
      
        
          Finding Out

          An uplifting novel written in poetic verse

		      
          S. H. Miah

        

        
          
          Muslim Fiction Project

        

      

    

Copyright © 2023 by S. H. Miah
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.
This publication is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.





  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Disclaimer
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    1
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    2
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    3
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    4
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    5
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    6
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    7
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    8
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    9
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    10
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    11
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    12
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    13
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    14
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    15
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    16
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    17
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    18
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    19
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    20
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    21
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    22
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    23
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    24
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    25
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    26
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    27
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    28
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    29
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    30
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    31
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Newsletter
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    About MFP
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    About S. H. Miah
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
      

    
  

Disclaimer


I ask readers to understand that, in telling any story of mine, a main character may do un-islamic or prohibited things due to their flaws or ignorance. I assure that there is a positive character arc at play in all my stories, and ask of you to remain patient and see it through.

JazakAllahu Khairan for reading.
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I hate my life. 
Can I just say that, please?
Gosh, I feel like a sleaze.
Jannah Begum, brought to her knees.

By what, you may ask?
Well, a little something called
An annoying husband.
The bane of my existence.

Ramin is his name.
Got a lovely face, wide smile—
No, he's ugly, demonic grin,
Feral eyes with evil within.

And I can't stand him.
Absolute menace.
Takes the piss,
If you get what I mean.

Anyway, I'm sitting here now,
A week after our divorce,
Where he gave me the 't' word,
And all hell broke loose.

The blinds here are shut like
They're hiding the outside world.
This sofa is scraggly, old,
And makes my back hurt.

The air smells of dust,
And pretty much nothing else.
And it tastes like I've just been,
By my husband, burnt.

Oh well, what else is there to do?
I guess with some things you just have to
Get on with it. Get it over with.
Pull up your socks, don't love and let live.

The living room has a small TV
On the left, a flat screen that's thick,
Flimsy as if made from cardboard,
And every time it turns on it makes a crick.

The square mirror high on the wall scares me.
I've been caught out more than once,
Now that I'm tall enough to see my reflection.
I look harrowed. Brown eyes more black,

No smile, not even a little. Tan skin brittle.
Black hair dishevelled like a hornet's nest.
Not like I have a husband to look good for.
I don't dare stand again and stare,

For I might see something in myself
I wish I never had. So I sit
In this sofa more dead than my marriage,
And wait for the incoming apocalypse.
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Mum's here now, waltzing, 
Into the living room, 
And her eyes find me.
The room is still dark,

With the blinds drawn in.
I feel trapped, as if
The cream painted walls are closing in.
And when Mum sits down,

I can see her thoughts churning.
She's been thinking about this conversation.
What she would say, what I'll respond.
Her responses back. Tit for tat.

We'll go forth and back,
Like it's a Wimbledon tennis match.
And I'm ready, as I dig into this shoddy sofa,
For the worst of her attacks.

"You need to go back," she says.
I shake my head, knowing she's 
Merely saying that for her own self.
Ramin has parents with wealth,

Though I didn't know at first.
They're land tycoons,
Back in Bangladesh, with large stashes
Of crops to sell, to eventually harvest.

That yearly income causes Mum
To latch onto him like her own son.
Whilst I only want to run.
Ramin's family never liked me, not even some.

Mum shifts her body over,
Her frame creaking the nylon sofa.
She's a single parent, a lot older
Than a typical parent with a daughter

Of twenty-five years. I touch her hand,
It's warm and feverish. She's ill, I can feel it.
"Don't worry yourself too much," I say,
And she merely nods her head.

Some things we know are logical,
But they just can't get through our brains.
"Trust in Allah, okay." That's what I say.
Because, truly, what else can we do, instead?

"You made a mistake," Mum says,
And I feel my heart lurch, like it's a
Washing machine that's just turned on.
Spinning round and round around the clock.

Because the deepest part of me knows she's right,
Knows that a divorcee's chances are tight.
Finding another husband will be rife
With challenges and setbacks, aunties looking right

Past me for younger girls who weren't chucked to the side.
I place my other hand on Mum's, and she's shaking,
Before my eyes quaking, like her world is failing,
Like it had done before once more.

It shakes me to my core,
And all I can do is sit here,
Wondering how much worse
My existence here can get.

So yeah, I truly hate my life.
No positives, only negatives.
Like a plain doughnut with no fillings, 
I hate it with an absolute passion.
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Back to work again 
At the family business.
Bilal's Pastries and Doughnuts.
It was my father's business,

Now run by Uncle Bilal, and I help him out,
In the backroom, with its cold metal walls
And bright lights that shine like a miniature sun.
Despite the tightness in my heart

At the fact that my father's now departed,
I come here everyday, don the yellow flowery apron,
Fasten it around my waist, hook it under the arms
Of my abaya. The sweat on my forehead perforates,

But I don't care. The smell of dough insinuates
Old times with my father, carefree bliss,
Standing beside him, joking around like nothing
Existed besides ourselves, our little bubble.

But that bubble burst when I was eighteen.
I'd dreamed of taking the reins from him,
Running the business with my own twist,
New recipes for the residents to feast.

But Allah had taken him,
And though I know everyone has a set time,
I still miss my father, probably every day
For the rest of my life.

The dough feels soggy in my fingers,
And the sogginess lingers like candy floss,
Disintegrating in my hand. For some reason,
Nothing ever goes to plan.

I've made this before, jam and sugar rolls,
Hundreds of times over my life.
But now the recipe feels brand new,
The dough not warm but cold.

"You feeling all right?" Uncle Bilal says,
Coming through the large metal door. 
His forehead is scrunched, stress lines bunched,
As he looks at me knead the dough like I'm lost.

"Take an off day," he says, gently touching my arm.
"No need to work yourself so hard. I know…
It's not easy, but you've come so far. 
Take the day off. Try again tomorrow."

I shake my head. He doesn't understand.
I need to keep busy, keep the work glands
Sweating. If they stop, then life feels bland.
But he's right. I'm stretched like a rubber band,

Moments away from snapping apart, or shooting right back.
"I'll handle the cash at the till today," I say.
I need something to do, something to take away
The thoughts intruding my mental volcay.

Uncle Bilal sighs, but nods and accepts.
"Just don't work yourself too hard, okay?"
Something inside me snaps, and I retort 
With a violent, "Fine," and all but storm off

To the end of the kitchen. Pings echo in my mind,
And my body is a live wire about to alight.
Uncle Bilal stays silent, thankfully, and lets me grab
The end of the jam thermometer in the fist of my hand.

I squeeze it tight, letting the energy come out,
Then let go again, then sigh, my energy's almost spent.
I look at the thermometer, the outside's almost cracked,
Like it represents me, both inside and out.

"Take it easy," Uncle Bilal says.
His voice is as soft as silk.
I'll try to listen, as much as possible,
But I know how hard that truly is.
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The sun is way too bright, too stifling  
Attacking me through the sprinkle clean windows,
Spotless to a fault. I cleaned them, of course.
The regulars linger in their sea blue coloured booths,
Resting on the leather seats as their chatter floats.
Usually I'd try and join in. Back when I was a teen,
I was the social butterfly, circling every table,
Pleases and thank yous escaping without any effort.
But now even talking feels a drag. I see Aunt Kemlie,
Our resident cinnamon bun addict.
Uncle Bilal loves baking them, and Aunt Kemlie
Indulges perhaps a little bit too much.
The air feels hot, clammy to breathe.
The last few days I've felt far from ease.
My glances keep sliding to the window,
Staring at the shoppers pass, in the hopes,
Or perhaps the fear, of seeing my bloody husband.
He used to come here almost every day,
Frequenting the cafe to get his favourite choco cupcake.
He hasn't come since the talaq. He's too afraid,
Or maybe he never liked our bakes in the first place.
I'm doubting everything now. Was our marriage even real?
Did it even feature love, or was it actually for no sake?
What part of my humanity did it really take away?
It's a Saturday, but early in the morning,
Where most of the town is snoring.
Work today is meant to be boring,
But I'm constantly on edge, constantly thinking
That something bad is about to happen,
Lurking around the corner, waiting for its moment.
I remember when I was young, just a kid.
Me and my father would be here, both the cashiers,
And customers would give me little pockets of change,
For being a good girl and helping my dad.
I'd pocket the change, say thank you, and I was glad.
Because then I could save up for what everyone else had.
A kid then comes in, a young girl, young like I was once.
She points to the sparkling jam tarts, then looks at her mum.
Her mum nods to me. "One of those, please."
I hand it over, smile, say thank you, then they leave.
But everything feels fake, feels in such utter deceit.
I sit back on my chair as business retreats.
Uncle Bilal comes out, hands white from dough.
He pats my shoulder. "You okay, kiddo?"
I smile. At least someone has got my back.
Mum might be against me, but Uncle Bilal
Always chooses wisdom. He said that
No matter what happened, Allah always answers back
To any prayers I had, even if that was after Ramin and I separated.
"I'm fine," I say, still feeling guilty over when I snapped.
But Uncle Bilal lets things go just like that.
He handles the tills a little longer, ordering me some rest.
I go into the backroom, then push into the kitchen.
It looks exactly how I left it. Dough station in the corner,
Looking sore as if from overuse. Before, me and my father
Took
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