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  Preface


I never thought I’d be writing this, but this is the last volume of MMP I’m releasing. That isn’t to say that I won’t be releasing any poetry from here on out, but in terms of the monthly grind, so to speak, this is definitely the last one. 
One of the poems you’ll read later on is about focus, about honing in on what matters. And I’ve realised that, though I love poetry and will definitely write more in the future, my heart lies in novels. My motivation for the monthly release schedule was waning (as you could probably tell from missing the last couple of months), and I decided to focus on long-form fiction that I’m more passionate about.
So, this is sadly the last volume of MMP, but I hope that shifting my focus to novels will increase the quality of what I produce.
JazakAllahu Khairan for reading.






  
  Thirteen Reasons Why


There might be thirteen reasons why 
Someone dies,
But there's a thousand more to live for.
There'll be times of strife,
Of sacrifice
That feel so insurmountable
It's like walking on the sky,
Upside down whilst hanging from a kite.
But to those reasons we're blind,
Side to side we sway,
But we never take a step.
Instead of flight or fight
We're freezing to death.
What are those reasons?
And why do we forget them?
We were created by Allah, 
And to Him we shall return.
So find the purpose of life
And your reasons to live
Within the realms of Islam—
To the ultimate reward 
You will be connected.






  
  Hurl


I hurl words towards her 
And she hurls words back.
Each attack feels like a slice
Of her heart and then mine.

What do I gain from this argument?
The words are like condiments
To a dish of utter misery.
Plate up, enjoy, and eat.

And if it delves into backbiting,
Then it's eating the flesh,
Gruesome cannibalism
Of myself and them.

So I hurl the words again
And she does too,
And though it hurts,
It's express hurt for you.

Perhaps I'm the one with a loose screw,
Words panging my brain
Before releasing like bullets,
Or perhaps more like shotgun pellets.

Forget it, I tell myself.
But the words keep hurling,
And each throw feels like death,
Feels like burying myself in Jahannam.






  
  Argos


Argos is a strange shop. 
You order at the till,
Or click and collect online.

Then you head inside.
The clerk tells you to wait,
Hands an order number to take.

Then someone goes out back
To fetch whatever you bought.
See, in Argos everything's sorted

In a mini warehouse where it's brought,
And stocked on shelves,
Neat and tidy, not for nought.

Everything's orderly, systematic,
Obsessive-compulsive almost,
And though at times it can get frantic,

The system works smooth like
Butter melting into toast.
Do we take stock the same way?

Of our lives and what we say?
Memories aren't exact, of course,
Not every word and vision intact,

But to circle back
To the rear of our minds,
And realise our deeds long gone—

That's what we must take stock of.
Sure, a conveyor belt of memories
Is as far-fetched as a bachelor that's married,

Or a square with three sides
And angles up to five-fourty.
But let's do our best and try

To sift back through our lives—
Sort through passed time,
And order the benefit which therein lies.






  
  Depressed


Sometimes 
He heads into the bathroom,
Hands carding through his bangs.
Hair long, unkempt, in tangles.

He stares down at the white porcelain,
Not white like a dove but
Nearly blinding in its shining.
Merely staring feels death-defying.

He's depressed, but he's denying
That reality, instead flying to
Conclusions that are nonsensical,
Fictional instead of medical.

It's critical he realises the state
Of his mind, of his very being.
But minimal is the care he gives,
Like he is what he ate.

“Great,” he mutters under his breath.
Each breath fills with stress,
Like every issue is compressed
From miles wide to the width of his head.

De-stress, is what they said.
But when he glances in the mirror,
And sees his reflection nearly red,
He can't de-stress, he only sees distress.






  
  Art


Your potential ain't an elevator, 
No matter how much you think it is.
Progress isn't linear,
Isn't a one size fits.
It's jittery and jagged.

I remember my early stories,
And those horrid early poems.
The flow was as viscous
As BBQ sauce in sewage,
With rhymes about as slanted

As the edge of a cliff.
My prose wasn't any better.
Info dump after info dump,
Prologue that ran for miles,
And characters that felt so plastic,

It was like they were recycled.
But with each story, I got better.
Improvement wasn't linear, however.
Not an elevator, but a staircase,
Where each step is a different height.

Some steps are small, some large,
Some feel like climbing a mountain,
Then finding another mountain beyond it.
But that's just a part of the journey.
The journey of art.






  
  Unlocked


Sometimes she comes to the park, 
Gazes at the ashen trees
And grass thinning like her hair.
She walks through concrete,
Which rather than solid,
Resembles snakes looking to snare.
She avoids tripping over her abaya
And over her thoughts
As she stumbles the path,
Bones knocking into one another,
Old age taking its toll.
She lacks over her limbs control,
As she had when in her prime.
And back then this park
Featured prominence in her life.
She'd come here with him,
Alongside them their two kids.
Daughters, both of whom never 
Settled for quarters, only pounds.
She would sense her daughters’
Eagerness to play in the sand,
And whilst they dipped their hands
And feet and occasionally faces
Into the dusty orange,
She would sit on a bench,
With him, their shoulders touching.
Now she sits on the same bench.
She can't help but reminisce,
As though every memory
Is not fleeting, but merely waiting
To be unlocked once again.






  
  Two Words


What is it that makes 
Apologising 
So difficult?

It can't just be the words.
I've written fourteen before this line,
And those flowed out like pearls.

But my toes curl
When I think about
Saying only two words.

But why is that?
Why does my chest constrict,
With guilt, and then more guilt

Because I can't own my mistakes?
So many times I think
Back to past scenarios

Where a mere sorry
Could've defused the bomb
Growing bigger with every second passing.

But what never passes is the guilt.
It grows gargantuan,
Thoughts like quantum entanglements.

When all that was needed
Was a mere two words
Straight from the heart.






  
  Solar


Some people are like moons, 
Orbiting the earth and the sun.
Others are like earths, 
Orbiting the sun
With their own orbit around them.
Others are like suns, however,
Glowing with their own light,
Burning bright in the sky,
On its own plane in
The centre of the solar system.
Vibing to its own rhythm,
Yet obeying Allah all the same.
Be a sun that helps others shine—
That'll bring you 
The most satisfaction in life.
And if not the sun, 
Then at least the earth—
Because everyone has their own light
To share with the world.
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