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For my Uncle

As the aroma of mcsalo tea dtffuses through the norrow hallways.
| think “there’s nothing more | could W|sh For
Thunder sirikes. :
God thrusts his mercy in the face of shcrp, :
delicately B
formed rain drops.

As my eyes fall deeply in fhe structures of the rain droplets.

It transports my soul back home. Back to Pakistan. Back to the thick green leaves of the trees

Back to the dance of the locals. Back to drenchlng myself to fhe bone
The rain is a melody of nofure dnp, :
dnp,
drip.

Nostalga you aske

It's an old friend.

A companion for the heart wrenching times. ~

The ﬂmes when the rain would klss my teqrs ond become one wu’rh_lt
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This is where the rain drops become a si'ranger
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Grabbing the highlighters, and the blanket
Coffee in hand, chosen book from the book stack
Ready to dive

Into worlds that seem fo thrive

Stepping into worlds she wouldn't otherwise
Seeing things she normally doesn't redlise...
Experiencing the lives of others that are both wonderful and tragic
To learn life lessons ever so vicariously to feel joy and sadness
She was unable to carry the weight of her responsibilities,
but she could carry the weight of different worlds.

So, she did.

She kept on living through them,

embracing the temporary freedom.

Raisa, 18
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| really wouldnt know what I'd do without you <3
Look up

Look down

Look all around

See who's there and see who's not

because not everyone will be there

on the spot

Marcell, 21

There's light where ever you go
lights are like sun they shine bright

even in your darkest moments.

Home is there when you feel low and there will
be laughs and cries but sometimes nature can

talk to you

Breeze, 20



RESIST + REQPE = REMEDY
B e e
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Why did nO One tell me about this?

No one taught wus about our bodies.
They said they did, but they didn't.
How could they teach us when no one taught
t h e m e
They did the best they could.

Yes, we had school. We had “the talk”.
We were shown a uterus, a penis, a condom.

But how were we supposed to use that.

Technically we know how our baby is made
but do we know what it means to be a parent?

Our soul split in two.

Do we know what it means when we bleed every
two weeks?

When we can’t walk because of the pain.

When  your body feels N0} YOU[S.

And what about those who prayed when they
bled because of the shame.
Who blotted their knickers to hide the sin.

Why did no one tell them what to expect?

Well, because NO ONe told them.

Beth, 33.



Nigeria
The card of diverse culture
The voice that makes me smile

The place where there’s always something going on.

| know that | am home.

=+
T

x
xxxxxxxxxxxx

-----

Yoruba, a tribe of discipline and respect
Look through the window and watch
the old and young

in conversation.

| know that | am home.
Oluwatomi, 19
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