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The Scene Prior to Islam

 
 
It was a desolate land: sandy, barren,
and unfriendly 
 
The home of the Arabs; wild ferocious
and manly 
 
They worshipped the idols; they loved
to fight 
 
Life to them was wine, women and
might 
 
 
 
The number of wives, the cattle they
owned, 
 
The number of slaves, one's house
adorned, 
 
Was a sign of rank in wealth and
might; 
 
It was a society, where
Might was Right. 
 
 
 
Two qualities they had, which were
good 
 
The guests they honored, with best
of food 
 
Poetry to them, was an art supremely
sublime 
 
They were literary geniuses of their
time. 
 
 
 
They killed female babes, they buried
them alive 
 
They married the widows, their father's
wives 
 
Vengeance was a passion, cruel the
strife 
 
These sons of desert, such was their
life. 
 
 
 
Morals they had none; wild was their
lust 
 
Women were cattle, treated like
dust 
 
Enjoyment of life was their sole
goal 
 
Woman, they believed, had no
soul. 
 
 
 
They had no belief in the life
Hereafter 
 
Life to them was all fun and
laughter 
 
Prophets had come and prophets had
gone 
 
Still, this land was of truth
shorn. 
 
 
 
Judaism was dead; Christianity was
in name 
 
Sickly and forlorn, the world
remained 
 
Vengeance, to them, was an article
of faith 
 
Blindly, they relished their creed
of hate. 
 
 
 
The priests were interpreters of
heavenly laws 
 
They commanded respect and were held
in awe 
 
Things that were unlawful, to them
were allowed 
 
A privileged class; they were haughty
and proud. 
 
 
 
In span of four thousand and odd
years 
 
Innumerable religions had been
reared 
 
With passage of time, they were
polluted 
 
Beyond recognition, each got
diluted. 
 
 
 
The true religions were only in
name 
 
It was virtually a devils reign 
 
Truth was at a discount; honesty
had fled 
 
Virtue was scoffed at; goodness was
dead. 
 
 
 
This land was thus chosen for God's
last message 
 
It was the crossroad of international
passage 
 
The last of message was thus
destined, 
 
To stay forever and cover all
mankind. 
 


Birth of Islam



Preachings & Initial Struggle



The Origin of Karbala's Tragedy



Yazid's Demand for Allegiance



The Journey to Mecca



The Betrayal

 
 
Pin drop horrifying silence prevailed
all round 
 
The mosque of Kufa stood on hallowed
ground 
 
Treachery it had witnessed time and
again 
 
It was the mosque where Ali had been
slain. 
 
 
 
The town crier was reading the Governor's
decree 
 
"To associate with Muslim will not
go free 
 
He is an emissary of Prophet's grandson,
Husayn 
 
Who has refused allegiance to Yazid,
with disdain." 
 
 
 
When the prayer was over, Muslim
looked back 
 
The mosque was empty, earlier it
was packed 
 
He glanced at his host, Hani Ibn
Urwah 
 
No words were needed, only a breath
choking, Ah! 
 
 
 
The packed mosque had just witnessed
jubilant scenes 
 
So great was the rush to swear allegiance
to Muslim 
 
They had madly jostled and vied with
each other 
 
In honoring Muslim, as Husayn's cousin
brother. 
 
 
 
They exchanged glances, the picture
was clear 
 
For their own lives they had absolutely
no fear 
 
To inform Master Husayn was the sole
prime need 
 
Whom could they trust? No, none,
indeed! 
 
 
 
Hani rushed out, choked to the
brim 
 
He had in his house, two sons of
Muslim 
 
He whisked them out by the back
door 
 
For safety's sake, there was no other
go. 
 
 
 
Muhammad and Ibrahim, two innocent
lads 
 
Were anxiously awaiting return of
their dad 
 
They were now on the road; alone,
all alone! 
 
The cruel treacherous world was now
their home. 
 
 
 
Soon was Hani's house completely
surrounded 
 
The hopes he had nourished were soon
grounded 
 
He fought the armed troops of upstart
Obeidullah 
 
The odds were too heavy; he prayed
to Allah! 
 
 
 
He was soon overpowered and
chained 
 
There was now no hope which
remained 
 
His only thought was to inform post
haste 
 
To Husayn, of the events and breach
of faith 
 
 
 
After Hani's departure, he reflected
a while 
 
A train of thoughts flowed, mile
after mile 
 
Hani was sincere, there was no iota
of doubt 
 
But if in danger, whom could he for
help shout. 
 
 
 
He thought of his sons, the two young
kids 
 
In the house of Hani, he hoped they
were hid 
 
He prayed to God to spare him for
a little while 
 
So that, to Husayn, he could send
the secret file. 
 
 
 
It was night, he had no place to
go 
 
Tired and forlorn, his walk was
slow 
 
Curfew was imposed, no soul stirred
out 
 
The search was on in all possible
hideouts. 
 
 
 
He sat for a while and leaned against
the door 
 
The door of a house with an old muddy
floor 
 
An old lady came out to see who it
was 
 
"My son! Why do you not return to
your house?" 
 
 
 
"Do you not have a wife nor
children? 
 
Go and rest, in peace, in your own
garden!" 
 
A lump came to his throat: yet, he
sadly smiled 
 
"I come from the house of the Prophet,"
he replied. 
 
 
 
The venerable old lady was in shocking
pain 
 
"My God! You are Muslim, the Emissary
of Husayn, 
 
How did I fail to recognize you,
O, My Lord! 
 
What reply will I give to my Most
Merciful God?" 
 
 
 
She hid him on the old wooden attic
floor 
 
Extinguished the lights and shut
the door; 
 
Her son soon returned from his usual
rounds 
 
He was in the army of the Yazidi
hounds. 
 
 
 
"Hani has been beheaded," he
declared, 
 
"The search is now on for Muslim
and his lads." 
 
The simple old lady was moved to
tears 
 
And confided to her son, her own
gnawing fears. 
 
 
 
The son was elated at the fortunate
news 
 
He pretended sorrow, as a deceitful
ruse, 
 
"I will soon be back with the two
young lads" 
 
And rushed to his Master, Obeidullah
Ibn Ziad. 
 
 
 
The sound of horses hoofs were
approaching near 
 
Muslim was in his prayers; he knew
no fear 
 
He immediately realized, he had been
betrayed 
 
His time was up; he would soon be
dead! 
 
 
 
The noble lady was aghast! How could
she explain? 
 
It was her son who had brought her
everlasting shame 
 
Muslim assured Taha that he was
absolutely sure, 
 
She was a lover of Husayn and his
grandsire! 
 
 
 
The lane was narrow, it had no
width 
 
Two horses abreast could hardly
breath 
 
It was an ideal ground for single
combat 
 
Like lion, Muslim ferociously
fought. 
 
 
 
To the enemy, it soon became abundantly
plain 
 
It was a futile and sure loosing
game 
 
From housetops, they hurled missiles
and stones 
 
Seriously wounded, M7uslim left his
vantage position. 
 
 
 
He desperately moved forward; they
all fell back 
 
So fierce was the charge, they all
fled in a pack 
 
To stop him, they thought of a clever
ruse 
 
They dug a trench and had it covered,
as subterfuge. 
 
 
 
He rushed on wielding his sword
dexterously 
 
He fell in the trench, as planned
treacherously; 
 
The retreating hounds soon swooped
down 
 
In no time, he was heavily chained
and bound. 
 
 
 
In the streets of Kufa, he was soon
paraded 
 
Those who had sworn him allegiance,
were delighted 
 
They were watching him with perfect
equanimity 
 
As if he was an utter stranger; what
rascality! 
 
 
 
"As per Arab custom, I shall fulfill
it 
 
Your last wish if you shall reveal
it." 
 
A glint of hope came to Muslim's
eyes 
 
Why not accept and make this final
try? 
 
 
 
Obeidullah, if you are true to your
word, 
 
Fulfill my last wish and inform my
lord 
 
To return to Medina, before it is
late 
 
As coming to Kufa, would be a sheer
waste. 
 
 
 
The crafty Obeidullah was absolutely
flabbergasted 
 
Spare the lives of my two sons, he
could have suggested 
 
He could not even imagine, how could
a person 
 
Think of his master, when doomed
were his sons. 
 
 
 
Muslim's last wish did not go in
vain 
 
Merciful God kindled the heart of
one of them 
 
He left Kufa post-haste to fulfill
his mission 
 
And informed Husayn of Muslim's
martyrdom. 
 
 
 
Husayn wept bitterly, as never
before 
 
Muslim's daughter realized her father
was no more 
 
One pair of earrings, he lovingly
gave to her 
 
And another to Sakina, his child
most dear. 
 
 
 
"Are you returning back?" the messenger
inquired 
 
"No! I am not," Husayn, very sadly
replied 
 
"As ordained, I am going to meet
my destiny, 
 
And so are my faithful friends, who
are with me." 
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The Loot

 
 
Eerie silence hung over the
battleground 
 
Broken occasionally by drum beating
sounds 
 
The carnage, the massacre, of saintly
souls 
 
Caused a shudder, in Islam's true
believers' fold. 
 
 
 
The massacre being over, they raided
they tents 
 
To loot and destroy, they were all
fiendishly bent 
 
Helpless ladies and children, they
mercilessly pashed 
 
Young innocent babes, to the ground
they dashed. 
 
 
 
Daughters of the Prophet, simple
lives had led 
 
Coarse and patched clothes, were
all they had 
 
Woven by Fatima, they were immensely
treasured 
 
In terms of money, none could be
measured. 
 
 
 
They were shamelessly looted of even
their veils 
 
The Yazidi hordes outclassed, themselves,
the devils 
 
Earrings were snatched of the child
of Husayn 
 
She was slapped mercilessly, for
crying in pain. 
 
 
 
In stupor, lay the only surviving
adult male 
 
Ali Zainal Abedeen was flogged as
in horror tales 
 
After the looting, the tents were
set on fire enmasse 
 
Hell was let loose, with a vengeance,
quick and fast. 
 
 
 
Zaynab was perplexed, she was
lost 
 
Perish in flames or face still
worst 
 
This hour of trial, whom to
consult 
 
Her nephew was unconscious, lying
in dust. 
 
 
 
"Ali Zainal Abedeen, I appeal to
you 
 
As our Imam, tell us what are we
to do?" 
 
He opened his eyes, burning with
fever 
 
With utmost effort, advise he
delivered. 
 
 
 
"To save our lives is a religious
duty 
 
Go in the open and seek
security." 
 
Ladies and children, they left the
tent 
 
Salvaging what they could, as they
went. 
 
 
 
The loot, the pandemonium, was soon
over 
 
Burning embers of fire only
hovered 
 
A partially burnt tent was all that
remained 
 
A solitary witness of torture and
blood stain. 
 
 
 
The Ahl Bait cuddled together
therein 
 
Shattered in mind and body, beyond
dream 
 
The time had come almost to a
standstill 
 
The night was in sorrow; one could
feel. 
 
 
 
The mourning widows of Husayn's
friends 
 
Their anguished hearts, who could
mend? 
 
Zaynab and Kulthum consulted each
other 
 
The orphaned children, they had to
mother. 
 
 
 
Zaynab counted the children; one
was missing 
 
To her dismay, it was Sakina, her
darling 
 
"Tell me Sakina, where are you my
child?" 
 
In wilderness, the echo was the only
reply. 
 
 
 
Frustrated, she ran towards the
battlefield 
 
"Sakina is lost, your darling
child 
 
Husayn, where shall I look for
her?" 
 
She imploringly sobbed, in utter
despair. 
 
 
 
The silvery moon, behind the clouds
was hid 
 
The clouds dispersed, the ground
was lit 
 
Lying with her head on Husayn's
chest 
 
Little Sakina was sleeping in her
usual nest. 
 
 
 
"Sakina, my child, I have come
here 
 
After searching the desert, my
dear 
 
Your father's beheaded body, how
could you find 
 
In this dark night, with your frightened
mind?" 
 
 
 
"An irresistible urge seized me,
though dampened 
 
To tell my father all that had
happened 
 
How they snatched my earrings, after
his death 
 
The slaps I received, the treatment
we met." 
 
 
 
"Running aimlessly in the desert
I cried 
 
Tell me dearest father, where do
you lie 
 
Sakina, my darling Sakina, come here,
come here! 
 
I heard him calling and found my
father dear." 
 
 
 
"I narrated to him, all I had
endured 
 
It lightened my heart: I was
re-assured 
 
An urge to sleep on his chest, for
the last time 
 
I placed my head in the nest of
mine." 
 
 
 
With Sakina, Zaynab hurried to the
camp 
 
Again it was dark; there was no
lamp 
 
All were anxiously waiting in the
ghostly night 
 
Praying silently to God, the Eternal
Light. 
 
 
 
She placed Sakina in her mother's
arms 
 
She had several other duties to
perform 
 
No, not to protect any worldly
treasure 
 
The children had suffered, beyond
measure. 
 
 
 
Advancing towards them, she saw a
group 
 
"There is nothing left, which you
can loot 
 
Pray, do not disturb the children
in sorrow 
 
If you want something, come in the
morrow!" 
 
 
 
"We do not want anything from
you 
 
We know, what you have said is
true 
 
We have brought some water and
food 
 
We know, you are in a sorrowful
mood." 
 
 
 
Zaynab was surprised; so polite was
the speaker 
 
It was the widow of Hur, the truth
seeker 
 
"Soldiers of Omar Saad have deputed
me 
 
To carry food and water for
thee." 
 
 
 
"Lest you perish, due to hunger and
thirst, 
 
Before Yazid, they want to take you
first 
 
That is why they have sent water
and food 
 
Not because they have suddenly turned
good." 
 
 
 
"O, sister, we are indebted to your
husband 
 
For his precious life, in defending
Husayn 
 
He was our guest, but at a time,
alas! 
 
We had not even water; no, not a
glass!" 
 
 
 
"My lady, I am grieved, you lost
not one 
 
But eighteen members to death, were
done." 
 
They offered condolences to each
other 
 
Zaynab was large hearted like her
mother. 
 
 
 
"At last there is water for you 
 
Wake up, Sakina, see it is true 
 
Wet your throat, sobbing will
stop." 
 
For days, she had not even a
drop. 
 
 
 
"Let Ali Asghar drink first, he is
the youngest 
 
My dear brother died of sheer maddening
thirst 
 
Now that water is available, give
him first 
 
Before I can taste it and quench
my thirst." 
 
 
 
Guarding her folks, with a half burnt
pole 
 
Alone, all alone, with no waking
soul 
 
Due to exhaustion, Zaynab fell in
a swoon 
 
O' Merciful God, it was, indeed,
a boon! 
 
 
 
One person came galloping in her
dream 
 
"O' Shaikh, please go back" she
screamed 
 
"I am daughter of Hazrat Ali and
Fatima 
 
We are guardians of the holy 'Kalima
'! 
 
 
 
The person lifted the veil from his
face 
 
It was her father Ali himself, by
Divine Grace 
 
She poured out her mutilated and
bleeding heart to him 
 
The outpourings caused convulsions,
ending the dream. 
 
 
 
Lying on the desert sand, clothes
wet with tears 
 
The dawn was breaking, time of prayer
was near 
 
Events of previous day, she recalled
with pain 
 
Ali Akbar had given Azan; prayers
led by Husayn. 
 
 
 
Finishing her prayer, she laid her
head 
 
Prostrate before God of the living
and dead 
 
To give her courage, to carry on
the mission 
 
Which, to the world, would be an
everlasting lesson. 
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A Rose Bud Fades Away



The Triumph of Truth

 
 
A day dawned, when there was a stir
in the prison 
 
The jailors were puzzled; what could
be the reason 
 
The Queen of Damascus, was visiting
the prison 
 
To even imagine such a thing, was
an act of treason! 
 
 
 
Zainal Abedeen was in prayers, a
guard entered the cell 
 
Fizza, the oldest amongst prisoners,
he turned to tell 
 
About the visit of Her Highness,
Queen Hind, and to ensure, 
 
That not a word of complaint was
uttered, by way of censure. 
 
 
 
With her ladies-in-waiting, Hind
entered the cell 
 
Gloomy, was the dungeon, unventilated
and dark, as hell 
 
With bowed heads, and faces covered
with long tresses, 
 
The ladies were sitting, with torn
and tattered dresses. 
 
 
 
An emaciated figure, with heavy
chains and manacles 
 
Was busy with prayer, though unable
to stand in shackles 
 
A lady, with her head, lay prostrate
on a small grave 
 
In a corner of prison, portraying
the sad and pitiable tale. 
 
 
 
Hind, was perplexed; she was
dumb-founded 
 
Approaching the grave, the lady
she sounded 
 
"My good lady, do let me know, who
are you 
 
For what crimes, you are behind
the bar?" 
 
 
 
"Which family you belong to? Whose
grave is this? 
 
Untold sufferings, your sorrowful
face reveals." 
 
The lady burst into sobs; her lips
were sealed 
 
Gently stroking her head, Hind herself
kneeled. 
 
 
 
Another lady sat in a corner, surrounded
by others 
 
She must be the one, who was, perhaps,
their elder 
 
This was the lady, who had roared
like a lion 
 
To hurl defiance at the court of
the tyrant. 
 
 
 
"What are the reasons for your
sufferings and plight" 
 
Hind inquired of Zaynab; her tone
was so polite 
 
"My husband is evading, annoyingly,
my repeated inquiries 
 
On grounds, that they relate to
governmental diaries." 
 
 
 
"Lady Fatima, I am seeing frequently
in my dreams 
 
In a most disconsolate state, she
is, so it seems; 
 
I am perplexed, I am unable to
understand 
 
What all this means. Explain to
me if you can" 
 
 
 
"In the laps of luxury, Hind, you
are comfortably living, 
 
Tortures, beyond human endurance,
my children are facing; 
 
You are, no doubt, utterly in the
dark of what has happened, 
 
To my near and dear ones, and my
beloved son, Husayn." 
 
 
 
"My Lady's coming and her constant
lamentations 
 
has it any connection with your
incarceration 
 
I really wonder, how can it at all
be true 
 
Prophet's family, to do anything
with you." 
 
 
 
The eyes of the two ladies met,
for a moment 
 
One depicting a soulful of agony
and torment, 
 
The other reflecting bewilderment
and inquiring 
 
Zaynab burst into sobs, trying to
control her feelings. 
 
 
 
She had not recognised her, so much
the better 
 
It saved her the humiliation, to
narrate the torture 
 
She partially covered her face,
with her long hair 
 
Hoping that Hind would soon go away
and leave her. 
 
 
 
Hind, suddenly remembered that,
she had seen 
 
In better times, the venerable lady
had been 
 
With a gasp, she cried, "Are my
eyes deceiving me? 
 
Is that Lady Zaynab, O' no! how
can it be?" 
 
 
 
"How can I, even entertain such
a thought? 
 
I feel, I am getting demented, O'
my Lord! 
 
For the sake of Lady Fatima, I,
beseechingly, implore you 
 
Are you related to Lady Zaynab?
Is it true?" 
 
 
 
"Hind, Zaynab died long ago on Karbala's
plain, 
 
with youths of her family, who were
slain; 
 
the shadow of Zaynab, is now before
you 
 
Those who can recognise her are,
indeed, few." 
 
 
 
Covering her face, her tears, she
tried to hide 
 
Falling prostrate at her feet, Hind
cried 
 
"Lady, forgive my utterly unpardonable
neglect" 
 
begging forgiveness, she expressed
profound regret. 
 
 
 
Zainal Abedeen had just completed
his prayers; 
 
Turning to him, "O' my Imam, your
forgiveness I crave, 
 
It was sheer thoughtlessness, for
not probing deep 
 
I do not know how I could eat, drink
or even sleep." 
 
 
 
"When my suspicion was aroused,
on that first day 
 
when someone demanded, the young
girl, Sakina as a slave; 
 
she must be the beloved daughter
of my Lord Husayn. 
 
Was she enslaved, by some brute,
with a wicked brain?" 
 
 
 
Zaynab stood up and going slowly
towards Hind 
 
"In vain, you are looking for my
beloved Sakina 
 
she is sleeping peacefully in that
yonder grave 
 
relieved of sufferings, she had
courageously braved." 
 
 
 
"May I ask, what was the cause of
her untimely death?" 
 
this fragrant rose bud withered
away, unsung, unwept 
 
she narrated the sufferings, she
had bravely endured 
 
how her earlobes kept bleeding,
how her body turned blue. 
 
 
 
Recounting her sufferings, Zaynab
and others were crying 
 
Only one lady, sitting near the
grave, was quietly lying 
 
Seeing her loosing consciousness,
Zaynab immediately rushed 
 
Putting her head on her lap, she
was very carressingly brushed. 
 
 
 
Hind, ordered cold water, from her
nearby palace 
 
She sprinkled it on Umm Rabab's
ash white face 
 
Opening her eyes with a dazed look,
she glanced 
 
She faintly uttered, as if she was
in a trance. 
 
 
 
Her grief stricken mind had created
a protective shield 
 
To resist the cruel impact, of what
fate had purposefully built 
 
To escape the grief laden atmosphere
around the grave 
 
Of her darling daughter, who had,
all sufferings braved. 
 
 
 
Zaynab felt, she must be awakened
from this stupor 
 
Or else she would loose her sorrowing
mind, for ever; 
 
She gently explained, that Sakina
had joined her father, 
 
At this, she returned, to the word
of reality with a shudder! 
 
 
 
Hind, excusing herself, to the palace
she hurried 
 
Moawiyah, her son, was the only
male issue of Yazid 
 
Only they had access to him, without
announcement 
 
They found Yazid, pacing up and
down, himself denouncing. 
 
 
 
Yazid was surprised to see Hind's
hair disheveled; 
 
Her eyes full of tears, charges
she defiantly leveled 
 
Both mother and son, spared no words
to make it plain, 
 
"Set free this very day, the family
of Imam Husayn." 
 
 
 
The cup of cruelty had got filled
to the brim 
 
Yazid was aware, the situation was
getting grim; 
 
Realization had dawned that time
was running out 
 
Nemesis might overtake him, unless
he had stopped the rot. 
 
 
 
He was having nightmares, with Prophet
upbraiding him 
 
Everyday, he was having most horrifying
and frightening dreams 
 
"O' Yazid, what had my Husayn done
to deserve your vengeance 
 
What made you bestow upon my family
such inhuman penance." 
 
 
 
"Is your hatred, for me and my family,
not yet satisfied 
 
Such tortures, you are inflicting,
as can not be narrated." 
 
He was brooding about ways, to resolve
the dilemma 
 
Which was his own creation, a self
created drama! 
 
 
 
Now his own son, his own flesh and
blood 
 
With Queen Hind, was flinging at
him mud 
 
The time was now ripe to act with
grace 
 
A little delay, and he would loose
the race. 
 
 
 
"A strange way for pleading for
mercy, you have 
 
Could you not find, a better way,
to remonstrate 
 
I accede, to your request, to set
the prisoners free 
 
I shall summon my court and announce
my decree." 
 
 
 
"Now, both of you may rest, in peace,
till they are free 
 
Let me have some respite, after
the shock you have given me." 
 
"Peace, did you say?" in surprise,
Hind burst out and cried 
 
"Can we ever have peace, after knowing
what has transpired." 
 
 
 
"For these unforgivable atrocities
and unpardonable sins 
 
Make best amends, to Lady Zaynab
and Zainal Abedeen 
 
Restore them to the place of honor,
which is their right." 
 
It is through them, that God sheds
His Merciful Light! 
 
 
 
Decked, in a jeweled dress of silk
and brocade 
 
Yazid sat on the throne; of solid
gold it was made 
 
With full display of regalia, of
Ommayad's courts 
 
It was late in the evening, all
had assembled in the Fort. 
 
 
 
With all solemnity, the ushers announced
in the Fort 
 
The grandson of Prophet Muhammad,
was entering the court 
 
His garments tattered, but with
dignity in his bearing 
 
Zainal Abedeen entered, with everyone
admiring his daring. 
 
 
 
There was a radiance on his countenance;
a "halo" on his face 
 
It inspired awe in their hearts;
they stood up out of grace 
 
Yazid got up from his throne, seei9ng
the spontaneous gesture 
 
Impelled by an uncontrollable force
of undiscriminating nature. 
 
 
 
With a slow halting gait, Zainal
Abedeen walked to the pulpit 
 
His aching lacerated legs, made
walking an ordeal, a bit 
 
The rustling of the curtain, indicated
the ladies had entered 
 
Seated behind the pulpit were the
ladies, with Zaynab centered. 
 
 
 
 
 
Yazid offered condolences; his words
sounded hollow 
 
Cursing his lieutenants; he tried
to paint a "halo" 
 
He pleaded innocence, as if he had
in it no hand 
 
He expressed profound regret, for
all that happened. 
 
 
 
He told the Imam, that they were
all know free 
 
He offered any amount, they wished
as blood money 
 
Seeing the Imam's face turning red
with rage 
 
He urged it in the name of religious
usage. 
 
 
 
Zaynab, who was listening from behind
the curtain, cried out 
 
"On the day of judgement, you shall
be answerable, no doubt 
 
You offer, what you possess, on
that day, to Prophet Muhammad 
 
It is not for us, to accept any
money, for the Martyr's blood!" 
 
 
 
Yazid was abashed by the daughter
of Ali's bold retort 
 
He had seen her courage, even as
a prisoner in his court 
 
He changed the subject and addressing
Zainal Abedeen 
 
He declared, "You are free to demand
from me anything." 
 
 
 
"At your disposal, is a house of
status and position befitting 
 
Highest honor and respect will be
extended to you beings." 
 
"All we want is the severed heads
of our near and dear ones 
 
Our looted property and clothes,
though tattered and torn." 
 
 
 
Yazid, expressed extreme surprise,
at the simple request 
 
They had not even ornaments, at
the time of their arrest 
 
He could not see anything of value,
in the things looted; 
 
The immense sentimental value, which
in them, was rooted. 
 
 
 
He ordered restored of all their
belongings, forthwith 
 
He endeavored their every desire,
every wish, to meet 
 
Medina, via Karbala, they wished,
to immediately return 
 
Canopied camels and best horses;
the purchase was done. 
 
 
 
The local citizens paid their respectful
condolences 
 
To serve them, they vied with one
another, for chances 
 
"Stay on in Damascus, for sometime",
they all jointly pleaded. 
 
For burial rites, their presence
in Karbala, was needed. 
 
 
 
The entire city turned out to bid
them adieu 
 
Hind, had remained all along with
Zaynab, now knew 
 
Time of parting was near; was
unimaginably sad, 
 
When you live and venerate someone,
more than your dad. 
 
 
 
She begged for forgiveness, for
the past neglect, from each one 
 
She was about to leave, when came
a call from someone 
 
Umm Rabab expressed, to Zaynab,
her departing wish 
 
To visit the grave of Sakina, to
bestow a farewell kiss! 
 
 
 
The disconsolate mother fell on
Sakina's tiny grave 
 
With a heart-rending shriek; vent
to her feelings she gave 
 
Turning to Hind, and other ladies
of the unhappy town, 
 
"Occasionally, offer Fateha," she
cried, and fell in a swoon. 
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