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My editor says you can't write English because you speak Urdu

Leave

Urdu.

sakool, na-lij, kalij look faint

don't live in the nostalgia of chalkboard.

Open MS Word on your computer,

(Fold the paper in half)

Type School, Knowledge and College in Arial, 11-pt
(Fold the top corners from the centre crease)

Click effects and add a shadow to these three words
(Flip it over and fold again from the centre crease)
Increase the font size to 36-pt

(Fold from the top to the tip)

Read these words aloud as you did in Ms Sarah's English class
(Pierce it with a pencil)

The silence of shadow will too accompany your voice
(no aeroplane for you, sorry)

What a brawny brute, | wonder.

Let me pour a glass of water on the half-skinned paper
Blue ink, the brown writer go together.

fizza abbas

streetcake magazine




a composition (e
(@]
)]
[
©
~Who dlre IS
W You Qe )
W{‘ ; ‘% A7y g @\Hﬂg 8 o _8
) J e ] %%E
[@) g% (&Ilgp \‘\%}\\%\\ A\\\’\\’\\@\@“\ % “ where are you <
[ \W']hlte]r ) “
feel Il]l’]l r S, &?%‘@ﬂﬁ'ﬂl‘%wkﬂtg@lu lé%@k&- l“}?@ ﬁ\%[d%l #tgim n-g
@AGQH'H q%% lT""%tS I w[_:. S nu Yol llS t]l"(e,bq NUCE ]ﬂl hlll ]nl ‘g
f e<€,li anuub\ [istiressed JnuO»l dustiressex >1th n- o lt “e]ﬁe
\w]huelrxe are you Hllme You
; g ; $ q § ; Q\O‘\\)
) \ (@ﬂll g]ﬂl lg axe
%/O) %%ﬁ) ) e]ﬁe dre Vto gl
ey OU S ]rg’ 6‘ >Eefjﬁée§p§( m u@ listain ditstamni
%%@ e (SN mdu@t mt(aunl t
qﬂl& bl ﬁ( INENNOILES . <eV@1rylt]hmntg is so
(0)a1< 15[ busy busy busy busy
%%@@@%ﬁg‘%ﬁmm busy busy
loading Hue R g
U HeTies . ,
Ldsn dﬁﬂgg}d@mﬂﬂ@@bﬁﬁ% error err o r er Fro r
. . (e]ﬂr(%]ﬁf@%%@{’ﬂfé%if Sre ﬁe‘ ¥rde g r
|d@d B griemioees... -
eHFPr eFOFr @l FrHO
what am T even Hh\wm 95 f‘f' \\Tf‘PFlWA' h‘ "FlHﬂferﬁﬁﬂnF evervithinos s so
what am I even thinking eve v1thlunug (S SO
Busy u Y busy busy
Busy b’1U[§Y Busy busy
) Busy Busy busy busy
Busy Busy °USY bugysy busy
) ]B)usy ]BHU[ Visv By 5% ﬁBﬂU[sy busy busy
]BHU[SY]B))M@Y busy %M@ ]B)IU[S burspy s @Eu[ busy
Bus b \u}iﬁ%lbnuﬂg M b ﬁﬁ%’l éib%ﬁg&ﬂg SHsbsb
sy 1b"U@%§ﬁ[§5 BY busybusl q\blbh@?f%lilﬁ[sylb)lulgylbnmslbnurs bsbsbsbsb
busybusybusybusybusbusbsbsbsbsb
you ok?
yeah.
streetcake magazine 4




IN HERE

cleo asabre-holt
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All in the game (after The Wire)

you cannot lose
if you do not play.
The Gods
will not save you

Allin the game...

...and all the pieces
matter. The king
stay the king.
Dope on the damn table.
All in the game...
It's a thin line
‘tween heaven and here
How come
they don’t fly away?
All in the game...
This ain't Aruba, bitch.
| need to get clean.
Lambs to the slaughter here.
Just a gangster, | suppose.
Allin the game...
A man must have a code.
...while you’re waiting
..when it’s not your turn

for moments that never
come.

All'in the game...
Don’t matter how many times
you get burnt you just keep

doing the same

If I hear music, I’'m gonna dance

All in the game...

If you with us you with us. If you have a problem with this, | understand completely.

nora blascsok
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Mothering in the Far Oeste
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ruth callaghan do valle
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hard a cartern

no longer under debate
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quite the opposite is true

This piece is from a series entitled Orbital Reveries, and was created by applying machine vision
algorithms to Landsat 8 satellite images, turning the visual data into generative concrete poems,
meditating on themes of digital environmental sensing. The source image for this piece
depicted forest fires on the American west coast in September 2020.
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On the

If

She wasn't there
She objected to the old sexist phrase

seth crook
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Taken

[ was
When we met
When you let that man pass when
It was your right of way
When you were kind to my mother when she
Criticised your hair
When you squeezed my love
Handles
As we watched a sunrise
When you smiled from a stage when
Your music was wild
When you cried when
[ told you the ways I could break
When you laughed like a seal
When I kissed you in bed
And
When a woman with letters by her name said
You would be

The ground disappeared

tassa deparis
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Jetsam

The institution
1s a burden.

Language has removed its
customs.

Even silence
gurgles.

It spreads the white through
this house.

connor fisher
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imagine
that / instead of walking

through / the forest
the forest / is walking

through / us
and the language /

of trees / is instead
the language / of us

amongst trees

darcy may gillam
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hair clogging up the sink

now | know I’'m home tomorrow | will hear the sound of  save your soul! an
ending ofdryclay inawetmouth kitchen cupboard ransacked for a
breathalyser decluttered foradrugtest only human! pregnancy test &
long-lost strawberry lube  down the sofa like dog treats

the dog is licked & bites
at ease so save your breath! | will press on my bladder my fraying school
skirt hem line in the heat of july  dad misses the days I'd destroy a glazed
doughnut & the flakes would dribble down my swimsuit  tomorrow | will

surrender to the dog piss in the cup

h haran

niam
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COURT REPORTER'S NOTEBOOK

demi monde means half
mistress tells all / talk
no trousers red tuxedo
great disadvantage
beside better

half truths &

lapses

green in the

face king pin &

prison crimes to

turn a man's gut / well

"now at least you have certainty”

max henninger
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Poem
motion
after before
motion motion
disjoining a coalescing
motion motion
relation presence
motion

charlie hill
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In Winter 4
c
@)
In winter: the distance is purple 2
[ |
In winter: the empty boxes biding their time —
T
In winter: paint flakes from a white fence that demarcates // between you and the purple | &
distance
In winter: the birds are circling
In winter: the bones of small animals
In winter: hot chamomile tea
In winter: the honeycomb remnants
In winter: the mountains moving ever closer = to the sea
In winter: acid eating away at metallic structures
In winter: the delicate tones of something that might be jazz quietly played on guitar
In winter: the white tile of bathroom or the pinkish-gray tile of flooring
In winter: a photograph of water and leaves a hint of ice that keys the abstraction
The bridge in winter: its metallic framework stretched above the gray coldness (cold
grayness) of river
Coldness visible at a distance
In winter: the seamless connection  within each family
In winter: the vulture laughing from a great height
In winter: | cut my hair and grow my beard
Cold-bearded winter.
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