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If this is your first, welcome to the ZamaShort series!

If not, welcome back!

What is ZamaShort?

From the publisher StoryTime that brought you the StoryTime Magazine, African Roar anthology series, and AfroSF anthology series, ZamaShort is a new imprint focused on the amazing powerhouse that is the short story. We give each single short story its own publication so that it may have its own spotlight. To be read and savoured as a stand-alone publication.

ZamaShort is decidedly genre agnostic. We are keen to publish all fiction stories that resonate with us no matter the genre, be it contemporary, satire, science fiction, africanfuturism, fantasy, etc.

ZamaShort will only publish original fiction that has never before been published.

ZamaShort works in an equal partnership with each author, so you can know that 50% of the revenue share you have paid for this story will go directly to the author.

All ZamaShort selections for editing and publication are made from submissions. We also have a strict no-genAI policy and accompanying blacklist.

ZamaShort publishes one story a month.

As per the StoryTime mandate initialised in 2007, with the ZamaShort imprint we will continue to champion and add to the ever-growing canon of African literature excellence and diversity.

With all that said, welcome again, we hope that you will enjoy this short story and all the ones in the series!
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Daniel Joe is an emerging African writer based in Lagos, Nigeria. He is an English Lit. undergraduate at the Iconic Open University, and once a fellow at the SprinNG literary fellowship. His work has been published in several literary magazines and anthologies, including The Poetry Journal's Her Father's Daughter, Brittle Paper, Afritondo, The Rising Phoenix and more. When he isn't writing or reading, he spends his time playing, or watching football, or scouring Lagos on foot searching for inspiration.
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On Writing
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I still remember the day I fell in love with literature. I was twelve at the time. On a Saturday, home alone and bored out of my mind, I began ransacking the whole house for something, anything to do. Somehow, I got to my sister's room of all places and began combing through her bookshelf. A shelf filled with novels and dramas, like Ngozi Chimamanda and William Shakespeare. Names that made my insides churn with angst. So why on earth I was even doing this, I still have no idea or theory to explain it. None whatsoever. But, for whatever reason, I kept at it, until I came across this little book with a cover that had drawings of so many things on it—from books to a ball, headphones to pens, and so much more. On it was written, The Last Days at Forcados High School. Reluctantly I sat on the floor, just in front of the shelf, and opened it up. I started by reading the preambles the way a tortoise might. Building some kind of tension inside, as if I was slowly on the verge of discovering a new continent. I could see my hands shaking as I got to the first chapter. It felt quite surreal meeting this boy named Jimi Solade. A boy I couldn't see, couldn't point to. And yet, in less than five minutes I was completely engrossed in his life. I wanted to know everything that happened to him, and his friends. I think I finished that book within thirty minutes and then read it again with the same ferocity.

Afterwards, I went outside and began walking, not really paying attention to my destination, just thinking. Thinking about the boy I had just met, the life I had just witnessed, wondering what I would have done in some of the situations, questioning the plight of his father, his friends, pondering about how it would feel, what it would mean to lose someone who had known you all your life, before you could even conceive of yourself. I was ravaged with it. Ravaged with a life that did not exist. But I was excited, it was the first time I could remember that something had made me care so deeply, to think, to question things, personal and societal. Also, at the end of that walk, a desire was created. A desire to create, to create a world that left me with that same ineffable feeling, to create something that left me with that same intent to question, to think, to just be.
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