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You've reached your 12th year, apple of my eye. | see you chasing your ball. ;uLgQ#quaﬁ'i,dJ}ﬁ._dJAJg).@dlﬂ wJrise 836 Ly pue (nilidl lole Sudodl
| follow with joyous eyes. | thank God, the Most Beneficent, who has blessed ilisds na guosindl cldea (sl bl grisang (53l Goall scoal by laya il
me with you, and made you the sun of my winter, the rain of my summer, the Jraupd (né jgajllg ey ne bl oguilly (raa (né Ciusllg

cool breeze in my spring and the flowers in my autumn.

You are the light after the darkness, you are ...

My thoughts are interrupted by Mohamed, a smile
lighting up his childish face as he says, “Stop staring,

sweet-milk. You stare at me like I'm going to run away.”

Then he runs and throws himself into my arms as he

always does, as if overcome with longing.

God blessed me with Mohamed with His magnificent
grace, after a diagnosis that | would be unable to have

children because of a thyroid problem. But God, the

Most Gracious Giver, blessed me with him after years of waiting, after | had
lost hope in life. But God, the All-powerful, blessed me with a child, all thanks

to Him.
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In the fifth month, | eagerly went to one of the city hospitals
to find out the gender of my child. Happiness accompanied
my every step. My husband was even happier than
|. We received the news in the form of little pictures,
accompanied by words that were like a thundercloud in a
stormy sky. The words rained hard on our hearts. The first
letters read: “Dear Fatima, there’s a strong probability that
your pregnancy will not continue. It is necessary to abort
the baby before it terminates your life.”

Moments of devastating silence and grief imprisoned
me before the floor broke my fall. My ex-husband and
| exchanged glances of hopelessness before the floor

embraced me.

After a few moments of my lesser death, | return to a life
that has broken its pledge. | touch my baby inside me with
fear. | was in a room of the depressing hospital, that patted
me as if | was a source of pity for it. The letters of my words
came out shaking and trembling. "Ahmed ... Ahmed ...
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There was no answer. | went out into the long dark
cold empty hallways. | continued walking in my real-life
nightmare looking for Ahmed, but there was no trace of
him. | ran, looking for my phone and called him, but it was
useless. He didn't answer my calls. My tears fell fast and
hot until finally, my eyes closed with exhaustion, my arms
hugging the child inside me.

| awoke to the sound of the prayer call. “Prayer is better

thansleep ...

| gathered my strength and went to perform my ablutions.
With each drop of water that touched me, | felt as if the
fates were sorrowfully embracing me. | faced the direction
of the Holy Mosque and began to pray. | finished my
prayers in total piety and the hope that God would alleviate
my pain. In the last “rakat”, | prostrated myself, my heart
filled with a desperate cry that only He, the All-Knowing

and All-Hearing, could hear.
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Certainty filled my heart and | lay down, tranquil and assured. But torment
overcame me once again. | was awakened at noon by an incoming call. |
answered the call, hoping that it was my husband Ahmed. But as usual, life
surprised me with calamity. “Hello, Mrs Fatima. This is your husband’s lawyer.

| need your postal address to send you
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some papers to sign as soon as possible.”

“Lawyer? What papers?”

“Apparently, you weren't informed.
Mr Ahmed would like to terminate the
marriage and you need to sign the papers
so that we can begin divorce proceedings
without the need for bothersome court

hearings.”
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His words kept repeating in my mind, the
letters unable to form into meaningful
thought. Without thinking, | gave him my postal address and very soon, |
received the papers. | signed them with hands overcome with despair. This was

the end of my journey with Ahmed. It had ended as fast as lightning.
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A few hours later, | heard the doctor’s fateful knock on the door. This time, she
wanted to take me to the operating room to abort the flesh of my flesh. But |

refused with every ounce of my strength and left like the wind.

| put my faith in God and began following a special diet and took care to keep
my baby safe and healthy. | completed my seventh month of weariness with
the help of my wonderful neighbour. She brought me my food every day and
visited me regularly. A week into my eighth month, her husband was transferred
to a company in a neighbouring region and she was forced to move away. |
completed the rest of my pregnancy swinging between loneliness, exhaustion

and sleeplessness.

Finally, | was at the end of the road. | sent a message to my old neighbour
announcing that it was time. My child wanted to come into the world. My womb

was too small for him now.

| rushed to the hospital beating my pain and a long struggle that was about to
end. Soon, | was laying on the bed, filled with pain. The last thing | saw was the
bright light coming through the window of the room. It was the first time | had

seen that depressing room lit up so brightly.
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In my sleep, | heard the nurse’s voice. "Hello, brave little one!” And that bright
light began to fade ... God had given me a new life; a new life in the company of

God's most beautiful blessing, Mohamed.

“Speedy recovery, dear Fatima,” said
the nurse. “You've been through a hard
struggle. We need to keep you here for
a couple more days to make sure all your
tests are okay. May God make him a good
son.” She placed Mohamed in my arms. |
hugged him and showered soft kisses on

his forehead.

“We did it, champ! All thanks to you,
Lord.”

Two months after giving birth, | requested

child support from my ex-husband, as | did not have the means to provide a

comfortable life for Mohamed. Ahmed happily agreed without any trouble.
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Four years later .. the awaited day, the day for signing up students for
kindergarten. | rushed to enroll Mohamed in the neighbourhood kindergarten.
Everything went well and Mohamed started school with no problems at all. He
finished primary school then secondary school with outstanding results, and |
was careful to always reward him. Here we are celebrating his fifteenth birthday,

our life still overflowing with joy. Truly, blessings always follow hardship.

After the passing of days, months and years, today is the day of my child's
college graduation. | sit in the back seat of the theatre, eager to show everyone
my pride in him. After a lot of boring speeches, the generation of the future
stood and one by one, went up to receive their diplomas. | see the face that
has changed steadily since birth and its childish features. The sleepy eyes, the

curved lips ... my gift from the Most Merciful.
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The dean began to announce his name, saying: "Mohamed Ahmed Al *** - has
earned a bachelor's degree in mechanical engineering with honours. Mohamed,
may God grant you success in the service of this country.” Unconsciously, my

lashes became wet with tears. He ran to me and hugged me hard, kissing my

forehead and hands, saying: “Beloved mother. Stop
crying now. My heart feels sad when | see you cry.”

And he wiped away my tears. As always, we continued
our celebration together away from the noise of the
world. But our festivities this time were different.
Mohamed took me by surprise, telling me he wanted to
get married. “We met at college and | fell in love with her.
I really want her to be my life partner.”

| was silent and astonishment spread across my face. |
replied: “If you asked for my life, I'd give it to you without
hesitation. But you need to find a job first.”

We engaged in conversation and he began to tell me stories about Afra, the girl

he wanted to marry.
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A year later, Mohamed received an offer to work at one of the most prestigious
engineering firms at a very high salary. As always, we spent the evening in the
yard of the house, exchanging conversation over a cup of tea. As usual, the
topic was Afra. He started leading up to something, saying, "My paradise and

most beautiful of mothers, don't you long to play with

your grandchildren? Please, call Afra’s mother and let's
go ask for her hand.” | agreed and we went to bed.

On Friday morning, | called Afra’s mother and she invited
us over that evening. All day long, Mohamed was like a
shooting star. He couldn't stay still. He kept jumping from
left to right until we finally arrived at the doorstep of their
house. His forehead was like the petals of the flowers
early in the morning, covered with dew. When we went

inside, | met the so-called Afra and saw in her eyes the

deceit that Mohamed could not.

They decided on a date for the wedding, which was very soon. Silent fear

tormented me. Mohamed noticed my confusion and asked what was wrong.
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In great confusion | replied: “Nothing, darling. Just a little tired.” Very tenderly he

said: "All right. We'll excuse ourselves and go home so you can get some rest.”

What a terrible day! How horrible Afra’s glances!

How passionate Mohamed's feelings!

The next day, Mohamed went with Afra and her
mother to make arrangements for the wedding.
| stayed home in the company of the walls and
furniture. | kept an eye on my phone all day.
expecting a call from him, but there was nothing.
| began watching the clock. It's time for dinner,
Mohamed... here | sit, trying to chew my food, alone
for the first time in 26 years. The clock neared
midnight. It was past my precious child’s bedtime

... | jumped when | heard his key in the door and

joy filled my heart when he walked into the house. But it quickly faded when he
said: “I'm going to bed. | have to get up early tomorrow. Good night.” It was a

dismal, depressing night. For the first time, Mohamed had gone to bed without

gathering me in his arms and kissing my forehead.
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My grief and sadness continued for months. Mohamed
married Afra and she settled in our house - | mean, their
house. I'd become a burden to them and the basement
became my dwelling place. One day, | heard steps coming
downstairs. It was Mohamed, flesh of my flesh. With each
step he took, my heart leapt with longing to see him. My

soul was thirsty for his embrace.

With deep sadness he looked at me, saying, "I hope you're
well, Mother. This basement is filled with dust. That's
why my wife and | have decided to move you to a more
comfortable place where you can meet other women your

age and with similar needs. It's for your good.”

| was silent and my body began to tremble violently.
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Afra came in behind him saying, “Is the old woman ready to leave?” Then in a

loud voice, “Come on, move! | don't have time to pity you.”

Mohamed lent a hand and we began
packing my things, then all of us left. | was
about to get into the front seat as was my
habit, but a loud voice behind me said, “In
the back, dear. That's my place.”

| put my trust in God and continued
praying until we reached the senior
citizens” home. Mohamed recorded all of
my details, handed me over to them and
left quickly without saying goodbye. | ran
after him, begging him to stay.

“Don't go. Mohamed ... this heart can't beat without you ...

ashes in your absence ... come back, please ..."
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My weeping was useless. He walked away, his back stiff. When he left,
devastation began to destroy the remaining fragments of my heart. | had no
strength to stand on my feet again. | collapsed like a withered cluster of dates,
crying. "Oh, my woe! My soul is crushed and the fragments of my heart have
turned to scattered ashes!” My loud weeping echoed through the quiet hallways.

The assistants rushed to pick me up and take me to my room. After a sedative
injection, | feelinto a dead sleep. | awoke early the next day and the emptiness
awoke with me. | put my hand over my heart and repeated, “Lord, facilitate my

affairs, have mercy on my weakness and helplessness ...

| closed my eyes for a second but recalled again the scene of him leaving the
home, Afra standing there with total confidence. Who could have imagined
such a scene? | was in an old folks” home on the request of the wife of my only

son. My son was a puppet to a woman who'd become a nightmare in our lives.
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When | got out of bed, | looked around the place for a few moments. | found it
cleaner than my previous dwelling and filled with reassuring light. | thought |
would settle in quickly and forget that horrible scene, and that my wounds would
heal. But it kept replaying constantly, all the time and everywhere, increasing
my heartbreak. | wished | could go back to the basement. Yes, it was filled with
dust but his scent would visit me now and then. In that basement, | was able to

hear his voice every day, and that voice would caress my heart amid my despair.

| was unable to adapt to my new life. Breathing became like a poison that
moved through my veins and life was hell. The sunshine coming through the big
window wasn't enough. The room became dark and dreary. I'm drowning in my
tears, Mohamed! But so be it. My tears are nothing as long as you're happy and

comfortable.

Two years of suffering and heartbreak passed. Two years without a visit or a
phone call, or even a message... Two years passed. But his image was never
absent from my sight. | saw him in the corners of the room. Every day when the
sun rose, | remembered the moment he came into the world. And how God, all

glory to Him, lit my life with his birth.
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During those two years, my physical and emotional health began to seriously

deteriorate. | lost my desire to speak and interact with others. Sleep stopped

visiting my eyes. | had no reason to live. | had lost
my appetite for life.

Today, | had my first serious heart attack. They
took me to the nearest hospital and here | am in
the intensive care ward, hanging between life and
death. The hospital equipment is choking me and
| begin to surrender. The blood no longer reaches
my heart and brain. The cells of my brain have died
and | begin to die as well. My blood circulation has
stopped and naturally, blood has stopped flowing
to all of my organs.

Thus, the hour of my death was recorded. They tried to contact Mohamed, but
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he didn't answer their calls. The only solution was for them to take me home so

that he could arrange for my burial.
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They arrived at the house just as Mohamed was

returning from work.

Fear and bewilderment appeared on his face. He
went to the ambulance driver and said: “What's
wrong with Afra? Is she okay?" The driver replied:
‘I don't know who Afra is, sir. I've come to bring the
body of your late mother Fatima, may God have
mercy on her soul. Please accompany us to the

cemetery to finalise the burial arrangements.”

His eyes rained tears and he rushed to my side.
He began to kiss my hands and my forehead as he
used to do in the past. Then he tried to warm my

body. which was now like ice ...
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Remember me in your prayers, my son. Ask the
Most Merciful to have mercy on my soul. | entrust

you to God.

The burial rites ended. | buried my heart next to my
mother. | wept and wept over her grave, asking her
forgiveness and longing to feel her warm embrace
once more. The whole universe remembers you,
and begs for your return. Your words scatter
throughout the galaxies... Don't let what remains in

your sky disappear. Please come back.
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