
In his meditative, careful, and deeply-felt collection, 

Elsewhere: An Elegy, Faisal Mohyuddin gives us 

a poet’s grief—one full of human sorrow, full of a 

“rising fl ood of worries,” but also full of the beauty of 

enduring love. Even aft er death, the shadow of that 

love can make space for our own prayers, our poems, 

with our constant heartbeat making time as we wait 

and listen for the voice of a grief-healing God.

— ASHLEY M. JONES , 

Poet Laureate of Alabama

Faisal Mohyuddin’s Elsewhere: An Elegy is a memory 

palace of rooms fi lled with riversongs and baited 

fi shhooks, where longing transforms into birds. Th is 

is a moving collection which touches on faith, grief, 

and fatherhood. It is challenging to know how to 

talk to our children about “their impossible wish 

for deathless tomorrows,” but reading Mohyuddin’s 

poetry encourages us to embrace this world of secrets 

for a moment and just listen.

— GREG SANTOS , 

author of Ghost Face
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Th e Hourglass. Th e Pebble. 
Th e Th rone of God.

A haibun for the fatherless

Inside the lightless language of elegy, where each day the waking 
musk of roses makes more strange the semantics of loss, I could 
choose the path of forgetting, temple the embering tenderness 
between brackets, and become less hunched by hunger than I am. 
Or simply embrace the terror.

  If transcendence is still possible in a world as battered-down 
as this one, then maybe it’s better I let the listening dawn 
ladder my now-kindled tongue back down to God. Th ere, 
kneeling at His throne, I could say to Him, I am sorry for my 
weaknesses, for every strange wish held meekly in my anguish.

  I could even relinquish my delirium
  for a more immediate doom,
  rush to wade through low tides of sunlight
  until the landscape hastens
  toward surrender.

I could, with a scoop of glistening earth, entomb my better ear, 
the one less ravaged by hyperacusis, then toss from its mantle the 
hourglass, listen to its shattering botch my mumbled prayers. All 
this despite the heaps of mud meant to quiet the upheaval. Or, as 
the distance between us will always be forever, I could loosen the 
trembling clutch of longing by pronouncing the pebble of your 
name, over and over as if performing zikr, until it comes to sound 
more like sand, until it too can sift  more serenely through the 
songless hours of this fatherless life. O Father, please forgive me.
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 I’ve still not divined
  how to unhusk this steadfast
   grief from my poems.
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