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Jinns and Their Colossal Tree 
 
There is a murmur to the breeze near this colossal tree. 
Do you not feel the change underneath this colossal tree? 
 
The breeze has turned wet and heavy. The fleeting fire has cast the lantern empty. 
Only that waning moon gleams, though now nearly engulfed, by this colossal tree. 
 
You are in the presence of jinns, my dear, 
Say your prayers, walk swiftly away from this colossal tree. 
 
The branches have stretched so wide, its leaves so liquid green, the trunk so magnificent. 
No light can penetrate, no hubbub can survive; all motions inhaled by this colossal tree. 
 
It carries such beautiful fruits; it seeks attention. 
But every commoner knows never to eat from this colossal tree. 
 
Now as you walk down the soiled road, your perspective made timid by the night’s dark lust. 
Foxes faint their howl, birds make no sound; comes forward rustling of this colossal tree. 
 
You say there was an echo of shifting laughter, you felt the gaze of something sinister. 
Trepidation turned sensational, mind and body against forces inhabiting this colossal tree. 
 
All you do is take deeper breaths, shorter exhales, and quicker movements. 
Never do you give back what you stole from the jinns and their colossal tree. 
 
We commoners and you foreigners are all the same, my deceiver. 
We are all believers when you say you had been possessed by this colossal tree. 
 
Your actions had turned so filthy. Lately, 
You say it is all because of the evil jinn from this colossal tree. 
 
You say the murmuring of that night’s wind had taken a liking to you. You sought salvation. 
Alas! With night’s completion, the jinn, on its accord, had returned to this colossal tree. 
 
Sinner, amoral, what about the woman who lies still, in the aftermath 
Of your destructive actions, does she too belong to this colossal tree? 
 


