
 

The Pine cone review  
 

 

January 2, 2021  

 B
ro

w
n

 id
e

n
tit

y
  

Is
su

e
 1

 

 

 



 
 

                                                         

                           



 
 

                                                                                

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE PINE CONE REVIEW 

ISSUE 1 

BROWN IDENTITY 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

The Pine Cone Review: Issue 1: Brown Identity Issue 

January 2, 2021. 

 

Published by The Pine Cone Review. 

www.thepineconereview.blogspot.com 

 

Please send all queries by e-mail to thepineconereview@gmail.com 

 

All rights of the works remain with the writers.  

All opinions expressed in the literary pieces belong to the respective writers. The Pine Cone 

Review does not take any liability for the same.  

 

Cover art by Dattatreya Paul.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Free distribution rights acknowledged.  

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.thepineconereview.blogspot.com/
mailto:thepineconereview@gmail.com


 
 

 

 

 

 

 

òEveryone has to scratch on walls somewhere or they go crazyó 

ˈ Michael Ondaatje, In the Skin of a Lion 
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From the Editor-in-Chiefôs desk 

 

Where I live, two different types of ferns look in at me. One of them is a pine tree. The pine 

cones hang alluringly. For it is natureôs quaint mystic policy that though a pine tree has both 

male and female cones, cross-pollination is the norm. Or is it the pine treeôs rebellion against 

what nature first thought was advisable? Living the norm is a matter of habit. Healing from 

the scars of the norm is a process of choice. 

Being a social animal, human beings often get defined by the community they are in and the 

company they keep. The social mores and codes of conduct seep into their existence. In this 

amalgam, there emerges a peculiar thing that differentiates one from the other. It is the 

individuated experience and perception that creates difference of expressions. This is born 

out of a discomfort. It may be the discomfort of ill-fitted shoes, of square souls in round pegs 

of normalcy. Or it might be the other way around. It may be an eerie knowledge of an opinion 

that questions the normalcy of norms of difference too. Our vision is to harness this 

discomfort that writers, artists, and other creative individuals feel.  

We have showcased 23 creative writers/artists in the inaugural issue of The Pine Cone 

Review, who perceive brownness and being brown in their own ways. My heartfelt gratitude 

is extended to the contributors, without whom this issue would not be possible. I hope readers 

wil l find this issue intriguing. 

Best wishes and regards to all. 

Susmita Paul 

Susmita Paul 

Editor-in-Chief 

Poetry & Art Editor 

The Pine Cone Review 

02nd January 2021 
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DEBALINA  DAS is the Non-fiction Editor. Life has taught 

her to never carry an umbrella, get wet, be confident in yoga 

pants, bake like Nigella Lawson, treasure the content and 

not worry about the fluff. 
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MBA by education, an animator and a fashion designer by 

profession and a visual artist at heart. Sreemoyee adores 

Nabaneeta Dev Sen and biriyani in the same breath. She loves 

to sing Rabindranath Tagore's songs.  
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Waiting for the Day We Look Past Our Eyes 

Danielle Wong 

 

Straight, blonde hair, blue eyes and brown made 

curly brown hair, green eyes the foreigner  

in their mind. 

 

Baba1 or mémère2, babushka3  

or bandana4. A five-minute walk  

if you run5; and 

 

coats were red in collar6; boys wore 

their colours6 up: phrases spoken without 

feet or a head7. 

 

Giggles and whispers behind hands. 

Walked away whenever  

I came near them. 

 

*  

 

Spoke mishmashed Creole, 

local to his land.  

Hakka8 versus Canto9  

disappeared when he moved.  

He became countryman  

of his homeland unknown  

 

to the new people  

he found himself with.  

Newest identity  

born from childhood palate, 

indicated Indian,  

African continent.  
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Trip back home one day.  

Money foreign-er,  

unrecognizable; 

even evolution of tongued sounds showed  

he was a tourist at home. 

 

Ill with homelessness. 

 

*  

 

Is she adopted? 

Mother taken as nanny with every step. 

Never considered natural 

mother despite the near day-long, 

excruciating labour. No words 

for them. 

 

*  

 

Whose child is this? Odd. He looks a bit like you. 

Mother bites her tongue. 

Unsure how to politely  

smack them awake;  

they have not changed  

in half a decade. 

 

*  

 

What are you doing here? She is not yours.  

Smart mouth father retaliates: 

What's wrong with you? Never 

saw a blonde Chinese before? 
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*  

 

Thick, black, coarse horsehair  

with loose curls, tiny eyes, tiny nose, 

learns surprisingly sweet words like nana10, 

prefers pao11 to spaghetti at lunch, 

book always in hand to avoid the shouts 

calling her monster, telling her  

go back home. 

 

Thick, dark brown, coarse hair dries 

before the second bucket of water hits. 

Big eyes, sharp cheekbones, fists 

meet his stomach until he finds  

his tongue could slice them down. 

 

Fine, blonde hair, tiny eyes,  

tiny nose, mischievous smile. Not  

a doll. Not your sweet thing. Live  

wasp between fingers, she scares 

them away. Can't get hurt 

if they're the ones carrying fear. 

 

*  

 

What are you? keeps  

coming up. White say 

Asian. Asian say White. 

Both stay standoffish. 

Children decide less  

awkward responses to bury 

the question of background. 

One claims Asian. 

One sarcasms Black or Human. 
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One quips Italian, Scandinavian, Greek, Norwegian; 

none of these in her bloodline. 

 

Overclaimed bloodline 

enjoys her friends, 

says they're all like her 

regardless of paleness or 

darkness of skin, regardless 

of size and stature. Bound  

by neurology. 

 

Human sits for hours 

in his room, playing 

online with friends  

who claim cousinship 

and comradery. Jokes,  

but keeps his tongue sharp. 

Rarely leaves home. 

 

Asian finds true love, 

tempers and laughter, 

late nights stacking, unpacking 

palettes of boxes 

with another half & half 

who agrees background  

means not being present. 

 

*  

 

Will the generation  

after my children  

still have to fight 

the insults, the stares, 

the finger-pointing laughter, 
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the violence, the silence, 

the hatred platter? 

Or will others start to look beyond  

skin, shape of eyes, size of nose, 

accept and love the growing 

number of children with coarse, 

blonde, curly hair, green eyes, caramel  

skin, every combination 

and permutation that can arise 

from mixing  

and mixing until we finally see  

the truth many people want  

to ignore? 

We are all one, 

only one, 

belonging to the same homeland 

third from the sun. 

________________________________ 

1grandmother ï Polish, Ukrainian 

2grandmother ï French 

3grandmother ï Russian; headscarf tied under chin ï Ukrainian 

4headscarf tied in back 

5Iri sh idiom: it will not take much time to get there if you hurry 

6French-Canadian mispronunciations of English; ñcolourò is pronounced as "collar", 

ñcollarò is pronounced as "colour" 

7Polish idiom: does not make sense 

8Han Chinese 

9Short for Cantonese, not fully Han Chinese 

10grandmother ï Italian 

11steamed bun filled with meat or vegetables 
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Coconut 

Monica Nathan 

 

ñForget cream. With coconut milk, itôs the coconut fat that rises to the top.ò  

My mother tells me this while shaking her belly. With the benefit of an audience, her dinner 

prep has transformed into a production worthy of a circus, the spices standing to attention 

while she brandishes her spatula with the authority of a ringmaster. 

I swing my gangly legs from my perch on the kitchen stool, watch as she adds brightly 

coloured spices to the spitting coconut fat, liberating their scents until they fill the tight space. 

No matter how often my father shimmies open the window, the smells remain like familiar 

friends: garlic and onion mixed with clove, curry powder, and garam masala, as pungent as 

the food stalls of Kolkata.  

The aroma greets me early the next morning while the household sleeps with a bloated 

heaviness. Turning on the kitchen lights, I locate the chilli powder in the back of the cabinet 

and sneak it back to my room. When I hear their radio crow the morning news, I shake out a 

small amount of powder, tip my head back, and pop it into my mouth. Instantly, my throat 

convulses with hacking coughs. I have become the fire eater in my motherôs circus, the heat 

cutting down to my stomach, my face expelling tears and mucus and spit in an effort to 

extinguish the flame. My mother rushes in and puts a hand to my forehead, clucks her tongue. 

ñYou can stay home today,ò she says. 

It is more the relief than the chilli that leaves me lightheaded.  

I stay home three more days. On the last, my mother comes to my room. 

ñSarahôs here,ò she says, ñItôs good to see her. Itôs been since your great eight graduation.ò 

Before going down, I sniff my sweater for any lingering odours from last nightôs fish.  

Finding Sarah in the den, I join her on the couch, crackling in its original plastic. We slide 

towards the sagging middle, her shoulder bumping against my chest, and I smell the peanut 

butter on her breath.  

ñItôs nice of you to visit,ò I say. 

ñI brought you your math homework.ò She pulls out a package of worksheets. 

We sit in silence as I struggle to come up with something to say. I stare at the copper Hindu 

deities flanking the television. My mother had given up trying to teach me their significance, 

calling me a coconut instead ï brown on the outside, white on the inside. 

ñRemember when we used to play family with my momôs statues?ò  

Sarah looks down. ñYeah. Well. Thank her for the snack.ò  
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She leaves on the back of a one sided goodbye.  

The next week, I see Sarah outside class, surrounded by her new friends. They are holding 

their sides, doubled over with laughter.  

Getting close, I hear her say, ñDo you want peanut butter and jelly?ò  

She repeats the phrase again and again, using an exaggerated Indian accent while wobbling 

her head from side to side.  

Catching sight of me, she stops mid sentence, turning as red as the chilli powder tucked under 

my pillow. Pin prickles of discomfort spread under my arms and a wave of heat slaps me 

across the face. I duck my head and race into the classroom. 

That night, I confront my mother. ñWhat happened, what did you do?ò 

ñI made her a sandwich,ò my mother says, her eyebrows knitting. 

ñAnd then what happened?ò  

ñShe ate the sandwich.ò 

ñDonôt ever speak to my friends again,ò I say, and leave her, deflating in the kitchen.  
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Brown Space: A limiting decision or reality? 

Arifa H. Sidhpurwala 

 

No form of identification is worth any more importance than the mere visual representation 

for its due recognition, whether it is flowers, spices, colours or skin. Anything more than that 

is but brutal discrimination.  

All that exists in its glory and neutrality is what I call brown ñspaceò. Everything in our world 

holds a little bit of brown. It gives us a sense of being ñoneò; united and connected, regardless 

of distance or identity.  While all of that is glorifying, the colour brown itself, is a unique 

blend in the realm of colours. It is a mixture of warm and cool, primary and secondary 

pigments that give us a distinct, neutral, tertiary colour. If the colour is darkened, it is a 

shadow; if itôs lightened, it turns into a nude. The dance of the tints and shades symbolizes a 

brown life.  

A brown life, if ever emerged from the dark, glows- and glows in all shades of bold and 

beautiful. The inner beauty and core strengths shine through- the brownness fades out.  

A question arises. Does a brown social, emotional and psychological space exist? 

The answer is, yes and no.  

As most people see it, a brown life is highly emotionally-driven, socially charged, and 

psychologically challenged, leaving little to no room for freedom of expression and living. 

There is a social, emotional and psychological space that exists in a brown life, almost like 

another universe, where decisions are based more on emotions than on logic or rationality, 

where social boundaries are not limited to social unions, where psychological beliefs are 

deep-rooted and disorders are not openly spoken about.  

For long, brown has been associated with negativity and enslavement. It is believed that 

ñbeing brown skinnedò brings hardships and sorrows. The belief is so deep-rooted that little 

has been done to break the norm in a brown life. Yet being brown skinned is an accusation in 

a brown life. 

Thatôs one side of the picture.  

A brown social, emotional and psychological space does not exist or can conveniently cease 

to exist. 

The brown life has most to do with past and present experiences, decisions and lifestyle. 

Agreeably, some occurrences are negative and have taken place based on being brown. But 

that does not imply it is true for all. So,  

Why does a brown emotional, social or psychological space even exist? 
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Because we allow it to exist and we dwell in it.  

Will the brown space ever dissolve or cease to exist? 

It will, if we choose to. If we stop drawing boundaries that belittle a brown life altogether and 

limits the potential. Truthfully, it may never be fully dissolved, but the lines around the 

brown space could effectively be dimmed. 

Brown is a blend of self-doubt, submissiveness, unparalleled tenacity, courage and beauty. 

And strangely enough, each trait acts as a cornerstone of strength in its own entirety.  

There is a bit of brown in every individual out there. Not only in the form of skin pigment, 

but in terms of mind and heart. If and when the brown within is ever unleashed, the brown 

space dissolves and the horizon expands.   

It has little to do with the colour; the brown space exists in the mind. It is a space we have 

chosen to create for comfort. We often fail to realize that if comfort becomes uncomfortable, 

we need to expand or dissolve that space. The brown space may have been idealized for 

comfort, but it fails to provide so, how about we let it go? What if the brown space never 

existed to begin with? Because in the end it is just a belief.  
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2 Artworks  

Piu Mahapatra 

 

 

 

 

 

The Touch and Smell Missing 
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The Smell and Touch Missing 

 

 

 


