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We are three friends trying not to be alcoholics by drinking poetry everywhere we are. As 

this is not easy, we organize a poetry slam contest in English in Barcelona on a monthly 

basis and we decided to publish this quarterly magazine, including all the poems per-

formed in the period. We also use our friends to take photos and tape videos in each one 

of  our events and we just offer them a drink! 

Who we are 

poENtry slam is a quarterly magazine, where you can find all the poets and the poems that they perform in our monthly event of 

poetry slam in English in Barcelona. In the future, we aim to publish the news of poetry slam contests from around the world, so 

you are updated with what is happening and you can enjoy performative poetry with no limits!  
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Ona Salvat  

Nava Cotton  

Nayim  

Sarah Nichols  

Hector Ayala  

Fátima Saheb  

Benita Auterinen  

 

 

Osman Janneb  

Qais Alhabsi  

Lua Nazerian  

Kate Charlotte Turner  

Ignacio Lirio  

John Godson Moshi  

Shikhar Nilabh  
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Skyboy 
 

Exactly five years ago you decided to try love on.  

See how it fit you. 

Now, with your longer hair and your stacked-up lovers, 

you deem that decision a mere act of silliness. 

A necessary mistake. A dumb delusion. 

Nothing short of a stepping stone on your way to become 

the sort of man who raises his eyebrows at poets,  

who needs to take shelter in truth, 

who explains to the birds in out of tune chirps  

the ways of the forest. 

Now, with your brand new lover and your age old smirk, 

you dance under a sky that has seen it all before. 

A sky that saw you about to make that leap 

and the spark in your pupils  

and the trembling of your fingertips 

and the urgency on your lips. 

A sky that knows you lie your way  

through your own story 

but knows everyone else does too. 

A sky that won’t miss a thing. 

You are not the sky, young boy. 

So, introduce the poet as “a friend” but grab her waist 

when some new boyfriend is mentioned. 

Kiss the poet, like you haven’t got that distant night stuck 

on the tip of your tongue, 

like she can’t taste it. 

Pretend you don’t know who’s watching. 

Pretend you don’t care at all. 

Pretend you struggle to remember her name. 

Pretend it doesn’t still live between your ribs  

and your lungs. 

Pretend that hole’s always been there. 

Pretend you can fill it up with collected poets 

that dance under the moonlight  

and write about your eyes, 

pretend I’m more than an unefficient band-aid 

and I will too. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The murdering of pretense 
 

So, when you come home from kissing boys  

who know nothing about me, 

kiss my forehead and go to sleep, 

exhausted from all that exchange of heat. 

Pretend the taste on your tongue isn’t my skin. 

Pretend the boys are the ones that haunt you  

in your dreams. 

Pretend there’s such a thing as a meaningless  

forehead kiss. 

Girl, we’ve become so good at pretending  

it amazes me we are still here. 

We have become prodigies in the art of making  

entire nights disappear 

of encapsulating universes into tiny hideable spheres 

that we carry in secret pockets next to a condom  

and all our fears. 

We are masters at pretending to not be so many things 

and in love is just one of them. 

We pretend to not be smiling, not be thinking,  

not be thinking about kissing, 

not be dreaming, not be dreaming about kissing, 

not be kissing, not be kissing, not be kissing. 

We are kissing. 

Strangers around us are probably breathing  

but we wouldn’t know, would we? 

If tonight the Earth finally decided to implode  

we sure as hell wouldn’t notice 

because if our job was pretending, girl,  

tonight we’re being incompetent. 

Tonight the cages are open, tonight the beasts are out, 

our meat no longer rotting. 

Tonight we’re making out on the street-floor. 

In front of children, pigeons, stoners 

and, shit, in front of God. 

Tonight we forget God if our job was to remain faithful 

and we invent him if what we’ve been doing all along 

was pretending to be atheists, 

girl, tonight the pretending’s ending. 

And if that, if the murdering of pretense obliterates us,  

so be it. 

If you want we can dance to the sound  

of our own explosion 

or if not we can just hear it. 

Tell the devastating music to bring it on 

and I’ll gladly be the one splattered on the walls. 

- Ona Salvat - 
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Female teenage friendship 
 

We buy beer illegally to stand people we don’t really 

know or wish to. 

We dream in night buses more than we do  

in our own beds, 

we share beds every single night, well, wish to. 

We constantly ask each other questions like: 

“Do you enjoy having a physical body?” 

“Do you think all the time?” “Do I?” 

“Do you want to have a life partner?” “Why?” 

“Do you think being older will feel different?  

Will this stop? Will we stop?  

How the hell will we know the difference?  

You’ll call me, right? If you ever feel like an adult?” 

We make sure our asses look alright, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Promise you, your stomach is flat 

also that you’d be just as beautiful if it wasn’t”. 

Force a cookie down with cotton-candy jokes, 

tear up if we’ve had one banana too many. 

We promise ourselves we aren’t slaves  

if we’ve hand-sewn our own chains. 

We promise each other we’re made of way more  

than just shame. 

We remind each other, giggling,  

of the mouths we decided on while drunk 

and hug tight when we remember all the sober,  

cherished eyes. 

We love each other in the way we need to:  

desperately and worldwide. 

We watch each other drown in memories  

and assure we’re here 

to dry hair or assist swimming. 

We talk in metaphors because we’d never want to be one 

of those girls, you know? 

All lipstick and cigarettes. 

We pretend we’re nothing like them ‘cause we see them 

everyday, in the mirror, 

and, to be honest, they look kind of hard to love. 

And we’d love not to be so hard to love anymore 

and we have to choose a mask anyway 

so we’ve agreed that we prefer the barefaced one 

and that we just don’t do smoking  

because we can’t stand the scent. 

So, instead, we get high off of picking each other’s brains 

then wonder why we’re addicted to these graceless 

smokeless nights. 

 

We use our own reflection as background music 

although we make sure  

not to keep too many mirrors around. 

 

In our fairytale they are the bad guys. 

So when it’s late at night and our sense of direction is 

nowhere to be found, 

we ask miserable train workers which way should we go. 

Our voices shiver when we say:  

“and how much will that cost?”. 

here’s no shortcut, ahead there’s a long road so 

we get comfortable in each other’s corners. 

Write our poetry in each other’s blood or spit 

if we forgot our pens back home. 

 

- Ona Salvat - 

WE USE OUR OWN REFLECTION AS 

BACKGROUND MUSIC 

ALTHOUGH WE MAKE SURE  

NOT TO KEEP TOO MANY MIRRORS 

AROUND 
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Colonial silence 
 

I sure make for a picturesque landscape. 

I’ve got rejection stuck under my fingernails, 

abandonment sitting at the back of my throat, 

denial ready on the tip of my tongue, 

farewells making their way across my tongue. 

I’ve got silence tattooed all over my ribs 

making it impossible to explore this body  

without stumbling upon it. 

And even though you were warned from the start 

if you want, intrepid traveller, 

you could still act surprised when you’re the one  

to make that discovery. 

We can still call you the first colonizer  

of my virgin silent valleys 

you can plant your flag and impose  

your strange language, 

decide “this skin is mine, simply ‘cause it looked  

empty when I found it 

or because I won when I fought myself for it.” 

When you got here, no one resisted you 

because our days as a violent people are long gone. 

All these volcanoes ran dry a long time ago, 

back when we grew tired from the melody of war, 

retired from fighting lava and instead decided  

to let stillness be the one to drown us. 

I did use to love loud though, and violent. 

It was such a burning spectacle 

but we don’t talk about that anymore. 

In fact now we don’t talk, at all, so 

by all means, march in with your unnecessary chatter, 

cover with noise every single inch, 

move in with your army of deafening screams, 

litter the place with sound souvenirs, 

but careful: if you civilize with your endless sentences  

this sacred wilderness, 

if you cut down trees and set up settlements, 

if you play your music to my star-ridden skies, make 

them learn it by heart, 

if you disturb the peace I’ve skillfully grown inside, 

don’t you ever dare grow quiet. 

Don’t make me go back. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The second I hear silence I’ll start panicking, 

having flashbacks in the space between a word  

and the next 

and flashbacks might start sounding a little too much  

like prophecies 

and the future of my beloved home  

looking a little too much like its past 

and this cycle might be natural  

but it’s pretty damn exhausting 

so cautious. 

We are not a violent people anymore. 

But don’t bring what you can’t gift, 

offer only what you can give, 

or suffer the consequences: 

disappearing silently into the mist. 

 

 

- Ona Salvat - 
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Sleepless activist 
 

Looking at my ceiling you tell me about  

all the things you should be doing, 

why you should be doing them now and all the specific 

insufficient reasons why you’re not. 

You are not pleased with the results your youth brings 

and I can’t help but think you’re wrong 

or at least a bit misled, because your happiness,  

the way I see it, is a pretty damn honourable cause too. 

And I’m not saying to ignore the world  

and its disgusting stench, 

the way it tenses our jaw and makes our teeth clench. 

I’m not saying I can’t understand why  

you find it hard to rest. 

I’m just saying getting some sleep right now, 

considering it’s 3 am, would probably be for the best. 

I know you want to mold the world with your own hands 

into something sweeter to touch, easier to hold, 

something that doesn’t feel like a pill forcefed  

to us down our throats, 

something the sight of which doesn’t disgust you  

to your core. 

I know because you’ve told and I’ve understood. 

I know because I can feel the foul taste too. 

I’ve seen the way injustice doesn’t sit right  

with those lips of yours 

and I think it’s beautiful. I think it’s cool. 

In fact if I was the world I’d be grateful,  

fascinated and terrified of you. 

Your giggly hurricane of change  

is a force to be reckoned with, yes. 

You are also 20 years old. You are also just you. 

Oh, and trust me, I know you can get help. 

There’s me, there’s them, there’s oceans of people  

out on the streets, 

all screaming “change!” but I’m talking to them too. 

All the over-run activists, the selfless warriors, 

the sleepless boys, the giving dreamers: 

I promise the fall of the heteropatriarchy  

or the dismantling of capitalism 

won’t happen while you sleep. 

You won’t miss it, even if now you try to close your eyes. 

I’m promise, and I’m sorry to do so,  

that everything you profoundly despise, 

everything you plot how to take down in your mind will 

still be there in the morning. 

 

 

 

 

No one will steal your gameplan in the dead of night. 

When we wake up you can pick all your maps  

right back up where you left them. 

Then we’ll wonder again:  

“how do we change this and change it fast?”. 

But now it’s late and you’re a body who needs to relax. 

So, for now, good night. 

 

 

 

- Ona Salvat - 
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MORE THAN TAGS 
 

I am defined by the things that make me happy  

and not the things that make them mad.  

Let’s start with that. 

For most of my life I have felt like an outsider.  

I was either an immigrant or an emigrant in the lands 

that should feel like home. Why? Very simple.  

I had let others define who I was.  

For them, I was either an immigrant in Spain  

or an emigrant in Morocco. No more than that. 

For instance, politics and politicians… 

For them, my summers spent in my homeland meant that 

an emigrant would bring to Morocco the “radical western 

European culture” that endangered their 

cultural identity.  

Seems it wasn’t my identity anymore. 

On the other side, for the land where I 

learnt to walk, where I grew up, I 

was a Moroccan who brought to 

Spain the “old mentality 

and traditions that  

didn’t fit in their 

evolved society. 

Seems it 

wasn’t my society either. 

So, where did that leave the 

human in me?  

I was home nowhere, I felt 

safe nowhere and I didn’t fit anywhere. 

If I was defined by them, I would be lost today. 

Then, we have the Mass Media that was much worse. 

I was either terror, or aberration, a slave of 

the faith, or a slave of the vices.  

Here news said… I was a stolen job, a future hijab,  

a potential early marriage, an unschooled worker  

or a stay at home mom… and that would be about it. 

Or the news there, where I was a skirt way too short,  

with ambitions way too high.  

I was hidden sins and a potential failure that will drown 

herself in alcohol or lose herself in nightclubs. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For them, I was black or white, I was this or that;  

and they didn’t even get one right. 

 

Of the tags they have for me, I want none.  

Now, I know how to compose myself with the most 

beautiful verses into my true narrative.  

And no one else’s.  

And there I am more than judgements 

about my origins or my upbringing,  

more than judgements about my family  

or my friends. There, I am a human being  

free to compose herself, her own way. 

And I, the way love taught me and in spite the hate 

that could not blind me,  

I am more than those tags.  

And I am defined by the things that 

make me happy, and not the things 

that make them mad. 

 

- Fátima Saheb - 

“I was either terror  

or aberration,  

a slave of the faith  

or a slave of the vices” 
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I LET THEM CALL ME SAD 

 

They were forcing me to be sad, 

and I didn’t want to, 

but I let them call me that. 

 

I wanted to fall on my knees 

without fearing 

they’d look down on me. 

 

I wanted no drama, 

no end of my world. 

No pressing the alarm 

ahead of time, 

just because I let my heart catch fire 

and they can smell the smoke. 

And just because some of my pieces crush 

it does not mean I will collapse. 

 

I needed to be vulnerable 

without being judged, 

and strong without being praised. 

 

I needed to fight my way 

through my mess 

without them telling me 

I was rushing, 

or going too slow instead. 

 

And I, 

I needed to manage my crisis 

and deal with my mess 

my own way, 

without being so accountable 

for the mistakes I'd make 

trying to make it right again. 

 

They were forcing me to be sad, 

and I didn’t want to, 

but I let them call me that. 

 

For they never got to read me, you know 

they didn’t even try. 

They just took my echoes 

and  made them theirs 

in their logical minds 

so that I would not seem crazy, 

or unapologetically human. 

 

 

 

You can’t be too human nowadays. 

It seems to scare people away. 

 

And I, with my fragile yet marvelous heart 

could not translate into their formulas. 

 

My feelings + ink = magic, 

could not translate into their science. 

 

So I was just sad. 

 

If you are struggling 

while dealing with life, 

then my friend, you are just sad. 

 

Again, they just took my echoes 

and made them theirs 

so that I would not be the incognito 

in their universe. 

The hill in their way. 

 

The question in their brains. 

The challenge in their hearts. 

 

I had to be sad, or else mad, 

and there was no other explanation beyond that. 

 

I could not simply be 

figuring my life out 

 

I had to be sad. 

 

And, you know what, I didn’t want to 

but I let them call me that. 

 

 

 

- Fátima Saheb - 

“Y OU CAN’ T BE TOO 

HUMAN NOWADAYS. 

I T SEEMS TO SCARE 

PEOPLE AWAY.” 
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POST, SNAP, CRY. 
 

It is a constant struggle to show you are worth something 

to a world that is increasingly geeng 

pleased by nothing. A constant fight to do what you must 

and have energy and soul to do what you want.  

To meet expectations and make amends with your purpose. 

And no dear, no time to figure it out.  

You have to be picture perfect all the time.  

Filter here, filter there, let them think everything’s all right 

(when nothing is). Post, snap, go to your room  

- lights off, curtains down - now cry. 

Stay up all night. Swallow the pain, in silence - everyone’s 

asleep, but you - So take the pill. Forget, forgive,  

numb the pain, numb everything. Take the burden,  

feel exhausted and sleep. 

And then, make up and show up. Filter, post, snap. Go out. 

And whatever you do, do not forget to smile. 

 

 

LETTER TO AHMED 
 

The pain you inflicted has gone away. 

I am grown up nowadays. 

 

All the doubts are answers now. 

Turns out ,dad, that if you search, 

you find out. 

You were never “there”, 

and I know what society may say 

but really, I never missed you here. 

 

Maybe others filled the void,  

or maybe 

there was never a void to start with. 

Maybe there’s more  

to this little girl’s life 

than carrying the weight of a father 

that is but a man,  

struggling to carry his own. 

 

You don’t have to carry me dad. 

That expired a couple of years 

aler I was born. 

 

 

 

 

 

And now, I know how to walk, 

on my own. 

 

And no, I don’t need you back. 

We had our farewell 

the moment you looked away 

from your baby’s eyes, and dad, 

there’s no turning back from that. 

 

You had your priorities 

so honesty, focus on them. 

 

I appreciate the DNA  

and chance at life, 

and all I can hope is that 

you become a better man. 

That you find your own way. 

Just don’t ask me now 

if our paths will ever meet again. 

I don’t want you in mine 

and it’s not hate or revenge. 

 

It’s closure, dad. 

 

 

I think there’s two outcomes 

to what you did. Only two, 

from my point of view. 

Carry the pain of your regret, 

or make of it a constant reminder 

than you can do beier 

and grow from it. 

 

But far from me, dad 

far from me. 

For we had our farewell 

the moment you looked away 

from your baby’s eyes. 

 

I wish you well. I really do. 

But understand, 

there had to be more 

to this woman’s life 

than carrying the weight of a father, 

that still is but a man, 

struggling to carry his own. 

 

GOOD LUCK, DAD. 

AND GOODBYE. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Smile, yes, smile. Smile at every analytic cold bastard that 

skipped all the steps you climb in distress.  

And smile, because a woman who doesn’t thinks too 

much of herself. She is stuck-up,  

has daddy issues.. maybe a lesbian as well. 

And smile, because there are friends who want you not 

to, and you have to entertain.  

Facebook requests are not accepted  

without a price to pay. 

So fill you feed, spread the hearts… emojis, do not forget 

the emojis (or you’ll be cold).  

Speak the language, spit the tags… yolo life  

(but all you want to do is run from this one, that is a lie). 

Yolo is actually not a dumb tag. You actually live only 

once. And what are you doing with that life? 

 

OF COURSE: POST, SNAP, GO TO YOUR ROOM - LIGHTS OFF,  

CURTAINS DOWN - NOW CRY. 

- Fátima Saheb - 
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Breathe again 
 

Breathe again 

like you haven’t held one breath 

- morning, 8 AM - 

passing through a corridor 

with the laughter of the popular girls 

as the only soundtrack 

in your walk of shame. 

 Breathe again 

as if what they said 

didn’t matter 

more than how you felt, 

as if your heartbeats 

didn’t beat at such a high volume 

that it made you deaf to any sense. 

 

“You’re beautiful, 

you’re intelligent” 

- you heard none of that. 

 

 Breathe again, 

as if you weren’t dizzy 

thinking of an 8 AM corridor scene, 

and as if you didn’t dream 

of a 3PM escape. 

 Breathe again, 

as if you didn’t hold one breath 

when the boys that will always be boys 

hit you in the stomach 

for you to prove 

you were one of them, 

as if you didn’t want to be one of them, 

even when boys like that 

weren’t like you at all. 

 

 Breathe again 

as if you accept 

that you never had an interest 

in the “let’s go kick a ball”, 

as if you know 

that there were options 

that made you happier, 

your little sister, your mother’s voice, 

or writing poetry when no one was around. 

 

 Breathe again, 

as if you didn’t hold one breath 

but if you did, know that we all have. 

 

 

 

So breathe again dear and be proud 

in the notion that not all that once 

held your breath, holds it now. 

 Please know that we have hope 

in better times, when we see 

that you breathe again 

and hold not a breath 

for the things that used 

to make you do. 

 

They no longer do,  

                                          dear 

                                             so  

breathe again. 

 

 

- Fátima Saheb - 
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Dad 

 

You’ve always been a great father 

and a great role model. 

You loved me and you loved my brother. 

You taught us to love each other 

and take care of one another. 

 

When I had a nightmare 

I came to you and then I would no longer be scared 

because you cared. 

 

Now that I’m a grown man  

I don’t really need a role model any more 

but I still think about you when I do my chores 

because you always taught me discipline  

ever since I was 4. 

 

I love you dad, 

I said, I love you dad! 

 

But it’s too bad 

that I didn’t tell you that 

when you were still alive. 

I would’ve said it if I could’ve replied 

to the note you left us  

when you committed suicide 

at the age of 45 

Man... 

I was just a child 

when you died. 

You made mommy cry 

when you died, 

now it’s too late for regrets, 

you made your choice  

because you were depressed. 

 

You should’ve taken your time 

and leave the home for a while 

taken care of yourself and get better, 

spend time on your own, 

or whatever, 

I would still have had daddy issues  

but It would’ve been a blessing in disguise 

because at least my daddy would still have been alive. 

Then you could’ve made arrangements 

to at least help out with the payments. 

 

 

But you left mom alone 

to raise two men on her own 

in a small and broken home 

still having to pay off her student loans. 

 

You robbed me of my childhood 

and now I’m grown, 

but I’m not mad even though 

you just left me when I was ten years old 

with nothing but a name on a tombstone. 

 

 

- John Godson - 

I love you dad, 

I said, I love you dad! 
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LOWCOST  
 

It’s nine o’clock in the morning. 

From the other side of the place 

that offers free WiFi, 

my fifty cents worth of muffin 

die drowned at the bottom 

of a coffee 

made with the laziness 

of someone who earns almost noth-

ing. 

But she calls it a salary. 

And I call this a bakery. 

 

I sit down and review 

headers that are fake news 

and among them, one: 

No one will be able to afford 

the rent of a flat in the city. 

I wonder if I could help 

but instead 

I prefer to collaborate 

with the world seventh’s fortune 

converting my house in a hostel. 

Thank you, mortgage, 

now I am business 

and my neighbors are homeless 

living between the garbage. 

 

It’s ten o’clock in the morning. 

I should go down 

to the last shop in the town 

to buy a new smartphone. 

But why worry 

when I can get it half price from Hong Kong 

brought home the day after with Amazon 

wrapped by someone whose horizon 

is to be replaced by a robot. 

 

It’s eleven o’clock 

 

and I’d love to talk to the check-out girl 

but she no longer exists. 

So I’m left alone with my inner voices 

struggling with a screen full of choices 

that won’t smile at me 

though I do insist. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Going to my part time work 

I cross the city in the underground 

reading in my social media 

how to create my personal brand, 

to stop being a regular man 

and becoming finally a winner 

learning the Secret of happiness 

among the pages of books 

stuffed of silly emptiness. 

Everything has to be so epic, 

that sounds pathetic. 
 

It’s midday. 

The keys of my mailbox scream 

like in pain 

pregnant of waiting invoices 

from unwanted services 

that I can’t pay. 

In the street, a tired voice complains: 

“Please someone do something!” 

But the miracle never arrives. 

If we follow this race 

at this pace 

our new Lord will be an algorithm, 

watching our Likes, 

deciding who survives 

or who’s gonna get lost: 

everyone among us 

who surrender to a life that is LOWCOST. 

- Ignacio Lirio - 
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Where are you from? 
 

(I would like to mention that these are all actual comments that 

I have received when explaining where I am from…) 

 

“Where are you from?” is the number one question. 

What’s your name? Where are you from? What do you 

do? 

I’m from the world. 

 No really, where are you from? 

I’m from many places… 

 Oh so you’re like one of those who’s traveled and 

lived in different countries? 

Well, sort of… 

 But where are you really from? 

I’m from France. 

 Oh, but you don’t sound French… 

So I’ve been told. 

 And where is your mother from? 

She’s from Zimbabwe. 

 Oh wait, but… is she black? 

Yes… and I’m an albino.  

 And your dad? Where is he from? 

He’s from Wales but born in Patagonia. 

 Wait, what?? I’m confused… 

So am I… 

 And your husband? Where is he from? 

He’s from Mexico. 

 Oh… but isn’t he like a macho? 

Yes… He beats me up, goes out drinking,  

wears a sombrero and shouts “Arrrrriba!”  

That’s why I married him! 

 

Where are you from… 

Four little words that have haunted me, 

Four little words that have made me laugh, 

Four little words that have made me cry, scream,  

cringe at the sheer stupidity 

of an innocent reaction. 

These four little words have turned my world  

upside down 

and yet these four little words have made me feel proud. 

 

So here’s a piece of advice. 

If you are from somewhere,  

make sure you have the right accent. 

If you are from somewhere,  

make sure you have the right skin colour. 

 

 

 

If you are from somewhere, make sure it makes sense, 

for goodness sake, 

so that we can put the correct label on your forehead, 

and put this issue to bed.  

 

So, where are you from? 

 

The Sun Shines 
 
The sun shines every day 
even when there are 
clouds. 
Your tears will wash away 
even when you frown. 
The Earth can shake  
and shudder,  
but nothing  
will bring you down. 
You will rise up even 
when you fall.  
 
So, put me to the test and 
I’ll do my best, 
and as for the rest, 
I think you can all guess, 
I will break down  
all my walls.  
 
You gave birth to me. 
You fed me  
and bathed me. 
You put a fancy roof  
over my head 
and gave me everything 
and more.  
 
You also smothered me 
with what you call – love.  
 
But love is not giving  
and demanding, 
love is not pulling  
and holding, 
love is not your way  
or the highway. 
Your motherhood  
does not give you  
the power nor the right  
to control my life. 
I’m sorry. 
 
 

 
 
I’ve tried it your way, 
but at the end of the day, 
it is not up to you to say 
how I should  
or should not play 
the game of life.  
 
I’ve chosen my path, 
knowing full well  
your wrath, 
and as a result of that, 
you told me to my face, 
“You are no longer  
my daughter.” 
 
So, I turned the other way, 
out from under your  
poisonous claws 
and I live my life free 
with a slight pain  
in my heart.  
 
And I go on saying… 
The sun shines every day 
even when  
there are clouds. 
My tears will wash away 
even when I still frown 
and the Earth can shake 
and shudder, 
but it won’t  
bring me down.  

 

 

 

- Sarah Nichols - 
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Post 
 

Amount of tears – 3 real ones and 100 fake ones. 

Put the real ones in quarantine. 

 

Amount of lies – acceptable. 

Turn off truth to avoid conflicts 

and life damage. 

 

After eating plastic burger 

eruct 4.3 times  

record this sound and post it everywhere 

and then go to bed and avoid thoughts 

by watching TV (the human toilet) 

until you are completely empty. 

 

Delete unknown poverty  

Delete unknown sympathy  

Delete unknown faith 

Delete unknown feelings  

when you see pictures of children  

working so some people can be rich. 

Children that the only choice they have 

is not between iPhone 10 and Samsung whatever 

but between suffering again and being in pain forever. 

Delete unknown pain 

Delete unknown sexuality 

Don’t forget that you are not made to feel. 

 

Amount of feelings – should be zero or maximum one,  

only one, only one. 

Do not add zeros after one cause this will create money 

Delete money 

You are the money 

Delete yourself. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Add a name or an underlined letter 

or a phallic symbol or a star 

to your memory and pray to it 

until you see bombs exploding.   

Succeed 

You are not a woman 

Not fail 

You are the woman 

Succeed 

You are not a man 

Not fail 

You are the man 

 

Beginning to fail 

Goes to an end 

Save the ticket 

Post before the end 

Post 

Post 

Post 

and then see, if you are able 

to edit your unposted life 

depending on, if before, 

you chose to have one or zero feelings.  

- Makis Moulos - 
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WHAT WE SAW 
The Last Word    

Festival 2018 THE ROUNDHOUSE POETRY SLAM  FINAL 

LONDON, UK  

MODERATOR — JACK ROOKE  

THE WINNER OF THIS YEAR’S 

POETRY SLAM FINAL IS  

WITH THE POEM “BOX” 

Judges: Saul Williams, Cecilia Knapp, Yomi Sode  

As we were all expecting, this year’s 

final of the Last Word Festival, that 

took place at the wonderful Round-

house in July, was amazing for 

another year and the poets 

gave their best on the stage. 

This year’s  poetry slam final 

winner is Rakaya Fetuga with 

the poem “Box”  

and the two runners up are 

Fathima Zahra and ….. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our favorite poet of this year’s show 

was the amazing Reece Lyons, with 

her poem “I am a woman, and I have a 

penis”. Apart of this unique 

poem, which needs a lot of 

woman and a lot of penis to 

write it, the performance of 

Reece was impeccable. She all 

the ironic faces that she and 

looks that she has received on 

the street of her world since 

she decided to live open and 

free, like everybody should 

live. After her performance, a 

huge new door opened for her in life. 

She has received thousands of messag-

es and comments on her video, which 

went viral very fast and it’s the first 

time that Facebook accepted to delete 

hate speech comments, after 

the reporting of many funs of 

Reece. She was also invited to 

speak and perform in Lon-

don’s Pride this summer.  
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All the rights of the poems revert to the author upon 

publication.  


