some tenderness, hesitation enters 
that would be undermining: 
fatal bewilderment betraying national pride. 
So of course I must die, Joe, & by 
your hands, beside you or standing 
in front though first I must do this: 
bestow a small kiss like a blow. 

 

----- 
Stephen Mead is an Outsider multi-media artist and writer.  Since the 1990s he’s been grateful to many 

editors for publishing his work in print zines and eventually online.  He is also grateful to have managed 

to keep various day jobs for the Health Insurance. Currently he is resident artist/curator for The Chroma 

Museum, artistic renderings of LGBTQI historical figures, organizations, and allies predominantly before 

Stonewall. 
Website: https://thestephenmeadchromamuseum.weebly.com 
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Kenneth Pobo 
 
Photos of Gay Lovers 
 
1. 
They look like extras from McHale’s Navy, 
the lavender version 
which never found a sponsor. 
2. 
One looks like a ventriloquist,  
the other his dummy, 
in suits, lips moving in secret. 
3. 
Where are they going in that car? 
The country of kisses, 
passport tongues. 
4. 
The sun handcuffs them, 
even in sunglasses.  Moon, 
free them. 
5. 
Four alligators sun 
in a Georgia swamp. 
Four egrets take off. 
6. 
A watch and chain, 
you harvest acres of seconds-- 
and make time stop. 
 
Dulcet Tones Dreams of Husband 
 
When I have that dream of you again,  
the one that’s a little scary, a little erotic, 
it dawns on me that my dreams normally  
lack music.  Like our marriage.  I’m sure  
that’s not a dream.  Didn’t we stand 
in the Unitarian Church, light coming in  
through tall windows?  It happened, yes? 
 
Years stack up, leftovers.  Good night,  
good night, kiss.  Then the dream   
which I still haven’t told  you. 
 
Rainbow Conquest 
 
Ape wants to win.   
At any cost.   
He captures Irkutsk,  
feeds the lion  
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of conquest.   
I keep playing 
knowing I’ll lose— 
 
after driving me  
from Greenland,  
he rolls the dice,  
this pacifist  
in a rainbow sweater. 
 

----- 
Kenneth Pobo (he/him) is the author of twenty-one chapbooks and nine full-length collections.  Recent 

books include Bend of Quiet (Blue Light Press), Loplop in a Red City (Circling Rivers), and Uneven 

Steven (Assure Press). He is a gay poet.  His work has appeared in North Dakota Quarterly, Nimrod, 

Mudfish, Hawaii Review, and elsewhere. 
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Sheetal Sanghvi 
 
Purity of Heart: Section 377 of the Indian Penal Code 
 
The experiences she had with men were so bad, 
Her life story was so sad, 
That it led her away from the arms of every other man. 
In solitude she lived. 
Her life was full of despair and sadness. 
In childhood itself the seeds of dissent were harnessed. 
 
Till one day she came across a person beautiful and bright. 
That person showed her the light, 
But she herself could not distinguish between wrong and right. 
In each other’s company they felt so light, 
And the steps they took were so drastic that it impaired people’s acoustics. 
 
Shunned they were by one and all, 
But the love they had for each other was substantial enough,  
And that was the reason for their pitfall. 
 
They were men/women in love. 
They thought themselves to be abnormal, 
But not too late did they find more men/women like them. 
Couples in love practising sodomy. 
 
A society they created, 
A society of their own, 
Which is governed by love alone. 
Just like us human they are, 
Awakening to their inner feelings, 
Just being aware of what their heart is saying. 
  
Purity of heart, 
And honesty to themselves is their biggest asset. 
More commendable than what we ordinary mortals possess. 
So who are we to judge if they are wrong or right, 
Or take an objection to their stand in life. 
Afterall it’s even their land, 
And let’s not run away from them, 
But rather give them a helping hand. 

 

----- 
Sheetal Sanghvi has completed her BSL, LLB, LLM (UK). Her legal article was published in Eurolawyer 

and her poem ‘The Girl Child’ was published by the National Library of Poetry, Maryland in an anthology 

‘The last Good Byes’. She was interviewed by Pune times and a Radio channel. 
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Nitya Swaruba 
 
all my dreams 
 
I sit there beside her silhouette 

we’re close yet her face is an illusion 

she whispers into my ear 

I hear words but not meaning 

so I wait  

for another night 

for another dream 

 

it’s her again 

this time filled with colours 

I see some pink, orange too 

there’s a sunset haze  

around this town I follow her  

on cobblestone roads 

and narrow paths  

lined with breath-taking bougainvillea 

in this forest of colours 

I follow her with my eyes 

until she becomes a dot 

and fades away 

 

a steampunk house 

a many-storied monument 

I don’t know why I’m here 

the doormat turns into the elevator  

it takes me up 

tosses me into a window 

I see a million stairs  

going every which way 

I take one 

I reach a door 

it’s her door 

a feeling creeps on me 

this is where I was going 

all along 

 

 

I have woken up 

with wetness on my lips 

and out of breath 

I close my eyes  

and rewind the night  

until I reach that point 

in the realm of dream 

there I find her 

she’s kissing me 

she’s kissing me like  

she won’t be able to  

for the rest of time 

drenched in love 

I open my eyes 

I swallow, I breathe 

 

it’s been years 

I still wait  

to hear her again 

to know what she said  

the silhouette girl 

that whispered to me 

every day I wait  

for that night 

for that dream 

 
 
Nitya Swaruba (she/her) is a thinker, poet, and writer. She falls in love with something now and then, 

which sparks her imagination. The universe, love, and woman are her constant muse. She has published 

three books of poetry. Her first prose collection, It’s Uncomplicated, is out now. It is a collection of her 

musings about simplifying thinking in all walks of life. Nitya loves photography. She lives in Pondicherry, 

India, and works as a freelance copyeditor. 
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Emily Thomas 
 
Two Women 
 
Two women got caught kissing in a car 
Two women were subjected to the laws of the Syariah 
Two women received six lashes on their backs 
While a hundred people watched and called them pariah 
Two women were made examples of 
Their punishment a spectacle 
Because men said, their love went against the hadith of Allah 
 
With every lash, breaking skin  
on the bodies restrained 
To receive punishment 
To be made to feel pain 
Because 
Love between two women 
Isn't the same as the God sanctified love between 
A man and a woman 
 
So, I carry the stings of those lashes  
From two other women 
On my own skin 
Because I am the same kind as them 
Forced to hide in shame 
Because I refuse to be inflicted justice and judged by my fellow men 
And so, the lashes appear 
Of my own undoing 
The pain is real 
Of which I cannot bear  
And so 
I go into hiding 
 
I was born 
Unlike my mother 
I was not drawn to men like my father 
 
I knew from the start I was a deviant 
I liked being different 
But there is this game 
The world plays 
That compare being a deviant to walking  
Hand in hand with Satan 
The rules were set out for me 
I had to be  
someone they told me I should be 
 
I hear the whispers that come out of their mouths 
Shane. Shame. Shame. 
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As if my feet are undeserving to walk 
On the same green grass, you walk on.  
which is a gift from the Divine Father 
The paradise made specifically for Adam and Eve 
But when I walk, 
I feel 
a million tiny cuts on the soles on my feet 
grazing the blades of grass, 
Each blade adding a pontoon of miniscule  
lightning bolts  
shooting up your every nerve 
With Every step I take 
I wear my guilt like a heavy yoke 
With every weight I shift from the heels 
to the balls of the feet 
One foot replacing the other 
My insides and outsides do not match 
And I can’t help but feel like an imposter 
 
You get used to it 
You tell yourself 
You train your eyes to avert 
The gazes of the pretty girls. 
This is not how you play this game 
 
And yet when my lazy gaze rested on hers 
All the air got sucked out of me and 
My breath ceased being mine own 
It wanted to rise and fall 
With every heave and Ho 
of her chest 
My untrained two left feet 
Sought out the vibrating strings of the flamenco guitar 
To playfully dance the tango 
To place my feet in between hers 
And learn the rhythm of her untamed beating heart. 
 
What do you do? 
When an unstoppable force meets an unmovable wall 
I am afraid like poor humpty 
I am due to take a fall. 
Anxiety peels in with every bead of sweat dripping off my skin 
Would she answer my call? 
Would she stall? 
Spending all my wishes on thoughts that 
She would be enthralled 
How is it I can feel both big and small 
At the same time, I am around her 
Do I dare even have the gall? 
 
Slowly but surely the dopamine 



 

42 
 

Starts to take over 
This drug numbing the pain 
Of the shame 
The cuts slowly start to disappear 
My footsteps start to get heavier 
As I walk towards her 
I deserve to love her 
 
I 
a woman 
Love 
Another woman 
Without shame 
Without having to play the game. 
 
Emily Thomas (she/her) is a Professional Clown, Spoken Word Poet and Drama Educator. She is the 

founder of Life’s A Stage and co – founder of a Malaysian Spoken Word and Poetry platform, Speak It Easy. 

Emily has been facilitating and curating and facilitating poetry, storytelling, and drama workshops all over 

Malaysia. She has also been featured on Bernama TV, NTV7 and BFM Radio, Mix fm.  

 

 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 


