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INTRODUCTION

I begin in the name of Allah, the Creator of all things, the Most Mer-
ciful and the Most Kind. A God who is on the side of good. I

acknowledge that all good is from Him and all bad is from ourselves.

I recall a conversation I once had with someone who had been
wronged. Her mother was passing away, and her own siblings were
doing everything in their power to stop her from seeing her mother on
her deathbed. Through tears, she cried, “I want justice.” I asked her

what she wanted more: justice or peace?

She would get peace kissing her mother’s forehead before her soul left
this world. She would get peace in spending those final moments hold-
ing her mother’s hands. In rubbing her mother’s feet. But to do this,

she would have to give in to her siblings’ degrading requests.

As I think back to this conversation, I realize that it was not my place
to ask her what she wanted. Of course, she wanted both peace and
justice. But it was Aerhardship and, in that moment, all she needed was
someone to listen to her. Someone to help her advocate for her right.
Someone to fight for her. Someone on her side. That’s what my role

should have been.

When we look at the problems in our world today, it’s easy to conclude
that there’s nothing we can do to make a significant impact—or any
impact at all, for that matter. What will protests do? What will boycotts

do? What will posting about it on our social media platforms do?

What will a book of poetry do?
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But we’re asking the wrong question. Instead, we should be asking:
What can we do to stand up for those who have been wronged? Even
if it seems like nothing to some, it could mean everything to others.
To us. To Allah.

The first step toward change begins with recognizing that there is a
problem—even when the problem is no longer trending on social me-
dia and the news. Once we know there is a problem, we can do some-

thing about it.

Our Non-Profit publishing house, Strange Inc., which at the time of
publishing this book were called ‘The Strangers Poets’ have sponsored
this anthology and our mission is to elevate the authentic voices of
Muslim women, though this book has both Muslim women and Mus-
lim men’s voices. One of our guiding principles as a nonprofit organi-
zation 1s the importance of community. We collaborate, create, and
unite with Muslim creatives around the globe to work towards the
common goal of using our art to mobilize a movement which facilitates
positive change in the world. And that is the purpose of this book: to

mobilize change.

There are four main causes you will read about here. Subsequently, this
book is split into four main parts based on these causes: 1) East Turki-
stan: A 21* Century Genocide, 2) Mother Earth, 3) Palestine, and 4)
Black Lives Matter. Each chapter will begin with an introduction on
each cause to inform us on what we, the readers, can do to help the

situation.

We wish we could write a book for every cause that needs advocacy
but we cannot. Still, in the name of Allah, we intend to. We chose
these causes because this book was compiled in 2019-2021, and during
this time, these were four of the most shocking and prevalent issues

happening around us.
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We hope that these words will be informative and inspirational, and we
pray that they move you to be a part of the change this world very
much needs.

Allah is our strength, and He is our support. For His sake, we go forth
and for His sake, we advance. For His sake, we fight for the oppressed

through these words.

- Aishah Alam

Founder Strange Inc.






PART ONE
PALESTINE
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TO THE (DISPLACED)
STRANGERS AND POETS

And the world finds a name for us. They called

us naziheen, the displaced ones.

~ Mourid Barghout

When Aishah reached out to me to write an introduction to this poetry
collection, I felt a twinge of doubt. I thought, “But I'm not a poet ...

how can I provide an introduction to this work in good ways?”

Subhan Allah, I then remembered that poetry cannot be approached in
such reductive ways. I seem to keep forgetting that poetry cannot be
understood as simply words written or spoken. Poetry is embodied in
the very ways we live. For, as Audre Lorde (1984) insisted, “poetry is
not a luxury.” She discussed “poetry as illumination” because “it is
through poetry that we give name to those ideas which are—until the

poem— nameless and formless, about to be birthed, but already felt.”"

As a Muslim woman in hijab, and intergenerational survivor of violent
Palestinian displacement and dispossession, I have been displaced all of
my life. Never feeling truly “at home” anywhere, I have always been
amongst the naziheen. But I am grateful for this, Alhamdulillah. For, as
Prophet Muhammed (Allah’s peace and blessings be upon him) advised
us: “Islam began as something strange and will go back to being strange,

so glad tidings to the strangers” (Sahih Muslim).

1 Lorde, A. (1984/2007). Sister outsider: Essays and speeches. Crossing Press, 36.
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The contributors to this amazing collection of poetry are writing their
pain, their love, their faith, and their commitments (particularly to East
Turkistan, Mother Earth, Palestine, and Black Lives Matter). They are
writing their displacement from dominant narratives and logics. They
are writing their resistance to silences and silencing. They are writing
their yearning for peace and justice. One line of a poem by Peacock
Secrets Poetry from the poem “MY DNA hurts” stole my breath away
because the resonance was so strong: “My DNA hurts from history.”
For me, the poems in this collection demand that we grapple with the
tollowing provocations: “How can we resist and abolish (historical and
ongoing) injustices? How can we individually and collectively heal our-

selves, each other, and this planet?”

As so many before us have asserted, true peace cannot be realized with-
out justice. A line from Munawwar Abdulla’s poem illuminates the vi-
olence of expecting peace from peoples and communities whose hearts
are in pieces, yet who are expected to be quiet about this pain: “Here’s
the ‘peace’ you constantly proclaim, Our hearts are in pieces, our
mouths detained.” Another passage from Tahira Rajwani’s “Silence”

rightly situates silence as the presence of absence:

“Silence does not exist
[t is not a thing
It 1s the absence

Of something”

The truth is, for many of us, the past was stolen from us. Our lands
were stolen from us. Peace was stolen from us. Justice continues to be
stolen from us. So, our (just) futures are at ongoing risk of being stolen

too.

Like many others who choose not to be silent, I have been advised to
“stop being so political” by those who have the luxury to approach life
as apolitical. By those who seem to (willfully) forget that politics is life

13
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itself. The following passage from Mourid Barghouti’s 7 Saw Ramallah

is long, but it encapsulates why politics is inseparable from life:

Politics is the family at breakfast. Who is there and who is absent
and why. Who misses whom when the coffee is poured into
the waiting cups. Can you, for example, afford your breakfast?
Where are your children who have gone forever from these
their usual chairs? Whom do you long for this morning? What
rhythm is it that pushes you to hurry toward pleasures life has
promised you, or to a confrontation you wish you could win
just this once? Where are the children of this mother who, in
her slightly crooked spectacles, sits knitting a pullover of dark
blue wool for the absent one who does not write regularly?
Where is your gentle chatter, your splendid isolation, your lack
of need of the outside world for even a few moments? Where
1s your illusion laid bare by the newspaper lying on the cane
chair at your side? What small act of forgiveness are you training
yourself to perform today? What reproach do you wish to utter?
And what reproach do you wish erased? Who threatens your
wonderful mistakes, staying up to spoil your night? Who ruins
your sweet inconsequential things with the awe of his authority
and his driver and his servants and his happy bodyguards? Who
imported this small, shiny teaspoon from Taiwan? What giant
ships ploughed the seas to bring you some trivial piece of prim-
itive gad-getry from Stockholm? How did the flower merchants
make their millions and build their fine houses from selling the
bouquets carried by mothers and sisters to the graveyards that
are always damp: raindrops, flowers, and tears. You question
why even the silence in the graveyards is wet. Politics is the
number of coffee-cups on the table, it is the sudden presence of
what you have forgotten, the memories you are afraid to look
at too closely, though you look anyway. Staying away from
politics is also politics. Politics is nothing and it is everything.?

2 Barghouti, M., (2003). I Saw Ramallah. [Translated by Ahdaf Soueif]. Knopf Doubleday
Publishing Group, 43-44.

14
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This collection is a testimony. It is a witnessing. It is asserting the
unique position of displaced strangers and poets, of naziheen, to high-
light injustices. It also follows the following wisdom imported by
Prophet Muhammed (Allah’s peace and blessings be upon him) to do

all that is in our power to usher in a more just world:

“Whosoever of you sees an evil, let him change it with his hand; and

if he is not able to do so, then [let him change it] with his tongue; and

if he is not able to do so, then with his heart — and that is the weak-
est of faith.” (Sahrih Muslim)

With all my love, respect, and wishes for peace and justice,

- Muna Saleh, PhD

15
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FREE PALESTINE

Asqarini Hasbi

Nothing is left

There were only debris and pebbles

No more laughter

In the land of Palestine,

Only tears for the corpses laying on the ground

It was not the tanks they were afraid of
Just a little boy who memorized the Quran
Like David against Goliath

With a slingshot and rough pebbles

Stones of the martyr from heaven

The blood flooding the land of Shams®
Dark smokes with dust in every corner of the city
The heat of the fire, blazed in the air.

The bombing has destroyed all
Killing innocent lives

Leaving a deep sadness in each soul.

3 Shams: The region of Palestine, Syria and Jordan

16
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Oh...World! Where is your humanity?

Young ladies, women, and children,

From a faraway country

Being tortured and slaughtered without mercy
You disgrace their dignity

You disgrace their honor

Our brothers and sisters in Islam

Didn’t you all know?

There will be a time

Where you will be held accountable
For what you have done

On the day of judgement

And The Al-Mighty

Will be the Supreme Judge

So, free our land of Shams!

Free our Palestine!

17
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Zahraa Fares

It’s still “Free Palestine”

It is not a trend

Keep raising awareness and telling all your friends

We have to keep going until the Palestinians are free

To stay in their homes and freely drink tea

The ethnic cleansing is still going on

These Israeli soldiers are murdering them and think it’s not wrong
These innocent children have to see their family members die

It's still going on after all these years and I don’t understand why
We have to speak up and stop these criminals from hurting Palestini-
ans

These are innocent human beings no one’s prisoners or minions
This is their land and will always be no matter what they do

You changed its name on the map, shame on you!

All the maps will change again, don’t worry or fear

Allah (SWT) will help the oppressed and is near

He knows the Palestinians are strong and can handle all this pain
Because soon they will taste victory inshaaAllah* and be free from all
these chains

They can try to silence us, but we will never stop or slow down
We will keep going and do all that we can until this situation is
turned around

The oppressors will suffer and be punished for what they are doing
The Palestinian flag will be raised, and the women will be sewing
Tatreez’ and dresses to celebrate

It’s a matter of time, just have faith

4 InshaaAllah: God willing
5 Tatreez: Palestinian embroidery

18
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You might wonder why I'm so hopeful with everything happening
It’s I am from Lebanon, and we won the war against the same crimi-
nals with the Palestinian’s help

Verily “Allah does not burden a soul beyond that it can bear”®

As long as we have hope and keep fighting, Palestine will win, so be

aware!

6 Quran 2:286
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Azmena Ali

Today’s raindrops leave a trail to tomorrow’s flower blooms,

Your teardrops are nourishing your garden’s perfume,

Your bloodshed is paint in the hearts of green birds,

Your hearts call all our hearts in unison of intimate words,

Intimate words with our Lord, as with deep pain your lives have been
taken,

Oh world, know our land will certainly not be forsaken,

Our souls unite with Palestinians through this strife,

Green birds are free birds in the afterlife.

20



An Anthology of Poems by Muslims

Esma El-Merini

With a rock in my hand

And iman in my heart
Palestine I will never part
With a rock in my hand

An Israeli soldier walks by

I stand strong

And will never die.

With a rock in my hand

And nothing to eat

You burnt down my house
Left nothing in my street
With a rock in my hand
Palestine in my blood and soul
Victory is my only goal

With a rock in my hand

I’'m a child, only five

You kept none of my family alive
With a rock in my hand

Is the world too blind to see
What these oppressors are doing to me?
With a rock in my hand

And every bomb dropped

I will not be silenced

I will never be stopped.

With a rock in my hand

[ will never cry or fear

Allah promised us victory and it is almost here.
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BLOOD, BULLETS, AND BOMBS

Amjadh Arham

A little girl walks home,

only to find it amongst the wreckage.
A little boy visits his family,

only to find them a part of the ruin.

A father,
walks to his family and home,
only to find them both

buried underground.

A mother,
sees her children die over and over again in her mind.
She is good as blind,

for they took away her precious diamond eyes.

How much more should they bleed
before a river of blood oozes its way out of their wounds?
How much more should they cry

before they drown in their own tears?

22
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Tell me,

how many bombs does it take for you

to wish that you'd rather die than hear another one?
How loud should the screams be for you

to wish that you were deaf rather than hear them?

How many corpses do you have to carry before you wish that you
were a corpse yourself?

How many bullets do you have to count before you wish that the last
bullet you count

would be the one in your skull?

23
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THEY'RE COMING FOR US

Sarah

As I sit here recording my records

Etching your pain on my papers,

[ slit an incision on my skin

Neither too big, nor too deep

Just enough to be able to claim that I bleed

I let the blood dribble onto my pen

And mix with the marine blue of my ink

Then scribble down words, making sure you see
That my ink is black ‘cause it's mixed with blood
(Is my hypocrisy, though, a little too evident?)

[ write about the days they victimized Gaza

And the nights they vacated Sheikh Jarrah.

They say that the pen is mightier than the sword
But what is the worth of this might

If it can't spare you a scar, let alone a war?

And yet, all I do is sit here on my desk

Consoling myself, “What else can you do?

You can't raise a sword, can't fire a gun.

You can't take governments down or turn the tables around.”
So, Tsit here spilling my anger on this white sheet
Lamenting Iraq and Shaam, while my pen weeps for Kashmir
I sketch yet another banner of “Free Falasteen”
From the labour of Uyghurs to the labour of Gulf
I record these days of bloodthirst and avarice

Deep-rooted greed, far-fetched extensive malice
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The genocide they caused, the graves these grounds witnessed
Iniquitous governments rooting for illegal occupations

False laws, fake judges, and faux courts.

I run.

I run my pen to record what hurts

To make sure my leather diary seals all their flaws

To remind myself of the pain you went through

And to warn my kin; "They're coming for you.'

25
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Shaista Hussain

So many busy shopping in the local plaza,
Oblivious to Israeli tyrannical crimes on Gaza.
Don’t forget oppression on the West Bank,

Another strike from a helicopter, soldier, or tank.

Psychological trauma spreads to lives not lost to death,
Yet still grateful for every existence and breath.
Intifadas required to highlight the oppressive agenda,
Don’t forget 2000 Sharon, the military commander.

Land so amazing, traversed by prophets and messengers,
Now victim to IDF on innocent—a new Holocaust of avengers.
Palestinians’ victory to your every struggle and determination,

Success. Oh believers, may you have freedom and your own nation.

Intifada of stones and small slings are nothing to helicopters,
Tanks and aerial bombardment by Israeli ruin and operators.
Unequal war—Palestine like David (AS) will be victorious,

Sabr’ and faith in Jesus’s (AS) second coming from God, glorious.

Jerusalem, a city blessed through miracles impressed,
In trial in modern time is a victim of heinous crime.
Deserves peaceful conversation and prophetic imitation,

A city of remembrance of God’s glory of truth not relegation.

7 Sabr: Patience
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Victory to Palestinian land where the innocent reside,
Israeli war crimes from God cannot hide.
Muslims aware, and acute in prophetic eschatology,

Know the intent of the third temple Zionist ideology.

We are all firm in belief, fed up with Israel causing grief,
IDF, western or eastern, no power on Yawm al Qiyama,®

No superpower to aid, not Trump nor Obama.

Al-Agsa victory to your existence reminds us of prophets who stood
tall,

The army of 70,000 through Jesus’s (AS) return will fall.

Not afraid to desire a temple for praying, instead we’re paying,

The cost of our blood from Abrahamic lineage is equal, we’re saying.

Those in Israel who are people of peace and love,
Let God’s law, “Thou shalt not kill” rule and gov.
Peace to the peaceful and God guide the Israeli led oppression,

Against God and the believing innocent—a gross transgression.

8 Yawm al Qiyama: The Day Of Judgement
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THIS MAY

Ruji Writes

May you hear the sound of birds and not bombs.

May you wake up to see your family alive and not gone.

May you get to marry your wife to be and not have to bury her.
May you be with your family and not torn sitting alone on bricks and
stones.

May you visit your ancestors’ land and not fear returning home.
May you be able to do azaan’ inside the mosque and not have to
stand on 1its rubble.

May you not want to take your own life after losing your kin.
May you not fear your last day every waking moment.

May our voice be enough for the voiceless.

May our tears and duaas’’ be accepted by Allah.

May you be given the good news of peace in Palestine.

May this suffering end.

9 Azaan: The call to prayer for the Muslims
10 Duaas: Requests to The Creator
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Alina Khan

Dear Palestine,

We have not forgotten you, not now, not ever.

The most precious land across the earth is nourished from your soil.
You’ve comforted the bodies and bones of the righteous who had
tought for you.

You supported the farmers who harvested olive trees in your soils to
survive.

You welcomed those who wished to seek refuge on your soil,

But Oh, what they had done to you.

They had taken your love for granted,

They spilled your people’s blood on you.

They had oppressed your children to claim rights on you,

But don’t you worry,

You will never lose your title for ‘Israel’, to such fools.

The world may be silent, but your Master protects your rich grounds.
So don’t you weep, we are united all around.

Days will pass and nights of brutality will come to an end,

On the day your humans will walk freely.

On the day you will be you, again.

You will reclaim your title, you will protect those within.

You’ll be prayed on to the Master,

You’ll be Falastin,! soon again.

11 Falastin: Palestine
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Husna Ruwais

I wake up to the soft ringing of my alarm
and see my younger siblings looking so calm,
sleeping soundly next to me,

and I hear the birds chirping; happy and free.
My mind escapes to the land

I have been hearing and

watching about online:

The land of Palestine.

Where children, young, adults and elders alike
wake up to the sounds of airstrikes,

the view of buildings destroyed

and human lives toyed

within densely populated Gaza.

And where people are woken up with a fight
in the middle of the night

just to make them feel the presence of soldiers,
or even worse,

forced to leave their homes

taking nothing with them

but the clothes they are in,

and left to survive on the street

in the cold of the night and the heat

of the day.

You see, among

them are those too old and those too young!
People being forced to leave with brutality.
In Palestine's other parts, this is reality!
Seeing all this unfolding,

how can we not call it ethnic cleansing?
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I hear a rustle next to me.

My little sister wakes up with glee
jumping out of bed

looking forward to the day ahead.

My mind wanders again

and my heart bleeds as it feels the pain

of millions of people waking up at random,
hoping against all hope for freedom.
Freedom from the open-air prison!
Freedom from the oppression!

As my surroundings get louder,

I see all my siblings, shoulder to shoulder,

and hear little shouts of “hurray”

amidst their plans for a perfect beach day.

This makes me think of that little boy,

to play with, he now has, only his toy.

As the memory of the air raids

that killed all his playmates

at the beach abides,

he says he regrets going out to play at that time!
Tell me, how can we not call this a war crime?

We start getting ready.

As I wrap a shawl around my head carefully,
my mind goes to the Palestinian women
who don't know when

they would have to leave

a warning they all need

but aren’t given

when soldiers invade the homes they live in
or airstrikes start showering down.

So, a headcover, they keep

on their heads even as they go to sleep!
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Ready and excited, the little ones leave the room

I go down after, only to see them fume

over the fact that they were interrupted by a phone call.
And I think of all

the times hearts would skip a beat,

as the call could mean they have just a minute

to gather everyone and everything precious

before they are attacked reckless!

Father comes back with a frown

and the news of lockdown.

I see the looks of disappointment my siblings share
but my mind doesn't stop there,

as from the residents of Gaza, it doesn't stray

the largest open-air prison in the world, they say
where people aren't allowed to go out by land, air, or sea
even in a state of emergency!

Locked in there without a leak

not just for a day or a week

not even a month or a year

but for now, 14 years!

With limited clean water, food, medical supplies,

and limited electricity—just try to visualize!

And to add to it, they are attacked with airstrikes and
even white phosphorous bombs that are internationally banned!
And the people living in other parts of Palestine

to go places, they have to pass through tunnels fine,
most times, harassed and even shot at

that is, if they were lucky enough to be let through it
but the Israelis around they see

are treated differently, and are totally free

to do whatever they please

while they have to get permission, not with ease,
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even to visit their holy site

and more often than not,

like this Easter, they are denied!
Isn't the state apartheid?

My little brother, frustrated at the situation,
remembering his ambition,

says he wouldn't let this happen to the country's residents
once he becomes the president.

My mind wanders off to the little girl,

one of Gaza's precious pearls,

who so badly wants to become a doctor

and help her people, she told the reporter

with eyes full of tears as she feels helpless

seeing everything around her in a mess.

She, and so many other ambitious kids like her,

their dreams buried under

as schools and monasteries were destroyed!

And you hear Israel's claim to self-defense—isn't it void?
Children having no way of studying for a very long time.

How can we not call this war crime?

I hear my father say,

"Okay let's all pray

and make duaa that all this ends soon.”
All my siblings rush to the prayer room
which makes me think of Palestine
where people praying, standing in a line
are randomly attacked with tear gas,
and where devoted worshippers

are just pulled off for no reason, that is,

they are not even allowed to pray in peace.
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And the attacks in Al-Agsa,'? how can we forget?
With stun grenades and rubber bullets

at those who were only but peacefully praying
and then, medical aid blocked from entering.

How can this be defense like they keep saying?

The little ones attract my attention again

as our neighbor's attention, they try to gain

we all wave and exchange words of peace.

Oh, what a wonderful woman she is!

I think of those whose neighbors

are the Israeli settlers,

who take pride in attacking them,

celebrate with no shame

the fire breaking out around their masjid,

and chanting, “Death to Arabs,” wanting to get rid
of them, like they didn't just steal lands and homes
by almost breaking their bones

with the help of the armed soldiers, hence

I ask, isn't this state-sanctioned violence?

There goes a policeman on duty

waving and smiling at us, showing no sign of enmity.
This sends my mind back

to those who are almost always under attack

by the Israeli soldiers trying to prove their might

by not treating the Palestinians right.

They don't hesitate to beat up, shoot, and kill

children, women, men, and elders, even those who are ill.
They respond with violence to peaceful protests

using gas bombs and arresting innocents

12 Masjid Al Agsa: The third holiest mosque to Muslims in the world
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for standing up for their rights and others'

or even children for just plucking flowers!

But all this, only on the Palestinians!

For when the Israeli settler ran his car over a Palestinian
standing on the sidewalk,

the gun was pointed at those who wanted to talk
against the crime and help the innocent.

How are they supposed to feel anything but resentment?
And when a car was stopped by the Israelis

to get the man out and break his

head, nothing was done by the soldiers

who opted to just watch the mess.

Do you not see what happens to Palestinians

facing the state-sanctioned violence?

I turn around and look at my family

thankful that they are all safe and around me
as I remember that man who lost

his wife and four children in a single blast,
what was the threat to Israel they posed?

The girl who was arrested, a minor,

for standing up to the soldier

who shot her cousin in the head

with a rubber bullet.

The two little girls in Gaza who lost their father
to not let them get depressed further,

he had been trying so hard,

so now, who is going to play his part?

The girl who was making coffee for her father
when the soldier shot her

with a rubber bullet in the spine

inside their own home, can't they live fine?

That 10-year-old girl who laughs out loud
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as she hears the sound of airstrikes around

not because she thinks it's funny

but because she doesn't want her brother to worry,

and she says her heart is broken into a million pieces

as the number of attacks around her increases.

The little children arrested for reasons not known to them
crying out for their parents at 12 a.m.

That woman in Gaza who lost all her relatives,

all this makes me wonder, what are their motives?

People living in fear of anything being taken away at any time,

tell me, isn't this a war crime?

My little sister pushes my little brother

then he starts chasing her

as she runs away shouting.

My mother comes in

and says “That's enough,”

and tells him oft

and what can I say?

I think of the reality of Palestine today.

Israel attacks and attacks and attacks

more than one can take,

kills hundreds, injures thousands, destroys residential buildings,
hospitals, medical relief buildings,

schools, monasteries, bookstores,

and the media outlets hide the truth even more!
All this, in Gaza.

Not forgetting the Palestinians in Sheikh Jarrah,
Silwan, Haifa, Yafa,

who are harassed on a daily basis

on the way to schools and workplaces,

13 Sheikh Jarrah, Silwan, Haifa, Yafa: The names of cities in the Sham region
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kicked out of their homes,

arrested for no valid reasons,

attacked with dangerous weapons,

denied basic human rights!

But the only thing that the media points out
is that rocket sent in, only after a warning

to stop attacking the people praying

at Al-agsa, the holy site,

on one of the holiest nights

of the holiest month, was sent and Israel responded
with attacks doubled!

[ try to stop my mind from wandering again

so, I can deal with the kids, but then

I cannot help but realize

that the only thing that gave rise

to all the differences between their life and mine

1s place of origin!
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Mugaddasa Wahid

I just saw my home turn to dust,

Saw the stone pillars that I used to play hide and seek behind,
Come down, broken, as a machine swung at it.

The machine's sounds and my sister cries,

Mama's whispered prayers and Baba's loud shouts,

All combined, as I stood there confused.

I looked around,

I heard my friend, Salah, scream as his room shattered into pieces,
I remembered the time we fought over a board game in that room,
I won fair and square, but Salah didn't think so.

I remember Salah and I refused to play for two days.

A house came down completely.

It was a tiny house, but [ remember at times when we passed by,
We could smell the freshly baked smell of Knafeh,"

Somedays, it would be the smell of sweet 7amriyeh,"”

The lady in there made them at every neighborhood event.

She was always so gentle and sweet,

Sometimes she would give Knafeh and Tamriyeh to us for free,
When we used to pass her house walking back from school,

But today, she was crying angry tears and being forcefully held by
those soldiers.

She kept saying "Let go of me! Stop breaking my house!"

14 Knafeh: A middle eastern dessert dish
15 Tamriyeh: A middle eastern dessert
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Even my Baba was saying that.

Many around were shouting what we were,

But no matter how loud we screamed, our voices went unheard,
It was as if we did not exist,

For them, us, our land, our heritage—it shouldn’t exist.

They pretend we are the settlers,

They break our homes,

But little do they know, that my Sidi's Baba'® was a doctor,

Part of my house was his clinic,

And he used to treat their sick children, in that very front room they
just demolished.

16 Sidi Baba: Grandfather’s father
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AMERICA’S APOLOGY

Saleemah V. Nausrudeen

b
I'm sorry,

Our Red is your splashing blood.
The blood of babies, children, mothers, and fathers. Little fingers,
blown up bodies, bloody limbs.

Our White is your stolen innocence.

Stolen land, stolen homes, and stolen people.

Our Blue is your trickling tears.

Tears of bravery, resilience, and forbearance.

I want the freedom that dances with the wind that softly rushes
around me, to envelop you.

[ want your people to enjoy it, too.

Too many have already died. We need to do better.
“Netanyahu you can’t hide,

we charge you with genocide.

Biden, you will see,

Palestine will be free.”
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SHATTERED DREAMS, SCATTERED LIVES,
THE CONTINUOUS HOLOCAUST

Zulaiha Jehangir

I stand 1n the pile of vile rubble of our homes,

My hopes and dreams now viewed as fear.

Just then, again, I hear the sound of airplanes overhead,

The barrage roars and flames light the sky.

Noises of gunfires hurt my eardrums,

Piercing and killing lives snatching their right of growing old.

I can barely see,

For drifting smoke blinds my eyes.

I know I'm going to die but I try hard to hold onto hope.
Looking around, I shudder,

Aware of the trickling peace, gently and slowly washing life away.
The scene is ghastly.

Bodies lay scattered on the ground

With the nauseating smell of blood.

The images and cries scar me for life.

A dead on the wire hangs silent and still.

The old man weeps in pain of loss of his four children and wife.
He 1s blind. He cannot see the stars,

Flickering and fading in their drowning eyes.

The lover plunges at his limping fiancée, choking desperate glory,

But playing war with him is different, you see,
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He kisses her palm and she dies,

Shot through with love.

The sixteen year old stirs shifting his body,

Then, the pain leaps and grips and tears his dreams with fangs and
claws.

He is young. How could he die

When the cruel old campaigners win safe through?
For future generations I have great concern.

They need not set their world ablaze.

So we stay strong.

Palestinians stay strong against our oppressors.

We who still stand, uphold our values

For those who couldn't be saved.

Despite the horrors of the Holocausts, we strive
“Till springtime comes again and sets us free.

The old will die.

But the young will never forget!
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I AM PALESTINE

Maryam The P oet

[ am Palestine

Captured and alone
Intruders invade my soul.

They come in tanks
Filled with poison breath
Hoping to cover me

In the shadows of their sins
But do they not know

That shadows

Are only born through light?
My light

Shines to the heavens

Bearing witness to the words of my God.

So let them come
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One day they will run
But for now

Let them come.

They come breaking bones

And stealing homes

Hoping to shatter me

A constant effort to erase me

Can they not see?

I am the ground upon which they stand
The very foundation of this holy land

I am the white of their desperation

[ am the green of the trees they plant

I am the black of the dirt on their hands
[ am the red of the wounds they inflict

Blood flooded spine
I am still here
As they try to suffocate me

[ am still here

Palestine.

A nation sacred in the eyes of God
I draw a breath in His name

And smile

I smile as I watch my children die

Martyrs.
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What a small price to pay

For heaven, eternal

So, raise the flag and proclaim the truth
Protect the legacy of these roots

Raise the flag and stand your ground
My children,

you are here now, but heaven bound

Raise the flag and lift your heads high
We are Palestine
Until the end of time.
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DIARY OF A PALESTINIAN KID

Zeenath K Rauf

All I’ve got to do is think of the sin I never committed
To sufter a lot being a child
Only to have exceeded the infanthood

Still having much more phases to pass

Never had I chanced to be treated as a normal child of my age
And it's not that I'm abnormal.
I'm not to put the blame on my parents either

For they were shot dead, embracing me.

I’ve heard of the lullabies that kids are made to sleep with
Yet not experienced nor do I need it
For I've adapted to the sounds of bombs

That wake me up just after my eyes close to rest

An open place is my living place
And it's not that I was born poor
For they exploded my palace

Not letting me reside in it
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The floor has so many cracks and breaks
And is the shelter I'm entitled to do anything on.
Stones take the role of pillows

And broken pieces of pillars replace mattresses

Hide and seek is the only game I've played so far
For I’'m used to it to get rid of the attacks
That keep alerting me every minute

Creating fear in me of getting trapped

What is it that they’re after
Crashing the lives of innocent souls like me?
Do they even have a family

Is it the same way their kids are treated?
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OH, THE BELOVED SOULS OF PALESTINE...

Zeenath K Rauf

You haunt me

Oh, the innocent souls of Palestine!

The way you're beaten

The way you're crushed

The way you're oppressed

You haunt me day and night.

If only I'd be able to gather the whole world to raise their voice for
them to be free...

If only the world could gather to suppress the oppression of the beasts
of beasts...

I'm sorry, oh, the beautiful souls of Palestine

For I'm helpless and all I can do is pray for your victory.
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Asna Khan

[ am the little boy whose eyes,
instead of being warm
with wrinkles from smiles,

are now emotionless, lifeless, and cold.

[ am the little girl

who was scared to lose

all that she'd ever known.
Both her family and her home,

she thought she wouldn't make it to the morning.

I am the boy

who kept pleading his mother to stay
as she was becoming part of the past,
under the rubble from the blast.

She didn't just die—she was killed.

I am the little boy

hands clamped tight over his ears
because he couldn't take the sound
of bombs beside his house,

fear etched into his face.

I am the little girl
who sat amidst war,
with whispers of His praise

that set your hearts ablaze,

49



Poetic Justice

for what else could help one that's scared
expect the dhikr of her Lord?

[ am the man

who lost his three kids and wife,
only his infant survived,

and yet his heart was content,

for they were martyrs.

[ am the man

who starved for years
with a single aim:

to build a bookstore,
Igra"’

was its name.

It was torn to the ground.

I am the child

Who wrote a letter to his mother
“Bury usin a single grave

so | can hug her close

Put me in my Eid clothes

for | haven't worn them yet.”

They have tried to erase me

but I hope you don't forget.

Ask the winds who I am.
Ask the grains of sand.
The orange of Jaffa.

And every piece of land.

17 Iqra: Read
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With every question shouted out,

an echo is set free.

In the books of ruined libraries,
and the trunk of olive trees,

in every cry

every scream

every broken dream

In every tear that ever fell,
From the river to the sea,

Palestine, Palestine, Palestine.

I wait now

with eyes set on the road
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for everyone that ever left and never made it back

for everyone ever killed, martyrs of this land

everyone who prays for peace, raising up their hands.

I wait now
with my eyes set on the road

of freedom.

I hope my blood doesn't drip down your palms

when you raise them up to pray.

And when I bleed,
don't look away
don't look away

don't look away.

I hope you keep your eyes on me.
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CLOUDY, WITH A CHANCE OF HOPE

Anam Raheem

When the world burns
seek truth

extract its essence
convert to resolve
distill to words

project a shaking voice
until it meets the chorus
echoes to the heavens
coaxes the clouds to
have mercy

give rain

extinguish flames

So the earth may bloom again.
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Haala Marikar

Said Odeh, 16 years old, aspiring footballer, was out for a stroll with
his friends one Ramadan evening
When he was killed.

Faris Odeh, 14 years old, was killed with a stone in his hand,
immortalized in graffiti on the streets, and in his mother's memory,

A hero, a martyr, a son, a boy, a child.

Razan Najjar, 20 years old, a paramedic, was ushering in the
wounded,
When she was killed.

Muhammed Al Durrah, 12 years old,

was killed as he crouched behind a concrete cylinder,
Sobbing into his father's shoulder,

As the bullets ripped through the air.

They are just incidents in the newspapers.

They are just casualties of the Israeli-Palestinian conflict.

No.

They were sons and daughters with dreams of their own,
They were boys and girls,
They were children.
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They are victims of a genocide, an ethnic cleansing.
Call it what it is. Don't color over the truth with your efforts of neu-

trality.

Because when they are stealing homes,

And putting a bullet through a child's head because he dared to throw
a stone,

When they storm

Into the masjid in a bid to claim the golden dome,

When they are enacting a genocide,

You cannot be neutral and say “we can't choose sides.”

There is only good and evil here,

Sometimes the world is black and white.

See for yourself,
Go back and read the opening lines.

There's the murderer and there's the martyred.

So, who's side

Are you on?
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A Textrovert’s Voice

My heart bleeds while it's filled with guilt and pain
As a Muslim ummah, have we helplessly failed again?
The state of our dear brothers and sisters in Palestine

Is incomprehensible as the real trauma you cannot define.

In the most blessed month, the Israel forces chose to attack
Aren't they aware of the results they are sure to get back?
Heartless Zionists and those supporting behind the scenes

Watch in disgust as you play back the screens.

Thousands of innocent Muslims gathered in prayer

Despite the arrests, bullets, and grenades shot in the air
Subhanallah,” their faith and courage holding so strong
Even though they've been battling this test for so long.

To stay confined in our own homes, we pitifully complain
While there are those whose houses they cannot retain
Imagine being forcefully displaced from your own abode

Either your land being stolen or targeted to explode.

We ought to, in our special duaas, include #SheikhJarrah
"Ya Allah, please protect Masjid-Al Agsa!!
Grant victory to the Muslims and relief to the oppressed."

InshaaAllah,” very soon, justice shall be served at its best.

18 Subhanallah: How perfect The Creator is
19 InshaaAllah: If God wills
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Sehrish Mehwin

Oh, Palestine!

I long to spend my life as [ would get the opportunity to stand
amongst you,

or die as a martyr so I can be satisfied and can't wonder for the weary
blues.

I wonder how their cruel hearts aren't tired tearing your oceans apart,
your fragile bones,

united heartstrings,

or the way

your people depart.

Oppression might seem privileged for them since decades,

They kill children, youngsters, adults, and live peacefully here in this
delusional world whilst going astray in the hereafter.

Sunshine threatens through my slightly opaque window leaving me
teary-eyed for the agony I am filled with.

As my tears shed eftortlessly

out of pain,

out of sorrow,

out of guilt.

I look up at the undersides of words,

and write this letter delicately in

(un)tracked patterns,

my fractured heart made up of wistful longings, calms my waves of
sorrow just a little bit in the process.

No cure in the world can heal your lifelong wounds, I foresee.

We all are in pain, but our chain of hope in A/ Muntagin® is the

20 Al Muntagim: One of the 99 names of Allah meaning “The Avenger”
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key.

For, He alone is the ultimate oppressor,

For, [ believe duaa*' has the power and acts as a weapon for a be-
liever.

I wish you continue being patient while conquering the demons in-
side with a smile,

and recite,

Hasbunallaahu wa ni‘amal-wakeel:

Allah i1s sufficient for us and the best of those on whom to depend.

21 Dua: Prayer to Allah
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Samiha Anzary

[ watch your skies cry,

Knee deep in bloody lines,

Of the wails of the dying

Those who never stopped trying.

[ watch your skies cry,

As the child pulled herself out of the rubble,
And her brother, her twin, her double,
Pulled out their goldfish and their bird,

and exclaimed,

Oh, Praise be to God, All Praise be to God,
they didn't die.

Praise be to God that the bird can still fly.

[ watch your skies cry,

As your women so modest and shy,

Decide to veil themselves as they lie,

For if death comes, then they would be in a pure state,

Untainted, on a martyr's height.

[ watch your skies cry,
As your largest bookshop was smashed to smithereens,
Only fragments of dust, death, and rubble remain,

and I ask you, how do you bear such pain?
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You say to me,

You say to me,

“My skies still cry,

But I will always hold my flag up high.

I will always keep fighting the good fight,
And never will T let my foes

give me false handkerchiefs to wipe

away my tears, my very real fears,

for the tears shall not dry,

‘till my land and all the oppressed lands are free,
purged of greed,

without a single missile or bomb,

no grenades or guns,

but shrubs, trees, and leaves

that speak of overwhelming peace

with the overwhelming call of As-Salam.”
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IN MEMORIAM

Zigra Zarook

There are children here, too.
Here, where you check twice to confirm the sunrise,

to confirm it is the sun and not your city burning.
A child wakes up

in bed/ beneath rubble

and the sun begins its crawl

and her hands stay rooted in shadow, aching

to be bathed in honey-sweet light,
to feel warm again, to feel warm again,

to feel, again.

A child jumps on a trampoline
the city quivers but the air is still and the child
forgets the earth waits for his blood

And the skies rain leaflets

and the phone rings sometimes,

everything you love has a death warrant, they say.
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And a death toll begins its climb
the children, they bury their fathers, God.

A child goes to sleep
the nights birth violence, men playing monster,

and only ghosts, God, only ghosts to tuck them in.

And in the morning the sun will rise
It will not be enough, not once, and the sun

Will lie, again, will burn always.

The river runs dry beneath this burning

but the sea still knows its due

A promise sealed in shifting tides, of children
Running from bank to shore, of a breeze

Singing resilience through olive groves of old.

Here, they’ll jump on trampolines,
play hide-and-seek to their mothers’ calls,

and the earth will warm beneath their feet,

And the sun will rise to birdsong, soft.
There are children here, too, God,
and they will be children again.
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TEARS OF THE SKY

Fatima Anwar

Oh, sky held up high

Do you mourn?

Do you cry?

Do you remember

You are the very same sky
That sheltered my beloved prophet
Oh, sky held up high

Do you see our pain

As they try to drain

Iman® from our heart?
We will never let it depart
We will stand

Tall and proud

Our voices clear and loud
Do you hear our cries?
Blood running from our eyes
As they try to control

Our beautiful deen™

But little do they know
My Mercitul Lord has seen
The terror they cause
Without pause

Day and night

22 Iman: Faith
2 Deen: Religion
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Never ending fright

Oh, sky held up high

My Beneficent Lord has seen

As the grass changed from green
To vivid red

Hundreds dead

But little do they know

My Lord is the Lord of day and night
Surely, He transcends His might
They will receive a fright

Eyes filled with horror

At the very sight

Did they not know?

Oh, sky held up high

Our Lord is the Most powerful, Most Just
In Him we place our trust

He is our Provider and Sustainer
Our Maintainer and Preserver
But little do they know

Our Lord is also the Humiliator
The Dishonorer and the Reducer
So we persevere with honor and faith
A resounding hope

Firmly holding the rope

Of unwavering /man

For indeed we will receive

A lofty reward

From our Merciful Lord

Oh, sky held up high

Please do not cry

With hardship comes ease

Soon we will taste

A tranquil breeze.
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NAKBA 73

Seemab Zahra

Growing up in Pakistan,

I heard the name of a place called Palestine
Gaza Strip was a word I heard in the news
And on TV all the time
When I was just eight or nine.

I was little and did not know what to say
And the word strzp only reminded me
Of a string that attaches two ends.

I didn’t fully understand
For a single moment in my mind
What it meant to defend
A land that’s already yours.

But now, I am wide awake
And I know my take.

It is not about my age
Or my mother’s,

But it is about time.

Seventy three years have gone by,
And gone i1s the Gaza Strip
On the map I cannot find Palestine
But a few colonies here and there.
Google denies her existence
Yet it will show you every other place in the world.
It’s a big game to deny and detest

But I know what it means to be oppressed
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To bury children,
Men, and women
While the world shuts its mouth
And covers its eyes
Soon you will realize
Your Heaven will turn into hell
And graves will call out names of the dead
Cause it is said
In the holy books
About the day which is very near
When each and every tear
Will pay its price.
So ‘till the day I die
My pen will always write
Your pain, my pain, and our collective pain
‘Cause in the end,
It won’t be about power, money, or strength
But the inability to stand with the truth.
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Afiya Ghori

Blessed is the land of Jerusalem on which Masjid Al Agsa was built,
The Israelis killing the innocent will surely face the guilt.

They don’t even have mercy on small kids; Allah sees all, and He will
not forgive.

In search of justice many fought and many were killed,

They died smiling and their graves were filled; strands of blood and
heaps of corpses, Israelis are defending themselves with all resources.
Salute to the Palestinians who did their best,

Don't worry believers because this worldly life is just a test.

Unique are the virtues of this mosque,

Built hundreds of years ago, but not lost. Oftering salah there is re-
warded 500 times; that's why Israelis are not feeling bad when they
commit all these crimes.

They are kuffar as mentioned in the Qur'an. They have committed an
injustice; Allah warned them in A/ Furqan.*

This is the place where miracles were shown by Allah's will,

The hearts who support the oppressors are growing ill.

This is the holy land which purity all sins; Allah is with us, and we
will win.

The place where many messengers of Allah and sahabah™ are buried,
Yet this ummah® is sleeping and is not worried.

Masjid Al Agsa, you are in our hearts and will remain,

InshaaAllah Palestine will be free from the Israeli domain.

24 Al-Furqan: A chapter in the Quran meaning “The Criterion”
25 Sahabah: The companions of the final messenger Muhammed (peace be upon him)
26 Ummah: Nation
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THEIR TEARS ARE MY TEARS

Lil Muslim Poet

The tears of those on the TV screen

and on social media

Crying for justice

Crying for freedom

Crying to be safe

Crying for their loved ones

Crying for protection from the oppressors

Do their tears

Not flood your rooms with sadness?

Do their cries

Not shake your walls with sorrow?

Do you not wish you could travel
Through that screen

Hold them tightly

And say, "Everything will be just fine”?
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Do you not wish to grab their hand
And pull them to you

To keep them safe?

Tell me, what do you do?

When you see their tears

And hear their cries

What do you do?

Do you just ignore it

And say it happens all the time?

Or does your heart break at every tear drop
And wailing cry?
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I AM PALESTINE

Compiled by Aishah Alam

Featuring the works of

Aishah Alam, Kashmir Maryam, Samiha Anzary,
Anam Raheem, Shaista Hussain, Ruji Writes,

A Textrovert’s Voice, Zulaiha Jehangir, Fatima Anwar,
Maryam The Poet, Seemab Zahra, Zahraa Fares,

Asna Khan, Zeenath K Rauf

(Song)

In this world of calamity

By the hands of those who believe
From the river to the sea

Palestine you will be free

(Chant)
Free Palestine

Free Palestine

(Poem)

They tell you to fear me

When all T fear is God

And all I try to do 1s good

But their system is failing

A nation built on the eradication of the native
So how could they identify with a Palestinian
When it is Israeli banks
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That recline on baby purple fingers

Rising from the rubble somewhere in the Gaza Strip?

I am Palestine

I watch your skies cry

Knee deep in bloody lines

Of the wails of the dying

Those who never stopped trying

An infant I see lying next to his mother

Unaware her soul has already returned to her Creator

(Song)

In this world of calamity

(Poem)

The old man weeps in pain of loss of his four children and wife

Oh, sky held up high

Do you mourn

Do you cry?

My beneficent Lord has seen

As the grass changed from green
To vivid red

Hundreds dead

I am Palestine

73 years have gone and gone is the Gaza Strip
They are still fighting after 73 years like lions who are strong leaders
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Unequal war—Palestine like David will be victorious
Thousands of innocent Muslims gathered together in prayer

Despite the arrests, bullets, and grenades shot in the air
I am Palestine

But do they not know,
That shadows are born only through light?

My light

Shines to the heavens

Bearing witness to the words of my God
That His aid will never depart

From this land with a golden dome heart
So let them come

And the white of their desperation

I am the green of the trees they plant

I am the black of the dirt on their hands
The red of the wounds they inflict
Blood flooded spine

[ am still here

(Song)
By the hands of those who believe

Oh, world know that our Land will certainly not be forsaken
Our souls unite with Palestinians through the strife

Green birds are free birds in the afterlife
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I am Palestine

Project a shaking voice

Until it meets the chorus
Echoes to the heavens

Coaxes the clouds to

Have mercy

Give rain

Extinguish flames

So the earth may bloom again.

They have tried to erase me

But I hope you don’t forget

Ask the winds who I am

Ask the grains of sand

The orange of Jafta

And every piece of land

With every question shouted out
An echo 1s set free

I am the voice they never saw coming

I am the shadow they never heard galloping

I am the truth their sickness blocked their noses from smelling
I am the Palestinian muthin? that calls to what they cannot touch
Or alter as he calls on the altar

I am his halal kosher

Neck

Chopped by an Israeli axe

Only to be raised in ranks

And his neck extended in beauty in the hereafter

And his voice is still calling you to prayer

Slall e a2

27 Muthin: Caller to the prayer
28 Come to prayer
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And his voice is still calling you to success,
oMl e a2

I am Palestine
May our tears and duaas be accepted by Allah

I wait now
With my eyes set on the road
Of freedom.

I hope my blood doesn't drip down your palms
When you raise them up to pray

And when I bleed

Don't look away

Don't look away

Don't look away

(Song)

Palestine you will be free

29 Come to success
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MOTHER EARTH

75



ENVIRONMENTAL JUSTICE - THE CORE
ESSENCE OF ISLAMIC TEACHINGS

Every human being has a right to enjoy a clean and healthy environ-
ment. The most crucial aspect in the long-drawn fight against environ-
mental pollution is environmental justice. Environmental justice is of
great importance for marginalized, low-income and remote communi-
ties as such groups bear disproportionate burden of industrial pollution.
Traditionally, grassroot campaigns led by people of color and low-in-
come groups have been the hallmarks of environmental justice move-
ment around the world. Environmental justice has the potential to pro-
vide protection in the equitable distribution of environmental benefits
to all sections of the society.

In the last few decades, the distribution of environmental benefits, such
as green spaces, clean air, pollution abatement and clean water, has as-
sumed greater significance for all city-dwellers. As a result, environ-
mental justice has now transformed into a fundamental outcome of en-
vironmental regulations, including public access to environmental data,
improvement in quality of life through equal access to environmental
goods and, most importantly, conservation of natural resources for the
coming generations.

Environmental justice is inherently embedded in Islamic teachings on
environmental sustainability. In fact, a Muslim is a steward for all crea-
tions, and has a special responsibility towards environmental care. Ac-
cording to Shariah, the elements of nature, such as land, water, sunlight
and forests, belong to all living things, not just ~omo sapiens. The man-
kind has been given the liberty to exploit natural resources on a guard-
ianship basis with the promise that it will not be overexploited, dam-
aged or destroyed.
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Islamic principles on environmental justice highlights equitable distri-
bution of environmental goods (air, water, biodiversity, forests, etc.)
among all communities and groups, irrespective of religion, race, social
groups and region. In Islam, each human being is a custodian of nature,
and must live in harmony with other creatures. This implies that every
Muslim must respect, nurture and care for the environment, and should
desist from overconsumption of environmental goods and recklessly
damaging the elements of nature, including forests, water bodies, soil

and air.

Islam dislikes corruption of all kinds, including environmental corrup-
tion, such as industrial pollution, environmental damage and reckless
use of natural resources. For Muslims, environmental justice is not only
a religious duty but also a social obligation. Prophet Muhammad (Peace
Be Upon Him) gave high degree of importance towards environmental
hygiene, sustainable cultivation of land, waste minimization, humane
treatment of animals, preservation of forests and protection of wildlife.
He discouraged overconsumption, lavishness and encouraged modera-

tion in all walks of life.

To conclude, the key objective of the Quran, Islamic teachings and
Hadith is to ensure climate justice for everybody, and to build and
maintain a healthy and clean environment which is free from all kinds

of corruption, include human-induced environmental degradation.

environmental justice is an integral part of Islamic beliefs. As environ-
mental stewards of Planet Earth, we should use Allah’s Bounties in an
equitable and sustainable manner to ensure its availability for the com-
ing generations. We are custodians of all of Allah’s creation, including
land, air, water, animals and trees, and bear full responsibility for its

sustainable consumption and preservation.

- Salman Zatar, Founder of ‘EcoMENA’
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Zahraa Fares

We have to take care of the world we live in

We shouldn’t take advantage and kill it

We have to stop pollution and the trash being thrown everywhere
We have to create a fair system and be aware

We should use products that don’t hurt the environment in the mak-
ing

Or else we would be helping these companies hurt the environment
and our money is what they are taking

We have to recycle and try to use less plastic

I understand that it can be hard

But the least we can do is respond

And to speak and raise awareness to the people who don’t know
That the environment needs to be taken care of and we shouldn’t
leave it and go

Like a sick person who needs their medicine and care

When we are ill, we get attention from our loved ones

They want us to get better and heal so we are able to live

Just like the environment that we made sick

We have to come together and heal it quick

and heal it quick.
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Aurora Writings

Mama

The ink has dried. It was written for you and I
the only thing I can do is apologize

for those who don’t understand and monopolize.

Your beauty is unforeseen, unforetold, treasures forever used and
abused

But there is something better...Mama.

Your crystal-clear waters are the purity we know and trust

It’s like a new baby’s breath, warm, pure, and clean.

The divine created you clear and unwavering,

You are unforgivingly beautiful and relentlessly compassionate,

You house the old and feed the poor,

You make men rich with your golden ore.

You were crafted by our creator, Al Khaaliq.” Al Quddus,”' the Pure.
He said it would be and it was.

Your existence is the proof of Allah,* our Creator so kind...

You’'re slightly tilted rotating on an axis suspended in space

A home for all mankind, the human race, even jinn share your space,
Beauty and grace, the morning glows on our face.

The rain showers down, purifying our land as sa/ah™ purifies souls.

30 Al Khaaliq: One of the 99 names of Allah meaning “The Creator”

31 Al Quddus: One of the 99 names of Allah meaning “The Pure”

32 Allah: The Arabic meaning for God literally meaning “The God,” which in its Arabic form
cannot be pluralized

33 Salah: Prayer
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‘What more can we ask for? What more can we yearn for?

But we have taken you for granted. Your phenomenal abilities Allah
has crafted,

We've seen you turn forest fires, ashes, death, and dust into new life
green, awake, breathing, and flourishing.

Vibrant life birthed from the smallest seed, blooming microorganisms
into tangible animations.

You are beautifully peaceful and ferociously wild,

Clam waters gracefully gliding on shores or wicked waves towering
on tops of towers.

You are the water that sustains each life or a flood that can assist in
taking it.

Your mountains are for protection and valleys for substance.

Yet some assist in your crumbling to get what’s within you. Bombed,
drilled, and hacked away for riches and for jobs.

Your oceans are flooded with trash, turning your waters black with
garbage and ash.

Men dig past your surface to your warm core, stripping you of your
natural oil,

Covering it with filler, like you wouldn’t know the difference.
Suspended in space and crying out in pain.

Pipelines underneath your skin pumping out your heart and your
soul.

Your blood boils and you shake.

Explode.

You warn us to stop as your hellish fire burns down mountain tops.
You shake ferociously from drilling, causing cities to crash,

Your natural protection from the sun's harsh rays beams down on us;
the ozone layer is being peeled away.

Carbon dioxide and methane fill your surface and, like carbon mon-

oxide to our lungs, silent suffocation.
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Your waters heat, melting glaciers, the Arctics deplete and oxygen’s
removed.

Deforestation for what we think is meat, waters rise, and cities swal-
lowed.

Our swimming friends, overfished.

Yet, you still hold fast to supporting our life as you fight for yours.

You cry out for them to respect this dwelling gifted to us for a time.

Mama.

I hear your cries. We know your pain. But some won’t stop, We feel
the acid rain.

The chemicals and pollution that fill your lungs, fill our lungs, too.
Mama, you have a fever. We feel the wrath of those who strangle you
for your wealth.

What they don’t realize is as you fade away, we will, too.

Mama, I’'m sorry for what we have done to you. I can only promise
to do better.
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Shaista Hussain

Beautiful earth endowed to humankind,
In it such marvels and wonders you find.
A myriad of colors and creatures of any size,

To the challenge of custodian believers rise.

Humanity from all walks and talks in our midst,
Fruits and vegetation of all colors can’t resist,
Mangoes, pineapples, cocoa, and amazing planting,

All races appreciate such blessings.

We love earth as it protects us through canopy and shade,
Each strand of DNA and fingerprint miraculously made.
Divine blessings through abodes of remembrance,

Circles where angels join on earth is bliss.

Tropical fruits, trees, and herbal remedies,

The Earth is our shelter from the sun’s heat.
Beautiful butterflies, magnificent mountains,
Honey buzzing bees and elegant fountains.
Waterfalls flowing remind me of Kawthar’s fount,*
Increase your amal”® and receive heaven on account.
Colorful fishes like rainbows in oceans and seas,

Humble us to the Creator of earth on our knees.

34 Kawthar’s fountain: This is the name of a river in paradise
35 Amal: Hope
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Yet in this world is a lack of earthly protection,
Blackness from carbon monoxide’s projection.
Polluted airs from humanity and their failing,

Return as sojourners to the path of God sailing.

Our earth with hues of green and blue oceans,
Live in the world and reciprocate your portions.
Come back as vicegerents show God devotions,

Take care like divine lovers and receive elevations.

Custodians and stewards protect each other,
Love and respect Earth as it is like a mother.
Come back to prophets who are your true shepherds.

[ leave you with prayers of peace and poetic words.
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Husna Ruwais

Oh, mother earth! I wonder
if you have a heart, deep down your core,
and if shattered already, yonder

from all you have been through and bore

All the different kinds of trees you exhibit
give us shade, fruits, oxygen—their own,
but what do we do in return to it?

Mercilessly cut them down

And I wonder, oh earth,
what would be more tormenting?
your hands being chopped off

or your heart breaking?

Your ozone layer, which only
but protects us from UV rays
We harm, by the gases we release wildly

from our appliances throughout the day

And I wonder, oh earth,

what would be more tormenting?

your skin being peeled oft

or your heart breaking?

On you, you make possible for us, living;
providing water, a basic need

But we never stop polluting

and making your rain acidic, without heed!
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And I wonder, oh earth,
what would be more tormenting?
your blood being infected

or your heart breaking?

Oh, mother earth, now I know
why your water levels unceasingly rise
Why wouldn't they, when all the pain adds up so,

and the tears collect from all our cries?
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Nidha Sha

The first thing I notice when I step out

Is that the world is dipped in quiet—

An occasional chirp, a splash, or something else,
But the noise is on a diet.

The sounds that fill my mind and heart,
They notice and they take heed;

They quell themselves and burrow down—
They know they're of no need.

The water is perfect, silent, still,

But sometimes a ripple will find its way,
A bit like an echo, spreading farther out,
And I can hear it calling Allah's name.

He causes night to blend into day

And day to blend into night,

And in those moments Allah will paint
A painting made of shining light.

A fleeting, ephemeral, captivating sight
That changes within a minute or two,

So that before you've even seen it right,
The sky is painted with another hue.

And so, you look, and look, and look again,
Is there any flaw in view?

The sky, unscathed, returns to God,

While your eyes, exhausted, return to you,
As He unifies light into a mysterious black
Or into an illuminating blue.
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YOUR BEAUTIFUL PLANET

Ruji Writes

So beautiful mother nature,
created by Allah, us creatures.
How amazingly formed to be,

delicate as the first man you see.

Adam AS* was made from all soils of the earth.
Understand this, he is mankind’s birth.

He was not from just one land or one nation,

but from all corners of the planet, Allah’s creation.
How beautifully Allah selected him.

Mother nature made for this kin.

So, restore the earth and protect it.

Take what you need but return it.

Grow the trees and replace the forests.

Show gratitude and fulfill your promise.

Follow the sunnah’ and advice of the prophets.

Do what you can to save our beautiful planet.

36 AS: Peace be upon him
37 Sunnah: The way and practices of the final messenger Muhammed (Peace be upon him)
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A Textrovert’s Voice

You are beautiful

Oh, respected mother earth
I've known you since birth
From you, I securely emerged

Through you, I will be returned

When I first saw you

You were such a beauty

And while I grew

I knew I had one main duty

I understood it was my responsibility to protect

Everything—including the greenhouse eftect

Well, it's been the talk of the globe

The leaders need to probe

A major problem we face

More and more these days

Government, global, and political support
With the help of everyone’s report

Are needed to make that significant change

Things simply cannot stay the same.

Dear earth,

A part of you (Australia) is burning

A part of you (Arctic) is melting

Every country you flourished was affected
But I know that's not what you expected

88



An Anthology of Poems by Muslims

Allah Almighty created you beautiful and green
And what we see now is not what is to be seen
We are here to save you and your family, the universe

Before you are neglected or become worse

You gave us beautiful landscapes to live in and roam about
We ought to be grateful—you deserve peace without a doubt
You provided us with pure air to breathe

And fertile soil to plant food underneath

You gifted us clean water to bathe and drink

But you are being misused, I wonder what you think

We need a proper solution

To reduce your pollution

The first step is communication
With Allah's main creation

I know if you could speak, you would say
“Do not cause mischief or you ought to pay.
Be efficient, eat smart, consume less

By taking action on the following process
Reduce, recycle, reuse and repeat

To do so, be firm and stand on your feet.”

We cannot stop parents from having more than one child
But what we can give up is cutting down trees in the wild
We all need to rise together and work eftectively

As climate change issues can only be dealt with collectively

Natural resources should not be overexploited or abused
I feel your pain when you are bruised and confused

We are just a few voices who speak for a better nation
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Only hoping the best for our future generations

On the other hand, it's a sign that this world is coming to an end
But our people only worry about the latest trends
I know it's time we all take action, right now

And make you a better place to live in somehow

This is a fight we must win
Failing which could be a sin
You are our home, and we owe you everything

We pledge to do better and restore your skin

We know we have to make it up to you some day

We hope we could reform you in the best way

Remember you are beautiful, and you deserve to be treated well
And about you, to my kids and grandchildren, I will have a story to
tell

I hope I am one of those who you weep for when I am gone
And miss the righteous actions performed and so on
I thank you for providing me your free ground to prostrate

Humbled to my Lord, the most Loving and Great

So, for now, I sincerely apologize

[ am sorry for what you have to go through
I only hope we all will realize

And do our best to take care of you

Yours Sincerely,

A Textrovert
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Maryam Hamza

As a child, I curled my toes in your fragrant soil,
I quenched my thirst with your gushing streams
And feasted my eyes on your eloquent panoramas.

You are a miracle, entrusted to me by the Most High.

You nurture with grace and subtlety,
As the songbirds glorify and furry animals slumber deeply,
You do not discriminate, only replenish.

By the Most Merciful, it is we who have spread destruction.

Our insatiable appetite scorns your generosity,
You, who are a prayer mat, a refuge for the weary traveller,
A timeless inspiration to poetic natures,

A boundless playground for adventurers.

You are beautiful and resilient; you are a home away from Home.
You are dying at our hands, but all hope 1s not lost yet.
I promise to take those enormous yet small steps,

To honour the gift you are, from our Lord.
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Nas The Poet

We are the youth
The only thing we're seeking is the truth
We only wish to find a solution

To all this hate, crime, and pollution

But if your factories pollute the air, how will the wind blow?
If you dump oil in our seas, how will the currents flow?
I know you don't believe in global warming, but answer me this:

If our planet dies, then where will the youth go?
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MAMA EARTH

Compiled by Aishah Alam

Featuring the works of

Nidha Sha, Maryam Hamza, Shaista Hussain,
Kashmir Maryam, A Textrovert’s Voice,

Ruji Writes, and Aurora Writings

Mama,

You have taken my breath away.

And I wish this could be a poem about your beauty,
A fleeting, ephemeral, captivating sight

That changes within a minute or two,

So that before you've even seen it right,

The sky is painted with another hue.

And so, you look, and look, and look again,

Is there any flaw in view?

The sky, unscathed, returns to God,

While your eyes, exhausted, return to you,

As He unifies light into a mysterious black

Or into an illuminating blue.

You, who are a prayer mat, a refuge for the weary traveler,
A timeless inspiration to poetic natures,

A boundless playground for adventurers.

And I wish this could be a poem about your beauty,
Beautiful earth endowed to humankind,

In it such marvels and wonders you find.

A myriad of colors and creatures of any size,
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Each strand of DNA and fingerprint miraculously made.

Beautiful butterflies and magnificent mountains,

Honey buzzing bees and elegant fountains.

And I wish this could be a poem about your beauty,

But it is not enough just to gaze at your face,

Pipelines underneath your skin pumping out your heart, your soul.
Your blood boils and you shake.

Explode.

You warn us to stop as your hellish fire burns down mountain tops.
You shake ferociously from drilling, causing cities to crash,

Your natural protection from the sun's harsh rays beams down on us;
the ozone layer is being peeled away.

Carbon dioxide and methane fill your surface and, like carbon mon-
oxide to our lungs, silent suffocation.

The question is not whether there’s water on mars

Rather we should wonder whether the seas on the earth are vast
Because 40% of the earth is in drought

It is not an issue of resources

But of distribution of wealth

A question on inequality

Mama,

My instinct has led to extinction upon you,

Leaping to the moon without really knowing you,

Your depths.

Your light within the darkness. Luminance.

Your rise from our fall. Chernobyl.

I am sorry, Mama,

With one hand, I plant seeds to grow your trees, and with the other, I
burn them down.

With one eye, I look to heaven, and with the other, I can’t see be-
yond the skies.

Smogged vision.

I am split between two natures
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Rooted in my choice

Cowardice or courage

Greed or ambition

Impulsiveness or self-control

Damnification or redemption.

Destruction or salvation

With one arm I give charity, and with the other, I bury trinkets upon
your noble countenance expecting rocks to rise

So instead of remembering your mountains shook out of the love and
fear of its Creator,

We bow to the creation

When you and I are separate to Him,

But one, you and [,

Intertwined on one path in servitude to the Lord of all things,

And I can only breathe when you can.

Mama,

I can only live when your seas are full.

Mama,

I can only eat when you give to me.

Mama,

And even when [ die, I still need you to hug me.

Mama,

Tell me it’s okay.

Mama.

So, while you move laterally, remember above you is gravity, and
above gravity is a Lord,

Who has programmed each thing with a very specific code and while
the human temperament, arrogance, and intellect may take you to
different worlds,

Remember that gravity is a force, that by divine design should remind
you that it is upon earth you will stay

Until the law of death pulls you six feet lower

And these feet don’t travel far like your years, but they travel deep
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Signed and buried I will leave

And you dropped your leaves and let them wake up again to remind
me

To rise again from our fall.

The nature which hopes to conquer the self before all

else,

Pushing boundaries

Beyond the maps we scribbled across your body

Climbing Mount Everest so we could reach the peaks of our exist-
ence,

Seeing beyond the stars because that is what we are striving for,
Flying to the moon so we could look back to see your face, Mama,
Going to the depths of oceans so we could discover new parts of you,
But we are also the children of prophets,

And let’s go back.

Way back to the first man in the world,

My father,

He loved a woman who is my mother

And he took leaps for humankind as you gave him your body to walk
upon to find her

And from them, they covered your face with babies who you gave
their first breath,

And you reserved a special cry for the believers,

Legions.

Prophets and messengers

Like the one who travelled with your wind and spoke to your animals
And his father who sang with your birds in your mountains

And him who your body of water did a standing ovation for,

And him, peace be upon him, the one who your tree cried for,

I hope I am one of those who you weep for when I am gone

And miss the righteous actions performed and so on

I thank you for providing me your free ground to prostrate

Humbled to my Lord, the most Loving and Great
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So, restore the earth and protect it

Take what you need but return it.

Grow the trees and replace the forests

Show gratitude and fulfill your promise.
Follow the sunnah and advice of the prophets
Do what you can to save our beautiful planet.
To the challenge of cleanliness believers rise.
And I was made for this:

To choose to rise.

And with these words I vow to respect you

My mother, my mother, my mother.
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PART THREE
EAST TURKISTAN:
A 21°" CENTURY GENOCIDE
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THE PLIGHT OF THE UYGHUR MUSLIMS

I remember the first time I heard what was happening in China with
the Uyghur Muslims. It was 2019 and I was sitting on the floor of a
mosque in NY. My then one year old was causing chaos whilst the
Imam was doing the Friday sermon. I remember stopping during my
worry about making sure my daughter was not eating the blocks from
the little boy next to us and being in shock about what the speaker was
saying. It was unbelievable—speculative fiction type of unbelievable. It
sounded like a book I had read called 7984 by George Orwell. As I left
that mosque, I sat in the car with my husband and said, “We have to

do something.” I didn’t know what just then.

As I did further research into what was happening in China with the
Uyghur Muslims, I found that this was not just a justice issue, it was a
Muslim issue. The very identity of the Muslim was being stripped
through the torment of doing things which go against practicing our
belief, such as being forced to eat meat which Allah advised us against
through our holy book, The Quran. People were being forbidden from
naming their children trigger names like “Muhammed.” The Quran
was a forbidden book to have in the home and people were blacklisted
if they showed their Muslim identity in any way, with a hijab or a
beard.

Not only was this a robbery of the Muslim identity, but it was also a
robbery of the Uyghur ethnic identity. The very blood which ran
through the veins of the people of East Turkistan was being washed
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out by “Matching” the women with Han’s Chinese men sent as visitors
through the night. Yes, this is disturbing and it is real. Women were
being sterilized and this nation of our Muslim brothers and sisters were
“advised” to be sent to “re education” camps where they were taught
the meaning of being a good Chinese citizen. And there is so much
more. Only Allah knows the depth of the oppression of the Uyghur

Muslims in China.

In January 2020, the idea came. We, The Strangers Poets Inc, would
write a letter to the Chinese Embassy telling them to stop their crimes
against humanity—and we would do it in the form of poetry. This
letter was compiled from the works of poets from around the world
who demanded that China close the camps, and it was this letter of

poetry which was the seed of this very book you are reading.

Why is talking about the plight of Uyghur Muslims in China im-
portant?

In July 2019, the UN Human rights council wrote a letter that con-
demned the atrocities of China against the Uyghur Muslims. Twenty-

two countries signed it and not one was a Muslim country. (7he NY

Times)

Muslim countries have remained silent and have even praised China’s

treatment of its Muslims.

What can we do about it?
Below I have noted three main points of action, but there are probably

many more. Please check the resources in the back of this book to learn

more about this cause.
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Three things we can do:

1. Word to power
2. Support
3. Spread the message

1. Word to power: We can write a letter to our local politicians
and organizations to speak against what is happening. We can
also sign petitions. To find petitions, type in google “Uyghur
petitions.” Every number counts and every number is a voice,

so sign!

2. Support: We can support refugees. Though no actual aid is able
to enter the camps, we can donate to refugees who are fleeing
the camps to places such as Turkey and so on. Just type in “Uy-
ghur” in LaunchGood.com and you will find places where you

can support the cause.

3. Spread the message: We can do this with a simple click by
sharing about the issue on our social media. We can also ap-
proach politicians and Imams, and anyone you think is influen-

tial, and think of ways you can unite to help the cause.

It is easy to feel like there is very little we can do to defend our Muslim
brothers and sisters in China, but there are things we can do. They may
seem small, especially in the face of such a grand scale of systematic
oppression, but it is something as I mentioned in the introduction.
When we stand in front of God on the day of Judgement, we can say

we tried.
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I end with a beautiful quote by the Messenger of Allah (£) who said:

“Whosoever of you sees an evil, let him change it with his hand; and
if he is not able to do so, then [let him change it] with his tongue; and
if he is not able to do so, then with his heart — and that is the weakest
of faith.” (Sahih Muslim)

- Aishah Alam, Founder of The Strangers Poets Inc.
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A DIALOGUE BETWEEN A MUSLIM & A
CHINESE COMMUNIST

Shaista Hussain

A Chinese communist decided in God’s rejection,

A Muslim role model replied with wisdom in objection.

Chinese communist

The communist contended we need egalitarian economies,
Theocracy and capitalism are our common enemies.

One is economically oppressing the poor in society,

The other promotes a nonexistent type of deity.

We promote national pride in our cultural heritage,
Inspired ideology by humanity’s finest is rich.

Religion like Islam does not co-exist with our values,

So, we are re-educating and converting to us our dues.
The camps for surveillance of this faith we deny,

Forced marriages of the women to our men don’t apply.
The Muslim

My friend, he said, do not oppress the Uyghur community,
Multiculturalism and dialogue for peace and unity.

We bring to you belief in one God uncompromising,

Look and recount the world’s wonders, God manifest realizing.
Peace to you though the truth makes it a reality,

Communism denies God and any obligation to humanity.
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Have mercy and ponder upon purpose in your story,

Is it feasible upon prior existence and death, thereafter, worry.
If from nothing to cessation is the journey in your vision,

It offers nihilistic value to life unlike Islam’s mission.
Uniquely designed as custodians to be tested by God,

Why on void do you insist—come to divine love not odd.
The camps differentiate the morally righteous believing,

No economic or moral egalitarianism are they receiving.

This Holocaust on the Uyghurs is unbelievably horrendous,
No warrant and breakage of global rights, protesting 1s a must.
Does your vision offer injustice and oppression?

This is abject denial of morality and regression.

Come to the light of faith with incentives to believe,
Develop your thinking faculties; Islam does not deceive.
Hearts and senses exist to behold what is self-evident,

This life 1s a test and after birth is death and hereafter imminent.

Chinese communist 4 weeks later

My friend, may we embrace as brothers in humanity,

Heart and inherent being you have guided from insanity.
Rejection of God whose existence is evidenced through sign,

All point at His Glory and Greatness Hu, Allah I won’t undermine.
A void I had for no reason than a monetary human imposition,
Communism gave greatness to man then His maker such derision.
The leaders of communism should not maltreat the Uighars,

God is As-Salam™ who dislikes the starters of wars.

However, He wants us to stand up for justice long required,

Dialogue I accept and Islam my heart now desires.

38 As Salaam: One of the 99 names of Allah meaning “The Giver of Peace”
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Dear friend, burden of nihilistic ideology has gone instantly,
Divine love, peace, and compassion replace admittedly.
God is All Aware of what human potentials are,

The maker of the universe is immanent yet far.

Why recreate oppressive Nazi German pain,

Victory for Uighars et al this oppression never again.
Congratulations upon this journey, my new friend,

Intellectual faculty usage may all Chinese communists attend.
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Zahraa Fares

What is happening to the Uyghur Muslims in China is not fair
This is an important issue that we need to address and care

It is not a trend or something we just mention once

This is something that affects all of us

It’s a genocide

Not something that we should ignore and push aside
Innocent people are being murdered

Women are being raped

We have to do something before it’s too late

We have to use our voice and all the skills we have

We can’t let these criminals win

Innocent lives are being taken and their organs removed
They are forced to eat pork, can't pray, or read the Quran®
What are you trying to prove?

This is wrong.

Raise your voice and demand justice for people

They are doing something illegal

Imagine if you were put in the Uyghur’s situation

You would want to die without hesitation

We are lucky to live the way we want without being trapped
Our beliefs can’t be taken away from us or be slapped

So please speak up while we have time

Let’s try our best to stop this crime

Imagine if these people were your family, neighbors, or friends
It doesn’t matter what they look like or what they believe

They are still human beings like everyone else who have feelings and

bleed.

39 Quran: The central religious text which Muslims follow as a guide for life
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Ammar A Chaudhry

Are you happy in your homes?
With all this luxury

Are you happy with your food?
With expensive jam of mulberry
Are you blind or just empathetic?
Where is your morality?

Do you believe your actions are justified?

No! This is just brutality

And that is the true reality

What have they done to you?

What did they do to deserve this?

Yet you throw them into camps

And all their needs and rights you dismiss
I beg of you “free my brethren”

Save those you tortured and those you persecute
Open your heart and let sympathy through
Save the Uyghur Muslims from their fate.
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Haala Marikar

Dear Chinese Embassy,

First, I would like to convey my deepest condolences on the spread of
the coronavirus. I grieve for my Chinese brothers and sisters who have
succumbed to this disease, who suffer from it, and who live in fear of

it as the situation grows graver every day.

China has always been on my list of places I must absolutely visit before
I die. China, to me, was cherry-blossom trees in full bloom and temples
atop high mountains with meditating monks who wear serene smiles
on their faces. China was Lao Tzu, the Silk Road, Confucius. China
was paper lanterns, dancing red dragons during the New Year, dump-
lings, red-roofed homes and chopsticks, tea, porcelain, ancient intricate
characters illustrating legends and myth, strategy and state politics, wis-

dom, and love.

This was my China—the China on my bucket list. The China in the
books I read. The China in the animated cartoons I watched when I
was younger, awed by the courage in the heart of a young girl turned

soldier turned China's greatest warrior turned legend.

This was my China.

But the China that I see now, is not the China that was. The China
that I see now—on Instagram and Twitter because the news is too
afraid to report your misdeeds—is a nation whose government has suc-

cumbed to a disease far worse than the coronavirus.

It is the same disease that took Adolf Hitler and Joseph Mengele; it kills
the conscience. It destroys empathy. In the 1940s, concentration camps,

torture chambers, and genocide were enacted by those who fell victim
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to this disease, and while the disease took their humanity, the diseased
took lives. They took a little girl whose half~written diary recorded the
dreams she never accomplished. They took men, women, and children

and put them in gas chambers to suffocate and perish.

This disease inspires an insatiable bloodlust born of feelings of hatred

and false supremacy.

Because Hitler fell victim to this disease, the Jews died. And because

China's government fell victim to this disease, the Uyghurs die.

A baby is torn from his mother's breast and placed in "re-education
camps" where they will be taught to recite the merits of this diseased
government like a mantra, where they will be taught to hate the people
they were born as, and where they will be taught to hate the faith their
parents follow. A young girl is forced into marriage with a Han Chinese
man, and perhaps, many years later, when it is too late, we will read in
her half-written diary about how she wanted to love and be loved but
was crying on her wedding day and every day after that. She bore the
children of a man who abused her and hated who she was: an Uyghur
Muslim.* And we will read these diaries and we will weep as we do
now over Anne Frank because it seems we are incapable of learning
from our past. How many times must history repeat itself until we un-

derstand the lessons it is trying to teach?

These people from Xinjiang who you have trapped in death camps,
they are my brothers and sisters, just as are the ones who suffer from

the coronavirus in Beijing and Shanghai and Hong Kong.

The Uyghurs of Xinjiang are just as much people as are the people of
Shanghai and Beijing and Hong Kong.

You have demolished their homes, try to take away their faith, and try

to crush their hopes. You make them eat pork and drink wine. You

40 Muslim: A follower of Islam
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desecrate their graveyards, and you... have fallen victim to that terrible

plague.

You are performing an ethnic cleansing of the Uyghurs, and you are,
in the process, also erasing the Chinese identity. You are disregarding
her history, her culture, her traditions. You are disregarding everything

that China has always been before, and what China is meant to be.

You have failed your country, and when I think of China now, I will

not see that image of jade mountains and cherry-blossom trees.
The Great Wall is no longer your trademark—the death camps are.

Let me see the China I used to dream of when I was a child. Let me

see what China is meant to be.

Yours,
A Girl Who Loved China
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Maryama Sillah

“Never again.”

“Never again,” they said after the Holocaust
Well, it’s happening again

Yet everyone turns a blind eye

But I see you, China

And your so-called play

With the stars being the Muslims

Setting: job training center

But now recently a prison

I think you meant to say

Concentration camp.

People are being held against their will
Being forced to denounce their religion
Forcing them to drink alcohol and eat pork
Your random “are you a Muslim test” on the streets are where you
force people to drink

And God forbid if you caught them praying
There is no such thing as Ramadan*!

And Eid*

For our beloved brothers and sisters

But China

[ see you tip toeing in Hitler’s shadow

And everyone else is playing hide-and-seek with the truth
But truth be told

41 Ramadan: The month in which Muslims fast for thirty days as instructed by Allah and His
messenger Muhammed (peace be upon him)
42 Fid: The religious holiday which Muslims celebrate twice a year
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I'm starting to question whether the United Nations even cared in
the first place

Because if they did

How could this still be going on?

Because if they did

Why are they not being held accountable?

Because if they did

Wouldn’t my brothers and sisters be free

To practice in peace?

So, to the Chinese government

If you’re listening

I just wanted to know if you borrowed Hitler’s blueprints
Because if you did

I suggest you burn them.
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Gift of the Pen

“...This day I have perfected for you your religion, and completed my

favor upon you and have approved for you Islam as your religion....”*

- Quran Surah Al-Ma'idah verse 3

Yet, you want
to deny my
God-given

prerogative

How dare you?
This bestial attempt
to make

covering

and praying
derogative. I
do not see

anyone

giving you
an ultimatum
or stipulation

on the way

43 Quran 5:3
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you choose
to live. This
is my right,
my life

my family, and my
fitrah so you
can ban me,

ridicule me,

exile me, kill me,
strip me, but
my dignity?

oh no

you
cannot

have that

that is within me

my Iman™

hasbiullah wa ni’mil Wakil®
Allah is

sufficient
for me and
He 1s the best

disposer of all affairs

44 Iman: Faith

An Anthology of Poems by Muslims

45 Habinullah w ani mil wakil: Allah is sufficient for me, and He is the best disposer of all af-

fairs
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So beware
because He
declares

war (on His servants’ oppressors)

Greater
than your
guns

your threats

your intimidation.
His war 1s
intentional

and unbearable

So gather your troops
His angels await
to crush

you on command.

I am using this poem as a podium to take a stand.
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Munawwar Abdulla

A man is “at risk” if he grows a beard

And a woman is to be feared

If she wears a scarf

If she covers her skin, fasts or owns a prayer mat.

I'm “at risk” if I say “salaam”*® instead of “hello”

If I know someone in America and pick up the phone
Send them a text or watch a video

In a matter of days, a knock at the door

Another friend blocked, not heard from anymore.

To you, our brains need to be rewired

Saved from ourselves, like we’re infantile

I could be a top researcher with a PhD
Serving for 30 years with the CCP

And still we disappear or need retraining
Man or woman, our bodies need taming
Seen as backwards and needing liberation
Unable to grow with our own determination
Young or old our freedom is in jail

With millions shut up — “peace” prevails

Here’s the "peace" you constantly proclaim
Our hearts are in pieces, our mouths detained
We face economic advances that starve and maim

Educational opportunities that divide and tame

46 Salaam alatkum: The greeting which Muslims relay to each other meaning “Peace be upon

2

you
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Ethnic unity to prevent unification
Anti-separatism that enhances separation
Freedom of speech where our words are memorized

Anti-terrorism where our families are terrorized

You speak of peace then squash communication

Bridges are burned and face condemnation

Human rights and compromise face humiliation

In the push to show the world a “great Chinese nation”
That fights imaginary disease with greater inflammation
And uses these tactics on real disease

Experiment on us then spread that unease

You rot with overcrowded prisons, and murder in obscurity
And create predictive policing with militarized security

And try to prevent any word of this from dissemination

By blackmailing and torturing our families and relations

And if we decide we want to learn our language

You create a system where our tongues are extinguished
And if we decide to keep our traditions

You create a farce of it, force your own renditions

And if we decide to choose our own destinies

We are chained en masse and kept in dungeons

And those outside are unable to flee

Stuck in their homes, unable to leave

Their families replaced with big sisters and big brothers
Re-educating in the home, or sending them to the others
Their children moved to orphanages, no identification
Another root cut, another stolen generation

And those inside are sterilized, worth only mass production

Yet always ready to be cut open for the next organ donation

118



An Anthology of Poems by Muslims

The lucky ones come out broken, a psyche suicide

Witnessing the cultural cleansing, slow boiling genocide

Oh, but you see us smiling on TV?

Yes, we shine with the reflection of our blood-stained properties
Our sweat and oil excellent commodities for a rapidly growing econ-
omy

and colorful dances, cruelly twisted so each step is beautiful agony

in a colonialist standard of beauty

and each breath is the slow erasure of our true identities

But i1t’s not as if the world doesn’t know of the Uyghur suffocation
DNA sequencers, Al software, the infrastructure, police stations?
Tech companies making profit from a militarized surveillance state
Countries buying our sacrifice for their wealth to cumulate

Will all stop and turn a blind eye if it’s a world power who is violent?
Is genocide okay if our screams have been silenced?

For piece by piece these systems will leave my home once we’re dead
Exported to other countries with dictators and debts

With the BRI and express intent to spread "Chinese characteristics"

The extermination of a people just an insignificant statistic

And yet here I stand today to implore your humanity

When “never again” is happening again with greater efficiency
In a time of crisis, we need to fight injustice and tyranny

For all of this, as you can see, doesn't aftect just me

We are only as safe as the most oppressed in society

If it's true that China only wants peace and harmony

Speak out against the government that failed its community

It 1s high time and our right to stand against the CCP

Sincerely,

Anyone with a shred of dignity
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DEAR CHINESE EMBASSY

Compiled by Aishah Alam
Featuring the works of

Haala Marikar, Zainab Rahman,
Maryama Sillah, Kashmir Maryam,
and Gift of the Pen

Dear Chinese Embassy,

Would you kill a man, a woman, a generation because they say they
believe in one God?

I speak in many voices, but all are one.

You see, there is a smog above your country.

Its smoke has penetrated the lungs of many whereby the innocent
have been quarantined

behind cages with bars.

This sickness has spread.

It has spread in the thick, black blanket of the silence of the world
which stood by and watched its birth

and its death

and its rebirth

and its karma.

It has expanded outwardly to all that have breathed your words and

allowed you to try to rewrite the words of God to fit your values.
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It has constricted the universal truth of justice,
Who would have ever thought that the guilty

Would arrest the innocent?

But we have been guilty, too.
We, the world, have been distracted.
And in our distraction, we can no longer breathe.

We are fighting for survival.

I speak not of a novel virus that takes the wise, those with the eyes of
the old,

but a disease which has spread through the whole of the body.

The body of many nations,

of which the hand did not attend to the aching limbs.

A part of us 1s suffering,
Our entire body is hurting.
We have been bleeding for years.

The China that I see now is not the China that was.
The China that I see now on Instagram and Twitter
because the news is too afraid to report on your misdeeds
is a nation whose government has succumbed to a disease

far worse than the coronavirus.

We are only as safe as the most oppressed in society

We are only as safe as the most oppressed in society.
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So, a baby born is torn from his mother's breast

and placed in "re-education camps,"

where they will be taught to recite the merits of this diseased govern-
ment like a mantra,

We bleed.

Through concentration camps, you exploit the “re-education”
Here is the "peace" you constantly proclaim

Our hearts are in pieces, our mouths detained

We face economic advances that starve and maim

Educational opportunities that divide and tame

Ethnic unity to prevent unification

colorful dances, cruelly twisted so each step is a beautiful agony
in a colonialist standard of beauty

and each breath is the slow erasure of our true identities.

“Never again.”
“Never again,” they said after the Holocaust
Is genocide okay if our screams have been silenced?

I just wanted to know if you borrowed Hitler’s blueprint

We have seen the camps.

We have seen the forced labor.

We have seen the bans.

Bans on a woman’s veil over her head.
Bans on the places of worship.

Bans on our names.

Our identity.

Our choice.
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You claim you are stopping terrorism

But why is it always that the cries of a thousand lies are heard
yet the silence of the truth is prolonged?

Trying to stop terrorism by creating extremism.

“Re-educating” the already educated.

A young girl is forced into marriage with a Han Chinese man.

You are performing an ethnic cleansing of the Uyghurs, and you are,
in the process, also erasing the Chinese identity.

You have failed your country, and when I think of China now, I will
not see that image of jade mountains and cherry-blossom trees.

The Great Wall is no longer your trademark—the death camps are.

We are the brothers and sisters of the Muslims in your camps.

We are them.

We are the brothers and sisters of the woman whose bed you send
your soldiers to sleep in.

We are her.

You have tried to make us slaves.

You have banned me,

Ridiculed me,

Exiled me

Killed me,

But you could not strip us of our dignity.
The revelation of our identity

Will only bring misery

Chinese embassy, where is your morality?

“Just do it” logos hang in factory lines above our heads like nooses,
trying to create apples that don’t fall too far from your trees.

I hope you know what I mean.
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We see your greatest fear.

It 1s not the slaves in shackles that you compounded behind your
cages. It is the slave with a mind.

And this 1s the reason why

you have tried to take ours.

Young or old, our freedom is in jail

With millions, yet “peace” prevails.

Religion is our choice.
It 1s our choice.

My God,

My Creator 1s
sufficient

For me and

He is the best

disposer of all affairs,

I can breathe.

Even if you take our lungs and sell them,
We, the Muslims, can still breathe.

But it is not the air we need for our souls, it is belief.

And your re-education has shifted our paradigm,

for now, we are certain of Him.

In your polluted war, we have seen beyond the shadows you tried to
catch our hearts with.
And the night has a million eyes, and we, one nation, can finally see

the daylight through one.
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We do not need prayer mats to bow our heads down to the ground.
We will keep bowing

in the name of God.

We do not need the written word of God to reiterate its miracle daily
upon our tongue,
We have it in our hearts,

in the name of God.

We draw it on the walls of our cells—cells that are contained within
the body of a nation of people

you tried to take,

with minds, we became slaves to One by the desecration of our bonds

of being a slave to many.

We are free.
Our souls are free.

And how can you enslave a man who was born free?

We do not need names to know who we are.
I am.
We are.

And we will always be.

And we speak for the part of our body that hurts because this is what
it means to be Muslim.

Not what you claim to be terrorism.

To be Muslim is to feel the pain of one part.

To intercede and speak up even if only with our hearts.
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I can tell you that those brothers and sisters in your camps protest you
from the very depths of their beating hearts, even if you tie their
tongues with your anthems and bind their limbs with your cages.
Even if you tried to sell those hearts for money.

But you found they cannot be sold

Because we have found richness elsewhere.

We know the truth.
The truth of what you do.
What you have done.

And He, our Creator and your Creator, knows even more.

So, we ask you, as the voices of many
In a letter from all who are one,
We, the Muslim, demand you

free our brothers and sisters.

“Free my brethren.”

Yours sincerely,

The Muslim.
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PART FOUR
BLACK LIVES MATTER
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A WORD ABOUT RACISM

Sometimes we can’t wait for the world to change around us but that
doesn't mean that the change cannot begin within us. The hardest thing
to accept is that we are imperfect and the more we ignore our flaws,

the deeper and darker they become.

In this introduction, we will share some steps that we can take today to
make the world a more conscious place, beginning with a more con-

scious self.

1. Be Intentional

With intention, comes focus and with focus we become clear on the
work we need to do to take a step towards goodness. So begin by mak-
ing the intention to be better for the sake of Allah.

2. Face Our Shadow Side

A lot of the time, we are totally unaware of our own biases. We say
things like, “I'm not a racist, my best friend 1s black!” as if this gives us
permission to talk freely about our totally unethical opinions. There are
bias tests that we can find online which might help us to understand

our own more clearly. Just search “race test” and a few will pop up.

3. Contemplate the Islamic Perspective

There are so many authentic sources in Islam which talk explicitly
about the dangers of racism. The very first racist was the devil himself

whose pride deluded him into thinking he was better than the human
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race. A great resource is Doctor Abdullah Hakim Quick. On his web-
site, Hakimquick.com, he shares many courses on the black history

from the Islamic perspective.

4. Embrace Our Differences

Have you ever heard someone say, “I don't see any difterences between
you and me!” (Maybe not in these exact words but the sentiment still
stands.) Color blind is still a kind of blindness.

5. Appreciate Our Similarities

And yet there are so many things that we as humans and Muslims have

in common: values, goals and purpose.

6. Expand Our Point Of View

When we seek friendship with people based on goodness rather than

solely on worldly focuses, we grow as humans.

7. Speak Out

Whilst we are doing the work, it’s time to advocate for those who are
being treated unjustly because of the color of their skin. When we hear
about another trigger happy cop, unite with movements to speak out

against racism. There're plenty.

By focusing to improve the self, we can truly make an impact in the

world around us.

- Aishah Alam, Founder of The Strangers Poets Inc.
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WHEN WE GET THERE

Nathalie E. Amazan

Question everything.

Struggle in the present for the world we wish to live in

accept tragedy as inevitable

like laughter of healing

pain is unavoidable

truth is coming at roots

lifting liberation from twisted tongues

tforcing mothers out for colonizers’ boots to drag into our homes
and drag us out onto ships of wet bones,

cold trails,

graveyards,

one in the same.

They were not invited

but we are a hospitable people who

embody the teachings of Jesus (AS) better than any church on stolen
land could ever even begin to think of what it could mean to love a
neighbor without exception,

we clean the feet of our guests

empty cabinets for their sustenance

we understand life is sacred

we exist iIn community

with the inalienable rights of air, water, land, and the heavens.
Know where you come from,

and who you come from.

Know the emotions that color your veins

blending yesterday into today where
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past is future is past and present and forever is non-linear

don’t be discouraged if the peculiarities of tomorrow signify regres-
sion

we are more than our present circumstances,

freedom without imagination is emptier than good without love
freedom without freedom is too often the cause of destruction

If you’re not writing for freedom,

What are you doing then?

Free your soul

free the world

siege on Gaza dripping blood in the sea

blowing secondhand ash into the river

have you heard the tear-gassed screams coming out of Falesteen?
Can’t breathe!

not enough ventilators for the children growing up in open air prisons
plantations of legal exploitation

history doesn’t repeat

just keeps going on ‘till we do something different.

What does it mean to no longer feel state violence?

What is a state?

Who owns violence?

What is my body if I cannot identify it?

Who am [ really besides a kid too scared to sleep so never fails my
dreams of reaching peace of the holy land of revolution where we can
be whatever we want to be without being scared to sleep without
working lungs out dry,

worry about blood pressure getting too high or

how to survive the next day’s rent or

demolition

where Michael Brown’s still living

Ahmed is married

Trayvon Martin’s flying on the moon with an airplane and
Sandra Bland is President.

Where return to land of who we come from is an expectation

133



Poetic Justice

where trauma no longer carries the magnitude of air inescapable as
breath

where I do not cry writing a poem I don’t know if I can see the fu-
ture of

I’'m young and

alive,

so how can I be a pessimist?

Baldwin, take the wheel

take my hand,

guide me towards the land of the holiest revolution

love liberated from suftering

suffocated by human beings scared of their death so they made us hate
and divide

trying to conquer life is impossible

didn’t they know

spirit never dies

trying to conquer life is impossible

didn’t you know

spirit never dies

don’t we know spirit never dies

we got centuries of warriors living

when we look into our eyes

ain’t starting from scratch

got foundations of tradition

Innovation

taste

rhythm

empathy as community ethic

past is future is past and present and forever is non-linear
don’t you remember?

spirit never dies

spirit never dies

spirit never dies

don’t you forget

when we get there.

134



An Anthology of Poems by Muslims

Zahraa Fares

People are being discriminated against because of the color of their
skin

People are being abused verbally, physically, and mentally because of
the color of their skin

People are being murdered because of the color of their skin

Why?

We all bleed the same color

Why can’t we be nice to each other?

No one is superior for having lighter or darker skin

We are all human beings that are born the same way and are going to
die

When pigeons fly, they fly the same direction

Some are gray, some are white, some have brown spots

But they are always united

Why can’t we be like that, too?

What do we have to lose?

Imagine a world where we treat each other like family and friends
Discrimination will slowly stop and end

I know it sounds impossible, but we have to try

Or more people will sufter and die

We can’t change the state of everyone

But we can try our best to spread awareness or it will never be done
Please keep talking about racism and BLM

It’s not a trend so don’t stop talking

We should keep going until there is justice and change. It’s what we
should all be longing for

I want us to all understand each other and love each other more.
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I SEE YOU

Samiha Anzary

I look at you.

They look at you.

They say, "She's too dark, put on some makeup now, won't you, dar-
ling?"

(What they don't say: you will never be loved for who you are.)

I look at you.

I see streaks of wild honey, not tear-stained skin.

They look at you.

They say, "She's too brown and my son wants white."

(What they don't say: Because women are commodities on the mar-
riage market—products to be shelved when not needed.)

I look at you.

I see the bar of 70% dark chocolate at the back of my grandmother's

cupboard on a warm June evening.

(What I think: addictive in an unexpected way.)

They look at you.

They say, "Hey, that celebrity released a new whitening cream, Fair
and Lovely, isn't it?""

(What they don't say: Because there's no such thing as dark and
lovely, now is there?)

I look at you.

I see the warm treacle on my mother's pancakes.

(What I think: you feel like home.)

They look at you.
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They say, "Your eldest daughter is like Snow White, no? But her sis-
ter has a tan, no?"

(What they don't say: If you're not Snow White, you're no princess.)
Did they forget Jasmine?

Did they forget Mulan?

Or are the rulebooks different in the real world?

I look at you.

I see the freshly brewed coftee I sip at dawn.

(What I think: It's blacker than you are, and I can't go a day without
it. Without you.)

They look at you.

They say, "Go to the gym. Stay inside the house, maybe the color
will go away."

(What they don't know: your body is a canvas, and it was God who
made you this way. It was God who decided to paint you this way,
how dare they?)

I look at you.

I see myself drunk on hot, hot cocoa at dusk as I laugh with the stars.

(What I think: you warm me up.)

I look at you.

I say, "You remind me of toffee bits and caramel cookies. You re-
mind me of the eclairs I eat all the time from the bakery opposite my
street that are such a treat. Have you always been this sweet?”

They look at you.

They say, "Nigger. Negro. Mulatto. Black. Too brown. Too yellow.
Too everything. Too fat. Too ugly. Too dark. Too everything."
They forgot, amid all the too’s that they, they too, were being too
much.

Too mean. Too judgmental. Too prejudiced.
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To say that you are not enough for being who you are, when you
are.

You are.

Then why do you choose to abuse?
Why do you choose to rue,

people who are not like you?
‘What they don't know

(but they should, they should,

they could, they could)

is that colors should never define

he, she, me, or you?

We are shells wrapped up in human skin.
Fragile and flimsy,

Waiting to be filled to the brim.
One comment can change our lives.
One comment can ruin a life,
eradicate a smile,

turn off a light.

Or...

One comment can lift you up high.
Until you feel,

Until you feel,

like you're floating up in the sky.

So which will it be?

YOU DECIDE.
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BLACK, BROWN & WHITE

Shaista Hussain

Who took God’s right to rewrite the rights of all?

Slavery, persecution, oppression challenge His call.

Black is as beautiful and equal to brown and white,

To be honored on your deeds accumulated a birthright.

These colors speak in many cultures and histories,

Glory to God who colored also the universe in mysteries.

White is not just bold and far right or far wrong I say,

A huge portion believe racism is wrong, so strong every day.

Brown is not just foreign, curries, rice, and spice,

It’s also cultural and intellectual legacies, revolutionaries so nice.

Each race has its own victim hood in writ they write,

Yet each one has the potential to shine a light so bright.

Parallels exist, as lights complements day,

Man and his complement, a woman, we also say.

The moon beams light with stars in the night sky,
God created we, His Servants of God Most High.
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So, the same for all of humanity continental,

Come together through five pillars that fulfil us instrumental.

Unity and appreciation of every diverse nation is key,

God made you equal from Adam (AS) and Huwa’s (RA) progeny.

Black was not born to be slave and such a view is grave,
Honor Malcolm X, Muhammad Ali, and Bilal*” (RA), so brave.

Honor the scholars of places like Mauritania and Timbuktu,

Honor the one that built your edifice through sacrifice true.

Honoring yourselves is through God’s acknowledgment,

Not brutes like Nazis et al through eugenics experiment.

Black Lives Matter, so do white and brown, ask Shoah survivors,

Ask Bosnians, Uyghurs, and Rohingya when truth still drives us.

All lives matter to God who made life a sacred gift,
Piety deciphers as betterment in quality and its spiritually will lift.

George Floyd beaten and abused by police amused,
Left the world shocked, stopped, and bemused.

Yet Black, Asian, white villanelle cause suffering and hell,

Dictators, oppressors, repression on masses all classes fell.

Race is not the quality of superiority or reason for inequality,

Changing perception from racist deception comes from polity.

47 Bilal: An Abyssinian ex slave who was amongst the first of the followers of Islam and the
first caller to prayer
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God made all colors in the rainbow equal, admit,

From light and water like humans by His decree we fit.

Not in the rainbow’s false take by agendas other,

But recognize man and woman make father and mother.

Like Adam (AS) and Huwa (RA), the parents of the human race,

With modern and historical distortion don’t this efface.

Don’t be ashamed to be Black, white, or brown,

Look up high as you help others that are down.

Love and respect have no race and don’t face limitations,

Morally guided though by Prophetic imitations.
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Saeema Majid

I know we chanted this for a while

Then the heat died down

No one understands the pain

Of how light skin people look at black skin with a frown

I was walking home from school with my son and on the way

I saw a man on his bike smile at me that day

But just a bit before that I felt his embarrassment and his heart break
When an English lady hurled abuse at him, first I thought it was my
mistake

But the sorrow in his eyes told me a different story

SubhanAllah*™ we all praise the same Lord at His magnificence and
glory

So how can anyone’s color matter or anyone’s race

Why do people swear at you directly to your face?

Do they not know that we are answerable to the same Lord?

Our deeds are written forever in our own record.

48 SubhanaAllah: How perfect Allah is
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Saeema Majid

Every leaf is different

Everyone’s strength is different

Every ability is different

Every human being 1s different

So be you because you're unique

Your color should not make others perceive you as weak

Color should not be what defines you

Though beauty being in the eye of the beholder is true

Black is the color of the Kaaba" cloth

And of that beautiful sight we can't get enough!

Look at the multicolor of the rainbow, so stunning to see

So don't make those darker than you, your enemy

In nationalities there's no superiority or inferiority

Allah is the Lord of us all, so we should be humble and treat each
other with love, respect, and maturity

Because just shouting, "Black Lives Matter!" doesn't make a difference
to humanity

Our behavior towards Black people does because it shows our indi-
viduality

I love each and every one of you for the sake of Allah. Love and
peace for all!

Allah will love you more if you can respect everyone, big and small
For those playing dumb, please grow up and treat everyone with re-
spect

Because at the end of the day, in return, that's what you expect
Please give everyone love because that's what I want for you

And in return, InshaAllah, you'll get it, too.

49 Kabah: In Mecca, a cube shaped structure with a black cloth which was the first site for
worshipping Allah
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Al Qalam Poetry

Together we all stand

We must do better to understand
For nobody should live in fear
And this should be made clear

We need to root out injustice
With every breath, fight for justice
We’ve remained silent for too long
Letting others do wrong

So now 1s our chance

To challenge and change the stance
For nobody is superior to others
We are all sisters and brothers
Together, racism we must fight
And let the love shine out bright
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H. W

We are told that all the colors we see

Are beautiful, both you and me.

For God made us in all hues and shades

And on this earth here He laid

Us all but we're bounded by this society’s definition

That some deserve more than the rest of creation

When Allah says He made us in colors and nations

So we would know each other with love and patience

How can you claim

A Black life doesn’t matter

When Mohammad (PBUH) chose Bilal, a black slave

Over everyone else and racism was shattered

While he gave the adhan on the kabah

How can you say Black people are not humans

When the first person to take care of Mohammad (PBUH) was a
Black woman?

How can you say that Black people should be looked down upon
When Moses (AS) was Black?

And he is the most mentioned prophet in the Quran

So do you have a problem with him, too?

And we are taught to stand for justice as witnesses to Allah
Even if it’s against ourselves

So, what is your reason for not standing up for Black lives?

It 1s society that has messed with our minds

We are all one body and that is humankind

And when hate grows for a Black man, keep one thing in mind
He is created by the rabbul Alameen™

50 Rabbul Alameen: The Lord of mankind
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And He created all of mankind

Which is made perfectly, every shape, color, and size

You are made precisely, your skin, hair, and eyes

Because you are made by the creator of the lands and the skies

You should have no place of hatred when Mohammad (PBUH)
clearly stated

That a white has no superiority over a Black, nor does a Black have
over a white

And that all of mankind is equal in Allah’s sight

Because the creator doesn’t look at the color of your skin

What God looks at is what is down here within.

So, make sure you don’t let your brain be overpowered by this racist
society

As the messenger said, no one is superior to another except in kind-

ness and piety.
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SILENCE

Tahira Rajwani

Silence does not exist

Silence
A noun
A thing

Silence does not exist
It is not a thing

It is the absence

Of a thing.

I was once taught that silence is the absence of sound
Not

Of meaning

But is it not just like us

To acknowledge the absence

To name the abyss

Like a wound

Like a freshly dug grave waiting to be filled

Is it not like us

To name the gap where something once existed
Instead of acknowledging the thing that once existed
Before all that remained of it was a black hole

No

We always seem to care a little too late
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We always seem to have this obsession with martyrs
Don't we?

Silence
A noun

A place

If you can even call the void a place

A place created to banish the voices they did not want to hear
A place where unheard voices go to riot
Martin Luther King Jr. once asked,

“A Riot is the language of the unheard

And what is it that America has failed to hear?”
And

who

Is it

that we have

failed

to

hear?

Refused

to

acknowledge?

And I think of all the moments of silence that have been held across
the world this year

Across the decades

And I wonder

When they quieted

They, for a moment, too

Entered that place

Entered the silence

And when they spoke again
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Their chants were twice as loud

As they brought back the silenced voices with them
Brought them back from the dead.

Like resurrection

Like necromancy

Not magic

But rather the kind of raw power only birthed from unity

And then I hear him

Silence
A noun

A person

Begging for his life

Falling into the silence

The abyss

The open grave

The absence

Because the color of his skin was all you were willing to hear
And you let that speak for him

Like that was all he had to say

And in the hole he left behind, I hear them all
And I know

That we

Have never been silent

You

Have just not be listening

Are you listening now?

Are you listening?
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We will not be pushed into the waiting grave

We will not go quietly

Or silently

We will scream

Until your eardrums bleed out blood payment for all the lives you’ve

taken

You have the right to remain silent

Remain

As though we were already here

In the quiet

And could stay if we wanted to

As though to say that would probably be the best decision
Our right to remain silent

But what about our right to speak?

And I think of the privilege I have to have had

To not be born into the silence

To not have been sat down by my parents on our living room floor
And given the “Ifa policeman ever stops you” talk

The “This is how to stay alive” talk

To not have been laid bare on the sidewalk

Or the back of a police car

Or a holding cell

Or my coftin

And have my voice torn from the cavity of my chest
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I think of the privilege I have to have had

To not have the color of my skin speak for me

Unlike my parents

But my mother still warns me

That when I grow up, I might want to take her last name
Because it almost sounds Italian

What she means to say is it almost sounds like something other than
silence

What she means to say is it almost sounds like light and lilting and
white

Which means, it almost sounds like something worth listening to

But at least I will have the chance to grow up

I think of the privilege I have to have had

To not be born into the silence

But it is a generational heirloom

And I am careful with it

Keep it close

Remember all those before me who have not been so lucky
Speak twice as loud

For everyone who has not

As though a small part of me remembers what it was like
To be pushed into that tomb.

Buried alive

Breathless

Still so much left to say
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And all that is left unspoken disintegrates into
Silence

A noun

a thing

Or rather

The absence of

A person

A place

Where all the voiceless voices go to scream

And is this not why the silence 1s deafening?

For if you quiet

You can still hear them

In the constant ringing in your ears
Do you hear it?

Do you hear us?
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We are one!
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With that I use the phrase, "The most honorable of you in the sight

of God is the pious.”
We are not forbidden.
We are not forgotten.

We are not rejected.

We are one!

The best of us are the best to others.

Let’s make changes

Because race doesn't matter
But Black lives do!

We are one!

As far as the sky is one,

We are one,

For we all live on the earth.
We are one,

From clay, into and out of it.

We are one!

My religion taught me

That complexion is not a barrier,
Nor a rank, but a color

That fades with time.

Let’s pledge that Black lives matter.
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TOWARDS TIMES SQUARE

R. Jahan

Protesters on bikes
Some might tell them to take a hike
But they will be heard

Even amid a roaring pandemic.

Because racism is an epidemic.
It is a disease that needs to be addressed
and not brushed aside

nor shoved under the carpet.
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EPITAPH FOR AMADOU DIALLO

R. Jahan

(Amadou Diallo was shot to death in 1999 and killed by police, like
George Floyd.)

The first bullet hit.

The second bullet hit.

The third bullet hit.

Bullets hit, hit, hit.

19 out of 41 bullets all hit.

My heart was wrenched out of my body,
Pulled with a force stronger than gravity.
I could not scream.

My voice was lost as if in a mute dream.
Why death this way?

I was young, twenty-three only.

No children can say I was their father.
Racism, RACISM?

I concur, I concur,

I concur 41 times.

If it were minds afraid for their souls,

I would have known.

No, it was not that.

I was Black: b-l-a-c-k.

Is that a crime?

My mother never told me.
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Nameera Fatima

"I can't breathe"

"I can't breathe"

His knees on his neck.

The men in blue who were supposed to defend
But instead

They chose to apprehend.

Eight minutes of horror

And another life to mourn.

His crime was just

Being rich in melanin.

He was Black

With a colorful heart in.
Bleeding the same red blood
But not Black.

Lived the same life

But alas, he died.

Police violence.
Blacks. Racism.
Beaten

And repeat.

Another brother shot.
And claimed that

His melanin was a sin worthy of death.
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From being a Muslim

From Ayesha Mohammad

To my mother's childhood

To the nerdiness I have

From the sunshine I am

To the courage I have.

I belong to a long line of ancestors
Who fight for what's right.

They don't understand

Our numbness has turned into rage.
Our rage is now our strength.
Our rage set a city on fire

And together we we'll watch it burn.
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Aamila Sameem

The fight for so-called divine property
Of the westerners
Nonetheless the complexion

Reached the heights of choking,
Murdering.

Guiltless humans treading on the same darkness
Sleepwalk in the same park of insomniac, ruthless humans
Thinking they’re superiors,

Warriors.

The color code of conduct enhanced the white supremacy
The code suppressed the Blacks

Showing the world that they’re saviors,

Lieges.

“I can’t breathe”

The slogans of victims
Trespassed the hues of blues
And exchanged the slogans
That carried a crucial phrase

“Black lives matter.”
The justice legitimized

Yet, the oppression competes with humanity!

No matter how justice shape-shifts.
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Maaj

We were created with freedom

But they create reasons to hate, to differentiate, to discriminate until
we’re irate

And I hate that I rate this as true

‘Cause you see, man

We were all the same when the egg united with the semen

But how can I live free when I'm forced to follow a system that
doesn’t have high regards for a Black man, easy to kill without rea-
son?

No doubt,

You only arrested them ‘cause we spoke out

If you don’t see the problem

Then you are part of the problem

‘Cause how can we break down what peace is

Into pieces

If the polices

Keep sinkin’ their knees in

Or keep pulling their pieces to any man that looks like he is from the
African region

Trust me, this will not weaken

Our beacon of light

We will bring true freedom with pride.
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A grown man cried, “Mama, I can’t breathe,

Please” before he died

Under the knee of a man who swore to protect the lives of humans
Despite their color on the outside

We are all the same inside

So don’t blame us for the pain that ignites

Despite the trauma, it’s you who denied looking at it

I promise we tried to be peaceful about it
But you didn’t listen
Because the evil in some y’all hearts has clouded

The light that was supposed to shine from the system

Now we have awoken

Now we are walking in motion
To let the blind see

That the system is broken

Like a tsunami you have disrupted this ocean

I mean think about it

If there are so many bad apples in the basket
There is something wrong with the tree

‘Cause Black men getting killed like we ain’t free
See, it’s like beads falling

How long has it been since Ahmaud?

Y’all can’t let us breathe

Back-to-back

And it’s always Black then Black

Then a fake, “My bad. I'm sad.”

More like, “Oh man. I'm glad.

One less scumbag, whack.”

Then, a couple of days later another Black man is tracked

Screaming for his life
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So many have died on the screen

But how many have died behind the scenes?

To restore the system
To smoothen the rhythm
Stop and listen

Then understand our vision

Understand the true definition of justice

That the compass of equality goes in all directions

An officer should never mix his emotions with his duty of informing
the law

You will get offended so as soon as emotion appears in the radar, back
off, call for a backup, and wait in the car

Any officer that violates his job should be dealt with in all seriousness
as they swore to uphold the law

A cop that kills with not just reason

Should be buried under the prison

If you got a problem with this

Then you are where the problem is

You are part of why The North Star is pissed
You are part of why racism still exists

But those open-minded souls, if you hear this
Let’s make a change

Because that is in range

As long as they are willing to fix the system
And listen to the wisdom behind the cries of millions of uneasy civil-
1ans who want justice

Because without justice there is no peace
And without peace

This country is in pieces.
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Maryama Sillah

Black Lives Matter

But you only truly understand if you’re Black

The fact we have to say we matter in the first place

Already exposed all the cracks

Just think about it

We needed freedom from slavery

Freedom from segregation, freedom

Freedom to live

Black Lives Matter

But yet we are just complaining

Black Lives Matter

But yet our pain is just a figment of our imagination

Says the one without the wounds

Crazy to say being Black will give you PTSD

I can’t even walk past one of our own getting arrested without think-
ing, will they make it home?

Or is this person trying to hurt me?

Or feeling like I have to dilute my Blackness

Just so they don’t judge me.

So, does that mean I am not allowed to be me?

Tip toeing in the shadow of discrimination

Imagine going to the store and being accused of stealing before you
even had a chance to look at your shopping list

Or walking home and getting bullets emptied into your back

What was the reason?

It was because he or she was Black

Unarmed Black man shot down instead of seeing him as the victim he

1s
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Notice how the media digs up his past

To justify he is not as innocent as we perceived him to be
Yet the dead man is not allowed to defend himself

But the white school shooter is just another troubled youth
Black Lives Matter

"Heavy is the head that wears the crown"

I haven’t even touched the surface

Do you know how painful it is to say it?

Black Lives Matter
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Ayesha A. K

I was certain about the fact,
What’s going on inside and out.
Mom prays loud,

Let it be a white child.

And I just prayed,

For a healthy and faithful baby.
My baby came out,

With less color but cute and magical.
People murmured,

Baby 1s Black, not like her.
Color of their hearts,

Were expressed through words.
Black means patience,

And suftering, too.

White cannot be bright,

As it 1s forever.

Mind should be painted,

With good thoughts and feelings.
So that we see each Black,
With a bright face.

Because in the end,

Black lives matter.
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Esma El-Merini

Allah created Adam and he was made of earth
Earth comes in many colors

It does not define your worth

Then why all the injustice

When we come from the same source?
This question is for the understanding
Not the ignorant, of course

George Floyd didn’t have to suffer
But it’s what this nation teaches
Discrimination starts in elementary

It’s what this nation preaches

We need to break the circle

Of oppression and discrimination

Not by looting and going crazy

But by elimination

Thoughts of superiority

Over other races

We are all equal

And that should be the basis

What happened to good manners

And thinking before reaction?

No difference between black and white, except by piety and good ac-

tion
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SHAMELESSNESS

Zeenath K Rauf

Beasts clad in uniform
With eyes open, yet blind
And ears seeming deaf,
Murdering an innocent
For no reason

But the color of his skin.

Isn't it an act of shamelessness!

Which human with senses
Would ever say,

"Get up, get in the car man"
Whilst strangling him to death,
With the cries well heard,

“I can't move"

And "I can't breathe."

Is this what the superpower means?
Domination of white o'er Black?
How on earth are they to serve as
Saviors

When they themselves are
Criminals

Qualifying to be sentenced to death!
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How come their nation's called

A superpower

When their brains remain

Stagnant?

What's to be proud of them being white
When their hearts are dark,

Entrapped with rust and soot!
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UNCERTAINTY

Zeenath K Rauf

How on earth are we to smell the Democratic aroma
Whilst there lie souls
Who do nothing

But water the weeds of racism?

How on earth are we to breathe in the
peaceful environment

Whilst there lie souls

Who want nothing

But to split the people?

How on earth are we to sense unity
Whilst there lie souls
Who aim for nothing

But to corner the minority?

How on earth are we to witness a better tomorrow
Whilst there lie souls
Who bear nothing

But enmity that's enough to crush peace?
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STATUES OF LIMITATIONS

Peacock Secrets P oetry

So what's the statute

of limitations on racists and their statues?

You've never seen a statue of Hitler, have you?

I guess his hatred matters 'cause he killed millions of whites & Jews?
But Tens of thousands of the abused & doomed

Had that Jesus skin and hair:

That bronze and wool.

Bet you never knew!

Nazis killed the handicapped, the poor, gentiles, and blacks too!
On the bloody Scales of justice, white genocide blood just weighs
more than ours do.

But back to the racist statues:

If hitler can't have one,

How could Columbus, Lee & Leverhulme?

Only one reason resonates as true::

Kkkers feel more affection for stone

Than human blood, bones,

Spines, and sinews.

So no more imploring just to be refused;
Snatch down those statues!

Use ropes knotted into a noose,

Whips, chains, jackboots!

Firehoses, batons, and hooves!

Bring branding irons!

Surround those statues!

Sling slurs and abuse!

Yes!

It's time for each and every racist statue
To taste the same treatment that black bodies do!
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MY DNA HURTS

Peacock Secrets P oetry

My eyes hurt from crying

My tears hurt from never drying

My tongue hurts from “I have a dream”-ing
My throat hurts from screaming

My lungs hurt from Covid-19-ing
And my pupils hurt from witnessing

My DNA hurts from history
My pelvis hurts from herstory
My head hurts from debating
My cells hurt from videotaping
My joints hurt from protesting
My heart hurts from trusting

And my peace hurts from excusing

My hope hurts from believing
My flowers hurt from bereaving
My coftins hurt from mourning
My elders hurt from recalling
My vigilance hurts from faltering
My prayers hurt from beseeching
My despair hurts from creeping
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And my justice hurts from awaiting

But my God-given melanin keeps on shining

So, my spirit keeps on fighting!
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EARNING A LIVING

Peacock Secrets P oetry
Police lips lying

Bleeding Black bodies lying, dying

For a living
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333

Kujegi Camara

W e were just trying to breathe

Trapped in stairwells

Black bodies overwhelmed by Black smoke
because this country

can underwhelm

The essential fact of capitalism

Is creative destruction

Our people’s health and safety destroyed
to fill up pockets of greedy landlords

We were just trying to keep warm

We were just trying to stay alive

An Irony

That to ask for heat

Instead of compliance

We get silence laced in fire

An overindulgence that drove us out

Handcuffed us into cardiac arrest

But somehow in this country, to want to stay alive
Means you have already died
Means you have already lost
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The system gutted us out of our homes

Now it needs to be gutted

They will say malfunctioning space heater
Not malpractice

A door left open

Not infrastructural negligence

Because our bodies are not

worth a functional investment

How many times do we have to die
to finally be able to breathe

Our Black bodies

Left West Africa’s sun dipped shores

To wade into America’s wind chipped borders
Dreams now ashes

They will say we inflicted our own deaths
Not that we were making space ourselves

Forced to carve everything from nothing

Building 333 steeped in violations--No
We were violated

Failure to comply--No

Heat was withheld because

Black bodies are not worth nurturing

To the martyrs

May you breathe in God’s everlasting abode

May it taste like sweet honey

May it remind of the warmth you were denied, Mercy

May the mercy he affords you
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Outweigh the pain you endured

May our promise that you did not die in vain

Allow you to finally take your rest
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THE BLACK LIVES MATTER POEM

Compiled by Aishah Alam

Featuring the works of

Maryama Sillah, Maaj, Tahira Rajwani,

Peacock Secrets Poetry, Aishah Alam, Sumaiya I,

Esma El-Merini, H. W, Saeema Majid, Shaista Hussain

(Swahili) Uhuru eeh uhuru

Oh, freedom, Oh, freedom

(Swahill) vhuru wangu mwenyewe
Oh, freedom over me

(Swahili) Na kabla sijatanywa mtumwa
And before I'd be a slave to you
(Swahili) Nizikwe ningali hai

I'd be buried in my grave

(Swahili) Niende Kwa Bwana Niwe Huru
And go home to my Lord and be free
(Swahili) Ooh Uhuru Ooh Uhuru
Oh, freedom

Oh, freedom

Silence does not exist

Silence
A noun
A thing
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Silence does not exist

It is not a thing

It 1s the absence

Of a thing.

I was once taught that silence is the absence of sound
Not

Of meaning

But 1s it not like us

To acknowledge the absence

To name the abyss

Like a wound

Like a freshly dug grave waiting to be filled

Is it not like us

To name the gap where something once existed
Instead of acknowledging the thing that once existed

Before all that remained of it was a black hole

Moment of silence while I'm washing my hands
My palms maroon and black

With blood of Black bodies hanging

From strange trees

Trees with names like Officer, Sheriff, and PD
A right to remain silent

What about a right to speak?

And if a Black boy is missing his mask

These NYPD thugs in blue begin their assault and battery
Yeah, I'm washing my hands

But can you believe that with Covid-19,

[ just can’t seem to wash my hands clean.

[ mean

I can’t even breathe

So, now I'm washing my hands

Still scouring my skin, 27 seconds in
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Trying to banish a virus that wouldn’t be banned
By my Muslim ban

That couldn’t be blocked by my African ban,
That scaled the walls of my southern border ban.

The face we have to say we matter
In the first place

Already exposed

All the cracks

Just think about it

We needed freedom from slavery,
Freedom from segregation

Freedom to live.

I promise, we tried to be peaceful about it
But you didn’t listen

Because of the evil in some of your hearts
Your hearts have clouded the light

That was supposed to shine from the system
Now we have awoken

Now we are walking in motion

To let the blind see

That the system is broken

Like a tsunami you have disrupted this ocean

This is the “This is how to stay alive” talk
To not have been laid bare on the sidewalk
Or the back of a police car

Or a holding cell

Or my coffin

And have my voice torn from the cavity of my chest

178



An Anthology of Poems by Muslims

Discrimination starts in elementary
It’s what this nation preaches

We need to break the circle

Of oppression

You should have no place of hatred when Mohammad (PBUH)
clearly stated

That a white has no superiority over a Black, nor does a Black have
over a white

And that all of mankind is equal in Allah’s sight

Because the creator doesn’t look at the colors of your skin

What Allah looks at is what is in your hearts here within.

Guiltless humans treading on the same darkness
Sleepwalking in the same park of insomniac, ruthless humans
Thinking they’re superiors,

Warriors.

Look at the multi colors of the rainbow, so stunning to see

So don't make those darker than you, your enemy

These colors speak in many cultures and histories,

Glory to God who colored the universe in mysteries.

The Nabi of Ar-Rahman,

The blessed soul who lived

Like the Quran,

Was first held by a lady,

Of Ethiopian land.

Known by her kunya Ummu Ayman,
Barakah was her real name.

The messenger,
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May peace be upon him,
Used to remind,
She was my mother after my mother

Every. Single. Time.

As we change the system

And make them listen

To the wisdom behind the cries

Of the million uneasy civilians

Who want justice

Because without justice there’s no peace

And without peace, this country is in pieces

And all that is left unspoken disintegrates into
Silence

A noun

A thing

Or rather, the absence of a person
Place

Or where all the voices go to scream
And is this not why

The silence is deafening.

If you’re quiet,

You can still hear them

In the constant ringing in your ears
Do you hear it?

Do you hear us?
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RESOURCES

If you have been affected by any of the causes discussed in this anthol-
ogy or would like to support justice for these causes, the following re-

sources can help.

Palestine:

AL Mezan Center for Human Rights
The Islamic Educational, Scientific and Cultural Organization
(ISESCQO)
Jerusalem Center for Women (JCWFONT)

Palestinian Family Planning and Protection Association (PFPPA)
Palestine Red Crescent Society (PRCS)

The Palestinian Non Governmental Organization Network (PNGO)
Rikaz Databank for the Palestianian Minority in Israel
European Commission Representation Office West Bank and Gaza
Strip

Environmental justice:

EcoMena: Echoing Sustainability in MENA

United States Environmental Protection Agency

Ten Environmental Documentaries to Stream This Summer
Our Planet

Giving Compass: Environment
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http://www.mezan.org/en/
http://www.isesco.org.ma/
http://www.isesco.org.ma/
http://www.j-c-w.org/
http://www.pfppa.org/
http://www.palestinercs.org/
http://www.pngo.net/
http://www.rikaz.org/
http://eeas.europa.eu/delegations/westbank/index_en.htm
http://eeas.europa.eu/delegations/westbank/index_en.htm
https://www.ecomena.org/environmental-justice-islam/
https://www.epa.gov/environmentaljustice/learn-about-environmental-justice
https://www.earthday.org/10-environmental-documentaries-to-stream-this-summer/
https://www.ourplanet.com/en/
https://givingcompass.org/topics/environment?gclid=Cj0KCQjwuMuRBhCJARIsAHXdnqO0oVsmDbKCVdQ3CQpSw_yuWYuM0d9cVgEdD9zyysKvhdYy49xnSHEaAqF_EALw_wcB

Poetic Justice

East Turkistan:

Justice for All: Save Uighur

Uyghur Human Rights Project
One Nation: Help the Uyghur
International Support for Uyghurs
Speak Up for the Uyghurs

Radsm:

CSUSM: Racial Trauma, Resiliency, and Ally Resources
Caring for Children: Bullying and Racism
Yageen Institute: Racism Talk Toolkit

Abdullah Hakim Quick Courses

182


https://www.justiceforall.org/save-uighur/
https://uhrp.org/
https://onenationuk.org/projects/help-the-uyghur
https://www.isupportuyghurs.org/
https://savetheuighurs.carrd.co/
https://www.csusm.edu/counseling/race.html
https://caring.childstory.nsw.gov.au/everyday-caring/culture-identity-and-life-story-work/bullying-and-racism/chapters/practical-ways-to-deal-with-racism
https://yaqeeninstitute.org/wp-content/uploads/2019/02/Racism-Talk-Toolkit-.pdf
https://abdullah-hakim-quick-courses.teachable.com/

AN APPRECIATION FOR OUR POETS,
EXPERTS AND EDITORS

Each contribution made in this anthology has been a testament against
injustice and without our poets, experts and editors, this piece of work
would not have been possible. From the bottom of our hearts, we, The
Strangers Poets Inc, are grateful for you. May Allah make this weigh
heavily on your scales of good deeds and may your words and actions

be part of a much-needed change in the world.

Thank you to our poets:

Shaista Hussain
Zahraa Fares
Ammar A Chaudhry
Munawwar Abdulla
Haala Marikar
Maryama Sillah
Gift of the Pen
Zeenath K Rauf
Aurora Writings
Husna Ruwais
Nidha Sha
Ruji Writes
A Textrovert’s Voice
Maryam Hamza
Nas The Poet
Aishah Alam
Asqarini Hasbi
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Kashmir Maryam
Azmena Ali
Esma El-Merini
Amjadh Arham
Sarah
Alina Khan
Mugqaddasa Wahid
Saleemah V. Nausrudeen
Zulaiha Jehangir
Maryam The Poet
Asna Khan
Anam Raheem
Sehrish Mehwin
Samiha Anzary
Ziqgra Zarook
Fatima Anwar
Seemab Zahra
Afiya Ghori
Lil Muslim Poet
Nathalie E. Amazan
Saeema Majid
Al Qalam Poetry
H. W
Tahira Rajwani
Aysherh Lawandy
Nameera Fatima
Aamila Sameem
Maaj
Ayesha A. K
Peacock Secrets Poetry

Kujegi Camara
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Thank you to our editors:

Sana Abuleil
Hend Hegazi
Aishah Alam

And thank you to our experts:

Dr Muna Saleh

Salman Zafar
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GLOSSARY OF ISLAMIC TERMS

Allah: The Arabic for God, literally meaning “The God,” which in its

Arabic form cannot be pluralized

Al-Furqan: A chapter in the Quran meaning “The Criterion”

Al Khaaliq: One of the 99 names of Allah meaning “The Creator”

Al Muntaqim: One of the 99 names of Allah meaning “The Avenger”
Al Quddus: One of the 99 names of Allah meaning “The Pure”

AS: Alayhisalaam meaning “Peace be upon him”

As Salam: One of the 99 names of Allah meaning “The Giver of Peace”
Amal: Hope

Azaan: The call to prayer for the Muslims

Deen: Religion

Dua: Prayer to Allah

Falastin: Palestine

Habinullah w ani mil wakil: a remembrance said by Muslims in times
of hardship and oppression meaning “Allah is sufficient for me and He

is the best disposer of all affairs”

Insha Allah: God willing

Iman: Faith

Kawthar’s fountain: This is the name of a river in paradise

Masjid Al Agsa: The third holiest mosque to Muslims in the world
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Muslim: A follower of Islam
Nikab: The veil that Muslim women wear which covers their face

Quran: The central religious text which Muslims follow as a guide for

life
Rabbul Alameen: The Lord of mankind
Sabr: patience

Sahabah: The companions of the final messenger Muhammed (peace

be upon him)

Salaam alatkum: The greeting which Muslims relay to each other

meaning “Peace be upon you”
Shams: The region of Palestine, Syria and Jordan
Sidi Baba: Grandfathers father

Sunnah: The way and practices of the final messenger Muhammed

(Peace be upon him)
Tatreez: Palestinian embroidery
Ummah: Nation

Yawm al Qiyama: The Day of Judgement
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ABOUT STRANGE INC.

At Strange Incorporated, their paramount mission is to empower the
voices of Muslim women. The organization's inception was fueled by
an unwavering passion to uplift and celebrate the creative diversity
within the Muslim community, particularly among its youth and their
poetic talents.

Their journey began with spoken word performances, but they soon
realized that their community required more. Muslim women's voices
were being silenced, distorted, and misrepresented in media and poli-
tics, prompting them to take action.

For too long, biased and oftensive narratives have drowned out the
voices of Muslim women, and their stories have been co-opted.
However, at Strangers Inc., silence is no longer an option.

Guided by the Quran and the Sunnah of Muhammad (peace be upon
him), they are a faith-based organization committed to truthfulness
and excellence in all their endeavors.

Through collaboration, they unite Muslim creatives worldwide, mo-
bilizing a movement for positive change through art. Their art heals
and helps Muslim women reclaim their identities, rooted in faith.
Their goal is to uplift the authentic voice of Muslim women by pub-
lishing more books, teaching, and recognizing talented writers. They
refuse to let the media speak for them or confine them with miscon-
ceptions about the hijab.

At Strange Inc., they fight to preserve their religious freedoms and tell
their stories as women of faith, integrity, community, and culture. They

take bold steps to ensure their voices resound loud and clear.

Learn more at
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