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4 vote from me fo you

With the sad passing of Rachel Sutclitte, my friend and consistent contribufor fo
this purnal, | e included a memorial on the next page wih a few of her ku
that weve published in prexious issues.

| would lice 1o thank exeryine who submitted, as this i our bngest issue yet, but
not for bing. Since next month is Infernational Women's Monthy, | would like to do &
first ever ul issue. The guidelines will be alfered for March only You can review
them on the last page.

Mo, be sure fo check ouf this montlis Femku Feature by lshaan Singh

| ave vecently had a few things that lave completely changed my lite. With this
change, | have decided to spend wore time focusing on myself, my writing, and my
ediing and because of this, | Houghtt it would be a great opportunity to ve-design

the #FemkuMag website. You can find the new site at the link below.

nttps//tembumag witsite. com/home

Thank you for your lve and continued support,
Lori & Minor, edifor


https://femkumag.wixsite.com/home

A Tribute to Rachel Sutcliftfe ( ATT - 204 )

When | first started writing, Rachel was the firet person | remember friendng
me. | honesty wouldnt be where | am vigit vow were i vot for her. Rachel
nspired so many of us and her soul deserves to Iive on through her poetry. She
wis & beautiful person with beautiful words and | am honored to e known her
and her work. This issue is for you, Rachel

cold moon bine stan

| oo breaking inside
am barcen and out
endiess cold leaf skeleton
mother's bok now Fra@i\c

of obituaries we betome

edge of winter my withered insides
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https://docs.wixstatic.com/ugd/396b91_08d917b2c53747b59c06d71ec277ee71.pdf
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d\mwm@ N my breath on the wirror 4 F\rowm face

- Juie Warther
tea for one . . oy wing -
the probnged stream | hold solitude
of the kettle under my bt
- Juie Warther - Maria Teresa Sichi

utrasound butterflies instead of a baby

- Debbie Strange

organ

donation

Ining A NeW edr

somedne how bing before | stop
eloe's missing you

best

life - Debbie Strange

- Debbie Strange



moNing ouf pink petals

| pay his lbrary fines the way spring
with my favorite books swedrs an oath
- Kath Mbela Wilson - Jan Bencin
just & breath the Wisdom

bexpnd the horizon line fhat may e saved us
gpthering blue cold wolf woon

- vely Saunage Aﬂgcl - vely Saunage Aﬂg&l

my ex-boyfriend a mothiball in my pocket

- Réka Nytvai
her singing oce - spring walk
& punnet of strawberries we both know
o the vevanda our retipes

- Réka Nytvai - Guliz Mutlu



reflected
in his pupil Fe = Femde + (ironing - ing)
no barbie
- Helen Buckingam
- Helen Buckingam

ey moon da\’lile

| breastteed my child the child he calls
in the bathroom A mistake

- Martim MMg&V\fa - Marthm MMg&V\fa

bambo shadows
the taste of hnailu sweat-soaked her mind turns
on my lips again
- Vivsten Cliff Eliot
- Virsten Cliff Eliot

Climate change the poliics of nether vegjons

- Robin Mna Smith



canceled lunch date sinking my teeth info me@lf

- Robin Mna Smith
fertiity neede - wlentine's day -
my fiest real shot my husband puts me on
ot betoming a mom his fo-do list
- Susan Burch - Susan Burch

SAOW. day 9\@ddm@ away from mother's bloodsiot eves

- Susan Burch
the panda cub date vight
abavdoned by wother— carnation Frills
dwarf azalea edge the stents

- Cyndi Lloyd - Cyndi Lloyd



looking for a white lie the snow 1o one expected

eNpandng uninerse
another hole
n my blue jeans

- Eva Limbath

shifting house. . .
our wedding abum wrapped
N my burga

- Pronti Gulyani

pastor's wife
my first ame
Fomo’r’r@w

- Tia Haynes

- Eva Limbath

winfer deepens . .
since when does mother
wedr diapers?

- Corine Timmer

\N@ddi\n@ V\i@ln’r
| prefend
he's my first

- Tia Haynes

Chimney simoke
what's left
of \ou and me

~Tia Haynes



deqradation - aost apple -

ot exen my table is steady a shell of ice where
on its legs anymore she used 10 be
- LaNana Lray - Lucy Whitehead

his use of fough lve frost d&wvmge

- Lucy Whitehead
voad map tacte of <l
he falls in love the fear
with her absences fo surive once again
- Radostina Dragpstinea - Radostina Dragpstinea

foxic e my little ﬁm@ev nail

- Mna Maris



leaing you one pound at the fime

- Mna Maris
apobgizing for apohgizing wild Iave
#notyboyfriend the fowers that
winter blast Nexer avvived
- Exin Castald - Exin Castald
mammog apiny- the shadow
that autumin minute of & unpdired sock-
breathless winfer sun
- Mngiola Inglese - Mngiola Inglese
the embrodered cold shap
| love W . communication
stupid, e says withdrawal

- Clire Vogol Camargp - Clire Vogol Camargp



old man's beard
looking for stars
in the lime Lilns

- Cherry Doyle

anthev pof
of aexaniums
my doctor's bias

- Deboran P olod

putting away

funeral wreath
W\ri’ri\n@ ur name
for the last fime

- Cherry Doyle

bed too bi@
the van keeps
my slence

- Deboran P olod

worinout lu@gaga

the ei@vmd will and & heavy heart
winter calm firet frost

- Chrictina Chin - Chrigtina Chin
Valentine's Day - | watth the stars dance

2 heart in a cup of coffee before my eNes magsticaly
from waiter through the vight.

- Daniigla Grbelp - Day Sibley



\ivxg@rm@ heat
the wabi-sabi SWA
of the 9eisha

- Mna Cates

half moon pose

my breast mri's replaced

with ﬁ@um sketthes
- Wendy C. Bidlek

40N for once
fo be 4 daugiter. . .
ehooﬁ\n@ star

per una \olfa

esseve ANCOra ﬁg\m. .

stela cadente

- Lucia Cavdlo

sh\ri\nléi\n@ al
my flaws.
thumbiail photo

- Valentina Ranaldi-Mams

drift wood
smoothing over in time
our pefty grievances

- Ma Cates

spitting ouf
al my guarters—-
o fampon change

- Wendy C. Bidlek

staing in bed
in & feta position -
birthday dawn

- Wrghor‘rra Petriccione

water faling info steeam hemorvhaging period

- Lovi & Minor



Femlu Feature by lshan Singh
Dear Mom + Dad,

By the time youve done reading this lefter, Id be gone; | would have become a
ripple i the fhwing waters, and wouldve made space for myself in the cabins
among the Clouds, reserved especialy for women like me.

| clearly remember the day af the fair: Being all of & vears, | vemember how
much | used o hate those Barbie dols and Kitchen sets you would get for me, |
was fransfived by that pack of WWE figiter fiqurines. When | had acked for
them, | remember how ou told me 1o be a givl, and vt step info the shoes of
SON...

| was disappointed, and vot knowing how to veact, kept walking.. 0f course,
daughter s suppsed o vemain within her limits and ot tey fo £ too bigh

| vemember the car purney fo Jodapur: how | had wanted to play with Raluls foy
cars and supevhero figurines. ut you gave me that murderous ook, a flame
burviing i your eyes, and told me to sllently plat my dolls hair and make tea in
the Kifthen.

Papa, | vemember when uncle came home with his son, hman, the ulfimate pride
of the entie famiN. | sat with \ou, talked poltics and sports, but when the
redlisation of my presence amidst the men dawned upon ou, o shredded my
happiness at the prospect of finaly being accepted by teling me to 4o to kitthen
and learn how to be a woman, a good daughter.

| vemember the day when | sudden became aware of the presence of a womb
within me, a womb undistvered il then: the day | vealy became a woman. |



remember how youd stopped me from entering info the temple, from distorting the
purity of the temple. You had told wme that i would make God impure.. That day, |
realN was proud 1 become aware of my power as woman to make something as
indestructible and strong and powerful as the God youd fold fo me to believe i,
Impure with st 4 fouch.

| remember how \ou explined me the importance of being a god, loyal wife and
be the mistress of the kitthen, to be able to aptly chop vainbows, fry wads of
Chuds blanketed in the crimson evening curry of the bleeding twilight, o satisty
my husband without any complaints..

LoNe,
Mallika

my lipstick
wrapped in my burgg..
suffiry exexing



Submission Instructions for March 204
Women only, mo\udm@ non-binary and transwomen.

What is accepted for March:
haiku, seneyu, tanka, haibun, cherita, and sequences.

* UnfortunateN | am unable to accept higa for this issue.

Please send o wore than T pieces TOTAL to femkumag@amailcom between
March it and 20th

For this issue | will consider unpublished and published work as ong as you vetain

rights to the work you submit. Please indcate it a piece you submit has been
prexiously published

% | will ot publish anthing that condones iolence, vacis, or prejudce against any
peple, or group of people.



