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Fetch Your


Mother’s


Heart




for my friends
& for our Cheryl Constance




I sounded like a fire for no reason


—Ocean Vuong


what you lack and the punishment for your lacking are the same


—Kaveh Akbar


longing is the absent chatting with the absent


—Mahmoud Darwish





introduction



It was the four weeks of October, when violence came to me like a firefly illuminating semi-circles of skin. Tender flapping wings of barely there, glowing against the back of my hand where my veins make the shape of a divided love heart.


(1) The October of Cheryl’s suicide. Our warmest sister of the sisterHudd, who I met carrying a teapot across an open field as we followed a lady in black cloth to a banquet. Cheryl who always had magic stones in her bosom and placed them in my palm when I was sick with ego, how the milk of her smile settled my scowl. Our warmest sister, who took all her hugs, and with arms crossed threw herself into the afterlife. When I found out, in my home in Beirut the woman I was in love with held my champagne and held my head. (2) Days later, while I was still grieving in Batroun, the woman I was in love with would take our anniversary trip alone, and wrap her body around a tourist, fidelity splitting like chapped skin. I’d forgive her with my loneliness, an outstretched finger asking to be clasped. (3) The following Monday we’d drive north to buy a car from my dear elder friends. A car that signified new beginnings. We never got to view the car since their son arrived possessed by desperation for his mother’s attention, and attempted to murder his father right there in the living room. Only when someone much taller than you is summoning blood will you learn the extent of your loyalty. I got everyone to safety, but with muscles tired from running for our lives, I remained terrorised by how much I recognised his hunger. (4) By now the gas stations were full of brawling, as scarcity sizzled and sank normalcy into drains and broken concrete. On that eternal Thursday, while drinking arak with Samsam, we got a call telling us to meet now in the streets downtown. We arrived to fares, riots, small fires everywhere, mopeds growling in packs. The revolution had erupted.
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fearless and fierce, universal and unique’
— Lemn Sissay
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