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The Tree
of Fears

SHOUNAK REZA

A slice of fear took its place in my heart,
Like a seedling that nobody should nurture.
[ watered it in spite of myself
And silently did it develop branches —
Unknown to myself did it spread its domain
All over my heart, tightening its clasp.

[ woke up in the middle of every night,
Trying to make the now grown tree disappear
Or perhaps to make it shrink back to a seedling.
But my thoughts watered it.

My mind kept its leaves green —

Such a stubborn tree, the tree of fears.

DEAR DISMAY

RAIYA SHABNAB

To the sinister that scorns every rose I pick,
To the cantor who breaks every note I sing,
To the silent who disparages every word I speak,
[ encounter that ominous while repairing my wings.

It ought to sneer my fresh scars again,
Unaware that it silhouetted me against the rain
Where the poisoned dagger recedes my sanctity

Which slowly inherits an unknown entity.

I doubt they believe that the divergence that I choose
Is all that defies me as a hangman's noose,
But how do I denude the thing which I fear?
For it is the thing I hold most dear.

The writer is a class 12 student at Joypurhat Girls' Cadet
College
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DISILLUSION

TASNIM ODRIKA

“Hey, what are you up to?”

The person that the question was directed to
looked up from a bunch of papers in front of her.
“Please, don't disturb me. I'm trying to write”, said
the woman clearly annoyed.

The burly woman who asked the question sat
down opposite to her without paying heed to the
annoyance. “Are you going to finish your food?”

“No. I told you I'm writing.”

The women were seated in those cafeteria
canteen tables. The table tops were white and
panelled with dark-brown wood. The burly
woman started chewing on her hair while eyeing
the food. Both the women had stringy hair that
seemed like it hadn't been washed in weeks.

“My editor is expecting the first draft by tonight.

Would you please leave me alone?”

“Yeah, sure. But, can I have your food first?”

“Have at it.” The woman replied without even
looking up from her papers.

“You know, I don't really care much for beans
and mashed potatoes; more so, because the
cooking here is just disgusting. But, and this is just
between you and me, I've heard rumours that
there's going to be a Golden Key implanted in one
of these lunches. A Golden Key out of this place!
So, I've been going around eating as many lunches
as possible.”

“Listen here missy! I don't know if you've heard
me the first few times, but I AM TRYING TO
WRITE!” the woman said, slapping the table; but,
not too loud, so as not to arise suspicion of the
guards standing outside the room. A few still
looked her way so she quickly composed herself.

She then leaned in towards the burly woman and
hissed, “GO AWAY.”

“Say, you keep saying you're writing but where's
your pen?” replied the burly woman clearly
unperturbed.

“What do you mean? Here's my pen!” She held
up the pen to her eyes and then towards the light
to make sure it was still there.

“Okay, you're definitely nuts. That's just a stick.
Did you find it in the compound outside during
recreation hours?”

“As a matter of fact, I did find it there and the
nurse said it was a pen. She would never lie to me.
Now, go away and leave me alone.”

“Let me see what you're writing over there
then.” She picked up a scrap of paper from the
crumpled up pile and examined it. “Why, this is
just an old restaurant receipt.”

As soon as she returned the paper to the pile,
she found herself being thrown to the floor. The
other woman was on top of her trying to stab her
with the stick. “I told you to leave me alone, didn't
[? Now you made me lose my cool.” She screamed
at the burly woman.

[n-between the hair tugging and the stabbing
the guards finally intervened and dragged away the
woman with the stick along white tiled floors
through a series of ominous double doors.

“All of 'em are nuts here,” yelled back the burly
woman as she picked herself up and dusted herself
off. Then she went to the person in the next table
inquiring about her lunch.

Tasnim Odrika likes pineapple on pizza and is willing
to fight anyone who opposes her on this. Reach her at
odrika_02 @yahoo.com




