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SUnburdened womb of my own

Pooja Bhattarai

I 'am a being, born of light,
To love, to wander, to bask in the sky,
To rest where the wildflowers sigh—

Not to carry the weight of a lineage.

No,

I bear no burden of birth,

Though a womb rests within me.

It is mine

Not yours to claim, not yours to command.
I have carried it, cradled it,

And I choose

Not to shape it into a cradle for another.
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Still,

I will never be lesser,
Never be void of worth.
For my value is not woven

Into the thread of creation.

Yes,
I liberate my womb from duty,
Let it breathe, unburdened, free

For I do not wish to bring forth a child.



qdT

Barsha Bhandari

My dad taught me about 3194,

It means a word deviated from the rules of grammar,

It means my hometown was called “Bedi”, - a point where two
rivers meet,

Before it was ever called “Beni”.

It means you’re using a word for the ease of your tongue.

It means my grandma was called “Radha”

before my grandpa ever named her “Raja”.

Him and his thick tongue did things... to her name,
to her identity.
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It took me 12 years to pronounce your name right, and
forever

for my grandpa. You’re still his raja.

Radha, Raja, Radha, Radha, Raja, Radha, Raja, Raja,
Raja,
3Oy

Just like “Beni” doesn’t mean an intersection,

you never met yourself beyond his reckoning,

But when I saw you under the glisten of white snow
mountains,
The first time we ever took a trip without him

I knew exactly what your name meant.

Carefree and wild,

You were abundant of childlike joy.

Radha; luster, prosperity, perfection.

A prism, you saw world with such a lens of freedom,



Drinking tea out of broken cups, and

“winging it” like you were a ninth grader.

You nestled in the anchoring winds of Jomsom,
Spread your arms; titanic style and called yourself free.
And I hoped it last.

But when we travelled back,

And you weren’t you again, I understood,
That hope is not a flying bird,

It is a naked mole rat:

Ugly, with fangs and claws,

and feeding on dismays.

I know there was not funeral for the death of your name,

But here is a poem I sent your way.

To,
Radha
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50 percent

Garima Sharma

science does not comprehend bias
it does not understand why

my flesh and bones

are statistically

50 percent my mother

and yet

of o per cent significance

in naming the origins of the same
science scratches its head

when i explain to it that

despite being only

2 percent different

from my male classmate
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his 98 percent warrants

much more triumph than mine

science is just simply amused

when i reveal to it that

as a woman

rage ought to be an emotion

synthetic to me

assertion ought to be a stance

that my fragile, dainty legs cannot bear

for heaven’s sake

how do i even blame science for not understanding me?
science ought to be someone

i’'m simply incompetent of conversing with
i explain it is just divine design

it is deemed unquestionable

half of my mother’s

that is half of her mother’s

which is half of hers and so on



i know so because there is no other way
i could not be a 100 percent my father
for then his temper

his coarseness

would bruise me from the inside

i could not be a 100 percent my mother
for then her silence

her indifference

would hollow me out on the inside

im 50 percent each because now

i have housed

frequencies of rage

that have

doppler-shifted to quieten

and die inside of me

science sits there puzzled

where did it go wrong?

it was flawless in theory
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Xand X

XandY

50 and 50

man and woman

not man vs woman

in mind

in body

in soul

not more serious than a coin toss
science threw a fit

why did science’s ingenious masterplan
its infallible nature

get so horribly twisted?

so i tell science

even though you my track 50 percent
of my heritage in my body

you will never measure

the strands of my mother’s silence



passed to her and to me

via/through her mitochondrial dna and

stuck to the interior of my veins
or the way my father’s anger
curves like a parabola

finds its limits

and plots its vertex in my ribs
you cannot quantify

why my body

though composed of equal parts,
carries only 50 percent the worth
of a man’s

you will never calculate

how much of me

is borrowed grief

how much is my own

half and half and half and half

and half of what came before me
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so science, in its infinite logic

in the ego of its most ‘intelligent creation’
finally leaves the room

writing me off

‘anomaly.’

‘outlier.’

‘error too unexpected to be significant’
and i laugh

as if injustice were just a rounding mistake
for its equation will generate

50 per cent of humanity

50 per cent of potential

50 per cent of hope

barely persisting

outside its line of best fit
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Weater and Women are ‘Bound Together

Ekta Adhikari

My grandma sought water from the river barefooted

While my grandpa would still snore in his morning dream,
Embraced by the warm blankets and the gods he’d worship.
He would chant mantras for goddesses seeking their blessings
Preach the power of goddesses power while he sipped tea

The tea that journeyed from the river at 4 AM from my Aama’s
Gagri, Costing her mobility - her swollen feet against the cruel

cold morning.

Grandmas across the world travelled thousands of miles To
fetch water to serve lives,
200 million hours they say

How girls and women across the world spend each day To fetch
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water while the “providers” sleep like a child, Killed, raped and
assaulted for confirming to horrors, While women only wanted
to survive -

For protection they married

to only be violated by “protectors”.

My grandma was asked by her niece on when she’s planned to
give birth - She had a bulging belly with chances of birthing a
dead child-

Mortality rate was higher as pregnancy was no excuse to not
fetch water and rest. So my grandma sighed and told her that
she’d birth a child only after she’s done washing the dishes,
She did the dishes properly, and bore a child on a cold stone in
February, And tended back to her chores as if birthing was just
another chore,

For she lost few in fields, water sprouts, and a home.

I traveled only few kilometers to until I was 9, While the pipes
have reached the home now, When guests arrive,
As my brother plays his video games,

As my father turns over the next page of the newspaper,



My mom eyes me and sighs, And yet again,
I still am bound to fetch water, And serve with a smile,
As if I weren’t bothered to leave my work for the sake of “norm”

Like my mother, grandmother and great women before her.

I have photographed four year old girls fetching water, Mimick-
ing a homely culture of the “family” game,
I know four year olds who HAD to fetch water to help their

moms, While her friends played games of imagined homes.

As the mountains become dryer each year, I know that girls will
walk more miles,

To fetch water,

Accepting the seemingly inevitable fate.
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Echoes

Sammyy

To my darling mother,

An apology could never be half as enough
I understand
It’s merely a band aid to a broken heart

Fragile against the fractures

In tracing the echoes of your loudness
I stumble upon the weight of the words you swallowed a

whole

For I distanced myself from you

When you finally came back closer
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I would sit beside you
In the quiet
This time not to fill the space

But to mourn what was lost

I wouldn’t apologize,
For I have learned to flow
Catch my own rhythm

Chase the dreams that call me home

This endless march of decades
Spent bending to the weight of others’ will
I flinch when they call it bravery

I put a pause to it



Mother,

Why does your dictionary not have the words “Not Today”
Or “Other”

Why do you let them

Reshape your voice

For your plot was twisted

Borrowed dreams tangling

With some spare changes of what could have been

Mother,

I hope you ask for apologies from your mother
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