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Hellgoers

ZABIR KHAN

In the dead of the night,

When all spilled blood turns blue,
When the moon fails to show itself,
Where do I find you?

Walking the path of uncertainty,

To chase those unborn possibilities, impossibilities,

Wearing your misfit fingers into mine,
And walking out of the line.

Living in the memories,
Memories that never existed,
And a kingdom of lies.

A kingdom that I've built,
The lies that I've lied;

Lies I love to live in,

Lies I love to believe in.

Lies that buried the truth
And erased the escape route.

Plot? There’s no plot,
Only conspirators plot.
There is no conspirator,
There are no syndicates,
There’s only you.

But aren’t you enough?

Heavens, heavens never looked down.
We never looked up,

Doubting the future,

Polluting our eternal existence.

The fire would only burn the best —
If I burn with it, burn in it

And burn with you.

Burning is all we will get

If we die together tomorrow, or today.

The writer is a student of class 10 at Rangpur Zilla
School.

BUSHRA ZAMAN

I have always found it difficult to make a choice. Even the
simplest of choices.

Choices are subjective. Personally, I believe decisions
involving oneself are easier than making choices that im-
pact others. See, I could make the biggest mistake of my
life but I would still have the ability to limit the disaster
to just myself and not others.

But what if something you wished for had detrimental
effects on someone else’s life? The academic success you
longed for could have come in the form of a scholarship
which someone else might have needed more. Your ask-
ing for wealth could have come at the cost of a loved one
who left you their wealth. You'd think these scenarios
sound extreme, that such hypothetical scenarios could
never apply to you, until one day, you make a decision
that emotionally cripples you for years to come. Had I
known this, would I have made the same choice to not
see my grandfather when I knew he would be passing
away?

I remember when my grandfather first fell ill, as
grandparents unfortunately inevitably do at some point
in life. I chose to see him because I had full belief he
would recover. My idol. The one person in my universe
who could never do wrong. But then the frequency of my
grandad falling ill gradually increased. What was strange
was that all this did was further consolidate the idea that
my grandfather would just keep coming back. He'd be
alright no matter what storm hit him. The man was made
of steel.

On one such day that my brain had registered as a

usual day at the hospital, my grandfather stopped getting
better and instead started to get worse. The decline in
health was so fast it made my head spin. It was almost
New Years, and there were parties and loud music every-
where; I could not have hated celebrations more in all
my life. Amidst all the music and partying, I cried into
my prayer mat as I made a choice.

I thought of the ventilator and how much pain such a
beautiful person was going through just to give the rest of
us the comfort of only the mere possibility of having him
alive. With a heavy heart, I sobbed onto my prayer mat as
I begged to have him stop suffering from pain any longer;
something very different from the usual, “Please heal
him,” because deep down I knew this gem of a person's
time was up. I then made the choice to not see him in his
final moments.

You may think this was incredibly selfish. It was. How-
ever, for the first time, what seemed like an awful choice
made sense. Not going into the ICU allowed others to go
in in my place. People who needed to be with the won-
derful human in his final moments. People who could
give him the strength he needed rather than my emotion-
al mess of a person bawling over his current state.

What did I get out of it? A memory of my idol to
haunt me for the rest of my life, where his last words to
me in his healthy state were that he would come back.

The only consolation, if you ask me, is that in my
heart, he never left.
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