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Where
We
Find Ourselves





Introduction



Sandra A Agard and Laila Sumpton


Where We Find Ourselves is an anthology of poetry and short stories that will take you on a journey from Beirut to Columbo, Port of Spain to the US/Mexican border and then to the Atlantic floor. You’ll travel to the Black Mother’s Yoga class, soar with a kite over Victoria Park and sail with Dutch colonial ships to China.


You’ll navigate past worlds, possible worlds, mythologies and memories from the writers, new and established, who responded to our theme of maps and mapping.


You will encounter poems and stories that investigate where we find home, identities lost and found, colonial history, exile, family and much more. where would your travels take you if you were to map your journey?


This is a book that celebrates global majority writers, and our authors self-identify in many ways: African, African American, Arab, Asian, Bangladeshi, Black, Black British, Black British Caribbean, Black African, British Asian, British African Caribbean, British Indian, British Lebanese, British Sri Lankan, British Pakistani, Caribbean, Chinese, Chinese-Filipino, Chinese-Malaysian, Indian, Indigenous Mexican Latinx, Human, Middle Eastern, Mixed Race, South Asian, and Tamil. Our anthology gives a platform to rich and varied voices, many of whom have been marginalised in the publishing world.


The need for publishing more global majority writers became clearer and more urgent when the Black Lives Matter movement was given a renewed global focus following the murder of George Floyd at the hands of US police in May 2020. It is important that diverse stories and histories are told by writers of that heritage, so that future generations can see themselves in the books they read, and understand who they are.


Even the subtitle of our book, Poems and Stories of Maps and Mapping from UK Writers of the Global Majority, is at the heart of the UK’s race identity debates. Definitions are constantly changing and until there is more equality, spaces for diverse writers need to be supported with open discussion and without recrimination.


We hope you enjoy your voyage, and arrive at many unexpected places in Where We Find Ourselves.




Be Manzini



Survival Protocol



In the case of Mercator vs


Truth, Mercator is victorious


and Africa is forced


to squeeze into Europe.


So I’m mapping out my body


in a shape the


privileged can


understand.


Femininity is unallowed


in this version, there are no


hills or mountains to


conquer.


So much safer; flat,


plain,


less likely to be


colonised if I cover


me in snow.


Does anything natural


and rich grow in blind whiteness?


I yearn to uncover the


soil of my skin, the


peaks of me,


the tributaries between legs… my


lips in full bloom… my


hair… untouched long grass.


Smoke screen… thick…


Frozen… I can breathe.


They touch me, consent


ungiven, fold away when they


are done. Stolen continent


stowed in ships and chests then


tossed in a bottom privy


chamber in Gerardus’


fourteenth century stony castle.


I still can’t fathom


how we got here.




ZR Ghani



Make Me Into a River



Chaos seeks an uninhabitable home.


A light held on my tongue


of words unspoken


is the signal fire.


Give yourself fear, give yourself doubt


to channel your way into my shoes.


There are seasons in me


which do not reflect the Earth’s.


Each tide drowns me a little


and moves on – that’s life,


sweeping up oaks, washing


away the road that leads to peace.


Rivers aren’t lost so I’ll be the first,


sifting ashes from stardust;


birds fly though damaged wings


while I resign, with the same surrender


that hot glass drinks air, into tributaries


that run screeching, untethered,


scribbling out a drought.


A pain contorting all of time.


So this is how love takes root.




L Kiew



The Selden Map



A map is the opposite of floating


on water attached to nothing.


Sanyapi bears care and hope,


Quanzhou merchants, small boats


ducking the Dutch blockade.


The British with their free trade


are only smoke blown over,


a brief turn in the shade and


old ways guided by new light.


Water slaps time against sides.


Scent of poppy sap and no one


moves further up the line.


Today I smell of sandalwood,


look for needlepaths, sequence


bearings from home ports.


The Selden Map has been held in the Bodleian Library since 1659. It was rediscovered in 2008.


Historians have traditionally argued that East Asia, as a whole, had no indigenous cartography.




Rachael Li Ming Chong



Capillary Motion



My ancestors peeped over a pyramid of freckled pears,


through smoke ribbons of agarwood to witness


my graduation to words with more permanence.


No more pencil – a fountain pen, gifted from the family shop;


they gānbēied raucously at the promise tint in its trail,


Roman letters scrawled over borders Ah Tai Kong never


crossed. It came with a bottle of Quink, souped up with sweat


wrung from Po Po’s neck towel and sirens circled


along the glass rim. They shook it wildly to infuriate the ink.


It fermented tartly in its cartridge and surged out


across paper lines, brittle boned hanzi skittling


in its wake: won’t, can’t, shouldn’t, couldn’t; pierce, piece,


priest, belief; knock, knee, knowledge, knife;


a continuous line of cursive trans-continental ghosts


would tug upon, nodding as it held its place.


In science class I unscrewed the bottom shell to marvel


at its reservoir glow in front of the fluorescent fixtures.
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