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بسم الله الرحمان الرحيم
My Lord! Expand for me my breast and make my work easy for me and loosen the knot from my tongue so they may understand my speech. (25:28)

Dedicated to all the Muslimahs who dream dreams and inspire each other to: hold fast to the Deen, love the Deen, practice the Deen and inshaa’Allah, one day will find the means to express themselves through their writing efforts and other creative endeavors.
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Introduction

Muslim Women's Writer's Workshop-International  MWWW-Intl. blossomed from a friendship of a group of Muslim ladies in May of 2005.  We are a multicultural and multinational organization which crosses all racial and national borders based on a love for Islam and writing.

We are a group of Muslim ladies from all walks of life defined by our desire to please Allah (SWT), and by our abilities to produce works of writing which can be enjoyed by all. Inshaa’Allah, MWWW-Intl offers us one vehicle by which we can fulfill these goals and contribute to the community of humanity.  Each individual contributes in a way which suits her family lifestyle and her unique creativity.

We feel there is a pressing need to show each Muslim woman that she can do so much with the right support and encouragement.  She does not need to expose herself in an undesirable manner to be heard.  Each of us has something great to contribute to the other.  Motivating ideas and caring hands brought us to this day and each of us is proud to be a MWWW-Intl. member.  May Allah (SWT), guide us and forgive us for any mistakes which we may have incurred on this journey.
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 A Pure Heart

From an early age I had a question “What is a pure heart?” I did not know where it was or how to reach it.

As the years passed I met many hearts and realized it was very difficult for a simple human being to locate from all the different hearts - the pure one. 
Traveling and living in different countries, I learned about many different cultures and languages, but it did not give me the answer, - “Where is the pure heart?”

Studying in various fields and discovering the various ways of thinking made me even more confused about the pure heart. Working in different environments and with people from different levels of society, did not help me find the pure heart.

Perceiving beauty and acquiring money and power did not satisfy me and still left the question unanswered, - “What is the pure heart?”

Finally, I realized that human nature is a very complex creation and only The Creator knows everything about the pure heart. I left the created world for the uncreated words. There I found the different types of hearts; their descriptions, their expressions, and most of all, the pure heart and how to get it.

A pure heart is a free heart, free from the desires of worldly things, free from greed, free from jealousy, free from racism, free from evil. It is free from any disease that makes it impure - because a pure heart is busy with its Creator – it does not get distracted by anything else.

A pure heart is soft, listens to good righteous words and helps the weak. It desires all good deeds and detests all evil. A pure heart loves its Lord so much that it cannot find happiness anywhere else.

A pure heart is like the prize winning flower – its fragrance and beauty radiates to all who are near.

A pure heart is an intelligent heart that knows very well what benefits it and what harms it. A pure heart is a clean heart well looked after and continually nourished. When it listens, it is for Allah. When it is silent, it is for Allah. And it is never alone because it knows Allah is with it.

A piece of advice; from the seasoned rambler - to the youthful traveler on the freeway in search of a pure heart: put the worldly things of this life where they belong - in the hands and not in the heart.

By Nadia Hakkou[image: image6.wmf]
Blossoming Bouquet

Once upon a time, Mother Duck sat on five beautiful eggs waiting for them to hatch.  It was not her first time to have ducklings so she was not nervous or anything.  But she was still excited. After many days and hours of keeping her eggs warm the little ducklings started to hatch.  Mother Duck greeted her little ones with open wings and named them one by one. The very last egg to hatch was that of Jasmine the little duckling.
Mother Duck was quite proud to have her new ducklings.  She knew that from now until they got a bit older they would look to her for all their needs.  But once they began swimming on their own her job would be nearly complete.
After a while in their comfortable nest they were all ready to go out to the pond and swim. They formed a duck line and marched on towards the pond. Mother Duck at the head of the line gracefully entered the water and one duckling at a time followed her.  Plop! Plop! Plop! Plop!

Jasmine, the little duckling was at the end of the line.  When she saw the water she stopped and refused to go in.

Mother Duck said to her precious one, "Swim! Swim!"

But Jasmine refused, no way.

Mother Duck even tried to encourage her by counting: “One! Two! Three! Swim!”

Getting a bit frustrated with her duckling, yet still patient she said; "On your mark, get set, swim." Jasmine still refused to get into the water.
The next day, Mother Duck signaled her ducklings to form a line to head for the pond. This time she assigned Rosie the eldest of the five to be at the head of the line.  One by one they marched. Mother Duck noticed that there were only four ducklings in the line.  She knew of course that it could only be Jasmine who was missing.

She called out, "Jasmine! Jasmine! Where are you?"

There was no answer.  Mother Duck searched the nest until she found Jasmine hiding underneath some straw waiting for them to leave.  Mother Duck guided her little one to the line and marched behind her towards the pond.

One by one the little bouquet of ducks gracefully entered the pond. Plop! Plop! Plop! Plop!
They swam today a bit better then yesterday. Mother Duck spoke to Jasmine with encouraging words hoping to warm her up to wetting her webbed feet. Yet Jasmine still did not want to go into in the pond.

Jasmine said, "If you allow me not to swim today, I promise I will swim tomorrow."

Mother Duck looked lovingly at her little duckling and agreed.  She asked her little one to stay put so she could watch her as she swam with her other ducklings. Jasmine agreed and sat down at the foot of the pond.  She noticed a frog sitting on a rock. She went to him.  When she got close the frog jumped.   Splash!  Wetting Jasmine's dry feathers!

Jasmine was mad. "Yuk! Yuk! Yuk! She quacked."

She admired how the other little ducklings glided on the water.  Jasmine let out a great big sigh and said, "That's fine for them, but not for me."

She knew she was not afraid of the water; she just did not want to get wet.
Jasmine watched Tulip, Violet and Daisy, the middle ducklings enjoying themselves splashing around in the pond.

"Oh! No!" She thought "tomorrow I must go in. After all, I did promise mother."

Jasmine knew there was no room for changing her mind.

Jasmine was enjoying the warm sunshine.  She looked up and saw some beautiful, colorful butterflies flying around.  She thought, how wonderful it would be to just glide around in the dry warm air.  Jasmine opened her wings and pretended to glide through the air keeping her eyes on the beautiful butterflies flying above her. This was more to her liking instead of flapping around in a wet pond all day.

Suddenly, Jasmine remembered her mother telling her to stay put.  She stopped suddenly in her tracks.  Looking around, she noticed the pond was no longer in sight. Her adopted family of butterflies was gone too.  What to do? Jasmine thought.  She tried to get back to the pond and realized she was only going around in circles. After a while, she wished she was wet flapping around with Rosie, Daisy, Tulip, and Violet.

Meanwhile, Mother Duck realizing that Jasmine was missing took her other little ducklings back to the nest.  She went searching for her dry little duckling.

“Jasmine! Jasmine!”  She shouted, hoping to find her little one.

Jasmine had fallen asleep. But she soon awoke to the sound of her mother’s voice calling her.  Instantly, Jasmine knew that she was the only mother and wet family she wanted and that swimming was for her.

The next day Jasmine was at the head of the line ready to lead Rosie, Tulip, Daisy and Violet to the pond.

"Hut, two, three, four” she said.

They marched as if they were an army of ducks on a mission.  Finally, at the foot of the pond Jasmine remembered her dislike for getting wet.  She felt a lump in her throat, umm!  She swallowed it.  All the ducks awaited her graceful entry into the water.  But she stopped dead in her tracks. Mother Duck said some encouraging words, but still she was not ready to go in the water.

The other ducklings at the request of their mother went around Jasmine and entered the water. Mother Duck looked at Jasmine with a questioning look. Jasmine had seen that look before.  She knew today she must put it to rest. She took a deep breath and asked her mother to stay put.  Mother Duck, after several attempts to get her to jump granted this request.  But she insisted that Jasmine stay put and not move a feather too.  Jasmine was all too willing.

As she sat there she saw the frog sitting on the rock.  Suddenly it jumped up and into the water.  What a beautiful warm day it is she thought.  Jasmine looked up and saw the butterflies gliding through the air fluttering around.  She realized it was time.  She let out a great big sigh and jumped in with a great big Splash!

By Houda Alkalla[image: image7.wmf]
Red Rose

When the angels fashioned her shape in the womb they asked:

“Oh Allah, what should her name be?”

HE informed them that her name would be Rosa.

They asked:

“What will be the complexion of her skin?”

It is as If He replied “What other color shall a Rose be then Red?

Beautiful, sweet smelling; a token of love distributed on every occasion.”

The angels asked “Oh Lord of all creation, how shall she live her life?”

So it was written…

The sun would shine upon her as an orphan and the moon would witness the birth of her first girl, guided and made a believer.

A protector of her little brother until their separation…

Rosa’s life will be a struggle; she will wander from land to land having no peace.

Though the whispers tell her she failed, her children call her from a distance.

The girl says “Ummi, come to Islam, worship Allah alone. There is no other way.”

And you… will get back your children; if not in this life then in the Hereafter.

And you… will receive your blessings from your good deeds.

Times multiples

Times multiples

And you… will get back your honor,

Both in this life and the Hereafter

Where you….will want for nothing.

But most of all…

You…will get to see Allah’s face.

By Nasrah Rose  [image: image8.wmf]
Grandma’s Garden

Deidre was rankled down to her very toes.  She sat on the front steps of her house, her arms holding her legs tightly.  As if doing so would hold back her tears of anger and hurt.  She was angry because her father forbade her to go over to her friend, Aisha’s house again.  Hurt, because Aisha was her best friend and would be moving soon.  In a few months she would not be able to visit her so easily.  She lived right across the street, a few hopscotch jumps and you are there.  Why did he do this?  Because, he saw her and Aisha holding hands walking down the street wearing khimars!  Deidre had always wanted to wear one because she thought Aisha looked so cute wearing hers.  On that day she borrowed one of Aisha’s so they could pretend look-a-like sisters.  She had no idea that simply wearing one would cause her father to react so sternly.

“Why, Papa? Why?” She asked repeatedly.

“You are picking up too many strange ideas hanging around with that girl.””

“But, Papa, Aisha is so nice and I have so much fun with….”

“If it was only fun you were having it wouldn’t be a problem.  I don’t want you being like those “backward” Muslims.”

“But, Papa”…

“That’s the end of it.  No more going over to her house!”

Deidre ran to her room and cried; shocked at this turn of events.  Why did he call her backwards?  What could she do?  She did not know how to tell Aisha.  What was she going to say?

She looked out her window from where she sat on her bed and thought about all the good times she had over at Aisha’s house.  One of the main reasons she loved going there was to see Aisha’s grandmother.  She was so-o nice and was always home.

Deidre’s home was usually empty when she returned from school because her father was still at work.  Her mother had passed away several years ago.  She missed her terribly.  That was one thing she and Aisha had in common.

They both were motherless, having lost them when they were very young.

Aisha was her favorite friend.  She loved the way she looked in her hijab and was impressed by the fact that she prayed five times a day.  But she was most impressed by Aishah’s grandmother who was a Muslim too and was raising her like a daughter.  Aishah never knew her mother who died when she was a baby.  So, her grandmother was the only mother she had ever known.   
Deidre never knew her grandmother.  She wished she did, especially after hearing so many stories about her from many members of her large extended family.  Mostly the things they said were not so nice.  She became curious about her because of these stories.  Strangely, her father never said a word. She guessed this was his way of dealing with the family gossip.  Do not add to the fire.  Douse it with silence.

First, there were the stories from her older girl cousins; that she was the meanest woman on earth.  Probably, because during their summer vacations with her she kept a tight rein.  She would not let them party anywhere, anytime and with anybody at all hours of the night.  Deidre’s uncles, her sons when they reminisced moaned about her demands, especially for money.  And her aunts, always complained about her interference and domineering ways.  Hence, she heard much talk but nothing loving or sad about her passing.  So, though she was long gone, her influence was still heavy.  Because conversation about her continued at family gatherings to influence Deidre’s little ears.

Another reason Deidre became more curious about her grandmother was because of her friend, Aisha. It was unusual for Deidre to spend time with a friend whose “mother,” was home in the early afternoon.  Her other friends’ mothers worked and did not come home until late afternoon or early evening.  When she visited Aishah, they would play word games and puzzles and help each other with homework.

Indeed, Aishah’s grandmother treated Deidre so kindly when she came to visit, even inviting her to sit with them when they read The Holy Qur’an together.  Deidre liked the sound of it almost like they were singing.  She would hum along softly with them as they recited. That was fun.

Sometimes her grandmother would invite her to have afternoon tea with them.  Deidre loved the delicious butter cookies too!  Sitting next to “Granny” as she liked to be called was like taking a vacation into an unknown world.   When Aisha’s grandmother poured the tea, Deidre could not help but notice her hands. They were lined with veins, like the lines she read on roadmaps at school in her geography class.  They looked like routes to many places she must have been in her lifetime.  Deidre felt that they were friendly protective lines like the hopscotch lines she jumped in between or the gentle embrace of her father’s arms.  Granny’s hands made her think: What were her own grandmother’s hands like?   Was she gentle and kind?  She hoped so, in spite of what her relatives said.

Granny’s voice was pleasant too, not like the women in Deidre’s family who were on the raucous side at family gatherings.

After visiting Aisha, Deidre realized how fortunate she was to have had her mother even for a short time.  But still, she admired Aisha’s relationship with her grandmother.  She wished she had a grandmother that she could remember and talk about in a nice way.

Then came the day; Deidre remembered it clearly.  She and Aisha did not look alike at first glance.  Aisha with her thick, dark, wavy hair and olive complexion was a sharp contrast to Deidre’s ginger hair and vanilla skin.  They were both about the same height though.  On that day, Deidre decided to wear one of Aisha’s khimars for fun.  She picked a white one like the one Aisha wore to school everyday.

When she put it on, Aisha said, “Alhamdulillah!”

She was always saying funny-sounding words when something good, bad or indifferent happened.  Deidre by this time knew they were Arabic words.

With the two of them wearing khimars, they looked like the sisters they pretended to be.  Admiring themselves in the mirror they both said, “Alhamdulillah!”

“Come on!  Let’s go for a walk!”  Aisha said and grabbed Deidre’s hand to lead the way.

They ran down the stairs past Granny who was in the kitchen and did not notice them.  Once outside, they walked around the house to the rear garden and sat on a bench.

“Hum-m-m!  It smells so good.”  Deidre said, breathing in deeply the fragrance of the sweet smelling pink roses.

“Alhamdulillah!  I like it back here too.  Granny planted this rose bush and the other flowers.  Do you recognize them?”

“Well, sure the roses are easy. Then there’s the pansies, petunias, nasturtiums and marigolds.”

“You surprise me.  How do you know all that?”

“Going to the farm with my father every summer, I’ve seen all kinds of flowers and plants.”

Aisha reached down and picked a pansy from the flower bush next to the bench. “My favorite flower is the pansy.  I like the colors, purple, brown, yellow and burgundy.  One pansy is like having three flowers in one with all those colors.”

Deidre looked at Aisha and thought she was like the pansy: unusual and pretty.  And she was also kind.
“How do you feel wearing the khimar?”

“I forgot I was wearing it.”  They both laughed and walked to the front of the house.

That’s when it happened.  Her father was driving his car and saw them when he drove past.  Deidre waved her hand and smiled.  Aisha did the same.  Her life changed that same beautiful day.  The sunny fragrant garden became a storm cloud that rained away her happy day forever.

One evening, shortly after the horrible demand made by her father, Deidre saw him looking through a book that she had never seen before.

“What’s that old book, Papa?”

“It belonged to your grandmother.  I had it packed away in a box in a closet upstairs.  I need it for some information about our family genealogy.”

“Our family genealogy?”

“Yes, I’m helping with the research of our history for our family reunion.  Your grandmother kept our family records written here in this old Bible.”

Her father put the book down on the coffee table and smiled.  He seemed to be in a good mood.  Deidre wondered if she could ask him had he changed his mind about her visiting Aisha.

“Papa, Can we talk about Aish….,”

“No!  The subject is closed.  Make sure you put the dishes away and finish your homework.” With those words he stood up and left the room.

Deidre sat down in his chair and tried to fight back her tears.  How was she going to tell Aisha that she could no longer visit her?  What reason could she give?  Aisha had done nothing, except be a good friend.  Deidre was glad they did not go to the same school where she would be forced to deal with this issue sooner.

Finally the tears escaped and became a released flood of relief.  When she stopped crying her eyes rested on her grandmother’s Bible.  She looked at it for what seemed like ages before finally picking it up carefully.  It opened easily to certain pages that had items between them: ribbons and pressed flowers!  Roses, violets, and yes, even a pansy!  A pansy!  On this page her parents’ names were written in her grandmother’s lovely handwriting.  She wondered if she wrote with a deeply veined hand like Aisha’s grandmother.  Under their names was her name!  And beside her name was a faint red lip print.  Her grandmother had kissed her name!

Deidre stared at her name written lovingly, the flower, the kiss.  Now she knew.  Her grandmother was kind and loved flowers.  Perhaps she had a flower garden like Aisha’s grandmother.  And maybe her favorite flower was the pansy.  She knew now that if she could not say it at least she could feel love in her heart for her.  And she would carry the wonderful memories of Aisha and her grandmother in her heart too.

By Zakia Iman Shahbaz[image: image9.wmf]
A Meadow between Meknes and Fes
Colors clash and merge simultaneously

Green against scarlet red

Purple against yellow

In this early spring meadow.

Glimpsed from passing cars, the colors blur and merge

Into one another.

Riotous, boisterous, bold colors jostling for attention merge so effortlessly,

So pleasing in a passing blur.

Stop! say I, fascinated by visions

Of flowers past seen or never seen before:

Purple thistles—what do you mean, thistles in Morocco?

Aren’t they supposed to grow in Scotland alone?  Well, I’ve seen ‘em in California…. Yes, here we go again: everything worth knowing
Comes from California.  But wait, I am transfixed by—

Black, round spiky flowers… perfect for that Goth garden or wedding

Bouquet, no doubt. Subhan Allah, black flowers! Never seen those before!

Not even in your precious California? Nope, they’re a Moroccan wonder!

By Aisha M. Hanif[image: image10.wmf]
Grandma’s Irises

Omar and Yousef were so excited.  Their eyes were filled with delight as they watched their Mother, Fatimah running around.  She ran from room to room, upstairs and downstairs and finally outside.  She brought in some small shovels and gardening gloves.

"Finally, I think I have everything." she said.

They couldn't figure out exactly where they were going.  Omar thought about the beach since he saw his Mother retrieving the shovels. So he decided to get his shovels and sand truck.

"No, Sweety we aren't going to the beach today."  Omar looked a bit sad.  "We are going to Grandma and Grandpa's house."

"Hooray!" they both shouted.

Grandma and Grandpa had so many neat things to do at their house.  Omar thought about the big tractor Grandpa used to dig up the garden.  Yousef loved to ride on the riding mower with Grandma.  She loved to bake for Omar and Yousef too.  They always had a lot of fun there.

Their mother, Fatimah gathered everything and put them in the car.  
"Ready." she said.

"Let's go!" they exclaimed.

They ran out the door and piled into the car.  One by one Fatimah secured their seatbelts and got into the car herself. They drove to Grandma's house still wondering what they were going to do with all those shovels.  The weather was nice and cool thought Fatimah.  
"Here we are." She said turning left into the long driveway.

The leaves were falling all around them.  Autumn had arrived.  Bright shades of orange, red and yellow painted the trees.  The ground was covered with tumbling brown leaves.  

Grandpa was not outside gathering any vegetables from their garden and the grass did not appear to need cutting.  Omar and Yousef thought their grandparents must be inside the house.

Their Mother just smiled at them.  She could see them both squirming in their seats.  They wanted to jump out of the car.  Finally, she stopped the car.  Omar slid out of the bottom of the seatbelt and Yousef just kept squirming until she freed him.  They both jumped out of the car quickly.

They ran as fast as they could down the sidewalk, up the steps and swung open the side door with a loud crash.   Fatimah grimaced at their unruly behavior.  But her parents just gave her the back off look.

"Assalaam-u-alaikum.  They belong to us now." said Grandma and Grandpa.

"Walaikum-as-salaam.  Well I gotta run my errands.  See you after Maghrib.  I’m running late today." Said Fatimah.

She kissed them, placed the shovels at the door and left quickly.  Grandma and Grandpa scooped them up and squeezed them tightly.  They were so happy to see the kids.  They lived far away in the city and did not get to see them very often because of Fatimah's work schedule.

The two boys started babbling on and on about ducks, cats, turtles and anything that entered their little minds.  They just loved talking to Grandma and Grandpa because they were always interested in what they had to say.  It did not matter how busy they were.  Their eyes swelled and dazzled in delight as they giggled.

Then Grandma said," Let's go outside to the garden to replant my purple irises."

"But Grandma, everything is dying now." said Omar.

"Well Sweety, let's take a look outside and see what we can find."  They walked outside and started to look around.

"Sure enough. Omar, you are right.  Many of the plants and flowers have died off.  The marigolds have long dried up and become brown.  The roses wilted because of the morning frost and most of the trees are losing their leaves. But look my pansies are still beautiful.  They like the cool air."

They both looked up at her with puzzled looks on their faces.  They did not understand.

"But why does this happen?" said Omar.

"Yeah, Grandma why does everything get brown and go away?" replied Yousef.

"My sweet boys everything is here for a short time.  Some things grow back year after year, but some things are just like people.  When they leave this earth, they leave it forever."

"What do you mean Grandma?" said Yousef.

“They were almost the same height as you are now Omar."  She pointed to the flower boxes on the front corner of the house.

"You mean like the one on your gardening gloves?" said Omar.

"Yes dear.  That's the one.  Every year, when it gets cold, they die off and become brown.  But the bulb of the plant stays under the ground just waiting for the warm spring rain to grow again.  It’s a purple iris."

"Grandma, is that kinda like when we die and are waiting in the ground for the Day of Judgment?" said Omar.

"Yes, Sweety, you're so clever.  You see the flowers die and leave behind their seeds or bulbs just waiting for the warm weather to bloom again year after year.  But the people leave this world and are waiting for the Hereafter.  We all hope and pray that we will leave as believers to be among the people with Allah and the Prophet Muhammad in Paradise."

"But why do we have to replant the bulbs if they are already in the ground?" asked Yousef.

"Well Sweety, you see new bulbs formed with the old ones and if we don't replant them, they will not have enough space to grow.  But in Paradise there will be a lot of space for everyone."

"I guess that’s why Momma brought the extra shovels in the car.  Yousef and I will get them."  They got the shovels and helped Grandma replant the Iris bulbs one by one.

"Hey boys, ready for a break?"  Said Grandma bringing homemade lemonade and butter pecan ice cream for them to drink and eat.

The boys were happy to stop and have her delicious snacks. Grandma made the best lemonade thought Omar.

"Well let's get back to work.  I need you guys.  I can't do this alone." said Grandma hurrying them along.

Before long they were all very tired.  At last, they finished the work.  Grandma took them inside, helped them clean themselves and reminded them to pray Dhur before their afternoon nap.

When they woke up the sun had just sunk below the horizon.  Grandpa called the Adhan and they all prayed Maghrib together.  
Their Mother returned and they said their goodbyes to go home.  They were missing each other and they had not even left yet.  The boys were also missing their father.  He was at home waiting for them.

They arrived home and started babbling away to their Father about everything they had done that day.  He just smiled patiently and kept listening.  Then he looked out the window and saw a single snowflake.  The snow was early this year, he thought.  It snowed only a little and then stopped.

"I bet Grandma is glad we replanted the irises because now it is getting so cold." said Omar.  Yousef nodded in agreement.  

They were happy they had helped their grandparents that day.

Autumn passed and the ground froze.  Winter had arrived.  It was so cold.  Mom and Dad always reminded the boys to wear their jackets.  One day they were all sitting by the fireplace and the phone rang.

"Assalaam-u-alaikum Omar."

"Walaikum-as-salaam Grandpa."

"Please get me your Mom."

It was Grandpa and he sounded upset.  He did not talk to Omar as he usually did but instead asked for Fatimah immediately."

"Assalaam-u-alaikum Daddy.  Is everything OK?"

"Walaikum-as-salaam.  Sweetheart, Momma fell and she is in the hospital."

"Daddy we are on our way."  They all dressed quickly and drove in the snowy weather to the hospital.

They arrived at the hospital and went to her room quickly.  Fatimah could see that her Mother was tired.  Grandma asked for the boys immediately.  Fatimah brought them inside.  Grandma hugged them tightly and kissed them.

"My Sweet boys, I am tired.  I want to go to sleep like the purple irises."

Omar looked at Yousef and they both understood that Grandma would be leaving them for now.  They were sad but they did not want to cry and make her sad.

They both kissed her and said, "See you next time.  We love you so much and will miss you."

She looked at them with tears in her eyes and said, "Omar and Yousef, don't forget to replant my irises each year.  When you see them bloom again year after year, remember that we will all bloom again someday.  But we will bloom in the light of Allah."

By J. T. Watson[image: image11.wmf]
Roses to Cope
Color of beauty

Field of hope

Sight in mind

Roses to cope

Peace of mind

Sets within

Relaxation in deed

Brings on a grin

In the field as we sit

The air takes our breath away

As the beauty of the roses

Conquers all eyes another day

The touch of the hand leaves the rose

As petals fall gracefully

To the ground

The smell of the roses brings sweet fragrance

As the wind carries it swiftly

Through the field

By Sarah White Dove Fallow[image: image12.wmf]
Lunch with Mom

Nothing compares to the motherly embrace of the one you love the most. The security and kind eyes of a loving mother can heal a torn and broken heart. Only she can make a slight twitch of her lips into an almost smile that will heal everything and make the worst situations better.

School days seemed so long and dreary when I was young.  Mom and I walked to school together hand in hand on days sunny, windy, and even dark murky days of intense rain and snowstorms.  We talked about the world.  I wanted to know the why, what and how of everything.  On cold wintry days my mother would snuggle me up under her sheep-skin coat that had big leather coated buttons. It was so cozy.  I did not like to leave her behind to go into the cold cement corridor of the school.  The boy's lavatory was near the school’s entrance. The stench of it as you went through the door and walked past it was enough to turn anyone away from that place.
Everyday Mom would walk me to school and leave me at the gate. And everyday she would be waiting to pick me up. I cannot say that about any other moms, only my special one.  She is the most precious mom anyone could wish for.

We had a lovely life even though: we were long on love but short on money.  My mom, my sister Gilly and I lived in a small two bedroom house.  Gilly, had ginger hair, was tall, slim and seven years older then me.  She spent a lot of her life with my grandmother who we call Nana.  I was the baby with no dad around.  Mom poured everything she could into us.  Living on social security and getting by could not have been easy for her.

But for my mom everything was special. The last potato of the week and some stale bread would be ‘Sunday night chips.’  Wow!  The chips were fantastic and tasted sweet. Sure the potato was old and had eyes growing out of it but it was a treat.  She always made it special.  I believe inside she wished she could have given us more.

Holidays were great too. We had a fantastic uncle who made up for us not having a dad.  He made life perfect for us.  We also had a supportive Nana, who was always there to rescue us with a pound or two when we needed it.

Sundays would be special too. We would have family outings and take long rambling walks in the woods.  In the spring the daffodils and the blue bells would be in full bloom.  Mom loved flowers. We would walk through the Wollywoods near my home in Yorkshire before our Sunday lunch hoping to work up an appetite.

My uncle Steven, Mom, Nana, and Gilly and I would walk through the woods.  I would run, jump, climb the trees and pick the flowers.  I was a tomboy so of course I would come back all dirty.  My mom would scold me and tell me to never pick the flowers.  Only take the ones that have fallen naturally.  
She would say, “When you pick a bluebell, they never grow back.”  

Of course this is the reason why the Wollywoods are a protected area now.

Bluebells meant so much to my mom.  When she was small she walked through those same woods playing in the bluebells.  I wonder if she picked them as a child and if her mother scolded her!
Sunday lunch was always a treat at Nana’s house.  We had roast meat, vegetables and Yorkshire pudding.  I can still smell it now.  After lunch we would make bread cakes and distribute them to all the neighbors and leave only two pieces for granddad to eat.

Mom was a ‘Jackie’ of all trades.  She could fix anything electric and cook a meal from scratch, making something from nothing.  She sewed, painted, and decorated; she could write poems and stories too.  What a person to look up to!  On top of all that she instilled in us the fear of and love for God and put in our hearts "Taqwa" (God Consciousness). 
She would say: ‘Don't steal or lie; always do your best.  Don't sleep without thanking God for everything you had today.’

What a fortunate beginning for the rest of my life. Who could have known that this chubby, freckly girl with big green eyes and crooked teeth would grow up to be a Muslimah?

School days were dismal. I hated them.  I could not spell and was not very academic.  When asked what I wanted to be when I grew up, I would say ‘a mom.’  The career teachers would glare because that was not a ‘career.’ 
They would say, ‘you have to be a nurse, a teacher, a doctor, or an engineer.’

“Isn't being a mom all those things,” I would say?

“No,” would be the reply,

“I beg to differ,” was my rebuttal.
When the bell for lunch time rang I would be off like a blast from a cannon with a smile on my face.  Lunch with mom; aah the memory!  In the cozy house the gas fire was lit and familiar sounds of daily programs were coming from the TV.  The clothes rack in front of the fire was an inviting place to be with its steamy warm lovely fresh aroma.  I would sit under the rack and have my lunch brought to me:  a hot cup of tea and whatever was available.  It did not matter what as long as my mother was there to share the time with me.

We sat together cozy by the fire. What bliss!  Sometimes we would have a cuddle before it was time to go back to school.  On a good day we had fish finger sandwiches or an egg and tomato ketchup sandwich.  As long as we were together that was a special time for me.

Soon it was time to return to that grotty old school.  Mom would walk me back and say, “Only two and a half hours and you'll be back home with me again."  It was always a wonder to me how so much love existed between us.
Those school day lunches with Mom were something to look forward to.  Because they were a welcome repast from miserable mornings and empty afternoons at school.  They meant everything to me.  She made it a special time, like the special chips or the special clothes that came in plastic bags from Nana's neighbors.  How we loved to rummage and try on the clothes and prance around in them.  So what that they did not fit; we loved them anyway.

We would ask Nana every time we went to visit. "Did Carol throw any clothes away yet?"

Lunch with Nana was almost as good as lunch with mom.  We would get a big door step size chunky bread sandwich.  She would bash the crust with the handle of the carving knife so we could chew it.  We were also given a sweet strong orange color cup of tea that I could never finish.

Nana complained, "You never drink all your tea. You always leave half."

"Why do you think I leave half?  The bottom half is so sweet that you could stand a spoon up in it."

Granddad would be sleeping in his place on the sofa snoring and grunting.  Nana would sometimes tell me to have a bit of a sleep too before going back to school.  She would cover me up with anything handy and say, "You won’t go to sleep till you get warm.”  That was so true.

Soon we were off for the afternoon school session.  It was only these special luncheon interludes that helped the days of school pass by quickly.  They gave me strength to bear the taunts from the hurtful bullies.  They also protected me from having to take free lunches that were given only to one parent families and poor kids.  No one really knew how rich I was to have lunch with mom.
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Petals of Life

We were all very sad.  From the beginning we had been close, so used to giving comfort and support.  Each one of us played a part in making our display a joy to behold.  If only it did not have to end this way. We could go on forever with no one the wiser.  Passersby would look at our display and marvel at our beauty.  If only we could continue in the same way.  But no, we have to go with the flow, the change of life.  And so we say goodbye to one another in many ways, everyday, never knowing which day will be our last. 
Some blame it on the weather.  Others believe that it is for a greater reason that it has to end this way.  Each one of us slowly disappears from the panorama.  But me, I think of none of that, because it will happen no matter the rhyme or reason.  I feel myself slipping away, my grip slowly evaporating with the passage of time.  Now my  moment has come to fall from the tree of life, the beauteous blossoms that began with one and grew into many, only to all return to one again; and then none.  Only by Allah’s grace do the blossoms become seeds and then buds to begin again.
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Petals of Dust

Dust, from the endless windswept sands move in to live with you everywhere you go. It is not refreshing like flowers that brighten up your day when you simply look at them.  Or select a few of them to decorate a bleak place in your abode.  Dust is barren to look at. You decorate it just by being in the midst of it offering a place for it to rest to become an unwelcome visitor and later a community of squatters.  It is everywhere and nowhere because it is not a novelty you can catch in your hand.  You can blow it away to scatter and become a mess somewhere else.  Flowers, however once they become loose on the vine or stem can be blown away too.  As petals and seeds in some cases, they offer rebirth, the ability for new life to begin.

Dust does not offer that option.  Except that dust begets dust, not life.

By Zakia Imam Shahbaz[image: image15.wmf]
Petals of Hope
“As salaatu khairun min an noum, As salaatu khairun min an noum.”

The muezzin’s Fajr call eased Zulekha out of her sleep. After failing to wake her husband who was snoring, Zulekha shook her head and made wudu with the cold tap water.  She shook the shoulders of her grown son curled up on the bed in the living room.  But he too was unresponsive.

“Oh Lord, give me strength to be patient with my men-folk even as You are,” Zulekha sighed wound her dupatta around her head and shook out the prayer mat. As she bowed down into ruku and then into sajda, Zulekha felt the familiar pain in her knees and stifled a groan. Her Creator surely knew that old age was catching up to her.  Bent down in sajda, Zulekha whispered into the dark, “Oh Lord, help me to be patient with the pains of old age, and give me the strength to continue for my family.  Please don’t turn me into one of those helpless, crazed, ill-tempered dadi-ammas that lurk in the corners of their children’s houses.”

She finished her prayer and glanced outside the window to check that sunrise had not begun.  Zulekha tried waking her husband and son a second time. They arose, reluctantly, grumbling and complaining about leaving their warm beds while splashing themselves with cold tap water.

Zulekha, meanwhile, walked into the kitchen and set the tea kettle on to boil so that their tea would be ready when they finished praying Fajr.  In the dark, she could just make out the flowers she had clipped from the garden and placed in a glass jar on the table.

Her husband Ghulam sat down at the kitchen table and spread margarine on a leftover roti from last night’s dinner.  Soon he would be off to his work as chauffeur for the Hassan family.  He winced as he thought of his imminent duty of dropping the Hassan children off at their various schools around Deira.
“They must put strange chemicals in the children’s breakfast, the way those naughty kids scream and jump and fight every morning!”  Ghulam muttered aloud.
He surprised both himself and Zulekha, who was standing with her back turned as she cooked eggs for her son, Ashraf.  Where was that boy?  No doubt he was shaving with extra care, but for whom?  She suddenly began to worry.

“Jaan”, Zulekha drawled, as she turned around to face Ghulam, “You remember what our own four were like as children?  They all acted like little monkeys, and were always crying and pleading to be kept out of school.”

“Yes, that is so. But at my age, I cannot bear their screams while I am trying to drive them safely and avoid the crazy hooligans on the road.  Don’t you dream of returning to Pakistan and living with our daughters’ families?”

“I do, Jaan, but remember our daughters have little ‘monkeys’ running around their houses too!”

Ashraf walked in moodily and sat down, careful not to crease his shirt or trousers.  No one respected an a/c repairman whose clothes were wrinkled.  Zulekha gave him a smile tinged with badly camouflaged worry as she handed him the plate of eggs.

“Thanks, Ma”, he muttered before scooping into the plate with a handful of last night’s roti.  Ashraf was so desperate to save enough money to achieve his future that he rarely took a break for lunch, even to buy a frugal one.  That’s why he relished his morning plate of eggs.
“Slow down son, there will be enough units for you to install and fix today,” Ghulam joked as he tied his own shoes and headed for the door.

Zulekha followed him leave with her eyes, knowing that in a few moments, Ashraf, and then she would exit the house for their various jobs too.  She sat down at the table drinking her tea and eating last night’s roti with margarine and her own rose petal jam.  Zulekha’s thoughts shifted from the internal strife of the Hassan family that she would once again absorb as one of their family house-maids, to her beloved flower garden.  Impulsively, she put down her tea and stood up abruptly from her chair.  A sharp pain darted down her legs but the inviting vision of sunlight screaming brightly beyond the kitchen door was equally distracting.  She pushed it open.

Every morning Zulekha visited her garden; a small plot of bare earth wedged between the concrete house and the paving.  It was now over-run by climbing chili and bougainvillea plants studded with dainty white, blazing fuchsia flowers and clumps of roses.  At their feet was a well-ordered border of petunias, mint and coriander plants. Today, her heart’s worries about Ashraf, were relieved by the sight of the yellow roses that were just beginning to unfurl their tight buds.

She leaned against the doorway staring at them and inspired by their beauty began a silent du’a: “Mashaa’Allah, look at how prettily you open up. You roses have beauty at every stage of your life, and Allah (SWT) alone decides when you will fully blossom and whether you will end up in my jam or as food for the insects.  O Allah (SWT), I know that children are the same. You give them beauty at every stage and it is only the truly wise parents who can see the beauty of their children even as they seem headed towards grim uncertainty.  Only You, Creator of the flowers and plants in my garden as well as of me and my family, know how my Ashraf will fare. Would it not be wise of me to leave my worries and instead increase my remembrance of You.  I leave the care of my family to You who has power over all Your Creation.”

Devotion encompasses many forms, and Zulekha was thankful to Allah (SWT) that her work in the garden and meditation on the beautiful flowers always reinforced her connection with her Lord.
By Aisha Hanif[image: image16.wmf]
Life’s Precious Moments
Days pass away

like petals

Being plucked from the vine.
If collected

they become a potpourri

of our memories saved

Or falling, lifeless

stepped on

disappearing thoughts

Like days

passed without living.
One day you wake up

and the stem is bare-

the petals are gone.
Life is over as you know it!

Fallen memories become

a passing bouquet to another dawn

another day.

Buds become blossoms.
New life begins!

Flowers’ Blessings

Do you know what it is like to live without flowers; to never know the softness of a petal’s touch?  To never experience a sniff of a quickly inhaled fragrance; the blush of a kiss from a flower in the palm of your hand; or a jaunt along a garden path amidst a breeze of freshly blown fragrances embracing you along your way.  The colors of flowers and their delightful variety just flush into one big spectacle of joy; Behold: a sensory quest communion!
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Flowers

These days

when flowers pile up your way

daisies make moods rise up in the daylight

full of hope and life as the sun rises from its dark night.

Showers of blessings rain down on

lilies swimming in big bellied waters

awakening my body’s sensitivities.

So many white and pink bougainvilleas

line the pathways of life’s lucidity

in the midst of confusion

and oftentimes delusion.
Try to experience true love and affection

brought by rose colors of red yellow, white

and even light and deep pink

all with unfurled aura in attraction.
The combination of bulbs

peacock, tulip, daffodil, iris or windflower

surely cause garden’s radiance to remain

from summer to spring, blooming all year.

Most aromatic and beautiful lilacs

cover a thousand hideous ways of life.

If justice and truth are all fuzzy

stroke the chrysanthemum of virtue

over lavender’s distrust of life’s spicy lies.
Beauty inspires all dreams to come true

as white heather flowers on the go

pursue the best of what lies ahead.

Flowers of pleasant fragrances, softness and colors

bring life and utmost beauty

to all occasions,
with their presence changing conditions:

sadness to happiness

weakness to strength

despair to hope

hatred to love

and birth to death.
Flowers are beauty and gifts from Allah’s glory.
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Medina Al Zahra
“MashaAllah, my little Amira, what are you writing?”
“I’m writing a letter to the Khalifah Abdul Rahman.”

“Mi Amor, he is not here with us anymore.  How did you even know about him?”

“Jidd told me, that once Gharnata was the City of Roses. That was where he and his friends learned about everything under the sun, Arabic, Latin, medicine, arts, philosophy, literature…”

“Yes, yes, my dear, that was then.  But now we have to keep that knowledge in our hearts and out of our mouths. We are los conversos, look at our necks. What do you see?”

Amira was not sure what her mother was asking.  Was it the difference between the colors of their skins?  Her mother was a golden brown or more like gold with a little touch of brown.  She was different; wheat-colored, with a hint of the sun.  Alhamdulillah! she thought.

While Amira was getting lost in her thoughts, she felt her mother’s hand on her shoulder.  “No sueño mija, por favor.”

Why was she speaking Spanish?  She wondered.  What did sueño mean?

“Mami, why are you speaking that language so much these days?  Shouldn’t we be speaking Jidd’s language, Arabic?”

Her mother was struggling with the tears that were welling up in her eyes, “Amira, what do you see?”   She said pointing at her own neck.

Amira decided to just answer the question.  “I see a man on two sticks.  He looks sad and unhappy.”

“You are very clever my habibti.  Yes, he is sad and unhappy.  He is us.
“Ya Allah, Mami, really?  I read something about this in Surah Kahf.
“Amira, you stun me.  How do you know?”

“Jiddah has been teaching me The Quran.”

“Shhhh, don’t let anyone hear you.  We have to be careful.  It’s dangerous to talk about these things.”

“Why Mami?”

“Because we have lost everything our power, our strength, some of us have even lost our faith, Islam.”

Amira was shocked.  Now she understood why Jidd and Jiddah were so anxious to teach her.  She was the one, who would remember.  They knew the truth, sorrow and the shame that came from having to hide their true identity.

*** *** ***

Amira was a quick-witted nine-year old. She loved to have fun in the family garden.  This Andalusian garden was a square mile and held lots of adventure for Amira and her cousins.  In it there were pomegranate trees, orange groves, date palms, and sweet sounding birds that seemed to live only in the trees surrounding her home. In the bustan, she chased bees, from flower to flower, trying to see if they smelled different after they had buzzed around them.  She lay on the sofa in the gazebo, and searched with her eyes for one of her many cousins who lived on the estate to play with her.  She loved to play with Tulaytulia,

‘Tulu’ as her family called her had not changed her beliefs yet.  She and her family were practicing Muslims. They prayed five times a day, and refused to give up their Islamic habits.  However, Amira’s father was not as strong as Tulu’s.  So she felt, that she had to help them. Not with dawah, but with love and support.  Although Tulu was only eleven-years old, she understood the times in which she lived.  It was the end of time, for Muslim Andalusia and the beginning of time for Espania.
Amira and her family were caught in the middle, practicing their Islam in secret.  Tulu wondered if they were doing the right thing.  Her father trusted in Allah and whatever His plan was he was happy with it.  For now the plan was peace and Amira and Tulu had time to play.

Despite the two years difference between them, Amira and Tulu were like twins.  Both had trigueña colored skin, masses of curly black hair, and dark almond shaped eyes that reminded you of the moon.

*** *** ***
“Tulu, Tulu, let’s play hide and seek!”

“In this forest?”

“It’s not good to exaggerate.”Amira warned.

Tulu, was relieved that she did not say it was haraam.  But she wanted to play another game and said, “Let’s play  something else.”

“Ok, I will count and you hide.”

“I thought that you didn’t want to play.”

“I’ve changed my mind.”

“Ok, I am going.” Amira dashed off into the orange grove as Tulu began to count. 
“Bismi’llah, one, two, three, four, five, six, seven…fifty five … Tulu got tired of counting. “Where could she be? She said aloud wondering. “I know I heard her go to the left.”

She followed the honeysuckle vine nearest her.  There were hundreds of vines that she could have looked in, but thought she would not be there.

Oranges.  She had to be there, it was Amira’s favorite fruit. She was probably in a tree, eating a sweet, juicy, orange. Tulu began to walk towards the orange grove.  She was just about to sit down for a break when she was hit on the head by an orange skin!  It was a bird making perfume for her nest.  The smell of oranges wafted through the garden and delighted her.  She soon found a trail of orange peels. After three or four trees she found her twin sitting high in the branches, sticky, happy, and partially hidden.

“Amira!  Assalaam-u-alaikum! I got you! Now you have to find me!”

Tulu scurried toward the back of the garden that was usually off limits.  No one new what was there; perhaps just dense trees and animals.  Amira jumped out of the tree, landed on her feet and ran after Tulu.

After finding Tulu, they both decided to explore this part of the garden that they had never seen before. They found a building covered in vines, moss, and surrounded by spiky pine trees.  Along side of it, like ferocious sentinels stood two jagged barked date palms.  Their trunks were fat with layers of rough bark and at the top were huge fan-like leaves, bending under the weight of heavy yellow dates.

“Tulu, what kind of tree is this?”

“My mama calls it nakheel.”

“What are those yellow things?”

“They are a fruit that we use in the fasting month”

“The ones that we mix with milk and honey?”

“Si, let’s find the door.”

“Tulu, I’m afraid, it looks peligroso.”

“Don’t worry. All of this is our land. There’s no need to be afraid. Ok?”

“Ok.” Tulu walked close to the walls, keeping an eye out for a handle, a knob, or a knocker. Everything was covered with something, leaves, moss, bugs; there were birds’ nests on every window sill.  The songs of the sparrows signaled that maghrib was coming soon.

“Hurry, Tulu, it will be dark soon.”

Finally, their eyes rested on a stunning rose bush with lavender and purple roses. The two girls were astonished.  It was a sign.  Of what?  An entranceway!  A door was next to it.

Tulu, whispered, “Bismi’llah.”
“Audhu bilahi mena shaytan nir ra jeem,” murmured Amira.

With one hand each clutching one another, their two other hands overlapped on the door handle.  They pushed the handle down.  The door gave way gently.  Soon, they were inside and their mouths opened wide with astonishment.

“Allahu Akbar! Hay dios, mios!   It was a library full of books!  They looked around and saw that many were in Arabic.  There were others in languages that the girls did not know.  This was a hidden treasure, one that Cisneros and his men had missed. 
Alhamdulillah!  Amira finally knew the meaning of los conversos, the converted.  They were sad like the man on the two sticks. This explained the anguish in her mother’s face. The fear that the inquisitors might find out that of the thousands of volumes of Arabic knowledge and Islamic civilization that they set ablaze, some survived.

“This is what Jidd was talking about.”  Amira whispered into Tulu’s ear while squeezing her hand.”  Let’s go, we have to close the door and tell no one, you understand?”

Tulu whispered back, “Inshaa’Allah, one day the Inquisitors, will give up on making us los conversos, then we will be free to study Islam. We will teach our children how we suffered under the torment of Castille and Aragon.  Inshaa’Allah, they will be prepared to let everyone know that it was Islamic culture, the knowledge of Quran, and its striving in science and art that changed the world.”
“How do you know all of this, Tulu?”

“My father taught me this. He said it could not happen without obeying Allah, Amira.”    
The two girls left the library covering the door to protect its secret.  As they hurried home they noticed that all the sparrows were gone and that night had fallen.

By Maryam Ismail[image: image19.wmf]
Friendships Nurtured

Petals everywhere!

At my feet,

I must pick them

Cradle them

Less they blow away.
Collect them

Into a potpourri

of loving fragrances,
To embrace, coddle, and breathe in
Their grace,

Their beauty,

Their friendship 
Cherish them!
Collect them

Into a bouquet of friendship!

Friendships Neglected

A flower garden

 Flower petals fresh

Flower petals wilted
 No phone calls or visits

  Friendships fall by the wayside

 The way petals fall from the vine

The wind shoos them away from each other,
Never to find their way home again.
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True Friendship
One day I was sitting on a park bench, alone.  There was quiet everywhere, I looked.  No movement of people, traffic, or trees’ branches swaying in the breeze; just me thinking aloud, talking to myself to relieve my loneliness.  My hands were cupped in my lap.  Perhaps I was making a du’a unconsciously, thankful for the peaceful moment, this segment of time turned still.  I closed my eyes to cherish it without nature’s vision.
A quiet blanket of calm covered me.
I know not how long it lasted except I was awakened from this reverie by a tingle.  I felt a quickening in my hands that slowly triggered a movement of joy throughout my whole body.  My eyes were the last to quicken from this tingle, opening to a glorious spectacle of pink petals gracing my palms.  A Delicate, delicious fragrance stimulated my senses.  I looked around for the rose bush that the wind blew them from but it was no where near in my sight; nowhere at all.  I smiled as I rose from the bench; careful not to lose this precious gift.  There are friends to be had, if we only open ourselves to the miracle of the Friendship of Allah (SWT).  We are never alone.
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Rosie
Assalaam Alaikum!

My name is Nusaybah, and this is my friend, Rosie.

We live in a big house with a big garden in the front and one in the back.

Everyday after Asr, we sit on a bench in one of our gardens.  We enjoy the flowers and trees.

We have tulips, daisies, daffodils, buttercups and of course, roses, like my friend, Rosie.

The fragrance of the garden is so wonderful, Alhamdulillah!  Allah (SWT) has given me a nose to smell the wonderful fragrances.  HE has given me eyes to see the beauty, and colors of each and every flower too.  Even Rosie smells nice, just like a rose.

“Allah-u Akbar! Allah-u-Akbar!

Allah-u-Akbar! Allah-u-Akbar!”
The adhan for Maghrib salaat begins.
“It’s time to go pray, Rosie,” said Nusaybah. “Let’s go inside to make salaat.”

Rosie was wearing a hijab just like Nusaybah, pink trimmed with lace.  So she can make salaat too.

After she finished praying, Nusaybah took Rosie in her arms and began to dhikr:
“Subhan Allah

Alhamdulillah

La ila ha il la Allah

Allah-u-Akbar!”
She made lots of du’a for herself and for all the Muslims too.

Nusaybah asked Allah (SWT) to keep Rosie with her and never let them part.  They have been ‘friends’ for such a long time.

Rosie has always been the rose in Nusaybah’s life.  That’s one rose she never wants to lose, her doll with a face like a cabbage, Rosie.
Soon it was time to go to sleep.  Tomorrow is a special day, the beginning of Ramadan!  Our fasting begins.  See you in the morning.  
Assalaam Alaikum!
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Flowers

The smell of Jasmine floating in the evening air

The sky meets the top of the date palms swaying

A Marigold orange glow between the horizon and the fading blue sky

The day is ending and time is moving on.

Close your windows and cover your pots.

Gather your children inside.

The crackle of the Rose petals beneath your feet on your way in

The scent of Lavender soothes your mind and takes you away.

Away to a place where some will return and others will remain.

That place is with Allah.
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Funny

I have no special power

I’m just a flower

Yet people worry me

Pining, pinching and plucking for answers

Ruining my face for all to see.

By the time they are finished

I am totally diminished

From the golden charm I used to be.
Serves them right if the response
Is not what they expected.      
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The Caterpillar, Bumble Bee & a Pink Flower

“Zoom!  Whoom!  Zoom!  Zoom!  Wake up you little green thing.  It’s past dawn now!!!” said the bumble bee; the only friend that the caterpillar had. 

“What’s the buzz about Bee Bee?  Let me sleep some more.  I promise I will wake up shortly.”

“Bee Bee” was the nick name which the caterpillar had given to her friend the bumble bee.  Their friendship was so famous within Zoya’s garden that all the tiny creatures under and above the soil knew about it.  Zoya’s five year old son, Sabir was especially interested in these two creatures, because he usually saw them together.  Whenever he saw them, Bee Bee was always fluttering over CP.  “CP” was the nick name the bumble bee gave to the caterpillar. 

“You are lazy, just so very lazy!  I keep encouraging you to reach your goals but you never listen.  Even when you do, you never act on my advice!!!  What’s with you CP?!!!” 

The poor bumble bee always used to be with the caterpillar even when most of the creatures around were busy in their daily routine tasks.  The caterpillar was fat, lazy and very green.  She almost looked like the leaf on which it spent its days and nights.  This made it difficult to distinguish her from her surroundings.  She moved slowly too but she was happy that at least she was consistent in her movements.  
But bumble bee was not happy; she wanted CP to work harder and reach her most dear aim: to settle on the pink flower across the garden and eat its delicious, juicy petals. 

Bee Bee asked, “CP, do you remember the pink flower?”

“Of course I do, but…”

“Stop your “ifs and buts” and start moving.  You can crawl over the grass and I will guide you to the pink flower.  Then you can make your new home on it.  Simple as that.”

“But Bee Bee, what if someone steps over me?  What if I am crushed?  Or what if the crow decides to have me for his lunch?  I can’t fly like you and you won’t be able to carry me with you.  I am sure I can’t succeed.”

“Oh come on CP!  This way you will never be able to do anything in your life.  In order to succeed, you must be ready to take some risks.  Fight off your fears and tell me what if no one stamps on you, nor crushes or eats you?  What will happen then?  Did you ever think about that?”

“Wow, do you mean to say, I could actually go live on the pink flower?”

“Of course, you can!  And you can enjoy the delicious new food which I am sure will be tastier than these green leaves.  But remember, the flower will not come to you. You have to go to the flower.  I have seen it closely and I must tell you how lovely, amazing and soft it is.  And it has a good smell.  I wonder how you set your eyes upon it from such a distance.”

Sabir saw the bumble bee fluttering over the caterpillar again.  He started to get angry.

“Mama, I don’t like this bumble bee.  I want to kill her because she is trying to hurt my favorite caterpillar.” 

His mom said, “No my dear, they are just friends.  Don’t you see them playing together every day?” 

Sabir was quiet but still unhappy. 

“No one likes me,” CP complained to Bee Bee.

“Calm down and don’t start your meaningless ranting all over again.”

“You are my only friend here.  Who else knows me?”

“Do you want the whole wide world to know you?  By the way, I think that little human being really likes you.  He comes around every single day.  He sure is an annoying little human.”

“He!  He!  He!  I didn’t even notice.  I will try to look at him properly next time.  However, I don’t think my tiny eyes will be able to see his whole being.  I wish I could fly like you Bee Bee and look all around myself.”

“Be quiet will you?  One more rant and I am gone from your life.”

“Sorry, I remember your lectures.  At least I can crawl, right?  Thanks Bee Bee for making me realize that”

“OK, I hope you remember tomorrow’s plan, right?”

“I’m excited and can’t wait.”

The next morning was to be a very special day for the caterpillar and the little bumble bee.  They planned to move to the pink flower.  The caterpillar would start crawling in the early dawn and the bumble bee would give her cover while she crawled as planned.  
Dawn approached and the caterpillar started her journey under bumble bee’s guidance.  Little did they know it would prove to be a very challenging experience for the caterpillar.  Bee Bee kept encouraging CP but it did no good.  Because CP grew tired and stopped right in the middle of the garden. 

“It’s dangerous here.  Hurry up, we are just a few flutters,…I’m sorry.  I mean few steps away.”

“Oh Bee Bee, I can’t!  I can’t!  I just can’t!”

“Oh my dear CP, it’s almost the time for that little son of the human to come out.  I am afraid he might step on you.”

“You said he likes me.  He won’t kill me, right?”

“CP you are so silly.  How will he even see you when your green body is lying in green grass?  You must be significant and different from your surroundings to be noticed which is not the case at the moment.  This makes everything all the more dangerous you know.”

“I will take a nap and be refreshed then we will move on”

“NO! Here he is.  Oh my God! I don’t know what will happen now!  Move! Move! Move!  Hurry up!”

“Oh I am trying I am.  Oh! CP moaned.  My dozens of feet hurt!”

“Mama, Mama! Look here. The bee is attacking my friend!”  Bee Bee tried to save CP from the possible threat of Sabir.  However, she did not know the price which she was about to pay to help her friend CP reach her goal. 
Little Sabir broke into tears and was very angry because of the bumble bee and her disturbing sound, like an engine of an old car.  Before his mother came out to the garden, he killed the bumble bee.  When she saw he was frantically stamping on the dead bumble bee she rushed to Sabir and took him inside the house. 

“Mama, the bumble bee was attacking my favorite caterpillar.” 

His mother angrily said, “Sabir dear, you shouldn’t have done that.  They are Allah’s creatures, they have their own set of routines and they very well know how to co-exist.  You should always remember that.  Ask forgiveness from Allah, because you never know that little bee might have babies like you to take care of.” 

Sabir was beginning to realize his mistake but now it was too late.  He began his search for the caterpillar, but he could not find it anywhere.

“Bee Bee!  Bee Bee!” cried CP.  “Oh my God, where are you?  I saw that little human grab you in his palm.  That’s when I fainted.  Oh my friend, I really wish if I could have helped you.” cried CP.   “I am so lonely now.”

At this point CP remembered Bee Bee’s words, ‘Calm down will you?  One more rant and I am gone from your life.’ CP now promised herself to never complain about anything in her life, to be always grateful for what she got, to work hard and improve things as much as she could. 

Finally, CP retraced her steps by leaps and bounces and found a dark corner in the trunk of her familiar tree.  There she sat and cried non-stop.  She kept remembering all the words and advice which Bee Bee had given her and the way she used to encourage her.  CP vowed that she would not let her friend’s advice go to waste.  She would try to reach the flower one more time. 

All of these thoughts made her even more sad and weak.  Something strange was beginning to happen to the caterpillar.  Her tears became a lot thicker and they were all around her now.  She still kept crying even though it hurt her. She felt as if she was drowning in her own tears.  Finally she fell into a deep sleep. 

Sabir was crying a lot because his mother could not find the green caterpillar which he loved so much.  She tried to convince her son that the caterpillar must have moved to a different habitat suiting her needs.  She also explained to her son that a caterpillar hides and goes into a long sleep. Then it gets covered by its own liquid which is called a cocoon.  It stays there for a few weeks and then comes out and becomes a new beautiful being: a butterfly.  

Sabir was smiling now and said to his mother, “Mama, will the butterfly be green?” 

His mother, Zoya was laughing now and said, “No my dear, but it will have all the colors nature could ever bring together in one being.” 

Sabir could not wait to see his ‘caterpillar-butterfly.’  His mother promised to find him a butterfly if he never killed any other creature.  Sabir happily agreed and felt sorry about killing the bumble bee. 

Finally CP woke up one morning after a long deep refreshing sleep.  She still remembered her friend Bee Bee but did not remember how long she was asleep. Something felt different; she felt taller, slimmer and bigger.  She tried to move and break out of her tears.  But they had hardened around her and formed into a cocoon.  Soon she forced her way out of her cocoon and started flying. But she could hardly believe it!  She flew in the direction of the pink flower and started fluttering over it happily.  She was singing in the jolliest manner for her friend Bee Bee, missing her very much. 

The butterfly loved the pink flower and found out from other butterflies that this flower is called “Tulip.”  All the caterpillars love it very much because its petals are very delicious and juicier than other flowers on which caterpillars feed. 

CP thought, “If Bee Bee had not encouraged me I would have never taken the risk and worked hard.  Today I guess I have got the fruit of my labor and patience.  I am beautiful.  I can fly around and be on the pink flower, the Tulip.” 

CP, the butterfly, saw many more flowers but the pink Tulip flower was very important to her.  She now realized the blessing of having a true friend like Bee Bee.  The little caterpillar was now the prettiest butterfly of the whole garden and it was not long before she had her own babies.  She nestled them on the same tree she used to live on when she was a caterpillar.  In a few days she saw tiny caterpillars crawl out of the tree.  Now it was time for her to move away from them and let them learn their own lessons. 

Sabir also found the new caterpillars quite amusing and loved them more than any other garden creature.  He again found a young bumble bee hovering around these caterpillars and promised himself never to disturb them. 

However, one morning the bumble bee came from a purple flower to the caterpillars and said, ““Zoom! Whoom! Zoom! Zoom!  Wake up you little green things.  It’s past dawn now!!!” 

The caterpillars said, “What’s the buzz about bumble bee?  Let us sleep some more, we promise we will wake up shortly.”  These caterpillars wanted to move to the purple flower, taste it and find out what it was called.  So this way the story continues.  But this time, things were different since there were many caterpillars. 

Keep thinking.

Epilogue

This story teaches us to be true to our friends and be by their sides in the worst of times.  Always guide them just like the bumble bee called Bee Bee.  Being patient and taking a few risks, helps us in achieving our goals.  Trusting our friends and following their wise advice makes us stronger and helps us emerge as new better human beings just like the caterpillar.  She becomes the most beautiful butterfly of the garden and never forgets her best friend Bee Bee. 

We always make one special goal in our life and try to achieve it and work relentlessly toward it.  When we accomplish it we realize that there are many more goals to be achieved.  Just like the pink flower and many more flowers which the butterfly saw later on.  It also teaches us not to interfere with nature’s laws and rules, just like little Sabir who first committed the mistake of killing the bumble bee and later felt sorry about it.  However, after every difficulty there is ease and new hope, just like the new little caterpillars, the new bumble bee and the new purple flower. 

By Nabila Usman [image: image25.wmf]
IN THE GARDEN OF FLOWERS

In the early morning daylight

 the shine from heaven’s light awakes a gardener

 to his labor of love and affection.
Looking at the flower garden

 blooming with radiance despite deteriorating soil

 and his old age.

Grabbing the hose of water

 filling the bucket of wisdom and hope

 sprinkling showers on the body of flowers

 everyday’s conquest against earth’s banks of evil.

The gardener provides strength of nutrients

 against the pestering death

 from his sins with hope of salvation;
 while flowers brace up

 to the Master Gardener’s

 Everlasting Mercy and Care

 and belief in the gardener’s fate.

In every nation, flowers can see

 from winter to summer

 cold places to deserts of camels.
The Abounding Grace of Allah never misses

 any of the gardener’s flowers.

Every season flowers come:
 beauty in different colors and softness.
Their rejuvenating fragrances engulf the earth

 casting an everlasting spell.

Amazing roses of colors in red, white, yellow and pink

 hospitable anthrium

 pride and beauty of carnation

 constancy of hyacinth

love charms of tulips and daffodils.
So many expressions of all flowers

 blossom under the gardener’s hand,
something for everyone’s beauty and scale.

By Fatima Tamayo[image: image26.wmf]
Glossary:
Allah (SWT): The Arabic name for God; The term (SWT) represents Arabic abbreviation for, “Most highly Praised is HE

Allah-u-Akbar: Arabic for God is the Greatest

Adhan: Muslim call to prayer five times a day

Alhamdulillah: Praises be to Allah (SWT) 

Asr: Third mid-afternoon daily prayer of Muslims; the third of the five obligatory prayers

Assalaam–u-Alaikum: The Muslim greeting: “May peace be Unto you”
As salaatu khairun min an noum: ‘Prayer is better than sleep.’ Unique phrase in the Muslim call to Fajr prayer (Arabic)

Audhu bilahi mena shaytan nir rajeem: I seek refuge from sataan, the accursed

Cisneros: Archbishop during the time of Isabel and Ferdinand who ordered the books about the Islamic civilization in Spain to be burned
Bismi’llah: In the Name of Allah

Bustan: Garden 

Dadi-amma: Grandmother (Urdu/Hindi)

Day of Judgment: One of the fundamental creeds of Islam is about the Day of Judgment. All humans who have lived on earth are accountable and answerable on that day for their beliefs and willful actions
Dawah: Calling people to Islam 

Deira: A city in The United Arab Emirates (UAE)
Dhikr: Remembrance of Allah; any form of verbal prayers in which Allah’s name is mentioned
Dhur: Second obligatory midday prayer of the day
Du’a: Making a supplication (a private prayer) to Allah (SWT) asking for whatever you desire
Dupatta: A large cotton shawl used for wrapping the upper body; in this instance for salaat

Huid: Grandfather (Arabic)
Jiddah: Grandmother(Arabic)

Espania: Spain                                                          
Gharnata: Granada

Haraam: Forbidden; it can also mean sacred

Hay Dios Mio: Oh my God! (Spanish)
Hereafter: In Islam, a belief in life after death is a pillar of faith  
Hijab: The Islamic dress code and related attitudes; it is frequently used to refer to the head covering but in fact refers to the whole dress-code
Inshaa’Allah: If Allah allows

Jaan: Dearest (Urdu/Hindi)

Khalifah Abdul Rahman:  Abd AL-Rahman I, became the first Caliph of Al-Andalus, the Moorish part of Spain, which occupied most of the Iberian Peninsula. He also set up the Umayyad Dynasty that ruled Al-Andalus for over three-hundred years. Under the reign of Abd al Rahman III (r. 912-961) who founded the Emirate of Cordoba, the various different Muslim groups who had conquered Spain pulled together in ruling it.The longest period of tolerance began after 912, with the reign of Abd-ar-Rahman III and his son, Al-Hakam II
Khimaar: A Veil or head cover; Any scarf like piece of cloth used to cover the whole head and neck and may also be used to cover the bosom of a woman; the head covering worn by Muslim women and girls.
La ilaha illAllah: There is no God but Allah, Declaration of Faith that Muslims must say (Arabic)

Maghrib: Fourth obligatory prayer at sunset of Muslims

Masha ‘Allah: A saying, “What Allah wills”

Mija: Darling

Muezzin: The person who recites the Adhan five times daily to call people for the congregational prayer 

Muslims: Those who follow the way (religion) of Islam 

Ramadan: Islamic Holy month of fasting for Muslims

Roti: Round, flat bread cooked on cast iron pan over stove (Urdu/Hindi)

Ruku: Second or bowing down position of salaat

Sajda: Prostration or sixth position of salaat

Salaat: Formal, obligatory five daily prayers which Muslims do

Salaam-u-alaikum: Peace be upon you 

Si: Yes (Spanish)

Subhaan Allah: A saying, ‘Glory to Allah’
Sueño: Dream (Spanish)

Surah Kahf: Arabic for- The Cave,- Chapter 18 in the Holy Qur’an
The Holy Qur’an: The Holy Book of Islam

Trigueña: Wheat-colored (Spanish)
Tulaytulah: A city in Muslim Spain that fostered flourishing of the three dominant World religions

Ummi: Arabic word meaning – my mother

Walaikum-u-Assalaam: Unto you be peace; an answer to ‘Assalaam Alaikum’
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