
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 Well. Th e Dagger. 
Th e Ones Who Never Arrived.

A haibun for the forgotten

If the fi sh in my bones, salmoning against the rush of blood, could 
speak about banditry, then what treachery would they sing about 
to sing light into these crumbling tunnels? If every traveler could 
exhume the countless crimes they carry within their bodies, then 
might tragedy become less terrifying? If you take the word of the 
doctors who tried to save him, it was cardiac arrest that took my 
father’s life.

But doesn’t the story of every death begin inside a well, well before 
birth, within the tangled mysteries of a more troubled time?

 And wasn’t what really killed him
 a heart that had been broken? Too many times
 to weather another shock? To survive

as long as he did—
that should remain
the greater miracle.

He was a child of Partition, a toddler born into an already broken 
world who climbed out a well and learned to straggle his way beyond 
the bloodshed lurking forever between one silence and the next. On 
what grounds could anyone demand more breath for a migrant like 
him? Who instead would have had to die fi rst? Th ink of grief then 
as a gift , its disorienting weight a blessing.

Wonder, blindness,
those fl ashes of doubt,
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of asking why
God keeps such distances—

all are possible
because of theft , massacre,

fortune and misfortune,
the mythologies of innocence.

* * *

Generations ago, between one doom and another, there loomed 
the prospect for survival, and someone desperate enough to steal 
must have daggered out from a fellow refugee’s grasp a safe passage 
for their own bloodline. Without their crimes, try to imagine your 
entire tree felled. Try to imagine oblivion. Do not imagine the 
swift  plunge of the blade, the blood of it still mooned under your 
fi ngernails.

 Who is that ancestor
 you betray now
 with your stupid worries?

  You’re still young,
  young enough to listen,
  to unlock the door,
  to greet God with a body
  ready to receive mercy.

If history ever fi nds you, sitting alone on the cracked fl oor of this 
lightless room, listening to the thunder of distant explosions, will 
you stash your shame beneath the fl oorboards before surrendering 
to combat?
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Or will you too have your curse-choked throat slit by an unwanted 
guest, the carcass of your failings tossed into a river where it will 
transform

 into a fi sh

  hellbent on being

 snagged back out

  into the suff ocating air,

 dying of desire,

  hooked by a hunger

 to forget?

* * *

 Swim with me, child—free
  me from the endless swindlings
   of reinvention.
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