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These stories began as whispers—on wind, through vinyl, from voices long gone and spirits never silenced. Inspired by the lyrical pulse of roots reggae and the soul of a man who turned struggle into sound, I wrote these tales not to imitate, but to echo. They are not songs, but they carry riddim. They are not sermons, yet they speak of truth.

Let this collection be a dance between page and spirit—a journey through fire and freedom, with each story a step closer to self and sound.

– Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
July 2025
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I give thanks—

To the elders who planted words in me before I knew their power.

To my brothers and sisters who kept me grounded when I wanted to fly and lifted me when I sank.

To the music—those timeless messages wrapped in melody that taught me protest can be poetry and pain can be prophecy.

To all the storytellers before me whose fire still burns through chords and consciousness.

Finally, to the readers: if these stories speak to you, may you pass the word forward.
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Rhythm is not just in music—it lives in movement, in memory, in every breath of resistance and sigh of love.

In "Voices in the Riddim," you will find stories shaped by struggle, steeped in soul, and softened by love. These are not tales about reggae—they are reggae in spirit. They echo the themes that built a movement: unity, justice, joy, redemption, rebellion, and roots.

Some are fables. Some feel like dreams. Others come close to truth, told through the veil of fiction. You may meet wandering prophets, dreadlocked poets, children of ghettos who rise with the dawn, and lovers torn by borders both real and imagined.

This book is my tribute to every voice that ever rose against silence.

So turn the page. Let the riddim guide you.
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1. Riddim of the Rain

[image: ]


The first drop fell soft, like a whisper on zinc. Old Miss Althea looked up from her chair by the shuttered window, her worn fingers curled around a chipped enamel mug of bush tea. She knew that kind of rain. Not the angry kind. Not the floods. This was the calling rain—the kind that came when the earth been too long dry and the people too long tired.

Little Jahmani was sitting cross-legged on the floor, stringing bottle caps together for a rattle. His mama said he had music in his blood, born just before sunrise on a Thursday, with thunder rolling in the hills.

"Granny, yuh hear that?" he asked.

Miss Althea didn’t answer right away. She closed her eyes and listened—real listened, not just with ears, but with spirit.

Tap... tap... tap-tap.

Drip... drip... drummm.

“Yes, child,” she said, rocking slow. “Is the riddim of the rain.”

The Village's Thirst

Outside, the village stirred. Mama Haze came out sweeping her porch, the same way she did when she felt a shift in the wind. Down the slope, Brother Elroy turned his radio down low, as if the sky was singing louder than the station. It wasn’t just water falling. It was rhythm. Life. A message.

For a long time now, the land had been thirsty, cracked like a broken promise. The yam didn’t grow, the goats got skinny, and even the mango tree out front stopped giving sweetness. A sense of desolation had settled over the community. The usual vibrant chatter had been replaced by hushed anxieties, glances towards the perpetually clear sky. The children’s games were less boisterous, their laughter muted by the oppressive heat and the quiet worry that permeated even the smallest homes. People whispered that the spirits were angry, that the ancestors had turned their backs, or that the prayers were simply being ignored by a distant, uncaring sky. Despair, a quiet but potent poison, had begun to seep into the collective heart of the village.

But Althea knew better. She had seen many dry seasons, many moments when hope felt as parched as the earth. She believed in something deeper than just asking; she believed in listening. “They don’t send what we ask for,” she told Jahmani, her voice a low, resonant rumble. “They send what we need.” The boy didn’t understand the full weight of her words yet. He was too young to fully grasp the cycles of want and fulfillment, of drought and abundance. But he felt something stirring within him—a nascent sense of connection to the rhythm, to the anticipation that hummed in the air. So he shook his cap-rattle, a makeshift instrument of pure joy, matching the rain’s developing beat, one foot tapping instinctively in the dirt, a wide, unburdened smile spreading across his face like the morning sun breaking through clouds.

A Collective Memory Awakens

That evening, a sense of unspoken understanding drew the village together. Without a single word being exchanged or a formal invitation issued, the whole community gathered beneath the wide, sheltering branches of the ancient breadfruit tree in the village square. The rain had slowed to a gentle, steady patter, like a soft hand brushing rhythmically over a drum skin, a soothing backdrop to the collective anticipation. Someone, almost instinctively, brought out the deep, resonant nyabinghi drums. Another, a woman with a voice like honey, began to hum a low, ancient chant, a melody passed down through generations. A small fire was carefully nurtured, its flames popping and crackling softly, sending plumes of smoke curling up like sacred incense toward the grey-pink sky, carrying their hopes and gratitude heavenward.

No one told them to come. They just came. Pulled together by something older than individual memory, a primal understanding rooted in their shared history, their reliance on the land, and the deep, spiritual connection to the elements that sustained them. It was a reunion, a collective sigh of relief, a communal embrace of the blessing that had finally arrived.

Jahmani sat by his granny, his little cap-rattle still clutched in his hand, his eyes wide with wonder at the scene unfolding around him. The air thrummed with a vibrant, palpable energy. Then he asked, his voice soft, almost lost in the gentle drumming and humming, “Granny... why the rain sing like that?”

Miss Althea smiled at him, her teeth like white pebbles in her deeply creased brown face, eyes gleaming with ancient wisdom. “Because the rain know our story,” she said, her voice rich with layers of experience. “All our sorrow, all our joy, all our waiting. And now, it singing it back to us.”

He looked up at the sky, then back at his granny, his eyes wide with a dawning comprehension. “The rain remember?”

“Yes, child. Rain don’t forget. And neither must we.”

That night, under the unwavering riddim of the rain, the village danced. Not for show, not for an audience, not for money. But because their bones remembered how, because their spirits, long parched, were finally rehydrated, because their very essence was moved by the ancient, life-giving beat. And Jahmani’s little rattle played on—sharp, bright, alive—keeping time with the sky, telling the world that even the smallest hand, even the newest generation, can join the song, ensuring that the rhythm of life, and the memory of their story, would continue.

What do you believe are the unspoken rhythms or 'songs' in your own life that tell your story?
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2. Zion Got No Walls
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“Where we going, Papa?”

The boy's voice was small beneath the roaring bus engine. His head leaned against the dusty glass, watching the hills slip by, green like forgiveness. His father sat beside him, silent, steady, with eyes that had seen borders rise and fall like tides.

“To Zion, my son,” Papa finally said, “but not the one they show you in books.”

The boy furrowed his brow. “Is it far?”

Papa smiled, lips barely moving. “Not far at all. But most people never reach.”

The Road to Zion Ground

The bus rattled and swayed, a metal beast carrying them deeper into the Jamaican countryside, away from the concrete arteries of the city. Papa, whose name was Jahno, had once been a man rooted in the earth, his hands accustomed to the feel of rich soil and the rhythm of manual labor. But Babylon, as he called the city, had called to him with promises of steady work and a better future for his family. It had, instead, taken him, twisted him up in the relentless pursuit of bills and the numbing escape of bottles, eventually spitting him out when the factory he worked for shut down without warning. He had lost his wife, Selene, to illness during those hard years, leaving him with little Kofi, a boy with eyes too big for his small face and a spirit that seemed to hum with unanswered questions.

Now, with nothing but a knapsack containing their few meager possessions and the silent weight of his past, Jahno
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