
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


SAKINA

SALEEM LITTLE


Published by Mitanni Publishing

Copyright © 2013 by Saleem Little

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

––––––––

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


For Amir and Ismail

SAKINA

“The piano keys are black and white

but they sound like a million colors in your mind”

― Maria Cristina Mena
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Everything seemed to be happening so quickly. The news was coming in like another third world country had been bombed. Everyone was running around in such haste. Moses Matthews watched it all in a marijuana-induced time lapse and a gentle smirk resting in the corner of his mouth. Thanks to a subtle Cali Mist; he was now the only one moving in slow motion. He had picked up the habit of smoking at about eleven or twelve - he couldn’t remember - and hadn’t given it up since. It served its medicinal purpose of calming his nerves on a night when he so desperately needed it.

First there were the gunshots that cut through the still of the night like a scalpel through fish. Its ill-booing whistle had startled everyone within earshot.  It was hard to determine whether they were meant for Moses and his friends or not but they were cautious enough to take cover just in case. That was ten minutes ago. Two minutes ago, was the panic-ridden phone call from Asia’s mother.

“Moses you need to get to the hospital right away! Asia’s going into labor...”

Besides a quick shot of nerves after receiving the news, Moses was basking in a startling yet marvelous reverie...

“Wow, I’m really about to be a father...”

Moses simply couldn’t help but smile. He had always been courageous and in such a time that demanded it, his courage had yet again defined the moment. He noted and delighted in the realization that instead of fear, his heart had openly welcomed the idea, challenge, and responsibility of being a father.

“Which hospital is she at?” Moses asked calmly.

“Polyclinic!” Asia’s mother, who was normally so calm and collected, was hysteric. Moses loved it. He knew she was simply happy for her daughter.

“Okay, I’ll be there in five minutes.” Moses assured her before hanging up the phone. By the time he hung up the phone with Asia’s mother and kissed his girlfriend’s tender lips, not even twenty seconds passed before he was in his car headed towards Polyclinic Hospital. He hated leaving Essence without being able to fully explain...the predicament or more importantly...life to her. She was obviously in pain. Essence was young, they both were. Essence was seventeen and Moses eighteen when Dahlia was born. While looking back at Essence in his rear-view mirror, Moses could see that she was hurt, and she had every right to be. Moses, the love of her life was about to have his first child and it wasn’t to her.

“He told me he loved me...” Essence thought as she watched his car turn the corner and disappear. She believed he loved her but why was his love hurting her so much right now?

Moses knew the situation must have torn her young heart to pieces but right now time was of the essence so he would have to explain it all to her later. He did love her, but this baby was conceived seven months before he and Essence met. He would find a way to make her understand.

A block away from the hospital Moses called his mother and informed her of the good news. She was just as hysterical as Asia’s mother had been.

“What? Oh my God where?” She questioned in rapid fire fashion. She had already begun to pack her things and was making her way to the door.

“Polyclinic.” Moses informed her. His mother’s excitement made him question why he too wasn’t as panic-stricken. It wasn’t as if he was deliberately acting nonchalant about the situation; he wasn’t. It was just thus far the life of Moses Matthews had been a hectic one filled with stare downs with death, too many horrifying views of reality, and way too many thrills for an eighteen-year-old. By this time in his life, he had completely outgrown his prepubescent innocence and was merely waiting for the rest of his body to match his mind’s maturation. Moses was a man-child with a baby face and an eighty-year-old soul.

Although suppressed, Moses’ heart was flowing with joy however and this joy was intensified by the fact he was finally making his mother proud after years of disappointing her. She deserved happiness more than anybody he knew.

“Polyclinic? That’s good; I’m already uptown so I’ll be there in no time. You’re on your way too, right?”

Moses knew his mother had every right to be skeptical. Ever since his introduction to the street life, he was often absent. This absence would often last weeks at a time. Then considering all the arguing he and Asia had been doing lately, his mother wondered if he was thinking about running away from his responsibility like his father had.

“I’m already here...” Moses assured her. He was wise enough to detect her doubt but wise enough to know it was warranted.

“Ok baby, I love you.”

“Love you too mom.”

Moses waited for his mother at the hospital entrance. In two minutes, she was there and they were on their way up to Asia’s room. On their way to the room, they spotted Asia’s family in the waiting room. After saying hello to everyone, Moses excused himself. He needed a brief second alone.

“Is Moses here?” Asia asked nervously. She was concerned. She knew things weren’t exactly picture-book perfect between she and Moses but she hoped that wouldn’t stop him from being there for the birth of his child.

“Yes, he’s here.” Moses’s mother assured her.

“He’ll be right up; he’s using the bathroom.” Asia was nervous and perspiring heavily so the gentle hand of the woman she called her step-mother smoothing back her hair was soothing and more than welcomed.

The ambiance in the room was thick and flowing with eager anticipation. Everybody impatiently awaiting the arrival of an angel, and all immersed in their own personal fantasies of what they had planned for her. Asia’s thoughts, however, were leaning more towards fear as she wondered,

“Will I be a good mother?”

“Will Moses be a good father?”

“Will the baby be healthy and will I be able to give her everything she wants and needs?”

She knew worrying wasn’t good for her or the baby right now but she couldn’t help it... she was afraid.

Meanwhile, Moses was trying to shake a few nerves himself. Staring at his reflection in the mirror, his piercing brown eyes were full of something that could only be described as confusion.

Moses: I remember just standing in front of that mirror for what felt like forever. And after washing my face about a hundred times, I just stared into eternity for eternity. The question that just kept resonating was, ‘Are you ready?’ Regardless of my guilt I managed to smile. I was happy but truth be told, I was nervous as ever. Asia looked calm when I came in but I bet she was just as nervous, if not more.

As I stared in the mirror, I saw myself for the first time. I guess my reflection helped me reflect. I was eighteen years old and before this I just swore, I was a man, THE man. Now that perception of self would have to translate into action or I would be considered a failure. I realized that, and the weight of that reality was most certainly heavy.

Here I was, legally a man, technically a boy, about to become a father and I knew the least bit about responsibility. I never had a father to give me an example or should I say, standard of what a father is, what’s incumbent of him and what criteria he had to meet. My Father left when I was about a month old. So what ensued was a shot of apprehension over the thought,

‘How could I teach what I was never taught?’

Regardless of the negative thoughts, I did see the potential in me, even at that age. Change hurts, but not the same as staying the same if the same isn’t enough. I had no choice but to change now, that or fail this baby. Failure was most certainly no option for me. Some things were ambiguous or unclear to me, but I knew I wanted to prevail at being a good father.

Moses walked out of the bathroom, his cadence showing no signs of rush. He headed back to the waiting room but quickly discovered Asia’s family was gone. No one was there so he headed to Asia’s room to find that everyone had come in to visit with her again. When Moses walked into Asia’s room she smiled brightly. No matter what they had gone through this was a moment that they would share together for the rest of their lives. Acting civil towards each other would have to begin tonight.

Moses: Her departure from Asia’s womb marked the beginning of not one, but three new lives. She was embraced first by me, then by Asia. My heart was in my stomach. I was so overwhelmed. It was the most beautiful thing I ever experienced. I thought the bloody scene was going to turn my stomach, but it seems just knowing that she was mine made the whole thing placid. She was peaceful, calm, tranquil and serene. Fittingly, we called her Sakina.

Essence: Let’s just say it was a very confusing night and my emotions were everywhere. Of course, I was jealous of the fact that the guy I now called my man, the guy I confessed my love to, was having a child to another woman. That was the naturally human reaction. However, I knew when I met Moses that he had a child on the way. I decided to overlook that for love, I had to stand by my decision.

I wanted to be happy strictly for Moses. I knew how excited he was. This was his first child so it was a very big deal for him. And knowing that, I was happy, but the selfish side of me would not let myself be overjoyed or anything like that (smiles). Hey, you know what? Sakina became like a daughter to me anyway, so in hindsight...why question what was written?

Sakina was adorned in kisses by her proud father who had a very unfamiliar feeling inside. It was again one of those moments when the heart sees what is invisible to the eyes. Another dimension had been added to his manhood and the programming was immediately recognizable. He could feel fatherly instincts being activated immediately.

He wanted to cover the child and protect it. He wanted to be better. He wanted to make better decisions. This epiphany took place in a matter of seconds. Sakinaa was more than a child; another soul had materialized and he and Asia were weighted with the responsibility of being its caretaker. The reality was stark and clear and sobering.

The windows to her soul were magnetic. Moses noted that her eyes were identical to his and as they searched his face for familiarity or comfort or assurance or whatever it was, they were searching for, Moses slowly revealed what he was feeling in liquid form. Asia too had tears of joy in her eyes as Moses returned Sakina to her mother. Asia glanced back and forth from her daughter to her daughter’s father. Did Sakina approve of her new mother? She wondered. Did Moses approve of his new family? Asia was overflowing with emotions. Moses however, felt nothing at the moment but pride and joy.
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The next day, Moses showed up at the hospital to take Asia and Sakina home. Once again, he was bombarded with a myriad of emotion.

Moses: More than anything I was happy. It’s like, the doctor’s job is done now and now it’s completely up to you to take care of your responsibility, which is to raise this new life to its fullest potential. I’m not sure I realized just how serious this was though.

When we got Sakina home, our families and friends just couldn’t keep their hands off of her. She was beautiful and most of all innocent. I think that’s why people love babies so much; they remind them of a time in their life where innocence ruled and the perils of life had yet affected how they viewed living. I think that’s what it did for me.

We tried to be as responsible as we could. For the ages we were I can honestly say at first, we didn’t do that bad. I never allowed the streets to completely separate me from my daughter, and Asia somehow found the will power to turn down weekends at the clubs to care for our daughter.

Sakina was our pride and joy but soon that initial shock and enrapture wore off, and we yearned to enjoy our youths. We had both grown pretty fast but the reality was, we were both yet to hit twenty-one. We were kids still and eventually we succumbed to our immaturity.

As Asia and Moses began to shy away from their responsibility, they also began to become more and more distant. They tried to stay together but it was useless; counterproductive even. They thought staying together for Sakina’s sake was the right thing to do, but in all actuality, it just created a hostile environment for her.

––––––––
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Moses: We argued all the time. We had grown to despise each other and it was evident. Even more evident was the fact that we were far past any possibility of reconciliation. So, we split ways. We had a child together now so that meant we would never be completely out of each other’s lives but living together was a now out of the question. Unfortunately, I had made the mistake so many men before me had made. We don’t heed right guidance. Right guidance says you marry then have children. Obviously, there’s no guarantee any relationship will work but this approach does heighten your chances of success. Instead, Sakina would be another bastard child destined to face the perils of a single-parent home. Sure, I would do everything I could financially, but money isn’t everything.

Moses was at a very difficult stage in his life at this point. He was torn between who he was and who he wanted to be. Who he wanted to be was a great, responsible father that could provide for his daughter in all of the proper manners; who he was, was a young man who had unfortunately learned a lot of ways to cut corners; who had picked up too many bad habits and was having a hard time breaking them.

Moses: How do you give someone a reason without them thinking you’re trying to give them an excuse? All I can say is one of my big cousins; one who I looked up to and wanted to emulate in every fashion; he taught me many things. Sure, he taught me how to throw a tight spiral and how to pop-a-wheelie on my mountain bike, but he also taught me how to buy marijuana and put it in baggies so I could make money. I just wish I was better at decision-making at that age because I had grown to find this normal; up until Sakina was born. Then it began to seem like something that could jeopardize my freedom and time with my baby girl if I didn’t give it up. So, I gave it up and I began to work my butt off to pay for the classes I had picked up at a local college.

Asia on the other hand, was headed down another path and could almost care less. She was young-minded and would probably be the first to admit that she just wasn’t ready to be a mother. There were plenty of times that I sat Asia down and tried to get her on the right path. I tried to make her see that she was the most important thing in Sakina’s life because she played probably the biggest part in whom and what Sakina would eventually become.

“Well, what about you, why I gotta be this perfect person but you can just run around doin’ whatever it is you wanna do?”

“When’s the last time I ran around ‘doing what I want to do’ Asia? I work and I go to school. I’m putting my best foot forward. You could at least attempt to meet me halfway.”

“Moses, I’m grown and I’ma do what I damn well please. I aint about to let havin’ a baby stop me from livin’ my life! Point blank! And furthermore, frankly Moses you aint my man so you can’t tell me what to do.”

“I can when it comes to ‘our’ baby. That’s my child as well Asia.”

“I know. You act like I neglect her, or I abuse her. We’re fine Moses, go worry about your little family with Essence.”

Moses gave up. That’s what it was and he knew it. Asia was being rebellious because she couldn’t have what she wanted. The problem was she had no idea how to obtain or keep what she so desired.

Moses: Six years later, Essence and I were engaged to be married. It was one of the happiest times of both of our lives. We had such elaborate plans for our wedding. I had my fiancé; I had finished school and now I was working as Independent Contractor and working out the logistics to open a restaurant with Essence. Sakina was now so perceptive at this age and she wasn’t exactly the nicest to Essence. She felt the need to constantly remind her that she wasn’t her mother. I tried to play mediator but I couldn’t force Sakina to like her. I didn’t have to; gradually she outgrew it and began to love Essence.

By the time Sakina was ten she was a star and so advanced. Her mother however was a disgrace. She was under that ubiquitous illusion that her body was the key to the finer things in life. She used her sex as a net but could never seem to trap that big fish. Instead, she settled for way too many small ones. She was so beautiful at one time, a rose, but now her beauty was decaying rapidly and she started to look used. It was sad.

I kept Sakina closer to me during this time. It was the best thing I could’ve ever done. As I put my all into being a better father than the one that made me, I sacrificed a lot which made me less and less selfish. That in turn was making me a better person all around. Essence and I moved into a three-bedroom townhouse where the three of us stayed. Everything looked promising. Essence and I were ready for a child and Sakina was ready for a sibling. I felt blessed.

I kept a real low profile but I did meet a guy name King who would change my perception of life permanently. He gave me knowledge of myself and this is what I taught my family. Everything was going well, but eventually what goes around comes back around again. And I guess I still had to pay for all the dirt I had done in the past.

Karma met me in the form of a lie that sent me to prison for life. Life; for a murder I didn’t commit. All I kept thinking was damn, it’s over for good. You know, more than myself I kept thinking about Sakina, Sakina and Essence and my mother, I thought less about myself and more about those three, what would this do to them, because it killed me.
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She turned quickly, her eyes wide with panic as the dangerous-looking man on her trails closed the distance between them, his thick, black construction boots crushing the crunchy fall leaves below his feet as he hurried towards her; stalking the terrified woman menacingly.

Her heart beat loudly, loud enough to be heard from two feet away, and the blood gushed through her veins as she screamed for somebody, anybody, to please help her. She stumbled her knees met the concrete and the hard sidewalk ripped through her stockings and snatched the flesh right below her knee in a chunk the size of a quarter. It burned; she sucked air between the cracks of her clenched teeth, a grimace of pain transforming her otherwise beautiful face. The man’s footsteps were getting closer and this brought her away, if she could make it that far she would be safe she reasoned. She got up and continued running towards her car.
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