
  iss01 | winter 2018              1

  wards: Foster

wards

issue 01 | winter 2018



  iss01 | winter 2018              2

  wards: Foster

Contents
 editor’s desk        3
 foster care resources       3
 poems         4
  The Even Greater Escape by Taz Trevorrow   4
  Mother of Pearl by Jenny Keto    6
  No More Labels by Lisa Cherry    7
  Missing Sock by Jenny Keto     8
	 nonfiction        9
  Origin Story by Jennifer V. Love    9
	 fiction                            10
  Fallen Women by Rosie Canning                  10
 author bios                  15

All works published herein are printed with permission from the authors. Feel free to distribute this digital 
publication	in	full,	but	please	do	not	reprint	any	part	of	this	publication	without	author	permission.

Cover	photo	by	Jordan	Whitt	on	unsplash.com.

For	more	information	about	wards,	including	submission	guidelines,	visit	wardslitmag.com.

copyright statement

https://www.wardslitmag.com/


  iss01 | winter 2018              3

  wards: Foster

 editor’s desk
Dear	readers,

I	hereby	cut	the	ribbon	and	break	a	perfectly	good	bottle	of	champagne	on	this	first	issue	of	wards.

In	this	issue,	we	feature	writers	who	were	considered	wards	of	the	state	as	children	in	foster	care.	I	struggled	
to	choose	a	cover	image	for	the	issue,	because	every	child	is	different,	and	every	foster	family	is	different.	
In	the	end,	I	chose	an	image	that	captures	a	child’s	need	to	be	cared	for.	We	all	have	this	need,	regardless	of	
our circumstances. Whether or not those needs are adequately met through the states’ programs remains a 
painful and urgent issue.

Person-first	language	places	the	person	before	his	or	her	circumstances.	When	we	say	foster children, we 
label	young	people.	Like	many	labels,	“foster”	comes	with	baggage	and	stereotypes	that	stick.	When	we	
put	the	person	first	by	saying	child in foster care,	we	remind	everyone	listening	to	consider	the	individual	
without	prejudice,	and	without	placing	undue	limitations	on	them.	This	is	the	spirit	with	which	I	approached	
Foster, and	I	intend	to	approach	future	issue	themes	in	a	person-first	way.

Foster is	a	thin	and	yet	transatlantic	volume.	I	encourage	readers	to	learn	more	about	our	five	authors,	all	
but	one	of	whom	has	experienced	life	in	the	foster	care	system.	Two	live	in	the	United	States,	where	wards 
is	based,	and	three	hail	from	the	United	Kingdom.	They	have	more	interesting	things	to	share	than	I	do,	so	
I’ll conclude my preamble and let you get to it. 

Stay in touch for upcoming issue themes. We may revisit the Foster theme in the future based on feedback.

In	love	and	light,
Rebecca	Ogle,	editor

>>If you live in the UK,	be	sure	to	check	out	National	Care	Leavers’	Week	and	the	Care	Leavers	Foundation 
for	resources	and	opportunities	to	improve	life	after	care.	

>>If you live in the US, Foster Care to Success	provides	resources	and	lists	organizations	that	help	people	
after	foster	care.	Together We Rise	works	nationwide	to	improve	the	lives	of	youth	currently	in	the	foster	
system.	Whether	or	not	you	have	been	in	the	foster	care	system,	you	might	be	wondering	how	you	can	
help. Foster America works to reform the child welfare system and welcomes diverse professionals into their 
fellowship program.

There	are	many	smaller	organizations	operating	in	each	state	and	the	District	of	Colombia.	We	encourage	
readers	to	get	involved,	and	to	reach	out	to	one	of	these	organizations	if	you	are	a	foster	parent	in	need	of	
assistance.

>>>>If	you	are	in	crisis,	please	call	somebody	to	talk.	
Here are a number of hotlines that exist to help youth from all walks of life deal with struggles. The 
contributors	to	this	issue	have	survived	not	only	to	tell	their	tales,	but	to	heal	from	personal	traumas	and	
live	in	power.	I	know	so	little	about	them	and	about	you,	dear	reader.	I	can	only	shine	a	light	while	you	
navigate	through	life’s	storms.	It	isn’t	fair	and	it	isn’t	much,	but	I	hope	it’s	enough.

 foster care resources

http://www.thecareleaversfoundation.org/
http://www.fc2success.org
https://www.togetherwerise.org/
http://www.foster-america.org/
http://www.teenhealthandwellness.com/static/hotlines
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 poems
The Even Greater Escape by Taz Trevorrow

Will I Rise? 
From	the	stinking	sheets	of	your	soiled	lair
From the calico dreams you chiselled in my innocent child’s mind
Always	on	“replay/rewind”

Will I Rise?
And	break	free	from	your	shackles	of	institutionalised	compromise	
Masked	in	a	fickle	guise	called	“foster	care”
You were never there!

Will I Rise?
From the rose bed duvet cover you 
Somehow thought would replace my mother!

Will I Rise?
From your viper tongue lashes 
From your callous words that spewed 
“Blood	is	thicker	than	water!	You	will
Never belong
Anywhere and to no one 

I will rise!
On the wings of the dawn 
And seek out a new perch
From which to observe
A	new	perspective	
A	new	directive

I will Rise! 
And	find	refuge	in	the	safe	arms	of	those	
Who	see	the	“gold”	in	me
And the branded scars within my skin 
Start	to	shrink	within,	the	unconditional	love	now	given	to	me	no	matter	what	“state”	I’m	in!

I have Risen!
I see the light 
Like sparks from a welders torch 
Being	birthed	in	the	eyes	of	others	
When they see their own hope in mine
The	mystical	union	of	the	child	that	has	known	no	home

But	we	ARE	home!
We	are	home	to	each	other	my	Sisters,	my	Brothers
Our stories bind us together
Stronger	than	Rhinoceros	hide,	crocodile	skin,	the	toughest	kind	of	leather

UNBREAKABLE	TOGETHER	
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Let our song rise like a phoenix from the ashes 
Of our misspent youth and the collateral disaster 
Of	their	cocked	up	choices	that	dictated	the	direction	
Of	our	“chain	gang”	walk	
In the corridors of the barren wasteland 
That they set us in 

YOU	WILL	SEE	US

We are NOT the voiceless children as you supposed
We will SHOUT in your faces in a way you did not see coming
Through	our	writing!

And then you will see

Still	I	rise	
Still	they	rise
Together We Rise!

The Even Greater Escape
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Mother of Pearl by Jenny Keto
Sometimes	I	envy	
the	family	ties	
of familiar friends. 

Familial bows wrapped  
with	soft	silk	so	snug		
hugged	round	a	gift	kept	

With love’s sound luster 
for a mother daughter sister 
from a sister daughter mother: 

Of	Pearl,	strung	
net cloistered; around  
mother’s	soft	neck	oyster,	

Of	Pearl,	pronged		
set daughters; they shine  
what	sheen	you	left,	

Of	Pearl,	pierced	
sisters’ ears; they share 
what	legacy	left	to	hear,	

Of	Pearl,	pinned	
me; a friend on lapel; prone  
outmoded	left	to	sell.	

A	gift	from	a	friend	who	is	not	my		
sister	sister	mother,	who	forever	if		
forever will only ever be my good 

Friend.		I’m	sorry,	my	mother	of	me,	
unshucked.  Let’s not pretend I was  
ever	your	gift,	you	were	ever	my	friend.	
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No More Labels by Lisa Cherry

You	ask	me	“who	are	you”	as	I	stand	before	you
“What	do	you	do?”	You	whisper	too
“I	am	not	a	title,	a	place,	a	job”	I	whisper	back

If	I	decided	to	speak	I	would	say	“I	am	a	woman,	a	mother	
A human strength and resilience lover
I speak and I write and I shout 

I	am	clean	I	am	sober,	is	that	what	you	mean?
I am housed and I read about places I’ve been
I study and I learn and I gently close my eyes

I	was	a	child	in	care,	a	child	shared,	an	adult	bereft
I	am	loved	and	I	love	despite	that	theft
And my heart sings and weeps and disconnects

You ask me who I am so you can make sense of the woman before you
I	have	lived	a	life,	a	life	lived,	without	you
I	am	a	woman,	a	womanly	woman.	I	am.
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Missing Sock by Jenny Keto

The	subway	never	fails	to	surprise	me,	
walking	down	the	stairs	to	find	a	man	with	a	
mop	of	Jesus	hair	in	a	Superman	onesie,	
waltzing	with	a	sock	monkey,	making	the	
same mock-surprised*o*sock-monkey face. 
A	cheerio	mouth	and	glossy	button	eyes,	
blank	and	guileless,	so	he	could	speak	the	
same	soft	silent	language	only	children	seem	
to	hear.	His	hand	swaying,	I	wonder	if	his	
dance is asking or saying? I wonder where 
his other sock is staying? 

	 	 	 						 		I	wonder,	
this	man	miming,	with	just	the	one	hand	
signing,	just	the	one	sock	smiling,	looking

            clean enough from here.
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	 nonfiction
Origin Story by Jennifer V. Love

	 No	one	can	tell	me	how	many	nurses	surrounded	me	when	I	was	born.	I	might	find	out	if	I	look	up	
the	standard	for	medical	assistance	offered	to	an	incarcerated	woman	during	labor.	I’d’	ask	some	nurse	or	
doctor who was present: Did I get stuck in the birth canal? Was my cry louder than my mother’s screams? 
Did	I	even	cry?	Did	you	think,	just	for	a	moment,	about	taking	me	home	with	you?	

 Maybe the woman whose body I emerged from held me close to her. Maybe I drank her milk. Maybe 
I was only embraced by an incubator and fed formula. Maybe that woman thought about keeping me. 
Maybe I inherited my stubby feet from her? Maybe I inherited her proclivity to sell myself for money or to 
commit	grand	larceny.	Maybe	I	was	addicted	to	her	drugs.	Maybe	I	stayed	in	the	hospital	one	night,	a	few	
nights,	or	a	few	weeks.	Maybe	I	was	a	healthy	baby.	Maybe	someone	soothed	me	when	I	cried.	No	one	I	
know can tell me if I slept quietly in a rickety crib.

 I do know in the hospital that woman gave me one thing: the name Marasha. Marasha Lynn Depew. 
In	either	the	state	home	or	foster	care,	or	both,	they	called	me	Marasha,	too.	But	when	I	was	adopted,	I	lost	
the	one	gift	my	birth	mother	gave	me.	The	woman	I	call	my	mother,	my	adopted	mother,	wanted	to	keep	my	
name.	But	my	adopted	father	over-ruled	her,	and	they	named	me	Jennifer.	Maybe	people	would	have	called	
me Mar. Instead they call me Jenn. Maybe people would have asked me where does the name Marasha 
come	from?	Maybe	I	would	have	responded	I	don’t	know,	but	my	birth	mother	gave	me	that	name.	

	 Only	a	file,	with	words	filled	in	by	some	social	worker,	can	tell	me	about	the	first	year	of	my	life,	and	
no	one	can	seem	to	find	those	documents.	Disappointment	doesn’t	describe	wanting	to	know	something	
most everyone else I know knows. I wonder about my birth because it feels like level one in the maze of 
understanding my biology. I should let go of wondering about the context of my birth and who I was born to 
and whether that woman is alive or dead and ever wonders whether she was right to hand me over to the 
state of Texas. 

 I can let go of not becoming a zookeeper or a biomedical research engineer I can let go of not know-
ing how to spell genius during the fourth grade spelling bee I can let go of not telling my third grade teacher 
about what Ma had been doing to me and would keep doing to me because I didn’t say anything to that 
teacher	when	she	asked	I	can	let	go	of	the	taste	of	that	one	girl’s	breasts	and	being	cruel	to	my	first	boy-
friend	and	letting	the	last	boyfriend	act	so	cruelly	toward	me.	I	can’t	let	go	of	wanting	to	know	about	the	
nine months the woman who carried me endured or her experience of expelling me into this world. I don’t 
want to let go of her or the name she gave me.
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	 fiction
Fallen Women by Rosie Canning

At last, your grandma wants to meet you. 

‘We’re	nearly	there,’	you	tell	Katie.	‘The	house	with	the	white	fence,	that’s	where	great	grandma	and	great	
grandpa	live,	at	the	top	of	the	steep	hill.’	

You’ve	imagined	this	moment	for	years;	dreamt	of	it	a	thousand	times	a	thousand.	You	can	imagine	it	now.	
Grandma	will	open	the	door.	For	a	moment	you’ll	both	stare	at	each	other.	Then,	she’ll	hug	you	so	tightly	
you	won’t	be	able	to	breathe.	You’ll	have	tears	in	your	eyes	and	be	lost	for	words,	just	like	the	people	on	
those long lost reunion shows. The ones you’re addicted to. The ones your boyfriend hates.

He	wouldn’t	visit	them,	not	if	you	paid	him.	You	tried	to	make	him	understand:	it	was	the	way	things	were	in	
those	days,	back	in	the	sixties,	what	with	the	stigma.	The	shame.	He	said	they	had	betrayed	and	abandoned	
you	-	flesh	and	blood	were	more	important	than	what	the	neighbours	thought.	When	you	told	him	about	
the	visit,	he	said	they	must	be	after	something.	So,	you	didn’t	mention	the	locket.

You	let	go	of	Katie’s	hand.	‘This	is	it,	this	is	the	house.’	

Now	you’re	here,	you	don’t	want	to	go	in.	The	metal	catch	is	rusty	and	you	have	to	push	open	the	gate	with	
your	hip.	Ahead	the	pathway	breaks	into	a	courtyard	with	two	identical	buildings	on	either	side.	Stone	arch-
ways	hide	the	ground	floor	maisonette	entrances	and	to	the	back	of	the	buildings,	concrete	steps	lead	up	to	
a	first	floor.	You	look	at	the	netted	windows	on	both	sides,	sure	that	someone	is	watching	you.

Your mother never left the house the whole nine months, but the neighbours knew. They knew everything in 
those days.

An	old	man,	wearing	a	cap	and	black	overcoat,	is	coming	from	the	archway	on	your	right.	How	long	had	he	
lived there? Maybe he used to know your mother.

‘Afternoon,’	he	says.	

Closing	the	gate	behind	him,	he	turns	to	look	at	you.	You	wonder	if	he’s	guessed	who	you	are.

You	enter	the	archway	to	your	left.	It	is	cold,	even	though	the	sun	has	been	high	in	the	sky	all	day.	Musty	
air	hangs	in	the	dark;	a	muffled	silence	surrounds	you.	Tapping	the	brass	knocker,	you	wait,	as	your	mother	
waited,	with	you,	all	those	years	before.

It was raining then. She had you wrapped up tightly. Your grandma stepped into the archway, pulling the 
door behind her. ‘You can’t bring the baby here,’ she said to your mother, ‘I already told you that in the hospi-
tal. If your father finds out, he’ll hit the roof.’

You	kiss	the	top	of	Katie’s	head	and	smell	shampoo	and	the	scent	of	her	skin.	You	love	her	and	would	die	for	
her. You’d never leave her or kill yourself like your mother did. A bolt is drawn back from behind the door 
and	a	blast	of	stuffy	hot	air	hits	you	full	in	the	face.

‘You’d	better	come	in,’	says	Grandma,	pulling	the	door	wide	and	wiping	one	hand	on	the	side	of	her	navy	
blue Crimplene dress. 
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This	doorway	was	as	far	as	you	got.	Your	mother	left	that	day	in	the	pouring	rain.	She	was	wearing	a	camel	
raincoat	that	was	covered	in	wet	blotches	and	a	‘see-thru’	plastic	rain-hat	that	made	her	head	itch	and	her	
ears	sweat.	Struggling	to	keep	you	dry,	she	walked	down	the	steep	hill	towards	the	bus	stop.

‘Watch	out	for	the	metal	strip,’	says	Grandma.	‘It’s	come	away	from	the	carpet.’

You	step	over	it	and	into	a	sitting	room.	She	points	to	a	floral	settee	resting	against	a	shiny,	pink	anaglypta	
wall. 

‘I’ll make some tea.’

You	smile	and	offer	to	help.	She’s	fine,	and	you’re	to	sit	down.

It’s	a	small	room	that	smells	of	old	wood	and	lavender	air	freshener.	It’s	quiet,	apart	from	the	ticking	of	a	
small,	brass	clock	sitting	on	a	beige	tiled	mantelpiece	above	an	imitation	coal	fire	with	two	dusty	electric	
bars. 

You’ve	never	seen	this	room,	but	you’ve	been	here	before,	inside	your	mother’s	womb.
 
Your mother left home in the dead of night, a few weeks before you were born. Waddling down the path, her 
face blotchy and drawn, her belly tightly swollen, she was bundled into a two-tone Ford Zodiac and taken far 
away to a home for fallen women.

She too would have sat here, perhaps listening to the radio, next to her father who would growl ‘Be quiet 
now,’ whenever the news came on, making everyone jump out of their skins; including you. Your grandfather 
was an upright member of the community and ruled the house with a rod of iron. He only wobbled when he 
got drunk. The day your mother died, he swayed from side to side, sobbing, and clinging to the stone wall as 
he stumbled through the doorway.

Outside	you	hear	the	chugging	of	a	bus.	You	watch	as	it	passes	slowly	uphill.	Below	the	window	is	a	ve-
neered	oak	table,	worn	and	full	of	cracks.	In	the	centre	sits	a	cut	glass	vase	filled	with	fading	plastic	flowers.	

Katie	is	fidgeting.	‘Mummy,	can	I	look	out	of	the	window?’

‘No,	sit	there	and	be	a	good	girl,’	you	whisper.	‘Great-grandma	will	be	back	in	a	minute	with	the	tea.’	You	pull	
a story book out of your bag and give it to her.

Against the far wall is an oak sideboard with three drawers and matching doors underneath. There are pho-
tos	of	people	you	do	not	recognize	and	a	framed	portrait,	resting	on	a	lace	doily,	of	your	cousin	when	he	was	
a	little	boy.	He	phoned	you	last	week	with	the	good	news	and	mentioned	how	he	had	kept	Grandma	inter-
ested	over	the	years.	‘And	now,’	he	said,	‘it’s	finally	paid	off.’	

You couldn’t thank him enough. 

‘There’s	just	one	other	thing,’	he	said.	‘I	don’t	like	to	ask,	it’s	a	tiny	little	thing	really:	the	gold	locket.’	(You’d	
had	it	since	birth;	the	only	thing	of	your	mother’s	apart	from	the	biscuit	tin.)	‘Grandma	wants	it.	Would	you	
mind?’ 

So	you	asked	yourself,	what	was	more	important:	the	locket	belonging	to	a	dead	woman	you	hardly	knew	or	
the chance to be part of a real live family? The living won hands down. 

Fallen Women
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Grandma	returns	with	a	tray	and	places	it	on	the	table.	She	pours	tea	through	a	strainer	into	china	cups	and	
asks	if	you	take	sugar.	Her	voice	is	soft,	the	accent	still	strong.	You	know	all	about	the	little	village	where	your	
grandparents	came	from,	how	they	met	coincidentally	in	London	and	then	‘had	to	get	married’	because	your	
grandma	was	pregnant.	You	try	to	see	your	mother	in	Grandma’s	face.	A	slight	resemblance	maybe	in	the	
wide	eyes	and	cheeks,	the	same	wavy	hair,	though	Grandma’s,	now	grey,	was	once	as	dark	as	your	mother’s	
was fair.

While	handing	you	a	cup	and	saucer,	she	looks,	for	the	first	time,	at	Katie.	‘What	about	the	little	girl?’	And	
holds up a glass. 

‘Her	name’s	Katie.’

‘Would	you	like	some	orange	juice,	Katie?’

‘Yes,	please.’	

You pass the glass to her and hope she won’t spill it. 

‘You	wait	there	and	I’ll	get	you	a	biscuit.’	Grandma	smiles.

You	whisper	in	Katie’s	ear.	‘So	far	so	good.’	

Your grandma came to visit your mother in the hospital, just after you were born. Your mother spoke about 
you constantly, ‘Please look at the baby, Mam.’ Grandma wouldn’t look, her mind was made up. It was 
because of him, she said. He’d already made his feelings clear: ‘I’m not having that bastard in this house and 
that’s the end of it.’

When	she	comes	back,	you’ll	ask	about	the	photos	on	the	sideboard.	There’s	sure	to	be	some	kind	of	family	
gathering	in	the	future.	You	want	to	hear	all	about	your	aunts,	uncles,	cousins,	second	cousins	and	cousins	
removed	once,	twice,	maybe	even	three	times.	It’s	a	big	family	with	a	lot	of	names.	You’ve	been	collecting	
names	for	years.	Even	though	you	moved	around	a	lot,	to	different	foster	homes	and	children’s	homes,	you	
always	took	the	names	with	you.	Last	year,	you	took	all	the	tiny	bits	of	paper	that	you	keep	in	the	biscuit	tin,	
together	with	birth	and	death	certificates,	copies	of	wills,	exercise	books	filled	with	notes	and	ledger	entries,	
and	spread	them	all	over	the	floor.	You	wrote	all	the	details	on	a	large	piece	of	lining	paper	and	compiled	a	
family	tree	that	went	right	back	to	the	end	of	the	nineteenth	century.	You’ve	added	Katie’s	name.

Grandma	offers	you	the	plate.	‘Would	you	like	a	biscuit?’	

You	take	the	plate	and	the	shiny	band	you	wear	on	your	left	hand	clinks	against	the	china	as	you	pick	one.	
She	offers	them	to	Katie	and	then	sits	opposite	on	a	hard-backed	wooden	chair.	For	a	while	you	chat	about	
the	weather,	how	cold	it	was	last	week	and	now	this	unexpected	hot	spell.	She	asks	Katie	about	school.	
You	listen	as	Katie	chatters	about	lessons	and	friends	-	what	they	do	and	where	they	go.	You	marvel	at	how	
grown	up	she	looks,	stopping	every	now	and	then	to	sip	her	juice.	You	nibble	your	biscuit	and	a	few	crumbs	
fall into your lap. You gather the crumbs and then place the cup and saucer on a small table that is crowded 
by an ugly mustard lamp and an old ashtray from Clacton.

Your mother went to Clacton to convalesce after she left you in the nursery. She was supposed to go away 
for a while, forget all about you, come back and get on with her life. When she came back she was certified; 
it wasn’t the first time. No one could quite remember how it all began; your mother was about thirteen. The 

Fallen Women
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age you were when she killed herself. She would sit in the house for months at a time, not speaking to any-
one and not going out. Then all of sudden she’d come out of it and be okay. That’s how it was. 

Grandma	walks	slowly	to	the	sideboard;	you	notice	her	swollen	ankles	and	white	orthopaedic	sandals.	She	
takes a purse from one of the drawers. You take the opportunity to ask about the photos.

‘Not	anybody	you	would	know,	apart	from	this	one.’	She	holds	up	the	photo	of	your	cousin	muttering	more	
to herself than you. ‘He’s done well for himself.’ She replaces the photo and walks back. ‘What do you do?’

‘I don’t work.’ It was important for you to stay at home and be a proper mother. 

‘Oh,’	she	clasps	the	purse	to	her	breast	and	sits	back	down.

‘But	my	boyfriend	has	his	own	business.’

She cringes at the word boyfriend. ‘What does he do?’

‘He	cleans	carpets.’	And	before	you	can	stop	yourself,	you	add,	‘I’m	sure	he’d	do	yours	free	of	charge	as	
you’re…’	But	before	you	can	say	‘family,’	she	interrupts.

‘We	had	one	of	those	salesman	come	round	here	once,	to	clean	the	carpet.’	She	moves	closer,	as	though	
confiding	in	you.	‘A	demonstration,	he	said.	It	didn’t	look	any	different	if	you	ask	me,	and	it	took	at	least	a	
week to dry out. My husband said it was a con and that no other carpet cleaning salesman would get his 
foot in the door.’

You	explain	that	your	boyfriend’s	cleaning	products	leave	the	carpet	practically	dry	but	then	realize	she’s	
not interested. The words weave their way above her head and out through the window and into the atmo-
sphere,	their	breath	tap	tapping	on	the	door,	just	as	a	key	turns	in	the	lock.

She	looks	towards	the	hallway.	Is	it	you	or	is	it	getting	hotter?	Your	mouth	is	dry,	but	you	can’t	move	to	pick	
up the tea. 

She	stands	up,	as	a	man	wearing	a	beige	mac	enters	the	room.	

‘We	have	visitors,’	she	says.	

You	smile,	unable	to	speak.	He	nods	his	head	in	your	direction,	then	turns	back	to	her.		‘Wake	me	at	five,’	he	
says,	and	is	gone.	

‘Mummy,	you’re	hurting	my	arm.’	You	didn’t	mean	to	hold	Katie	so	tight,	you	just	wanted	her	to	stop	bounc-
ing up and down. Footsteps echo down the hallway and a door slams shut.

For	something	to	say	you	ask	where	he	works,	even	though	you	know	he	works	in	the	cookhouse	at	the	local	
army barracks.

‘He’s	a	catering	supervisor.’	Grandma	remains	standing.	There	is	silence.	‘We’ll	have	to	do	it	again	sometime,’	
she	says,	as	though	reading	your	thoughts.

‘Maybe in a couple of weeks?’ You smile and stand up.
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‘Oh	no,	that	won’t	be	possible,	what	with	the	wedding	and	all	the	food	to	prepare.’	She	pauses,	‘I’ll	have	to	
let you know.’

You	wonder	who’s	getting	married	and	can’t	stop	yourself	offering	to	help	while	following	her	towards	the	
door.

‘It’s	kind	of	you,	but	we	can	manage.’	Putting	a	finger	to	her	lips,	she	says,	‘Oh,	I	nearly	forgot.	Did	you	bring	
the	locket?’	She	starts	to	witter.	‘It’s	just	that	it	belonged	to	my	mother	and	he,’	she	points	to	the	photo	of	
your	cousin,	‘wants	it	for	his	baby	daughter.	You	know	how	it	is.	It’s	his	first	child,	my	first	great-grandchild,	
and	now	that	he’s	getting	married	it	really	should	stay	in	the…’	She	closes	her	mouth	and	almost	looks	guilty	
as if she’s said something she shouldn’t. 

You stumble over the metal strip. There’s nothing to hold onto. You’re going to fall. Your knee crashes onto 
the	floor	and	a	pain	shoots	through	your	leg	travelling	up	your	left	side	not	stopping	until	it	reaches	your	
heart and then you lose your breath.

‘Mummy.’	Katie	puts	her	arms	round	your	body,	squeezes	you	tight.	Love	surges	through	your	veins;	you	
can’t imagine life without her. 

‘Are you okay? I did warn you.’

There’s a red mark on your knee but no blood. A small box bound with a curly pink ribbon has fallen out of 
your	bag.	You	wrapped	the	locket	carefully	this	morning	in	tissue	paper	before	putting	it	into	the	box.	You	
pulled	the	ribbon	taut	with	the	edge	of	a	knife	and	watched	as	it	sprung	back	like	tiny	ringlets.	It	must	be	the	
shock of the fall that makes you want to laugh. 

Like	someone	in	a	dream,	you	stand	upright,	ignoring	the	pain,	all	the	while	thinking	of	your	mother,	won-
dering	if	she	ever	fell	in	this	house.	And	perhaps	beginning	to	understand	for	the	first	time	why	she	took	her	
own life.

Grandma	pulls	a	five	pound	note	from	the	purse.	‘Something	for	the	little	girl.”	

You	refuse	and	place	the	tiny	box	back	in	your	bag.	A	chilly	breeze	greets	you	at	the	front	door.	There’s	no	
sign	of	the	sun,	but	you	can’t	wait	to	be	outside	in	the	cold,	to	walk	down	the	hill	and	catch	the	bus.	Home.	

‘Bye,	Great-grandma,’	says	Katie,	but	the	door	is	already	closed.

Fallen Women



  iss01 | winter 2018              15

  wards: Foster

 author bios
Rosie Canning is	a	Doctoral	Researcher	in	English	at	The	University	of	Southampton.	Her	work	examines	
the	representation	of	care	experience	in	fiction.	Rosie	is	co-founder	and	Creative	Director	of	Greenacre	
Writers	and	Co-ordinator	of	the	Finchley	Literary	Festival.	In	December	2013,	she	helped	set	up	the	Every	
Child	Leaving	Care	Matters	(ECLCM)	campaign.	She	is	a	member	of	The	National	Association	of	Writers	in	
Education.	Read	more	at	her	blog,	careleaversinfiction.wordpress.com.

Lisa Cherry	is	a	celebrated	author,	lecturer	and	international	speaker	for	organisations,	local	authorities	and	
charities.	With	a	range	of	qualifications	and	currently	studying	a	Masters	in	Education,	Lisa	brings	nearly	
three	decades	of	working	in	Educational	and	Social	Care	and	a	27-year	journey	of	recovery	in	overcoming	
her own experiences of being in care and all that that brought with it. Lisa works with a fundamental belief 
that we have the capacity to recover. Visit her website at www.lisacherry.co.uk.

Jenny Keto	is	a	poet	actress	born	and	raised	in	Austin,	Texas.	Currently	pursuing	a	nursing	degree	at	Texas	
A&M	University’s	accelerated	second-entry	B.S.N.	program	in	Round	Rock,	Texas,	she	is	holding	her	breath	
until	she	graduates	next	year.	Until	then,	Ms.	Keto	looks	forward	to	the	prospect	of	helping	people	for	a	
living	and	the	time	to	breathe	again,	with	her	art,	her	words,	and	both	hands	held	out.

Jennifer V. Love works	as	an	instructor	and	Developmental	Education	coordinator	at	Institute	of	American	
Arts	(IAIA)	in	Santa	Fe,	NM.	She	is	also	a	2017	graduate	of	IAIA’s	MFA	program	and	hopes	to	publish	a	
memoir	some	time	soon.	Learn	more	about	her	at	jennifervenicelove.com.

Taz Trevorrow  was born in Cornwall as an only child to loving parents in the early 70’s. Having been 
orphaned	in	her	early	teens,	she	spent	many	tumultuous	years	in	the	“care	system”	in	various	placements.		
Being	a	strong	believer	of	not	allowing	the	past	to	dictate	the	future,	she	became	a	strong	advocate	in	
promoting	the	voice	of	the	orphan	child	and	has	worked	on	various	projects	with	care	experienced	children	
and	young	people.	She	is	an	accomplished	public	speaker	and	runs	an	initiative	called	“A	Fighting	Chance”	
which empowers young women globally with healthy living and self-defence skills. She lives in Yorkshire with 
her	husband	and	four	beautiful	daughters	and	is	currently	writing	an	autobiographical	novel.

All works published herein are printed with permission from the authors. Feel free to distribute this digital 
publication	in	full,	but	please	do	not	reprint	any	part	of	this	publication	without	author	permission.

For	more	information	about	wards,	including	submission	guidelines,	visit	wardslitmag.com.

copyright statement

https://careleaversinfiction.wordpress.com/
http://www.lisacherry.co.uk
http://jennifervenicelove.com
https://www.wardslitmag.com/

		editor’s desk
		foster care resources
		poems
	The Even Greater Escape by Taz Trevorrow
	Mother of Pearl by Jenny Keto
	No More Labels by Lisa Cherry
	Missing Sock by Jenny Keto

		nonfiction
	Origin Story by Jennifer V. Love

		fiction
	Fallen Women by Rosie Canning

		author bios

