Aftab Cares

Autism Awareness

Dear Readers,

The National Autism Center (NAC) is a nonprofit organization that acts in service of those
diagnosed with Autistic Spectrum Disorders (ASD). The increasing rate of ASD diagnoses
requires more research and education. By promoting an evidence-based practice, NAC is
able to establish important guidelines for educational and interventional-based practices
through its National Standards Project. The National Standards project provides a
comprehensive analysis regarding treatment for children diagnosed with ASD. Through
this, the NAC is able to more efficiently set up a standardized means for identifying ASD
and executing a strategy towards solving that problem that can be used by parents,
educators, and caregivers alike.

We are extremely proud and humbled to
present the spring edition of our award
winning magazine – Aftab. In upholding the
culture of our magazine, we have once again
compiled a collection of powerful writing and
photographs that bring light into the lives of
American Muslims in our community. We strive
to celebrate the diversity and complexity of the
American Muslim experience.

Since the 1970s, the Autism Society has been celebrating April as National Autism
Awareness Month in order call attention to the growing need for research and treatment
of ASD. Aftab: Rays of Light has recognized Autism Awareness Month and the NAC’s
noble efforts to serve those diagnosed with ASD. We are currently fundraising to raise
support of the NAC’s efforts in combating ASD and improving the lives of those affected
by it. By doing so, we hope to advance the progress towards research and treatment of
Autism Spectrum Disorders.

In this edition, we present the seed of a new
American Muslim voice struggling to articulate
itself, and make itself heard in spite of all the
proprietary claims upon its limits. This American
Muslim voice is hungry for a literary culture,
which is neither exclusive nor simplistic. A
voice which has a genuine chance to evolve,
to create a dialogue, and improve itself on the
basis of hearing and being heard We hope that
through these efforts, you are able to find peace,
understanding, and remedy through the words of
these talented writers.
Embedded within our community, hidden
between the lines of social identity and self
awareness, is the overarching reality that,
our actions will have a direct consequence
on Muslim perception, and it is imperative
to understand what challenges arise when
shouldering such a responsibility. Aftab offers
one venue through which you, the reader, can
explore these creative outlets and formulate
educated opinions of your own.
So read on, then. Let us know what you think —
without you, the reader, this conversation has no
means or reason to exist, and could not continue.
								
								
Zain Memon & Fatima Kamran
Editors in Chief

Follow us on Twitter: @Aftab4ICNYU
Like us on Facebook: http://on.fb.me/XkghiP
Browse our Webiste: http://aftabicnyu.weebly.com/
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The Benefits of Joy & Pain
Gareth Bryant
Joy:

Pain:

Joy is exactly like a brand-new toy.

Sharp, and unyielding…this is such a most
agonizing feeling.

It makes you feel like a happy boy.
It reminds you that everything should be pleasant,
sweet.
It’s pure bliss, which completely knocks you off
your feet.
Joy allows you to bask in a most divine-gift, called
providence.
It causes us to become, immediately, immersed in
confidence.

It leaves your body as well as your soul yelling…
screaming.
It’s something which makes the spirit sour & the
stomach churn.
Even though injured, you are forced to appear
strong and stern.
Pain is never planned & always unexpected.
It often leaves you confused & misdirected.

The gift of joy comes directly from Allah showing
us that everything isn’t bad.

You have to brace your body and soul for suffering
from lacerations.

We don’t always have to experience negativity in
life, and be miserable or sad.

Spiritual as well as also physical hurt often cause
perilous conditions.

We learn from Joy that Life doesn’t have to be a
constant headache.

Recovery is, commonly, just as painful as the
wounds, necessary to heal.

We don’t have to live our lives thinking that we’ll
never get a break.

It can take a lot of time to recuperate; memories &
scars are very real.

It’s your key to enter the gates of serenity.

The thing about Pain is that it reminds us, that
every taste of Life ain’t sweet.

So, leave anxiety behind, and live happily.

It teaches us that we’re gonna fall; but, also how
we can get back on our feet.

Omar Khan
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She Kept Thinking
Jaffer Naqvi

“I remember this. The clear lake, the green trees, the scattered yellow dandelions. He
liked the dandelions,” she said.
“He liked roses. You know that,” he responded.
“The kids running about…sometimes I imagined us as parents, and sometimes
I imagined us growing old together, alone. I would’ve liked both.”
“Both involve you. That isn’t good.”
She felt a tear roll down her cheek. She didn’t bother to say anything back,
because she knew that deep down that he was right. She sat down by the lake and
watched boats go by.
“I wonder if he loved me,” she said.
“He didn’t. You were never special to him.”
“We loved each other so much…”
“No, you loved him, a little too much. He was sick of you and wanted to leave.
So he did.”
“But I don’t understand, I gave him everything someone could ask for…”
“This park isn’t anything special. You see lots of couples around here. Taking
you here just means your love was like any other. So much for ‘one in a million,’” he
said, ignoring her.
“It’s nice.”
“It’s manmade. There’s nothing natural about it. It’s so plain compared to the
beauty of true nature. He would have taken you there had he loved you,” he said. More
tears rolled down her cheek, but she didn’t make a sound. She kept thinking, but he
wouldn’t go away.
“Am I beautiful?”
“No, you weren’t good enough for him. He only settled for you.”
“Where did he go?”
“He’s somewhere else.”
“Why did he go?”
“Because you depressed him. You reminded him that he was nothing.”
She stood up and walked over to the grass to pick up some dandelions. She sat
back down and helplessly smiled at them.
“I like them too.”
“Because you’re nothing more than a weed.”
She kept thinking, but he wouldn’t go away.
“The sun is setting,” she noted to herself. “He was always so sunny himself. I
remember walking this park with him…I remember the blue sky…I remember glowing
clouds. I remember…” she said.
“Him,” he said. The blue sky and glowing clouds were going away.
She didn’t say anything.
“And the water.”
She didn’t talk.
“I remember the water,” he said. “Do you remember the beauty of the water?”
“I hate drinking water.”
“Yet you continue to drink it because you don’t care about him,” he said. “Do
you really think it was an accident? Or just a plan?”
She didn’t say anything.
“You know, he would have turned into something big. Both of you knew that,
especially him,” he said.
“He found love, and so did I.”
“He stopped loving you and then stopped loving himself.”
She couldn’t respond.
“It feels like you’re still here,” she said, talking to the air, ignoring the man
talking to her. The sun drowned in the lake. “You’re gone now,” she said, again to the
air. She stood up and walked up to the lake, staring. “I wish you were here, but I wish
8

you would leave. You make me think bad things of myself.”
“You only have yourself to blame for that.”
“You make me feel worthless…”
“Because you are!”
“But I’m not! He never wanted to leave me! He loved me! He loved me!”
“He was a man of ambition. He wanted more. More than you. You’re just an ugly weed. Nag, nag, nag!
That’s all you ever did. Did you really ever think he was good?”
“He was my life…” she said, sitting back down.
“Because you didn’t let him have his own!”
She kept thinking, but he wouldn’t go away. Another hour passed. She held tightly to the dandelions
and threw them into the lake.
“They’re floating,” she said.
“Aren’t you thirsty?”
“Floating in the water…”
“Drink some water. It’ll satisfy the dry throat you call life. Imagine it going down your throat, making
its way into your lungs by no accident.”
She sat back down and watched the dandelions float.
“They won’t sink,” she said, with a slight smile.
“They’re still ugly,” he said, with a slight crack in his voice.
“Those days with him were the best of my life.”
“But the worst of his.”
“I think he enjoyed himself.”
“You’d be arrogant to think so.
“I just…I don’t know what to think.”
She stood up and turned back. She slowly walked along a path leading out of the park. The man
followed her.
“I wonder when you will leave me be.”
“If you keep thinking, I will never go away.”
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hearing all of the good happening in the world,
but also hearing and intimately knowing all the
suffering and pain that occurs during every single
moment?
I can’t. And after Friday, I’m sure no one would
wish that they could.
The pain a parent feels for losing a child can’t be
felt by anyone who has never lost a child — and
even then, the pain and outcomes vary. The loss
of a child can tear some families apart and bring
others closer together. But one thing remains
consistent: only the One who is the All Hearing
and All Knowing truly knows the pain of each
parent and sibling and friend who lost someone on
Friday. Not only in Connecticut, but throughout the
entire world. The thirst of the children suffering in
Somalia or the sighs of those in Pakistan or the cries
of those being brought into the world for the first
time. He hears, while we are deaf. He knows, while
we remain ignorant. And He sees, while we turn
away.

And yet, we are human. We will forget. Maybe not the
images or the news, but the feelings and emotions
that first hit us when we heard the story. The lessons
learned. Sometimes even our purpose as we get so
consumed into the world. We may remember just
enough to get a sense of the pain and to remember
them in our prayers. And we may even remember
enough to recall the events to our own children.
And we pray to constantly remember the lessons we
learned. But with time, we forget the details until
we are left with haphazard pictures, soundbites, and
some type of emotion that we will try to put together
every once in a while to know how we felt and what
happened. And sometimes, it is better to just let go.
But today, let’s remember all of those who have gone
to their temporary abode that lies between this world
and our Destination. May they be granted peace from
as-salaam, granted forgiveness from al-‘affuu, and
granted ease and bounty from dhul jalaaly wal ikram.

One question arises out of tragedies is – why?
Maybe one day you’ll understand why
Everything you touch surely dies
(All lyrics from “Let Her Go,” Passenger)

Iram Ali

A Moment to Reflect,
re:Connecticut
Iram Ali

Well you only need the light when it’s burning low
Only miss the sun when it starts to snow
Only know you love her when you’ve let her go
The essence of being a human means that we forget.
And that’s not really a bad thing. I can’t imagine
always knowing at every single moment how I felt
when I hit a low or heard disturbing news for the first
time. But it also means we don’t always remember
how happy or excited we felt at certain moments.
Those positive moments that clash so perfectly
with the negative ones in our lives are usually just
as distant a few moments down the road. And so,
our memories are filled with haphazard pictures,
soundbites, and some type of emotion that we try to
put together every once in a while to know how we
truly felt.
Only know you’ve been high when you’re feeling low
Only hate the road when you’re missing home
As we were discussing the attributes of God, a teacher
of mine once said (paraphrased): Can you imagine
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For me, I can’t ask why. Why did this happen? I
don’t know. Why would God let something like this
happen? I don’t know. Why the person did what
they did? I don’t know. And I don’t think anyone
can answer that question. I constantly remind
myself of another thing that was mentioned by my
teacher in the same class, “If we knew the realities
of hell, we wouldn’t wish it upon anyone –– not
even the worst of perpetrators.” If there is one
thing I’ve learned throughout the various incidents
that have occurred, it’s to ask the right questions
and not jump to conclusions because I know we
will get answers on that one Day.
But I do ask – What?
What does this mean?
And I usually get the same response: We are needy
while He is free of all need. Our time here is finite
while He is Infinite, without beginning or end. And
it serves as a reminder of our purpose: to love Him
and serve Him to the best of our abilities before He
calls us back to Himself.
There is a sign in everything that happens. A
moment to reflect.
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The Beauty of Kindness
Mohamed Albana

Neeha Mujeeb

Love

Zeshan Ahmed
I want to become an astronaut to go to the stars to see you.
I want to die to come to the heavens to be next to you.
Even though I don’t know you, I hope we meet soon.
You’ll mean the world to me, the sun, stars and moon.
The pure sensation of blood rushing through my heart.
Reminiscing day by day, when our love is gonna start.
I really don’t know what love is, I hope you can show me.
Without you, my heart’s isolated on an island lost at sea.
I’m your prisoner, you have my heart locked in chains.
You hold the key and I will give you my love in exchange.
I’m trapped on a desert looking for hydration.
You’re pure as the water, my only salvation.
You keep me up at night thinking and thinking.
i’m not socrates but my heart keeps shrinking and shrinking.
the vibes i feel from your presence and entity.
The feeling i can’t describe, without you i have no identity.
These feelings I have will never diminish.
Like the love i have, eternal, it will never finish.
depriving me of love, I can no longer breath.
your my oxygen, an essential, something I need.
The passion I feel of lust is my greatest sin.
But I don’t wanna die alone with tears running down my skin.
I’ve taken a bullet, but I want you to shoot me with love.
I want us to be together like two turtle doves.
This pain and struggle will probably eat me alive.
But I would rather die loved, than lonely inside.
12

 e all know the saying “Make new friends, but
W
keep the old. One is silver and the other is gold,”
but we can never imagine leaving our friends. As
a high school student, in a graduating class of
sixty, I never imagined disconnecting from the
friends I considered my brothers and sisters. In
reality, most of us lose this bond rather quickly.
But this disconnect doesn’t traditionally happen
with the friends made in college. Most people will
stay connected with many of their college friends
for many years after graduating. Upon entering
Rutgers University in 2009 I was looking to make
new friends, and I was hoping to keep the old-or
at least some of them. After two years in college, I
realized that Rutgers was not a good fit for me.
In 2011 I transferred to NYU. This was both an
exciting and scary time for me. I knew I was
coming to a better university and I knew that
my opportunities had drastically increased. But,
at the same time, I realized I had “zero” friends
and I had to start all over. To top this all off, the
first day of classes was as if there was a tsunami,
and I didn’t have an umbrella. My sister told
me where the masjid was and I walked to the
big white church, and made my way into the
basement. I was soaking wet, I had no one to vent
to and I immediately regretted my decision to
transfer. What I didn’t know was that I had found
my way into one of the most influential Muslim
communities in the whole country.
It didn’t take long for ICNYU’s spiritual aura to
break through my shy and slightly introverted
personality. I started meeting some of the older
guys like Tariq and Professor Nader, and I was later
introduced to the plethora of Muslim geniuses
throughout campus. The force of the IC can be seen
by many other MSAs in the neighboring states,
and I was one of the lucky few to get an inside
view of what drives everyone here. Each and every
student at the IC is pious in his or her own way,
and they are each leaders, whether they want to
be or not. ICNYU is a machine. Not only does each
group, or mechanism, runs smoothly, but also the
interaction among individual mechanisms is near
flawless.

Nadia Tayeh
the community has shown such great kindness to
me, I hope to show kindness to others. I have been
blessed to be part of such a community: a community
that stress brotherhood and kindness, a community
that stresses sisterhood and respect. While graduation
will be a bit more bitter than sweet, I am honored to
have been part of this community.

The Prophet Muhammad (pbuh) said: “Be kind, for
whenever kindness becomes part of something,
it beautifies it. (Imam Bukhari)” The kindness
that I have seen through my very short two
years as a member of the Islamic Center has
undoubtedly created a beautiful environment. As
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Chad Hladki

A single-serving romance

A Villanelle

Batting eyelashes around ice blue
Eyes
Met mine, a lovely smile, wonderful proportion.
Our gazes got to know one another,
More said, unworded, than most women I’ve come to know.
To the terminal, I came early,
Anxious as to where you’d sit.
Maybe I’d be lucky:
Little did I know, your flight to Detroit departs in 6 minutes,
And your final flirtatious double take had me hooked like a fish
on a drunken, distracted surfcaster’s line
Doomed to wait until I’m reeled from
This wreck.
It pained me how that was your
Goodbye, and how we’d never actually said “Hello.”
But, my dear, I bid thee well, and
Trust that perhaps time will bring us together once again,
To continue our ocular inquiries of one another.
I live for yet another smile

It’s in darkness that you see what’s most bright,
Fog filled the fields as I drown in malaise.
And I patiently wait till dawn breaks night.
I wake in a cold sweat, but not in fright.
Slave to voices of ghosts over freeways,
and I repeat:
Tis in darkness that you see what’s most bright
The moon, preying through leaves, found me tonight,
Walking, in his woods, but this is no maze.
And I patiently wait till dawn breaks night.
Passerby’s shrubs talk of imminent plight
Cracking twigs and clicking limbs, Now, I am fazed.
Tis in darkness that you see what’s most bright
That drenched roof, an unsurpassable height.
Alone, I best him, in a sleepless craze
And I patiently wait till dawn breaks night.
Now the Sun’s locks slowly stain trees with light
Our eyes met. Hers, blinding: A perfect gaze.
And I repeat:
It’s in darkness that we see what’s most bright
As I patiently wait till dawn breaks night.

You can’t bleed forever
Your time is spent, Friend:
Hourglass far from top heavy.
Every now and again the tides rise,
And again, bring bits of glass into your gaze.
Only this time, you grab them in a haze of callow...
And squeeze,
Tight
Till traces of fluid come flowing from my fingers..
It hurts, yet I observe
Focus unbroken.
“Its time to let go
Cuz son,
No matter how much they fuck and laugh and cry
You can only bleed till your every vein runs dry.”
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Priya Chandra
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“Genius is one
percent inspiration,
ninety-nine percent
perspiration.”

Carbonation in my
coke

-Thomas Edison

Omar Khan

Bubbles rise and
effervesce
I don’t know where I went wrong.
Lamp posts dye orange cobblestone
lanes. Auburn reflects from tram
		
tracks and diffuses into the night.
the sky’s infinite, shattered by yellow stars.

Nadia Tayeh

I follow the road back to the river.
Bubbles continue to effervesce. I sip my Coke, a
single shoe submerged in Vltava.
I remember tears rolling off her face. A white shine
in the center of her black eyes. She wraps around
me her head against my chest my face against
her hair. lights spatter– refract atop the river.
Streetlamp-glow traces the contours of her cheek
bones till they meet the crest of her lips. I hold her
against the bridge beam, she pulls me in tighter. My
cigarette extinguishes on the brick.
And I engulf her.
Bubbles rise one at a time. The night sky revolves
in shades pink and gold. Streets brighten blue as
the crumbling concrete communes of lesser town
illuminate. And now she is another’s.
My Coke is flat. The bubbles are gone and will
surface no more. I continue to drink, hoping to grow
indifferent to its new taste.
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My Take
Muneeb Syed

One of the most important takeaways from my experience at NYU has been learning to be myself
and strengthen the qualities that I highly value. Looking back over the past few years, I strayed
too far from that very principle. At times, I simply wasn’t being me; I was being the person that I
perceived would be liked. I’ve had the blessing of meeting some of the most incredible individuals
at NYU. I’m grateful for them because I’ve learned a lot from their approach to life. The thing that
makes them so great isn’t their expertise in a particular field, but that they’re true to themselves.
They are passionate about the things they love and what they believe in. They live their lives trying
to be the best at what they like to do and I’ve learned not to adapt their interests but instead to fully
engage in what I love. That’s what brings the best out of everyone. Staying true to myself has been a
challenge. At times it requires going away from the norm, to challenge the status quo. It can really
create an uncomfortable setting. But that’s exactly what allows individuals to display the unique
qualities that they possess and take the world into a better place.
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Praha/Paris 7
By Omar Khan
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Callum Voge

Shaykh Google and Mufti Yahoo
Mahfuz Tamim

It used to be that knowledge would be conveyed
from heart
to heart
It used to be that the people would
seek and travel
spend and struggle
For a just a bit of sincere, authentic knowledge
Have we not heard the stories of our salaf, our predecessors?
How they would travel for days and miles, seeking a single hadith from a person, and were
they to find out that after this long journey, that the person they sought knowledge from
was upon
deviation, or upon sin, that they would not mind leaving them?
They sought the preservation of their faith.
How many of us have that same patience, that zeal?
They were cautious who they took their knowledge from.
They were cautious to speak only after sure knowledge.
And even then,
when they were the foremost in knowledge,
they would pause before answering.
Or keep silent.
And never were they shy to say the wisest of words:
“I don’t know”
Even when they would’ve been the first with the right to make ijtihaad on a matter.
And many have said that this statement, “I don’t know,” is half of knowledge.
So where are we
and where were our beloved scholars of the past?
Today, everyone goes to Shaykh Google for knowledge
Today, everyone goes to Mufti Yahoo for fatwa
Today, false knowledge is spread from the computer screen to the eye
Today, true knowledge is hidden in the hearts of the few obscure chests
Today, the students are few and the true scholars are fewer
Today, the famous names or the quick paths are the sought after ways to knowledge
Today, the tradition of knowledge passed heart to heart,
the tradition of striving to protect oneself from unauthentic sources of knowledge,
the tradition of patience upon the truth even when the people are against you,
these traditions of our rightly guided predecessors have been lost.
And we are defecting to the first links of web searches for our knowledge.
Would you be content to get a diagnosis for your sickness from Dr. Google M.D.?
Would you be content to hear the latest research on your sickness from Dr. Yahoo Ph.D?
No.
20

You’d go to a real doctor. You’d wait patiently to see that doctor. Even if it were for 10
minutes. Because you know your health is worth it. You’re worth it.
Well, then.
Your hereafter is worth more than your health.
Your heart and its guidance is worth more than your health.
Your deen upon the truth is what sustains you, makes you truly alive.
So will you trust all this to anyone but the real scholars?
Will you not be cautious about who you take your knowledge from?
Return back to the ways of your rightly guided predecessors
and be wary of the famous names, the well advertised authors, the quick web links, the words of the
common folk.
Be wary, and the reminder is for myself before anyone else.
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Minarets of Sand
Raza Shah

The sand was so white it was
surreal, like snow in summertime.
He trudged across it, sore feet
sinking into the grainy cool.
His objective was the foaming
sea that had been painted with
the hues of a setting sun. His
father stood and watched him,
arms akimbo. As he walked,
he wondered if he seemed out
of place—more than he did
usually—walking with his left
hand clenching his loafers, in
khakis and a polo.
He reached the water
and his father stood beside him,
smiling a bittersweet smile. The
saline air whipped across his
face and he entertained the brief
fantasy that this alien sea air
could heal him, could put right
all that was wrong with him. It
had been a year and a half since
he had come back from his tour.
Sometimes, he would touch his
scars and be jettisoned back to
the angry heat of the desert,
its dry, remorseless wind—the
latent fear that every soldier held
concealed in his heart.
What he remembered
most of all was the fear as he
groveled in the dust, his blood
painting the concrete and sand
ochre, the air thick with futile
commands and singing bullets.
He had gotten to his senses and
provided covering fire so that
the two who had been wounded
worse than him could be dragged
off behind a crumbling minaret.
They had called it courageous.
Maybe it was, but then he
wondered why no one had told
him that courage was just a form
of fear.
He had dreaded visiting
his parents, he hadn’t wanted
them to see him like this again.
22
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Amna Anwar

Somehow he felt that being
framed by IV drips and bandages
had made the wound look less
ghastly. Of all the places where
he could have gotten hit, he had
gotten hit in the one place that
would ruin his life. That was after
all, the only wound they saw.
They couldn’t see the kneecap
they had replaced with a metal
alloy, or the myriad little scars of
shrapnel that peppered his back.
What could a man do, looking
the way he looked now? A young
boy making sandcastles in the
light of the setting sun saw him
and startled, pointed at him.
Embarrassed, his mother tilted
her son’s head in the direction of
the tiny minarets of sand.
He walked to where his father
stood, the water gushing around
their feet in tune to the perpetual
rhythm of the sea. The father
looked at his son, concern in his
eyes. “You know, they can do great
things with technology these
days. Reconstruction surgery and
what not.”
He licked his lips, the way he
always did when looking for
something to say, “I have some
friends, they know—“
“I know Dad. I understand.”
Dad understood too, and they
both stood silently at the edge of
the water. The sun, like a perfect
circle cut out into the turbid sky,
dipped lower and lower. And
as he saw it touch the horizon,
something welled inside him. The
air licked his face, covering raw,
untouched wounds with invisible
gauze. He looked at the one man
who knew him and he felt proud.
He touched the Purple Heart in
his pocket and for the first time,
it meant something. The sun
sank lower, he hadn’t known

how fast the sun could set before.
He thought of the sun whirling
away as they watched it, like
kids staring out of the window
of a speeding car. The sun soon
disappeared, the sky still alive,
and father and son embraced
each other. Somewhere on the
beach a couple saw the beautiful
sight and kissed.
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is perfect. Something is always lurking beneath the
surface. We are too blinded by the glitter to notice
the stirring. The signs, they are always there. We just
choose to ignore them. And when the darkness comes,
ripping out from the center of the light, we are left
standing. Not sure how to process it. Not sure what
just happened. But it is simple; life happened reality
happened.
And in a blur, she is in his arms. His sleeves are
covered in blood. She is struggling to breathe. But she
is smiling. Why is she smiling? Can she not feel the
pain?

goes limp in his arms. That was goodbye.
She had warned him.
He knew this day was going to come. But he
couldn’t stay away. He had to have her. He had to
be with her till the very last moment, till the very
last breath. He had to give her reason to live and be
happy, protect her from the world. But he couldn’t
protect her from herself. No one could.

1

sherwani – traditional Pakistani men’s formal attire.

Why isn’t he shocked? There is a longing in his
expression. A longing to save her, but he feels so
helpless and he just sits there, sobbing, shedding tears
like a man never should. She is wiping his tears and he
just buries his face in her henna covered hand. He lifts
her almost lifeless body now and holds it against him.
He can feel the wound now. He knows. He knows it is
too late. He can’t save her now. When he couldn’t save
her then, what will he do now? He looks at the blood
on his hand from where he is hold her wound. There is
an aching so deep in his mourn, it echoes through the
hall.

Neeha Mujeeb

The Bride
Mahin Shamsi

She looks immaculate. Pure, overwhelmed with
happiness and shy. Her eyes are low, not daring
to look up, but there is a hint of a smile on her
deep red lips. So perfect, it could be a cliché; the
blushing bride being led to her groom by her
sisters. The crimson silk set the perfect contrast
with her porcelain skin. The gold embroidered
embellishments twinkling in the bright lights
make her sparkle.
Her groom waiting in anticipation looks no
less remarkable, stands with his father and his
brother. He is sure. He has never been so sure.
Or so it seems. There is sweat on his forehead.
He keeps patting it. That jaw, that forever was
sure, defiant and powerful, is it questioning? Or
is he just not sure how to take it all in. Or does he
know something that we don’t know. Does he see
something beyond this façade of flawlessness?
They stand together now - side by side, in perfect
harmony, yin and yang. The man and the woman,
the strong and the delicate, the two halves that
complete each other. Painfully perfect.
But that is the problem with perfection. Nothing
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A hall that is now in frenzy, people don’t know how
to react. Panic stricken faces and shrieking elders of
the family. Children are wailing just because they
don’t know what else to do, the tension in the room
is frightening. The mother of the bride is hysterical,
she is screaming through sobs at her husband. He is
holding himself together, he has to. He is holding on
to his own bride, as his daughter fades away in the
arms of her lover. The blood has drained from his
face, and he is almost as white as his sherwani1. His
heart refuses to feel. He has fallen into an abyss of
numbness. He watches her. He cannot save her. He
never could.
The sisters of the bride clutch each other. They know
what they are both feeling. The guilt is overwhelming
and all consuming. The chiffon sarees now feel like
a web they can’t get out of. The gentle curls loosen
into every direction, mascara staining their painted
faces. How could they have left her alone for even a
moment? In preparation for her big day, they left their
baby sister alone. Should they have known? Could they
have done more?
The bride and groom are in their own bubble. No one
dares penetrate. Oblivious to their surrounding he
clutches his life, his bride, his everything for one last
time. He cannot let go. She cannot leave him. He wants
to remember everything about her. He wants her face
to be engraved into his heart forever. She is beautiful,
even in death. Her grey, kohl rimmed eyes say more to
him than any words in this moment. And he knows
exactly what she wants to say from the moment she
parts her deep red lips. But she cannot muster the
strength to even whisper. But he knows. And she
smiles at him. Because she knows it too, and caresses
his cheek as a wordless apology, and then closes those
big grey eyes forever. Eyes that had seen so much
sorrow, but sparkled till they could no more. Her body
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not help but feel as if I was reuniting with
lifelong friends. Whether it was going out for
lunches or simply relaxing after Fried Chicken
Fridays, I felt as if I just belonged at New York
University. For that, I am eternally grateful.
To everyone at the IC, I just want to thank
you as each moment holds its own merit and
special meaning. I want to give Khutbah King
Khalid Latif a big shout-out for continuously
striving to make the IC such a great place. And
And this brings me to my second word: Gratefulness. of course, a big, big thank you to my amazing
Never in a million years did I ever imagine that my brief two family, beginning with the most admirable
year stay at New York University would allow me to make
person I know, my father, Aslam Chaudhry,
such a multitude of lifelong friendships. I was shocked to see my beautiful, angel of a mother, Qamar Aslam,
how welcoming the Islamic Center at New York University
and my main man and best friend, my brother
(IC) was. At my very first Welcome Back Dinner, I could
Haris Chaudhry. Thank you for keeping me
certainly no more sweeping problems under the rug. I had to
let nature takes it course and mature alongside the process.
Most importantly, I had to do it alone. And to be honest,
those hardships were the most priceless experiences of my
formative years as there is no better feeling than cracking
your own shell of immaturity. Being able to free yourself from
your own limitations is truly an unrivaled feeling. In fact,
had I not “grown-up”, I would never have uprooted my life to
attend New York University!

Maturity Through Experience, Gratefulness
Through Retrospection
Bilal Chaudhry

Alexander McCall Smith, the Emeritus Professor of Medical Law at the
University of Edinburgh, once stated that “Our heads may be small, but they
are as full of memories as the sky may sometimes be full of swarming bees,
thousands and thousands of memories which come back, unexpectedly, to
remind us of who we are”. The true beauty of these memories, in my opinion,
lies within their unforeseen nature, as they often return to the forefront of our
consciousness when we least expect them to.
For me, the moment Smith so eloquently described took place on a
seemingly random Wednesday night during one of my weekly Skype sessions
with my Mother. As I waited for her to log-on from Seoul, South Korea, I was
expecting one of the same, routine hour-long conversations that we usually
have. As if almost scripted, I envisioned her asking me how my day at school
was, what I had to eat, what I wore, why I wouldn’t stop drinking so much
Pepsi, how my elder brother Haris was, and of course, if I was still seething
at the Pakistan cricket team for losing yet another match. However, this
particular Skype call was anything but routine. When my Mother asked “Bilal,
can you believe you’re graduating in 90 Days? Isn’t it unbelievable how fast
time flies?”, I was, for the first time in a very long time, taken aback. I couldn’t
wrap my head around the idea that the journey on which I embarked on four
years ago was coming to an end.
After my Mother logged-off, I sat thinking about how I reached this
point in my life. From an innocent Freshman attending his first day of college
at Villanova University to a Senior at New York University, I realized that I was
now only a couple of months away from entering the chaotic and frenzied
world that is Wall Street. Whether it was reminiscing about the great times I
had with friends or the countless challenges I encountered, I always circled
back to two words: Maturity and Gratefulness. Although these two words may
not hold much meaning to many, they epitomize my undergraduate years.

You see, when I first started college at Villanova’s School of Business, I was
an innocuous and pampered individual who had not yet experienced life on
his own. I avoided change at all costs and preferred being in my own comfort
zone. I was so inclined towards my sense of familiarity that the only reason
I attended Villanova was because my brother was there. I was so blinded by
my quest to maintain the status quo that I didn’t even realize the fact that
I would be on my own once Haris graduated But, in retrospection, Haris’s
graduation was the best thing that ever happened to me as life suddenly
became extremely tough for me. I had to deal with everyday issues by my
lonesome self and had to confront them head on. Simply put, there would
be no more hiding behind Haris, no more complaining to my Mother, and
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on the right path, always motivating me to
go the extra two miles in all my endeavors,
and embracing life with a sense of hope and
optimism.
Above all, I owe every iota of my
success to Allah, the All-Merciful, the MostGracious. In no way can I even attempt to sum
up how indebted I am to Him – It is literally
impossible. The word Gratefulness does not
even begin to describe how thankful I am to
the Almighty for providing me with the life I
have. I simply hope that He continues to bless
us all as we strive to live our lives in His Path.
Ameen.

Serenity

By Manju Malkani
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The Lure of Books and Big Cities
Zuha Jamil

A sense of calm sweeps across me the minute I open the big glass door into what is
a quiet sanctuary in the midst of a bustling east village. The soft sound of classical
jazz music greets my eardrums. At once I am transformed from just another face
on Manhattan’s busy Broadway Street to a welcome guest in somebody’s home. An
elderly figure with bleached blond symmetrically cut hair is perched behind a large
wooden counter. Strands of chestnut brown hair sneak in from the surface of her
otherwise golden mane. Paperback books and hardcover books, fiction books and selfhelp books, thin books and thick books, all with distinctive covers, different authors
and unique stories are uniformly stacked across a creaky wooden wall, providing the
backdrop for this lady’s frame. “What’s her story?” I wonder to myself.

Margot has two daughters, one who stayed on in
Vermont and one who lives in Massachusetts. Both
of them have inherited her love of books and art.
She has often thought about moving away from
New York and even did for a while when she ran
a bookstore in Miami, but found that she longed
to come back. “I couldn’t stay away,” she tells me.
I brood over the likelihood of her being one of
New York’s most ancient existing bookworms, my
respect for her proliferating with every thought.

Margot, as I eventually find out her name is, has dedicated her entire life to the
nourishing of books. I want to know her exact age so I can draw appropriate
inferences; however, she refrains from disclosure. All I find out is that she is much
advanced in years, older even than the classic old-fashioned bookstore Shakespeare
and Co she works at in Manhattan. The store is big enough to have a great selection,
but small enough not to drown you in indecision. Her love affair with the written
word began when she was a young girl growing up in Vermont, where she went on to
study English and Art in college. From Hudson’s Green Mansions to Louisa Alcott’s Little
Women to Kenneth Grahame’s Wind in the Willows, she recounts some of her childhood
favorites.

Margot is a character out of a book that you can’t
limit to a particular genre. A conversation with her
is at once a blend of history, fiction, philosophy
and self-help. She enjoys chasing book thieves and
pondering over bygone times. She loves meeting
interesting people and sees the decrease in

readership as a troubling national trend. She loves the
idea of student discounts. She even thinks those who
plan careers in bookselling should have trust funds
to live on. But she is content with her profession even
though she doesn’t have one of her own. I walk away,
inspired by the reality that for one bohemian, eccentric
and warm bookseller, money isn’t everything. In a city
like New York, she is a breath of fresh air.

Being around books and helping people find out about books is Margot’s favorite
part about working here. “What is your favorite genre of books?” I ask her. “Fiction,”
she says without a moment’s hesitation, eyes lit with deep reverence for this breed
of literature. I take this revelation as an opportunity to probe her further. “And what
is your all-time favorite book of fiction?” I inquire. “I can’t answer that question,”
she rebukes, an expression of disbelief on her face. One can’t ask a mother to pick
favorites among her children, I remind myself.
On a really busy day, this particular branch of Shakespeare and Co. can get about 200
customers. One such customer walks in and proceeds to make a highly outlandish
demand. “I want the book with the face on it,” he says. I wait for the backlash that I
am certain will emerge from her. Instead, she straightens out her red plaid dress and
leans back to the stack of books behind her, pulling out a copy of Tupac Shakur: The Life
and Times of an American Icon. Wow, she really is an expert on books, I think in my head.
I find myself speculating whether she had ever considered a line of career that did
not involve bookselling. “I probably should have but I didn’t,” she says with a sudden
burst of laughter. “I think when you go into book-selling you kind of dedicate yourself
to a life of poverty. But I’m afraid this is my passion.”
“I’m always really amazed by the fact that they also buy books outside of their
coursework, that they are readers,” she says of the NYU students who form a great
majority of her customers. But aside from them, a lot of tourists and celebrities
continue to be her clients. Mick Jagger and Dave Rabe are examples of some celebrities
who used to be her regular customers when she moved to New York in 1981 and
started working at the Upper West Side branch of Shakespeare and Co. “Jagger always
used to come in really late at night and head straight to the heavy history books,” she
says. “He knew exactly what he wanted.”
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Colors & Shades
By Amna Anwar

Boxing
Rakin

Zohaib

Changing people
Changing the world
Not going to give up
Paper and pen in hand
Letting the words flow
Looking around
Looking Looking Looking
For that Benevolence
For that Passion within
Within everyone
Finding Finding Finding
Everyone has got it
Everyone.
Not going to give up on, even a single
person
Row Row Rowing
World pushes back
Newton’s Third Law
Equal and opposite reactions
World will be shook
corruption
Sometimes overwhelming
Sometimes overwhelmed
Innate human quality
Some just more vulnerable
Hope in humanity decreasing
Decreasing Decreasing Decreasing
corruption
cries, lamentation
Does corruption outweigh Benevolence?
deaths
starvation
homicides
genocides
hatred
loss of emotions
stone Hearts
Human rights violations
Give up?

Shaniah Saldhin
Must band together
Coexist Coexist Coexist
Time flies
One person
Two people
Fifty people
One thousand people
Hope?
corruption greater than Benevolence?
Benevolence greater than corruption?
Smile
Love Love Love
Fight, push the negativity to the boxing ring
K.O.
Fight Fight Fight
A punch here
A punch there
Fly
Never lose Hope.
We’ll make it through, we’ll cope.

Pen and paper in hand
Words flowing
Courage returns
Hope will never disappear
So long as that Benevolence
Still shines through
When Body gives up
Mind tells you, “No,”
Push forward with Heart
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Rebirth

Zeshan Ahmed

Manju Malkani

You Came Like a Wave
Anonymous

You came like a wave, crashing into my shores,
The water like arms, to sweep me off my feet,
Your heart, the sea, engulfing me in a salty sweet.
But I had already boarded a ship, the summer before,
He sought to carry me forever, but sailed me to your door.
I was his everything, and that I did not want to cheat,
But something in my soul, felt incomplete.
I abandoned that ship, for my feelings I could not ignore,
So my heart took the helm, and steered the way,
Into your sea that so fiercely pulled me in.
But the tides had receded, and the skies turned gray,
You had waited for me, but your patience wore thin.
I try to call you back to me, but those three words I cannot say
So I search through your sea, and hope I lie within.
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I was born in Queens, New York and grew up in a
small neighborhood called Rosedale. I lived there
for 14 years before the most traumatic event in
my life took place. So one day I was outside on
the street at 10pm. It was pitch black and the only
source of illumination was the dimly lit streetlight
that was flickering. I was out with around 6 of
my friends. We weren’t doing much, just having
a conversation. Another guy came walking from
down the block and as he approached us, he
started talking to my best friend. I wasn’t familiar
with the guy so I didn’t really say much. He then
pulled out a small 9mm pistol from his pocket. It
didn’t really bother me because I’ve seen several
guns in my life; they weren’t a big deal in my
community. However the ambiance quickly shifted
when he began pointing the gun at people as a
joke. Everyone told him to calm down but then
that person began pointing it at me. As the gun
was pointed toward me, it went off. The sound was
as if a cannon had gone off, and the bullet pierced
my arm in a matter of milliseconds. Blood started
rushing out of my arm as if a faucet of water was
turned on. The blood completely covered my white
t-shirt. I couldn’t really comprehend what had
just happened, all I could feel was a sharp burning
sensation ripping through my arm. I took off my
t-shirt and wrapped it around my arm to suppress
the bleeding. I walked into my house and showed
my parents what had just happened.
Two weeks later after all of the hospitalization and
surgery I went through, I began revaluating my life.
As a Muslim, I always wondered why God would
allow such a traumatic life event to happen to a 13
year old. Why God would want to test a 13 year old
was my primary question. In retrospect, I believe
getting shot was probably the most significant
event that made me who I am today. After I was
shot, my dad decided to move to Long Island. I
became a lot more mature after this event. Prior to
getting shot, I had no goals or aspirations. I knew
that God had given me a second chance because
as I was told in the hospital the doctor told me the
bullet had gone an inch to the right, my whole arm
would have been paralyzed. I had to use my hands
for the right reasons now, not for the wrong. I
became more dedicated and focused all my energy
and drive towards school and becoming someone
I couldn’t have prior to getting shot. Whether it’s
through a calamity, hardship or just everyday life
we as humans constantly change. This notion of
flux is very crucial because sometimes we need to
sit down and ponder why certain events occur and
what their ultimate meaning in life is.

Amna Anwar
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Chronicles of Mecca
Zain Memon

Every so often it becomes essential to revive your inner self, cleanse your soul, gain
some peace of mind, and take note of the more important things in life. During Spring
Break, I had the opportunity to travel to the holy cities of Mecca and Medinah, along
with friends and over a hundred other unique individuals. It wasn’t the first time I was
traveling there, but there was something unique about this trip that still inspires the
time travel of my memories. My eyes are still focused on this vivid image from Mecca.
Crowds of eager people from different backgrounds storm into the gold plated and
polished doors of the grandiose looking “castle”. These people, after entering through
King Abdul Aziz Gate, escape to smaller subsections and cramped corridors, walking
on rugged mats and chiseled tiles, while waiting patiently for their first sight of the
Kaaba. Upon first glance, the beauty of the Kaaba mesmerizes; the legends enthrall.
They manage to unearth an awkward deity, expressing their prayers and anticipations
to their lord, making it certain that there is no power but God’s that can fulfill their
needs. Fervor erupts as these people head towards the area where the tawafs are
performed – the rhythmic recitations, the loud religious chants, the uniformity in
appearance, and the ritual of circumambulating the Kaaba.

It might sound bizarre, but there is most certainly an unnamed passion that results from spending day after
day, hunched over the Holy Quran, staring at the Kaaba, and rummaging for curious verses that soothe the
mind.
My biggest hardship during this journey was not the physical tribulation that I faced; it was rather a test of
my faith. What did I gain on this trip and how would I spend time to reflect on those gains? As I took some
time to question my moral and religious compass, I have reaffirmed my faith, strengthened my Iman, and
allowed myself to revisit aspects of my life that I had previously overlooked. Sometimes in the hustle and
bustle of life, we forget what the more important things in life are, and as I recollect my thoughts on paper, I
realize that I must now look to my ultimate responsibility: to become a more attuned and responsible Muslim.
Even today, I still close my eyes and pretend as if I am praying under the shadows of the majestic Kaaba, at
peace, at home, under God’s blessings. Alhumdullilah.

In God’s eyes, there is no tall or short, black or white, no difference. Everyone is
dressed alike, praying alike, and performing the same rituals. The only aspect that
differs is the stories that these individuals have to share – their past, their present,
their wishes, and their needs. Each individual becomes logically and easily fascinated
by this strange overriding stream of cosmic energy – this captivating territory of the
divine.
The rituals continue. These individuals satisfy their thirst with Zam Zam water, a
miraculously-generated source of water from God. People walk to complete their sa’ee
(walking seven laps between Mount Safa and Marwa) in the footsteps of Hagar (the
second wife of Abraham and mother of Ismail), who ran back and forth between the
two hills looking for sustenance for herself and baby Ismail while completely trusting
in God. The Qur’an calls these two hills symbols of God, a representation of sacrifice
and prayer. Although, one’s feet are rusted, torn, and wounded by the end of the seven
laps, it’s interesting to note the passion and resilience of the Muslim heart, where
even in the midst of such pain and physical tribulation, individuals continue to pray
with even more depth. Their hearts have trembled, their sins washed away.
Returning to the hotel, I noticed the infamous Abraj Al Bait towering outside Masjid
al-Haram. I think Rohul Amin, a very close friend of mines words describe best –
“Whoever said NYC is the city that never sleeps has never been to Medina and Mecca.”
Mecca is certainly a city that never sleeps.
The night before our return to the states, under the moonlight, I sat with others on the
trip, now considered close friends and family, under Mount Arafah in Mecca. Huddled
under the sweet breeze and peaceful atmosphere, I had the opportunity to recite
Surah Al-Kahf along with Edadur Rahman and Noor Rostoum. It may have been the
speakers, or simply the location, but as the words exited my mouth, I felt a sort of ease
with life. I felt I had achieved a state of purification that I had never experienced on
any of my previous trips to Mecca. I had connected with God and was excited to bring
him home with me.
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Knowledge
Anum Ahmed

We sat there, just us three
I, myself, and me
Deciding when to part
Who’d be first to take the start
To leap into the abyss
Without ignorance and bliss
To bite into the fruit
Beginning the pursuit
Myself was much afraid
Her mind still much unmade
While me sat idly by
Watching with a sigh
So I, I took the leap
And the abyss, well it was deep
Curiosity at its feet
It got the best of me
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