


































About the Author 








From my mum 








I told my son to always brush his teeth before he goes 








to bed, because the world is going to see him smile. 








He always spills food on his clothes and would never 








sleep if we were going somewhere exciting the next day, 








so I wouldn’t tell him. And just like me, he loves a 








vegetable samosa with mint chutney. 








He is a mummy’s boy, he is my baby, and he is saved 








in my phone as my King. I was proud of him when he 








graduated. Whenever he would travel, I would message him 








and tell him the house was quiet without him and I would 








get him mangos and watermelons for his return. 








When he won the trip to Space, I was happy, everyone 








was, but I never wanted him to go. I said if something 








happened to him in space, I wouldn’t be able to help him. 








I remember one day he was sad in the grey room on 








the sofa, and he said he felt like giving up on his 








career, I told him, not to worry because I pray with a 








clean heart and God listens to those who do. He said, 








it’s too hard, there’s too much competition, and I 








replied. 








‘God says if you got it, you must feed the world and 








that is exactly what we will be doing, you get it, and 








quietly we will feed the world, so just let them copy 








you, just don’t get stressed over it.’ 

























A Prayer For Mum 















I know the angel of death smiled at you when it looked left 








I know the angels of Heaven are getting the keys to 








unlock the gates now they hear your footsteps 








I know your parents will smile when they get to hear the 








calm in your voice 








I know in that moment the Heavens will be notified that 








the princess has arrived to rejoice 








I wish all the moments we shared with you were 








permanently logged 








I wish they could transform to a power of love that 








allows every heart you touched to be healed, even though 








every heart feels robbed 








My Lord, allow us to sleep peacefully when the nights 








turn tough 








Allow me to inform the world the lessons I learnt from 








my dearest mum 








Allow the kingdom she built to stand strong and keep 








away the devil 








Allow her flight to reach the heights of Heaven so she 








can experience Heaven at every level 








Allow the light of the skies to be everything she 








imagined and more 








Allow her giggly laugh to reach our ears from the birds 








that soar 








Grant us all patience to heal our delicate hearts 








Grant us her presence in our futures 








Even though, from this moment, she stays in our past 



























May the wells she planted aid the thirst of the homeless 








May the du’as she prayed give hope to the hopeless 








May the thousands she fed make prayers in her name 








May everything I say be a copy of what she would say 








My Lord, expand her grave for it to be the size of a palace 








Allow every one of her good deeds to transform into 








rewards that are divinely lavish 








Keep her humour strong through our hardest times 








Do not allow her soul to think to return when she hears 








our wildest cries 








Grant her the blessings in abundance within the confines 








of Heaven in this everlasting afterlife 








Allow her body armour to be impenetrable 








For she lived a life of purity, calm, serenity; chaotic 








but yet sensible 








For her light so strong it took her in the night 








So quick, so sudden, so blessed, so right 








Have mercy on her beautiful soul 








Forgive her for all she has done 








And in the moment she was taken, she was taken pure 








and whole 








I love you forever Mother x 








Ameen 



























Father, thank you for supporting me, for encouraging me, 








for allowing me to spread my wings and for giving me 








your blessings to fly. I love you Dad. 
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‘Your story and poetry is so powerful. It’s going to 








resonate with others who haven’t dealt with their grief. 








Thank you Hussain!’ 








OPRAH WINFREY, on Hussain’s involvement in 








The Me You Can’t See 



documentary series, May 2021 

























Rest in Peace, Power and Paradise 








Ali Hussain 








Jasmin Jethwa 








Levi Miller 








Darren Molloy-Herat 








Mum 








Until we meet again x 

























xi 








As soon as we harness our true power, we will have 








enormous control over our world; 








We will be able to design reality rather than merely 








acting and being controlled within it. 








Well-directed thought is a learnt and disciplined skill. 








To manifest an intention requires a laser-like focus, 








full sensory visualisation and a profound belief. 








Perception has the ability to be transformed, 








Ability will then have the capability to live, 








And through living, your dreams ultimately have a chance 








to come alive, 








Then you’ve increased the odds and possibility is true. 



































If you can make it out of your mind 








You can make it anywhere 
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None of what I do, 








Nothing of what I write, 








Would have ever been possible without you by my side. 








You would pray for me as I tried, cried, and would write 








through the night, 








You fought all my demons and brought Noor into my life 








Even when you walked out, 








You didn’t leave with your light 








Mum, I want you to know, 








I finally did it; 








Your son won tonight. 








The words led me out of my maze, 








They led me out of the episodes, 








I was so shocked when they finally led me out 








of my brain. 








Now, it’s time to tell the world; 








My name is Hussain. 








A name my dear mother gave. 








I kept going because that was everything that 








you prayed. 








It’s finally time for me to go and show the world 








exactly who my mother made. 
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Preface 















(still don’t know what this means) 








I often get asked if I always knew I wanted to be a 








poet. Truth be told, the answer is ‘hell to the no’; 








I had no idea this was even an option. I studied and 








graduated for a degree in Quantity Surveying at the 








University of Westminster (must 



have been the pressure 








of deciding on something when I was 17). 



The arts were 








something I was truly fascinated and captivated by, but 








genuinely believing I could make a career out of writing 








down my thoughts, feelings, hurts and upsets was never 








something that I felt was viable or obtainable. 








My grandparents came to England in 1960 and raised 








our family in the London Boroughs of Newham and Barking 








and Dagenham. My parents met twice before getting 








married. My dad ran a video cassette shop on Romford 








Road before developing the legendary Mobeen restaurant 








on Ilford Lane, and my mother helped him, raised us and 








did so much more along the way. 








East London became my life: growing up with the 








sounds of the Hammers at Upton Park, the smells from 








Queen’s Market on Green Street, the hustle and bustle 








of Ilford Lane, Vicarage Field in Barking … they all 








played a pivotal role in shaping me into the man I am 








today. I remember being in Highlands Primary School 








and auditioning for the ’choir’; I must have been in 








Year 5. I got in (miraculously, 



somehow) 



and, as a 
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collective with hundreds of school children from across 








the country, in 2002 I had my first ever window into the 








world of performing as we sang the words of 



West Side 








Story 



through the roof at the Royal Albert Hall. 








There was something I found truly remarkable about 








rhyming words. I remember in singing assemblies I had my 








favourite songs – the ones I wished would get played. 








I also recall feeling deeply emotional every time I 








heard a movie soundtrack hit. And at some point during 








my teens I was introduced to the wonderful world of 








garage and grime music whilst learning Shakespeare, 








understanding Rumi and reading monologues, scripts and 








anthologies of poems. 








I began writing. It was in the back of my school 








planner; I remember it as if it was yesterday. There was 








a fulfilling sensation I discovered each time I managed 








to release a feeling out of me onto the paper. 








Skip 15 years on and here we are. Growing up as an 








artist meant I had to work multiple jobs throughout 








various stages of my life. These ranged from positions 








at Primark, Suits You, Curry’s, Supreme O Glaze, Sainsbury’s, 








The O2 arena, inside Shakespeare’s Globe theatre, working 








as a television extra, and so many more in between. 








Each time I would come home from a shift, tired and 








with my feet aching from the cheap black shoes I would 








be wearing, I’d run upstairs to the attic room and write 








down how I felt, what I saw and how people made me feel. 








My mother was worried – she could not understand that 








her son with a degree was not fulfilling it and was 








opting instead to choose an alternative career path, one 








with a vast amount of uncertainty. She would constantly 








ask me, ‘Is it happening yet, Hussain? Is it happening?’ 








And I would reply, ‘Not yet Mum, not yet.’ 
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PREFACE 








It’s been five long years without you Mother, and 








I can finally say, ‘It’s happening Mum, it’s really 








happening.’ The very sentiment of these words makes 








me cry each time they begin to formulate. There is not 








a day that goes by when I do not think of you, when I 








don’t hold you as close as I can to my heart. I’ve learnt 








to not question the will of God and now have come to a 








deeper understanding that it was your time to leave. 








But it is my mother who has led me here, so no more 








ramblings from me. To you, the reader, where do I begin? 








Initially, when my poems first came alive, left my work 








station and hit the internet, I had absolutely no idea 








that this is where they would lead me. There have been 








thousands and thousands of messages from people all 








across the world who have connected to my words and 








their meanings, and from the bottom of my heart and 








art I thank each and every one of you. I thank you for 








allowing these words to sit within your life and play 








a role. That this is even happening is all very surreal 








for me. I don’t think I will ever believe it, so for 








all of you who have messaged, emailed, written, shared, 








liked, commented and connected, I send you the utmost 








gratitude, love and light. 








I apologise for the delay in getting this to you – 








it’s taken a lifetime, but it’s all of me; there’s no 








getting rid of me now! 








Without further ado, I present to you all, my debut 








poetry book … 








Life Is Sad and Beautiful. 
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Be proud of everything you came through in life; 








mentally, spiritually and psychologically 








before you got to this book. 








Now take off your shoes, 








turn off your phone, 








get comfortable; 








we’re going on a journey together. 



























Chapter One 















That Boy 








Just Wants to 








Be Heard 
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From my earliest memory of being a child and growing up, 








my mother was always asking me and my siblings to get 








up in front of our cousins, family members, or even just 








her, and recite a religious scripture or read something 








aloud. At first, this was a rather scary experience, as 








your mind would automatically go into ‘What 



if I mess 








up?’, 



‘What 



are they going to think of me?’, 



‘What 



if I 








embarrass my family?’ 



All of these things, plus the lack 








of confidence, were probably the reason my mother made 








us do these things in the first place. I think in her 








eyes it was some form of preparation. 








On religious gatherings we had to each pray aloud, 








and on family occasions when all of us cousins were in 








the same room, we would get up, turn by turn, and have 








a go at our attempt of speaking Urdu by introducing 








ourselves and our ages. All of this practice would 








ultimately prepare us each for our headline position 








slots at Grandma and Grandad’s house on Eid. 








Eid in East Ham was special: we would sit around on 








the floor of my grandfather’s home on a large blanket, 








with only a few selected elders being allowed to sit on 








the sofa. We would have an incredible display of food, 








fruits, juices and desserts before us. My Baba (my 



dad’s 








father) 



lay in his hospital bed in the room with us. 








Sadly, my Baba had a stroke and was bed-bound for the 








last few years of his life. But this did not stop him 








from enjoying mango and watermelon, communicating his 








best with us and feeling the energy of his vast amount 








of children and grandchildren in one room together. 








My grandma would always pray, and before she 








finished her prayer she would make sure she mentioned 








every one of us individually. And to be real with you, 








I still don’t know how she did it as there were so many 








of us. Before this and before she would close off her 
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prayer, we would each have to join her in a recital. 








This is what Mum was really training us for – she didn’t 








want us to feel embarrassed. By this point, we had had 








months of practice, so when it was our turn, we would 








leap at the opportunity and take it with both hands. 








We did well, each and every time. But that didn’t 








mean the practice stopped in our bedrooms before we 








went to bed. We would leave our doors open and recite 








our prayers aloud for each of us to hear. I would gaze 








out at the stars and the moon, using the night light to 








help illuminate my small prayer book and, some nights, 








I would attempt the extra-long prayers. Little did I 








know that these nights were to play a huge role in my 








life in decades to come. 








Growing up in East Ham was an incredible experience 








– it was the early nineties and we lived on Central Park 








Road, which is a stone’s throw away from West Ham’s 








famous Upton Park stadium, the legendary Boleyn Cinema 








(neither 



of which are there now) 



and down the road was 








Central Park. Our time was split evenly between my 








father’s family in East Ham and my mother’s in Barking. 








One key thing about both of these areas was the local 








markets: East Ham was renowned for the iconic Queen’s 








Market and Barking had just announced the arrival of its 








new market just by Vicarage Field. 








After spending many childhood years between these 








two places, Dad and Mum announced to us one morning 








that we would be getting a little sister. I still 








remember the day my baby sister was born. I was upstairs 








playing with an Action Man doll and my neighbour, who 








was babysitting us at the time, ran into the room and 








announced, ‘Your mum has had the baby!’ This was an 








exceptional moment in all of our lives. Around this 








time, Dad ran a video cassette shop on Romford Road and 
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Mum was making a living sewing clothes on her industrial 








sewing machine. They both worked incredibly hard. 








Dad was fascinated by movies and film and was always 








enlightening us with stories of cinema magic and Mum 








was pushing us to always look smart, dress well, speak 








slowly and overall be good humans. Shortly after the 








arrival of my baby sister, Mum and her mum (my grandma) 








went to view a house in Ilford, Essex and came back with 








joyous news saying that they had found ‘our new home’. 








I remember as a child thinking what on earth it would 








be like to move house and I genuinely believed we were 








going to pick up our home from East Ham and place it 








somewhere in Ilford. I never understood the concept! 








From then, I realised that saying goodbye was never 








going to be something I was good at. 








A few months later, we packed our bags, had our 








final farewells with our neighbours, played on the 








climbing frame in the garden one last time and hit 








the road in Dad’s Nissan Bluebird. Up Barking Road to 








the A406, get off at the Ilford exit, take the small 








tunnel up to Belgrave Road and say hello to your new 








neighbourhood – the mighty Ilford in the London Borough 








of Redbridge. 








This semi-detached house needed a lot of work but, 








at the time, Mum and Dad clearly had seen a vision and 








wanted a better life for us away from the chaos of East 








Ham. There was a school down the road called Highlands 








Primary and that’s where we would be going from now. Not 








only that, but each of us got our own bedroom too. 








It was here one night that my life changed. 








We had a small room – we called it ‘the box room’ – 








and one day my Uncle P. came round with a little machine 








to help us take down the old wallpaper. Once the walls 








were clear, the paper was in bags and out of the way, 
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behold, before us lay four plain blank canvases. My 








older sister came up to me with a green felt-tip pen 








and said, ‘Let’s write on the walls.’ As we leaned in 








closer to the plaster on the walls, I stopped and asked 








her, ‘What should I even write?’ and she muttered to me, 








‘Lyrical Gangsta’, and that’s exactly what I did. 








We stood back and admired this masterpiece. We were 








so proud of ourselves, but then we heard Mum’s footsteps 








coming up the stairs. Petrified, we ran out of the room, 








turned off the lights and acted like we were never in 








there to begin with. 








But in that moment, something happened, something 








clicked; the sensation of writing on the wall, the 








freedom of being able to flow this felt-tip pen in a 








direction of my own with no limitations was special to 








me. From that day on, I knew something inside me had 








been sparked. 








Here is my first ever piece from 2008: 
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That Boy 















This is for all of us who spent countless nights in the 















Valentines Park huts, hiding from park police, jamming 








together and climbing fences. I miss that era. 








That boy just wants to be heard, 








He’s got a dream that nobody heard, 








He was kicked, straight to the kerb, 








That boy was on the edge 








Just like a suburb, 








That boy just wants to earn, 








He’s never going to quit, 








He’s always going to learn, 








He’s never going to take that, wrong turn, 








Never going to take that, wrong turn 








He’s never going to quit 








Or stop 








He doesn’t want to be that high-school flop 








He knows it’s what he deserves 








Just like a candle, when’s it his time to burn? 








He just needs to stick to his ambition, like glue, 








But if he flops, he doesn’t have a clue on what he 








would do 








That boy just wants to be heard, 








He’s got a dream that nobody heard, 








He was kicked, straight to the kerb, 








That boy was on the edge 








Just like a suburb, 








That boy just wants to earn, 








He’s never going to quit, 








He’s always going to learn, 
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He’s never going to take that, wrong turn, 








Never going to take that, wrong turn. 
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Dream 








Once upon a time, there lived a boy called Dream 








He wanted to bring night to life, and that’s all what it 








seemed 








When he started school he met a young girl, her name was 








Believe, 








Who told him, work hard and one day you’ll meet my 








cousin Achieve 








Dream had a friend called Passion, 








Whose brother’s name was Ambition, 








Whilst others studied Maths and English, they both 








studied their mission 








They had cold nights and long days 








And they hated this girl called Storm 








Because she made them stay indoors during wet play and 








tried her best for them to meet her friend Conform 








Their genuine aura kept peer pressure away with a simple 








word called Nope, 








During one lesson, Dream was chilling when he met the 








new girl – her name was Hope 








She said, ‘Why don’t you be optimistic like me, but 








don’t hang yourself on that rope 








‘Because if you do they’ll sit there and laugh just like 








what they did to the boy who left, don’t you remember 








what happened to Jonathan Joke?’ 








As time went on they both came to realise that they both 








slept on the same page 








They both had mutual friends and one of them was Mr Stage 








Mr Stage was flawless; he allowed anyone to come as long 








as they entertained 
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		One Million Times / You Have My Word
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		You May Have Died but You Are Still Alive
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		CHAPTER FIVE The Beauty and the Peace
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		For When It’s My Time
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