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Like Dandelion Seeds

A MFP Short Story


Aisha stared up at the dark sky with its array of glittering stars, some covered by circling, black clouds. The wind ruffled her hair over her eyes, and Aisha made no attempt to pull the strands back.  
The wooden balcony she stood in overlooked the park before her house, with its swings and charm that Aisha remembered from her childhood. The place where she’d first met Yasmin. The dark grass fluttered in the harsh, cold breeze, and a shiver caused Aisha's body to tremor. The tears had dried by now into crusty tracks across Aisha's cheeks. She touched one of those tracks, felt the roughness of her face, and another hot tear trickled down to her chin.
She'd done nothing wrong. At least, in her mind she hadn’t. The look on Yasmin’s face was still etched into her mind, the image as sharp as henna on a canvas. 
Aisha wiped her hand on the salwar she wore, her usual dress at home. She finally brushed the hair from her eyes and gazed down at the street below. Groups of gangsters gathered at the edge of the road like they always did, smoking one cigarette between them. How come they managed to get friendship? The cognitive dissonance ate into Aisha’s skin like one of her dad’s skewers at the restaurant. How come they got laughter and happiness and joy, whilst Aisha, who at the tender age of thirteen, had barely done anything to warrant betrayal?
“Are you all right?” a voice said from behind Aisha.
She recognised that voice. Her mother’s. Aisha wiped her tears away quickly and turned around.
“I’m fine,” she said, even though it was clear to both of them that she wasn’t. 
Her mother wrapped a hand around her shoulder and kneaded her skin, as if comfort could be transferred through physical touch.
“Sometimes people do things and you don’t know how to deal with them,” her mother said.
But you don’t understand, Aisha thought, mentally banging her head against the wall. No one’s done something this bad to you.
“I understand fully how you feel,” her mother said. “You’re not alone, just know that.”
Aisha stepped away from her mother. “I sense a story time,” Aisha said, wiping her stuffy nose with a hand.
“Use a tissue, dear,” her mother said. 
Aisha rushed into the house and grabbed the entire roll, before returning to her mother. “Story time, please.”
“Okay, okay,” her mother laughed. 
Ever since she was a child, Aisha was a sucker for stories. Any kind she could grab her hands on. 
The first types of stories were orally passed down. Stories her grandmother had told her mother, that her mother then passed onto her to put her to sleep. Aisha had no doubt that, when she eventually had children of her own, she would use those same stories to put them to bed. Aisha’s mother had told those stories so many times, in fact, that Aisha knew them like the lines across her palms.
As she’d grown older, Aisha had latched onto the hundreds of books around the house. Sure, her dad might’ve worked at a restaurant and not been the most academic of people, but reading was always something he instilled in his kids, both Aisha and her older brother, Ameer. 
Stories had, in fact, been the binding agent between her and Yasmin at first. The catalyst that sparked their friendship into something more than mere acquaintances. 
But, like all things that sparked, it could turn into a fire that burnt everything down. 
And Yasmin had done that to Aisha. And Aisha, for the life of her, didn’t know how to deal with it.
“I was a young girl,” Aisha’s mother began, kneading a hand through Aisha’s hair as she spoke. “I used to play a lot in the village. This was a long time before your father married me and I came here. I used to play with all the other village children, trying to fit in with each one. Of course, having this lazy left eye of mine, I stuck out like a burnt chappati in a pile of beautiful ones.”
“But you are beautiful, Amma,” Aisha said. And it was something she dearly meant. Her mother’s lazy eye, to Aisha, made her seem unique. Not like regular people. Her mother was special. Unlike anyone else in so many ways.
People were like rocks. Each with their jagged edges, little idiosyncrasies, and beautiful in their own ways. It was when those rocks were chucked into a polisher, and they all ended up looking the same, that the spark of humanity in someone was truly lost.
“Thank you,” her mother said. And then she continued the story. “I never liked school much, only learning about old Bengali poetry. So, I loved to do that. There was another girl like me, always sitting in the library and minding her own business. I made friends with her quickly, since she was good at reciting the poetry well. Her voice was like a bird’s. Light and smooth, like marbles hitting against each other.”
“But what happened next?” Aisha asked. 
“Well, she had her own issues at home she never told anyone about. She used to have fierce arguments with the men in her family, who were trying to stop her from going to school. Her father would beat her sometimes, and her brother wasn’t helping because he only knew things from his father.”
“That sounds terrible.”
“It was. And that girl would tell me everything about her life. I would sit at the back of the library with her for hours, and we would speak about these things. I liked to hear the stories at first, but some stories are too hard to hear. I could sense the pain in her voice, and it used to pain me also. Until, I felt as if I was living those bad experiences along with her.”
“Did she ever stop her father?” 
“I don’t know. Maybe, but I never found out. One day, she was telling me a new story, and I snapped at her, telling her that I didn’t want to hear it. It was by accident, at least in my head it was. Or maybe I was just being rude with her, as I was a harsher person before getting married to your father. But she didn’t take it well. And she left me.”
“Did you ever get back with her? Did she tell you what happened with her father in the end?”
Aisha’s mother shook her head. “No, she didn’t. I never saw her after that incident. Maybe once, I did, but I did not know at the time if it was her or not.”
“Oh,” Aisha said. Usually, her mother’s stories had some kind of moral to them. Some kind of satisfying ending, a happily ever after story. Even the stories that Aisha loved to read from the Qur’an, although her recitation was still a bit rusty, had happy endings for the good guys—heaven.
Aisha’s mum rubbed a hand against her shoulder. “I did not know if she ever reconciled with her father and brother. Or if her mother got involved and took her away from them before it became too bad. I did not know, because I was the one who pushed her away.”
“Why didn’t you try and talk to her again?” Aisha asked. 
“I guess it was the guilt. Perhaps there was something inside me that stopped me. Perhaps it was just the qadr of Allah and nothing I could have done would have changed the outcome.”
“What does qadr mean?” Aisha asked, struggling to pronounce the word the same way her mother had done.
“It’s qadr with a qaaf,” her mother said. “You haven’t got that letter in your voice box properly just yet. Qadr is something hard to describe. Think of it like the Will of Allah, what he wishes to happen. It is deeper than that, and you will learn once you reach the higher classes.” Her mother chuckled, as if remembering something, before sobering and returning to the story. “I think she used to use me to deal with her emotional problems. And I grew tired of it. I shouldn’t have, but sometimes it was too hard to take.”
“But aren’t friends made for that?” Aisha asked. “To help each other whenever you can.”
“That’s what you’re supposed to do. But not everyone does what they’re supposed to do. And it’s hard when someone doesn’t do what you think they should do.”
A silence swept through the balcony, and swept Aisha’s hair onto her face. She carded it back, before looking again at her mother imploringly.
“Do you know anything about what happened to your friend?” Aisha asked.
“I believe that, after I snapped at her, she gave up completely. And she let her father take her away from school. Sometimes, when I read poetry from back home, I think of her. And I pray she is doing well, wherever she is.”
Aisha nodded. 
“I know what your friend has done to you,” her mother said. 
Aisha froze for a second, goosebumps running across her arm like she was near a blazing wildfire, and she stood up. 
“How do you know?” she asked. 
“I am your mother, dear,” the reply came. “I can see it in your face. You look and feel the same as I did all those years ago. I want to give some advice, that you should not push people away. Whether you are in the wrong or the right, you have to be the first one to bring yourselves back together. Otherwise, everything can break down. And you will regret things for a very long time.”
Aisha nodded, biting her lip out of nervousness. But the hope sparked within her.
“I know what to do,” Aisha declared. 
Her mother nodded, and left through the door leading back into the house. Aisha was left alone on the balcony. She grabbed her phone and dialled a number. 
She had an awkward, but vital, phone call to make.
The ringing began, and Aisha instinctively crossed the fingers on her left hand as she held the phone in her right. She didn’t have the strength to raise it to her ear just yet. 
The ringing went on for what felt like ages. 
She’s not picking up, Aisha realised. She doesn’t want to speak to me. 
Aisha’s heart sank, and the ringing matched her slowing heartbeat. Her friendship really was going to the dust, no matter the hope her mother had instilled in her with that little pep talk. 
As much as mothers tried, they couldn’t fix every problem in their daughter’s life. 
Aisha went to tap the red call button to cancel it. But as she did so, the call was answered. She accidently hit the speaker button instead, and Yasmin’s voice spoke out, loud and boisterous as always. 
“What do you want?” Yasmin said. And Aisha winced from the volume. She quickly turned off the speaker and placed the phone to her ear, her heart beating as fast as the wind that was just picking up and rushing into her balcony. 
But words never came out of her mouth. Instead, she released only empty breaths which joined the galloping wind, and the things she wished to say were lodged in her throat.
“Aisha, why did you call me?” Yasmin asked. 
The words were still stuck in Aisha’s throat, having come up from her chest. From her heart. Aisha gurgled for a moment, and Yasmin laughed at the other end. 
“Okay, you’re pulling my leg, right?” Yasmin said. It was an innocent enough phrase. But Aisha could sense the edge to Yasmin’s voice, despite the cheery pretences. The fact that they weren’t completely set straight just yet was evident. 
“Meet me at the park?” Aisha asked, quickly, the words rushing out before she could take them back. The words left in one breath, and joined the wind, where it flowed down towards the park Aisha could see in the distance. 
The same park she’d first met Yasmin all those years ago. The park she’d loved her entire childhood, and the place which now held the fate of her relationship with her first ever friend. 
“When?” Yasmin asked from the other end of the call. 
“When what?”
“When do you want to meet?”
“Twenty minutes?” Aisha asked. Yasmin wouldn’t have anything to do, right? For a second, Aisha was scared, terrified, of being brushed off. Of being rejected, the same way her mother had rejected and pushed away her friend when she was in school back home.
“I’ll be there,” Yasmin said, shortly. 
The call went dead. 
Aisha lowered the phone, breathing a little heavily. She cooled down by taking deep breaths, planted a smile on her face, and entered her house once more. The warmth enveloped her, the usual cuddle of her house’s atmosphere. With its lively personalities, her mother, father, and older brother, who was probably playing computer games in his room. 
But she’d have to leave the comfort of her home, leave the safety of the
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