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September 2023


September holds a special place in my heart, 
Not because it’s the month of my birth,
But because it’s the month in which
That special bond, between my mother and I,
Started, and it’s a bond I’m thankful for every day.
September seems a time of beginnings,
A time from the new year aside
That marks the start of something new.
A frontier of progress,
The beginning of the academic year,
The start of something fresh,
The start of something with which to progress.
I look to September as the peg of the year,
The marker holding everything else down.
And writing this collection is no different.
I hope that September’s poetry makes you proud,
Makes you think, 
Makes you ponder,
Or, at the very least, 
Turns that frown upside down.




My mother


My mother— 
You are brighter
Than a supernova
Bursting in the sky.

I hope your rewards soar high,
Like birds in the height
Of their struggle for flight,
Because you deserve it, Amma.

You deserve paradise
For your limitless sacrifice.
I hope we're there together.
I hope, due to me, your ranks rise.




Humility


Looking after children in a school 
Feels a job harder than mining coal.
You're constantly on guard,
Constantly looking the room apart,
Making sure they're all okay,
All listening, all behaved,
And it can hurt when they aren't.
If looking after children,
For a few hours is hard,
I can't imagine the struggle
That comes with nurturing children
For the better part
Of their entire lives.
That's a level of sacrifice
I can never know
Until I experience it myself,
And realise the struggle
I put my parents through.
Maybe then, a semblance
Of humility will pass through.




Ultimates 


If the prime minister calls us, 
We'll pick up straight away,
Phone half dangling
As we stop our vacay.
The opportunity isn't one to miss,
And isn't one to stay.
We'd talk all day,
Relishing the moment, 
The world forgotten
Like it's faded away.

But when the Lord of the worlds
Calls us five times a day,
Do we respond with the same
Level of enthusiasm?
Do our minds, in prayer, drift away?
And that's if we pray at all.
We don't heed the call,
Yet we eat Allah's food,
Breathe Allah's air.
Use his bounties like freebies,
Without even a care.
How can we, then, complain of our state?
If we wish to reach ultimate success,
Then let us put Allah first.
And the best thing is—
The path leads to ultimate happiness.




Creation


Sunsets are beautiful. 
Strokes of silvery-red
Paint the canvas of the skies
With an illumination not even
The darkest of nights could decry.
The day sacrifices its light
So the orange hues can shine,
The trees sway in nature's symphony,
Along the waves of creation's sight.
The redness as I close my eyes
Is a precursor to when they open.
The sky never fails to mesmerise.
Sunsets are when dreams are spoken.
A bird flits through with a shrill cry,
The soft breeze following close behind.
The beauty of Allah's creation
Never fails to utterly surprise and delight.




Forgiveness


Forgiveness is a strange thing. 
The longer you leave to forgive,
The harder it is to let.
The longer you leave to seek forgiveness,
More laborious are the words of regret.
So be swift to forgive and repent.




Digestion


Allah tells us to ponder His blessings, 
Because delights are found
In the biggest and smallest of things.
In fact, if we properly think,
We can find blessings
In the nastiest of things,
Like stool and urine
After the food prods through intestines.
A relief at the end of our digestive system.




Perception


Sometimes, 
That which we believe is the worst,
Can transform to the best.
After all, medicine is bitter,
But healing is sweet.
This dunya is difficult,
But the akhirah is complete.




Silence


The streets are rife with pain, 
Suffering and stabbings.
Sometimes from the front,
Other times in the back.
Each attack hurts not only the individual,
But the community around them.
At large, it's a fest of cannibalising,
Feeding on the corpses of dead gangsters
For what—money and drugs for violence?
When asked what the point is—
All you're met with is silence.
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