I Zig and I Zag
Poetry from the Margins
 
I Zig and I Zag is a collection of often unheard voices that challenges, celebrates, and 
contemplates life. A poetic journey across cultures, continents, and consciousness that 
pulses with authenticity, virtuosity, and vision. An anthology that embraces life’s 
diversions and celebrates the complete kaleidoscope of humanity. 
 
Each poem provides a telling testament to a shared journey marked not by straight lines 
but with the unpredictable, undeniable zigzags of real life. I Zig and I Zag is an 
invitation to wander, to wonder, to accept, and to find beauty, value, and meaning in the 
margins.
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The Poetry
For the inhabitants of the margins of English-language literature.
 
 
Eric Ngalle Charles
Mosreh Mo Ngbwa
She Carries Mosrai
For Ndinge	
 
Rosamund McCullain	
The Dragon and the Phoenix	
Othered Again	
 
Ciel Saludes and Mohammed Abdoel	
My Mother’s Rose-Tinted Glasses	
 
Luke A. Blaidd
To that Drag Queen in Corfu on the Night of the Eclipse
 
Brân Denning
Neglect is a Needle—	
 
Rakyah Assam	
You Will Witness This from Wherever You Stand	
 
Gareth Alun Roberts	
Speak	
The Tolling	
Rain Country	
 
G.I. James	
My Path	
 
Masaka Madeda	
I Zig and I Zag!	
 


Eric Ngalle Charles
Dr. Eric Ngalle Charles PhD is a Cameroonian writer, poet, playwright, and human 
rights activist based in Wales. Eric was awarded a Creative Wales Award Fellowship in 
2017 for his work on migration, trauma, and memory.
 
“These poems are an ode to those I love who are no longer here, knowing I will never see 
them again. Although we seek new pastures and a new home, we do not sleep. At night, 
when we close our eyes, we follow the song of the rains to our broken landscapes. You see, 
memories can be burdensome.”
 
 
Mosreh Mo Ngbwa
for my maternal grandfather 
 
My grandfather sits on a flat stone,

His eyes scan the horizon like an Owi wi, the bird of mysteries.



Holes in his trousers flapping, this is where the wild winds roam, where stories poke 
their heads—a timeworn stone, draped by grey and yellow mushrooms.



His fingernails are charcoal black, his sleeves undone, threadbare.

A Bantu sun dances on his forehead, and he cradles my sister to the land of sleep.
The morning breathes, and he hums a tune from days gone by—

Sufi mystics unravelling. 
Behind an old black shoe, I watch.

His gaze drifts to the savannah’s green.

I count his wrinkles, each a memory.
Womba.
He beams and nods, eyes warm with light.

But still he sits and stares—
What does he remember?

The quiet grace of growing old.

A man, a stone, a child.
 
 
Mosreh Mo Ngbwa - The Dog of Dawn.
Womba - the smiles of a sleeping child.


She Carries Mosrai
for my paternal grandmother
 
Between scorching sun and angry skies,

She rakes the earth, planting seeds.

And comes back home when daylight dies,

Grandmother, a woven load upon her spine:

Tondo, Mbia, Jagatu, Wekeku, Enyngenyenge. Her footsteps speak,

Wana wami, na maja. She drops her load and bites the fruit, a clarion call.

We gather around her knees.

We did not applaud her daily trek,

Ignored her camel’s hump.

Her hands are worn, her shoulders bowed; the basket groans but does not break.

And she still walks beneath the clouds.

Seasons roar, and the rains come.

She chews bush kola, watching the sprinkling.
 
 
Mosrai - a black basket.
Tondo, Mbia, Jagatu, Wekeku, Enyngenyenge - types of fruit.
 
 
For Ndinge
	for my sister 		
 
Your face, a dancing point for stars,

Your cornrowed hair, your smile like that of a half-moon.

That is all I remember.

These souvenirs, like dreams before dawn, are fading.

My eyes are like the river Mosreh in August, bubbling.

Through broken doors of memory. I sit at train stations.

Clickity, clickity, clickity clickity, heart beating, watching empty wagons come and go. 
 


Rosamund McCullain 
Rosamund McCullain is a disability writer, artist, and activist in her early sixties. 
Originally from West Yorkshire, Rosamund arrived in mid-Wales in 1983 to study 
English at Aberystwyth University, and has lived in the region ever since.
 
 
The Dragon and the Phoenix shines a light on decades of calculated, politically instigated 
social decline and division. A poem to remind us that valuing each other, sharing, and 
learning are the keys to communities healing and thriving. 
 
 
The Dragon and the Phoenix
 
Here be dragons;
The bond, the bridge,
The link, walls stormed
And breached, sharp
Red and pink of evening sky startles
Into being the wasted town.
That wedding ring is long-gone,
Slipped down the plughole, round
The U-bend, through the sewers
And swam its way downstream
To spawn in the sea. Belugas,
Blues and humpbacks surface for air,
Beseeching atonement and forgiveness.
 
Back to the hills, back to the angled pasture,
Back to the song and fire.
Here be dragons. Here we are.
 


Othered Again explores the experience of being made to feel different, inferior, 
and an outsider, in a space where one would hope and expect to feel safe, 
welcomed, and respected.
 
 
Othered Again
 
You’d think she’d fit in here,
This place of bards with the exalted chair
Observing in the corner; this house of words,
And she has breathed words since her first reluctant gasp,
A poet by instinct, a reflex, as vital as air and food,
Devoured the worlds in pages, made camp in the library,
Found kith and kin and home and safety,
Grew in nourishment of knowing that better lives, better families,
Other ways existed and one day she would
Find her place. Yet here too
She has been branded ‘other’.
 
Sat in the middle of the long table,
To her left Clique 1, led by the woman
Who staked her place at the head of the table before
Anyone else arrived and held court there
Ever since. To her right Clique 2, the tutor pets with
Apples in their eager mouths.
And her there in the middle, head turning back and forth
As if at some word Wimbledon.
 
So she observes. She listens. Isn’t that what
Writers do? Observes and listens and wonders
Is what she is so weird, so different when all she’s done
Is be herself, her hobbling, bumbling,
Mumbling, honest, open self, no agenda, no
Airs and graces, and there’s not been
One spot in this whole house where
She could sit comfortably. And yes, the words have
Been wonderful, and tomorrow she’ll be home
And she’ll take treasure with her.
Tomorrow she’ll be home with the select few
Who see and hear and feel and treasure her.


Ciel Saludes and 
Mohammed Abdoel
Ciel Saludes is a Filipino-British writer living in London who commits their challenging 
experiences to the page in order to feel comprehended, visible, and relevant to a society 
that habitually responds with a lack of acknowledgment and understanding. 
 
Mohammed Abdoel, an Indian-Surinamese author from Leicester, has been passionate 
about writing since childhood. His output intends to provoke thought and 
conversations about difficult subject matter around growth, interpersonal relationships, 
and challenging the self.
 
Ciel Saludes and Mohammed Abdoel employ the metaphor of rose-tinted glasses to 
explore how internalised racism affects the children of migrants; parents from another 
place and from another generation who, to avoid discrimination and ostracisation, 
learned to tolerate rather than confront daily abuse. So, Ciel and Mohammed’s hand-
me-down rose-tinted glasses are unwelcome gifts that represent denial, inherited 
trauma, complacency, the struggle to challenge and then break free from normalised 
stereotyping and self-hatred.
 
These children of migrants advocate for new, more positive ways to protect themselves. 
Not by denial, but in defiance. Not by learning to hate themselves, but in loving and 
respecting who they are.
 
“I see you, Mum and Dad.
 
I finally understand. You were the victims of circumstance the instant you touched 
foreign soil. Bus rides; leers and stares filled with hatred, arrogance, and sharp-edged 
mutterings. Forced to squeeze and contort yourselves to fit into seats on a ride you had 
no control over. All you could do was bravely endure.
 
But now we must wash their festering hatred into the sea. Now is our time. Our time to 
build. Our time to speak. Our time to resist.”
 


 
 
 
My Mother’s Rose-Tinted 
Glasses
 
I was six when my mum 
bestowed onto me this special gift.
Rose-tinted glasses from 
generations before I existed.
The heirloom my parents wore
for as long as I can recall.
 
Eyes candyflossed and glazed in
saturated sickly-sweet relief.
An endorphin rush upon wear,
with the safety of shimmery primroses
cascading down from the air.
With their calm, soft light, I rose. 
 
But my vision without the lens waned 
to dull normalcy, with the sweet
taste lingering in my throat maintained.
As the hinges rust, the discreet
mildew encroaches the untouched 
rouge specs.
 
They did not eradicate the repeat
unexplained, uncanny interactions,
suffering left unelaborated.
Filtering the bitter aftermath 
that still lingers in the back
with the sweet unsaturated.
 
Irked with people’s chummy interrogation,
snarky remarks, then jeering taunts,
trying to snatch out candid cachinnation. 
Their amicable tone but daunting
sneers, coaxed in dewy words
and implicit intent. 


 
 
‘Where are you from, from?’ asking disingenuously.
Secondly, ‘hell, this daft little chink’,
howling in delight. Then, ‘Tiananmen Queer’
rounding this chatter up with glamour.
It concludes with convivial cheers 
and severe delight and clamour.
 
I adjust my specs, as unforeign but irritable,
patches littering all over my being, unchecked.
‘Should I be laughing?’ I ask. I ask, troubled.
Churning me in weak assay, in effect.
It wouldn’t matter as no toll is paid
other than my dignity and my sanity.
 
But, the ineffable eventuality that always
seeps in. White gaze. Unsafe bus rides,
unfathomable glances agitating
me. An exhibition. Treading along 
their curt responses and navigating
their superficial smiles. It was unnerving, appalling.
 
Common phrases of their misperception,
from their comforting ‘it’s all in your head’
to complete dismissal. Their selection.
Surface level. Don’t touch the glass. Led 
on with dissonance making them special.
But, wasps do not understand bees.
 
The bubbling guilt stews within,
taking root inside my stomach,
festering with rot and mould. Their grins,
and chinky commentary skit,
learned tolerations start to slip,
and my state conflicts.
 
As many tactical lies sell me this vision
mounted by the Elden acrylic walls, 
another falsehood spits in the condition
of the optics. A fracture. No longer standing stalwart
and confident in the cracked blurring lens.
I lay my heritage to rest in its case.


Now, the populace breathed the eerie 
essence, with friends jovial smirks
magnified and laughter calcifying
and burying my skin. Chatter 
laced with absentminded demanding,
An inquiry of my happy ever after.
 
“Why are you so sensitive?”
from my “that’s a slur, you can’t say that.”
“Why are you so defensive?”
from my “I feel attacked.”
Snide, not questions, but demands 
for my incomplacency for regurgitated slop.
 
With their own ignorant, white-framed specs,
the tainted ideology of a docile and exotic effigy,
is shaken by the cracks of confrontational offences.
My savage dichotomy of trite indifference,
and my impertinence, wrecking their defences
dumbfounded and faulting my defiance. 
 
  Yet, my tabooed tangle of dissent
becomes hostile gas, lighting this
passive doctrine of placable content.
My parents enforcing this since
the existence of the rosy lenses.
Hypocrisy for toleration of this impropriety.
 
But with each verse, each stanza,
my parents barking the same 
rhyme of ‘for my safety.’
Encroaching my incidents,
the same impropriety,
from those canine innocents.
 
Yet, a rain of tolerance, poured down
from wisdom tears, deflected, by
my raincoat, paternal bound 
hypocrisy – and my own. Finding my
reflection, drenched, dazed, in six
fragmented ways within lenses of pink. 
 
 


My own ignorance was my vice,
absorbed bilge-water collected
in the shoes that walked through
unfelled, unchallenged trees
of white ignorance. My exhale to
push those pines down, freely. 
 
My mother’s gift was her amour,
smiling and enduring though briar
rose glare. Veiling with a calmer
image, as she pours her tears desiring,
anticipating with this heirloom.
They don’t suffer the same fate.
 
As I hold the tarnished, cracked
rose-tinted glasses, I hurl them
into the sea. The legacy of compliance,
internal guilt and self-hatred  
cleansed, along with my silence
cleansed. No longer jaded.
No more pink.
 
Her truest gift was not the glasses,
but the understanding before her.
Lifetimes, compounding advances
from discomforting glares to slurs. 
I see her. I see her through the cracked
rose-tinted lens. I see you.
 
 
 


Luke A. Blaidd
Luke A. Blaidd is a writer and poet from Manchester, now living in the beautiful town 
of Aberystwyth. Luke is a transgender man and identifies as bisexual. He is passionate 
about academic research, particularly in LGBTQ+ history.
 
“At the time this poem was set, my father claimed to accept homosexuality yet employed 
homophobic language whenever the opportunity presented itself. This is the reason I felt 
unable to disclose my bisexual or transgender identity to my family. It is deeply sad that I 
placed greater trust in a stranger’s capacity to recognise my queerness in a respectful 
manner than in my own parents’ capacity to accept my reality.”
 
 
 
To that Drag Queen in Corfu on the Night 
of the Eclipse
 
Did you see me on the night of the eclipse? 
Quietly guarding room-temperature chips.
Dad’s cynical laughter cutting through,
not with,
but at—
—you stood proudly there with triangle-pink hair,
affirming antidote to long-felt despair.
 
Did you see the me that was to be? 
In that darkest, dingy Corfu dive,
I beamed at you secretly,
and hoped our eyes would meet. 
 
Did you recognise me in that tavern?
In the din of that noisy, riotous cavern.
Family is usually obvious or plain,
whether in Greece or Korea, 
Sudan, Peru or Spain.
 
You came out of your closet fabulous. 
I was deeply entrenched in mine. 
Your wardrobe made into your home,
the colourful raiment of your own design,
deftly crafted – beautiful and divine.
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