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‘My weary feet have become tired.


My eyes, looking and looking,


have lost their luster.


Surely, they are more in numbers


than the stars in the wide dark sky,


people in this world who are not them.’


Kurunthokai of Ancient Tamil Sangam Literature : 100 - 300ce




Identity Lost


Damian and Rachael lay sprawled across the cramped on a low oriental bed, much like spilt milk. Their naked bodies lay extinct, the city on the other hand was bustling, neon lights expressed themselves through the blinds (which Damian had forgotten to close), a monumental Pikachu plastered onto a skyscraper used its height to almost peer into their hotel room. They say if you awaken to the sight of your mother, you will have a great day; Damian woke up believing he may be molested by Pikachu - he knew he was going to have an awful day. He remembered he’s in Tokyo. He carefully moved her dead arm which was across his chest as if he were playing Operation and attempted to wipe his drool off Rachael's hair.


She doesn’t have to know he thought; she will have a shower anyway. Damian’s black skin was like moonlight when illuminated by the Pikachu poster on the adjacent building. He watched the city in disgust, turning back to his naked sleeping beauty to contrast his thought of hatred to love. His idea of a trip was not flying half way around the world to eat tasteless sushi, see women painted white doing weird dances and follow preposterous etiquette. Damian came from the nation of Essex you see, his perfect vacation consisted of lying on a beach bed within eye-distance of his five-star Hilton Hotel drinking a Dry Martini with his bikini clad Anglo - Indian girlfriend.


The room was musky with the smell of sex, the completed bottles of Asahi created a Flanking Manoeuvre around the bed, as if to keep them there.


‘Its either this shitty beer or that Kase’ shit,’ he mumbled under his voice.


‘Sake’, Rachael’s voice was just as musky as the room. Damian watched her rise. Her hair was sticky with drool, to be honest it could have been anything… Her eyes, one stuck by sleep and the other by forgotten mascara and interlinked upper and lower lashes; she looked fucked. He could not bare to watch her with her make up all ruined , he turned away; for Damian always wanted his woman to look stunning. He was from Essex remember. Damian failed to notice how the yellow light blemished her skin, how her natural beauty had gone way further than whatever she had looked like on any night out.


How her lips required nothing artificial, how her untouched (although gross) jet-black hair indicated her Indian heritage.


‘What’s the time?! We’ve told the home-stay we will be there for three!’,


Rachael was not much of a traveller either, but she hated the rudeness of being unpunctual. Damian looked at her, eyes as hyphen-like as possible, it all came back to him. He was getting no sex today, his nerd younger brother had forced him to visit Mount Koya’s Grave of Oda Nobunaga and to prove he had been, a selfie was required in front of the shrine.


Hungover as dog-shit they stumbled hand in hand nowhere. The cab was taking them. Damian wasn’t a man of maps or Google Earth for that matter, or else he would’ve known that it was quicker to walk.


The trip itinerary had been texted to him by his brother:


Tokyo - Osaka - Namba station - Gokurakubashi station - Cable car from Paradise Bridge.


Between Osaka and Namba station they were supposed to stop to eat at a home-stay but Damian was having none of it, he did not care about the money he had paid, he refused to stay in someone's home, especially in a place like Asia! Rachael did not put up much of a protest as she wanted to get this over and done with to be back in time for the new season of TOWIE.


‘We will get this done and fly home from Osaka’s airport, I’m not staying another day in Japan’, he said while peering down at his map as if it were algebra. When alighting at Gokurakubashi station he finally saw a glimpse of Mount Koya, ‘looks like Snowdonia, just a bit more green’.


Rachael was not even looking, her interest laid in a crisp packet she could've sworn was Walkers but it said Lays. She was flabbergasted.


Somewhere in Osaka a family waited behind their sliding doors with close to twenty dishes cooked ready for consumption. The children of the family waited excitedly to meet the people staying at their home.


The cable car allowed views boasting of clean-cut Japanese countryside, the level land looked years away from that altitude but no one was watching. When they reached the shrine, a quick selfie was taken. He saw a Shinto priest peering at him and remembered how much of a celebrity he was in Japan because of his skin.


‘I must be the only black guy to have step foot here, this shit is out of the way’.


Little did Damian know he would not be flying home because of that phrase. Little did he know, he had changed his life forever. The Kannushi turned around in fury, ‘Do you know who built this shrine?’.


Damian was offended that someone called him out, he was also intrigued that a man in rural Japan could speak English.


‘You are certainly not the first black man here, a man of moonlight built this shrine’.


Damian was finally interested, Rachael was still thinking about the crisps.


‘Who was he?’


‘I will tell you when the wind dies down, sit down and have some Sake’ for now’.


Damian sat down, Rachael was checking her snapchat.


He continued, the wind slowed, ‘his name was Yasuke - The Black Samurai’.




Madrassi and the Monsoon


A hunchback and a broken man watch as the teenager cremates her mother by a river.


Dear Kayal,


This letter is only to be opened when I am gone. I am one of your mother's, the other is India. Born into a land of men, my father gave me to my in-laws in exchange for some land for his cows to graze on. I'm nothing but some land, as is India. I'm a Madrassi, I travelled far with you tied to my chest. From the Andaman's to the Ghats, I took you to unthinkable places. I'm no saint child, I've tried to abandon you; I placed you on a boat and watched it sail. I thought I couldn't bring you up in this man's world. It was too violent, maybe another land might've been nicer to us.


We travelled from village to village dodging rape and scolding women. Countless times I've hung men from palm trees, sick men.


Men that deserved to die.


The hunchback is merely a creature stepped on by the same system. Like me and you, he's a Dalit; he means no harm to any of us. The man you call watchman, me and him made you Kayal, but he is no father to you. You know who your parents are. He repents his crimes by forever watching over you, he is broken.


His mother could not give up her land to the next heir. We are just land child. She ordered you and I to be killed. A little babe with a sickle across her neck. My husband had gone off to fight a year before, let's just say; my glistening white saree was blood red as I ran through vibrant jungles in Munnar, Kerala. With you on my back and that same sickle sword in my hand, I ran to the coast. I ran for days. To live in violent lands, we must be barbarians; do you think this fight for us would end in one battle? Thank fuck for the pistol your grandfather left, we owe our lives to it. I was waiting for your father, watching from a rock we call Ela as the Southwest Monsoon bombarded the banana trees.


If there is smoke, my husband is there; the watchman. The rain had discarded the fumes. Where war is, he is. Drenched in Mother Earth I stood at Ela, my red saree soaked, my bindi wiped off, my earrings fighting the windy current; ready to jump. I stood there, eight months pregnant with you and I was ready to rid us both so we may never smell the soil again. That's when it spoke to me, thunder roared, lightning flashed; reflecting off the rain droplets. I could hear her, the cosmos blended around me and all matter shifted into being a physical entity: wind, feeling, anarchy, mystery - it was all tangible.


She said: Millions of women will stand at this spot. Looking out for a man who will never return, watching a land which is not ready for them. They will strive, they will fight. You are not you; you are an embodiment of all the women who have once stood in your place.


Not knowing where to go, not knowing whether you will live free or live at all. You will forever be a Mother of India, in a blood red saree watching over the violent cosmos.


We all have our own journey, meet me when you finish yours.


Kayal folds the paper, she turns to the watchman and the hunchback holding back tears. With her mother burned to ash behind her and the smoke blanketing her eyes:


She stands atop a protruding rock in a bright red saree wondering where she will go from here.


'She looks just like her mother,' said the weeping watchman.




Interplanetary Feather of The Natives.


Here's a story for you fuckers, I am going to kill myself. The colonizers call me Whalley Collins, you'll now know me as Whalley Redhawk.


You fuckers will never know. Never. (Flip the page)


It's been 2186 for three years now since Trump bought time. We have entered a new time, the monetary revolution; from mines in the mantel to the tunnels shooting across the Pacific Desert, we have it all. The wall prevented most of the South Americans getting into America; the ones that survived the flood ventured into the Andes because of the higher ground. We call them Mountain men. They hunt for pelt in the wilderness, they refuse to come down even when the sea had been drunk up. For you see, the Pacific was sold to colonies in Mars, the moon, Io and Titan as converted oxygen from water.


When NASA's curiosity rover on Pluto transmitted images of a pyramid, everyone lost their shit. The Scandinavian union in Greenland instantly decided to send a team there and through the cosmos they travelled for a year (dates and times may differ due to Trump time). Two were sent from America and The Kingdom sent one too.


The Dane stumbled up the grey mountain and looked down into the valley, a black matte pyramid the size of Giza's largest, grasps the green clouds. 'Jesus Christ,' Michael takes some time to compose himself, 'Are you getting this?'.


Michael and his crew set up camp and became the first men to sleep on Pluto. He reminded his colleagues to keep on their visors as they would freeze to death otherwise. All night they were plagued with nightmares which in themselves were plagued with screams, cries and endless pain. They waited for the Americans to arrive, the longer they waited the more intense the nightmares got; one morning Michael woke up to a feather drawn on the inside of his space helmet. They fled from the pyramid, building a camp five miles South of Black Rock. That night Michael dreamt of the death of his babies and the rape of his wife. She smiled and looked straight into his eyes as it took place. He woke up gasping for air and peered out of his gold covered tent. Rasmussen (the youngest of the four men crew) lay dead bearing a switch-blade slashed across his neck.


When the Americans arrived, the Danes lay dead sprawled across the tough grey land. One of the tents shook, upon unzipping Michael was found shivering in fear sleeping next to a dream-catcher.


Following a warm cup of brew and some celestial crackers he warned them, 'get the 3D printer to make you dream catchers, they seem to work.'


No -one dreamt. Michael loaded the dead onto the craft for their journey home whilst the Americans explored the structure. Ancient inscriptions laced the monument on every level. The calligraphy shimmering in gold against the black background was decimated as the American worked his way through with a chainsaw, a piece falls clean off. The Americans scurry off with the piece just as the drone finishes its aerial shots across the structure. It was time for home.


The second US party and the Kingdom's team aborted mission as they passed by Jupiter, Pluto was warming and had become gaseous once again. They wondered where the pyramid would fall.


The grey surface withered in cosmic mist slowly rising into gas, the pyramid was blessed with a plethora of green and violet vapour which encompassed across the Great Planes of Pluto. By the time Michael's party of the dead arrived back on Earth with the American's, the year was still 2186.


President Trump Jr called for a conference to understand the meaning of this pyramid. A bear symbol was inscribed on the piece which was taken off, Trump watched in awe.


'It's Native American,' the council member of the Mountain Men walked out as he said it,


'If any Arikara remain, they may be able to read it'.


Trump ordered the man to stay, the man smirked.


The Scandinavian community found it hilariously ironic that the answer to interstellar travel lay within the American soil, not even a sign to indicate their graves. Native American space men. How much can a civilization learn from being isolated for ten thousand years?


The Scandinavians convinced the world that this was an American investigation, they fucked up so they fix it; and with that the search had begun for the last Ree.


(Flips page)


I bleed for my ancestors, our secrets will die with the wind.


Nature and natives complement one another, every tree felled, every river dried - my people were thought to watch from nether planes, little did they know - they were watching from the stars.


Do I want to know what it means? I'm sure I will find out.


By Redhawk.


The soldiers surrounding the house watched in horror, blood flowed from Whalley's temple.


At the next conference Trump read the note, in a fit of fury he threw it across the room.


'What do we do now?'


'Who else can read it?'


Scandinavian council members erupted into a fit of laughter and the Mountain Man sat with a wide grin planted across his face.




Love's Time's Beggar


For even a single hour sprints past when they would talk. Wide eyed, he would stare when she told her stories. When did money matter? Time? They both hung onto each-other suspended in a vacuum, void of time, touch and space. Just bopping.


But Love's time's beggar.


Love is the idea of truly sharing your life with someone. The idea that there's someone that knows everything about you, what side you sleep on, your smell, your thought process, how you deal with pimples. Since childhood we've been taught to share, and when you finally share love there is no better feeling. So much so that we beg for more time.


A candle flickers brightest in the darkness but it too is subservient to time. It withers and wafts off - mistakes are made, words are ejected, hate is pushed from one side to the other. Both scurry to their own corners going through what they go through. Wide- eyed he would watch you as you spoke, now enraged he glares into nothingness thinking about who she's with and you stare out to the horizon wondering who he is with. Not knowing that the idiots are with each-other. Just on an alternate plane.


Meetings do occur, powered by alcohol they either fight or they kiss but they never really talk. The kisses end in fights and the fights end in sadness. 'He would never speak to me like that', is what is thought when the dust settles. Another meeting, pure hatred is spat at each-other; 'I hate you and I don't care about you', the forthcoming silence lasts ten seconds, time now sloth's onward. Why does everything hateful have to last so long?


Now boy and girl both sit, eyes and ears are not vigilant to anything other than the voice of their heart which only speaks love. For hate is a form of love, a twisted form of love wherein an accumulation of pain, love and betrayal explodes in the face of your significant other.
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