
To my lover,
On why I am the way that I am.
Because I can't take all the blame
for how broken I am.

My father is the most powerful man I know. I have learnt early on that the more influence
someone has in my life, the more powerful they are to me; than me. He knows how to take, so
ruthlessly. Like an invisible hurricane, always so violent and audacious in his form of torture. I
have learnt early on that just like most, where mothers might have taken the roles of all the male
around, privilege remains an unyielding birthright that often eludes them. This isn't to diminish
their protective or caregiving qualities, but because their nurturing nature becomes so
accustomed to “giving,” when men inevitably siphon away what remains, it evokes a
disconcerting sense of familiarity. This version of my story points to the fact of it all. From an
early age, I understood. It was an unspoken legacy. I accepted it with two hands and a pouring
heart. I haven’t looked back ever since.

Wait, before I get anywhere. Maybe I owe it to myself to say something good. I want to, but it
will even the amount of negativity I'm going to spew. My father was a reader, allegedly. I heard
from my mother. I don't know if he was ever a writer. That is how little I know about him. I have
never asked him a question that didn't backfire. Now, he is just another stranger. Scratch that. I'm
trying to be positive here. I grew up with books, fairytales and a bit of history. Remnants of the
absence of my father. memories of a man I barely knew. I don't remember reading then. When he
offered it to me. I didn't write then, when he would have supported it and accepted it as an
extension of him. I'm sure I was happy. As happy as any person would be in my place. I'm sure
of it. I am trying not to blame him for the repressive memories of my childhood. He wasn't in it.
It was good. He can't be blamed for it. After childhood, during his custody. I found myself in
situations where we bonded. I can't remember much. I know there have been a lot of laughter. A
lot of attempted understanding and wistful thinking.

At this moment I choose honestly as a form of compromise. I have watched through the eyes of
all the people around me and or read books which have confirmed the notion that the past
matters so much. It matters too much for it to be flimsily brushed off. This is my reason for
writing to you. I am choosing to start from the beginning and work my way to the present. Have
you ever heard the saying that “all abusers were once victims too”. It doesn’t matter here. It is
not about anyone else but me. Us. All I know is that I am the victim here. We are. Us. So no, the
abusers were once victims then. They should know better. They know, more than anyone else,
how it feels. I have been left with nothing but regrets of broken promises and dreams of a girl
who could have moved the world with passion. They possess an intimate familiarity with the
labyrinthine corridors of pain, more so than anyone else.



I remember nothing and so little all at once. My memories flicker in and out like old film reels
with gaps where the scenes should be. There were few traumatic experiences, nothing too
damaging. None quite reached the threshold of devastation. Where I come from, five to eleven
was the prime age for sexual abuse. The enduring reality that still lingers in the shadows. It was
nothing. It is nothing. I need you to understand that the men in this family only know how to
take. There are no caregivers. They are all selfish vultures who suck the potential and hope out of
every woman they come across. They never stop taking, and taxing. That is the curse that comes
with this family. This is just by the way. This isn't about that. That part of the past doesn't matter
in this story. Men have always taken, that is what they do. This family is no better. We have to
talk about my father. It is all his fault. Who I am has always been of him. Comes from him. So
it's no surprise that this resentment builds from him, of him. Every moment between us is an
unspoken pointed finger of regrets and broken hearts. Each with a different version of why the
other is atrocious and unforgiving in nature. We are both the same in how accusatory we are,
how demanding and how each lived in a different version of a broken lie. It should come as no
surprise that resentment simmers, always stemming from him and perpetually directed toward
him. Every interaction between us seems to silently accuse, a testament to the festering regrets
and fractured hearts that define our relationship. We’re both masters of the blame game, each
harboring our own version of why the other is irredeemable and unyielding in nature. We are, in
essence, mirror images of each other, locked in a perpetual cycle of accusation, demanding
answers, living in divergent realities woven from the fabric of broken truths.

He was conspicuously absent. An absentee. For whatever noble reason he had. I was raised by a
single mother and “the village” that raises a child. We. We grew up. This might be about me, but
I need you to understand that it affected them all in their own way. I can only tell you what I
have felt. What I have seen. What I have heard and what I tried to uncover. Sometimes, it’s as if
ghosts inhabit our lives, not as ethereal apparitions, but as living, breathing nightmares, haunting
us in myriad ways. This aspect of my life has always been the saddest. Then, I prayed to the
almighty for a father. I asked God why I only had my father. I questioned why this stranger could
not also live in my life. Why did we have to stay apart? Why did life have to keep homes across
borders? I cried and I begged. Now I understand the power of a child's prayer. If I could go back,
I would have understood tawakul. I would have continuously thanked God for his mercy. For
keeping us apart. For making us patient. For giving us each other. I would have been thankful. I
wish I could be thankful. The stranger I did not know was the safest option of comfort I knew. I
still remember. My wretched cries and gasping laughter. How I questioned everything, part of
who I am. What have I done wrong? Why am I this way? Who else but me would be this
unfortunate. I did not blame him, Not once. I only wondered what I could have done differently.

In fleeting fragments of dreams and haunting nightmares, I catch glimpses of who he once was. I
must admit, I wasn’t entirely truthful from the outset. I lied. From the beginning I lied. I have
always lied. I must confess, I chose him. I consistently chose him. That was the first and only



time I chose a man. That does not matter now though. Moving on, the divorce happened. The
first thing he did was beat me bloody (us, but I can only tell my story) through the night because
how dare a child. That is it. His actions, his words, none of it truly matters in the grand scheme
of things. The question has and will always insinuate “how dare you?”. I have never seen perfect
audacity till that moment. Just the two of us and our silent, growing frustration. Oh, if only I
could go back in time.

I did not forgive him. Amidst “the broken glass all over the floor”. I have not forgiven him even
now. It was an unforgivable act that left wounds too deep to heal. And then, the confusion set in,
his unsettling questions and invasive probing about menstruation and virginity. Try to imagine
being in my shoes – a complete stranger, a man, asking such intimate and unsettling questions.
Now, I echo his sentiment: “How dare he?”. I should emphasize this. They do this a lot, Men. It’s
a recurring theme, isn’t it? Men, time and again, take from women and reduce them to mere
objects in an accusatory manner. I should have been honest then. About the first set of men that
took from me. Pointed out that he was taking from me the same way they did. Each, a different
part of me. Can you see now? Do you see it now? This is why I feel like I have nothing left to
give. It starts to make sense, doesn’t it? They don’t stop, and I, in all my sorrow and frustration,
have clung to kindness as a lifeline. I’ve always been kind, or so I’ve been told, because I
understand more than ever what it feels like to be on the receiving end of cruelty.

But I was just a girl, just twelve years old, just the first child, only my mothers child. What is a
girl but another story of who her mother was. Do you get it now? I am scared that you are
exactly like every other person; man, my father. Do you blame him too? Can you blame him? Or
do you still blame me for what I have become? Unresponsive, unlovable, unwanted. All the
things I have always truly been in my father's eyes. Please, do not be another version of him.
That is not to say that I would blame you for it. I have always been all encompassing. Patient,
forgiving and understanding. I would actually understand. I would try not to be emotional about
it. Actually, I would love to know where you would stand in all of this. Who are you really? It
will give me a different perspective. Maybe he’s not that bad. Maybe he does not know any
better. Maybe I am the trigger. Maybe. Maybe. Maybe.

I keep changing trajectory, this isn’t about men. This isn't about you. This isn't even about me in
its entirety. This is about my father. I can’t forgive him. He doesn’t know what he has done
wrong. No one knows why I am the way that I am. I don’t want to talk about it anymore. Have
you at least understood a version of me? Do you now know what silently and constantly goes
through my being? Can I be excused for my horrible nature? Does this suffice or do I have to be
even more honest? Please say no. No more. I am tired. Take what I have given you. Do not be
like them. Do not be like my father.



P.S. I have tried being honest before you didn’t listen. I have proof this time. I can't always be at
fault.

it is easier to talk about the shades of colors in my favorite dream than it is to talk about
the way my soul lives within my being. as always, i did not listen to myself. as if life did
not guide me this far. as if sadness did not lie its way into my sanity. as if i did not hold
myself back from the clutches of insanity. sometimes, i wish to communicate to you my
struggles. that my favorite book does not exist within me. that forgiveness is so easily
taken from me. that love is only for me to give. that i can only wish to learn about my only
dream through the pages of someone else's story.

Furthermore,

i am a dying flower playing pretend
with an illusion of self awareness
i know does not mean better
does not bring answers
does not take away the silence

pity is the solace the people around me
tend to offer. it is not an accusation,
just an observation — g r a t i t u d e .
pity means they see it too
i am not as invisible as i am lonely

the night overstays its welcome. it speaks of the dead too often. i have been here before.
the night feels unsafe.

in this moment that i haven't lived before
deja vu is the only prayer on my tongue
my solace can not be against me.

the stars my only comfort
night; a companion of a lifetime.
what my heart is trying to say is a treacherous belief I refuse to accept.

the two seconds it takes me to the take in anything is not enough for me to harbour the
fault that comes with being a person.

sometimes I think about waging war against the battles that live in my head rent-free.



i’ve overcome the delusion that comes with honesty of feelings. i’ve felt all of these before
and some more. yet with all the threats I've raged against myself i still look towards
tomorrow like an ancient prayer.

to overcome one thing is to stumble upon the next. so I nourish my pain into art to be able
to love through what is left.

the truth is that i still feel what i felt before and some more.

I wish you would listen more too.

With all my love,
Aisha.


