
Duniya 

Fondest memory of grace​
 is the rat-tat-tat of rain​
 against corrugated zinc,​
 berating the shoddy workmanship​
 of Alhaji’s house. 

It is unwelcome—​
 Alhaji can fix everything​
 from broken zippers​
 to snarky mouths,​
 but he’s never bothered with the roof,​
 happy to hum to the noise. 

“Alhaji, how far?​
 You’ve never fixed the roof?” 

His grin is bright,​
 his eyes are yellow.​
 He sucks air through his teeth.​
 “Duniya.” 

“Duniya?” 

“The world.​
 If I block out the world,​
 I have no conscience​
 when I cut a tree.​
 I can do it again tomorrow,​
 and kill the birds that live in it.” 

The words are familiar,​
 but they mean foreign.​
 He sucks air again,​
 breathes in petrichor. 

“If I hear the rain,​
 I know the world.​
 The world knows me. 

I live for it,​
 so I must hear it—​
 and treat it​
 as my forlorn lover.” 

“Duniya,” I whisper. 

“Duniya.” 


