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The Unknown

| FABLE

The Improbable Emblem

ZAHRA ZILLUR

French fries - available in distinctive varieties all across the globe,
Each with a unique virtue, able to make one's taste buds explode.
Although they are crafted from the same tuberous crop,

A non identical kind can be fashioned with every chop.
Whether the contrast lies in size, shape, taste or place of origin,

The fact that every type is delectable seems to be the masses' opinion.
However, the same could not be said if the words French fries were to be replaced.
If the word humans was used instead, a different predicament would have to be faced.
Even though, just like French fries, initially we are all the selfsame,

Over the course of time we tend to set our differences aflame.

The same characteristics that enable these starchy treats to start a mouth-watering revolution,
Lead to innocuous people being subjected to all manners of discrimination.

We feel it a desideratum to tell ourselves that like us, there are none,

But we fail to comprehend that if we amalgamate, we have already won.

So since we are all living under the same sporadically azure sky,

Why, despite the parallels, must we choose to be so different from a french fry?

~SCape Route

NUREN IFTEKHAR

It was about 3 am when Rima realised, in a half-
dazed state that the train she was on was never going
to stop. It was the sort of epiphany that was bound
to make someone alarmed but she realised with mild
amazement that it wasn't the case. In a moment of
perfect clarity she looked at the dimly lit
compartment and realised that there is nowhere else
she'd rather be.

A scatter of people kept the seemingly empty
compartment alive. She could see a man in his 50's
with his face in his hands, mumbling something she
could not make out. His stark white hair had a
fluorescent glow in the dim yellow light of the train.
To the row beside him she saw a woman in red,
trying to weave a woollen sweater. The jerking train
made her prick her finger one too many times. The
sweater already drenched with the dark red fluid, the
woman smiled as if that was just the shade of red she
was going for. Behind her, Rima could hear the voice
of a man humming a song that sounded ever so
tamiliar. Her heart ached to join in with him and
sing the tune but to her surprise she couldn't
remember a single word of it.

Rima started recounting the chain of events that
led her here. She realised that all her memories were
getting fuzzier with every passing moment. She tried
to recreate her memories in her mind and walk
through them. She could see an old house, chunks of

its white paint crusted off, old bricks exposed like an
open wound. She could see herself behind the grills
of a room in the corner, her eyes seeking... escape?
Before Rima could remember, the vision changed.
She was in a room, bringing dinner to a man she
didn't want to remember. His face held no
expression, his words bore no edge, and yet Rima
could feel the trickle of happiness in her mind fade
away at the very thought of that room.

The next memory in her head came in like a fresh
air that reverberates in your lung. She saw herself in
the train station. Looking behind her, half scared
that some familiar face will pop up. Her mind tried
to calm itself down by focusing on the hypnotic tick
of the grandfather clock beside her. Rima watched
herself wait for the midnight train to take her away,
away from today.

Rima snapped back to reality. The cold wind
rushing at her face pricked her face like needles. No
one needed to tell her anything. The old man was
looking at his hand, resigned to his fate and the
disease eating away at him. His face was shrouded
with the calm of acceptance. The woman in red
looked at the half-woven sweater in her hand. Never
to be worn by the kid who was just not coming back.
Red was always his favourite colour. After a moment
of silence, the man behind Rima began humming
another tune. The words began to flow through her
as she raised her voice to finally sing along as the
midnight train tore through the nightscape.
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Think about the past,

The deeds you must own.

You ask yourself 'Where did I go wrong?'

[ say, give it time, reasons will unfold that are still unknown.
Think about the present,

Is it better or worse than before?

I say, chin up, things are looking brighter,

In time you will understand it's a pat on the shoulder, not a
low blow.

And then, think about the future,

Where the unknown reigns supreme.

We are all fast approaching the end of the tunnel,

And at the end there is our maker, ready with all the answers,
waiting to greet.
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