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MOTHER, YOU
ALWAYS WERE

ZARIN SUBHA ADRITA

I didn't know who I was,
May be a broken star,
anting to shine.
May be a broken winged bird
anting to fly.
May be a leafless tree
illing of green.
May be a broken heart
Looking for love.
he first time you held
I knew you were right.
In all my darkness
'ou were the light.
henever I cried,
ou were the strength to fight.
henever I felt down
ou reminded me of my height.
henever | lost power
ou made a hope’s tower.
I said, “Let it go.”
ou never said, “Then do.”
I said, “I can't see light,”
ou said, “But still ight.”
I knew that I would lose.
ou asked, “Which path did you choose?”
hen what ever was my answer,
ou said whichever | found was better.
In rain you were my umbrella,
In cold you were my coat,
In heat you were my hat,
In storm you were my shade,
In sorrow you were my strength,
In life you were my friend.
As | passed through different weather,
ou always stayed my mother.

The writer is a class 5 student at Shaheed Anowar Girls
School and College.

TASNIM ODRIKA

Every day at 3 AM I'd see her. She’d be in the
second compartment of the subway sitting
with her legs crossed with a book in her
hand. Always with a book in her hand. She'd
sit so perfectly and so still, you'd mistake her
for a china doll. If she did not occasionally
flip the pages of her book, I would actually
think so. Even when she flipped the pages
she’d do so with the utmost grace.

[ still remember the very first day I saw
her. You don't really notice much when it’s
3 AM and you're jealous of the rest of the
world who gets to be asleep. I had been
riding under the flickering lights of this pre-
dawn subway for as long as | can remember
and then one day she was just there. And
then after that she was always there with
her pastel outfits and round purple glass-
es flipping through the pages of Victorian
novels. Her blue-black hair rushed out of her
head and fell to her waist. It would move
along with the train as the train swerved and
braked.

['d sit right opposite to her in the emp-
ty compartment and she never looked up.
Not even once. Even on the days I spent the
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whole ride staring at her almost ethereal
being; she never even blinked. I'd get off
before her and she would always be there
when I got on. It came to a point where it
was impossible for me to imagine her in
any existence other than the one where she’s
sitting opposite to me, cross legged and
holding a book.

You might wonder why I never tried
conversing with her when I found her so
fascinating. But fascination is not the right
word. It was more like terror heavily veiled
by beguile. Her china doll-like appearance
was not an exaggeration. There was no sign
of breathing in her and her smooth porce-
lain skin had no sign of anything running
through it. I never had the courage to stare
into her eyes and thankfully they never
looked up at me. I would get onto this train
and quietly sit opposite to her then spend
my time stealing glimpses or sometimes
unabashedly staring but always making sure
to sit as still as her and never looking directly
into her eyes.

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



