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| will write
for you a poem

SAMIN SABAH ISLAM

[ will write for you a poem.

For the fatigue that caffeine fails to free.

To bushel the heartache music can't mend,

And the loses that no solace in the world can tend.

For you I'll indite words of a kind.

For the ones who wish for time to rewind.

For the damaged souls feeling abandoned by all,
And the incognizant lot needing a wake up call.

A unique verse for you I'll reap.

For insomniacs astir counting sheep.

To the rusting souls who see only the end.
For the ones who only seek a friend.

A poem for you I will breed,

Because sometimes words are all you need.
Open your heart let down your guards,
Clear your mind and just imbibe my words.

TEEN Factory

CROSSROADS

ZARIN REZWANA

[t was one of the darkest nights of the year, silence reeked in the deepest darkest
veins of the tunnel which would soon lead to dawn. The hospital was dead, unlike
the ones residing in it, for they were holding on to life by a thread, subconsciously
hoping it would be stronger.

And cutting through the silence was the drunken steps of a young girl, one who
was just managing to prevent two people from falling, one of the two being herself.
Leaning over the reception, she broke the trance of the attendant who was snug in
the otherwise cold, greying hall that resembled any other hospital. As for the girl,
the beeping of the machines buzzed, their loudness tenfold, adding to the pain she
was already in.

'Baby, here.' She managed to say, before rendering breathless.

The girl was carried off on a stretcher into the operation theatre in a blink - no
forms filled in, no kin called.

The gynecologist who was paged had been praying to get out of her house. Tired
of the incessant scowls and never ending quarrels about the ungodly hours outside
from the person who had promised her togetherness, both in sickness and in
health. She served her patients well, for they were the only salvation she could find.

Under the blinding light, the girl with the red hair couldn't feel anything but
pain. It hurt to breath. Maybe, her heart felt the pain as it pumped too. It was all a
haze, every rise and fall of her chest became slower as her energy drained out.

The doctor called for a suction. The mother wasn't pushing hard enough. The
baby inside was suffocating; she couldn't let a life end before beginning.

The cold sensation was gaining in on her as she lay on the metal bed. The
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The doctor sighed with relief; the baby was venturing out into the world. The
mother's heart rate was slow, but that wasn't unusual. She was tired, of course. But
just as the sound of life filled the room, a continuous sound coexisted. The peaks
on the cardiac monitor fell, and the mother's chest fell one last time.

Life and death had crossed paths.

TASMIA RAHMAN

[ had a feeling we would see the world burn,
End of humanity in the fires of hell
A hell we created out of fire and sorrow
The sorrow of those souls we fed off
Those souls we watched crash and burn

[ had a feeling the end was near,
The end of mankind, but the start of fear
A fear conjured by those in hell
Conjured to make this world vanquish
Disappear into dust and hollow

I had a feeling that death had arrived,
Arrived in the form of crushed souls ashore
A shore made of skulls and bones
Those we killed from forgotten humanity
Humanity, a concept we failed to see

[ had a feeling that hope was lost for all,
That this world would succumb to its wounds
But, it was just a new beginning
A beginning blessed with the rays of unity
A unity for mankind to avenge the end
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