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Disclaimer and warnings. 
 

 

Warning for readers: 

 

The stories presented here, are based on the Angolan reality, which may or 

may not be, fiction. The author, as are the few individuals that still bear some 

sanity inside these hellish borders, is still trying to figure out where the 

distinction lays, as everyday events defy the notion of  the so called 

“Impossible”.  

 

Disclaimers: Overall, and for reasons of law, this is a work of fiction, and 

ANY resemblance or reference to places, people or happenings written here are 

fictional, a product of the writer’s “wild” imaginations, or are used as unrelated 

satire, therefore, in a fictional manner. All the mentions of Angola, or any 

relatable thing, is reference to a land in my napkin called “Angola” by sheer 

happenstance.  

 

Trigger warnings: This book contains allusions to graphic images of 

assassinations and police brutality and other happenings told crudely. Oh, there 

are also cuss words and... well, Angola.  

If you are Angolan and this “offends” you then go herd snails you fucking 

hypocrite. 

 



Preface 
 

 

 

“... The strange that isn’t strange 

I take as inexplicable the usual feeling myself perplexed at this irrational 

civilization 

retrograde,  

where the human development ends 

and the stranger becomes the Patron occupying your land....”  

 

“De braços abertos para a vida” by Bob Da Rage Sense 

 



 D-Melanin 
 

 

The sun caresses my skin, not so gently. It hurts, even to be loved so lightly. 

The tenderness of the strength it gives me, my ever-present, guiding god, 

Elios, The Sun.  

This tone, ever darker, beautiful brown when marinated under the sun, a 

symbol of royalty.  

 

Envy. Alkebulan’s glorious roots poisoned, cut, and trashed for centuries. 

Our history burned, and re-written from the birth of slaves, for they could never 

get it for themselves, and yet, I’m still born glorious. The Queen, Mother of 

them all. A King of this harsh land. 

They took so many of mine. My babies, my mothers, lovers, sisters.  

And yet... I’m still glorious. 

 

I’m the reference of the sweetness of chocolate, and the untameable strength 

of cocoa. The produce they sweeten their lips, and fat their bellies with, 

uncaring of the slave work of my children. 

 

 

No more! 

 

 

I’m the golden of Earth and holder of breaths. (The Mother of them all.) 

I’m the vitality of lungs and the sharpness of the eye. 

The strength of the warrior and its spirit, the science of the world, the origin, 

and the perception of the stars brought to light and understanding.  

The ruler one uses to measure, and as the forces that rule this very Universe, 

my truth is unescapable. Seek it, child, and shed the lies they imposed on you to 

reject me.  

 

 

I’m the proof of the victory of who carries me in their blood. I’m D-

Melanin. I’m made to thrive. 



“The Deceased” shorts 

- Time - 
 

 

The thin foam mattress crackle with low static on his ears upon each head 

movement, moving millimetres along with a bedsheet that made a border 

between itself and his damp skin. 

 

 

How could one survive this heat?  

The breeze. The lack of sun at night. Yet the barely spaced concrete walls of 

the corridor slow-cooked him. A privilege he had to pay 90k AOA for. Damn. 

 

 

The eyes refused to open, struggling between the exhaustion of the muscles 

that begged them to stay shut and the brain’s commands to face the darkness 

that awaited him for the rest of the day. If not for the jolting panic brought by 

the realization that one mustn’t procrastinate, or even dare to, because if so 

happened, he wouldn’t have the chance to have water to drink, bath, or even 

work with that day. The water system of these parts was shut down before 

anyone was awake, and rarely the government would open the main water 

distribution pipes to the city at daylight. For those who still thought, it was to 

maintain the illusion of scarcity and induce desperation for resources in the 

population and keep them trapped within their misery and fighting against 

themselves for the little they got in the country with the second biggest water 

basin in the whole continent of Africa. For the rest, it was just that, the blessing 

of having the LBP’n’W (Less Bread, Power ‘n’ Water) political party give 

them water and taking care of them with the little water the country has got. 

And this was the “luxurious” part of the capital. Holy fuck, the President’s 

house was three blocks away to the left, and you bet, that there was water 

running second in and second out.  

If he didn’t wake up, he wouldn’t be able to bargain for the best prices of 

fruit or have a shot of not being mugged, or killed by the police. Or as they say 

in the news: “to catch a stray bullet”, as if the military police beast, armed to the 

teeth as if ready to war, in a public place wasn’t paying attention to what he was 

doing and a bullet ran away from the barrel and someone saw the opportunity to 

be a good citizen, caught the bullet,- just in the nick of time -, to make the good 

deed of returning the bullet to the soldier. The bullet, of course, would have to 

be retrieved from his back, neck, or skull, sometimes with an entry wound 

located in the mouth when accidents and bad luck were involved. 



Yeah, people do catch bullets in here while trying to run for their lives 

during an attempt to buy food to eat that day or make hundreds of kwanzas just 

to feed their children and have the privilege to starve for them, given that the 

President of the country, Lol-Ass Cutecheecks,  stated eloquently and boldly, 

that “the state of hunger, is relative to those who feel it”.  

That, considering that you were “lucky” enough to be reported on the 

national television news, or radio for a brief moment, or mention. This was the 

day-to-day life, and the news are to report the extraordinary, appraisable 

happenings of the country, such as Arabs investing in swats of land in the 

country for the development of Angola, in exchange for pennies that would 

never reach the state coffers.  

Even under all this weight, this unbearable weight, he had to wake up.  

 

 

Managing to open his eyes for long enough, he looked at the clock and 

startled when his brain processed the digits that displayed: 4:01 AM.  

“Fuck! I’m late!”  

 

 

 



“Kianda: The Girl Beyond the Sea” 

shorts 

- Makuva & Traci - 
 

 

Aged and seasoned feet touched the ever uneven sand. 

“Thet mrm... witchi wilu se, AHHHH!!!!  I fish, ... Ai fish” said kota1 Traci 

as he defied all logic. A man this drunk would have fallen with his face on the 

beach floor by now, but these feet knew each grain of sand in this vast beach, 

for they have been daily comrades for almost six decades.  

As if one with the beach, Traci used, instinctively, better 

saying, leveraged the soft wind from the sea to stay balanced. A skill that meant 

life or death on the tiny improvised canoes where men like him fished.  

“PORRAAAA!!!!”  he said loudly, a decibel below a scream, “I, i... ah, ah, 

ai ...” he mumbled as if compensating for the previous noise he made.  

His balance shifted, pulling him backward. A foot wiggled in the air trying 

to hold on to the last of his balance with the might of his wrinkled pinky while 

his hands moved in mad wild circles, that, somehow, made him regain his 

balance, but not his composure. He stomped the floor once with scary force and 

pointed defiantly to the sea at a location so precise that only he knew where he 

was pointing. “NO me push me, you witch! I’m not, ... ear ... f... f... epah, for 

you!”  
A gush of wind from the sea pushed him, and he staggered. 

“POHHHHHHH..... RRASSS! LET .... epah, ah, FISH!!!!”  

 

 

The beach was as silent as a dead body and deserted as the lunar surface at 

this time of the night. The people knew better than to dare come to this part at 

this time of the night, one would see, hear, or be a victim of things that, if one 

was blessed to be left carrying his or her life, would have to give up sanity for 

the pleasure, or face dire consequences if the wrong people found out. And 

these people always knew, somehow. 

 

 

His canoe, anchored in the waves, rocked with the constant motions of the 

tide. His steps, heavy and sure, started to approach the water, and his boat, 

carried with the tide, moved to his encounter.  

He stopped short of the line of the waves. The boat didn’t. Traci held a 

finger pointed at the sea. “Stop it, I ca , bah,” he sputtered. The boat kept its 

pace. The bottom of the boat hit the sand where the waves stopped, turning 



slightly to the side. Traci looked sternly at the boat as if reprimanding it for its 

stubbornness and then to the sea. “Iu b, a, *wheeze* betta give fisheh.” he said, 

putting the bordão2  and paddle inside the canoe, and climbing into it after 

pushing it back to the sea.  

The night breeze was now favoring his direction, and the moon provided 

soft lighting to the water, making it glint and shine. 

The three-and-a-half-meter-long bamboo rod that he used to ximbicar 3 his 

canoe, provided propulsion and kept the boat on course. His both feet were 

planted firmly on the floorboard of the small canoe to add stability, his limber 

and strong arms and core with taut muscles made the transition between the 

movements with the rod look gracious. Drunk out of his wits or not, he was a 

lifelong fisherman in tune with the sea, all of it has become instinct at this 

point.  

 

 

The shore, was unrecognizable in the semi-darkness, he had by long crossed 

the land that was closest to the shore, and the second island was a dot on the 

horizon.  

The ocean, although deep and unpredictable even to the most experienced 

men of the sea, especially in these parts, behind the barrier, presented itself 

poised in a soft breezed night. Traci listened to the sound of the schools of fish 

nearby, or look for the ripples and soft waves they caused in their passage. He 

was on the hunt and studying his prey. For an untrained person, this would be 

an impossible task. The half-moon was his only source of light, and that was 

dim, but he fished on moonless nights since he was a kid. This would be a piece 

of cake.  

The lines awaited, and the net was cast. His eyes were focused, and his ears 

trained. The slightest tug of the line, passed on with just enough tension to 

signal the bite of the fish on the bait was all the command that his arm muscles 

needed to pull with such strength and speed that the fish would be ripped out of 

the water. A spectacle that none but the Moon would witness. 

The boat swayed gently, but noticeably. “A big one,” he thought, “too big”. 

With tensed muscles ready, he positioned himself to increase the steadiness of 

the boat, prepared for the fight. Sharks were a good catch if they didn’t kill you 

first. Falling into the water was, then, not an option. He remembered the poor 

fools that ventured to catch them and didn’t return. His father said one day, 

when he was a kandéngue 4: “You only grab a shar afta you grab a garopa* that 

rocks yo boat. If the shar is lone, and you don’t want to live mo’. “ He caught 

sharks, yes, but never neglected his father’s advice.  

The water didn’t mark the movements of the fish, and yet, he could feel the 

presence of something heavy moving his boat. The fish was fast too. Too fast.  

 

“Appear,” he said and sat on the boat’s seat.  



The boat wobbled.  

He looked to his right, at the water. The boat swayed.  

To the left. Nothing. And yet the boat swayed again. “POORRAA!” he 

screamed and stomped his feet on the floorboard. “I know you is there. 

Appear.” 

The water below the boat grew in brilliance, two neon green dots appeared 

on the bottom of the seafloor below, on the side where Traci was looking. The 

neon green lights grew closer at a frightening rate as the being was speeding 

towards the surface, its white and sharp teeth shining in the malevolent, 

murderous grin between its sharp-edged eyes. The water moved around the 

canoe, trapping it in the rapidly opening whirlpool that spanned almost 

10metres deep, the boat was spinning in the brim as if kept there at will, and the 

demonic creature stood inside the water, moving, at the same speed as the boat, 

keeping itself fixed in perspective to Traci on the boat. The watery, resonating 

and deafening voice boomed with the movement: “You aren’t supposed to be 

here, human”. The underlying seductive and hypnotizing tone of the scaled 

demon touched strings in him he could not stop.  

 

(...) 

 

Full book here -  

 



 

 Lifter  
pick-me-up and keep-me-going 

inspirational book  
 

an seem overwhelming at 
times. So many things taken for granted, so many small joys  

overlooked. The poignant and unabashed prose is simple, but hits 
with the power of a heavyweight. As inspirational as it is thought 

 

- International Best-Selling Author, Anna J Walner. 

 

Emotive and soothing. Visceral and stirring.  

This is a varied collection of poems with unexpected relatability. The 
words flow easily off the page and into your mind, resonating with deep, 

but take your time with it. 
let the world put 

 

- Award Winning Author, Neil Hemfrey. 

Order your copy - https://books2read.com/u/b5ovYp 
 

https://books2read.com/u/b5ovYp


current state of mind. It is a pick-me-up and keep-me-going 
 

- Marie Snow 

 

 

Everything Julio has written feels very relatable to me, as I 
have struggled with my mental health and with having love 

and worthiness toward myself, and I really felt the truth of the 
 

- Jada Reese 
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