
The Woman Who Refused the Kingdom of Forgetting 

I She folds her prayer scarf as if sealing a doorway. 

A knot.  

A boundary. 

A soft, ancestral command to keep the soul from wandering. 

The nurse watches, confused. 

They do not know the scarf is older than the hospital, 

older than the country, 

older than the word patient itself. 

 

II The lights hum their sterile psalms. 

False angels.  

Thin and white as lies. 

The doctor asks where it hurts. 

She touches the centre of her chest -  

the cracked temple where her son last placed his breath. 

They mark it as localised pain. 

They do not write: 

Here lives the earthquake. Here lives the prophet. 

 

III They hand her pills the colour of distant moons. 

She turns them over like omens. 

She knows medicine can quiet a body 

but it has never learned how to cradle a story. 

Forgiveness, she thinks, 



cannot come in doses. 

 

IV The night the men came, 

her tasbih burst like a starfruit splitting. 

Beads scattered toward every direction of the compass. 

She wears the remaining ones on her wrist -  

thirty-one small planets still orbiting her grief. 

The doctor calls them “worry beads.” 

She lets the insult fall. 

Even a broken universe is still a universe. 

 

V The heart monitor draws green mountains. 

Unclimbable.  

Holy. 

She watches the trembling peaks 

and thinks:  

My faith has this shape. 

A nurse murmurs that her rhythm is irregular. 

She smiles. 

The earth is irregular. 

So is survival. 

 

VI At night, her son returns in the rustling sheets. 

A boy made of wind. 

A shadow with warm hands. 

He stands at the border 



where the antiseptic begins. 

He will not cross. 

He has always known 

which spaces refuse the dead. 

 

VII When they ask what she believes, 

she answers slowly: 

in light brave enough to find closed eyes, 

in warm tea at the end of long mourning, 

in the stubborn generosity of breath. 

The interpreter shrinks it to: 

She is stable. 

She says nothing. 

Some mistranslations 

are too violent to correct. 

 

VIII She swallows the pill. 

Not to forget.  

Not to obey. 

But to bless the body 

that keeps insisting on its own sunrise. 

The pill dissolves like a minor god -  

losing form, 

gaining meaning. 

The doctor thinks she is resting. 

She is praying. 



IX Morning rises, patient and golden. 

It touches her wrist, 

the place where one bead is missing -  

that bright, perfect absence. 

She lifts her face. 

I will heal, she whispers, 

but not in the language you measure. 

 

X The automatic doors sigh open 

as if relieved 

to release her back into the open world. 

She steps through. 

The air greets her without condition. 

Her shadow lengthens behind her -  

half woman, 

half myth, 

wholly witnessed. 

For the first time, she feels the sky lean down 

as if finally understanding 

what the hospital never could. 

 


