


(Flysos i s o lls "

VoY bl e e 5B



83973 s grd )
Gy gl ,.,\r\;;,‘;y:;;;

Gl b e i

... s\"\.&.:.w



(5% bk 2ty ol s L Jasly cdly et o Joodl)
. (\.‘»3’\:-)3(.’3:4».9”4\»_,:)1 %’_’ ccm

el all sl n s ol s bcd Uk il g b
L)e\f;‘sptsusga:ﬁy?%&u}.ﬂ)@ LI elaly 4 plad
Ol Fe)la

1S wa‘u'{dw \jdjj

. , 4 6 L L
el 3l iy dlomemn bl a2 55 ] 35 gdle sy

.\&mjﬂﬁr\\Mj...w\;wa&J&b}ajd}MQ



o 1 8 A 1l ) oty i
33;.{03&%19&;‘_‘*\35‘)_.@) \~ ‘5*")».)\@@953;{@
S A 3o Y S o bl o L L ajlesale

;»\uﬁa&ux;\ul

. .ml\m:ﬁ\\w;\&:,;iq{fﬂu\;@m

b (ol e pelsciadsy (S ) Do sl 52
s el g il i B 3 G S s
istog bl ioae 13w gl 3] JoY, ! 4,LSC

PN [ =KV e TR (IR

Lk iy 6 sl iy

RITN IESIECI "



. .&J)b A \23 ’ |
)p W;) \Qjac\jb\)\;iy\.ﬁ}\b{\: \.:N?‘
Jsu. \'p - ..-)..‘ | \
) ¢ M ‘e ot \ o
& ,u,;-,n,»mt_mrp N
oo syl LS

hlodl e 2
\.\A);B‘iés\“" - 9 | )C \‘.(‘A
i |)loie ey o))
o

i ‘.’)w/ wy A
S




?&:jsé\a).g@{:q@bpu W\

oAb ath g1 o0l Bt ol S e
...a)l\t\'édj)&ﬁjwé&j\ﬂaq{

5 uki;\s Bl €22 5 w52 il usa; s g N1
SN podi et

3 @?Js;u\yga:;\s<rza\s¢ﬁwéﬂ,~,uu’\&,,\:o\
IVsse eien i o] s

bl il g ol glis il el ) by



Sy \«)waﬁ{@_dw

13519 1 3 gt i 8

Db W ia ) ol o g1
1S 2

J Sl gk 56 s 3G Y il 3lalon o
!Jﬁ\s\i...ﬁm@\i

LA 3l Lol 2T

SN Gt LSS 3m Y512 By gl
eIl ... émuﬂu’% Wl dygrgall e llhe 5

e gls



NECINE

W As,uwe;;\,‘t\;s\éd...Mdhéu}mgﬂd
‘dﬁifjt@)m)f)\?z}ﬁd\# EUEI T PR
il ol e CalllplsE

ol 30 Gy Al U e b

B 4
R

; oy
1)
i

T
aHERS




ool g Uil gl 25
!ﬂm\a;ﬁy;m\;gj»fgug

f :J};p@s)u\du’\w}wﬁ@@u,\i}%{
A G 5 s Y g ol o 25 51l
.sg;\gteiy{w

BIRUROTE \@;ijesa;.:vésxww;ﬁ
do b bt iy pan B GEd 02 S s

Sl o il kB Gy ol i el



A Hies s,

b g e g A Ll Gl el

A ol ane 135 5 i g G 5
i{wgfﬁb Y om e OAE I 93 ey oy
osio Mozl 135 yd ol sy el UL i I e
!}3;,.5)93&) el &‘}5\”})’5

D s I w5 Y Lyt LS
...;)\;3}\

Aol T 5 1Tl e Ll S Y



~ ~g§-b’.')3-*")g§:’},j belde Ml

(3§ ) J b

Al Ao g i 13 1k S
ngﬁ;\wbgyyf@z@»@»’\y WRON S
IR SR VRPN IS JHEEW
0t n ey S 0y o ey L L
leyhey) oy b

Y} 46}@ L&lo;b<&¢;—\auﬂ)%§i}d)b6;:~jk§)ﬁ\



«uig\f\i'a{‘gba)&«g/}mﬂ\&%é‘gw ks
uw&kycw\\;\»g&,\@:?\j\ MJ«;{ :in;m(:
i o s lasl 5 Al 3 5SS Ik a3 5l
bl g o 3 30180 L o s 1383 g eVl A

érw‘wd“)“ﬂyﬁj \f\ (M\Wd‘;\m IS

bl 5\

R B 5 e kbl B 3y ) S 2

o)) L{Z\Mbﬁqjj\dﬁdp\&j&l\dﬂﬂk\.&)\j@\)\

Qb‘gj\&s;{&w’\dgﬂé&, 38, S Sl gle

LU UL Ty il e 31 551



ol s 2L

CSURWAREN <Jm;b3~w)‘*jv‘3dgd’.v cor g b

NP GILEP

SN el Yale Jaaedl Kdaeion 1 300 56

W J‘p’ﬁl“sm ol @\C:\é&\—, 3 g el
SE uji!\wb\;»wﬂc(é’%;@ Al L)
RN “w;ay@\ <l~£l\<¢3)\&£56)53]\
leoMage

0 frwn 55 \L{u.d—\u\&vf«y\b\ v <§Yy \:exswﬁ\
5B Lk ke

il pad oLl Vg g 5355 Lo V02



12

LSl Jal ) a5 bt DAl e Lol 23 3536
(PSS o

Ak ol




EARPRY P Ee R uﬁs&f\,,;arjj,';gm;m\

bl 3 I e e

$ el gl ol s sdio no (g0

i1 500405 o o Wy ey

S el Sigom S VRS ol

FOLD IPLNSY s AL JM}Q":S\

e~ gl 5 eg 2 G5 0 G i Y LS

(e de s b Jut ELy B3 5 el id



14

\. <.r,<,,7x;,,sg;\;;“:q§,<. Pl st ol s

P

a ks b




---9.53)’.')3—“\1‘&9&¢M\

...«.:3\;3\» JM\:B\-"@WE N ol
@;A@x;i@m@ w,\s;{\ﬁ'iu)s 4505 1
PRI

oY St ool o KsS  31
et ST5 il 305K 1Y) e

Al bl s 23] STy ol g 1yl Uy s s

T&K@;BA;@fYéM\&L\in\Z»f}MRXpD



sl 2 5 Ky 5o - e \,Js,(\wu,a
PR

ol MMCL\J\;{ \ii\;\'f\..;gw?a:w\gw
Jas 3 éb@\

U 3 il el y e 3931 prleliale @1 v
eyl

R e S5
s o b6y i e i S e L 5
sl



53579 )‘*’)gﬁzﬁj belde Al

b a2 50 38 g llinaas Sle L
Bt S gl e el o s 50
J@o\.‘:\e?}u)g«%}emﬁy‘) U‘v\“b\eédﬁdx;\‘&ﬂb
&ﬁ\&a}l&;\}#‘ﬁ«;b))“\ﬁﬁ&w&é IO N
Is;\’:x‘ﬂ ‘ﬁw;«i\diﬂl\@% \'Cg"j

NS DBEAE s D000 J5 My 52l Jailly

i 2o N e Lo 3 4SS A gy s s



18

gy 8 WM 5K S g3l g b

b ey e LYy e S




L YYTC S PE { WS- Jﬂ@s{u SR\ RIN P
i ol g5 lilad LY

P IS ORI VP (| S TN
5 Uk 5 L gl s o sl o i
@Bdb/j) m,;-«""d\«%dlj.u_{fpdwd{- : dﬂ‘ b
Om‘sjtof\;f\dywﬂ\ 0. gl olyal e
-“}Abd};‘dw)jiri

5yl oSS S stV ey il A 5



20

e
LU

. X “(A’ [ tg' [« ﬂ,s
e ’.;
. .(fﬁ |
Bl )&}, (.LSY
h'-)

d.)\t_w\:
f@.})\




Yy oo £l 131 S Tlo 21 Y0 o oy e
A e ot Yoy ol e

(e 9 Q) bl ,xﬂw,@\&;@
Aior oSt L s 18 U 0
ey o ac
g,;ﬁa,.éus\mw&’\wﬁﬁaaﬂ\&a}@wub{
a5 S 1S VG (Pl rn ALy
Yoo %}*LZP&?;\QQK‘L}lgaoﬂdjﬁg‘ﬁ\



RGNS NN

S s o S
3o SR8 15 A Rl iy x5l (e oY) Jat 3
szﬂvébp\ o .Q\,SJ\Q\} MVE&,}&EY?)MM\)

LS g ﬁé;v\; Iyt ) - bl



10

Oy aa g gl b s Virloas Lesson s Lhds
ol 5 e

oty Gomgslonll gl e Bl o o bl e

BV (ol o g el 2 3, 5 Wl 6 5

CByn 58 L 0o ol 2B 5 it il
j@a;.to@‘w@vgu@wwmywy{
)j‘\gau&gd?)u\&...u,as\kgy&)&ag\fﬁ
bkl S L S50 .«su@\,&;ﬁ\&;&ss&

(S onadl 38londl) )l ade Lo s



- < . g , -
adb ol oy s N9 ye 35 %3 ) W G

.a.f\mo.-d-.é

Sl gl Uy s 2,1 S o g 81 e

o\ 358 a4y \n s (i)

Tl (G (o I s 3 Mo a5, Jat ol 57
as) 5 L a5l Gyyed s Ml bl 3l o)1 L gy
(oSG L €Ll

‘qsp\@&\umymgwéﬁ?%w\i\f\s
/*Kgéﬁ\g;&él LA ‘*@3515’&9».3&}



<~g§9~:~“ E@J)dﬂ;‘“&

Doy hy Wl sl syl . W81, 2001 5
okl

5yl ¢ s LI e 1Ll g a1

PRI PR

ol 5\l dlch pL e olyilodich . el

« Y e

L sl gyl

sl Sty




11

RPSRERIR [N PpIwa!
ﬁwmj\w&@ mcx’@@\ﬁ;\;w&jﬁ;\
S Ul 98 ol 2, 210
&5}3}&;4@5&% AP \.;,\&\Ci, Q,uf

RTRYTeY

Wik ) s ol s Ab<bjx\&£¢}@éb§}

RCARIN



27

LS o A kgl sl qz.,gjt\xa;ﬂ\qg
(.xﬁ}»)...gpg\,_ix,.\ﬁm,éxr@ \Zu&\ég;:,,:,,\; 2 a5
ERe jau:o-. : .é%#\i@xlsj,@buwl,\e w.,\

fn g 3ol ) s g s s U
af S s oo 2 Aeosiigl ‘)’;“";\«.“;‘(’S ‘5}#)‘&’
‘-"'Msm%*’ @,;\J \{d)i}




12

%?:BOKM\;l“%&s‘:\e}‘CJ}AUMP‘H9K¢S\J\§P\G{K%
obl

Al e ng’}”&’.;‘db‘cgw\yﬁy
Ty Al 505 s bl el g
@\wad;jf}ﬁwcgbﬁ\,’r@;u}]wﬁb}w\%
| Siadl,



NPT I AR  FN RO,
qéf—&b},b (o Ol B padl >

sl B b sy gl g U llas | e L
pbenl Sl o e 5T lpsly o LY U 2510,
210k sl o 3 a3l S0y e o (g b
R 531 lloba o o e 531 Y 55 LS U s,
(Ih03 s B bt las oa Lol S I ol

LS b3 (gle - a9

.



13

o el ks ol

{31 35181 o o B e (331 e

OB oy ciallag oY
. \.»:.}O;—\'é))o-d\.«.:ﬂ \A)“axdu 3}\30,4:;\ 46.,\¢.w \J‘L@;iw

aomy 5SS Al e o8 Ll B2l glil ol

4 L Yo Lol Lo g2



B35 b g 1 L ey a2 glead) o
C.~ we J\.Mi)%}. “.- ‘\.\ . HgM‘-}’-é&;u . gﬁ (j\.}-‘\:’&

VAL gj" 9

sty el 23N 3 By e Ll o 1
‘M);’u"cj‘&"\ L’ﬁf}%;ﬁa\;& <a}_>a§e&\w\o\€.

ol e o Y10 8 s LB

STl b o el Bl g LSl
D5 Q) 18 303 a2\ 56 Nl oL e o S
Lo Wil 3] 5310 LB ol 3,580l
ceedegaadly

AWIRPIR YL grlan) ;\-'%bﬂ S e oAy )

e dlda eny



,ﬁ;)@mgg(ﬁ,\,?;&gg@\,m o g2 Yl
S E BTy g pns Y el ST

ISR SR PRIR TR IERON,

VN | P V- I A (P PR RV T VAR (RO




14

Sl A e S g b
ool el S ) 00 Gl vy
o #la gl o by bl Loy 553 i 1|

AvS.

S 0 e 4l 3 ol ol s S
Bt g oo YO S YU o il o

) il S s R Ll ) gl g )
<u§)r\§u¢\dxg\uﬂ;fy\&;{}

g

. .d%w\:



o8 Jles 055 Lo L U efely Wl 55 s
S oo eyl

EVAN PPN ol ol
ey ol g 2 Yt i

S om el 356 oy o 33 el i
VIl caz el Lo e Lz

Al BN E e iy h g ShY 5ol

NP e R IRYees

4‘)_;»} ‘Q?’)‘p’“} 4@}.& .. g_,e.wi)\s \:}

-y A o 2
SR AR



35

IR iy gl ) Y
cd&‘/ﬁjjd\q@y\dﬂ;&g,\rﬂ \:cjﬁj‘

el s,




36

AR
LS 2 o5 K ol
- oSyt

A R N

. : y 6/

15




16

LS °r-<'“dj)\ Lol 5
ot o N AT
GReIpldl s oy 2 S hS il

Mwﬂgj d\,a)g.}cu\MUF)}\:

z z

1Ko gl Ll al e gl |
\gw‘ﬁﬂ‘ 33 oy o158y Lo
}AVL\.}{A}EJW \}@L—»u—“u\ﬁ . &f;\u"%d\:\
ol

Jld P Aol 131 oo i 3 s 65055 UL



B0 gy iy lido Wb gy losYl
35 Vg pll o Yo By s oy g S50 a i

N yonnd]

EEC R I VIS s WS WP
el 3 S

I \_,'\A.\L;;@Mf{s&gé\,‘ws@s\i}:z G b
ol s 5;\?»‘;;\;; JoAl
sllsaladloy o pap 2 platd Vil by
. .&)&aéa{{



17

|l i ol W15l e LS ol

R .\:j":woﬂ,séﬁhbgsfr@’»uusg(
e

NS NES P S
oy e J sl o8 3R

Al

¥R \3\5« K\¢S%{<rﬁ> "\»md}ﬂ&uﬂ W}J\L\@M&[\
'iswy@\,;uz;a:

4 W S——t ' D )
o) ey ol SN E ey Lae S Y L Lia



Tans i ot S, @pzm\gg (o b i
B alB s éj@‘w&d\;\éuwgaw

a)JbASUEJ \.C \:ﬂab <u\)&\} “\;?-S]\

L3l I bl 883l ol W g5, il g LI

o gy Bl o 301 o ) V) bt g

Ao el oY Cg‘d}*ﬂ%&‘?ﬁ \—°->L3;>Jw L
G 2l ool L3

© T ot oo ) ot L1
1 as oy b S ) b 3 5] Lo S,
Selos



T

cbjj&cy\ﬂi‘\&’j ‘@J\g’/\sb}fjcM\onl‘ 5 4 38

Woateea

.OJ\S)QA.';\P)QJ

. °\’}";'\5‘_}’ c«uuﬁs 4@1}» \’”‘ﬁ:\

REVEARII




18

(s belds
i (oo 5K 3 Bt gy 3 310\ g s 03

B3l LS LK

‘.ﬁ«b),f\

v
w

%°ﬁj‘“}>&&‘wé‘&<w\u@&x&w

ot 8§ Ul i S sl
A:oé\)y&}?)hﬁ-ywu\wwjgu\;}‘&;ﬁ;}”;y
Lkl \fo\(l\@:;:



Lf,le@;,\A<~fﬂyﬂwyréy‘p&cwab

.mmaﬂ&pusﬁ”\@};ﬂdb

L el o 3 3y By 1 b 3 e Bl
S i silas s b o Al s bl a5 Bl
S0£551 el Bl ga0 535S Il o

Yy s o 6 55w Sl b s

Bl o g LA

RPIPTERES A PN
.”4,:,\.{

&

u”“"(" Ce <<S.5)‘>-‘,’,}CJS» W&’)&



a0l ol dorl e et oy Lt ST

e e is YL

Vb i e 3 i 1

44



19

Alyade il oo S gy Qo 5L pas ppnt Il 3

R F e LM)<~>\;? \;\)i")}’“‘
RPN P TS NN v IO W
M e Tlgnl 51yl ey i SN ET
q\é\'@rﬂ

3y B o ol G 6 S g bl U gL
/mhu;dﬁc\:"d\’wv'dﬂ‘&waw .,\Bjcui'j)

Sl dos



) w\m&,‘,uﬁmuuﬁgdw )wsxpum
AT il o 35 g Ul g b g o Aol
Tk ya \S\&X@ Yl b qf))&dw.

S gm0 A S (g U e U )
Aaall 3l Gl ool S0 o o Uy sndly 8
e g‘fg\}g\@@)ﬁé uﬁépﬁj}é—m by b

o e G

Radal 1 5



20

FUST o8 o b 35T oY et 0L 5
Lo a3 el Bos il oy g L

Sopm o e b Cnog Vaslany il L el
A IS M o B 6 o a
Ly gy i iy s L

<,k Q}axyi&gwccjaxmwj\g,mq{

oo s Les kg Ol 13 ) gzt 2o S ol omslacdl

T Vs peas



48

A5G Ly el Lo e DHRL03 g o o2
Olgp an W Wl ) iy s s Gon ab ands Y] K358

155 g0y Dhoma ol am 53]

et

S5 o ‘.
G Vo (0

b e Sl e 5Tk g b

e s +” e o
\.'&&3\.«5\(\,\3\&43\3\@@?.)3&\3\3\3..’:544,.@@@}}&\@&



49

4@)\.4)3\31\3}\4&“&{#\\,«@@é&{&wﬂ\oah&by\ﬂ);\ t
\.)u\}\:\:;,\ﬁ@u\&pﬁy\uﬂ.alg;\g'@r;)
ad) Uy et s 58 Loy ol Lim 87y il sy 03 Ul

sy



21

gl belde

&

V\ZL&&SSQ{K\.gl*{jb\é;\c.é"&}*é:;)‘“”w\dy\éi’“‘{d;
LS ,0)

08 NS F ol £l iy s L5
s U3 ¥ o g e 8,06 s
V.{u,wg).u\n

g <w\@dwj<:~,f<>dﬁ fmohllgaly

\&\l@@)ﬂwwuk{w)”d‘cﬂb‘f



#1s uau.&\w\o,\p \'2)’-(’\ <d>u.o;w.>-gﬂhog d)a\y
e o pme oy 355 Y3 0 3 Yl o il
Jol Oy Y and oo Lyy L S gty hens ) ol ‘)
ol L sl Al e il K21
Aol jgﬂ; ‘&gqu\}gi}x;{w’wwj\? s
o

S pdlade ol g e o B L ST gl

52 <&ﬁ?bfﬂi‘t‘ﬁoﬂ)<¢<-?&w@&uﬁ*ﬁm:}l
: M@Aﬂoy\u&cﬂ;{



@f\mé.;\o»} AT 3oLy Wb e Vi Bt
u))«wd\ \,Au’wu.\“u\«,\p‘ y\d&\v.{

.&)5.\

\. OJ..)\SI&&A.:.Q 40;-\&\4,0%\6_))\:? co)»\ua%&‘_‘){\.b
<«9<4(.u%\ ol S S

o

5

52



53

Csf‘“;\ e “\J.L«:LYC(\-WY\ \.l.bd&;i\;i'uq-j <SMS;NQ»
o el oY e L ity G 5L Y
16 J ) 6 e LS il 96 5 e
AR e 0 g 3l el sl
Sle 5 B 51108 e 56 eiomo oy o o2 Uy I
P e ey 5 o 3y o

il LS UL




22

L $357m3 s Snel bl DAL
q;&lisyy};,aﬂ U;”:id\‘j)u‘d’d"
e gl diE b ol bl b ST

| Sad il
spolam oy b s s 31550 2 Uyl 28
Gl s Do Do

s * L ) s ‘ 2
gaw\w.&pxmwij\wwi&y
LAy \4;}%;)\“;

s 7/ ) )
Lf\& "'>=.w'9 ‘;:;4&))1\%»ci>j)}<du\é\g\g&yy\,



. #@EW@\,@M\@;\WM\
(1) s o5
\éu\b@“gmgg&afjgié’éise\ad\/ugiél%y
s o s

Lo - - .j,@-:iégw{,agégws\;u);gzk&\{
S50, SO 51 0b L5 g L 51
} RO e
55 3\&:\@,@;@ AT Pl s
RERERPI

e Dy




23

LS s ok §1 e

I (R VU (T el

g,;f\@y NP apd) uégl},;\ ool \u{j\“,
Y

Lol U, s
'(}‘w%ﬁgﬁﬁz?b\%&et}&\

uﬂu,b-\» \"ii"“ua ‘/J"““\O\OJ‘”/"&’M;’MWZA’\

“
" R
3

7z



oLl eenl gl o oo LS aas Ly s e ool
uj}}t’“‘)zidb(/xﬁ\ﬁu&@{)\e \A{)&J\J;‘-&J’-’Uj

NP RE AN

JK\Q&?’Q;,\’@; . .wﬁ‘}i\}s\s@éfﬁ,\@y
v_ﬂ;;gm)?;?dﬁ;&aw’\s siu?ipbmg,wé;u
Y,

\;\J\AK}’\L;}&)G\ LS il ety S b
SISl 5 ?bé;“\aﬁwﬁjo’@wg Y
.q)&\&\h’ fup-y a»;oj\

f ;gu\%y@&&ém AT R %éfbbk‘ggjyp‘ \j)\ﬂllﬁ

s ) 385 amald ] ik o] 55 )



58




24

(Y I 3 bV pa 38 pnndl
s Ul g2 i 117 39V g ey i1 s

s D

52 bk o )l L yg Wllan o Yo s 201 Va1 )
LRl s Sl g e S
Pl i ol g1 bl e S ha a0
s ol 532 55 Y10 ety AL s
ERTNR S BIEVIL

IS N Z
Old s 0y GAOIAS L dl b (Yia

M\:Qa\:.:ﬁ 4@&) 42}@&12@&@9\%\)



s o0

£, Gl b b@g\bﬂ\u\b\,}\uw\&};&mo\}
r&a&u ;\/PE»Q)

Aliade M,Mb{%\“vmd\,u\wm
rﬁ\i\\dwu«uc\w)f\ﬁk-i))m\
ug{}jﬁuw@;,po;a&m%g;
Moz 305 31350 oy b o s g 5 iy
ol sl 93 B (@l ol S s
quéu,;v\@a;tw\u;m

el |l i yo3 ey o



25

ol L g Lole o

SN (R AT
FENEITE ST NC BN S
qg;"})}

i B ooy Shaal gl oot 2Ty
L Y 2 b Sy S oL o
\.é,\'sj\«gu:,@)\é;ﬁr&?t;}'{@;méw\:
wwgwk&&g\w&uwiﬁ&f{
.L}\was’\éf,p;‘ ”_QQK 9\,&,5;3(’.&&@? ab/e**”



62

RIS FWERSA S AP [RERPE SO
“sly }xg}fidﬁdﬂ

. .é.:.:&ckg.)\#w\:c\j

. Q\?-%o)uﬁjwp\cd%w\u\:\

Lol o Gl




26

o)l

e I8’ b s blleas D51 G e
(Bbad)

.QL,}N)?}”@ 2l g by

y.owmu\p \j)\_ﬂwuxgﬁﬂ (s byl
93t e S o it

OUEIRL 1555 0l bl apdodbly (g b syl il

M\L\wwb { cg_,da).ﬂr.)ou\ﬁ\:d\bjb\.h)v&)

s



ol o 'mé)\&)@m e

@ g

(e bl 8o Blud gy 3151e o3
<d\.)§\o._¢.4-3r:éb\>pj§\)&a>}
SUEI5h 5 tle o sdeond g I Y oL 56

[ (T

(o ey s
Sl gl s A I 3o iny
S o Lo 325 M el oo 5 o

L dagd . . sy



65

e ot o R 3l ¢ ip3 ks (g b S

i n\_&v\'gwye‘;\)ﬁc‘é‘“&’_

(AL e 2 s RSP e Sl

2

. * - 77 - }. : .
L e 9 el g b



‘&\uﬂﬁ‘ru\“)“ﬂ°5¢9ﬂ
r“)@:ﬂﬂvﬂﬁ\d\}\#i_ﬁ@ﬂgﬁc&%w \:(g_))xg_,q\j
'VM\:&

QE.S}

&B&bwwwwvbw\»&@\w

43v?") \.&)30\{\)&&*«{«3

sl o il

Y e G150



67

ool 8 5ttty

R M LY sl ) S el il

<L5M\;wa“\




27

C e obl o Sy i o g b

ot o il i

ol G o B K i
!?7)\,,;w&);.;@\ybm;uﬂwﬁbwwb
O’M}*‘f&’@<%bﬁ:\3ud}<§j§¥}. \.‘.(‘\j
Aol e s gl

BTG ol caneslosdll el 1Y 01 1 i b
SNl Slosbas
@P{W})ﬂﬁgsbu)ﬂgdy\ﬁy \. <0LA\WJ»

!SRKUA\&\SJ&P,QKMLC EXEPE R VY



69

e Yl J\@\?{:&u:\uﬂ\mﬂ\,w\ﬂ\é\ia\pu&}p
Loy (31, Appm \,}.\:p)fg{u;mp%j%u‘\ébgd,
é“ﬂ-:ﬁ‘@wg}lgf - oL Ypid ol a7 L)
Sk s 2 Sl gl iy e
Sy b gl

-2 s
-"-rz}\d.}s:ﬂ\)\;\




28

o) s Ll DL
wmu\mw‘wh@?ég@;wwuﬂ
o o 8o b5 15

i o o LN 7 i iy 3 g0 S
%ur\f&‘\;ﬁ’\é;ﬂw%u&#mﬁw\:
\i‘\f@ﬂéiwdﬂédyﬁk}{y{mamw
Sl ool Sl b e

(1 o e W s B LS LT  Y
§ W35 30 eSS 33l J 35 2



7z

- CXIHER S ujm?%} FENRERTRN
~OL‘§}\¢A ISy

céYy\:

S gl s o, D2l B gudly i slelin y KT
< ﬂ\ggmuz)@\@ujvgmgbpe LU
.m;\o,\a,\%é,.;wg\;f@
A6 s B gy b L2 pmmg o Ll Jan Y]
T

p e gl

N e ol s"—f’b/@‘ 37 J;r}e;\;r\'ﬁf)) Pl
OYodgpadl Shusalus Jo il Je

aalsadl g 5ladlalad Ml g2 3



53l oyl e, Lol |
WS g8

Vel 5o
52909 S

o
..\,e)}\a_)c.xw)}\gg«éy\:

72



<b)wd.)~9dl
.J:\Y)%KP\Y)

Lobany s s 5 o agtaob ol SLGI,



29

oo Cono Do e
‘Q\"WJ%J\JL,JM’JJ\

eyl elilsnsladizote il
g “"-Wby%k{cﬁ&g}é&mﬁ;sb’\
< Jelisls

RN RN
BT N R BTN
<ol Jind s C“



75

9\ Wosnsl g0 bl s
T@&Ju}wﬁug\

il s gl sl s,

LYW 08 Sy S b D3 313
cd_,B)\.A\AIjA

(29 all5335l] 20.a)



LS| F O oiobans (obloin 5

c\iy)ﬂ)w}uy\ MYL’)\b%&Y)

z

By ey



30

S TRy e ooy 8 g L]
G

gllae o aaly2llogninin il Sl pl
~L..;”.'}J

VS o o e NSO s 5
9W\Jz6&m<@péuﬁf@\&\)<‘diyu’
g el Sl

- AN B shes bpans



ésw}‘rebjube\hli@ Lo o0yl 201
0

o gosgh

LN s

23359 S Dma g o

G AW

“’;J’@‘ w&vjdxbﬁﬁﬁm_g&&

(Gl o (oo ol f 35
ww\\l\\ad)ﬂdﬁ)&éﬁb

K02 e oLl

. '(‘Qé’)""t)‘*ﬁ;f’(;gm



pdordoy o S S ST oo

s Qs A8 S

oy b s o 53,005

m.}jfyux.ouia-

u‘*’Jﬂ@-ﬂ ‘;\"”J{C)

(= éiﬂ&%\&%gﬁ\i"»&)é\egw \;w&;‘
e olgs

'033-’\"‘5‘9}&3;%“5\&)‘“



31

U5 S il oo oo L s g gl oy
S by e Ll el Bl o g gl bl 5
(ol e el >)‘3\>=s>.ic‘»;(-»k\a>,wg\3\\;g\):,:

.ﬁ\ja}\;\x,& 2

S bl ol o £ ool L S5 55

&%&bﬁwwwo} i3l e ladl s ais]
&Wy@\el&@wg\ﬁ@w\w@r@&‘&y



LNt b uwf\,j,\;,ﬁp}ms\sjr\,; LS
39\3,\;\: ﬂgggdg‘gﬁp?’gmayubﬁcs@\
. \:M\»wﬁ&\s)wyrm?

Do e S i o e LS
7ol o Ly 2 Rl B Uglas 1umy LY
.wﬂb;};ﬂgﬁ}@ e

S G S o gl S0
"l e i Uy LAY b



oy o e b5 05 Ul s ol 1in S o

" (Sl dlb B Stenry | 158) el X



"After all this futility, we imagine ourselves emerging
from these wars unscathed; yet the truth is far more
bitter:

The one whose soul is slain lives out his life in
flames".



Twmpossible. The very Lord they mocked
ns for mvoking, every time they
marched with such arrogance over our
open wWonunds.



vanity. They have grown so hollow that
they offer tea in withered plastic cups,
with tattered spoous, to those they
deem beneathh thewm.

we all know that their "wew" raiment
was never truly new. We have always
loved the scent of fresh begiwnings, yet
their mantle has grown heavy with the
stench of wmany bodies—a <secret shroud
for the vileness of their deeds, a casket
for the remains of their victims.

But listew, sir: when we looked away for
the sake of their comfort, it led us
nowhere but to further contempt,
That was our mistake from +he very
start. They have shattered every
feature of joy withiv us, reaching back
to the very last bone of our ancestors.

Vet, for the fracture that defies all
mewding, there is the Lord of the
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Our sorrows have become mirrors of ove
another—a tax we pay for our faith
and the purity of our intentions; for
dreams trampled under the feet of
those who chose to misiuterpret us.
They are the ones who dismantled our
sense of safety; those we sheltered
beveath the wings of affectiow, ouly for
them to cast us down from the
heights. We are, duite simply, the sum
of that fear and pain.

This suffering repeats itself, as
persistent as the sequence of their
names v our lives. Their long-standivg
deprivation, followed by +his sudden,
lavish abundance, has led thewm o view
all of humanity from the peak of their



So, T speak to Him for long hours —
betweew yearning and confession,
between tears entwined with regret
for ever having known thewm.

And T reproach wyself:

How was T ever heedless of His
closeness for their sake?

How did T sever wmy owv bownds becanse
of them?

while He watched over me with a gaze
beyond description —

wntil T returved +o Him,

And despite everything, He received me
with gracious acceptance.

Tell ¥hem, my Master, that T have
found +he One for whose love monntains
would crumble into dust —

without the slightest demand v
return...

For He is the Beloved of siucere hearts.



Tell ¥hewm, my Master, that without
them I am well...

well, v a way, they ovce begrudaed me,
whewn T clung o the hawdles of doors
they shut v my face, swallowing my
pleading and wmy humiliation —

ovly to be received by this Beloved
without the veed to knock.

Tell ¥hem, my Master, that T have
foumd one who sustains my longing and
my patience;

one who promises and never breaks his
word;

ove with whom I speak and who speaks
to e without ever turnivg his gaze
AW,

He does not withdraw from me wheu
weariness overtakes wmy whispers,

Nor does he silence the voice whose tone
he has always cherished.
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Tell thewm, my Master, that T have
found one who gewntly rests a havd —
withount favor or obligation — upon my
burdened shoulder;

one who listens to my sighs mivgled
with tears, witnesses to my injustice
and Wy pain,

Ove who surrounds me at every
mowment with hands of wmercy, even
when T was unaware.

Owe who vever tires of the complaints
they planted withiv my soul, and who
lightens the weight of the barren
years in which they caused me to lose
myself,



whose law is desire,
and whose interest stands above all
else.

WMy Lord, i every circumstance, knowing
thewm is hardship;

Vet ove discovers this truth only after
they have consumed one entirely —
existence, freedom... and even the name
Itself.




Or that you merely confused thewm with
those they almost seewmed to be.

So ou persuade yourself: could 1that
truly be possible?

WMy Waster, this is our condition...

this awiihilation they gifted us with
their roaring langhter —

langhter that filled their celebrations,

as they danced upon the scars of our
enduring wounds,

upon our devotion trampled beneath
their feet.

what did we offer them?
And what, n return, did they offer ns?

These are the thieves —
robbers of affection and gratitude,
masters of countless trades,
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The feeling of dissolution is profoundly
difficult...

To fade from faces and gathering
places,

to watch the features of happivess
vanish suddevly while yon still strugale
o remain,

to stumble endlessly in the hope of
reaching something that might relieve
the burden of longing and expectation...

And what hope remains?

The hope that perhaps you were
mistaken v recognizing them,
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as thouah executing a rebel cast
outside the righteons path.

Thus, they clothed wmy adornments in
mourning for a year that vever ends.

WMy Waster, T cawvot be like the
phoenix;

T am unable to gather the fragments
of my exhaunsted soul,

I place what remains of me in your
trust, my Lord —

without protector, without support,
without even that which sustains my
humaer —

awaiting a justice long lost,

with neither provision vor hope.

Aud beneath the sacred dowmes, T turn
my empty hands upward, praying that
wmy injustice be witnessed...

even witil the coming of Ramadan,



Slgn?
why did T wait for a fall from which T
have yet been able to rise?

Each time, T discover in them a new
form of betrayal.

Ts it couceivable that a person should
sleep and awaken seekivg divine reward,
yet rise v terror, his tongue burdeved
with complaint ouly to God?

My WMaster, they owe me a debt..,

They tore wy soul away, indifferent to
my roots — roots once grounded i the
very foundation of their own creed.

There were the long vights of darkness
upon a pillow heavy with regret and
abandonment;

the sorrow of sleepless eyes that
stripped wy lashes without merey;

and the killing they evacted deliberately,



devied ns.

Does the Keeper of the Covenant know
of this deed? Did he believe himself
righteons in what he had done? Yet
they all knew, my Lord... was there not
among them a sincere coumselor?

O vou who believe!l Stand out firmly for
justice, as witnesses +o Allah, evew
though i+ be agaivst yourselves.”

Wil justice be granted to we, or will i+
resewmble the wise man who abandoned
ns?

Twdeed, whew kings ewter a land, they
lay i+ to ruin...

They ravaged my kingdom and drove
safety into exile from within me.

WMy Lord,

At every moment, I reproach myself:
why did T not depart at the very first
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Peace be upon ou, O Secret of
Existence.

The Keeper of the Covevnant once bore
an ancient code entrusted +o him by his
sovereign — a charter extended
through traditions and laws — knowivg
he would one day be questioned for
every right that was lost and every
hungry soul left unattended.

what, thew, of one who speut more
than two decades of life wandering v
waiting, only for his rightful claim +to
vamish withiv the span of two fleeting
seconds?

My WMaster, this is a descendant of the
Keeper of the Covenant — +he one who



"Satan has afflicted me with paiv and
torment.”

When shall T find my cool spring?
when will those beantiful moments
return — the ones that have never
departed from wmy wmind or wy Spirit?

WMy Master... T am dying within,



from wouvds stretched across endless
years?

WMy WMaster, what of wmy state, from
which T find vo deliverance?

God knows the truth of what T endure,
and He has ewtrusted wme with patience
and waiting,.

But does the longing soul ever survive?
Can its day Truly be ordivary — moving
through routine as though i+ were a
poew rehearsed daily in the same
mchanging riaythim?

So it adorws its hours with courtesies
and practiced swiles, ouly for the day to
surrender to a vight from whose
sorrows there is o escape. Thew It
rises before God, lamentivg its anguish
— the torment boru of separation, the
sufferivg that has stormed the soul
without sin and without absolution:
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WMy WMaster... have you seen my condition,
and how sorrow has altered wmy
features?

T feign strength, while within me lies
only ruiv,

Ts it just that T wander throngh faces
like a fool, searchivg for what T have
lost amongy photographs, corridors,
books, and the social spaces from which
T have been barred time and again?

Do vou know, wmy Lord, what i+ means +o
lovigy In anger — to search desperately
for av escape that wmight release one
from a chokivg tear or rescue the heart



mercy.
My joys were crucified upon the
thresholds of their happiness.

They laughed often at my paiv.,

Their rooms resounded with
trivmphant langhhter over e,

walking proudly beveathh the arrogance
of their obstinacy,

casting wmy sighs toward the stars
without regard for wmy weary breath...

Are vou pleased with this, my Master?



heighht,
T was accused of deceit and sold for a
paltry price.

And despite all this — before God
Himself — you kvow, my WMaster, how T
opened my doors to them secking
recovciliation despite their
stubbornvess.

why?

Ouly becanse T feared for thewm, even
from a passing breath of dryness that
might cast them nto God's wrathh for
what they pursued in destroyivng and
wronging me.

T did not neglect my duty toward God,
my Master; rather, God's oifts
entrusted to them were what they
squandered.

His blessings were trampled withount



me upon the throve of brotherhood..,
ond T believed him.

Much more you know better than I,
while T remained heedless in a soul Hhat
feared for them until Aud the heart of
Moses' mother became empty [of all
else].”

They carried me upon couvterfeit
affection, only to cast wme from a great
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Then they came +o we, cloaked in
feigued remorse, while T comforted
them with tewder eyes and with a
heart that began i+s procession of paiv
from that very instant, whisperivg
within myself: Hhey will never abandon
me.

Yet they ravaged my soul from every
direction, wmy Master.,

They placed every stumbling stone
beveath my feet, as though they had
gathered the disappointiments of the
entire world and laid thewm before me
like dishes upon a table — and T tasted
them one after another.

This dish from ove...

another from the one who labors
tirelessly in vulgar wsult...

Aud yes, T know this dish well — i+
comes from the one who once crowned
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O Secret of Existence,

Vou know how T made a decision that
brought the world crashivg down upon
my head. T trusted thewm +to the point
of delirium —

to the extent that I surrendered wy
very soul without hesitation.

Strangely, my WMaster, in that very
mowment, offered me counsel steeped in
betraval, veiled v the language of
virtue, until I became convinced that T
stood upon the truth,

Mou are wy withess, wmy Lord — and God
Is witness — that with their own
hands they warved wme i+ was ruin, eveu
self-destruction.



My Master, what has become of me?
T feel its mark within wmy very soul —
even m what T wear. As though
everything were destived for that
beautiful calamity which later
slanghtered all wmy hopes, leaving me
tossed i violeut waves like a brokew
plavk, a stranger in the farthest
reaches of the oceaw.

Shall T speak to you of this pain that
crushes the soul like the fival breaths
of a wmartyr, who beholds nothing but a
crivason hue mingled with ash?

WMy Master... T am but shattered
remains.,

My WMaster... T suffocate with every
breath like ove drowning,

WMy Waster... T am unable to describe
my state.

T seek only salvatiow,



25

Peace be upon ou, my Master, O Prince
of Existewce.

This year of mine has been filled with
pan and Sorrow..,

And so T wondered: how may T cast i+
away? Where com T place i+7 How can T
forget it so that i+ wmay fade from
both my mind and my soul?

Ove day, a sincere advisor suagested
that T offer this suffering as a
sacrifice to o and +o our
gravdmother, my Lady Zaynab. et i+
weighed heavily upon me, my Master,
for whevever I remember vour
suffering, T find that my owv grief
becomes insigmificant.



He dared under the sight of God +o
claim His presence within his fragile
conscience, seeking to sanctify av empty
self, mfluencing those who stand upon
the brink of collapse, increasing the
number of his victims behind the veils
of his profound corruption, silently and
nseem,

Vet T trust he camot rewmain hiddew
behind titles of fear or false reverence;
DPhul-Figar shall reach him, and his
throve will be severed and cast into the
depths of Hell and the curse of destiny.

‘Peace be upon our arrival.



borw of a soul fallen to the lowest
depths of degradation.

Wy Lord... O Secret of Existence...

many have fallen — and wmore still
continue to fall — becanse of a deceitful
tongue that cast them into the albyss
without shame, only to evade
accomntability beneath the false claim
of conscience.

"Tudeed, those who [falsely] accuse
thaste, umaware, and believing women
are cursed i this world and the
Hereafter; and they will have a great
punishiment, ”

Thus, T do not find i+ unlikely that a
day will come whewn his ewtire body is
rendered powerless, and his lying tongue
self will bear witness against him —
m life and resurrection — before God,
the All-wise.
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Conscience is the presevce of God within
the huvman being.

The hiddewn voice and +he source of
moral awarevess that guides ove
toward right and wrowa,

whew this essewnce is corrupted, that
presevce Vanishes entirely, and what is
falsely attributed to it may v truth be
nothing but the fabrication of their
own devils — disguised behind virtue
adorved with hypocrisy.

wWhoever is grawted this divine hovor —
conscience itself — will neither expose
the secrets of others, nor speak v the
lananage of defamation, vor utter
words embellished with the slanders



a hand to rescue me back to wmyself, to
restore wme to life after the massacre
of Wy spirit, to wy covenaut, and to the
years T silenced for their sake.

T long to reclaim my life...

T kvow they will returv nothing to me,
but can they return even a third of wmy
vyears?
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WMy WMaster... I endlessly ask: for what
SN

what have I committed +o be
rewarded with such a trial?

Perhaps wy Lord will accept i+ from me
as an offering and redemption. T shall
never abandon the threshold of God,
even if every door in this world is closed
before my face.

With unwavering resolve, my Prince, T
struggle +to become myself anain — +o
search for the self T have lost. I veed




the exhaustion within me may fivally
find rest.

O Allah, send Your blessings upon
WMuhammad and +he family of
Mahammad, as You sent blessings upon
Abraham and 1the family of Abranam;,
and bless WMahammad and 1he family of
WMuhammad as You blessed Abraham
and the family of Abraham among all
worlds — indeed, You are Praisewor+hy,
Glorious.

Does wy terror of that burdewn ever
calm?

For a mowment... only for the wound to
surae again, deeper than before.

The bandage npov my soul has worv
thin; T have come to pity wmyself for
the sorrow and torment I carry, yet
there is no escape.
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Have you ever lived an entire lifetime in
waiting?

How wdive of wme... T ask the Master of
waiting himself.

Surely, vo matter how I attempt to
descrive i+, T will vever reach the
measure of what you endure; yet, wmy
Lord, T drink deeply from bitterness —
a waiting infused with the harshvess
of patience and betrayal, adorved with
solitude n the fading hope of remmion, a
hope that at times becomes impossible
beneath the weight of my barren
thounghts.

T turv my praver beads a thousand
times without awareness, hopiwg that



warmth of vour acceptauce, despite
their doubts, even in this.

Your comivg is not bound to certaiv
people alove; the entire universe awaits
you, and all existence stands in need of
YO,

‘Peace be upon our arrival,



turning my losses over and over,
confronting them from every side.

WMy Waster, does the longing soul ever
sleep?

When its spirit gasps like one vearing
death, grief ascends and settles heavily
upon the breathh — burdened with
sorrow lowg concealed, with blame, and
with shattered regret.

I only complain of my anguish and imy
grief 1o Allan."

wWho, +hen, will extend +to me a hand of
salvation, so that my soul may shine
once more — the soul T lost there,
beside the comfort of others?

Everything has turved grey; vothing
beats, nothing breathes..

except waiting for vou, my Lord — for
that alove is life itself. T trust in the
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‘Peace be upov you, my Prince and the
secret of my existence.

Is it truly possible for affection to
transform into aversion?

T was once their refuge — oy their own
testimony. Has my refuge now become
an abandoved house, wifit for living?

For vears, T concealed my sorrow so
they might dwell n paradise; T built for
them a heaven which they shattered,
stone by stone, upon my very being,

Everything is possible vow. T vo longer
dismiss the loneliness that awaits me
at the end of this road. T erred, my
Lord, by waiting more than +wo decades
beneath the sun of exile, and here T am,



soul,

had unleashed its claws upon the
entrails,

tearing out each orgow, one after
another, n silence —

as though it were not the perpetrator,
under the pretext that the body's
Immunity is too frail to resist,

Avd once it finishes its devouring,

T+ leaves red scars upon the face of its
Victim,

as though its imprint declares:

A wolf has ravaged +his place,

and [+s Vietim shall never depart from
their pain, for all eternity, without
deliverance.

Exactly like the trace of our “wise man.”
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Perhaps he was lost in confusion,

not knowing where the truth had gone,
So he clumg o his excuses.

But how can one commit injustice with
wisdom?

A wise wolf concealing a crimson demon.,

Not lovgy ago, T enconntered a disease
that bears this very name —
meurable.

A pain that rends the sinews,

as though a wolf, seduced by i+s owu



him.

Yet before long, every door was bolted
shut before him,

And i+ was forgotten that the door of
God is ever opew,

Wy lord... do you remember the words of
your gravdfather,

‘Al Zay al-"Abidin, peace be upon him.
God despises +he one who witnesses
inustice and remains silent,

who hears a dispute and +urns away,
and who is able to bring reconciliation
vet neglects 1o do so.

Kinship does ot Justify oppression,

Aud i our time, excnuses are many,
Whoever reconciles between two people,
God records for him the reward of a
martyr —

Yet he slipped away, evading any
further respownsibility.



Owce, a wise man was bronght a
complaint against his Virtuous brother.
He failed to grasp what he heard

ond hastened o offer an excuse

for a case that had just been opened in
the court of God.

T do not know — was it fear of the
froth,

or zeal for his brother, cloaked in the
mantle of virtue,

that he might deem him incapable of
\ing or betrayal,

seeing him as purer than the waters of
Zamzam,

Or vearer to the infallibility of a
Wessenger?

Perhaps he himself does not even know
the truth of his own being.

Aud lest the complainant +hink his
rights had beew lost,
A deceptive reassurance was cast upon



21

Peace be upon ou, O Privce of
Existence.

Who could believe that the virtuous
might be accused of treachery or
deceit?

Was it heedlessness, or deliberate
msistence?

T+ is not merely a guestion — what
truly astonishes

Is that all the marks of righteounsuess
dwell withiv him?

He shives like light wherever he walks,
Vet his essewce is kuown only through
close companionship.



T know that his fierce stubbornness
will bring vo benefit

to my exhausting attempts at reform,
despite the clarity of the truth.

Vet what am T to do?

The crossroads lead ouly to Paradise or
+o Hell,

Avd here T have arrived —
And vyou kvnow all this and wmore.
what is for God is for God,
And to Him we shall all return.
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Ves, my lord, T have burdened wyself for
his sake more than T should have.

And why?

For he persists in clinging +o his own
embellished illusions,

out of fear of people who have turned
him

wto a tool beneath the feet of
passersiy.



How can God arant a person jo,

ovly for him to seize upon his sorrows
against his own will, without canse?
Does happivess bear a tax?

that they fear it to such a degree
and veglect the blessings of God, they
have sduandered?

He fashions for himself a private creed
by which he justifies the sanctity of
what he declares lawful at will.
Perhaps his return +o himself will vot
be Virtuouns,

but rather contingent upon a
repentance he shall not at+aiv

until it is too late —

after the corrosion of his heart and the
hardeving of his arrogavce.

“Perhaps, [O Muhammad], vou would kill
yourself with grief that they will not
e believers”
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All those who commit vile deeds imagjive
that everyove else is just like them —
Exactly as the proverb says: “She
accused me of her own illness and
slipped away.”

They dwell at the furthest extrewme of
obsessive suspiciow.

Wy lord... he ouce lived v indescribable
happiness, mmatched by any other,
Then denied himself those precious
moments

becanse of such hollow donlots,

T could ot help but feel that he was
UMUSt —

bothh n his cruelty and in his condition.



T cling to both the near and the far,
Thouah T am of noble origin,

T pay the heavy costs of my life

to those who have set about killing wme
“Whether he will keep her and be
humiliated, or trample her into the
dust”,

for vo crime other thaw seekivg a life of
dignity.

O secret of existence and keeper of the
great mysteries..



Wy lord... do my words truly reach you?
They told wme they reach vou exactly as
they are, without embellishment,

And I rejoiced at that.

Vet most of my burdens require one who
would extend a helping hand to me —
Where are on?

Mour abbsence has made wme raise wy
volce n every moment of breakivg,

n the most painful of days through the
loss of you.

Did you hear me, my prince,

as T knelt in the presence of al-Abbas,
speaking to vou with the echo of my
sonl —

Nay, with the estravgement of wmy soul,
which finds vo solace except in vour
nearness’

where am T from wyself, my lord?
They have spread wy diguity upon the
gromd for a paltry price.
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Deep within me lies a profound feeling
that T am in veed of the Messenger of
God,

peace and blessings be upon him and his
family.

I awoke callwgy out +o i,
gothering what remained of me with
lowmimq SOrrow.

As for you... circumstances have
conspired in our abseuce,

oan absence whose end T do not kvow.
All the rivers have dried,

oand wy letters stand ready —

wWhere shall T place them?

wWho is the faithful one who will deliver
them?
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WMy lord, how do childrew come to grieve
SO7

Look at him, carrying a hidden pain for
the sake of a single sip of water!
Within his soul lies a delicacy beyownd
what any human heart conld imagine.

He is God’s trust, which T safeguarded
i wakefulness and in heedlessness alike;
Aud with God, vo trust is ever lost,




resonnded deep within mel

He would speak +o me with mmocent
spontaneity,

touching my cheek with his delicate
fingers;

and T would vever tire of kissivg his
palms,

or of breathing v their fragrance until
wy final breath.

He once said +o me with aching sorrow:
“How can T draw water while wy
father refuses?”

So, T replied,

“O dearest of my soul, do vot blame your
father,

for no heart v this world is wmore
tender toward vou thau his.”

But he answered, choking with grief,
“T+ will not help...” — and then he
walked away,



ingers a delicate blush of shywess.
His scent fills the space with musk.

He is not my only child — you know, my
lord, that I have five children,

and he is the sixth —

Vet he has remaived, wore than the
others, my solace and the companion of
my soul,

All the others have grown, except him.
He still wanders along that path in the
aoe e once was.

At times, T see him ruvming along the
path of Al-Husseiw,

and at others returning by the path of
Al-Abbas,

while T stand at a distawce,

welcoming his radiont eves filled with
Joy,

and his open arms, oping for that long
embrace.

How often has the echo of his whisper
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Peace be upon \ou, my privce,

I had promised wy little one that T
would devote my eighteenth letter
entirely +o him,

so that he might be present withiv my
words as he is present withiv my heart.

Do you know him?

His features resemble mine to sowme
extent,

Vet his eves hold a deeper sorrow,

And his hair is crowded with tiny curls,
winding like children’s toys.

Tv his gaze dwells a tendervess that
betrays a hiddewn tear,

Aud upon his soft, wheat-colored skiv



Save him, my lord —

not for his own sake,

But for the sake of honoring his
departed dead.
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To this very moment,

The pain of that old wman has
preoccupied me;

May e find rest in his barzakh,

And may his eyes be comforted through
his sown.



and that their words are but messages
which God casts wwto our hearts —

Yet we remain ignorant of their hidden
meanings.

wWhat truly unsettles we, however,

is when they appear to people who do
not even know them.

Ts it vot wore fitting that such
messages

reach their intended recipients directly?

why, thew, do they sow delight within
us at times,

ovly to awaken our dormant sorrows at
others?

Avnd how do these messages find their
path

to those for whom +hey were written
And will they believe thewm, if they
arrive?



How can ove be a disobedient son?
while he spreads his prayer mat at
every appointed praver?

This defies reason avd logic;
T+ is as though what T describe were
a form of madness.

Twdeed, wy lord, praver restrains and
disciplines —
So why did it not restrain him?

He wronght corruption within himself in
a moment of heedlessness,

His heart was sealed with harshness
toward both the living and +he dead,
content with whatever his desires had
adorved for him.

T+t is said, wmy lord, that the visions of
the dead

are mirrors reflecting their condition in
the world bevoud,
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T have come +o realize, my lord, that
the dead speak the +ruth.

That father spoke with the burning
angish of a heart scarcely free from
bitterness:

T wish to find rest in my grave.”

Meanwhile, his wife sat upon her chair
— T kvow vot what she awaited —
her gaze saturated with sorrow avd
bewilderment,

as thoungh they were resolved upon
another jourvey,

poised, n silewt anticipation, for its
departure.

Has filial ingratitude truly bronght
thewm fo such a state?



+hat we behave like the mad becanse
of +hem —
even withiv our dreams?

Wy lord, the wmurder of the soul is no
trivial matter;

It is like a hammer upon the ribs:

the fiercer the blow,

the sharper the agony at the heart’s
deepest strings.

Between tension and release,

It neither breaks away vor softens into
peace —

suspended between life and death,

like a highwayman lying in wait,



another by chance?
Or was it by design?

At times, we behold visions and dwell
within their details,

refusivg o returv to reality,
enchanted by the beanty of events and
+the wishes

we have long dreamed of fulfilling, even
by force of hope.

Vet, alas...

The beauty of the dream was draww
with utwmost cantion,

with characters we wished thewm +to
become,

and with stirring sceves that turv
sleep

nto a coma from which we do not wish
to awaken.

To what terrifying extent did their
crime reach,
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Killing is not merely blood that is shed;
It is also shattered souls scattered in
despair,

oand pure spirits trampled beneath the
feet of the vile —

without a war to cease, beneath
drifting sands,

buried i silent graves.

Wy prince, how could they dare +to
Violate the Spirit of God so7?

They veither hovored the right of a
Wessenger,

vor revered the veverable age of a
Prophet.

T am lost in bewilderment —
Did all people come to resemble one
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"“Is there not among ou

ove reasonable man?”

Wy lord, )
Wy state today is g
wretched beyond \f
measure,

worse than ever before.

Words gather heavily
withiv my chest,

Vet they refuse +o break
free.
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T await, my lord,

the moment of justice

and the promise of God,

For God vever fails His promise.




So, it 1s the one who creates happiness
i the darkest of times
abandoned on the harshest of patihs?

The truly great — the makers of joy
are those of noble essence:

they vever withdraw a helpivg hawd,
they soothe every weary shoulder,
and wake life grow

even in the most barren and salt-
stricken lands.

Vet, alas...

they are the oves forsaken,

the oves who grieve and weep,

the ones who suffer and are cast away
refugees to God,

stravaers amid the clamor of the
crowd,



T long deeply for the purity of my soul,
for wmy former self,

for the smile in my eyes that people
ovce loved.

It is as though I have been struck by
a thousand vears of premature agivo,
and more...

Wy lord,

How can the kindest of people,
the dearest to the heart,

be so cruelly humiliated,
withont the slightest fault?

With astonishing mastery,

They plavyed the role of beloved
companions,

while those hearts held nothing
but their names and their images.
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How can a wounded heart ever find
peace, my lord?

How can i+ breathe beveath +his
suffocating anauish,

like a wmassacre from which no one has
survived...

The pains of the soul — beyond
description,

bevyond the reach of language,

for which vo mind has ever found a cure.

How do people walk v such safety,
without having endured the patievce of
loss?

Ts the restoration of the self so hard
to attan?



With longing, my heart turned toward
my master, the Commander of the
Faithful, peace be upon him; for had he
been present, T would vot have endured
such anguish and humiliation. Yet such
Is the state of our time.



collapsed among those who had fallen,
while the wumber only continues +o
Grow...

He even attempted +o evade my rights
through cumvivg, offering me
alterunative possibilities wholly unrelated
to what T sought.

Thereupon, T resolved ot to squander
ony further effort upon him. T
returned +o my place and entrusted my
canse to God, for He is the Best of
mdges... Their Judge neither evjoins
what is right vor relinguishes what is
wrowa,




utmost caution, weaving into i+ a riddle
knoww only to God: if there were good v
I+, theu the resolution of this <terile
dilemma would e but a small effort,
and my weary soul would finally find
rest.

Yet he failed to grasp the riddle, my
wmaster, and fell into the snare of <elf-
delusion. He foraot God and wished me
to forget Him as well. T gathered all
my strewath and resolve, for as long as
T rewmain uuder God's shelter, I shall
never be lost thereafter.

T realized, wmy lord, that their voble
sheiklh had forgotten what he once
preserved. I tried +o remind him, but
he did wot remember. Thus, he shifted
from the words of justice he had been
preaching to me moments earlier to the
justice of his own whims aud the hollow
virtue of barren custom. And so, he too
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Peace be upon ou, O Privce of
Existence,

Not lovgy ago, T heard that in wy city,
there is a judge regarded as one of the
greatest w the land—one who
tolerates vo inustice and is a guardiow
of the Book of God.

T also heard, my lord, that whoever
seeks his refuge while wronged shall
surely obtain a spark of truth.

So one night, T resolved to bring before
him my burdened cause, for T had vearly
foumd in i+ a single thread by which +his
barren knot wight be untangled at his
hands.

I laid my matter before him with



of God, only to find them rebelling
agoinst my humility, delighting v my
destruction...

For what sin, my master, for what sin?

Avd T wait...



to me, so that T could end my anguish...
wWhat have T dove to myself, truly?

T com scarcely believe my
estrangement... How can T repair what
remains of wme, and support the
scattered remnants of my soul,
repeatedly shaken by their unexpected
pAaIN?

T, my master, truly erred when T
embraced them; T opeved to them
every door of affectiov, leaving o space
for my oww care, even as they draived
the last breath from the life T had
filled with thew.

WMy master, without warning, T found
wmyself trapped v a prison closed by
their excuses, and here T am—as you
see—unable to [ift myself beyond this
cruel circle,

And my bitterness is deepened by the
fact that T ovce considered them gif+s



12

I had never expected that tears could
wash away the lids of the eyes, and T
would vot have believed i+ had T not
already lost what T lost.

Is it possible, my master, that T could
make Wy tears bear witness anainst
My oppressor?

Can T ever sleep with peace in wy eyes,
eveu for a single night?

How could they close their eyes v
satety, while others remain bound +o
paiv and suffering?

The hours pass, and wy pillow is filled
with me and wmy worries—perhaps i+
has even grown weary of vy moaning
and lamentation,

Oh, that deliveravce wight be aranted
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what T have heard, and see what T
have seen—

oand at last, wmy weary heart wmay find
rest.




revealing the truth—he knew i+ was
the truth—yet he did not offer wme
evewn the smallest portion of
sanctuary... until T came before God
with wmy state.

How could he walk away with that
trinmphant smile, mocking what had
been takewn from me?

He even reinforced his treachery by
msulting me—an inadverteut admission
of Wy virtue, for I did wot repay nim v
kind. Aund he kmew his attempts were
futile; he sought ouly +o provoke me and
humiliate wme, my master, until T was
cast ont from those around me—and
from myself.

So T remained i this solitude, waitivg
for the wounds within me +o heal,
slowly, patiently... hoping T might
endure, or that T wmight ove day see a
light draw vear +o me, so he may hear
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Wy master, T sought safety—yet he
betravyed me.

Do you remember the ncident that
occurred after the conduest of Wecea,
when the Muslims wished to kill that
polytheist, and he sought their
protection so that he might hear the
word of God—so they gravted him
safety?

He was a polytheist, and still, he was
gravted refuge. Indeed, a verse was
revealed concervivg him: “And if any of
1he polythicists seeks your protection,
then grant him protection.”

My reduest was ot so barrew as to
deserve dismissal. T insisted on
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with vou is enduravce even if affliction
consumes me.

Vou are life itself—even if, in the eyes
of people, T am as oune already dead.




speech or contrived appearavce, for +he
greatest of sins s a lying tongue.

O my master, T search through the
nights for a touch of God's mercy o
calm my restlessuess, for a spark of
your light to quiet my weary soul—

to my remaining lifetime that feels like
a lost tally v the years of eternity.

Will my soul ever shine agaiv, my
master?

T see vo radiance for i+ except through
YO,

In you alove T find safety; n you alone
fear dissolves.

Mou are the support whev
circumstances collapse—so my advisor
told me—For vou are the trutihful one
who kvnows vo betrayal.

O wmy privce... with you is salvation even
if the world abandons me;



even if i would cost him +he exam
appoivted for him. Aud v that moment,
T remembered how the Beloved guided
us, sayiwg that salvation lies in
truthfulmess.

Truth is not a mere word; i+ is blood
flowing through the veins of the soul.
whoever loses it—Nhis heart dies before
his body.

WMy wmaster, do you know what befell
me’?

Despite all that, T did not survive... And
T know that every detail of those you
love—simall or great—is ever-present
before you.

Every thought that crosses my wmind, T
lay before ou before even laying i+
before wmyself, as though vou were the
eve of wy secret and the key to wy
chest.

T do not seek to reach you by adorned
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Peace be upov you, O secret of existence,
O lamp of the souls, O my wmaster
through whom paths are known awnd
doors are opened...

The Beloved, the Chosen One—may
God bless him and his family—+tangh+
ns that salvation has but a siwale face.
He is the vessel of those crossing the
seas of darkvess, and the bridge of the
saved on the day whew feet slip.

Ove day a captivating conversation
arose about stories of deliverance. Wy
teacher told wme of an incident he
witnessed: one of his students had
found himself in a pitiable state. He
could have escaped by any means other
than honesty.. yet he chose the truth,



sensation of the prick comes only after
the moment has passed. Tt seizes
them i the ecstasy of the begining...
ovly o make them dance upown the
rhythm of their own wonnds in the ewnd.



26

stravge, eerie voises. They did vot die...
they danced!

How stravge is the paiv, mingled with
fear...

My master, how wmawny spiders have
wovev their hidden webs, injectivg
venom like thisl Yet what wmakes i+
truly intriguing is that its sting is
trivial, vo more than a bee’'s—harmless
to life but painful +o endure. The



The tarantula, one of the wmost peculiar
spiders T have ever read abont, is
solitary and aggressive, vever living in
communities, and its bite is vo more
dongerouns thav that of a bee.

Despite its fearsome appearavce and
its large body, which can reach up +o
nine centimeters, with legs stretchivg
nearly eighteen centimeters... what
fascinated me most was the effect of
IS vevwowm on 1ts prey.

People once believed that a bite from
this spider cansed a disease called the
“dancing mavia,” and the victims—so i+
was thonght—wounld leap into the air
and rum from place +o place, producing
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The radiavce ovce brimming with joy
has vavished... indeed, T vo longer know
what Joy eveu means! And how can vou
not be aware of wmy state when \ou are
with me? Surely you know wme... T am an
orphan of jou, wy lord.




o

T+ is said that forgetfulness is a great
blessing, yet when one forgets his very
life, his swmile, and all +he beantiful
things he once mastered, that is surely
msettling.

Wy lord, T long for vy former soul; wmy
life has become filled with uvending
aches, even my pillow has arown weary
of my eyes that ceaselessly raiv sorrow.

O wy privce... once, the echo of my soul
reached out v many directions, and the
corvers of my heart resounded with the
voices of my beloved ones. Now I am
nothing but passing breaths, knowing
nothivg but grief and seclusion.
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And indeed, T found relief and decided +o
o wside. T discovered that my weary
self had left all its burdens behind, and
there was my mother, continuing her
recitation from the Book of God, deeply
at peace.

Wy lord... T do not know how mothers
think; yet I feel they are God’s wise
spirit, scothing our burdeved souls with
the gentle touch of reassurance




Peace be upovn you, Wy privce and the
secret of my existence...

Each day, T have hours set aside for
glorifyivg Giod, and in one of +hose
moments, T was W great distress. The
nstant my mother saw me, she insisted
that I pour ot my heart as T wished.
She even required of wme that T remain
i the courtyard, letting wy face and
soul drift toward the grave of the
Beloved of God, our Beloved, peace and
blessings be upon him and his pure
family. She refused to let wme enter until
T had wburdened wmy heavy heart +o
God and His Messenger, laving bare all
that <tirred withiv me.



20

O wy lord, he was not the only ove
lost—Ne draaged us into ruin with him!




this, yet T had not realized the aravity
of the matter: is i+ the outcome of a
wound so exhansting, so wibearable?
Tudeed, it is so, Wy lord... and all those
aromnd him fall beneath the weight of
his morbid suspicions.

At first, T thought him an ordinary
man, like everyone else. Only oo late did
T discover that T had been in davger.
what revealed him +o me was that
blend of ruthless cruelty and obstinate
persistence—whether i falselhood or v
truth,

He is devoid of any true feeling; a corpse
with an overpowering, tyrawnical spirit
that knows not what it does.

All he understands is how to cling +o
what remains of himself, even if that
be at the expeuse of his own father
and mother.,



Peace be upon you, O secret of my
existence...

T shall describe +o you, my lord, the
state of heedlessness and the begining
of bewilderment,

The truths that seem to us, for a
fleeting moment, to be truths, are
nothivg but fabricated illusions—
temporary thieves of our cherished
dreams,

T am left in wonder: ow can a persou
take on comntless shades of character
merely to satisfy himself, uuless he has
reached an advanced stage of vwmer
fragmentation?

For two decades, T have tried to grasp



wWhat wound can be exchanged for
another whew it is impossible for any of
them +o heal?

(T have written to ou, wmy master,
seeking refuae v vyou from +he burden
that has weighed so heavily upon me,
from the load that has brokew me. T
have grown weary of what has befallen
me, and wy heart is swollen with grief
from what has occurred.)

How can one surpass such torment?
How cam life continue with a heart so
wounded—while others deewm i+ trivial?




The darkness that suddeuly descends
Upon ns does not come so much from the
spiteful, but from the one who has
ascended the throve of the soul withiv
Us.

we do ot know which blow to grasp:
the treachery, or the falsehood of
feelings?

And yet they deewm the ove stripped of
spirit to be the oppressor, though they
are harsher than the murderers of
your aravdfather al-Hussaiv (peace be
upon nim). Tell me, my lord, by what
caunse shall we plead, and until when?
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+he concubine of the moment—the
accused, the expendable—soon to be
cast into the nearest wastebasket.

Vet above all, my lord, when T delved
deeper into the narration, T found its
true interpretation to be entirely
different from what we had imagjined.
This, as transmitted from my master,
wy lord Twmam al-Hussain (peace be
upon nim):

She would shine within her prayer-niche,
and her light would reach +he
inhabitants of the heavens, just as 1he
stars shine for +he people of +he earth.

Avd peace be upon your coming,



We, alas, are deprived of such intimacy
in our earthly relationships, blind to the
sacredness of that tie. Should vot the
wife be, like al-Zahra (peace be upov
her), a lover? And vyet, the paradox, my
lord, is this: if she becomes such, she is
acensed; If she does not, she is charged
with indifference. In both cases, she is
given no Voice—neither in acceptance
nor olrjection—when dismissal is decreed.

My lord... consider a man blessed with a
wife and children, abundance and
goodvess. Ts he content? No.

The wife, for him, is a secure presence,
entrusted with the care of his children,
But the other—the one who loves
passionately—is the accused. ITwv her, he
pretends to find his sufficiewcy, all the
while awaiting her expiration. She is a
wife too, but vever with the same
worth as the first. The other is but



of meanings, radiant with beauty and
splendor.,

The one who first recited i+ to me did
wot arasp its true depth, turning
instead toward his own desire. And T
will not conceal from you, my lord, that
in that very moment I +too inclined
toward an interpretation shaped oy my
owv heart, resembling his ntent,

But after much effort and gathering
of proofs, I reached a conclusion: this
blessed family—whose mystery lies in
the heavens—offered us a profound
lesson v the sanctity of family bonds,
through this voble tradition narrated
by wmy master Abu Abd Allah al-Hussain
(peace be upon Wim): She would shine
with light for the Commander of +he
Faithful (peace be upon him) three
times during 1he day.
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Peace be upon vou, my privice and the
essence of my being...

Mou once told we: “You told me: i+ is
complete.”

T remember that vision in which T kept
every majestic feature of your face

Ove day, T heard a beantiful narration
about wy Lady Fatimah al-Zahra
(peace be upon her): that she would
shine with light for the Commander of
the Faithful (peace be upon him) three
times during the day.

T reflected upon this narration, and i+
captivated me. T searched for its
source, and what I found v its
mterpretation was the most exduisite
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These are the paragons of religion, my
lord... the ones who burned away even
the last of our forefathers’ remuants,




surrounded by betraval; i+ uproots your
patience, deepens your anony with
bitterness—then casts you aside as
though vou were +he one who erred,
the one auilty of some great crime.

O wy lord... time and anaiv T +ried +to
keep pace with him, for he held v my
heart a noble abundance.

He was so flawless Hhat vou conld
almost say vo equal was ever created
for him. Yet, without the faintest care,
he makes you burn from within—until
you cast everything off vourself, only to
crawl before him, pleading for pardon
and foraiveness. And thew he turns,
giving you nothing but his back, like a
ragy worn thiv by wnd... and vou know
not why.

Laver by laver, his shells begin +o fall,
and vou feel your very soul drained—only
wheu It is too late.



People are but shells, wrapped v
obscure truths, Avd the worst T have
ever endured, my lord, was enconnterivg
a man lavyered with countless such
shells.

He was veiled with mastery, as though
sanctified from the highest heavews,
and his words would fall as if +o
command: “Be.”

Mou canot easily reach his core—ownly
atter you begin to sense, little by little,
that he has draived from vou every
beanty of life.

His hardened shell, which you cannot
plerce, appears to be the cloak of
perfection. And so vou trust... until you
find yourself lost in vour oww fate,



eves remained wide and unyieldivg,.
Is there a savior?

WMy wavering breaths seem on the
veroe of praver.

Here T am at +he bottom, the exit
distant, its light extinguished. No
rescuer senses My spirit—sometimes
crashivg upon e, sometimes deserting
me—Ilike palm fronds being torn from
the trunk with merciless force.

O wy Lord, T am the drownivg one
whom vio hawnd delivered...
Avd peace be upon your coming,




eves were draped with the view below.
There I saw, O sir, a vast and solewmn
surface, like marble carved by etervity.
T whispered to myself: surely, T would
never pierce through il

T longed to seer is the fall +ruly that
terrifying, that it would force wme +o
cluteh at the hem of my sonl?

Suddeuly T felt my breath struaglivg +o
ascend, as thouah a black rope had
wound itself around wmy shattered veck,

T am at the bottom—God, what
horror!

WMy hands vow yearn for life.

Even my feet begin o resist, yet they
dragy wme further down,

The sun’s rays, mingling with the
water like fractured diamonds,
disappeared from my sight... while wy
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T have always wondered: how does a
drowning soul die?

How could his feet carry nim while he
strugales to cling to the light?

How could he bring himself o look upon
the bottom of death..?

That ove who walks with hopeless
steps toward anihilation—after life
has already consumed him—is <till
capable of turning death vto his
awaited paradise.

Ovie davy, T climbed the highest bridge
1wy city, and suddenly all +he
passersby vavished around we, leaving
only the awe of hope trembling within,
I reached the peak of its arch, and my



Peace be upon your voble presewce.




taking comfort in vour fall, even rejoicing
m vour breaking before the eves of
othersl Aud +o save themselves with
fabricated excuses, they curse you and
revile you, striving with every means +o
cast o nto  the ledger  of
“wredeemable fault,” despite the clarity
of vour hovest truth, heedless of God's
warnivg, as thouah vou had foretold
their actions and  they remaived
uaware.

They all fled, abandoving the remnants
they once buried, without so wuch as a
backward glance... They sealed the
doors of their connection with red wax
adorned with their cruelty—

And still, you pray for their
righteonsness and their guidavce.

For the nobility of a man is measured by
the breadth of his understanding, and by
the portion of truth he has mastered.



Wy upbringing fanght me that cursing is
a wmatter reserved for God alowe, and
that supplicating  with it unustly
rebounds upon its speaker without fail...
ond this is a wmatter of tremendouns
weight,

He cursed me without right—so fiercely
that he wished God would crush me and
cast me out from the expanses of His
wmerey. Aud vet, by God, T fear for him,
lest his praver return upon his owv head.
So what path remains, wmy wmaster?
There is wothing i wmy heart but a
gentle touch of God's compassion.

I+ tore at my soul—how can a person
bear such an amounnt of betrayal?

Those whom vou regarded as a support
at vour shoulder, believing vourself safe
from the pitfalls of the road—+there
they stand, leaving you writhing upov it,



“O @God, bless Muhammad and his family,
and make the curses avd insults they
cast upon us a remembravce of You, an
expiation of our sins, and a raising of our
ranks.”

WMy master, you know well that we are
not authorized to invoke such forms of
supplication, for their ogravity s
mmeuse. Avd so, when the Messenger of
God gathered +the people of his
household +that day +o inuvoke the
mubahala agonst the Christians  of
Nayran—

Do vou see, iy master, how fear gripped
them?



To my prince and the essewce of my
existence...
T searched for a river, yet found nove
vast enough to embrace wmy letters and
words...
So T prepared my own Al-‘Aldami here...
Accept it from me, my lord.

Shaimaa Al-Hussein



“Whoever possesses a tranquil heart, let them turn
away from my letters, for within them lies a clamor
too unbearable to endure.”



Letters to

The Prince of the World
of Existence
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