
7FABLE FACTORY

WAZIHA AZIZ

Another night spent awaiting the sunrise. 
I look out my window facing a mesh of 
red, orange, yellow hues against a vast, 
cerulean canvas. I must disagree with the 
poets. Each morning, it is the same, in its 
staggeringly tedious white-on-blue enor-
mity, it is the same sky.

The trophy I had wanted since child-
hood sits menacingly on the shelf. I blink, 
hoping it might take a brand-new shape. 
But it remains, the solid object I brought 
home a few weeks ago. The same hunk of 
metal and wood moulded into a gram-
ophone, grand and golden, with “FIRST 
PLACE” engraved on its side like letters on 
a tombstone.

I stare bleary eyed as my lock screen 
tells me I have a new message.

“I’m so proud of you, Abrar! I always 
knew you’d win. There’s nothing you can’t 
do! I promise, it will only get better from 
here.”

“Thank you for your kind words.” My 
fingers type out and hit send.

 In the past few days, my body has 
learnt five different ways to reflexively 
thank someone – automated responses to 
all my well-wishers.

My mother is upset that I have not sat 
at the piano since the competition. Ini-
tially she assumed I had been rewarding 
myself with a small break. Now she notic-
es the hollow in my eyes. She notices my 
untouched meals and unkempt hair. Soon 
she will come into my room to remind 
me of my gift. She will ask me why I run 
from it, now of all times.

How can I explain that playing the 
piano feels like racing towards nothing? I 
have no new shinier trophy to set my eyes 
on. I have no grand title to chase. 

My father had bought me my piano 
when I was a child, and I had longed to 
master the instrument since. Multiple 
tutors and hundreds of practice sessions 
passed when the true reach of my talents 
began to unfold. Once I found out about 
the competition in Prague, the course of 
my life was set. 

After years of hard work, a few months 
ago I finally secured a spot in the com-

petition. And so, my mother and I flew 
out to Prague a month beforehand. Only 
one thing stood before my mind’s eye: a 
prize that would be a testimony for my 
entire career. Each day I would sit at my 
piano by the window until I knew the 
Double Thirds Etude like the back of 
my hand. Each night I would know no 
sleep. I would stare down at the keys until 
they’d stared back at me. Stoic expressions 
on their dull, dead faces. I wouldn’t stop 
until I brought them to life.

On the fateful night, my mind was not 
my own. A stranger, in a strange theatre 
of a strange city, wandering in a stranger’s 
body, I drifted in place. As they called my 
name, I fought down a bout of nausea 
and entered the stage. Each moment of 
my life had been cascading towards this 
point. I felt the burden of a thousand 
eyes on me, a thousand ears prepared 
to hear the verdict of whether I would 
pass on my own life. A hundred flashing 
lights. Rapturous applause followed by a 
silence that hung by a thread. My fingers 
edged towards the keys, approached the 
final chapter of my biography as I pressed 
down, an alien note emanating from the 
piano and drifting into my ears. 

With the final key I signed my sentence, 
either to ascend or to die. Or both. 

Towards the end of the night they 
announced that I had won.

I heard no applause nor cheer. Back-
stage, I gave in to the bout of nausea and 
allowed my insides to empty themselves 
of bile. I let go of the fear, told myself I 
had finally done it. My dream was finally 
in the palm of my hands, with nowhere 
else to put it.

My book has been written, the epi-
logue closed. I am standing on the other 
side of my biography. I read through the 
pages, relive the scenes that brought me 
all my glory. I have now become a con-
tainer for the past; a mason jar to hold all 
my memories in place.
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inflated sense of self. Remind her that she’s 

not all that via Instagram @useless_depress-
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I write to you in songs that come from the migratory birds that 
flock
The skies and swing by the river beside my stick house in search 
of shelter.
I am a stickman. And I write from uncertain times, a distant 
future, sped up 
As the sun goes down when it’s dusk, with the blood of the 
moon shining crimson red
And the night sky upon us.
I pen misery with dark black ink that I draw from a hole inside 
of my chest
And as you can see, I am slowly nearing an ink crisis. 
A void of words, as you continue to replace them with colors,
A stickman’s job is to stare at the sky and heave breaths of dis-
dain and curse 
At the world, the wind, and everything that goes by
But it’s different for me now. The world is ending soon.
I would like to be of some help to you. Protect what we share –
Every name we give it, and all the reasons why
Before the ground I place my weight on catches fire
Like a sapling full of life, nourish it with soil and water. 
Paint my hands with dirt, mud, and care. 
I would like to spiral with you into the cursed depths of this 
hollow earth
And fly my way back to you, wherever you are.
Whether it be a five-minute walk or two continents apart –
From where the migratory birds emerge,
From where their wings take first flight,
I would like to fly back to you 
And never leave home again.

Fahad likes frogs. Reach out to him at amfahad1747@gmail.com
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