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"Abu, how was school?" Begum asks of her son.
" " " "Boring. I'm going out to play football," he
replies, mumbling.
" " " The doctor gazes happily at his son, thinking
of his own days with soccer in Comilla.
" " " "What are you looking at, father?" Adil says
shortly.
" " " "Nothing, son. Go along, have a good time."
He approaches his son and places his hand on
the young boy's shoulder. "Don't worry about
your studies for right now."
" " " "Yes sir. Not a problem." Adil hurries off to
his room to change out of his uniform while the
doctor sits himself on a plush sofa. He reaches
for a copy of an English newspaper, detailing the
latest of the crown's infringements upon Bengali
rights, but he stops short of picking it up. He
thinks of the ideas of freedom and equality
espoused by those abroad in America and
wonders if such thoughts can be realized from
abstraction.
" " "  "Maybe someday," he mutters to himself.
Begum looks up from the laundry, confused.
""" Maybe someday.

____________

Fall soon comes, and then goes,
Pretty soon, it starts to snow.

Big white ßakes ßoat gently down,
Spreading a white blanket all over town.

The air feels all crisp and clean,
The sun comes through the clouds in a silvery

sheen.
The yearÕs Þrst rainfall freshens the earth,

As the animals on this planet give new birth.

_________

Sounds of the Seasons
- Bushra Rahman

The sound of rushing water Þlls the air,
As spring rolls in, fresh and fair.

After a cold and frigid time,
Enjoying springÕs warmth is no crime.

Summer comes in, slow and steady,
For this season, everyoneÕs ready.
Birds sing happily in the leafy trees,

As the branches tremble in the soothing breeze.

Flowers bloom under the beautiful sky,
ItÕs crisp and blue as the wind blows by.

Pleasant warmth and Þreßies,
And bright stars twinkle in the clear night sky.


