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50 Questions to
Ask Your Partner

UPOMA AZIZ

“What would be an absolutely perfect afternoon to you?”

“Do you fear growing old?”

“If you had one last day to live, what would you spend it doing?”

Some days it's “25 questions to ask your lover” or,

“17 things they’d do if they truly loved you.”

You ask me questions you found on Pinterest or Tumblr, and I answer
them as patiently as I can.

I know millions and billions of facts about you,

If I wrote them on post-it notes and burnt them on my windowsill, wish-
ing they turned into stars,

Nighttime would burn brighter than the sole Sun ever could.

I bring you a selection of your favourite desserts according to the day of the
week, and you

match my ties to my shirts because you know I have terrible taste in fash-
ion -

I do not watch your favourite movies without you,

You always make sure I have a wooden spoon and not a metal one, because
I'd burn right through my tongue trying to have soup.

I don’t put uncooked onions in the salad because I know how much the
flavour disgusts you,

You stay up at night when I have to finish dreary, repetitive tasks.

“What are we doing wrong?” I ask myself as I

pull up methods and ways to rekindle one’s relationship, friendship, com-
panionship, anything-ship;

At the hopes of salvaging whatever I could.

The tabs keep piling up on top on one another like unwashed laundry, and
they all say,

We are doing it right.

But when I hold your hand, I can no longer read

What you tell me in Morse with each twitch and squeeze you give -

Trust me, I spent nights trying to decipher the pattern.

When you hold me, you place your ear away from where my heart is,
which, I suspect is because you know it doesn't beat faster every time we
touch anymore.

Hours feel like hours and not minutes when we are together.

We play ball with compliments and gifts and kind acts of service.

We race to apologizing first.

“Let me,” we both say and try to take the fall, the burden, instead of trying
to split it.

It's a tug of war, and none of us wants to let go.

[ stay, and I think you do too,

Because I still hope,

One day I'll wake up feeling loved and able to love again.

Upoma Aziz is a slouching, crouching, grouchy Goblin with a hoarding problem.
Tell her to declutter her desk and her mind at upoma.aziz@gmail.com
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My first encounter with
the unknown

AZMIN AZRAN

If I didn't have a terrible headache that
night, I probably could have avoided all
that trouble.

But as men who are insubordinate and
churlish, we don't listen to our moms, we
neglect to drink water, we get dehydrat-
ed, we develop headaches, we fail to fall
asleep, and then we face terrible monsters
in the night.

I was thrashing around on my bed wait-
ing for my eyebrows to stop hurting and
wondering if I should turn off the fan or
pull up the covers, when my phone rang.
There’s never a good time for a phone to
ring, in my opinion, but half an hour past
midnight is an especially bad time. Head-
ache be damned, I picked up my phone.

“You weren't sleeping, were you?” my
friend cackled. His name was Shuvo, and
he had a beautiful voice (only when he
sang folk).

“Nah. I just got into bed, but I have a
headache,” I grumbled.

“Excellent! Come downstairs, we're waiting
for you.”

“What do you mean downstairs? Have
you seen the time?” I looked at the time.
It was late.

“Look, we're going to Puran Dhaka. It's
cold, we'll take a rickshaw ride, it'll be a
blast.”

“Umm... I'm not sure, I have classes
tomorrow...”

“You have 5 minutes to make up your
mind, friend. That's how long it'll take me
to finish this lollipop, and then we'll be off.
Capiche?”

“Capiche? Since when do you use the
word ‘capiche’, you dumb...,” Shuvo hung
up before I was done.

It didn't take me 5 minutes to decide,
to be honest. It was more like 30 seconds,
or as long as it took me to get up and walk
to the balcony to make sure Shuvo really
was waiting for me downstairs. The sight
of thinning hair on the top of his head
assured me, and by the time I got ready
and headed downstairs, 6 minutes and 57
seconds had passed. Disheartened, I stared
at the backs of a couple of rickshaws car-
rying who I assumed was Shuvo and some
of my other friends, until they slowly

disappeared in the early winter fog.

I was taking a moment to consider
what I should do then, when a rickshaw
appeared behind me.

Tring tring, the bell rang. I looked up
at the face of an elderly rickshawala, and
found myself taken aback by a smile that
could best be described as... soulful.

“Bakshibazar?” the murobbi asked.

“How did you know?” I mumbled.

“Get on,” he gestured with his head.

The rickshaw ride may have been as
much of a blast as my friend promised me,
but I never really noticed. The man pulling
my rickshaw seemed frail and elderly
when he pulled up next to me in front of
my house, but the closer we got to the des-
tination, the stronger he seemed to get. At
first, he was having trouble overtaking pe-
destrians on the road, but when he crossed
Chankharpul, T was sure he tring tring’ed
a running motorcycle in the middle of an
open road. The fog that was threatening
to surround us just an hour ago was now
gone now, and the air took on the heavy
odour of soil expecting rain.

“Mama, do you like rain? It could rain
tonight,” the rickshawala asked. His pad-
dling never missed a beat, his eyes never
left the road.

“I love the rain, but it's supposed to be
winter now, isn't it?” I asked back.

“It really depends on what you want,
mama,” this time he looked back and
smiled. He helped me pull up the rick-
shaw’s hood, and handed me a plastic
sheet. I would be protected from the rain.

By the time the clouds roared and the
sky broke, I already knew it was going
to rain. The rickshaw that was supposed
to take me to Bakshibazar had travelled
somewhere else by now. Somewhere dark,
a place hidden by the sheets of rain pelting
down.

I hunkered down in my rickshaw and
enjoyed the drops of water clashing into
the plastic sheet in my hands. I remem-
bered a ghost of a headache, and the
remnants of a home I had left some hours
ago. I wondered if I would go back, and
smiled as I realised I didn't know.
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