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ZamaShort is a StoryTime Imprint.

“A lyrical, stream-of-consciousness dive into the writer’s experience of love, loss, hope and despair. It is a dive that stretches from her bedroom, to her community, to Palestine. The self and the world, past and present, are in contest. But from that contest comes the beauty of the book's poetry. And that's what it really is - poetry.”

— Kevin Goddard.
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“Abigail’s writing is a treat, rich in imagery and metaphor. She crafts the kind of sentences you wish to bookmark and return to. In this short story, the chapters are offered up in splinters that read like captivating prose poems, often mirroring the protagonist’s fractured psyche, while creating an authentic visceral experience of the complex emotional landscape unfolding within.”

— Adiela Akoo, South African Poet & Author.
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“A raw, emotional journey through heartbreak and longing. With visceral imagery that explores the pain of lost love, weaving themes of memory, grief, and self-discovery. George writes unflinchingly on the effects of mental illness on family dynamics, and the fragility of the human psyche. Navigating breakdowns, relationships, and the struggle for self-love. Set against the backdrop of societal expectations and personal trauma, this is a testament to resilience and the healing power of creativity. A powerful work that will resonate with readers who have known darkness and the struggle to find light.”

— Thobeka Kenene.

“A brave, claustrophobic, and ultimately transcendent piece of literature. It is a “lullaby” for the broken and a manifesto for the power of the written word. Abigail George proves once again that for the marginalised and the “mad”, writing is not just a career—it is a holy act of reclamation.”

— Henry Lombard.
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“A haunting and deeply confessional work, Abigail George’s poetry moves through memory, illness, and longing with lyrical intensity. What emerges is a fragile yet courageous portrait of a mind searching for love, meaning, and survival in the aftermath of emotional devastation.”

— Tuoyo Palmer, poet and educator.
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“South African writer Abigail George discovers kinship with the griefs of the broader world while processing her life through streams of consciousness. Mental health and wellness become recurring themes in the work, rendered effectively through the raw, nonlinear poetry that echoes her thoughts.”

— Cristina Deptula.
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“Oh, God, what amazing poetry this is! I love every single poem and every single word. Every poem walks you in a corridor that leads into the author’s subconscious spaces, revealing a shadowy world of bitterness, broken love and fragmented thoughts. With the influence of the author’s bipolar condition and a family plagued by cancer and lack of love and unity, Abigail is able to produce a narrative poetry that utilizes raw and deep-cutting images, fragmented stories and half-asleep-and-half-awake musings and reflections to weave a body of poetry that leaves the reader dazed, mouth-gaping and gasping for more.”

— Dr Christopher Okemwa, Senior Lecturer, Kisii University, Kenya.

“Writing about one’s life is challenging in the inevitable revelation of deep-seated secrets. Abigail George has no compunction in the sheer honesty with which she integrates her compassion for Gaza and Palestine with her own desperately yet joyously wretched experiences. [This] compliments her inspiring previously published, Songs for Palestine: Struggle Poems. Inspired by great literary figures who shared her condition, she moves between the state of the world as reflected in Gaza and her state as two-year old, teenager, young and midlife adult and her futile search for love and her forlorn fear of abandonment. She ultimately finds companionship in her readership, despite her assertion that she doesn’t write for the world but for herself. In this story, she achieves both as she exchanges a mental institution for the armchair from which she writes with fearless freedom in easy-going words, if in complex metaphors.”

— Doreen Musson, author and freelance social researcher.
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“Abigail's voice cuts deep into the veins of memory and relapse. A razor-sharp confession from the Eastern Cape fog—addiction, madness, Gaza mirrored in one woman's shattered mirror. No pretty lies here; just the cold mineral water of truth served alone.”

— Ayanda Billie.
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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 equal partnership with each 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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Abigail George is a blogger, editor, playwright, poet, essayist, novelist, and short story writer. She was the awarded the 2023 Sol Plaatje European Union Poetry Prize for her poem, ‘In a Lonely Search for Walt Whitman and Chris Abani’, nominated for the Pushcart Prize, and twice nominated for Best of the Net Award. Her latest book is Songs For Palestine: Struggle Poems. She blogs at African Renaissance and Mentally Sound.
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Writing gave me cohesion in an oftentimes maddening world. In middle-age I have turned to faith, God, and the religious instructions of both Christianity and Islam. I have even briefly turned to the Islamic faith trying to find my reason for being here on Earth. Even at what I consider this late stage of my writing life, I question everything. The Palestinian genocide hit the hardest and resulted in my latest book Songs For Palestine: Struggle Poems. But there are two sides in war and no side wins. There is always the aftermath of psychological damage. My journey is just beginning, and I have many interests in religion, theology, biblical study, the Essenes, Eastern mysticism, the poetry of Rumi and Khalil Gibran, the prophetic writings of Credo Mutwa and the Bleek archives.

I started writing when I was eight years old, I was also a diarist, with notebooks filled with melancholic poetry and drawings. Suffice to say that was also the time I had my first major episode of depression which would later escalate to mania and hypomania later in my life. In my teenage years I had developed into a poet but had also completely withdrawn from my peer group and my family life at home. In school, I had no friends and was severely bullied by both the teachers and the pupils in a public Model C school system. I was confronted by White, Black, and Coloured faces, on a daily basis, who had no time for me. I faced the same at home. I had a dysfunctional family life. My father was a brilliant manic-depressive educationalist, scholar, writer, and academic, and my mother, too, was bright and athletic, but also, unfortunately, mentally ill and undiagnosed for all her life. Home life was not so fun but my father—in my twenties and thirties—proofread early drafts of my short stories.

It was my mother who had recognised my talent for writing early on. She acquired a manual typewriter for me from her school, Chapman Senior Secondary School. Later, one Saturday afternoon, when I was twelve years old, my dad and I went to Macro to buy me my first electric typewriter. My home life was hell. Sometimes my mother would give my father the cold shoulder or they would argue. I have a younger brother who I am close to. He is the youngest in the family and has struggled with addiction. I have a sister, the middle child who passes for white and studied at UCT. She visits us once a year at Christmas. We are not close. For example, she has deleted me from all her socials and excluded me from her life as have other family members. There are cousins and uncles and aunts whom I have not spoken to or interacted with in decades. My father for the most part was gone and would return late at night after attending meetings as a community leader. People would come to him and ask his advice for the further education of their children.

I come from a family of educationalists, but if I wasn’t a writer and a poet, I would be a filmmaker or a clinical psychologist.

There were only two job opportunities available for my mother in the brutal and violent regime of apartheid South Africa, and that was to become a teacher or a nurse.

My writing is infused with mental illness. I am bipolar. That is my diagnosis. It’s become easier with time to understand the genetic makeup of the illness that has blurred the lines and edges of my life. Every single act of betrayal from my mother, my sister, my brother, and my father, has entered the spaces of my poetry, every short story, every novel, every personal essay. When I write about Emily Dickinson or Bessie Head, I become Emily Dickinson and I become Bessie Head. When I write about Rainer Maria Rilke, I become Rainer Maria Rilke. I become Virginia Woolf’s Orlando, effortlessly moving between the worlds and the dimensions of two genders.

My mother encouraged me, but she did not say the words that I was always and still am longing to hear. That she loved me. That she was proud of me. She makes it a point never to read anything that I have written. She has her own reasons. My mother was a woman who read Barbara Taylor Bradford and Danielle Steele novels. However difficult and strained our relationship is, it was my mother who took me to my first psychiatrist, a Dr Amaladoss, who studied in Vienna, Austria, when I was 16 years old. He wanted to hospitalise me. He put me on schizophrenic medication. I think my first diagnosis might have been schizoaffective disorder. I still found a way out of madness. Writing saved me. My mother saved me. My father saved me. But more damage was to come. Hospitalisation after hospitalisation in my twenties and thirties. A nervous breakdown in Johannesburg at my first job at a top television production company in my early twenties. I couldn’t cope, so I came home to Gqeberha, previously known as Port Elizabeth. I began to care for my father. I became a companion to him. When my father landed in a wheelchair, I cooked and cleaned for him. I bathed him. I fed him on the days he couldn’t get out of bed. All this time, the only people who were in contact with me were editors from around the world. My brother, who is six years younger than I am
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