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      Written Tales Volume I centers around the theme of renewal. It consists of flash fiction and poetry from writers around the globe. We hope you enjoy this edition as much as we did reading all the brilliant work presented here for your enjoyment.

      To receive updates and support Written Tales, please join us at writtentales.substack.com.
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        It's been a month now since we've

        Known a waking moment without the

        Haranguing, indecent touch of exhaustion.

        It has the truest staying power,

        Like down to tar.

        A soft breeze, the stinging

        Slap of nettles on bare skin.

        The cat's nine tails our memories are,

        Pouring brine on open wounds.

        Our medicine made sickness.

      

        

      
        "It's okay," I say.

        "We could never have known."

        I'm sorry I patted your shoulder.

        I know it grounds those nettles deeper.

        Yet, we achieved a miracle

        On that day, for we made

        The conscious choice,

        Straying from our mutual ill.

      

        

      
        I often wonder about

        The gratitude in the reliquary.

        Could it be better served participating in

        Its cosmic energy flow?

        Or was the pedestal my scourge,

        Vengeful and empty the whole time?

        Yet, we discovered on that selfsame day,

        It is an infinite void in a finite space,

        Our Julia Set of intoxication,

        Fractals fracturing interminable.

        How could we achieve semi-static

        Singularity with water's polarity?

      

        

      
        "Simply cast a line, never a net,"

        They urged us, plaintive in their tone.

        Nets imply greed,

        Which we had shed with our desires.

        But lines - lines understand the water's

        Surface tension, and we clung to it.

        You noticed the barbs in our hooks first.

        Pesky, sticky little critters, coated in tar.

        Necessity can breed destruction.

        We needed no food, but

        Starved we were;

        We wished we could shed our skin,

        Zip it over a coat hanger,

        Far removed from our

        Corporeal anguish,

        Until the nettles would wilt

        And wither away.

        We were withering;

        And we were hooked.

        But we were pioneers,

        All alone on our journey together.

      

        

      
        Yet, the doctors and lawyers kept practicing.

        We sold our prescriptions to pay the bills.

        The athletes and musicians kept on playing.

        We hustled songs to buy their pills.

        We had to run - we had

        To see the world and learn

        A thing profound -

        That music is all around.

      

        

      
        We went to where they talk different,

        Where their words and lullabies

        Are so incomprehensibly, syrupy sweet,

        Like honey and molasses-like joy,

        Or maybe pleasure.

        They act and feel different, too.

        They touch music, because somehow

        It already exists.

        These musicians, by feat of

        Of persuasive massage, coax out

        Chords and melodies

        On top of their rhythms.

        Courting each other,

        They whisper whims

        In rhythmic harmony,

        Too pure for thought itself -

        Orgasm made sound.

        Ears and hearts fall in love

        With their sacred dance and song,

        Rapt with intent and attention.

      

        

      
        With reassurance alone, we fashioned

        A hammock cocoon for two.

        And we held each other, tears and tirades

        Finally behind us,

        Donning our ashen skins,

        Nettle winds gone silent to touch.

        Sickening tar-stick melted away.

        We smolder again,

        Replete of our woes, sheltered

        In carnations.

        And we simply are –

        Content for the first time in a month that

        There are tactile, tangible, beautiful things -

        A phoenix perched

        On the embers of rebirth.

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            

          

          
            A Glance at Rebirth

          

          RISHABH JAIN

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        A burst of fire.

        An explosion of dirt.

        The faint scent of smoke.

        The putrid smell of rot.

        The good and the bright side of it.

        The bad and the vile part of it.

      

        

      
        One soars through the skies.

        A beautiful creature, an immortal being.

        With a cry that rings across the lands.

        A cry that revives and heals.

        With feathers that hold untold power

        And fire with unknown capabilities.

        This is a creature of renewal.

        This is a creature of beauty.

      

        

      
        The other crawls across the ground.

        A terrifying sight, an immortal sight.

        With a cry that tears through the sky.

        A cry that hurts and ruins.

        With bones holding unknown powers

        And a body that cannot be stopped.

        This is a creature of renewal.

        This is a creature of horror.

      

        

      
        A bird of fire and rebirth.

        A body of death and forbidden return.

        Pure, the messenger of light.

        Tainted, the servant of darkness.

        The phoenix returned from the dead.

        The skeleton, brought from the dead.

        The light and the dark.

        The good and the bad.

        Two sides of the same coin.

        The coin called renewal.
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        Once, in an eating disorder treatment group,

        when I was sixteen years old,

        we were asked to write a love letter

        to our bodies.

      

        

      
        The therapist had us go around in a circle

        and read them, but when she got to me,

        she skipped to the next girl.

      

        

      
        I asked her after, “why,” and she said,

        “Katy, it’s not fair to the other girls to hear

        your lack of will to get better.”

      

        

      
        I am historically like this.

        I get to a low weight,

        and I scrawl poems about running into traffic,

        I escape the hospital

        and try to run into traffic and destroy

        this Body I have never loved.

      

        

      
        I would gain the pounds,

        I would eat the food,

        but the illness always had a hold.

        The illness was my best friend,

        and I refused to write a love letter

        to my Body – my Problem.

      

        

      
        Instead, I penned letters to my anorexia.

        I called it “the best thing to ever happen

        to me,” my purpose, my love.

      

        

      
        Last year,

        I got the closest to death

        that I ever had.

      

        

      
        This time, the weight loss

        was not an attempt at control or beauty;

        it was a slow suicide.

      

        

      
        It was a screw you

        to all of those who wanted to help,

        it was a, “I’m going to do what I want to do,

        and no, don’t talk to me about hope.

        I have none.”

      

        

      
        I gained the weight first by choice.

        Lost it again, the second time by force.

        Lost it again, and now I am eating

        with willingness.

        See, I still love anorexia.

      

        

      
        I just choose to not invite it into my house –

        yes, the house is my Body,

        and yes, I have learned that I feel better

        when I am not bones,

        when I have the ability to smile

        and mean it.

      

        

      
        The weight gain is not a curse;

        it is a blessing;

        it is a second chance.

      

        

      
        My Body is damaged.

        It needs more

        than most do to keep working.

        But I am no longer ashamed

        to nourish it.

      

        

      
        When a boy tells me I look like I am bigger,

        I say thank you.

        He does not understand what I mean.

        I don’t need him to.

        My validation comes

        from myself.

      

        

      
        I am my greatest enemy,

        but also my best friend,

        my lover,

        anorexia is not me,

        and I am not it.

      

        

      
        I look at old social media posts

        where I look dead.

        I remember feeling proud of this,

        but I do not identify with that pride anymore.

      

        

      
        I do not open the door

        and let my eating disorder in,

        and yes, it tries to break my windows

        and crawl through the broken glass of trauma,

        it tries to tell me it is my savior,

        my best friend,

        my lover,

        I say no.

      

        

      
        I am so much happier without you.

        I am a person now.

        I am my own savior.

        I am my own best friend.

        I love myself,

        and that is not a cliche,

        it is true.

      

        

      
        I rescued myself from death’s edge.

        I climbed out of the skeleton

        and became flesh I do not hate.

        I will not hate.

      

        

      
        Instead, when my new therapist

        asked me to write a love letter to my Body,

        all I penned was,

        “thank you for carrying me,

        no matter how hard

        I tried to make you fall off the cliff.”
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          BEE PARKINSON - CAMERON

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        She stands by the tree

        Ancient and yet fair,

        Her wrinkled hands resting

        On the calloused bark.

      

        

      
        Skin is touching skin,

        And so, the magic begins.

        Light pulses green, projecting tendrils

        That creep is like climbing ivy.

      

        

      
        They twist, and they coil,

        Seething like Medusa’s hair,

        Around her hands and up her arms

        Journeying to her heart.

      

        

      
        When they reach the tired muscle,

        She gasps and arches her back,

        Eyes fluttering and body shuddering

        As the life flows through her.

      

        

      
        The marks of her age begin to melt

        Like the caps of ice dissolving at the points of the world,

        The bark of the tree cracks

        And both groan in pain and joy.

      

        

      
        When the process is done,

        All is still in the sacred grove,

        With a tender smile and loving caress,

        Her youth and beauty glow.

      

        

      
        Gently and with reverence,

        She steps away from the tree.

        Her heart is full of love as she leaves

        To return to the man who loves her lies.
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