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SYEDA ERUM NOOR

With a twinkle in their eyes

And a question forming on their lips,
When they come knocking at my door
In search of fairy tales of my youth,

What shall T say?

Will they be dulled

When it opens to a black abyss?
To blurs of empty sheets

And darkened rooms?

To silent walls

And quickened breaths?

Of prayers sent

To empty skies?

What shall I tell them about you?

Should I spin lies

Of our cold romance,

Or tell them

Of your absent scent?

The scent of patience pinned on thin walls
With chipping paint and hammered nails.

Or should I tell them when we meet?

When we miss each other by happenstance
While meeting in our loneliness?

Or while we pray for one another’s hand
In hoping for a lover’s dance?

Should I tell them

Of our waltzes in the dark?

Bewitched and standing miles apart
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I always found the aftermath of even the
lightest of rain showers to be too messy for
my liking. That is, until global warming
brought about a heatwave capable of caus-
ing existential crisis because you cannot
discern between being alive and having
melted away.

There came a point when I felt physically
ill, fluid, and lethargic. Right when I gave
up and felt myself begin to melt away com-
pletely, the sun suddenly moved away and
I barely managed to drag any remaining

LACK OF ME

While moving in and out of sync.
We've danced together, haven't we?

Somewhere amidst the rain and fog
I must have seen you standing there.
In my paintings on the wall,

In a picture on my phone.

Maybe you were at my door?

Did I forget to let you in?

How shall I say you looked at them?

With loving hatred

For miracles?

Or shall I say

You never looked?

Stayed far from where

You couldn’t see?

From where they'd never know
where they'd come from.

Or who I'd been

When [ was yours.

Would they love me,
Do you think?

The way you did,
When you saw me?

Or will that door
Snatch them up as well
With all its emptiness
And its lack of me?

Syeda Erum Noor is dangerously oblivious
and has no sense of time. Send help at erum.
noor1998 @gmail.com
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Heat

solid fragments I had left of myself to my
balcony in hope of catching a cool draft.
On account of my poor luck, however, all I
got was a floor that felt like hot coal.

Not even breaking out my handy-dandy
haat pakha worked. I lay down looking up
at the sky, trying to recall any rain dances
I saw in movies, coming up with virtually
nothing. Every time I opened my eyes, I'd
see my sunlit floor and plants that looked
almost as lifeless and dehydrated as I did.

I kept my eyes forced shut, hiding from
sunlight, until all of a sudden, a cool shade

came over me.

And with that, the wind appeared, and I
heard the trees whistling and swaying as the
sky turned moody and grey. That was when
[ felt tiny drops of rain being pushed by the
wind on to my face. I'd forgotten it could
even rain at this point due to the drought.

I figured it was probably my sweat being
moved about by the wind.

I opened my eyes to see different vivid
shades of green adorning the trees and
plants before me, and a beautiful scent
of dirt and earth wafted everywhere. This
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sense of peace filled my balcony, and for
the first time in my life, I did not mind the
rain. As every drop of rain fell, I recalled
hiding underneath a library entrance with
my grandfather, waiting for the rain to pass,
or spending weekends with my grand-
mother as she’d make me my favourite
food on a rainy day. I sat up and looked at
how the world seemed cleaner and things
reflected off of water in a manner so beauti-
fully natural it would have been easily dis-
missed as something normal. I missed my
family and my friends, because I realized
how I spent a number of rainy afternoons
discussing the lives of my loved ones and [,
over a cup of warm tea.

It is astonishing how sometimes ordi-
nary aspects of life can be so easily taken
for granted, and how they impact each life
differently, resulting in numerous mem-
ories over a lifetime. Sometimes global
warming seems like a distant threat. But
when it personally affects you and you
question how long you'd be able to hold
onto something you realize you wish
would last forever, it is often too late for
a positive change. So, if there were a time
that you could start carrying out deeds to
protect the environment, I'd say now would
be high time.

As for myself, I have become more toler-
ant of the rain, enough to not mind being
drenched in sudden rainfall. If, however,
any downpours are expected on a regular
basis, this author will be in hiding until the
clouds get a grip.

Bushra Zaman likes books, art, and only being
contacted by email. Contact her at bushra-
zaman31 @yahoo.com



