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Ustadh Suhayl Ahmed

It has been an age since first we were bound
together by destiny and fate. I stumbled into your
arms, a lost child. I read in the lines of your face
that which you held in store for me, lurking deep in
the pit of your gut; an entire world of new
sensations and possibilities. Something new,
something dangerous, something wonderful, and -
most importantly of all - something true. And so we
embraced each other. I clung to you like a suckling
child, and dug my nails in deep. You embraced me
like an overbearing mother, and wrapped me up
tight. We drank from each other and bled into the
other. Related by love, blood, sweat and tears. You
have been my everything. Since the beginning, you
have always been my everything. But now, the
curtain has fallen. The blood has dried. The ink has
set. No two souls have ever been so intertwined,
and yet part we must. I must let you go, all the
while clinging to you by my fingertips. And you
must throw me away, all the while watching me
from afar. The time has come, my beloved. The
time has come, my heart’s dearest.

It is time to say goodbye, O Ebrahim College.



Assalaamu'alalikum wa Rahmatullah,

As The Scribe issues for this year draw to a close, so does the team behind the scenes who bring
them to you. We started this project hoping to inculcate within students a desire to write, be creative
and share the things they wished to say outside of their formal assessments. We hope we achieved
that in some small measure, even if it be through one student plucking up the courage to share their
thoughts. It has been a joy to see your contributions as a whole and an honour to share them on this
platform.

As ends of tasks go, we apologise sincerely for late releases, editing errors and any feelings we've
hurt over the course of the project unintentionally.

We would like to extend a special thanks to Ustadh Mujahid Ali for all his help behind the scenes
throughout the project and to Ustadh Khalidul Haq al-Ameen for his invaluable advices along the
way.

Finally, the geeks on the team here, with their passion for linguistic artistry, last-minute close-to-
midnight edits and extensive chasing-people-up skills are grateful to have been able to grace your

inboxes over the last two years.

All the best,

Maliha Parvez

Sabiha Bismillah

Masuma Chowdhury




