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paper in my hand, but I hold tight.
The gust beats against my shirt, and
my face feels caked with red sand. I am
reminded of some time in the middle of
a wet summer a decade ago.

Outside, rain had left the grey
concrete land crying. I was busy peering
at a man pulling a rickshaw in water
that climbed up to his knees and then
some. Against the dreary concrete,

me cold. I could tell his anger was not
directed at me, but a paralysis struck
me as he handed me a slip of paper
with a list of medicines that carried in
shiny ink names too complex for me to
pronounce. The pharmacist will know,
he told me, and I noticed his sunken
eyes. They were not like that when the
world still looked bright to me.

I rushed to my mother o get a

Them two dogs

-

into the waist-high water.

The city had no flowers to give it
colour. In the rain, everything turned
grey, and it had been that way for the
past week now. The buildings formed
clusters of spikes that stood up straight
like a hand reaching for the sky.
Everyone shut themselves inside as
the streets flooded and kept flooding,
almost like some divine being was
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just bleat

most

host

it its extremes
standing Supremes

trauma we can’t
Skulls smashed

rammed with bullets
Tears run in rivulets

on the land

female hair strand

Women’s
revolution

The theocracy is crumbling in its seat
43 years now, the people shall no longer

Like a pregnancy that lasts for 42 weeks at
Before a new life is pushed out through its
The old order must be rolled up and with
To give way to the new, despite long-

Zan, zendegi, azadi-we chant
Escape from generational or communal

with batons,

The blood of short-lived lives of children
Of the Ayatollahs that forbid the sight of a
Stop, we want the right to life and liberty

Your draconian laws have lost validity
The fire in the hearts shan'’t fizzle out
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its signpost. I stared at them for the
longest time. One was clearly older than
the other. Maybe one was a mother?

I had no time to think about that,
the medicine took priority. I knew that.
But I did not want to disturb them, nor
could I stop staring at them, calm in the
middle of so much. So in an effort to
tiptoe around them, I pressed my foot
lightly on the marble on the inside of

chests

arts.

and you

the store and slipped and slammed my
face right on the cold marble floor.

I groaned, not as much in pain as
disappointed at seeing the two dogs
scuttle away as if they felt no longer
welcome.

I am on the inter-city train now,
headed towards a destination of
encroaching frigidity that reminds
me again and again of that cold day. I
was able to save my mother, then. The
medication did their trick. But I did not
see those two dogs ever again.

This long metal snake takes me
where I need to be in no time, but I
don’t get to look around and find calm
animals sleeping in my short journey.
Something has changed over the years
since I left this city and my mother in
search of a way to discard my grief, and
the only time I ever thought of home
was when I saw a dog.

I enter the hospital and take
the elevator to the fifth floor. I am
clenching my teeth, holding my chest
together, daring not to take the cold
smell in. I expect an outburst, I expect
all the blame to fall on me. Yet what I
am greeted with are tears and cold
embraces from those whose faces I
can barely recognise. They say she
can’t breathe on her own anymore, a
voice enters my ears, and the words are
uttered through a funnel of monotone.
Or maybe it’s just me, I look around
and the faces and the figures begin to
resemble the silhouettes of the grey
monoliths that drape the city. I panic,
but I slowly head inside the Care Unit
where I am greeted by a doctor who has
heavy eyes steeled away from emotion.
He tells me all T need to know but
there’s nothing new there. I look at him,
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hospital doors and see a dog drinking
from a muddy pothole. It looks up at me
as I sit down, then marches away into a
hole between (wo buildings, almost
repulsed by my presence.

Raian Abedin is a writer and a poet with
a passion for capturing in words the many
lives people lead, and the bizarreness
hidden in everyone’s normality.
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Inflight, I burn, short of breath, dreaming of you,
The sensation - within me, ripples as a circle all
over.
Along the windowpane, unfolds a carpet of clouds,
And, there you appear dancing on a band of silver.
You are the dancer and the dance at once,

the creator and the creation - a seamless fusion of

You keep dancing, my celestial dancer.
Clouds in heaven bow and billow around your feet,

glide through, oblivious to their ethereal presence.

Do not mistake it for just a transient bout
Fear is absent, risks abundant, united we
strive

Cyrus’s standards we shall revive

Bewitched, I watch, lost in rapture’s snare,

And all things I knew, I knew nothing like this.
For, to this artistry of you, fair dancer, nothing
compares.
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