KHADIJA IMRAN- DJ

Every ache, every echo, every silence—
poured onto paper by a heart that never
stopped feeling.
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PREFACE

THIS BOOK IS NOT JUST A COLLECTION OF POEMS—IT'S A
COLLECTION OF MOMENTS, MEMORIES, AND EMOTIONS
THAIRSENSERRIOSTAY SILENT.

EVERY WORD IN A HEART THAT WRITES HAS BEEN BORN
EROM LOVE, LOSS, CHAQGS, HiE AlS N GRESNINEEA S Ry RN @GN
BETWEEN. THESE POEMS ARE PIECES OF MY SOUL—
WRITTEN IN QUIET ROOMSFHEAVYSNIGH TS, ANIDSRGPEEDE
MORNINGS. SOME WERE INSPIRED BY PAIN TOO DEEP TO
SREA KAPFOUD; OT;H Y THE STRENGTH [ DIDN'T

- THIS ANYO fe BVER LOV
LOST PAINFULLY, OR TOO M ©H AND SAIE
LITTLE. IT'S FOR THE ONES W OQARR\QINVISIBLE*BA
AND STILL SHOW UP. | HOPE THESE PAGES'OFFER YOU
COMFORT, CONNECTION, AND THE REMINDER THAT
YOU'RE NOT ALONE.

THANK YOU FOR HOLDING SPACE FOR MY WORDS.
HERE'S TO THE HEART THAT BREAKS, HEALS, AND KEEPS
WRITING.

— KHADIJA IMRAN (D))



4 YEARS @

7 AUGUST 2018 WAS THE LAST TIME I SAW YOU
THAT DAY FOR THE FIRST TIME I CLOSELY
LOOKED AT YOU

THAT DAY [ SAW MY BROTHER PUTTING SAND
ON THEIR OWN LIFELINE
THAT DAY WE ALL GOT TO KNOW THAT YOU
WERE OUR QONEY HELPLINE




4 YEARS €@

THAT DAY FOR THE FIRST TIME [ PATIENLY
SAW YOUR LIFE’'S FINAL EPISODE

THAT DAY FOR THE FIRST TIME [ DRESSED
YOU FOR YOUR LIFE’S FINAL ABODE

THAT DAY FOR THE FIRST TIME I LONGED
FOR YOUR SCOLDS
THAT DAY IN SCORCHING HEAT I FELT MY

THAT DAY FOR‘JTI—_].'E FIRST TIME I WISHED I
WAS IN YOUR PLACE
THAT DAY FOR THE FIRST TIME I JUST
WANTED YOUR EMBRACE

AFTER THAT DAY I DONT REMEMBER BEING
MY OLD SELF AGAIN
CAUSE THAT DAY I BURIED THE DJ AND TOOK
AWAY ALL YOUR PAIN

MAMA JAAN 1T -HAS BEEN 4 YEARS WITHOUT
YOU IN THIS MESSED UP WORLD
AND EVERYDAY I WISH [ COULD COME AND
LIVE - WITH YOULIN XSS GREETIEFEE
DREAMWORLD



I AMEN DURANCE >
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FROM A SMILING FACE TO A BROKEN HEART
FROM FOREVER PROMISES TO PULLED APART
[ HAD TO MEND THIS PAIN SOMEHOW
[ PICKED THE BLADE AND CHOOSE THE PART
[ CLOSED MY EYES MY BREATH RAN FAST
| CUT MY WRIST AND I WAS BLEEDING ART

[ HAD TO FIND ANOTHER WAY
TO SHAPE THIS PAIN IN A BETTER PLAY
A PAPER, A PEN AND THERE IT WAS
THE MEDIUM I CHE TO PUT IT AWAY

e WRITING WAS'NEVER"TEE EASY PART

[ DARE YOU TO HURT ME AGAIN MY LOVE
COME GIVE ME PAIN AND ['.L GIVE YOU ART

............................



[ WANT TO END THIS MISERY OF%

e i
[ WANT TO TRULY FEEL'WHENT SAY IM FINE/

—__\\-“ —
[ WANT TO SMILE WHEN I LOOK AT MYSELF

[ WANT TO SCREAM OUT LOUD THAT I NEED HELP

[ WANT TO MEND ALL THE BROKEN ENDS

= \\\,
s L WANT TO FEELBEAPPINESS FOR ONCE

[ WANT TO SLEEP WITHOUT PILLS FOR ONCE

—
\MQNT 1O END THIS CHAOS INSIDEMME"

BUT I CAN T KILL THE DEMON LIVING INSIDE ME

.............................



MOTHERLAND @ .

WHEN [ SEE YOU MY HEART SWELLS WITH PRIDE
BUT IT ACHES FOR YOU AT THE SAME TIME

YOU'VE HAD YOU SHARES OF UP AND DOWNS
BUT WITH RESILIENCE YOW
GROL

[ WISH THAT YOU GET WHAT YOU REALLY: DESER
[ WISH THE WORLD SEES YOU FOR THE PUR
YOU HAVE SERVE)' i A
il

I KNOW THE TIMES ARE TOUGH BU”P WE i
OUT OF IT AS ALWAYS " |



LIFE LATELY

LIFE LATELY HAS BECOME SO ROBOTIC
EVERYTHING I REELSOICH A@TTT

|
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hRN '
THERE IS THIS PIN#
HOW TO STOP IT|IS|

[ FEAR THIS PAIN W
CAUSE JUMPING OF |

CAUSE | DON'T WAI\"

I'VE FRIENDS FAMllL\f
THAT MY LIFE IS LIK
WITH EVERY PASSIb

LIFE LATELY HAS

i

INOISE IN MY HEAD
W\ [HINK LAYING IN MY

HEgBERE'ROF ME

IMACE IS ALL THAT I SEE

‘ {ITO MEND THIS PAIN
E WY HARDWORK TO GO
ONE UNDERSTANDS

N THROUGH HANDS

IAY IM LOSING MYSELF
BA CHAOTIC MESS



Five Felt Like Forever €.
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HEY MUM HOW ARE YOU UP THERE?
[ HOPE YOU ALL ARE HAVING A BLAST UP THERE

ITS BEEN FIVE YEARS NOW WITHOUT YOU

[ HAVE MADE PEACE WITH ALL THE LIFE'S UNFORTUNATE
EVENTS
BUT THE SCAR YOUR LOSS GAVE ME WITH EVERY DAY
BECOMES MORE DENSE
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’MIN‘?HESE‘FIVE ’Y’EAR’S I HAVE FAILED IN-IHEE-MISERABEY =
—~CAUSEYOU-WERE NQT-THERE TO-GUIDE ME PATIENTLY ~

-‘.5- EOSPEND SOME TIN EWITH

LOVE B]‘;E;--h

BERETRUST ME THIS PRICK TOVED YOU DEARLY




NOW [ LOSE EVERY BATTLE AND [ HIDE FROM THE
DEMONS
CAUSE YOU ARE NOT HERE TO TAKE ALL MY BEATINGS

I'NEVER IN YOUR LIFE GAVE YOU YOUR DUE IMPORTANCE
AND | REALISED THIS WHEN | BECAME AN ORPHAN

MAMA ]AAN | HOPE AND P

e e : FUN Up T»HERE _

BUT EVERY TIME 1 SEE PEOPLE HUGGING TH
WISH YOU WERE HERE



KHADIJA IMRAN, ALSO KNOWN BY HER PEN NAME D],
- VRITER WHO FEEES'DEEPLY AND WRITES
FEARLESSLY. A PROFESSIONAL CONTENT AND

COPYWRITER BY DAY AND A POET BY HEART, SHE
B ES THAT WORDS ARE MORE 'THANSTOGIESSSFTEEE
ARE A LIFELINE, A MIRROR, AND A FORM OF HEALING.

KHADIJA'S POETRY IS ROOTED IN RAW EMOTION—
GRIEF, CHAOS, STRENGTH, AND QUIET HOPE. WITH A
LOVE FOR STORYTELLING AND A NATURAL FLAIR FOR
WORDPLAY, SHE USES HER WRITING TO MAKE SENSE
OF THE WORLD AND GIVE VOICE TO THE UNSPOKEN.
WHEN SHE'S NOT CRAFTING BLOGS OR WEB COPY,
YOU'LL FIND HER POURING HER SOUL INTO POETRY,
FICTION STORIES, AND THE OCCASIONAL LINE OF
HUMOR THAT SURPRISES EVEN HER DARKEST VERSES.




