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Every Saturday morning for six weeks, 10 strangers with different

paths came together to write away their thoughts. At first, they all

believed they had nothing in common. But they all yearned for love
and acceptance.

They were all on a quest for home.

They live in a country that demands they reject their South Asian
roots, but in this space, they could embrace their ancestral homes and
center themselves as the hero of their own narrative journey towards

home.

The writers explored questions around identity, queerness, self-love,
cookies, and a fantasy voyage in the mountains. And we created this
zine, A Quest for Home.

Thank you Open Source Gallery for providing us a place to call
home, and Arts & Democracy for the support and lastly, Roohi
Choudhry for guiding each of our spirits.

—Fabliha Anbar,
Editor


















When I was a little girl,
#\v Around the age of 12,
PR [ met 3 boy named Abdul,

His mother would bring over rose-scented Kashmiri
tea, almonds and soft butter biscuits, !
filling the air with her sweet innocence,
; He was around 18, lanky legs, and ridiculously Jong
curled lashes.
I admired him.
I admired the way he bravely questioned his father,
how he would help my amu pour the tea,
and the way he was so sure of himself
even though everyone else in the world wasn’t. He was
i like the brother I've always wanted.
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i i d sharp,
[ kept his fingernails long an -
v :Ir?d wien I asked him why he wouldn’t clip them, he

' hed and said o 2 b
]i?’lslio he could gouge the eyes out of aliens just in case

L they abduct him,
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which his parents thought was weird
but I thought made absolut see,.r




| He would come into my room, pinch my cheeks and
began every conversation with,
“§o how’s your fella doing?” purposely making me
blush
to whlch I would reply, What about your girl, hmm‘?”

S A smile would perk onto his lips, beginning an
™ infinite, sweet rambling about their dates, how crazy |
| he went whenever she would bite her lip when she
reads, her pearly eyes, her scent, and how she would
W say his name. I watched Abdul blossom like a lotus

tlower, petals growing out of his flushed skin, his eyes
ablaze.

And in return, I would tell him occasionally about the
boy that sat next to me in math class, and how we
would pass each other notes, teasing about how Ms.
Schultz smelled hke cat htter

_ “Are you ever going to tell me her name?”, I asked
“Never”, he says.

“Are you ever going to tell him his name?”, he asks
‘Never”, 1 say.

A couple weeks pass by, with more of his ramblings of |§
how the greed for oil is ruining mankind, how Romeo
and Juliet is just a bad white version of Laila Majnu

and how pineapple on pizza was actually- not that




It's sunday again, and I can’t wait for the air at home
to linger with the rose scented tea and Abdul’s
presence.

But instead, his mother comes, no tea pot in her hand,
her caramel skin sunken in, her lips shriveled up and

pale. She smiles lightly, covering up the obvious pain
and sleepless nights her eyes whispers to me.

I'put my head out, waiting for Abdul to pinch my
cheeks, but instead he brushes past me, his body
heavy, sucking all the air, making it hard to breathe.

He stomps to my bed and lays. His body collapses as if
he has never felt the comfort of a warm bed before. I
sat next to him, waiting for him to speak, waiting for
lotus petals to flow out of his body.
N S i e
“I hate him”, he suddenly says.
“Him?”, I ask, “him who?”



| He sits u, his eyes darting from one side of the room
to the other. “Him.”, He says.
I hate how he bites into his lip like an animal
everytime he reads-I hate his beady snake like eyes,-1
hate his scent-T hate how he says my name- I hate

# how I can’t live without him”.

He stops, panting.

:I_hate how I love him”, he whispered. Silent tears
rolled down his once golden cheeks.

“Ma caught me with him and now she wants me to
marry the Karachi girl next door”.

A few minutes pass by, and he’s staring at the ceiling.
He looks at me, and smiles a bit. Abdul wipes away his
tears, and pretends to smile because he’s afraid he
scaring me away with something a 12 year old can’t
possibly understand. I see him heaving, so much air in
the room, and yet he’s still struggling to breathe.

“Do you remember how you always asked me what'’s
her name?”, he says.
I nod.

-

4 “‘. \_v . .
(' His name is Firouz.”




Two seasons passes by, the earth, the moon revolves
around the sun without a worry . The wedding is
finally here and I watch everyone in their rich
glimmering dresses celebrate the beginning of the new
couple.

an auntie passing by me, joyously whispering to her
husband while munching on a samosa, “The couple
looks so happy! What a good looking pair they are.
His mother did a good job choosing a bride. I wonder|
why they’re marrying so young... keeping the
traditions alive, hei na?” £ LT
the bride’s hands covered in red henna, pa1sleys and
flowers that reminds me of lotuses covering her from
top to bottom. Her cheeks flushed, her eyes ablaze
with a familiar spark I once saw on a boy, everytime
she looks at her soon to be husband, Abdul. But

Abdul, sits there, eyes dead, lungs collapsed.

I think about the boy who I thought could take the
world by storm,

who I thought was so sure of himself when everyone
else in the world wasn't.

who I thought could be the next prophet- suddenly
looked sheepish, shriveled up under his sherwani. But
perhaps its because i was a naive girl, around the age '
of 12 who saw the world in black and white.
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| 6 The wedding celebration was done, the guests
stomach filled with biyrani and sheikh kehbabs while
Abdul’s was sore and empty.

The bride was saying tearful goodbyes to her parents,
no longer a daughter but a dutiful wife. Tears

y/ suddenly swelled up my eyes, knowing that this was
A the last time I was ever going to see Abdul as his

| parents wanted to send the couple far away to

N Michigan, where no one knew him.

He puts his arms around my shoulders, and asks me if
I want to go for a walk. A few quiet moments passes
by when he suddenly asks, “you think I'm a coward 6
6 don’t you?”
I stare at my pointy shoes, ignoring his question. \

“You think I should run away with Firouz and live the
life I want to, right?” I look at him, his eyebrows
\ furrowed, his skin pale. He takes a deep breath and
says, “I'm not sure what Im doing. But sometimes you
have to do the wrong thing for the right reason.”
stand there, puzzled.

vl
G “Is it really for the right reason?”, I wonder. Everytime ==
he looks into his wife’s eyes, will he see Firouz? Will
he feel sick with nausea every time he embraces his
wife, breathing in her scent, longing for Firouz? How
will he feel when he starts to forget Firouz's sweet
smile, punishing himself for forgetting their memories
together as the years passes by? But that doesn’t
matter anymore.



“Abdul?” I whisper.

“Yes?”, he says.

“Remember how you asked me what the boy’s name
was?”

“Yes™?, he says.
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The feeling of home
By Anonymous

His eyes were closed.

There was a semi-nurtured utterance growing past

the skin on the underside of his lips, never quite making it;

his words turned into deep onset moans powering the

electricity of the air, like honey, as she felt her ears sweeten

and her eyes stay transfixed as she stared at his lids. Two of

his fingers slid over her mouth and she employed her tongue
to reach out for them as she passed her thigh over his waist.
The moment she saw his eyes open, she felt lightheaded.
Dark brown pierced through her as she struggled to speak;
instead her body quivered as she felt a stuttering gesture that
his hands conferred on the small of her back as he held onto
her. Ecstatic motion did not seem like a concept to her
anymore, but a reality. Ruminations grew past her head as
she grasped for his hand. She didn’t understand what it was
that made holding his hand feel so good, but the moment he
had done so, that day in his car, as he drove her home and he
had leaned into her she could feel nothing, but high. A slow
buzzing high that began every time she saw him that

continued to get louder and louder every time he touched




her. Whenever she kissed him she felt white noise.

Conceptualities became realities when they were together.
She felt that she could feel the universe spin when she was
with him. If you had asked her a year ago from now as to
whether she believed in God her wholehearted answer would
be yes; with no hesitation. Nowadays, her previous realities
seemed distorted. She could feel new ones slowly starting to
settle in like layers of oil on the glass of water she called life.
He made her doubt her greatest moralities. It felt like the
subtleties amazed her-- the way one strand of hair would fall
onto his forehead, or the way his eyes glistened in the sun... it
all seemed so surreal to her that an individual could do

something so perfectly. So much so that within her universe

she had started to dedicate galaxies to him. Sometimes she
didn’t want to. It felt like he was taking a lot but she didn’t
know how to stop him. At times it felt good, when he would
put his hands on her, but at times it would feel like silence--
uncomfortable and inescapable. She would only feel that way
when she would think about her parents. The way they had
nurtured her into loving God, and all that He stood for. She
believed in him with an unperturbed faith based solely on the
idea that it would make her feel whole. It was what her

parents told her was the right thing and what



. W, seemed permeable now; she couldn’t tell which idea was

@l more unrealistic: the morals she had derived from God or the il

§ idea that he could make her whole.

3 God felt like silence to her. He felt like static.

— 3
As the months passed by, she slowly became addicted to

3 the way he would make her feel-- alive.
As she would give him pieces of her, he would give back.
As time went by she soon started feeling the
incomprehensible urge to drink him in. To subsidize him
and become a part of him. She had felt infatuated, and she

still was even when he was touching her, now.

She knew virginity was a social construct. But as a

religious being she was taught that it was real; in the utmost i

on whether to take her to hell.

She knew she had already committed enough sins with
this man to expedite herself there; she was addicted to this _
ambrosia of sexuality. Spider webs seemed to be growing on =
her thoughts and soon she felt like she was sitting amidst

only cobwebs that fogged her vision and she didn’t know

what to believe.



























< look out the window.
can you tell me what you see?

AF y 7
1

! { ) £ ! 2§ i kS 2 ’
' do you remember the tiniest details of how I looked,
- or what I used to be?

- you told me I was beautiful.

“. that my lips were as red as blood,

\\: my eyes the color of chocolate, .

"% and not the color of something as gross as mud—
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he window

ok out

quite flustered to see me,
| I was smiling, impressed with myself for getting that kind of reaction
 but
{ in the moment, I had to remind myself to breathe.
i time slowed down as my hair flipped,
\ your hand twitched,
{ always, when I was around.




my heart shattered into dust,

I choked on the words tha*

I knew I had to say, it was a must—
when we met, 1 thought it was fate,
but yor taught me that some things are truly meant
not to be.
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Eclipse ¥

Two kingdoms torn from hatred with a fire so

o

intense, it could set the entire world on fire in an
instant. The Kingdom of Solariya stood tall and dense
with bustling streets. The Kingdom of Lunariya
stretched vastly and took advantage of the land.
Between them lay a large island. On it lived two former
soldiers, one from each of the two kingdoms.

Roshan had hair as dark as ash, skin kissed by the
sun, and eyes of gold. Chandu had hair as bright as the
stars, the skin of pearls, and eyes of nothingness. And
they were in love.



At a young age they were enlisted as spies for
their own kingdoms. When they first saw each other,
their orders were to kill. Roshan and Chandu had spent
several years practicing solar magic and lunar magic,
respectively. They could never fathom using such a
beautiful art to kill any being. So they blasted their
way out of the twin nations and made their escape to
Equinox Island. There, they set up a home in the
plateau of a mountain.

Equinox island had been rumored to be a sacred
place, so sacred that kids would learn humans who set
foot, would be disintegrated in the blink of an eye.

For all of the twenty years they had lived, they
had never seen such tranquility. They had found home
and prospered with the land. Over time, they had
refuged other runaways and outcasts of the twin
nations. They created flourishing communities
themselves in the shadows. Whilst Roshan and Chandu had
furthered their studies in the magics from a
knowledgeable woman, Hester, who also had known of
another form of magic.



Ecliptic magic

1 l
She had never seen it herself, but knew it existed.
Within Roshan and Chandu. She told them we all would

see the new magic very soon.




On the sunniest day anyone has ever seen, there was
news of a group of soldiers had landed on Equinox
Island. Within hours, half of the island had been
covered with soldiers from both kingdoms. Joined
together for a day to eradicate the menaces and
disgraces of their societies. Roshan and Chandu, their
friends, their family, all feared for their lives. But
Hester walked towards those who had come to kill her
with a smile. She looked and Roshan and Chandu and
yelled "it is time to stand up, to stand up for
freedom.” Both of their brows furrowed and their mouths
were open and wordless. Before they could respond, the
elder woman had eight beams of sunlight and seven beams
of moonlight all going through her heart.

Chandu let out a scream of a thousand screams and
Roshan grabbed his arm. His hand slid from Chandu's
bicep, to his hand, and locked his fingers in Chandu’s.
With tears on their faces, they aimed their hands. Not
at their foes, but towards the ground and let out a
magnificent blast. It was neither solar nor lunar
magic, but a magnificent and pure black, outlined with
a smokey and celestial white. The blast sent a rippling
shockwave, sending all of the soldiers to the shore and
into the waters that ran between the kingdoms.
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My people are GAY.
They are Latino.
My people are IMMIGRANTS. _
_ They are Trans. A\
; : \
My people are DESI Ah
They are musicians and poets. iz
- \
My peaple are American, documented or not.
They are Queens, and also yes, Brooklyn - you.
\
L
P L,
My people fight for their truths,
They lie in them too. =

L

My people preserve and protect nature,
They capture it in focus or face,

My people keep up with the city pace
They love barbecues and a night sky with stars they can
trace.
They are 90s born, bold, and brazen. Steps like a dagger.
COLORFUL, the fruits of labor in their swagger,

I

My people | am part of you,
Al of your fruths, all of your pursuits.

-t

My people, you are my roots.




They are.
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My roommate ate
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I can’t even have ordinary cookies, they
have to be dairy free...
why would he even want it?
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& her husband was a fisherman /

they named their daughters

they remind me that ev

en delicate
FOOLs can cross oceans /

they remind me that even soft
petals can endure /

dig home in foreign soil ¥
& bloom













Only Buildings Stay in Place
by Mah.noor

You were my temple
My secret space

The one I'd travel to,
To Forget my pain.

But how that you're gone,
Where do | say my prayers?
Where do | find my peace?

Only buildings stay in place
People don't




A Pot of Happiness
by Mah-noor

You tell yourself that you want to find
The secret to happiness

But what if it wasn't

A secret to begin with?

Maybe [t's right there

In front of your eyes

The sunshine you avoid

Saying you're too busy working
as you dash from one to-do item,
to the next

The sky you won't look up at
When you're too busy focusing
on what's coming ahead
instead of what's floating away

The moments you check out
Because life seems too boring
And you'd rather leave your body
to swim in possibilities,

you're too afraid to take



But maybe it's true what they sa
Maybe it's not that easy

You really do have to be wise to
That happiness is not waiting

at the end of a rainbow

Happiness is a way to be
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I always wanted to experience

The warm embrace of a sari

How the silk would hug me, in its vibrance
Cloak we in its colors

It's always been mesmerizing
How something can be so soft
Yet invoke my tastebuds

Like the spicy tingle of pani puri

And the sugar rush of jalebi
All at once

But how can I make myself forget
That this embrace is fed
Like metal chains to a captive

Built to hold us down against our will
With the weight of oppression
Tying us to old traditions

How does one embrace these chains,
Without tasting the poison?




Synergy
by Mah.noor




A vegan key lime pie
Or a mango lassi?

Why do | have to pick
Between what | love?

Whoever said | did
was undoubtedly mistaken

For they taste even better,
Together

The tingle of lime
And the crunch
of its coconut flakes

Go pevfectly
With the soft,
Sweet, mango taste




Dear Ma
by Mah.noor

| don't think death scares me
As much as losing you does
A world without your warmth
Doesn't seem worth much

What would 1 do without your hugs?
What would | do without your trust?
Who would | be without you?

Who would love me as such?

| haven‘t been in a world without you
Since the moment | came tobe
How could | fathom you leaving?
Don't go, ma, please













Arts & Democracy engages the power of creativity to increase
people’s participation in the decision-making that impacts
our lives. With a core practice of cultural organizing, Arts &
Democracy integrates arts, culture, and media into
organizing strategies. We believe that all people and
communities have a right to their creativity and traditions,
and that deep and sustained transformation happens when
people bring their full selves to their activism. Arts &
Democracy cultivates year-round arts and cultural
programming with and for immigrant communities,
including the Bangladeshi community in Kensington.
www.artsanddemocracy.org

Instagram and Facebook: @artsanddemocracy

This program is supported, in part, by public funds from the
New York City Department of Cultural Affairs in partnership
with the City Council and The Brooklyn Community
Foundation Brooklyn Youth Voice Award.

Thank you Materials for the Arts for donating their supplies
to make this zine come to life. Materials for the Arts collects
unneeded items from businesses and individuals, and make
these donations available for free to its recipients: nonprofit
organizations with arts programming, government agencies,
and public schools.

Thanks to Roohi Choudhry for her leadership, City
Councilmember Brad Lander for his ongoing support, Open
Source Gallery for use of their space, and Eugene Myers for

donating copies of A Thousand Beginnings and Endings to
workshop participants.

Come join us in the South
Asian mythic journey
towards home and identity.
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