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Yourin9nﬂ+ex\
Mercy on my
respected

faTher

The day of Arafah is special to all Muslims
around the worlds, but this year’s Arafah was
a little more so. It was the day Allah & choose
as the meeting of my respected father with his
Lord, SubhanAllah.

Even now after almost a month, it doesn’t sink
in and most of the time it seems like I’'m stuck in
a dream - as if everything that is going on isn’t
really happening.

He was seventy one, yet strong and active like
a young man, as in my words that | used to tell
my brothers: “Abu ji is more active than all three
of you Masha’Allah.” Just a couple of months
back, he had been enthusiastically working
with the labourers on the rooftop garden and
then calling me to enjoy the Barbeque dinner
there, not to mention the business trips to Lon-
don and the world over all alone.

But then his sickness started which didn’t last
for more than two, three weeks. Watching
someone who was strong become weak and
bedridden and eventually drift away eats away
at you. It’s difficult to describe the tumultuous
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wave of feelings that used to overwhelm me
seeing him in pain. The utter powerlessness
because you can’t cure the illness and just
keep crying in front of Allah #: to bring on a
miracle and cure our respected father.

It was his sweet loving nature that he would
never want to disturb anyone and always
wanted things to be done by himself only,
although my brothers are the best sons Ma-
sha’Allah and would be there with him all the
time almost. And the one sentence that was
there on everyone’s tongue on the day he died
was: how helpful he was for everyone and was
always there for them in times of need.

Even when extremely sick, he had called and
helped someone about whom he got to know
hadrecentlylosthisjobandwasin need. Always
going an extra mile for others and when we
used to ask why he does that, he used to attri-
bute it all to his own dad’s helpful nature. Like
once in his teenage days, my father had to get
admission in the college and had to go himself
standing in lines etc but glancing around the



place, he saw his own father there with some-
one poor, getting admission done for him. My
father was so surprised that his father wasn’t
worried about his own son as much he want-
ed to help others. Later, when my respected
father asked him he told, “Beta, | knew you
would get the admission anyways, but that
poor person had a very slim chance of getting
admission and thus | had to be there with him.”

On my respected father’s death bed, once
he caught me trying to suppress my tears
and counseled me: “There’s nothing to worry
about, just keep praying.” Like always, he was
more worried for us than for his own self. He
would show his love by all means, by welcom-
ing us wholeheartedly whenever we arrived at
his house, taking us on ice-cream trips when
we stayed over, even by giving one lakh Eidi
only to me.

If they’ve always been there, helping and sup-
porting you, it's hard to imagine coping with-
out them. Now every time | want a second
opinion, I've felt so lost and alone. But slowly
I’m learning to live with my respected father’s
spirit inside me, and if I’'m completely honest.
| usually know what he would say or want me
to do even though he’s not here to say it. But
yet it’s not the same as he had that farsighted-
ness which is hard to equal for anyone.

Losing a parent can feel like losing part of your-
self. His wise jokes keep ringing in my ears, es-
pecially those that we had with him in the last
moments of his life. Even while being in excru-

ciating pain, he would welcome me and say, ‘O
my sweet daughter is here!” and not only me
but even those who used to keep coming in his
room every now and then like my sister-in-law
tells, “He wasn't able to talk due to discomfort
but yet whenever | used to enter the room, he
would say in a heavy voice ‘aaoa’ (come in).”

| have seen him in my dreams many times al-
ready and in the best of places Alhamdulillah.
So what if we can’t feel your sweet smiles any-
more, you are Insha’Allah smiling at a much
better place. So what if we can’t take your wise
advice in almost all matters of life, your words
of wisdom give me strength to live each day.
So what if my children can’t enjoy and laugh at
your jokes anymore, we'’re grateful for having
the opportunity to be with a person like you.

| will remember that one of the best ways to
benefit you is to remember you in duas and
keep doing good deeds in your name. Allah
knows best, Insha’Allah we will all be reunited
in Jannah where we will see each other again.
Just as | was the apple of your eyes being the
only daughter, you were the balm of my soul. |
miss you so much respected Abu ji!

O Allah, forgive my father and elevate his sta-
tion among those who are guided. Make him
eat and drink in Your hands, and forgive him,
O Lord of the worlds. Enlarge for him his grave
and shed light upon him in it, O Ar-Rahamur
Raahimeen. Surely we belong to Allah £ and
to Him we shall return
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& Death of humans or death
of humanity

Aatika Fatima bellows at vs to stop ignoring our Muslim
brothers and rise to action

“Blast!” it echoed in the street, followed by
screams and cries of innocent women and
children.

The same scene repeated again and contin-
ued till the complete city was bombarded.
The only sound to be heard were the cries
of injured, widowed and orphans. All that |
could see as far as my sight reached were the
burnt buildings, smoke and innocent casual-
ties who were known as terrorists on media.
While the one’s doing this were claimed do-
ing nothing rather than ‘SELF-DEFENSE".

| repeated, “l wonder whether | shall cry on
the death of humans or the

DEATH OF HUMANITY.
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Tears flowed down my cheeks and | ques-
tioned myself, “Why is this all happening?
Why?

Why are the innocent being claimed as ter-
rorists?

Why are the houses bombarded?

Why are the children kidnapped?

Why is the UNO quiet?

Why is the world sleeping?

Why? Why? Why?

Where is the Muslim Ummah?

WHERE??”

| continued crying.

This is Gaza!

rad%ence  september 3031




The Blessed land...

The Holy land...

The Bombarded land...

The Seized land...

The Occupied land...

The Destructed land...

The Grave yard! Of? Of Innocent Muslims...

“Help!” they call every day.

They shout, they scream, they cry but at last
they DIE!

We sit in our homes like deaf, like blinds...
We are divided.

The Muslim Ummah has fallen asleep.

Wake up O’ Muslim Ummah!

Wake up before it’s too late!

Save Gaza!

Save Masjid-ul-Agsa!

Save the lives of the innocent Palestinians!
Wake up! Stand up!

Get up before the time runs out...

Get united...

The Ummabh is struggling!

O Allah! Help Us! We are weak, make us
strong, we are divided, unite us. Mas-
jid-ul-Agsa is also Your house.

We give it under Your protection.

O Allah! Protect not only it, but protect us,
our Imaan and our Islam as well.”

Aameen
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The martyrs
of nation

Written by KChaula Owais
Grade 8
The Intelleet School

The city of Lahore was drowned in gloominess.
Streetlights off, shops and restaurants closed,
no LED gleams in the houses, even the moon
and the stars were dim and murky: Giving the
horrific news of blackout! The silent breezes
allowed the firing bullets on Wahga border to
be heard back by the citizens. Elders gathered
near radios and the mothers were on Musal-
lahs, while youngers couldn’t help themselves
to sleep amidst the roaring, rustling and rum-
bling of fighter jets and helicopters. Many
courageous women sent their boys to the bor-
der to fight for the sake of the country, all the
same their faces dazzled and sparkled rather
than carrying any trace of tension or despair.

Amongst them was a fearless mother ‘Shahida’.
That night she roamed on the terrace of her
house, her heart thumped and wobbled when
a fighter plane passed over her roof, or when
bullets were fired continuously. Again and
again her eyes would imagine the battlefield
in which her son was fighting, her eyes would
bring tears and she would start supplicating,
“O Allah! O the Creator of the whole universe,
make it easy for my son to fight, and all those
brave soldiers who left their families unpro-
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tected solely to defend the homeland, O Allah
| know You are Just, You can clear the truth in
front of misguided Indians and show them righ-
teousness, O Allah, accept my child to reach
the level of a Ghazi or if You will then

her voice would break with desperation and
love for her only heart’s desire every time she
prayed this, but she carried on, “O Lord, if You
will then uphold me to accept his martyrdom”.

Just then an abrasive knock budged the door,
she hopped three stairs in a single step down to
see who was there in such a terrible blackout?
But the knock again shoved the door.

A man shouted gravely from outside, “Is this
the house of Major Shabbir?”

Shahida stopped with a shudder, her eyes nar-
rowed and her heart jumped, indeed Shabbir
was her son but there was knocking again, this
time, harder than the last times. Shahida man-
aged to say ‘yes’ in a low voice, “but beta Shab-
bir is not here.” she added few more words con-
fidently wondering who would be there?

“Yes | know,” the heavy voice called again, “who




Jugt then an abragive knock budged the door, she hopped three stairs in

a single step down to see who was there in such a terrible blackout? But

the knock again shoved the door.

are you to him?”
“l am his Mother,” she said precisely.

“Ma ji we are here to congratulate you! You are
the mother of a martyr.”

Shahida lost the earth beneath her foots. She
was fast to grasp the railing of stairs to grip
her emotion, a shaking hand placed on her
chest to console the leaping heart... her face
blazed white in dark. Indeed there must be
Noor on the face of a Shaheed’s mother! Those
black, watery eyes permitted big drops off and
the lips forced themselves wider and wider.
After all, they are the mothers who suppress
the miseries of losing their sons yet are blissful
for sacrificing them in their Muslim country’s
defense.

The door knocked again......Shahida held her-
self up. Hurriedly wrapping a scarf round her
face, she opened the door. There were six ca-
dets in brown uniforms, their name tags shined
and the flag of Pakistan was thumped on their
shoulders. It seemed that six green and white
flags thanked her saying:

The death of a martyr is the life of nation
The blood of the martyr is the charity of nation

Shahida looked up. The six uniformed people
held the coffin of a martyr, one leading them
was carrying a tray in which the uniform, the
martyr’'s badges and sword with the awards
Sitara-e-jurat and Nishan-e-haider was dec-
orated. The tray was served to the fortunate
mother and the lady lightened up more than

the moon on that night, she recalled the time
when soldiers had brought Shabbir’s father’s
coffin home and Shabbir had asked innocently,
“Mama, | also want to fight for my land and be
a martyr like baba.”

At that moment, Shahida was astonished at
the prospects of her young kid, so she petted
his shoulders and pulled him near, “But you
are too small for it.”

“No mama | am so big now, | can fight!” he
showed his elbow making a hard fist. Shahi-
da had smiled....... this smile got refreshed af-
ter 20 years and she hugged the uniform, up
siding down the awards in the shimmering of
torchlight, her heart bounced and chin went up
towards the sky to thank her Allah. Gratitude
brought water in her eyes and finally she stam-
mered loudly, “Fatima see! Where are you? See
my luck............ my son is the hero, yes, the hero
of the nation! Ya salam, may Allah accept from
him.” She ejected her sorrow by evoking the
verses of Quran:

“And do not call those who were slain in Allah’s
way ‘dead’. Rather they are living but you are not
aware.” (Al-Baqarah, 154)

Apparently, countries aren’t gained with ease,
those hardships are acknowledged that some-
times conquer the pages of history but many
silent sacrifices are buried into the soil of the
nation. Unfortunately this daring courageous-
ness is forgotten by the descendants.

So are your visions like Rashid Minhas, Major

Shabbir Shaheed too or are you just a reader of
daring stories?
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Yourself With
the History
] Of Islam!

Islam is the world’s second-largest religion with 1.9 billion followers
or 24. 9% of the world’s population. Let’s take this quiz and test how
well we know our religion’s history...

1. What region is the birthplace of Islam?
A. Asia Minor

B. North Africa

C. Palestine
D

. Arabian peninsula

2. Beloved Prophet’s journey from Mecca to
Yathribisknownasthe ____________

Hijrah

Sunna

Hajj

Shari’a

©O0w>

3. How were conquered people treated by the
Muslim Empire?

A. They were treated as equal citizens with
Muslims.

B. They were allowed to become first-class

citizens upon converting to Islam.
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Their religions were tolerated, but restric-
tions and taxes were imposed
They were forced to give up their religions

and convert to Islam.

What is the term for the clans of Arab no-
mads that were organized in small groups

before Muhammad arrived in the 7th cen-

tury?

A. Persians

B. Byzantines

C. Bedouins

D. Sassanid

5. Which of these territories was not con-
trolled by the Muslims?

A. Egypt

B. Arabia

C. Germany
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D. Syria

6. What is the Arabic for ““cube,” a shrine wh-
ere religious idols were kept by various Ara-
bian tribes.

. Islam

. Ka’'aba

. Quran

. Allah

O N0 o >
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The first martyr of Islam was:
. Abu Bakr
Sumayya

Hamza

o0 wp

Fatima

&%

___________ was the first masjid built by Ra-
soolAllah

Masjid ul Nabwi

Masjid ul Haram

Masjid ul Agsa

Masjid ul Quba

©Onwp

Which country has the world’s largest
Muslim population?

Saudi Arabia

Egypt

C.

D. Indonesia

Iran

10. What is the name of the youngest daughter
of Prophet Muhammad &£:?

A. Zainab

B. Fatima

C.

D

. Umm Kulsoom

Rugaiya
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Attic

Yusra Zafar Mahmood's enchanting story makes us
yearn to live and die for the flag of our beloved
country. Lefs read on..

“Aa..Aa..Achoo!” as soon as Arwa opened that old
hand-carved wooden chestnut box, dust rose up
in thesir and spread through the room and made
her sneeze. Quickly she pinched her nose to stop
the series of sneezes that had started, because if
someone would have gotten even the wind of her
existence in the attic, she would be rebuked for
touching the things there without Amma’s per-
mission.

Arwa remained quiet and still as a mouse for a few
moments then rubbed the dust from her hand,
keeping the other on her nose. She was there,
in that dark attic, because a day before she had
heard her elder sister saying, there is a huge num-
ber of old story books in the attic.

Arwa, by nature was an intellectual and kind-heart-
ed but not a brave girl, she avoided entering dark-
rooms but her craze for reading dragged her there.
And after scanning the whole attic, she didn’t get
anything but only this old box.

She was open-mouthed, her eyebrows arched up-
wards and the wrinkles of surprise appeared on her
forehead when she saw something in the box that
she never imagined would be there.

There was a flag, our national flag, Pakistan’s flag.
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The white crescent and star was hand-embroi-
dered upon dark green and the colour of the flag
was quite faded. Apparently, that flag seemed
quite old, maybe 50 to 55 years old.

Arwa was amazed, why her mother had kept this
flag here and didn'’t hoist this one on any Indepen-
dence Day? She had never seen it in her 14 years
life. A question stirred up in her mind and she
couldn’t stop herself from heading towards Am-
ma’s room.

Amma was engrossed in making crochet lace on
Dado’s white dupatta and Ahmed was complet-
ing his homework beside her, as Arwa entered her
room and placed that box in front of her.

Amma looked at her in a questioning manner and
before the appearance of any more expressions
on Amma’s face, she grabbed her ears with a jerk
and said, “Sorry for touching your things, | should
have taken permission from you.”

“Oooh! So you were there!!” Ahmed, her naughty
but darling brother rolled his eyes with a mischie-
vous smile on his face.

“Where?!” asked Arwa with two twists between
her eyebrows.



















































