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  Alone


Strange, really. 
Thought that I'd move out, live alone, get lonely.
But I'm thriving here, climbing here,
Writing here.
Constantly upbeat, sleeping better.
Like a flower that was trampled at a crammed park
Moving to somewhere empty.
Might be no other flowers, but that space means
Ain't no boots stepping on it.
Ain't no family toxicity. Mentally healthy. Feel like
Every day's a day that passes with some wound
Healing up, feeling up to write more.
Hiatus for six months, uni then job then moving then—
then what?
If I don't write, who’s gonna do it for me?
Who's gonna get this pen and put words to paper?
Maybe it's my arrogance—more wounds to heal—
But feels like it's me alone against the world.
And it ain't feel lonely.
No, it's empowering, fills me with energy—
And I hope Allah allows this collection to
Share that energy with you.






  
  Assassination


Now I never agreed with Charlie Kirk, 
On pretty much anything.
And I don't even live in America,
So who am I kidding
By writing this poem?
Killings—murders, live for people to see
Share, pass around, free to retweet,
Retweet for free. News spun in a frenzy.
Sure, peeps can't see eye to eye,
But that ain't justify to take a life.
It's crazy over there, politics rife
With this strange kinda extremism on both sides.
They both don't realise,
Getting played like fools by those in power,
Sitting in their ivory towers made of bones,
The illegal war booty of their genocides.
Peeps like Kirk are just Internet guys—
Ain't worth fighting over. Deeper story there—
Deeper than just a mere assassination.
But what that is I ain't know—
And I guess we never will.
And I kinda lied before, implying that this violence
Ain't able to reach our British shores.
But we're seeing it now, aren't we?
Seeing it wide and clear, and I detest it.
Heck, even last week there was a—






  
  —Protest


Protest in London blaring aloud. 
They can’t wait for us immigrants to shout
Back at them, all riled up. 
If they had their way, then we’d all get out. 
#
Can’t say anything back. Can’t lash out. 
Because the news’ll latch onto that
Like a vulture on their prey. 
All they want’s to take away
#
Our freedom, our ideas, our religion.
Wanna either tear it apart and chuck it, 
Or strip it down to absolutely nothing.
Scaffolding of Islam, rather than the building.
#
But our substructure is what holds us together.
Unlike other faiths, flimsy to the whimsies of mankind—
We’ve tried to preserve tradition, and for that
We’re getting punished well and sound.
#
See us immigrants—if we were white, European, 
Ya think these reform geezers would give a crap, huh?
Ya think they’d try and tear down our mosques, 
Refuse to let us pray in public? Huh, ain’t that somethin’?
#
Ya think their fists would shake
As they chant in their thousands,
Causing the streets of London to quake,
Whilst I’m here writing, writing, writing—
#
Creating summat none of them geezers can—
Art. Because art is creation,
Whilst all they’re good for is destroying—
Destroying whatever their grubs can catch.
#
But this ain’t my religion, or yours. 
And our skin colours ain’t a manmade creation—
It’s a creation of Allah, the Most Powerful.
And it’s His creation to protect.
#
We, in our limited capacities, are merely the vessels,
For what Allah plans next, whether good or bad.
Because faith is believing that all good and bad
Comes from Him, the Most High.
#
And that thought comforts me, 
As I watch these geezers pumping their fists,
Wishing immigrant blood was on their hands,
White stained with colours of red, brown, and black.






  
  Shaytan


I don’t need no introductions. 
I’m made of mad fire.
But y’know I ain’t smoking.
I guess you could say I’m floating
#
Through hearts and minds,
They can’t see what I’m quoting.
Whispers in their ears,
It’s their egos I’m stroking.
#
Their deepest haram desires—
I wanna make them hold’em.
I’ll fold’em, then choke’m, 
Like me they don’t make’m.
#
I’ll take’m straight to hell wit me.
Can’t see through the melodies
To find desires on which to OD.
Comes to good deeds, they’re brokies.
#
Oh, but they ain’t blame me. 
No, they can’t blame me. 
Cos all I did was whisper in they ears—
They can’t say, “Oh, he made me.”
#
It’s crazy how they’ll fumble.
Turn and take a stumble.
Then watch their futures crumble.
‘Til everythin’ turns to rubble.
#
Can’t take life’s stubble
And turn it into a goatee.
Can’t go cold turkey 
When you’re two pills from an OD.
#
I’m going deep 
Into this man’s heart.
His wife’s nice and calm—
Boring, steady, not like that
#
Woman over there, bombshell.
Yeah, hot as fire, to die for.
That man ain’t know
The fire he’s going to die for.
#
If only he knew the truth—
His actions are to cry for.
But that’s what I do—I’m Shaytan.
The crimelord of crimelords.






  
  Code Switch


It’s okay to code switch. 
Sometimes you’ve gotta do it.
Go from street slang to
“Hello, how may I help with this?”
#
Sometimes you can’t even help it. 
It’s not like we’re truly English.
Can’t be a geezer when your parents
Are from a Bangladeshi village.
#
But code switching ain’t a mission
To remove our inner core.
Don’t think stripping down
Means you’ll ever receive more.
#
Because rizq, the thing we’re striving for,
Ain’t in my hands or yours.
Ain’t in the hands of your boss either.
No, it belongs exclusively to Allah.
#
So next time you’re thinking about missing jummah,
Or delaying that all-important salah,
Or skipping an obligatory fast.
Just remember your lord, Allah.
#
Because a code switch might mean
More polite language, politer tones.
But don’t let that switch eat into your mind, 
And rip away your faith, your iman, your soul.






  
  Addiction


I grew up around addiction. 
Heart aches and hard souls.
Staring into the distance, tryna ignore
The wisps of Dad's cigarette smoke.
#
Hated it, hated it for sure.
Smelt disgusting, like salmon 
Mixed with litres of tobacco sauce.
Felt pain in my lungs, but of course
#
You ain't ever cared one bit,
Ain't that for sure?
Didn't care to try and quit,
Just smoked more and more.
#
Guess you and I just ain't a fit,
And it hurts me to my core.
Addiction is your latest hit—
Keep tryna up the score.
#
But there's more addictions.
Family members with alcoholism.
Bottles of tequila making streams
On an East London street, now in prison.
#
“Could never be me.”
That's what I said.
Saw that hollow look in their eyes,
And that made me fast stead.
#
Mates that have done weed,
Good old ganja as the elders call it.
Going against their creed,
But the high's too good to stop it.
#
I ain't even speaking these words aloud,
But even then they're choking.
Like I've just had my first cigarette,
Toxins all up in my system.
#
But it ain't like it's a vacuum.
They started one day, innocent as I.
They's kids, weren't they,
With those hope-filled eyes?
#
So who's to say I won't get addicted,
In one or twelve steps?
Who's to say I’m truly safe,
When I'm a hair away from distress?






  
  Hijack


Internet’s hijacking our minds. 
I find myself doomscrolling, 
Flicking video after video, trying and trying
To get something off my mind.
But what is it? Can’t remember.
Can’t forget, can’t be a pretender
No longer to myself. Can’t lie and tell myself
That this is all productivity. 
“It’s okay, mate. Spending all this time
Is just jolly, dandy and fine. Can’t blame yerself, 
Ain’t everyone on their device?”
So maybe not doomscrolling—
Rid of the tik-tok time sink and 
Instagram’s reel of content
And Youtube’s short epidemic.
But find myself surfing and surfing,
Waves of the internet not swaying calmly,
More like a torrential tsunami. 
Opinions, politics I ain’t wanna see,
Guys on podcasts shouting Fs and Cs
At random people they invited to the screen. 
It’s obscene, but then I click off and find another video, 
Another way to waste my time, 
Whilst the Qur’an in my cupboard
Collects dust and grime, neglected.
My heart’s black, like the darkness of night
After maghrib rolls around and sunset divides
The night from the day. Can’t take away my life.
But no one ever needs to—because I’m wasting all my time.
Wasting away—like a leading-nowhere sign.
Because I guess, for my entire life,
Internet’s hijacked my mind.






  
  Fire inside


Your eyes so full of anger 
Anger directed at me
Calling me all sorts of names
And things I’ll never be
#
Worthless, useless,
Never amount to anything
Crumbling, tumbling
That was my self esteem
#
Fumbling with my words
Trying hard not to breathe
But I can’t stop it myself
It’s like I’m filled with greed
#
For life, though I seek death
Trying to feed on its meat
If drugs were halal
I would’ve been on everything
#
It hurt so bad in those times
That’s what pain does, you see
And it hurts ten times more
When it feels like it’s only me
#
That loneliness is crippling
Gripping onto my knees
And dragging me down to the floor
Drowning me in despair’s seas
#
See that goal over there
That’s something you’ll never be
Something told to me
Over and over again
#
But I never truly believed them
For those words couldn’t freeze
That fire inside me
Burning and blazing with heat
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