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Introduction 
Leonora Gunn 

 

Friendship is a complicated subject for many disabled people. Of course we want 
friends. We want someone to laugh at our bad jokes, to delight in our successes, 
and to sit with us in times of sadness. All humans need companionship, 
conversation and community, and so we do too, for we are no less human than 
anyone else. Yet friendship does not always come easily to us. Our ability to 
meet new people and make new friends may be controlled by others. We might 
have to rely on our friends in ways that blur the line between friends and carers. 
People who call themselves our ‘friends’ sometimes make us feel unlikeable, 
unlovable and burdensome. Some of our friendships, like the one Emma Hewitt 
describes in A Dangerous Sport in this volume, can even become abusive.  

For me, friendship has been the source of both my greatest joy and my greatest 
sorrow.  

I lost most of my childhood friends when I became chronically ill as a teenager. 
This experience devastated me, and for a time it defined me. I felt that I was 
utterly alone. This, I have come to learn, is common among people who acquire 
disabilities. In Friends, But Not Forever, Emma Steer talks about a similar 
experience. Like Emma, I realise, looking back, that I played some part in this 
loss of my friends: in shame and self-loathing, I pushed them away. It was not 
until I challenged my own feelings of worthlessness that I began to be able to 
make friends again. However, as Emma explains, this was not enough. People 
around me also had to be prepared to meet my new needs, and to value me. 
Without this, no amount of positive thinking could have changed my situation. 

In fact, it was the friendship of other disabled people that changed my life once 
again. They taught me to assert my needs, that having my needs met was a right, 
not a privilege. They gave me the confidence to take up space in public, and to 
demand space for me where there was none. They made me realise that I 
mattered. In many ways I feel that my disabled friends and I have been, as 
Heather Lyall says in Ben, “re-formed into family”. 

Friendship between disabled people, as Rebecca Porter describes in The Lego 
Tribe, is special. Although our bodies and our minds may be very different, we 
can nonetheless share a deep understanding. There is a kind of safety in a 
community of disabled people. We help each other and share our troubles 
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without being looked down on or pitied. We are free to move and speak and 
think in ways that are not ‘normal’, in ways that make non-disabled people 
uncomfortable. We value one another in a world that so often does not value 
us.  

The theme for this volume of the journal was chosen long before the coronavirus 
pandemic. None of our authors were responding directly to our present 
situation, but I think much of what they say is important right now. We are all 
going without physical contact with our friends, some of us for the very first 
time. I am finding myself, like Rosamund McCullain, craving “Some physical 
contact to weigh me down in/This eerie world, something solid to hold”. 

For disabled people, friendship has become more complicated than ever. Many 
of us are in total isolation. We may fear losing our friends, and some of us 
already have. Because of a lack of adequate care and support, we are more 
reliant on each other than ever. Those disabled people who have pioneered 
networks of mutual aid are doing a wonderful job of extended the hand of 
friendship to others in their communities. Unfortunately, many of us are having 
to turn to friends for support in ways that, however grateful we are, may make 
us uncomfortable.  

As Burgandi Rakoska expresses powerfully in I Need a Friend, Not a Carer, when 
we ask our friends for help, sometimes these friends then shift the power 
dynamic in our relationships. They may not see this help as part of the give-and-
take of friendship, instead congratulating themselves for their act of ‘charity’, 
viewing themselves as saviours, and us as burdens. We may have no choice but 
to accept this sort of friendship for now, but that does not mean we accept it 
uncritically. Long after this virus has been overcome, our community will 
continue to wrestle with the double-edged sword of friendship. 

Our decision to proceed with publication was made in consultation with all our 
writers, many of whom felt it would give them something to look forward to and 
hoped that it might help others. I hope so too. I hope that something in this 
volume speaks to you, and helps you feel less alone in this isolating time. 

Although there is much to fear and much to grieve, I would like to end this 
introduction on a hopeful note, with a poem written recently by one of the 
writers included in this volume: 
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Love in the time of corona 
 Lauren Fordham 
  
 

Ballads blasted from balconies, coronavirus carols 
 Reimagined Eurovision  

Bringing fractured countries back together  
Distanced dance parties 

 Far-flung families reunited by FaceTime  
Notes from nursing homes 

 Clapping for carers connects cloistered communities  
Home-based historians learning new lessons 

 Hand-made masks mailed across the ocean by surrogate mothers  
Cricket bats cleaned by Clorox wipes 

 Dominoes doused in Dettol 
 Rainbows on windows replace football round trenches 

 Emotional jumper cables extended and electrified, 
 Envelop the Earth in an empathetic virtual embrace 
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Friend 
Rosamund McCullain 

 

You always know when I need an embrace, 
Some physical contact to weigh me down in 
This eerie world, something solid to hold 
Onto, the warmth of your arms and beat of your heart 
An anchor in these dizzying times. 
 
You’re always there when I need a soft encouraging word, 
Your bravery prompts mine to withstand the ache and whirl, 
To dare to believe, to hope on all those dark days, 
To endure the suffering and emerge stronger. 
 
I stare into your deep brown eyes and see there a wisdom of ages, 
A connection with the universe that I seek and crave, 
I scramble for knowledge, but you just know, 
And here and now and ever you share with me, 
Open your heart to show my heart a way to be. 
 
Years have passed and will pass and still you’ll be there, 
Ever-faithful, loyal to me in all my tumult, 
Someone to trust in a world of lies and illusions, 
An honest friend, and I just want to say 
How much you mean to me and I’ll do all I can 
To deserve and honour your faith in me. 
 

 

Rosamund McCullain 

Originally from West Yorkshire, I came to Mid-Wales in 1983 to study English at 
Aberystwyth University. Much of my work explores disability issues. As a 
disabled person and writer and artist I feel that it is very important to speak out 
and speak up for disability rights. I am interested in the role that the arts and 
creativity can play in helping individuals and communities to thrive and heal. 



8

Page 6 of 44 
 

 

Friend 
Rosamund McCullain 

 

You always know when I need an embrace, 
Some physical contact to weigh me down in 
This eerie world, something solid to hold 
Onto, the warmth of your arms and beat of your heart 
An anchor in these dizzying times. 
 
You’re always there when I need a soft encouraging word, 
Your bravery prompts mine to withstand the ache and whirl, 
To dare to believe, to hope on all those dark days, 
To endure the suffering and emerge stronger. 
 
I stare into your deep brown eyes and see there a wisdom of ages, 
A connection with the universe that I seek and crave, 
I scramble for knowledge, but you just know, 
And here and now and ever you share with me, 
Open your heart to show my heart a way to be. 
 
Years have passed and will pass and still you’ll be there, 
Ever-faithful, loyal to me in all my tumult, 
Someone to trust in a world of lies and illusions, 
An honest friend, and I just want to say 
How much you mean to me and I’ll do all I can 
To deserve and honour your faith in me. 
 

 

Rosamund McCullain 

Originally from West Yorkshire, I came to Mid-Wales in 1983 to study English at 
Aberystwyth University. Much of my work explores disability issues. As a 
disabled person and writer and artist I feel that it is very important to speak out 
and speak up for disability rights. I am interested in the role that the arts and 
creativity can play in helping individuals and communities to thrive and heal. 

Rosamund McCullain
 
Originally from West Yorkshire, I came to Mid-Wales in 1983 to study English at 
Aberystwyth University. Much of my work explores disability issues. As a disabled 
person and writer and artist I feel that it is very important to speak out and speak 
up for disability rights. I am interested in the role that the arts and creativity can 
play in helping individuals and communities to thrive and heal.



9
Page 8 of 44 

 

Ben 
Heather Lyall 

 

We have SpongeBob. A sacred event. It’s been the same since we were eleven. 
Sad followed by silly, it’s our version of salty sweet, our chocolate pretzels. There 
was always a sadness we shared. We were both estranged from the world in 
varying degrees. I wasn’t the girl they wanted me to be, he couldn’t love who 
they said he should. We both had nothing but our outcast status, but they never 
knew that two people alone, if wise enough, could realise they would never be 
without. So, we became more than friends, re-formed into family, and when the 
world was mean, we had SpongeBob.  

 

 

Heather Lyall 

Heather currently divides her time between writing novels, working in Dementia 
services and studying a BSc in Nursing. Diagnosed with rheumatoid arthritis at 
the age of 13, storytelling has become a vital component of pain management 
and expression for her. Her debut young adult novel, Murder the March Hare, 
which will be published later this year. You can find her on Twitter 
@HevJaneLyall 
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I Need A Friend, Not A Carer 
Burgandi Rakoska 

  

I want you to care. Well, of course I want you to care. Likewise, I want to care 
about you. The act of caring is – or should be – the main foundation of any 
friendship. It’s the idea that we’ll be there for one another, that we’ll take each 
other’s wellbeing into account, that we’ll do our best to fight off any demons 
that try to attack us, because your fight is my fight, and vice versa. This concept 
sounds fantastic. I have not yet reached the depths of cynicism that some other 
cripples have. I’ve come close but I’ve still pulled myself out of that chasm, 
reasoning that it’s better to be among the people at the surface than drowning 
in the comfort of solitude. I know that companionship, that friendship, is 
essential to any life. At the very least, it’s essential to my life. My own friends 
are as dear to me as yours are to you. If you offered me a branch of friendship, 
I would take it, regardless of the splinters. In summary, no matter how 
comforting isolation may be, I do want friends. What I don’t want is a carer. 
  
That’s not to say that carers aren’t valuable. The fact that there are people out 
there who help their disabled companions eat, drink, travel, work, etc. is 
incredible. The disabled community has just emerged from an era wherein we 
were isolated, placed out-of-sight and out-of-mind from the rest of society, by 
the rest of society. To evolve from institutionalization to inclusion is a massive 
accomplishment, one in which we should all take pride. Carers have been 
essential in this process. There is admittedly a bitter voice in the back of my mind 
that laments the fact that carers often get more attention and sympathy than 
their disabled counterparts. Yet, regardless of my own contentions, I still 
understand and value the need for some disabled people to have carers. I also 
understand and value the need for disabled people to have friends. Most 
importantly, I understand and value the need for disabled people to have friends 
who are not carers. I certainly don’t want my friends to be carers. 
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I have highlighted two examples of how these lines are blurred: 
 

1. A person is pushing their wheelchair up the hill. Their friend frets over 
whether they need help. After being denied multiple times, the friend 
eventually grabs the handles and starts pushing. They were told that help 
isn’t required, but they assume that help is a positive thing, that they’re 
caring, that their friend should be appreciative of the breach of consent 
and autonomy.  
 

2. A person is pushing their wheelchair up the hill. After a while, they decide 
that the hill is too steep, and will cause them pain. They ask their friend if 
they can help. They ask this not because they see their friend as a carer, 
but because they see their friend as a friend – someone bound by an 
unspoken social contract to help and be helped in return. Yet the friend 
breaches that contract by turning this task into A Thing. They make the 
help seem like a chore, they become self-congratulatory over their 
willingness to help, they shift the dynamic so that the two are no longer 
equal friends, but a savior and a burden. 

 

In both of these scenarios, the power dynamics are shifted from the equal give-
and-take dynamic expected of friendship to one friend having more power over 
the other. If the theme of this publication was ‘consent’, I would launch into a 
multi-page rant over the forced helplessness that is put into place when 
someone starts pushing your wheelchair. To summarize: I am granting you the 
power to move my body, my self, everything that I am and will be. This consent 
is not given lightly. If I choose to become more vulnerable around you, even for 
a split second, it’s because I see you as someone I can trust with that 
vulnerability. That’s what friends are for. We’re meant to have moments of 
strength and vulnerability,  helping and being helped. If you broke up with your 
partner, I would be there as a shoulder to cry on. I would respect that dynamic 
of providing strength during a vulnerable moment. I would not turn that 
dynamic into A Thing. Why would I? If you’re already in a vulnerable place, I’m 
not going to deepen the wound by bragging about my ability to be there for you. 
That wouldn’t make me a friend. That would make me a… it occurs to me that I 
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In both of these scenarios, the power dynamics are shifted from the equal give-
and-take dynamic expected of friendship to one friend having more power 
over the other. If the theme of this publication was ‘consent’, I would launch 
into a multi-page rant over the forced helplessness that is put into place when 
someone starts pushing your wheelchair. To summarize: I am granting you the 
power to move my body, my self, everything that I am and will be. This consent 
is not given lightly. If I choose to become more vulnerable around you, even for a 
split second, it’s because I see you as someone I can trust with that vulnerability. 
That’s what friends are for. We’re meant to have moments of strength and 
vulnerability, helping and being helped. If you broke up with your partner, I 
would be there as a shoulder to cry on. I would respect that dynamic of providing 
strength during a vulnerable moment. I would not turn that dynamic into A 
Thing. Why would I? If you’re already in a vulnerable place, I’m not going to 
deepen the wound by bragging about my ability to be there for you. 
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don’t know what the swearing policy for this publication is, but I’m sure you get 
the point. 
  
In these two scenarios the strawman pushing the wheelchair isn’t acting like a 
friend, they’re acting like a carer, and a toxic carer at that. I don’t want that. Why 
would I want that? I want friends who understand that give-and-take dynamic. I 
may require help from them, often related to my disabilities, but I will offer them 
help in return. 

Furthermore, I get to decide when I’m in a vulnerable position and require 
strength from a friend. That is not something for my friend to decide. The 
strawman in the first scenario refused to take their friend’s needs into account, 
violating consent, autonomy, their overall dynamic, and their overall friendship. 
If you take nothing else from this nihilistic rant written on a Saturday evening, 
take this: 

I have autonomy over the care I receive. 

If I need your help, I will ask for your help. I don’t – I won’t - tolerate a friend 
who decides that for themselves. You don’t get to do that. You don’t get to 
decide what my weaknesses are, when I’m vulnerable, when I’m helpless. That’s 
not a friend. That’s not even a carer. That’s someone who has grossly 
misunderstood my existence. I don’t need that person in my life. I don’t want 
that person in my life. I just want a friend. 
  
And really, is that too much to ask? Is friendship, the mere act of being there for 
one another, such a complex, fragile, dynamic? If so, that makes isolation seem 
all the more comforting. Perhaps that is why you see so few disabled people in 
social situations. The building may be accessible, but the people aren’t. Not so 
long as they turn their relationships with us into A Thing, a power dynamic, over 
which we have little say and little autonomy. I’m not exactly tipping my 
wheelchair over in my excitement to race into a room filled with those people.  
 
At the same time, I do bounce my wheelchair off the walls when I get to spend 
time with my true friends, the ones who understand the underlying dynamics, 
who wait for me to ask for help, knowing that I won’t take advantage of them 
and that they won’t take advantage of me. I deeply cherish every one of the 
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people in my life who fall into this category, who have been with me as I navigate 
the dynamics presented by the outsiders. In turn, I’ll be at their sides as they 
navigate their own dynamics, their own paths, their own lives. At no point do I 
expect praise or reparations for being there. I am not there to be a carer. I’m 
there to be a friend. 
 
 
In conclusion, while I would never want anyone to become as existential as I am, 
I would encourage everyone to take a moment to analyze the dynamics between 
their ‘friends’ and themselves. Is the dynamic a healthy one, with both parties 
providing an equal amount of support and vulnerability? Does someone abuse 
the relationship by holding power over you? Do you abuse a relationship by 
holding power over someone? I encourage you to do whatever you can to safely, 
healthily shift these dynamics. You deserve friendships built on equality. You 
deserve friendships built on trust. You deserve friendships built on respect. You 
deserve friends. 

 

 

 

 

 

Burgandi Rakoska 

Burgandi Rakoska is a disabled writer who recently moved to Leeds from New 
York. Burgandi has just started her Ph.D. in Sociology (Disability Studies), 
focusing on disability in higher education. She loves Amorino, fictional 
representation, and advocating for the rights and inclusion of disabled people! 
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An Inspiration 
Alison Black 

 
Gloria met Veronica for coffee, 
Gloria sees her as a substitute mother, 
When it was time to head off home 
 
Veronica told Gloria she was an inspiration to her, 
Saying she wished she was more like her, 
Gloria hearing that from Veronica 
 
Filled her with delight and joy. 
She was an inspiration to Veronica.   
 

 

Alison Black 

I am a male to female transgendered person from Belfast. I like writing stories 
& poems, which I have been writing for over 10 years.  I like meeting friends 
for coffee & socializing.  I also like pen palling, which I have about 39 pen pals. I 
have a website: http://sweetalisonstories.yolasite.com 
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It’s Pumpkin Time 
Leonora Gunn 

 

The clock chimes and we’re past – we’re well past – our bedtime. One shoe on, 
one shoe lost (glass crunching underfoot), my dress decomposing into rags 
about my waist, yours in tatters; disappearing into the night, cackling. Behind us 
is the neat, clean, bright, noisy world. It trickles into the distance as we stagger 
down the street. Drunk on nothing.  

On each other. My hand on your wheezing waist, your feet tripping up and over 
mine, our canes clattering along the tarmac. They can certainly hear us coming. 

If only they could see what we’ve become! What we have been this evening. But 
we have left those spectacles of ourselves behind, our glinting exteriors cracked 
open like lies upon the pavement. Your carefully pinned bun is all undone. My 
lipstick is on my teeth. They shall never discover us. 

You start a sentence you have no intention of finishing and we stroll placidly 
through the silence.  

Then I speak – you speak – we clash and clang along in total freedom. The 
tremble in my hand meets the tremor in your thigh. You make very little sense 
and I make less. What I say to you transcends language: You are safe. What you 
say to me goes unspoken, As are you. We turn a ‘short walk’ into an expedition. 

Half my face is in my hands. Rubbed clean off in absent-mindedness – I don’t 
rein my thoughts in. They tumble out of my mouth as they please. You’re 
droning on about something, recounting some story I must have heard a 
thousand times. You told me this just yesterday, don’t you remember? A short 
spark of irritation and then, oh! The privilege, the delicious intimacy of being 
irritated by you – and irritating you in turn. To open up all my unhemmed insides, 
to let my pettiness, my arrogance, my short, short temper pool, unspool at your 
feet! For you simply to gather it up, to knit it into your own tapestry of not-
paying-enough-attention and jumping-to-the-wrong-conclusions. How 
delightful we are to one another in the clear, clear knowledge of our 
imperfections. To see. To be seen. Utterly seen. 

The sun dares to try to rise, and you backhand it. We turn a corner into 
tomorrow. 

The clock chimes and we’re past – we’re well past – our bedtime. One shoe 
on, one shoe lost (glass crunching underfoot), my dress decomposing into rags 
about my waist, yours in tatters; disappearing into the night, cackling. Behind 
us is the neat, clean, bright, noisy world. It trickles into the distance as we 
stagger down the street. Drunk on nothing.

On each other. My hand on your wheezing waist, your feet tripping up and over 
mine, our canes clattering along the tarmac. They can certainly hear us coming.

If only they could see what we’ve become! What we have been this evening. 
But we have left those spectacles of ourselves behind, our glinting exteriors 
cracked open like lies upon the pavement. Your carefully pinned bun is all 
undone. My lipstick is on my teeth. They shall never discover us.

You start a sentence you have no intention of finishing and we stroll placidly 
through the silence.

Then I speak – you speak – we clash and clang along in total freedom. The 
tremble in my hand meets the tremor in your thigh. You make very little sense 
and I make less. What I say to you transcends language: You are safe. What you 
say to me goes unspoken, As are you. We turn a ‘short walk’ into an expedition.

Half my face is in my hands. Rubbed clean off in absent-mindedness – I don’t 
rein my thoughts in. They tumble out of my mouth as they please. You’re 
droning on about something, recounting some story I must have heard a 
thousand times. You told me this just yesterday, don’t you remember? A 
short spark of irritation and then, oh! The privilege, the delicious intimacy 
of being irritated by you – and irritating you in turn. To open up all my 
unhemmed insides, to let my pettiness, my arrogance, my short, short temper 
pool, unspool at your feet! For you simply to gather it up, to knit it into your 
own tapestry of not-paying-enough-attention and jumping-to-the-wrong-
conclusions. How delightful we are to one another in the clear, clear knowledge 
of our imperfections. To see. To be seen. Utterly seen.
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They can keep their odd, stiff, metallic world with its sharp, reflective corners. 
Where do they live in it? How can they breathe it in? 

They would think, no doubt, that those shining phantasms we presented tonight 
were our true selves, briefly unencumbered. Unhindered by our aches, our 
bones, our hinges. Of course, they would be wrong. This soft, fleshy vulnerability 
is my truest self. We pretended prettily for them. Who do they pretend for? 

What they might see if they would only listen. 

The mice and the rats and all the little grey/green, many-legged beasties of the 
city scurry along in the bushes, and I wonder (self-indulgently) what they have 
been this evening. I see them all in tops and tails. What stories might they 
scribble on the margins of mine? A world within a world within a world. 

The gate unfolds before us and we return to the warmth, to the earth, to the 
kitchen. But not to subservience. To a rocking chair by the fire, to a soft, shared 
blanket, and to a tall tale of our night out, our time undercover. 

The party is over, the wheels come off: it’s pumpkin time. 

 

 

Leonora Gunn 

Leonora is one of two Deputy Chairs of Leeds Disabled People’s Organisation 
and is also on the advisory group of the Chronic Illness Inclusion Project. She is 
currently in the first year of a Philosophy PhD at the University of Leeds, with 
her area of interest being the philosophy of disability. 
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The Lego tribe (an ode to being disabled and needing good 
friends) 

Rebecca Porter 

 

“Find your tribe” is a good phrase (although tacky) 

But when you have a disability  

It takes on a new meaning when you fight for your rights 

Roaring, thunder, like lions 

We stand together  

United  

 

Face paint splattered  

Others, banners held high  

Sometimes in quieter days and nights  

We find strength in each other to continue  

We build each other up 

Like the building blocks in a Lego set 

We all have our colours and configurations 

We all fit together 

 

Even the ones who don’t join me in marching  

They still fight my corner  

Even if my opponent is me 

Chocolate, pizza, and a kind word 
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The new sword and shield 

For a disabled person who has been treading this path for some time now 

 

This writer must confess here: 

There are tears 

Sometimes of joy and relief 

Sometimes of sorrow and anger 

Sometimes I yearn for who I was 

 

The Lego clicks together 

And I see now 

My Lego box is full of other humans 

Those who help build me up  

When everything comes crashing down 

I can only hope I do them justice 

Being the consulting architect 

In so many others’ journeys 

 

[Now read from bottom to top] 

 

 

Rebecca Porter 

Rebecca is a PhD student in the Centre for Disability Studies at the University of 
Leeds, researching people’s experiences of the Personal Independence Payment 
assessment process. She is also an active member of LDPO. She is vocal on 
Twitter about both: @RebeccaPorter_ 
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The A Doesn't Stand for Accessible 
Rachel Handler 

 

EXT. N TRAIN PLATFORM – DAY – FLASHBACK  

The N/W train pulls up to the 30th Ave. station in Queens.  

The subway doors open as a crowd of people get off the train.  

– A mom with a stroller. 

– A couple with three suitcases.  

ISABELLE JAMES (early 30s) rushes out, when she walks fast a slight LIMP is 
noticeable. She spots JASON CARTER (30s) and makes a beeline for him. Jason 
sees her and gives her a hug.  

JASON  

Isabelle! You made it.  

ISABELLE  

Barely. I can't stand the subway on summer 
weekends. It's –  

ISABELLE AND JASON  

The worst.  

They both laugh.  

JASON  

Well, I hope you're hungry. This restaurant is 
supposed to be amazing.  

ISABELLE  

I'm starving. I'm glad you saved this for our third 
date though, Jason.  

JASON  
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Why?  

ISABELLE  

Barbecue is so messy! You'd have run screaming.  

JASON  

That wouldn't scare me away.  

They both blush.  

INT. COCKTAIL BAR – PRESENT DAY  

Isabelle sits at a table with SARAH HILL (early 30s). 

SARAH  

So he's perfect then. When's date four?  

ISABELLE  

There wasn't even a date three.  

SARAH  

Uhhh am I missing something, Isabelle? This 
sounds like an ideal date.  

ISABELLE  

It was, until...  

EXT. TRAIN MEZZANINE – FLASHBACK  

Isabelle and Jason reach the mezzanine level of the train station and walk 
towards the next set of stairs. Her PROSTHETIC LEG is revealed as she walks. 
Isabelle stops midstep and looks around.  

JASON  

You okay?  

ISABELLE  

Yeah.  

(she keeps looking around)  

You think there's an elevator?  
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JASON  

Doubt it.  

ISABELLE  

Escalator?  

JASON  

All I see are steps, Isabelle.  

(playfully)  

And now I'M starving. Let's go.  

Isabelle and Jason walk down the rest of the steps.  

ISABELLE  

It doesn't bother you that there's no elevator or 
even an escalator here?  

JASON  

Not really. Should it?  

Behind them, the mom with a STROLLER and the couple with SUITCASES struggle 
to walk down the steps.  

INT. COCKTAIL BAR – PRESENT DAY Sarah cringes as Isabelle tells the story –  

SARAH  

Oh noooooo...  

ISABELLE  

I haven't even gotten to the good stuff yet.  

(to the waiter)  

Waiter, we're gonna need another round.  

SARAH  

So, how'd you handle it?  

EXT. STREET – FLASHBACK  

Isabelle and Jason stand under the train tracks.  
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ISABELLE  

I mean, the MTA just spent millions of dollars 
doing all these cosmetic renovations and didn't 
make the subway accessible to everybody. Like 
only a select group of people can use this fancy 
new station.  

JASON  

That is pretty messed up.  

ISABELLE  

Honestly, I wouldn't have thought twice about it 
before I lost my leg.  

JASON  

That'll change your perspective.  

Jason takes Isabelle's hand. They walk down the street to the restaurant.  

ISABELLE  

Now whenever I come to Astoria the sight of 
these stations will make me so mad!  

A man in a nice suit on CRUTCHES hails a cab right in front of them. 

JASON  

But maybe the city just couldn't afford an 
elevator. Aren't they really expensive?  

ISABELLE  

Isn't everything really expensive in this city? For 
human rights, you make it work.  

JASON  

How many people in wheelchairs are really going 
out that much though?  

Isabelle stares at Jason, gathering her thoughts.  

INT. COCKTAIL BAR – PRESENT DAY  
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Sarah's face says it all. Isabelle finishes chugging her drink.  

ISABELLE  

Yeah.  

Sarah's WHEELCHAIR is revealed in a wide shot.  

SARAH  

I hope you walked away and didn't look back.  

ISABELLE  

I couldn't let a comment like that slide.  

They both drink.  

EXT. STREET – FLASHBACK  

Isabelle glares at Jason.  

ISABELLE  

You do realize you're dating someone with a 
disability?  

JASON  

Yeah, but you're not that disabled. You can do 
stairs!  

ISABELLE  

We're all just one broken ankle away from 
needing an elevator, Jason. 

JASON  

I could do it on crutches.  

ISABELLE  

You're missing the point. People with strollers and 
–  

JASON  

I'm all for disability rights, I am. But the city has 
limited resources and probably not enough 
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money to spend on elevators that only, what, 10% 
of its citizens would use?  

ISABELLE  

It's at least double that. What's with your 
attitude?  

JASON  

I can't speak my mind?  

Isabelle takes this in.  

ISABELLE  

I'm glad you did.  

Isabelle walks back to the train. Jason follows her.  

JASON  

Isabelle, wait.  

Isabelle ignores Jason. She walks by a homeless veteran in a wheelchair and 
gives him a $5 bill and a water bottle.  

VETERAN  

Thank you.  

ISABELLE  

Thank you for your service.  

Isabelle keeps walking.  

JASON  

C'mon, Isabelle.  

ISABELLE  

You think it's okay that veteran can't use the 
subway in most of New York City? 

JASON  

Aren't there plenty of buses?  
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ISABELLE  

Why don't YOU use the bus?  

JASON  

Well, I don't know the bus maps and they don't 
run that often, and they're slower...  

ISABELLE  

Exactly!  

JASON  

But they're an option. The world isn't perfect, 
Isabelle. Don't be naive.  

ISABELLE  

I'd rather be naive than too jaded to try to fix 
things.  

Isabelle walks back to the train.  

INT. COCKTAIL BAR – PRESENT DAY  

Sarah slides her cocktail over to Isabelle.  

SARAH  

I'm almost afraid to know what happened next.  

ISABELLE  

That's when I walked away.  

EXT. STREET – FLASHBACK  

She climbs back up the subway steps, holding onto the handrail.  

ISABELLE (V.O.)  

And by the time I looked back, he'd had the good 
sense to disappear.  

Jason follows her up the first flight, but she never looks back down.  

JASON  
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Isabelle!  

Other commuters run past them on the steps.                                                       

EXT. TRAIN MEZZANINE – CONTINUOUS  

She swipes her metrocard and keeps going up, he sighs and heads back down.  

We follow Isabelle up every single step - there are at least 60 total.  

EXT. N TRAIN PLATFORM – CONTINUOUS  

When she finally reaches the train platform she looks back down, relieved not 
to see Jason, and relieved to have made it up all the stairs.  

Isabelle looks at the fancy new screen displaying train times.  

INT. COCKTAIL BAR – PRESENT DAY  

Sarah wheels over to Isabelle's side of the table and gives her a hug.  

SARAH  

I'm sorry that happened to you. There are good 
ones out there, I promise!  

Sarah takes Isabelle's hand, Sarah's ENGAGEMENT RING shines.  

ISABELLE  

(on a rant)  

Maybe he would’ve listened to me if he'd ever 
had to take Access-A-Ride. Every New Yorker 
should have to deal with that at least once in their 
lives. Then the city would –  

SARAH  

I think you handled that really well.  

Isabelle takes a big swig of her drink...  

EXT. N TRAIN PLATFORM – FLASHBACK  

As the train pulls up Isabelle faces away from everyone else on the platform and 
SCREAMS into the sounds of the city.  

INT. COCKTAIL BAR – PRESENT DAY  

Page 24 of 44 
 

ISABELLE  

Why don't YOU use the bus?  

JASON  

Well, I don't know the bus maps and they don't 
run that often, and they're slower...  

ISABELLE  

Exactly!  

JASON  

But they're an option. The world isn't perfect, 
Isabelle. Don't be naive.  

ISABELLE  

I'd rather be naive than too jaded to try to fix 
things.  

Isabelle walks back to the train.  

INT. COCKTAIL BAR – PRESENT DAY  

Sarah slides her cocktail over to Isabelle.  

SARAH  

I'm almost afraid to know what happened next.  

ISABELLE  

That's when I walked away.  

EXT. STREET – FLASHBACK  

She climbs back up the subway steps, holding onto the handrail.  

ISABELLE (V.O.)  

And by the time I looked back, he'd had the good 
sense to disappear.  

Jason follows her up the first flight, but she never looks back down.  

JASON  
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ISABELLE  

Thank you.  

Sarah holds up her glass for a toast –  

SARAH  

Here's to knowing when not to look back.  

ISABELLE  

Cheers!  

They clink glasses and drink.  

THE END. 

 

 

Rachel Handler 

Rachel Handler is an actor and filmmaker based in NYC. Most recently she won 
the AT&T Underrepresented Filmmaker Award. Since joining the disabled 
community she's found a passion for writing and directing; advocating for 
inclusion in every project she creates. Her writing/directing credits include the 
award-winning short films, “Committed,” "The Vanished," and "Authentically 
Me" which won the Reelabilities 27 Second Film Competition and screened in 
taxi cabs throughout NYC. 
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My Best Friend 
Lee M. Rowley 

 

Sammy is my best friend 
He’s one I will defend 
He’s always so good to me 
On him I can depend 

We both like music 
We both have the same taste 
We have a lot of things in common 
No music goes to waste 

Now I’ve known my mate for a long time 
I’ve known him for almost ten years 
All that time has been happy 
There’s been no need for any tears 

Now my pal Sam 
Is worth all the hype 
We always chat 
Every night on Skype 

Friendship is a special thing 
Like no other 
You’re not just a best friend 
To me you are my brother 

Sam, you are my best friend 
Thank you for being there for me 
Sam, I’ll always love you 
Friends we’ll always be 

 

 

Lee M. Rowley 

I have lived in Leeds all my life. I’ve been writing for several years now, and had 
many poems published. I have cerebral palsy which means I’m confined to a 
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powered wheelchair, but it doesn’t hamper my writing. In fact, sometimes it 
inspires me. I find writing helps me. Writing things down fills me with pride. 
Whether it’s a poem or a short story, it makes me happy. 
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Friends, But Not Forever 
Emma Steer 

 

They say hardship will show you who your true friends are. Experience has 
taught me that there is at least some truth to this statement, but it is also 
lacking something vital: you will never have to question whether any new 
friendships are genuine again. 

I was your standard nerd. Glasses, braces, uncontrollably frizzy hair, high 
grades, never in trouble (although that had more to do with not getting caught 
than anything else), and a general disinterest in everything “cool”. I was friends 
with four girls and during school hours we were fairly inseparable. I chose to 
study different subjects, but for the most part, we stuck together. There were 
the usual teenage arguments and I was distinctly the outsider in the group, but 
that didn’t bother me too much. Then I contracted meningitis. 

I think everyone has a moment in their teens that causes them to re-evaluate 
everything they know - most people call it growing up. For me, the meningitis 
was that moment; I could have lost my life. Suddenly, what colour we wore on 
Wednesdays didn’t matter anymore. If I had felt like an outsider before, now I 
felt as if I was completely alone and I was drifting further and further apart 
from my friends every day. Suddenly if I wanted to go out with friends like a 
normal teenager, I had a multitude of barriers in my way. Could I get in the 
building? Could I use the toilet? Did I need extra painkillers? This was only 
worsened when I was initially denied the care support I needed at school, 
essentially rendering my friends carers, and not one of us had a say in that 
decision. Embarrassed that I now relied on my peers to do something as 
mundane as use a toilet, I put up walls and pushed people away. 

When I moved on to A levels, I soon found out that none of my old friends 
were studying my subjects, and so I made a new set of friends. I also now had 
care support in school, meaning that I didn’t rely on them to look after me. 
Although many of the conversations I had in class had something of a third 
wheel in my carers, I could still interact with my peers as a relatively normal, if 
nerdy and socially awkward, teenager. The majority of my new friends had 
never known me in any significant capacity prior to the wheelchair, so there 
was no sudden shift in the group dynamic, nor were there constant 
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comparisons to who I was and what I could do prior to the meningitis, and I 
began to relax.  

The shared pressures of A levels and searching for universities allowed me to 
form some very strong bonds with my peers, but with many of us choosing to 
travel across the country, or even the world, to study, it was inevitable that 
these friendships would eventually break down. Therefore, when we moved 
away and this happened as predicted, there was certainly no bitterness on my 
part, and I remained confident in my ability to make friends. 

At university I met a more diverse crowd than ever before, particularly coming 
into contact with some middle and upper-class students. I had never 
encountered the like of them. My dulcet Yorkshire tones proved quite 
entertaining to those who had never spent much time in the North. It was at 
university that I came across other disabled students, and began to find a 
relatability of shared experience between us to forge friendships. Other 
friendships were made in lecture theatres; the wheelchair space nearly always 
being at the front meant that those who liked to sit at the front became well-
known to me. Still other friendships were made over a convoluted set of tubes 
and flasks, with me being unable to fetch and carry equipment but often being 
the only one brave enough to handle the acids that could eat through 
concrete, as we worked together in the laboratory.  

In much the same way as A levels, as our course drew to a close, so did many 
of these friendships, as we once again scattered to find work or additional 
higher education. 

Unusually, my popularity has probably been at its peak in the workplace. It’s 
possible that, thanks to the unconditional support of my two best friends and 
husband, who I met during my education, the confidence I now exude makes 
me more approachable. It’s also possible that, being the only wheelchair user 
there, I’m fairly distinctive and literally everyone knows who I am. The office is 
also the first place since becoming disabled where I haven’t need additional 
care support at all, thanks to excellent accessibility and a willingness to adapt 
where necessary to accommodate me. This makes conversations with friends, 
colleagues, and my boss significantly less awkward, as they neither have to 
care for me, nor account for a third wheel, so to speak. Beyond holding a door 
open for me or carrying the odd file, I’m the same as any other employee. 
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It would, of course, be extremely naïve to assume that disability wouldn’t 
impact upon relationships; certainly, finding an affordable, accessible 
socializing space and time is nigh on impossible at times. Social media has 
helped with this to some degree, and certainly helps to reduce the isolation 
experienced when I’m stuck in bed. However, disability should not impact 
relationships to the degree that it currently does. Many of my issues with self-
confidence would have been greatly alleviated by receiving the appropriate 
support at school, and by having more accessible travel options so that friends 
weren’t always having to come and visit me if they wanted to see me. Perhaps, 
had I been made to feel less of a burden to others, I wouldn’t have pushed 
them away.  

 

 

Emma Steer 

Emma works in medical research at the University of Leeds, where she 
graduated in Nutrition in 2017. She lives in Leeds with her husband, and in her 
spare time writes her blog, Diary of a Disabled Person: 
https://diaryofadisabledperson.blog 
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Friendship 
Lauren Fordham 

 

A jaunty knock on the door 
Disrupting a dark day 
The key to the lock of a desolate dungeon 
Smiling faces semi-obscured by steaming pizza boxes 
Phones forgotten, board games broken out like grateful prisoners from a 
pretechnological war 
A comradely cacophony of laughter issuing uninhibited through unfamiliar lips 
Mellifluous music to ears that thought the melody long-forgotten 
The sweet taste of toffee ice cream thawing the frigidity in your soul 

Face masks for pampering, no longer façade 
The effervescence of a gifted bath bomb exploding 
Shocks your senses back into sentience 
A defibrillator revivifying your flatlined brain 
Sparkles alighting like fighting fairies on your sepia-stained soul, glitter their 
shiny shrapnel 
Making your grey matter glow again 
Stars, silent yet steadfast sentinels 
Shining lights to rescue you from a reckless road 

An accelerant  
Fanning the dying embers of happiness 
You thought helplessly almost extinguished 
Magically reignites, like a wish on a birthday candle, 
A Phoenix-like incandescent inferno that refills the reservoir of your ravaged 
resilience 
Human angels holding you aloft when your own wings have withered under 
unbearable weight 

Defying the gravity of your disbelief 
Waiting unwaveringly with you for the warming updraft 
Nurturing foster-parents who teach the fragile fatherless fledgling of hope 
So long hidden and silent in your heart 
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How to quell the qualms of fear fastening to you to the bare branches, launch 
yourself impulsively 
      beyond the reach of your anxieties 
And learn to soar again. 

 

 

Lauren Fordham 

Lauren is a sensitive aesthete with kinda wonky feet who writes about the 
personal, occasionally the political, and anything and everything she’s 
passionate about. 
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The Gathering of Colours 
P.B. O’Dea 

 

“The way is dark, 

The light is dim, 

But now there’s you, me, her and him.  

The chances look small, 

The choices look grim, 

But everything you learn there  

Will help when you return there.”  

 Finale: Into the Woods (Reprise) by Stephen Sondheim & James Lapine  

After she awoke with a start, the girl with the golden locks ran through the 
wood. Why she was running she couldn’t quite say, but the dream she had had 
the previous night made her think it was to do with bears, though she had 
never encountered a bear – let alone three – in her life, so she was quite 
puzzled. Then she heard a howling which made her golden locks stand on end. 
Wolves? She couldn’t tell if that was a step up the horror-scale from bears or 
not, but she didn’t like it.  

She found the cottage in a clearing – convenient how these woods always had 
enough room for cottages. She wondered if it was a large housing market… not 
that she could afford a house. She was more accustomed to the breaking and 
entering lifestyle, regardless.  

“Might as well make a job of it,” she said to no one in particular, and she threw 
a stone at one of the windows, which smashed upon impact, enabling her to 
climb in. The first thing she saw after entering was a girl in a red dress with a 
matching hood, sitting at a table sobbing. Her cry sounded more like a wolf 
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than that of a human, but when she raised her head Gold saw that she was 
indeed human, though with perhaps a hint of a wolf’s features, primarily 
around her eyes and nose.  

“What do you want?” the girl howled, sounding more wolf-like than ever.  

“Porridge would be nice,” said Gold, in her best attempt at a friendly voice, 
though she feared she was out of practice. The girl in red smiled slightly (or 
was it a snarl? Hard to tell with the poorly lit room).   

“I could kill you now,” she said in the same miserable tone, but this time the 
howling had stopped.  

“I could do the same to you,” said Gold, fingering the dagger underneath her 
skirt.  

“Do you know what I become at the light of a full moon?” the girl in red asked, 
standing up and moving over to a packed-looking shelf in the corner.  

“A wolf?” guessed Gold.  

“How did you -?”  

“It wasn’t exactly dwarf science, once I heard the howls.”  

“Oh.”  

There was a distinct pause. Then Gold saw the ‘N’, sketched into the righthand 
knuckles of the girl, the ‘N’ that perfectly contrasted with her own.  

“You work for him?” Gold asked, indicating her own ‘N.’ Slowly, the girl in red 
nodded and then more silence followed.   

“Porridge then?” the girl in red asked.  

“Yeah, thanks,” said Gold, sitting down on the shoddily made, dusty bed, as 
she could see no other chairs in the room, and anyway the dream she had had 
involving bears gave her a certain feeling that she had a complicated 
relationship with chairs, but she didn’t know why. She was brought out of her 
reflections by the sound of a crash. Her head shot upwards and soon 
discovered the source of the noise: the girl in red, who had apparently gone 
back to sobbing – or rather howling – had dropped a bowl, with what looked 
like a decent amount of porridge in it, on the ground.  
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“I’ll do that,” said Gold hastily, rushing over and applying a cloth she had seen 
and taken from the shelf to the porridge.  

“Thank you,” the girl in red said meekly. “I hadn’t thought anyone would visit 
me today… I was just here waiting for my next job instructions to come from – 
him.” Gold looked up at her intently, she didn’t quite want to say she wasn’t 
intending any social calls when she had broken into the house, she just wanted 
food. Oddly, that didn’t seem to matter at the moment.  

“It can be lonely,” she ventured in a soft voice, “this lifestyle.”  

“Very,” the wolf-girl sobbed.  

“What’s your name?” Gold asked tentatively.  

“He calls me Fenrira, but I prefer Red,” said the girl, gesturing at her ‘N’ as she 
spoke.  

“I’m Gold,” said Gold blandly. She felt disappointed she didn’t have a name like 
Fenrira, but she wasn’t about to say that, as she wanted to avoid more howls if 
possible.  Once more silence came upon them as an intrusive guest.  

“You have very big eyes,” Gold said after a minute, not being sure what else to 
say. “Also, they are very nice,” she added quickly, as she feared Red would 
start howling again.  

“Thank you,” Red said, wiping her wolf-like eyes with the sleeve of her red 
robe.  

“And big hands,” Gold added as an afterthought.  

“All the better to hug you with,” said Red, and before Gold quite knew what 
was happening, Red had embraced her tightly. After a moment’s shock, Gold 
returned the embrace. “I needed the company today,” Red said.  

And from that day onwards, Gold found herself entering the wood not just to 
break into abandoned properties and to flee from dream-bears, but to spend 
time with Red. On her fourth visit to the cottage, she found Red sitting up in 
bed, tears in her eyes.  

“What’s wrong?” Gold asked, instinctively moving towards her.  

“I had a dream about a wolf.”  
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“It’s vain to dream about yourself, so N says,” Gold warned her.  

“It wasn’t of me…” Red retorted, a little indignantly in Gold’s view. “I dreamed 
of a wolf with a sword lodged in his mouth, the sword was keeping his jaws 
apart, and he was bound with rope. I removed the sword from his mouth, and 
he broke the ropes, then another wolf came from seemingly nowhere, and… 
and… ate the sun!”  

“The Wolf ate the sun?” Gold asked  

“Yes, then it all went dark and I woke up.”  

“It was a dream,” Gold said, “just like the one I told you I have had.”  

“You mean the bears?” 

“The bears, all three of them chasing me.”  

“Bears are lovely,” Red said. “I know some who live in the forest.”  

“And I know a wolf that lives in the forest,” Gold said with a warm smile.  

“You do?” 

“I do.”  

“And what is it like?” 

“Oh, I dare say she’s alright,” said Gold, going over and giving Red a hug. “Now 
N has given me instructions… has he given any to you?”  

“Yes,” said Red, “but I haven’t looked at them. What do they say?” 

“We need to go to Drury Lane, that’s where our target resides.”  

“Let’s get to it then,” said Red. “Perhaps if I play the sweet girl with a 
breadbasket, we’ll gain access to this target?” 

“Perhaps,” said Gold, with a noncommittal shrug. She found it hard to imagine 
Red’s wolf-like appearance would ever be considered sweet by anyone, but 
she didn’t want to say this aloud. They went into the forest, traveling mostly in 
silence, until they stumbled upon a glass coffin. It was there, lying in a clearing, 
with a transparent lid. Inside Gold saw the body of an exceptionally beautiful 
woman with crow-dark hair, skin as white as snow, and red lips.  
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“Oi, get away from that coffin!”  

Gold and Red wheeled round quickly, drawing their knives, only to see a small 
man – a dwarf, perhaps – stumble out of a clearing. With one hand he seemed 
to be hurriedly pulling up his britches. “I step away to take a piss, and come 
back to this travesty?”  

“Sorry,” said Gold. “I’m not used to finding attractive maidens in glass coffins in 
the middle of forests.”  

“I don’t care what you are used to or not, Missy,” the dwarf said, pointing an 
accusatory finger at her. “You won’t be cuddling up to her body.”  

“What did you just say?” Gold asked with disgust. “I don’t want to cuddle her 
body… yuck.”  

“Oh, that’s what they all say,” said the dwarf, “but I know the truth of the 
perverted inner mind.”  

Red bent low and whispered to Gold, “Let’s kill him and be done with it, Drury 
lane awaits us.”  

“Oh, it’s to be violence then?” the dwarf asked, stepping forward. They saw he 
held a small axe concealed behind his back.  

“What happened to her?” Gold asked, playing for time as she felt Red draw her 
own weapon.  

“I don’t know,” said the dwarf, a note of sadness entering his voice, though his 
eyes remained fierce. “She said she was going to eat an apple, and then we 
found her in a death-like sleep.”  

“We?” asked Gold.  

“The commune of dwarfs I live in. I am Mr. F, chairman of the commune,” said 
the dwarf, a hint of pride now replacing that of sorrow in his voice, “and I’m 
the last thing you’ll ever see, you bloody necrophiles!” Saying that he charged 
at them. Red jumped to the left, and Mr. F’s axe narrowly missed Gold’s 
shoulder, but before he could swing again, the lid of the coffin was thrown 
aside and the snow-skinned woman was standing up. This had the immediate 
effect of making all three combatants drop their weapons. They could only 
stand there in amazement as the woman nonchalantly came towards them.  
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“Who’s been fighting in my forest?” she asked, as her black eyes shone with 
excitement. 

 

 

P.B. O’Dea 

P.B. O’Dea is an Irish aspiring poet, playwright and novelist, who is also the 
current Political & Networking Officer for Leeds Disabled People’s Organisation 
(LDPO). He came to Leeds in late 2015 to study an MA in Disability Studies at 
the University of Leeds, which he completed in late 2017. He enjoys hot 
chocolate, musical theatre, literature and the colour turquoise. 
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A Dangerous Sport 
 

Emma Hewitt 
 
 
You said being my friend was like a dangerous sport. It was: Bear Baiting. I was 
the Bear.  
 
You drew a circle around your heart.  
 
“I’m sorry,” you said. “You can’t go beyond that line because you are a bear.” 
 
You tied me to a post, just to remind me. Sometimes I would forget about the 
line and I would move too close to the edge, so you would poke me with a 
stick. The first time I growled; the second time I roared. So you said you’d leave 
me there: tied to the post.  I howled because I would miss you, because I 
adored you even then. I tried to be a good bear. I ignored the stick and went 
back to my place, but you kept poking me with the stick and I couldn’t stop 
myself from growling at you. So you would threaten to leave me again and I 
would beg, and drawl and nuzzle and try to be a good pet. But Bears are not 
made to be pets. 
 
One day I got too close to the line and you hit a scar and I went for you. Then 
you ran away. Chained to the post, I could not chase you, so I was left there on 
my own. Missing you.  
 
“Master,” I yowled. “Master, you hit a scar, where my first master would burn 
me. Forgive me, Master, but it hurts! Don’t leave me, I will be a good bear, I 
will stay behind the line”.  
 
And you came back, but I had to be careful because you might leave again… 
and you still had the stick. 
 
Sometimes it was beautiful. You would sit with me and eat with me and talk to 
me. It was as if you had forgotten that I was a bear. One day I moved a little 
closer to the line. You said, “Sorry, but I can’t eat with you anymore… because 
you are a bear,” and that hurt more than the stick. 
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But you talked to me from outside the line and you threw me the odd morsel 
of food and I so loved your distant company that I tried to be content with 
what you would throw me. What did I expect? After all, I was only a bear. But I 
got too sad, because I missed you, because I lost you, because I never had 
you… because I was a Bear. 
 
“Master, please,” I begged, “I need time to lick my wounds, so I can retrain, so 
I can accept that I can never go beyond the line. So I can make myself content, 
knowing that you will only ever see me as a bear.” 
 
Instead, you took up the stick, and you knew where scars were. You took up 
the stick, and you beat me with it.  
 
Then you said, “Thank you for explaining things to me... Now, you can get back 
to being a bear,” and you left. 

 

 

Emma Hewitt 

Emma lives in Leeds as a full-time parent carer with her two children and cat. 
Only having gained a full diagnosis in her 40's, she is learning to accept her 
difference and to understand other people’s rights around their own 
differences. In her local activism, she challenges actions, policies and activities 
which either exclude disabled people or only include them as an add-on or an 
afterthought. Whilst she is training as a therapist, she is a performer of songs, 
stories and sometimes she writes. 
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‘No… but Yes’ Friend 
E.A. Francis 

 

Slow me down. 

Cradle my wailing lungs to your chest 

Depress my ever-expanding heart chambers with your grip. 

Don’t just draw the line, 

Scorch it deep into the earth 

Write a four-volume manual on why we can’t be friends. 

 

Slow me down. 

My rented crutch is my soft singing jester 

Blessed I am to stand en garde as you wisecrack your whip. 

Limp a little less, limp a little more 

Balancing on rapport, respect and red tape  

Beyond the boundaries laid before us. 

 

Slow me down. 

The meeple on the board topples over 

As the floor quakes and the table legs begin to break, 

Yet we keep standing. 

A bouquet of picked berries and wild garlic amongst the brambles 

Comfortable melodrama, mix CDs and cups of tea. 

 

Slow me down. 

Your impermanence tips my turbulent state 
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Late, lost and lingering on corrosive thoughts. 

“Look at me” 

Anxiety sinks away in the marshes of your eyes 

How do you keep time with my wayward watch?  

 

Hold my hand. 

A counterweight to the heft of tedium 

Power imbalance? Who’s power imbalance? I do not know them! 

Companion in action, my kind-hearted bully 

Love, we’ve come so far and yet to falter 

I’ll write an open-ended saga on my ‘No… but Yes’ friend. 

 

 

E.A. Francis 

E.A. Francis is a Leeds-based writer, performer and activist who speaks about 
his experience as an LGBT+ disabled person. In 2019, he graduated Leeds 
Trinity University with a degree in ‘Creative and Professional Writing’ and 
currently volunteers creating accessible events in the city. To get in contact, 
please email at: eafranciswrites@gmail.com 
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Serendipity  
Rachel Flint 

  

It is a strange contradiction that, here in the 21st century, never have 
friendships or the number of friends you have been more important, yet a 
generation of people are feeling disconnected from society and are craving the 
warmth of human companionship in real life.   

Once in a while, life sends you an unexpected, joyous surprise: mine came on 
entering Amber’s Country Crafts in the Corn Exchange. There, I came into the 
gentle presence of the shop owner Mohammed Essa, who greeted me warmly 
and apologized that his shop was not fully accessible. He willingly brought his 
merchandise over to me for me to browse and told me about his life.  

Prior to entering the world of independent retail, Mohammed was a support 
worker at a care home for vulnerable adults. This has given him a deep 
empathy for the challenges we in the disabled community face.  

Now selling a range of crafts such as lovingly hand-made soy candles and bath 
fizzers, Mohammed dispenses humour and wisdom on any subject from 
politics to music. With regards to music, the Muslim call to prayer is the most 
beautiful he has ever heard. It was this that prompted his conversion to Islam 
three years ago.  

Thirty minutes of insightful conversation passed by in a flash, and ended with a 
hug and an invitation to visit again and have a cappuccino together.  

I have returned several times since that first visit and am always overwhelmed 
by the warmth, kindness and respect I receive. As Mohammed himself says, “A 
stranger is a friend you haven’t met yet.”    

Rachel Flint 

Rachel Flint, 31, is a lifelong resident of Leeds, UK, and a writer. Rachel’s love 
of writing began at age 7, with a poem written for her grandfather. She has no 
set schedule for writing but believes poetry is a good way to de-clutter the 
mind and get her thoughts down on paper. Rachel’s poems were runner up in 
the Leeds Peace Poetry competition in 2013 and her poem “Shade Battalion” 
was shortlisted in 2015. 

 

It is a strange contradiction that, here in the 21st century, never have friendships 
or the number of friends you have been more important, yet a generation of 
people are feeling disconnected from society and are craving the warmth of 
human companionship in real life.

Once in a while, life sends you an unexpected, joyous surprise: mine came on 
entering Amber’s Country Crafts in the Corn Exchange. There, I came into the 
gentle presence of the shop owner Mohammed Essa, who greeted me warmly 
and apologized that his shop was not fully accessible. He willingly brought his 
merchandise over to me for me to browse and told me about his life.

Prior to entering the world of independent retail, Mohammed was a support 
worker at a care home for vulnerable adults. This has given him a deep empathy 
for the challenges we in the disabled community face.

Now selling a range of crafts such as lovingly hand-made soy candles and bath 
fizzers, Mohammed dispenses humour and wisdom on any subject from politics 
to music. With regards to music, the Muslim call to prayer is the most beautiful 
he has ever heard. It was this that prompted his conversion to Islam three years 
ago.

Thirty minutes of insightful conversation passed by in a flash, and ended with a 
hug and an invitation to visit again and have a cappuccino together.

I have returned several times since that first visit and am always overwhelmed 
by the warmth, kindness and respect I receive. As Mohammed himself says, “A 
stranger is a friend you haven’t met yet.”
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