Rubbish in Makkah
Satan was taking my soul.  Demons appeared when I closed me eyes in sleep.  Even when I blinked Satans danced and frightened me.  Was I dead?  Was I in Hell?

I took off and ran away to the one place that had the capability of saving my soul - Makkah.  I contemplated what wonders I would behold once I had set foot on the Holy land.  I struggled with my sanity on the aeroplane.  Would Allah destroy the plane on account of my sins before I even set eyes on the city?  Would the souls of my children disappear into Heaven while the doors of Hell opened up for me?  Panic encompassed me on all sides as I perspired in my seat.  Even if we did arrive safely, would my youngest, Atheeya, become crushed in a surging crowd while my heart bled unable to save her, only watch her life ebb away from me as she became a lifeless doll.  Vivid images tortured me.  Perhaps I deserved the worst punishment imaginable ... Perhaps my heart would fail as my sight would be unable to withhold the glory of the Kabah?  Perhaps the crowd would suffocate me in its merciless grip?  
My husband, Saleem, reminded me of the rules, “Women should cover their bodies completely … No perfume is allowed …” He went on, “Pray, Labbayka Allahuma labbayk … it means, here I am Lord at your service …”  There were so many instructions for Umrah.  Saleem re-iterated the prayers again, and again he reminded me of the rules.  Somehow I felt there was more, something more that I wanted to learn.  Not merely follow rules blindly but develop my spirit and strengthen my soul.  Something beyond the rules we were being given.
Finally, we arrived at our destination.  The Kabah stood directly before me.  Nearer to me than I thought possible.  A picture of innocence, modesty, humility … the walls appeared to be reciting a prayer continuously, ‘I am nothing, only that which the Creator has made me.  I am nothing, only that which the Creator has made me.’  I saw people becoming insane trying to lay their hands upon the Kabah and the black stone.  Perhaps if they could touch, it would symbolise that their sins had been forgiven.  I did not know this then, but when I returned to the UK, I would have failed to touch the black stone.  I would have failed to kiss it.  My husband and both my daughters would have touched and kissed.  Perhaps an indication of Allah’s greater love and forgiveness for them.  Not for me.      
While in Makkah however, when I blinked, diamonds, emeralds and pearls appeared before my eyes.  The faces of devils were no longer there.  Instead, jewels of all kinds, an array of sparkling colours, like the treasures I once dreamt I had found in the upper rooms of my home.  Such beautiful peaceful peace, disrupted only before prayer times by wardens employed to separate husbands from wives, brothers from sisters, nephews from aunties and nieces from uncles.  They became my oppressors during my time there, instructing me to sit looking into the blankness of walls rather than the image of Allah’s Mercy on the Earth.  I rebelled against these wardens and began encircling the Kabah whenever I was asked to retreat to the back of the Masjid with the other women.  Why should I retreat to the back I would ask myself, why can’t men sit behind the screens for once?  

But there was distress in Makkah.  Plastic litter, everywhere.  The earth was crying beneath my feet, does no-one really care.  I would recycle my own plastic cups and bottles, but what about the other millions.  How could I explain the verses of the Qur’an to scholars who live there; 
O children of Adam! wear your beautiful apparel at every time and place of prayer: eat and drink: but waste not by excess for Allah loveth not the wasters.

Surah Al-Araf

Translation by Yusuf Ali

How could I explain that the Mountain of Light had become the Mountain of Plastic Rubbish.  Allah’s Light could no longer be seen on it.  How can Allah enlighten a soul when there is filth everywhere?  
Non-Muslims recycle their glass, their metal, their plastic and waste not by excess.  

Non-Muslims take steps to maintain the fair nature Allah created.  

Non-Muslims walk or cycle in order to avoid causing pollution resulting from cars.

Non-Muslims have modest weddings with candles while Muslims use extravagant lighting and poison the air with fireworks and expensive cars.  

Non-Muslims share their charity with all people – Christian and Non-Christian.

Muslims seem lost.  Muslims follow the Sunnah and grow lengthy beards and believe their job is done.  

Which of us recycles our waste?

Which of us walks lengthy distances as the prophet Mohammad pbuh did so we limit the poison in the air from our cars?  

Which of us has planted a tree supporting the creatures of Allah that help maintain Allah’s world?

Which of us feed the people who are truly poor and homeless during our weddings and celebrations?  We don’t, because we argue they’re not Muslim.  Little understanding we have.  Perhaps if we fed them, they would convert to Islam.

Ask yourself, what real genuine benefit to the world are your lengthy beards, your trousers to your ankles, your nikaabs and hijaabs when you cut off the deeds of real blessings.

Finally, I would like to say, please be wary of how much rubbish you put into the world around you.  Allah records it all.  If you visit the Mountain of Light, fill a carrier bag with the rubbish that litters it and bring it down from the mountain so it is easier for the authorities to remove.  Insha’Allah Allah will reward your efforts.

May Allah forgive my rebellious nature and guide me to the straight path.

