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So [Muhammad], We have told you the stories of
the prophets to make your heart firm and in
these accounts truth has come to you, as well as
lessons and reminders for the believers.

- Surah Hud -
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I found him, the angel of Death.
He crouched on the ground, wearing his dark armour, waiting.
Have you ever felt sorry for any who became your victim? I whispered.

Never, responded the Dark Angel, his voice reverberated, filling the entire void. Never . . . save
twice.

Pray tell, mighty angel, I asked.
Listen carefully, he said.
The Child

A terrible flood had ravaged through the land. Houses had been demolished, trees had been
uprooted and bystanders had been swept away. The flood had been fierce; the inhabitants had never
seen anything like this before. The wreckage had been carried far, far away from its home.

Suri opened her eyes. The sunlight made her squint. She felt strangely light when she knew
too well that she should be heavy. She realised with sudden panic that the load in her waist seemed
to be absent. Summoning all her available strength, she began to stir and tried to sit up. She felt
weak, the strength had been sapped out of her. She couldn’t get up. She lifted her head.

Near her right leg, she could see a pink form. Her vision was blurred so she had to blink a
number of times to see clearly. She could see a tiny face and a tiny body. Her heart swelling with
tender love, she joyously noticed the tiny chest rising and falling.

How could it be? Suri could not remember anything. Her new-found happiness gave her

strength to now heave herself up. There was a sharp pain in her back as she tried to sit straight. She



reached out to her babe. The cord was still attached though she didn’t notice. All she could do, as
she held the infant boy in the palms of her hands, was to look at his serene face, sleeping without
any fear or care in the world.

Suri felt herself smiling. She took a deep breath and brought the child closer to her face. She

tenderly planted a kiss on his soft, ever so soft cheeks.

This was when His Command came. [ was to take the mother of the babe. Indeed, I felt
compassion for the child: who would tend to his needs? But, His will must be done. No mortal may
tarry here; all must leave this ephemeral realm.

What of the second, O Dark One? whispered I.

Pay heed, said he.

The King

The entire city’s inhabitants gathered for the event. It was a beautiful day: the sun shined her
glory onto the earth. There was a sweet breeze rustling the leaves. There was an excitement in the
air as they all awaited the king’s arrival.

The people whispered amongst themselves. Will they be let in to see the wonders kept
therein? It was rumoured that King Shaddad was able to secure a tract of paradise and now
barricaded it behind the golden bars. Others said that an angel had come at the king’s bidding to
blow heavenly breath onto the land, causing it to blossom with unearthly delights.

A soldier called out for order. The regiment fell into line and stood straight. The people
gasped as they observed the procession now approaching them. Hundreds — nay, thousands — of
young maidens with wooden baskets containing flower petals scattering them on the ground.

Behind them were huge warriors, clad in black garments and wearing silver-steel masks shaped into



a gruesome, fearsome mould. They marched, the sound of their boots made the people fear for
themselves. Then came the most extraordinary sight of all.

An immense carriage, crafted from ivory, decorated with pure silver and gold. It was being
carried by hundreds of men, all crouched to the floor, heaving under its sheer weight, crawling
along. It was skirted with pink sheets of silk curtains. It had a huge flight of stairs. The people could
not see the monarch.

The mighty carriage was brought in front of the golden gates. The people waited with wide-
eyed amazement. The Petal Scatterers had alighted the stairs and anticipated the emergence of its
inhabitants. Suddenly, a bevy of buxom damsels began to emerge from the carriage. Dressed in
iridescent transparent fabric, voluptuous, making their male observers swoon with desire. They
were the Royal Concubines, masters of sensual pleasure.

Finally, the king emerged in all his royal glory. He wore crimson-red, embroidered with
gold. He donned a lavishly-embellished crown and held a matching staff. Two concubines held each
hand as they guided him down the steps, the Petal Girls generously raining their petals at his feet.
The king stood before the golden gates as they were being opened by the servants. The people
cheered joyously.

What a day, thought the king. Thirty years it took to make this paradise. Every vegetation
known to man had been harvested therein. The greatest craftsmen had been summoned to build a
palace whose like would never be seen in the hundreds of years to come. There was even an army
of concubines raised in it, who had never seen a man before.

The gates were opened. The king tentatively took the first steps towards it . . .

Lo! His Command came: I was to seize the king before he could lay eyes on his prize. I felt

sympathy for this foolish king. He had spent his entire life building his paradise but would leave



before tasting of its fruits. But, His will must be done. No mortal can tarry here. All must leave this

temporal abode.

Suddenly, a thunderous sound began reverberating our surroundings. Even the depths of our

souls were shaken. It was Him. I hastily crouched near the armour-clad angel and reverently closed

my eyes and listened.

Know: the babe and the king are one.

Mufti Khalidul Haq Al-Amin
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2 ‘Burnt herself alive’
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