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EDITOR'S NOT

There is something profoundly human about unfinished things.

v

We spend so much of our lives moving toward completion. We are taught to
arrive, to resolve, to be certain... About the things we want: /to achieve/ ... our
ambitions, our identities, our relationships, our purpose. About the places we
long to reach, the dreams we hope to fulfil, and the futures we imagine
waiting for us. We celebrate what is polished, perfected, and complete, as
though the value of existence lies only in what has successfully reached its
final form.

And yet, so much of what it means to be human exists somewhere in between.

Between the knowing and the understanding. Between the longing and the
contentment. Between who we were yesterday and who we are still trying to
become tomorrow.

We are, in many ways, unfinished creatures.

Perhaps that is why creativity has always fascinated me - because creation
mirrors life itself. Rarely linear and hardly certain. It meanders through
hesitation, revision, instinct, doubt, discovery, abandonment, return.

In our minds, ideas emerge, disappear, transform, and sometimes remain
suspended in forms we do not yet know how to complete. And often, we hide
these moments, only to reveal what feels ready, what feels resolved and what
appears whole.

But what if incompletion is not something to hide?

What if the fragment carries as much truth as the finished work? What if the
sketch, the abandoned draft, the half-written poem, the photograph left
uncropped, the thought that never fully arrived... what if these things matter
just as deeply as what eventually becomes final?

Interstice was born from that question.
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This journal exists as a space for the unfinished. Not to be seen as the
evidence of failure, but rather as evidence of process. To serve as an archive
for uncertainty, experimentation, process, and the deeply vulnerable act of
creating before the final arrival of certainty.

The works gathered in this first issue remind us that creation is rarely a
destination. To be and become is a continuous, almost unending act. A
negotiation between intention and accident, in what we imagine and what
eventually reveals itself to us.

Perhaps life itself is not so different.

We are all, in one way or another, works in progress, constantly revising,
searching, evolving, leaving parts of ourselves unresolved as we move
through the world. There is beauty in that condition. There is honesty in
unfinished things.

And maybe the most meaningful parts of our existence are not found in
arrival,

but in everything that happens in between.

This is where Interstice chooses to exist.

In transit...

— Seyram Klu De-Souza
Founder & Chief Editor
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FOREWORD

And if “THE WORLD CONTINUES WITHOUT US", why are we obsessed with
permanence and the finished? And if the ritualistic nature of living puts us in
constant liminality, why do we rush towards permanence or the finished?

In film, the editor knows the quiet weight of the final cut because there is a
distinct power in the unresolved frame, the moment a narrative refuses an
expected end and cuts abruptly to black. Oops an open-ended film? An
open-ended film does not abandon its story; it puts the audience to work. It
trusts the audience to infer, to project their own longing, and to inhabit the
silent space after the credits roll. This journal lives in that exact cinema of
suggestion.

This journal exists because we believe the unfinished is not failure. The
unfinished is a mode of thinking in its own right, a mode of doing that keeps its
seams visible and lets you watch the decision being made rather than only its
result. In the African worldview, art is a dynamic process rather than a static
artefact. Acommunity song is never truly finished, as it continues to evolve with
each performance, recitation, or transmission. The work remains an ongoing
dialogue among ancestors, living artists, and generations yet to come. A
finished work tells you what it thinks. An unfinished one lets you watch it as you
think.

A Journal of Unfinished Things and Emerging Ideas is crucial to the life and
work of artists. Art is never finished, for what art means to the world is that it is
constantly questioning, provoking and shaking social equilibrium. The
contributions are from poetry, photography, prose, creative non-fiction, and
painting. What unites the pieces is not just a shared subject but a shared
willingness to linger in the INTERSTICE a little longer than is comfortable.
Some pieces are incomplete drafts that never became the larger work. Others
are complete as objects but unfinished as ideas, circling questions they refuse
to resolve. And other pieces document the unfinished as a condition of being
alive. True beauty rests inimpermanence (wabi-sabi) and the generative power
of negative space (ma). Across cultures, the unfinished is celebrated as the
only state through which life can continually flow.
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We invite you into the INTERSTICE. Experience the ordinary as extra-ordinary.
Let the works in these pages keep working on you, as unfinished things do. Not
because they failed to arrive, but because arrival was never the point. Nothing
here is incomplete for lack of effort. Rather, these works are deliberately left

— Aseye Tamakloe
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SPECIAL REFLECTION

In Praise of the Unfinished

| grew up in an artistic family, and perhaps because of this, | have always been
particularly aware of the atmosphere in which creativity takes place.
Inspiration rarely comes from nowhere. It is nurtured by freedom,
experimentation, and the feeling that an idea is allowed to exist before it has
fully found its form.

This is why | have always found unfinished works so compelling. A sketch, a
draft, a fragment, or an outline is not simply something waiting to become a
finished work. It already carries something of the artist within it. Sometimes, it
reveals more about the creative process than a completed work ever can.

To look at unfinished work is to witness an idea in motion. To see how
something begins, changes direction, hesitates, and perhaps remains
unresolved. There is something intimate about this. It feels almost like being
allowed behind the scenes of a theatre, into a space where the work is still
vulnerable and becoming.

The creative process is not always easy. Artists may doubt their ideas, fear
criticism, or pause their work because they are not yet ready to expose it to
others. Sometimes, unfinished work is not abandoned at all. It is simply waiting
for the conditions, confidence, or moment that will allow it to continue.

This is what makes Interstice meaningful to me. It creates a space for ideas at
different stages of becoming; to be seen, shared, and encountered without
requiring them to first arrive at completion.

| believe there is value in allowing ourselves to see not only what a work has
become, but also what it is still trying to become

— Prof. Ekaterina Shekova

National Research University, Higher School of Economics
Saint Petersburg, Russia
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Who am i?

Neindow Dave
Visual Trace Of Unfinished Works

Context Note

Through my studio practice and
personal engagements with the
family archive- photographs, | aim
to create visual representations
that encourage reflection on the
very close contact that exists
among the family’'s experiences
that in one way or the other has
an influence in the 'now’ we find
ourselves in.

i

My work re-enacts that life or
world that pretty much existed.
Working across drawing - but
exploring other aspects like
painting, ceramics and mixed
media, | engage processes that
allow materials to speak about
time,

use, and human interaction
especially personal family
experiences. | am interested in the
relationship between modernity
and contemporaneity. Treating
every word, sentence and memory
as a data base containing every
detail.
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My work is meant to
achieve that objective of
reconstructing, bringing
back to life that living
memory and history that
always existed in these
photographs that find

another home to itself on
paper.







Utopia & Mania
Hapba Darya
Sketch With Reflection

Context Note

[TepBas paboTa xonoaHas,
pacnagalroLwascs, 4enoBek
nossnseTcs n ncyesaet. Obpas
YyesIoBEKA, PACTBOPEHHOMO B
cBoeun ngee. CuH1e 1 YyepHble
OTTEHKM CO34Al0T ANCTaHLMIO.
He3aBeplleHHOCTb 34eCb Kak
HEBO3MOXXHOCTb AOCTPOUTb
naearn.

Context Note (Translated)

The first work is cold and
disintegrating; a figure appears
and vanishes—an image of a
person dissolving into their own
idea. Shades of blue and black
create a sense of distance. Here,
the unfinished quality represents
the impossibility of fully realizing
an ideal.
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BTopas paborta 6onee
arpeccuBHas 1 aMoLMoHa bHas.
KpacHbIN LBET 30eCh Kak
MMMYJIbC, TPEBOTA. [JTaBHbIN
3/IEMEHT - rOPU30OHTasIbHAS
nonoca Yyepes rnasa. Yntaetcs
Kak ueHsypa. Ecnu 6bl paboTta
6bl/1a MOIHOCTBIO 3aBEPLLEHA, TO
oHa notepssia 6bl HANPSXKEHNE,

The second work is more
aggressive and emotional. Red
serves as an impulse, a sign of
anxiety. The central element is a
horizontal band across the eyes,
which reads as an act of
censorship. Had the piece been
fully finished, it would have lost
its tension.

i 1} Interstice Journal | First Impulses
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Dipo
Enoch Nii Adjei Laryea
Visual Trace Of Unfinished Work; Sculpture

Context Note

They remain unfinished not
because they were abandoned,
but because the process
refused to be rushed. The clay
held its own resistance cracking
slightly under pressure,
softening when | needed
firmness, forcing me to slow
down and listen. Time itself
became a challenge; not just in
hours spent, but in the patience
required to allow the figures to

reveal themselves rather than be
forced into completion. There
were moments of doubt when
the proportions felt off, when the
expressions didn't quite carry
the emotion | intended, when my
hands felt out of sync with my
vision. And yet, in that tension,
something honest emerged. The
unfinished surfaces speak of that
struggle: fingerprints, rough
textures, and quiet interruptions
that tell a more truthful story
than perfection ever could.
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In The Silence Between Dreams

Suneeha Tahir
Unused Image Or Photograph

In the silence between the dreams

| drift in stillness, quiet unseen

For what may come,
Or may have been
| remain,

A shadow caught between

Interstice Journal | Fragments Of Seeing 15



| stopped at a point where it didn't feel fully done, but also not
empty. It felt slightly off, like something was missing, but at
the same time, it almost completed itself. | liked that
in-between feeling.

Leaving it unfinished lets it stay open, more quiet than clear. It
doesn't try to explain everything. It comes from nostalgia,
small memories like the carousel from my childhood. A kind
of joy you can't go back to, just hold onto for a moment.
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Hope For The Light & Others

Chekmareva Maria Artemovna
Unused Image Or Photograph

C Havana 2014 roga MHoroe In early 2014, a lot began to
Havyasio MEHATHLCY, Nepeesxanu C change: my parents and | moved

POANTENSAMU U3 OQHOIO ropoa B from one city to another, then
APYroun, nocne BEPHY/IUCH returned home. In 2023, | moved

OOMOW. 2023 rof - nepeess B to Crimea.
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BowHbl, cCMepTU 1 Heforoe

HaxoXXAeHne nog 4y/1oM
aBTOMaTa CTanu
LOMNOSIHNTENbHBIMK daKTOpaMmu,
nobyaVBLIMMUK K peann3aLmm
[aBHeW MeyTbl O CTAHOB/IEHNM
doTorpadom.




Wars, deaths, and a brief stint at
gunpoint became additional
factors that prompted me to
realize my long-held dream of
becoming a photographer.

Interstice Journal | Fragments Of Seeing
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DED

IMMACULATA
UJEICENITRICI MARIE

SACRUM

Cemnyac Haxoxycb B ropoge CaHkT-leTepbypr 1
NPOAOMKAD COBMPATb MUHM KOMITEKLLMIO
CHUMKOB. OCHOBHOM NN1acT GOTOCHMMKOB
XapaKTEPU3YyEeTCa TPEBOXHOW COCTaBNSAOLLEN,
HO €CTb 1 HEBO/bLUME NUCKITIOYEHUS,

| am currently based in St. Petersburg and
continue to assemble a mini-collection of
photographs. Most of the photographs are
characterized by a disturbing element, but
there are a few exceptions.

Interstice Journal | Fragments Of Seeing 21
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YbikubipblK/POTKM 6GOMba
The Photos Are The Bomb

[TblpnH ApceHnn AHOpeeBny
Unused Image Or Photograph

"

S

MOTOMY 4YTO S HABMBAIKO PYKY B M30OPAKEHNM
NepcoHaXa, PUCYI0 €ro C PasHbIX CTOPOH M C
PasHbIMU aMOUMAMIN/ GOTKN OTKAOHUU, HE
OLIEHWN HA KOHKYPCE, OI0yKE OTK/IMKA He
MNOMYYMU/IN U B COLICETAX - MUHYC Banb peanbHO
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Cneppbl (Traces)

lIBaHOBa [lonmnHa lIBaHOBHA
Unused Image Or Photograph

Cepua «Cnefbl» — 3TO UICTOPUSA NPO MOU IKCNEPUMEHTDI, MPO
MOMbITKM 3aPUKCUPOBATb CBET KaK ABMKEHUE U Cnefbl B
NPOCTPAHCTBE, KOTOPbIE HE BUAHbI Ye/10BEYeCKOMY /1a3y. VI3HavyanbHoO
MHE XOTENOCH BbICTPOUTb KOHKPETHbIE M abCOMOTHO ONnpefeneHHble
obpa3sbl, KOTOPbLIE WM B MOEW ronoBe. Ho Bce oHWM HavYanu
paspyLaTbCs 13-3a abCOMNOTHO HEeNEMbIX CyYanHOCTEN, KOTOPbIE
ObI/IO CNOYKHO OTCNEeANTb U UCMPaBUTb. Bcs Mos paboTa nog4ymMHmMIach
XAOTUYHOCTU U HENLAEASIbBHOCTU, K PUKCALMM YCKO/Mb3AKoLWErO.

Interstice Journal | Fragments Of Seeing 25




IMEHHO 3TO caenano Mok paboTy
Habl4EHNEM U MOMbITKAMK yOepPXaTb TO, YTO
HEBO3MOXXHO yaep»aTb. [10aToMy 5 He Mory
Ha3BaTb 3Ty CEepPUIO 3aBEPLIEHHOW, BEb OHa
Obl/1la NPOLECCOM U NPO6OU, rae Kaxabin Kaap
ABNAETCH O4HUM U3 C/IyYaMHbIX BAPUAHTOB
nomMmaTb HeynoBMMoe,

TakxKe 9 pelunna caenaTb UCKIoYeHme n
BK/IIOYNTb B CEPUMIO OAMH KaAp, rae CBET He
MNTIOCTPUPYET ABMKEHME, a NpruobpeTaeT
KOHKPETHYI0 GOopMY, 3aCTbiBag Ha nunue. MHe
NOHpaBKIach naes TpaHchopmaLmm GopMbl
cnepna, ot abCTPaAKTHOrO K MPSIMOMY.

Interstice Journal | Fragments Of§eeing
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Translation

The "Traces’ series is a story about my
experiments—about attempts to capture light as
movement and as traces in space that are invisible
to the human eye. Initially, | wanted to construct
specific, clearly defined images that existed in my
mind. However, they all began to fall apart due to
utterly absurd, random occurrences that were
difficult to track and rectify.
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My entire body of work became defined by
chaos and imperfection—by the act of
capturing the fleeting. This transformed my
work into a process of observation and an
attempt to hold onto the unholdable.

Interstice Journal | Fragments Of Seeing 29




Consequently, | cannot call this series complete; it was
a process and an experiment, where each frame
represents just one of the chance attempts to capture
the elusive. | also decided to make an exception and
include one shot in the series where the light does not
illustrate movement but takes on a concrete form,
freezing upon the face. | liked the idea of the light trail's
form transforming from abstract to direct.
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The Messy Side Of Therapy!!!

Portia Mensah
Unfinished Poem

No one talks about their first session, the moments where we rip the
bandage and the wound is so fresh and raw. The tears, laughter
amidst the cries, those moments where we don't need any advise,
counsel or guidance.

When the client realises, they can breathe, and it's okay to have
scars, wounds, heartbreaks and that they are allowed to have tears
streaming their cheeks, and a ruined mascara, with mucus in their
nose. Where we create a safe space, devoid of judgment and where
we can entiasm, where we can shred of layers of ourselves and still
are not required to put them back exactly as how it was.

The beauty of the messy side of therapy is the air you breath, and
there the still calmness you take in. Where you know you have time
but together stitch pieces of yourself in an incredible way but just
that moment you are allowed to break down in any way!!!
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Chasing Solitudes

Winniefred Frederica Gbemuotor

Unfinished Poem

| have been chasing solitudes,
the great Alone.
Accepting that we can be apart, together.

Finding sacred space
as our attention naturally dispaces.

Solitudes;,
chasing myself,
chasing voices

-in my head,
ensuring that they are locked in here with me.

| have been chasing a quietude in our dimension;;
the specific point where everything blurs,
upside down, folds into itself.

| have been chasing solitudes;,

the air from my father's fan,

the voices it birthed from the babbling of a child,

the tranquil transition into having sisters | could blabber with
to a dusty fan,

the great Alone.
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Untitled

Winniefred Frederica Gbemuotor

Unfinished Poem

There is a world
at the corner of my eye.

At first, | thought
there was someone
touching my hair
but no.

No one's touch
could ever feel as fluid,
be as radiant.

No, | could see this
even in the dark:
a veiny flow of current
in thundery skies.

As | realized
my misapprehension,
| grew alert,
desperately trying to see
what the next flow would bring.

A little bit of sunshine,
some warmth
(sourced from my inherent madness),
two men tugging at chains,
trying to reach each other,

a fold in a nearby plane,

leaking invisibly
at the corner of my eye.
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Iktisika
Winniefred Frederica Gbemuotor

Unfinished Poem

You're in a better place.

It was when | sat alone

in the living room

that they came and told me.

In that room where we were supposed
to make life,

in every sense of the word

they said how much of a failure I am.

It is in that room

that they told me,

that my dear love preferred l'au-dela.

Yes, as my eyes walked in the deep,
to catch a soul

that decided to retire early,

| was informed

that you, my dear love,

are in a better place.

That home wasn't enough,
my warm meals,

my hugs,

my love.

They said
| couldn’t keep you.

You're in a better place?
You?

Interstice Journal | The Private Interior 36



You who traced the crevices of my body
as if it held the map

of my life and yours.
You who told me

we are on this journey together.

Ah, ife mi, Femi

you who called me an art canvas,
tattooed my mind with hope,

and my hope with you.

You leave me here

with shards of your brokenness.
My whole being infiltrated

by holes of you

that no one can fill.

You are, apparently,
in a better place;
better than me.

37 Interstice Journal | The Private Interior



KoHuepT [a3MaHOBa

A Question to People. A Question to Feelings.

Egorova Arina Vadimovna
Unfinished Poem

Eroposa AB.
Bonpoc k nogsam.
Bonpoc K
4yBCTBaM.
A ronogeH.
A xonopgeH.

A He peyncr.

Tak roBopwu/ nocrne 4.

B ny)xy TBOe nasbTo 6enoe..

Tbl Beb HE YyObellb 3a 3TO MEHA?

Moé nncbMo K Tebe foropaer,

A He cTana ero oTnpaeifaTb

1 NOMHI0,KaK Tbl TOBOPU MHE 3TO.
3a4yeM MHe cebs OTpaBNATLH?

ﬂ,OI'IFO 3a/1M3blBaTb PaHbl NMPULLNOCD,

YTOObI MOYYBCTBOBATb BHOBD.

TOT cnabbivt CBET B AyLUE,KOTOPbIN
MHorve gaxke He NovyBCTBYIOT
BCKO/b3b.

OHM CNOBHO 3BEPU rOI0AHbIE
HabpachblBatOTCA Ha MeHS.

A OAMHOKMI WEHOK Ha aopore.
[oxanymncra,zabepute MeHs,

Interstice Journal | The Private Interior

| am hungry.

| am cold.

| am not one for many words.
At least,

that's what | told myself
afterwards.

Your white coat into a puddle...
You wouldn't kill me for that,
would you?

My letter to you is burning away.
| never sent it.

| remember you once telling me
that.

Why should | poison myself?

It took a long time to lick my
wounds

before | could feel again.
That faint light inside the soul
that so many people

would never even notice in
passing.

Like starving beasts,

they throw themselves at me.
| am a lonely puppy

by the side of the road.
Please... take me home.



A 6yny BaM BEPHbIM PYTrOM,
Ecnu Bbl BEPHbI MHE,

Ho ecnn coenatoT 601bHO,

A coenato BOBOUHE.

Bce 370 310 B rofioBax Ballux,

[ToTOMY 4TO Tepnenu CnosHa.
Ho 3a4eM BaM genatb Takke?
Henatb 60/1bHO TOMY,KTO He
enan 3na?

YT106bI OH CMAEN HOYAMMU,
I pyMan,kakom OH YPOA.
BocxBangds Bac Bce ropsyee
I nepeHsule HeHaBmasa cebs.

Tenno TBOMX ney HapaCTa/slo,

[Mpu3HaTbCA, 8 Tagna oT 3na.
A 3HanauTo 6yneT 60/1bHO.
A Bceraga rotoBno cebs.

Ho BOT TBOM OKHa OTKPbITbI
OHM NPOMEP3IN HACKBO3b

Kak gymaellb CHOBa MosyunTcs?

[TporpeTb nx,
[Tpo4yBCTBOBATH?
«JTlo60Bb»?

Beab 6yaATO HEYUCTb 3TO
4yBCTBO,KOTOPOE
Pacnbinget Bce B 6pbl3rn,Kak
KPOBb.

Kak gymMaellb CToUT Takoe
CHOBa NpoXXMBaTb BHOBbL?

Interstice Journal | The Private Interior

| will be your faithful friend,

if you are faithful to me.

But if someone hurts me,

| will hurt them twice as much.

All this evil

lives inside your heads

because you yourselves
endured so much of it.

But why become the same?
Why hurt someone

who wished no harm upon you?

So that they spend their nights awake,
wondering what kind of monster they
are.

Praising you more and more,

while freezing themselves with hatred.

The warmth of your shoulders kept
growing nearet.

| must admit—

| was melting from all that bitterness.
| knew it would hurt. | always prepare
myself.

But now your windows stand open.
Frozen all the way through.

Do you think it is possible once again
to warm them, to feel them,

to call it "love™?

For love feels almost

like some unclean spirit

scattering everything into crimson
splinters,

like blood.

Tell me... do you think it is worth living
through something like that again?
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Flight Of The Bumblebee

Evangel Yorke Acquaye

Unfinished Poem

| read a lot growing up. And what that means is that most of my
definitions for words are very contextual. This includes virtuoso. |
don't recall where | first saw this word, but for the forever I've
known it, | have always attributed it to brilliance, or an attempt at
perfection. | looked up the word for the first time today at 2:03
a.m., and | find it deeply poetic that the true meaning of the word
is not lost if one decides to rely only on my attribution. Exceptional
technical ability in field x. Where x is whatever activity is being
spoken of. That's what virtuoso means.
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The first time | heard Nikolai Rimsky-Korsakov's Flight of the
Bumblebee, | was on the balcony of the Philadelphia Barnes
Foundation home with Mj. Stephen-leo-ken, watching Mimi
Stillman and pianist Gabriel Globus Hoenich. First Sunday Family
event. | stared in awe, as | always do when it comes to anything
related to the arts. 2 minutes of splendor that feels untrue when
you attempt to even speak of it. My love for classical music stems
from my first hearing of my Dad's reenactment of Rachmaninoff.
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When | was 6, we had a small grand piano (about 5 feet long) built
by Chickering & Sons. | would dabble on the keys whenever |
walked through our living room, and on Saturday evenings, I'd
delight in watching my dad practice. His fingers would flit from
black to white so effortlessly, and that magic would so captivate
me that i'd start listening to classical music so | could have a
bottomless pocket of number requests. And oh how that man
indulged me; playing for hours unend till Dr. Sabina pulls us away,
literally into the adjoining dinning area for a late lunch.
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Beethoven's Ode to joy was the first thing | learnt to play.
The practice it took, my earliest conception of dedication
and commitment.

44 Interstice Journal | Interlude



Dzorwulu - Carlisle
Evangel Yorke Acquaye

Unfinished Poem

The Vandas were glowing this morning, as if they had borrowed a
little color from the sunrise. The petals are an interesting shade of
purple, and the brightness reminds me of that summer in Carlisle
where the mornings smelled of pine and the fields glowed to the
rhythm of birdsong. Where my grief lost its voice and | re-found
my pen.

Spark

Oh my dear, you've broken me. You've held my hands and walked
me to despair. You have torn me apart and yet everytime | see
you, | fallanew. | am dying, you're killing me, and yet you're my
biggest lifeline.

The one who got away

‘Leo, | love you—r shoes!’

Grandma things

My love taught me how to crochet, and together we made me a
laptop sleeve. The story is glamorous in its simplicity. The image is
endless in its connotation.

Bernadine Evaristo

Girl.

Woman.

Other,
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Really! It's all that needs said.

The Cup. The Glass.

| have seen the sad and fading light. Jackhammers at my
headboard. I've had days when | was unable to write. And the
storm leaned against the glass as | pressed my palm to the
window. Mocha cooling in its cup, steam folding in the air |
breathe.

They say misery it is, who acquaints man with strange bedfellows,
so my sadness collected in the spine of a book, in the curve of my
glasses —cracked along its bridge, light bending at angles |
cannot hold

| am here,

on the edge of a chipped China with love waiting in its corner
bearing the weight of a patient shadow.

Rain replaces snow, writing my room into a script.
| burst a vein

| touch the cup again

And the record stops.

But my fingers remember the melodies, the days gone by, when
sorrow bore me witness.

But my fingers remember the melodies, and | hum a prayer for
lingering grace.

Desire. Dance. Oblivion.
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Last Seat, Bus No. 2

Seyram Klu De-Souza
Marginalia

Last Seat, Bus No. 2
8:15 pm, Vicaakmnesckasa nnowagb (St. Isaac’'s Square)

| see the cathedral differently from here.

Not from the inside.

Though, from here, | only catch glimpses of whatever sacredness
lives in that place

from a moving machine running on asphalt.

Nor from the steps where people gather to admire it.

People—
..l will come back to people.

Only from bus humber 2 enroute to Admiralteyskaya Metro
Station, through a piece of glass

.that separates me from the big blue outdoors, for a moment.
This is how we experience the most beautiful things? | wonder..

From a distance?
Briefly and enroute?

Saint Isaac’'s Cathedral has been standing there, long long before |
arrived. It will remain long, long after | leave.. Hopefully..

And yet, there is something comforting
yet unsettling about all this you see.
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To think that a place can hold its ground
while generations of people move through it.

People who've loved, people who've lost.
People who believed they had finally arrived
only to discover that getting there

was just another door

with another window behind it?

| wonder what it feels like.

To spend centuries in one place.

TO never pack a bag, to never say goodbye.

To never have to ask:
Where do | belong next?

Perhaps this is why | envy buildings.
| envy them.. Because they are allowed to stay. They are meant
to..

But even then, | may be mistaken.
Because even the cathedral changes.

The stone darkens, the gold fades and cracks appear.

The years leave their fingerprints.

Nothing truly stays untouched, I've garnered.

To think.. permanence is only another form of movement.. A much,

much slower one.

A movement so patient that we all mistake it for stillness.
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| think about all the people who built it. The hands that placed the
stones.

The workers who spent years creating something

they might never see completed.

Sigh..

The bus keeps moving. The cathedral watches.
How many winters has it withnessed? How many footsteps? How
many broken hearts carried past its doors?

A place for sure remembers differently from us, people. We leave
fragments of ourselves everywhere.

In streets..

In rooms..
In photographs..

Sigh..

The strange thing about a window is that it allows you to see
everything without ever letting you touch it.

| often wonder, if maybe that is what life is. A series of beautiful
(and not so beautiful things) to encounter briefly. Things we
cannot keep. Things we can only.. witness?

My mind supplies a soundtrack here; mood music behind all this
wondering..

Something about time.

Something slipping through fingers.

| almost mime along.
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The cathedral disappears in the distance.

For a moment, | wonder if it noticed me.
| laugh.. But of course it didn't.

Maybe that is not the point. Maybe we do not
need every place to remember us.

Maybe it is enough.. that for a brief moment,
we were there.

Looking, passing through
I'll see you tomorrow..

Context Note

| wrote Last Seat, Bus No. 2 in the beginning of
spring during my daily journey home from work,
From the last seat of the bus, | would often
watch Saint Isaac’s Cathedral appear through
the window and then slowly disappear behind
the movement of the city.

At first, | was simply fascinated by the image of
it. The cathedral standing still while | moved
past it. But, over time, | began to think about
what it meant to remain in one place while
everything around you is constantly changing.
This cathedral has witnessed generations arrive
and disappear, while |, like so many others, am
always passing through.
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| began to think about permanence, about the places we leave
behind, and about the versions of ourselves we are constantly
moving away from. | wondered whether anything is ever truly still.
Even the cathedral, which appears so permanent, has weathered,
aged, cracked, and changed.

This piece remained unfinished because | could never really arrive
at a final answer to these questions. It was written in fragments, as
thoughts often come to me.
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Things Left Unsaid



Wedding
K. Daki Loretta Abla Fanou (K. Daki)

Unfinished Poem

The ceremony
One, long looked up to
From an age unknown

It is seen either in our parents
Our teachers

Our neighbors, or even

Our churchees, if that's a word

Ladies stress about it

Guys? They play tough
Family?

They even do the planning fo

Does it tell you anything?

Even if one is to throw away the symbol, it does not break the
relation.
How
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Context Note:

Although the poem already contained its central reflection on
marriage and symbolism, | considered it incomplete in 2023 because
| felt the thematic progression had not yet fully matured. The piece
questioned the relationship between the marriage ceremony and
genuine human connection, but | sensed there was still more
emotional and structural depth to uncover. | wanted to put in the fact
that some people are not married by law. Some were not married in
the church, and yet they proclaim themselves married and society
accepts it. | wanted to add the fact that some poeple go into
marriage to prove a point. Some pretent to be married with their
partners because of the title and go behind their spouses to betray
them. There was also so much more good | could put in this piece.

Also, | suppose my thinking at each stanza run out and had to be
expanded but | may never really know because | did not complete
the piece.

Finally, | never gave it a title but since your platform is asking for one.
| will make it the most obvious in my opinion. Hopefully, people
would get to read the whole piece before seeing the title. |
wondered at the time of writing and | still do, if this piece could exist
in terms of weddings mainy without me having to add the whole
marriage factor. The ideas were many. Writing them was a bit tough.
Because how do | write the difference when | do not exactly know
how to seperate them yet?
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BOYS DON'T SING

Verny Joy Oforiwaa Mawufemor
Unfinished Story

Page 1
Chapter one

The first time a baby's cry filled Mr. Ofori's house,
Betom, a suburb in Koforidua, was wrapped in a cold night,
The sound stretched, crept through shutters,
shook the old bones of wooden doors,
and woke the street from its half-dead slumber.

Ma Sheila heard it too.
Bulky, folded into her old wooden chair,
a retired primary madam who never greeted,
never nodded, never looked.
She hissed—
a long, sharp thing that sliced the air like a cutlass.
Even the walls flinched.
Even the ants turned their heads.

Akwasi Ntia stirred.
A taxi driver who loved a new thing every market day,
tipped his head to the window, blinked,
decided against curiosity,
slid back into sleep.

But Anti?
Anti stepped out.
The cold licked her bare arms,
but she walked—
twenty steps to Mr. Ofori's porch.
She knocked.
Shifted the cloth on her shoulder.
Knocked again.
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Page 2

The door yawned open.
‘I hope all is well"
Her voice dripped with something sweet,
too sweet.
‘I heard the sounds and..’

"Yes, all is well.

Mr. Ofori knew better.
Knew that Anti's concern was a basket with holes.
By dawn, even the mosquitoes would have the story.

She turned, humiliated,
her own shadow whispering about her.

‘Don't you think we should take him to the hospital?”
Mr. Ofori asked again.

His wife Matilda, affectionately called Maa Tilly sighed.
How could she explain?
The child wasn't sick, no.
It was just a thing babies did—
a wailing protest when new parents
dared to close their eyes too.

Page 3
Chapter two

Five days later, they gathered—
under the big tree, a few steps from the house,
The drums coughed, men clapped and women sang.
Mr. Ofori, chest puffed, voice thick with pride:
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"He shall be called BENJAMIN KWAKU OFORIY

The first time he had ever felt like a man.
The weight of a son in his hands made his shoulders broader.
"He shall be a pilot!
His voice stretched above the leaves,
above the sky, beyond Betom.

"He will drive my wife and me in an aeroplane
to the white man'’s land.

Page 4

Beside him, Maa Tilly grinned, teeth catching the sun.
Asabea, her best friend, clapped and swayed.
Gladys, her silent rival in the neighbourhood, was there too.
Gladys, who had birthed a girl four months earlier—

But today, the greater merry belonged to Maa Tilly.
For her baby was new.
Her baby was a boy.

And in a gathering like this,
a boy was worth the louder laughter,
the sweeter songs,
the stronger drinks.

Maa Tilly stood suddenly.
White kaba, blue-patterned slit,
And a Bonsu cloth wrapped over her shoulders
like a king's robe.
She swayed—
and the cloth swayed with her.

59 Interstice Journal | Things Left Unsaid



Page 5

Eighteen years later,
Benjamin wasn't flying his parents to the white man's land.
He was driving them—
to the hospital for stitches,
to the police station for answers.

They knew all the officers by name.
Knew all his teachers—
from seven different schools.

Knew their boy wouldn't change.
Knew he would die if they didn't step in
when Officer Wayo called that night.

And so, they went.

Again.

Page 6
Chapter three

The trip back in the red Toyota Camry 2005 was silent, suffocating.
The air sat thick between them, heavy as regret.

Mr. Ofori turned the dial, let the 7 o'clock news fill the silence.
His chest rose and fell, slow and angry, like an ox ready to
charge.

Maa Tilly turned to the window—
watched children kicking up dust,
playing near their mothers’ shops and food joints.
For a second, she wished Benjamin had been one of them,
barefoot, laughing, innocent.
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Context Note

This piece is still incomplete because it represents my very first attempt
at writing poetry/prose, and I'm still learning how to fully shape my voice
and structure my ideas. At the time of working on it, | realised | wanted to
take a step back and develop it more intentionally rather than rush the
process.

| also moved on to exploring other stories and creative directions that
were calling for my attention, which made it difficult to give this piece the
focus it needed. However, | see that as part of my creative growth rather
than a setback.

Right now, I'm giving myself time to revisit it with more clarity, experience,

and refinement. | want the final work to feel complete, authentic, and
aligned with the standard I'm building for myself as a writer.
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Benjamin stared at his lap.
He knew the rules of this ride:;
they wouldn't speak if he didn't.

Still, he muttered,
"It wasn't my fault this time'
Page 7

Mr. Ofori turned the volume up.
Drowned his son's voice in the static of radio waves.

Maa Tilly wiped a silent tear.

"That's what you do all the time," Benjamin said.
"You don't even care to hear me out'

The car screeched to a stop.
Maa Tilly's hand shot out, found her husband's arm.
"My husband, not now. Not here.
We've all had a tiring day”

A pause.
A long, angry pause.

Then, the wheels rolled again.

Page 8
Mr. Ofori didn't sit.

Didn't ease into the decision like a father burdened with guilt.
He stood tall, final, voice like a judge handing down a verdict.
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‘I've come to the realization that you won't change.
I've made my peace with it.
Two weeks from now, your uncle will pick you up.
You'll be enrolled in the Souls Harbour Christian Military School
in Obuasi.
During breaks, you'll stay with him and his family in Mpasatia.
You will only return home after passing out”

A small whimper broke the air.
Justice.

Page 9
Then, a laugh.
Sharp, bitter.
A cackle splitting through the tension.
"You would rather send me away than deal with me?
Your own son?
You're a coward’

The slap cracked like lightning.

Mr. Ofori's voice shook with something between rage and
exhaustion.

"I've tried—God knows I've tried”

Page 10

"I'm sending you somewhere that'll do what | can't—
beat some discipline into that thick skull of yours'

Benjamin scoffed.

'Oh, that's rich."
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The World
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Seen & Heard

Stories from Pretoria 012

Sipho Ndebele
Unused Image Or Photograph
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A large portion of the original photos were lost due to an
external hard-drive crash and the remaining photographs
were just a shadow of what the collection was meant to be.
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| had plans to re-do the collection but work commitments got
in the way and i have since moved from Pretoria

ONE LOTION FOR
ALL YEAR lROUND
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Untitled

Tebo Pixels
Untitled Photo Series
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During COVID, life came to a standstill. The streets of Accra emptied,
and the world was forced to tone down its pace. In my photographer'’s
eye, everything turned capture-worthy. My friend. Y)nko bi sene nua,
friend turned brother, enjoying the beachwaves, sunset rushing for a

kiss of maamewater's salty lips.
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The black star square, formerly full of life, now deserted, alone
in its wanting. These images tell of a story of how the stewards

lock themselves behind doors when a predator stronger than
them emerges.

The Three Wise Men.

The ephemerality of life makes it into its own paradox.
You try to understand it, and all it offers you is Circles.

Men on stilts. Men reaching for the heights.

Man born child. Child grow into man. Man born child.
circles.
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About
The Contributors




Sheini Neindow David

My name is Sheini Neindow David, | am a visual artist from Tamale, Ghana,
whose practice explores the archival recordings through photographs
taken as part of my family's heritage and the life that exists within them. My
work reflects on themes of memory, transformation, history, legacy and
culturalidentity, often finding ways in which all these stated facts reflect the
connections between ‘then and now' — contemporaneity.

Working across drawing - but exploring other aspects like painting,
ceramics and mixed media, | engage processes that allow materials to
speak about time, use, and human interaction especially personal family
experiences. | am interested in the relationship between modernity and
contemporaneity.

Through my studio practice and personal engagements with the family
archive- photographs, | aim to create visual representations that encourage
reflection on the very close contact that exists among the family's
experiences that in one way or the other has an influence in the 'now' we
find ourselves in. My work re-enacts that life or world that pretty much
existed, treating every word, sentence and memory as a data base
containing every detail.

My work is meant to achieve that objective of reconstructing, bringing back
to life that living memory and history that always existed in these
photographs that find another home to itself on paper.

Hdapba Darya

A [apbs, M3 ManeHbKoro ganekoro ropogka Poccun. VICKYyCcCTBO BEKNO
MeHs1 BCeraa, Aa 1 Mos npababyliuka CUIbHO MOB/MSIA HA MOE BOCMpUATUE
xyooxecTtB. C paHHero AeTcTtBa 9 MHOIMo pucoBasa, MNOTOM 3aKOH4YW/IA
XYLOMECTBEHHYIO LWKOMY M NOCTYMNMAA Ha rpadmnyeckoro gmsamHepa

Translation

I'm Daria, from a small, remote town in Russia. Art has always drawn me in,
and my great-grandmother had a profound influence on my perception of
it. | drew constantly from early childhood, then went to art school and
eventually enrolled in a graphic design program.
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Laryea Enoch Nii Adjei

Laryea Enoch Nii Adjei also known as Sage (1992) is a multi-disciplinary
artist based in Accra, Ghana. He earned a High National Diploma in
Industrial Arts from the School of Engineering at the Tamale Technical
University.

He is a multi-disciplinary artist whose work includes painting, ceramics,
illustration, graffiti, murals, and sculpture. Using these media, he engages
audiences in an open dialogue on a variety of discursive cultural themes.
Nii Adjei works with a variety of traditional media such as pencil, ink, pastel,
charcoal, chalk, acrylic and oil paint. He is also skilled with more (work for
unique) media including clay, cement, fiberglass, and body painting.

Suneeha Tahir

Suneeha Tahir is a designer and artist from Hyderabad, Pakistan. Her work
blends digital and hand-drawn approaches, often leaning into expressive
lines and playful imperfections. She has exhibited and been published
internationally, including at the International Poster Biennale in Lublin. In
2024, she presented her first fine art work in a group show at VM Art Gallery,
Karachi. She is currently studying Arts and Culture Management in St.
Petersburg, while continuing to explore her practice and place within the
arts.

Chekmareva Maria Artemovna

Ponunnack 10 ¢peBpans 2008 roga B ropofe JIncmnyaHck, JlyraHckom obnacTu,
C Havana 2014 rofja MHOroe Hava/lo MEHATLCA, Nepee3xany C PoanUTeNsIMu
13 OAHOIO ropona B ApYrow, Nocse BEPHYNNCH AOMOW. 2023 TO4 - Nepeess B
KpbIM. BOWHbI, CMEPTU 1 HEAQO/TOE HAXOXAEHME Nog AYy/IOM aBToMaTta CTa/u
LONONHUTENbHBIMU PaKTOpPaMmn, NOBYAMBLIMMUK K peanm3auym aBHEN MEYTDI
O CTaHoBNEHUK doTorpadoM. Cenyac Haxoxycb B ropoae CaHkT-leTtepbypr
M MPOAO/HKAD CObMPATb MUHU KOMIEKUMIO CHUMKOB. OCHOBHOW MiacT
GOTOCHUMKOB XapaKTepu3syeTcs TPEBOXHOW COCTaBsOWEN, HO €CTb U
HebOo/blINE UCKTIOYEHUS.
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Translation

| was born on February 10, 2008, in Lisichansk, Luhansk Oblast. In early
2014, a lot began to change: my parents and | moved from one city to
another, then returned home. In 2023, | moved to Crimea. Wars, deaths, and
a brief stint at gunpoint became additional factors that prompted me to
realize my long-held dream of becoming a photographer. | am currently
based in St. Petersburg and continue to assemble a mini-collection of
photographs. Most of the photographs are characterized by a disturbing
element, but there are a few exceptions.

MBaHoBa NonnHa MBaHOBHA

A LOymal, MeHd BCe elle HY)XHO HasbiBaTb wccnegosartenem. He
XYLOXXHUKOM, HE AM3anNHEPOM, He ¢OoTorpadoM, a TEM YETOBEKOM, KOTOPLIN
[O CUX MOPp HALLyMbiBAET CBOE BM3yaslbHOE BOCMpUATME MUPa, Npobys
pa3Hble obpasbl, MPUEMbl U A3bikK. 11 doTorpadusa ctana 4ngd MeHs, noxxanyu,
Hanbosiee eCTeCTBEHHbIM METOLOM TpaHChopMaLMM CBOErO BULAEHUS. DTO
BO3MOXHOCTb  OCTaQHOBUTbCA WU  YBUAETb B  TMPMBbIYHbIX  CUIY3STaX
HeOPAMHAPHbIE TPAKTOBKW, PA3raLeTb TO, YTO YACTO OCTAETCH 3a PaMKaMu
Halero ¢okyca m13-3a CreLKn 1 CTUAA XU3HW. YKPYNHeHWe kaapa 1 pabota
CO CBETOM 3TO TO, YTO $i CWU/IbHO LEHIO M Y4aCTO WCMOMb3YI0, BeLb OHU
MO3BOMAIOT MHE MepefaBaTb COBEPLIEHHO MHble OWYyLEHUS OT OObeKTa,
JAIOT BO3MOXHOCTb HaUTW WU MOOYEPKHYTb €ro HEeOXMOAHHbIe TPaHu.
doTorpaduss ans MeHs — 3TO UCTOPUS MPO PAa3BUTME U HAXOAKM, MPO
CNy4amHOCTW.

Translation

| think | should still be called a researcher. Not an artist, a designer, or a
photographer, but someone who is still feeling out their visual perception of
the world, experimenting with various images, techniques, and languages.
And photography has become, for me, perhaps the most natural method
for transforming my vision. It is an opportunity to pause and see
extraordinary interpretations within familiar silhouettes—to discern things
that often fall outside our field of vision due to the rush and pace of modern
life. | deeply value and frequently employ close-ups and lighting
techniques, as they allow me to convey a completely different sense of a
subject, enabling me to discover and highlight its unexpected facets. For
me, photography is a story of growth, discovery, and serendipity.
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Portia Mensah

My name is Portia Mensah, and | am a Clinical Psychology intern with a
deep passion for understanding people and promoting mental wellness.
Outside of my professional life, | find comfort and expression in reading,
writing poetry, and cooking. | call them ‘“little pockets of joy". It helps me
unwind and reconnect with myself after helping others navigate their
mental health journeys.

Poetry, for me, is more than art; it is a space where emotions breathe freely
and stories find meaning. | enjoy blending my observations, and
experiences into words that resonate with others. My interests reflect my
desire to become an all-rounded person, someone who not only works
within mental health but also channels creativity, and compassion into
everyday life. Through both psychology and poetry, | hope to inspire
healing, and self-expression while continuing to grow into the best version
of myself.

Winniefred Frederica Gbemuotor

Winniefred Frederica Gbemuotor is a Ghanaian poet, communication
professional, and graphic designer. Her work engages abstract ideas and
embraces ambiguity, often exploring memory, grief, and love through
layered, shifting perspectives.

She has contributed to national and international conversations as a
discussant, including at UNESCO's Transforming Education Summit and
LifeLink Tertiary Model UN. She currently serves as Social Media
Management Assistant at UniMAC, where she works across content
creation, photography, and videography. She is guided by the belief that
small details shape larger meanings, a philosophy that informs both her
creative and professional work.
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Loretta Abla Fanou K. D

K. Daki is the name | prefer to use on stage. | am a writer drawn to the
intersections of image, thought, and experience where ordinary moments
begin to carry meanings beyond themselves. My work moves across poetry
and reflective prose, exploring identity, perception, relationships, and the
subtle structures that shape how we understand the world. | am interested
in how language transforms lived experience, how the personal becomes
symbolic, and how symbols sometimes return us to the personal in
unexpected ways.

| often write through imagery and voice, allowing objects, spaces, and ideas
to speak, shift, and sometimes contradict themselves. My pieces sit in the
tension between clarity and uncertainty, observation and questioning,
silence and expression. At its core, my writing is an ongoing attempt to
notice more closely and to trace how meaning is formed, fractured, and
reimagined in everyday life.

Sipho Ndebele

Sipho Ndebele is a Zimbabwean-born filmmaker and cultural practitioner
whose work moves between observation and memory, tracing the textures
of African life with a quiet, attentive gaze. Drawn to the spaces between
movement and stillness, intimacy and distance, he approaches storytelling
as a way of listening closely to people, landscapes, and the unseen
rhythms that shape everyday experience.

Working across feature films, documentaries, and television productions
throughout Southern Africa, Sipho's practice is guided by curiosity,
observation, and a deep interest in stories that feel lived-in and emotionally
honest. His work reflects a careful attention to atmosphere, character, and
the layered complexities of identity, memory, and place.

Outside filmmaking, he is drawn to arthouse cinema, jazz records, hiking,
coffee brewing, and street photography places and rituals that continue to
sharpen his attention to detail and deepen his understanding of the world
around him. Through his work, Sipho seeks stories that feel deeply rooted
yet unbound by geography, carrying the intimacy of lived experience
across borders.
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Verny Joy

| am Verny Joy, a Ghana-based creative storyteller, photographer, and
Journalist working across comics, animation, and digital media. | am the
founder of Studio KVR, an African creative studio focused on building
original characters, comic universes, and animated stories rooted in culture
and designed to connect with global audiences.

Tebo Pixels

Tebo Pixels is a Ghanaian visual storyteller specializing in professional
photography, videography, creative media production and a great mindset
for creative directing. Beginning with a passion for capturing authentic
moments and compelling narratives, Tebo Pixels has built a reputation for
delivering high-quality visual content that connects people, brands, and
communities. With experience covering corporate events, conferences,
sporting events, restaurants, fashion, real estate, lifestyle campaigns, and
commercial projects,

Tebo Pixels combines technical excellence with artistic vision to create
images and documentary that leave a lasting impression. Every project is
approached with precision, creativity, and a commitment to excellence,
ensuring that every frame tells a meaningful story with great emotions.
Driven by the philosophy that every moment deserves to be created,
remembered and kept beautifully,

Tebo Pixels continues to collaborate with businesses, organizations, public
figures, and individuals to produce impactful visual experiences that
inspires generations. Tebo Pixels is committed to maintaining the highest
standards of professionalism, ethical media practice, and respectful event
coverage while delivering compelling visual documentation of every
assignment.
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Egorova Arina Vadimovna

MeHs 30ByT ApuHa, MHe 21 rog. C caMoro AeTCTBa SIBASIOCh TBOPYECKUM
YyenoBeKoM. f Molo, MUy CTUxK, pucyto. Cenyac y4vyyCb Ha pexmccépa,
Hagetoch B 6yaylleM 06pecT M3BECTHOCTb CBOUMK paboTamu,

Translation

My name is Arina, and I'm 21 years old. I've been a creative person since
childhood; | sing, write poetry, and draw. I'm currently studying to become
a director, and | hope to gain recognition for my work in the future.

Pyrin Arseniy Andreyevich
XYOOXHMUK, MY3blKaHT, doTorpad - padoTtato B cnb, yuycb B0 BXYTEMHe
Translation

Artist, musician, and photographer—| work in St. Petersburg and study at
VKhUTEIN.
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About

SEYRAM KLU DE-SOUZA
Founder & Chief Editor

Seyram Klu De-Souza is a Ghanaian cultural
strategist and creative writer whose work
operates at the intersection of arts, cultural
diplomacy, and socially engaged practice. Her
intellectual and creative interests center on how
culture functions as a site of memory, agency,
transformation and most recently, ekphrasis.

With academic training in film, international
relations and arts and culture management, she
approaches cultural production as both a
critical inquiry and a tool for public
engagement, designing initiatives that position
creativity as a force for dialogue, equity, and
social imagination.

She has contributed to major cultural initiatives including film festivals,
exhibitions, and interdisciplinary arts programming. She is the project lead for
Dear Legachi, a transformative initiative dedicated to empowering children
across Ghana, through education, advocacy, and the arts.

As a writer, Seyram works across poetry, prose,
and creative nonfiction. Her work has appeared in
Brittle Paper, Nenta Literary Journal, and the
Lucky Jefferson collection, and she was a finalist
for the Adinkra Poetry Prize. Her literary voice is
noted for its attentiveness to interior landscapes,
history, and the quiet architectures through which
individuals hold memory and identity.

She is the founder and chief editor of Interstice, a
journal dedicated to unfinished works, fragments,
and emergent artistic processes. Through her
research, writing, and curatorial initiatives, she is
committed to building transnational cultural
platforms that foster intellectual exchange, ot

support emerging voices, and reframe how E

creativity is understood as an evolving, human
process of inquiry and expression. -
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About

EVANGEL ACQUAY!

Co-Editor

v

Evangel-Leo-Ken Jnr Yorke Acquaye is a
multifaceted young Ghanaian writer, activist,
and aspiring attorney-dentist (yes, you read that
right!). A passionate human rights advocate who
holds literacy and art in the highest esteem, Leo
is a writer at heart whose voice is amplified by
his love for humanity, the arts, and his dream of
an Africa where illiteracy is nearly nonexistent.

Through his work, he embodies the spirit of a
budding changemaker. As the Founder of Dear
Legachi, Leo dedicates himself to empowering
the young girl child and fighting against
domestic violence, child marriage, and all forms
of abuse. He creatively integrates STEM,
filmmaking, poetry and the arts into his mission
of empowerment, restoration, and dismantling
archaic cultures that suppress true humanity

and kindness.

When he is not writing, Leo co-leads Rhetoric
Orchestra and manages the Creatives Project
Ghana community. A prolific poet with hundreds
of pieces to his name, his work has been featured
or is forthcoming in esteemed publications such
as Isele Magazine, Nenta Literary journal, The
Shallow Tales Review and the Adinkra Poetry
Prize issue, among others.

As an Ambassador for Youths and Rights
International and an advocate for Read Ghana,
Leo's passion for social justice and education
shines brightly. A self-proclaimed feminist, he is
unafraid to challenge the status quo. He firmly
believes that art is essential and that writing
provides stability in chaos.

Leo is a writer, a fighter, and a lover.
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- TAMARLO!

v

Visiting Editorial Advisor

Aseye Tamakloe is a filmmaker, film educator,
and cultural activist whose work merges
cinema with advocacy, memory, and
placemaking. With nearly two decades of
experience in Ghana's film and television
industries and beyond, she has become a
significant figure in shaping African cinematic
landscapes.

She has served as a co-programmer for Film
Africa Festival, London's largest celebration of
African and African diaspora cinema, organised
by the Royal African Society, and as the Festival
Director for the European Film Festival Ghana.

She is also a juror for the Feature Narrative
category at Philadelphia's renowned BlackStar
Film Festival. She is a board member of the
National Film Authority (NFA) in her home
country, Ghana.

Her practice focuses on creating and protecting
inclusive platforms, which is why she established
NDIVA Women's Film Festival. An initiative that
showcases, preserves, and celebrates work
created by, for, and about women.

Her acclaimed documentary, “When Women
Speak” continues to be screened worldwide.
Aseye Tamakloe is also a PhD candidate at the
Institute of African Studies, University of Ghana.

Her research interests are in the fields of African

Cinemas, African Urbanities, African Literature,
Popular Culture and Gender studies.
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ABOUT ANANRKE PROJECTS

Ananke Projects is an independent creative and
curatorial platform initiated by Seyram Klu De-Souza and
founded on the belief that artistic expression is not
optional, but essential to how societies think, remember,
heal, and imagine new futures. Named after Ananke, the
Greek personification of inevitability and necessity, the
platform exists as a space where art is understood not
simply as aesthetic production, but as a necessary force
for dialogue, transformation, and cultural meaning.

Working across publishing, curatorial practice,
interdisciplinary collaboration, research, and cultural
programming, Ananke Projects is committed to creating
thoughtful spaces where artists, writers, filmmakers, and
cultural practitioners can experiment freely and engage
deeply with ideas that shape contemporary life.

Interstice emerges as the inaugural publishing initiative
under Ananke Projects — the first expression of a
long-term vision dedicated to nurturing process,
experimentation, and forms of creative practice that exist
beyond conventional expectations of completion.

At its core, Ananke Projects exists for one simple reason:
because art must.
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“Nothing living was ever meant to be complete.
Perhaps the process alone is always enough.”






