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Dearest Ammi Jaan,

 

It’s been six long, tiring, crying, trying, years without you by my side. I honestly don’t know how I have managed. Then I must remind myself, I came from you. I was born from your love, life experiences, pain, passion, power, and Barking and Dagenham energy. With that in mind, I somehow still find ways to include you within every rhyme. Multiple times Mum, I felt the need to give up, I quite frankly wanted to die. I had no value for this thing people call life. But that’s not the answer, that’s not what this is, and that is not how you raised me, so on in the night, I write.

Recently Mum, people have shown me love, they have welcomed me into their homes, they have fed me, heard me, understood me and given me a place to rest my overthinking head. I then begin to feel guilty, guilty for moving on without you, but then I must remind myself I am never without you. You are within me as much as I hope and pray to convince myself I am within you.

My tears are less now, but the quantity of them never overrides their weight. My outbursts too are far and few as somehow I have developed coping mechanisms to live in this world without hearing your voice, feeling your touch, listening to you speak or being in the presence of your warmth.

I feel the air Mum, and for once it is light. My smile is real, my laugh no longer disingenuous. I am opening my heart and my arms to those who are doing so for me and in return I believe through your love and through your grief I have another chance of life. Many strong-willed, huge-hearted, passion-fuelled, incredibly fascinating people navigated into my life since you left. That’s what we are doing here, right now. Creating a space, to share, to listen and to try our best to understand, connect, to emphasise in an attempt to hope to be as compassionate as we can be. Thank you Mum, for everything, even the lessons you have taught me through grief.

 

Forever Yours

Hussain x





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My Dua (Prayer) is with you for life.

 

Mum

1968–2017

x





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Prince Eesa

Princess Ayah

Prince Zakariya

Prince Mustafa
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Tonight I’ll Cry 

Dad called my phone

Said u better get home

I thought I knew pain

But here it comes tenfold

 

I can never really let go

Of what i’m about to tell you

The night and how it flowed

I saw hell, and I just fell through

 

Blue lights, police and for my mum there’s an ambulance?!

I can’t let you go, this isn’t this part of the story isn’t fabolous

Sudden trauma

Accidents

All I feel is . . .

Anxiousness

My mind in a paralysis

Praying for something miraculous

 

Your looking beautiful, mum,

Your not even wearing makeup

And there doing CPR

Ammi jaan,

You need to wake up

They got shoes up on our carpet

This is ludacris, stand up

 

I had no idea of where the story was about take us

 

A young paramedic looked at me and said:

 

We need to announce the time of death, I said, time

 of death? What could it have been?

It could be anything between a brain haemorrhage or

 cardiac arrest

 

This is everything I ever dred

wat your really telling me is,

The angels walked outta heaven

And i got stabbed with their jagged edge

 

I start screaming all around me,

I break down i start to cry

My mother just died her spirit must be in the sky

 

Which way are they taking you?!

Mum, Are you alright?!

 

But wait,

What am I meant to do for the rest of my life?

 

You never saw me get married

You never saw my have a child

You never saw us fix things

You never saw us reconcile

You never saw me break a leg

And from today, i guess what hurts the most is

You’ll never see me break a smile

It’s the morning of your funeral

Somehow your still looking beautiful

I don’t know what to do

I don’t know a feeling that’s suitable

 

I got mud all on my trainers,

In my nails and on my hands

 

Burying you

Buried me

 

All i am, is just a man

 

Who’s fighting with grief and its battles

It baffles and it hassles

channels as it rattles

shatters and it tackles

grapples as it unravels

Loads itself in barrels

Locks me in it’s target, when i’m running from my problems,

 it shoots me on my travels

 

I live alone

Sleep alone

By the river and its freezing

 

Listening to Leona,

love is really bleeding

 

pain got me in a headlock

yeah it’s really beating

My body its battering

For some reason it’s never leaving

 

I tell my best friend

There’s way too much to factor in

That’s why

I can’t turn up to there gatherings

my mind there really hammering

I’m not even in the continent

I can still hear them chattering

 

You see evil eye

That thing is such a weapon

I shot for the stars

And landed

in depression

 

Me against my mind

Stuck in armageddon

we’re still fighting on the street

Why did my generation have to franchise Tekken?

 

nothing can facilitate

All the pain that i exhilarate

Nothing ever indicates

That hope will come accelerate

My emotions when they fluctuate

Because it’s a long night,

when depression comes and dominates

 

i'm overwhelmed

in overdraft

The clouds above,

they over cast

My demons working overtime

I thought there was a job crisis, how are these lot

 overstaffed?

I’m from the lower cast

of the working class

This punch does really ever last

I can’t look at pictures,

I get PTSD from photographs

 

selling me dreams

I didn’t know what i was buying

 

i’ve cried myself to sleep

Guess who woke up crying

 

I felt all this love

And i still felt like dying

 

But i’m still here trying

Mummy’s boy still writing

 

You aint robin me,

or making me doubt, fire

I got the drive in the triumph,

i’ll still spit fire

Another mountain there higher

When it’s all still dire

The DNA of my trauma,

i’m just tryna rewire

 

Faith in my spirit

Love in my bones

How have i still got

Hope in my art

When I have

hell in my home?

 

In the interviews,

I set the tone with my soul

I can’t get no satisfaction

 

I’m an east london rolling stone

 

tonight i'll cry . . .
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