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I stand in the corner, terror creeping into the depths of my
heart and twisting it cruelly. | shrink back like a petrified
mouse, my heart leaping like a startled frog. Drops of
fear flow from my eyes. “I wish the ground would open up
and swallow me,” | say to myself. You may wonder why |

would wish for such a thing.

I'm Alyazia, an 11-year-old girl. My tall figure, stunning
beauty and virtuous heart ... all these things make me
different, different from everyone else. | captivated the
hearts of many. Their eyes saw only my beauty. My close
friend, Wadima, who was dearer than a sister to me, was
short, with a round, plump face. Her eyes shone with the
innocence of childhood. Her heart was as white as pure
snow. She loved to help others and wished nothing but
happiness for everyone. I'd known hersince | was six. She
was the first friend | made when | moved to this school.
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My father — may he rest in peace — would give me three
Dirhams each day. That was worth a lot in those days.
Because | loved Wadima devotedly, | would keep two
Dirhams and give her one because she didn't have a

daily allowance.

We shared secrets, cares and joys. She was my source
of strength and happiness. | can't imagine what would've
become of me without her by my side. | loved her with all
my heart, | still love her and will continue to love her until
the day | die.

One bright Sunday morning, the first class on my school
schedule was Arabic. | hated Sundays because | had
to start my day by seeing that teacher’s face ... the face
that imprinted sadness on all of ours. My teacher was
heartless and unfeeling. Her heart was packed with
hatred for life and she enjoyed taking that hatred out on
us. Her massive height forced me to stand on tiptoe to
clearly observe the changing expressions on her face.
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She was addicted to beating us with her ruler. It was as if the ruler was urging
her, "Go on; use me more, I'm hungry!” My greatest wish was that the teacher
would forget to bring that ruler at least once. But to my sorrow, she might forget

her books or anything else, but never her ruler!

At the beginning of each class, she would ask each student to go to the board
and spell a word that she would dictate. If the student made a spelling mistake,

the teacher would hit her back as if she was flaying a carcass.

“Alyazia .. come up and spell 'vision"... "

| moved with heavy steps; my whole being overcome with terror. | reached the
board with uneven footsteps. To me, these weren't footsteps on normal ground,
they were the footsteps to hell. | took the board pen with a shaking hand. | knew
how to spell the word, but | was so scared that | spelt it wrong. The teacher took

the long ruler and began whipping my back.
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The situation confused me. Should | cry? Should | scream? Should | run away?
Should I tell her that | could spell the word but was too nervous? What should
| do to escape from this hell? I'd done nothing wrong except forgetting how to
spell the word. Why was | to blame when this horrible fear made me forget?
What was my crime if my terror of her cruel, unfeeling heart had erased

everything | had etched into my memory?

The school day finally ended. My mother was waiting for me in the car. | tried
hard to be brave and not cry in front of her. But as soon as | saw herin my vision, |
burst into a flood of tears. | found it difficult to breathe. My breath came in gasps
and sobs of anguish and humiliation.

“What is it?" my mother asked. “Why all these tears?”

- wew-as T

Gasping. | continued: “I-l w-w-as in ... “ and | started sobbing again.

“All right, then,” Mother said. “This isn't the right time to talk. We'll discuss it at
home.”
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An oppressive silence fell, interrupted by sobs of anguish and humiliation for a
fate that had passed and a future fate that was unknown to me. How much worse

might that unknown be!

| considered my mother’s reaction. Should | tell her the truth? She wouldn't
believe me ... she might even add to the pain of my poor body. Beating, in her
ignorant belief, teaches discipline and uprightness. But we're children! All this
beating won't do any good: it will only fuel our hatred and loathing for adults and

result in countless emotional issues.

Indecision continued to nag at me as we neared the house: What will you tell
your mother? How will you decrease her anger? Suddenly, a devilish idea
popped into my head! The devilis clever indeed! What if | told my mother that
Wadima had taken my money and throw the blame on her for my outburst?

Immediately, | asked God for forgiveness and sought refuge in Him from Satan.

But my sinful nature tried to lighten the seriousness of my potential crime:
She’s your only friend. You've stood by her for years, giving her a share of your
allowance every day. It's only fair that she returns that favour now ... but | kept

pushing the thought away until | finally arrived home.

raolcl Ul 038 pnog (b pno (o 1géllg el i Cildg - ailaii Gubwo o
Lodaci ol ot Log

(9112 0l 50 205 38 S o ui830 ( Sadgdall Lol Jo S ol Jod 34 501
odillg dolaiumill nle ¢ Luitll acbuy il Lgiladiso (nd wuyslla bl
LA Liseng Ly 0 3 i Ja e (o acbung ol ol il 1 | len LA

Lgla Gl Y 1l 8t sic ] (538 269

1883w a4 Sl ol lgaiium IaLo i pidalad Cillj Lo pallg «Jjiall oo Lisyial
I3Lo tpaLidally ¢ byl ol Yo Salga 8144 (rima all jad dlag SLguse aling
Capagiul o Saua Lif lasa Lgile pg Ul ciydlig s nllo ciail dogag ol grol il gl

ol bl o el Caagaig (g

Lgil :aaipall (riogpa (nle o9-gi of Jglad Cuild eg tully Lol Guwai 4lg
00 < Lgunais aligh lginw alib Lgeo Cuasg 24l loasngll vLisan
Saling na dyall el e Cudai aidal oI Jseall el 3 ol 3y 1lé wilagne

Sl Gl Gl



“Now tell me, what happened? What made you sob and gasp like a swamp
frog trying to attract everyone's attention with its croaks?” My mother’s tone
became angrier when | tried to avoid answering. The fire in her eyes was more

fearsome than the teacher's ruler ...

Instantly and without thinking, | blurted out: “It's Wadima.. she took my

allowance.”

Suddenly, | felt a burning shock shoot through my body. | couldn't see in front of
me; it felt like someone had smashed the back of my head, and the ground spun
beneath my feet. Everything was over! I'd lost everything! I'd lost my reason for
living! I'd lost a piece of my heart. I'd lost a friend who was dearer to me than a
sister. I'd lost the source of my strength and joy ...

Mumbling under her breath, my mother began to curse the day that Wadima
became my friend. | couldn't hear what she was saying, but finally | heard her
say, “I'm going to school tomorrow and I'm going to teach her a lesson she won't

forget!”
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“Please, Mother! Don't go ... it's only three Dirhams and it was just this one time.
Please forgive her!” “You were sobbing and gasping like anidiot before and now

you want to forgive her? No way!”

| tried every way | could to change her mind, but fear forced me to give up after
her first “No!” My mother was stubborn and never went back on a decision no

matter what.

| didn't sleep a wink that night. How would | be able to face Wadima now? How
would | be able to look her in the eye? What could | say to her? What would my
mother do to her? But Wadima must understand and forgive me. | was her best

friend and source of her joy just as she was my friend and source of joy!

The hands of the clock moved like a turtle ...

Inthe morning, my mother rushed into my room. Grabbing my little wrist, she told
me to hurry up and get up. She was apparently at the height of rage and fury,
ready to blow up the issue way out of proportion. She'd never liked Wadima

very much, although | didn't know why.
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My father returned from dawn prayers at the mosque and handed me my daily
allowance, but | refused to take it, claiming that | didn't need it because | never
got hungry... Perhaps I'd give all of tomorrow's allowance to Wadima to make up
for the horrible thing I'd done today.

We got into the car. It felt like its engine had been removed and replaced with
that of a jet plane. | felt nauseous and dizzy ... | hated myself so much. | didn't
deserve to live after betraying my best friend. We arrived at school. My mother
quickly dragged me by the hand to where the morning lines were forming. In
those days, mothers were allowed to participate in the morning line-up.
“Where's Wadima? Where is she?”

“I don't know; she comes late sometimes.”

My mother started yelling. “Wadima! Where are you?”

“Mother, lower your voice, please! Everybody's staring at us!”
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“Wadima! Where are you?"”

| saw Wadima. Tears filled my eyes, but she hadn't noticed me. A few moments

later, she turned and saw me. She walked toward me, smiling as she always did.

“Peace be upon you, Auntie. How are you?" she said to my mother.

“Auntie? Auntie, huh? Ill-bred girl! How dare you call me Auntie?”

| looked at Wadima as shock and disbelief crept across her face. | moved my

lips, silently saying to her, “I'm sorry ... forgive me ... "

“You steal my daughter’s allowance and have the nerve to call me Auntie?”

“What? | didn't steal anything from anyone.”

“Liar! Alyazia came to me crying yesterday, crying and sobbing because of you,

and you say you didn't do anything? What impudence! Didn't your parents teach

you any manners?”
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‘I didn't steal anything, | swear!”

My mother continued pouring out her fury and cruel remarks on poor Wadima,
who kept swearing that she didn't do it, but it was useless. | tried to intervene
and stop my mother, but it was hopeless. Finally, a teacher came over and pulled

Wadima away from us.

In a few moments of overpowering qualms and fears, | had destroyed the
most beautiful thing in my life. Six years had passed since the beginning of our
beautiful friendship. With one sentence, everything had come to an end.

Long years have passed since that fateful incident and | don’t know what has
become of Wadima. | don't know where she lives, | don't know if she’s well, |
don't know what she looks like today. | don't know whether she's married or not.
| don't know a thing. But until this moment, whenever | lose myself in thought, |
remember her. | remember the moments | had shared with her. | had lived the

best years of my life with her. | wish | could go back in time and fix everything.
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| miss you so much, Wadima! Do you still think of me? Do you still hate me? Do
you still despise me? | wish you everlasting happiness and hope you'll forgive

me wherever you are.

Life is nothing but a circle. You know where it starts but don’t know when it
will end. It's a labyrinth in which you can get lost thousands of times. You
may encounter a lot of hardships and obstacles that discourage you. You'll
encounter adversity and criticism, and you can also live in illusion, not knowing

when you'll escape it or when it will release you.

Yet, despite all the bitterness, we also experience the sweetness of happiness,

prosperity and assurance.
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We find life bright and smiling during its summer, colourful and tranquil with
blooming flowers during its springtime, sad and strange with its falling leaves
during its autumn, cold and dark during its snowy winters... it's a combination
of colours. But in the blink of an eye, the sun sets, and darkness takes its place.
The key to this sealed pearl is hope. The hope that, one day, you'll achieve your
dreams and ambitions. The hope that, in the pitch-black darkness, there will be

a lantern that lights up the night and disperses the fog.

All my life, | have lived in the hope of seeing Wadima again someday. Will time

light that lantern for me?
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