Respect
Alone. Have you ever felt alone? Despite having everything you every wanted, there existed an innate feeling of emptiness. An empty feeling that you could not extinguish with all the money in the world? If so, you are missing this woman. She will make your heart full. Like water flow through the cracks of your soul and you will feel full, satisfied, loved, ready and willing to change your ways for the
higher, better life.

Fatima. Her name sounds like rain on a cold sunset with a lasting rainbow shining past the cracks of the dark blue Pacific. Her soul feels like the red orange colors you feel from an open fire not burning rather grazing your skin only to make your heart feel safe amongst the cold two feet away from the light. The cold tries to take you like an army of 30,000 with armor as hard as stone so grey like that of the dust found at the foot of a volcano, trying persuading to scare you. You flinch from the pain as if it hits you like a sword in the back so violently that you continue to shake like the tail of a rattle snake warning predators. Walk towards her warmth, like a sip of mint tea you feel her on the way down, through your hands your veins, your eyes close tight and open with a new light. The story begins.

She was the only child, the daughter no sons seem to live. She was a woman, the light of humanity the mother of humans. She was a woman, she gave life, she showed compassion to the tar black ants smaller than the teeth in her mouth. She was a woman she is the veil you wear on your head so proud with apple green beads adorned on such a white fabric that it shouts to the passerby the purity that your heart should hold. She was a woman, she was an equal, she would be respected. She is the fountain that flows like a flood without end, she is the water that you pass before your feet can be dried of the sins of your past life. Where oil struggles to mix with water her fountain her love can mix to clean the troubled heart of a stranger lost at a fork of a path where no leaves have lost there color and all flowers bloom like mountains. She is the way to not stray. She is a woman, the daughter of the Prophet. The Story has begun.

She was born to be blamed like a scapegoat by those who were bitter lost to fight with there enemies in the pitch dark of a miners cave. They would say that she was a woman, she was nothing more than a end to the Prophet’s generation. She was a woman that stood stronger than a hundred brooding men with the strength of a thousand elephants and the height of a million castles. She was a woman, anyone that would doubt her or ridicule with the minute of all maliciousness would be taken by the upper hand of God the blessing of bearing children. To not hold her as high as the clouds above Everest, is to hold her lower than the ground that the wrongdoers grab in Hell as they scream like the screeching tires of a car as their flesh turns white in the presence of fire so red that its hotter than the sun.

She was held higher than the highest star by the Prophet, the messenger of God Himself. She was closer to him than the blood that ran through his veins, the blood that ran his heart. She was his daughter the light of his soul, she was a woman that the Prophet of God would ask for permission to see, she would be respected. Upon the age of marriage all woman were looked down upon like an infant child not yet given the gift of speech. She was a woman, she was given the highest respect, she was never asked to do rather shown the doors and left to decide. She would decide, the Prophet came to her like that of advisor to the Queen of England, he belittled himself for her, his eyes shed waterfalls in hope of her happiness. She chose Ali, the first man to follow the Prophet in the way of God, that Ali saw clearer than the air after seven days of rain. He was a real man. She was a woman, the mother of justice.

Today she would be given away not with wrapping not with a bow; she was never a present to be handed away from men to men. She sat in her white royally beaded dress that had embroidery of flowers more beautiful than that found in the Imperial garden of China. With colors as vibrant as the rainforests of Brazil, softer than the silk of Egyptians, she was a princess of her era she was as majestic as a Quetzal. Her fingers were steady her heart pace softer than the sound of the desolate wind. She waited. Before her big entrance before she became a fish in a bowl for all to look at, she heard a sound a siren, a bell, a tapping like a woodpecker on her door. She walked over to the door like she was skating on ice so softly yet so strongly. She opened the door to the face of a helpless beggar, hungrier than the minute before sundown, the minute before you break your fast in Ramadan. She looked in the eyes of the beggar so big so alone lacking the will to live as if the ground beneath her feet would crack and she would fall down never to get up again. She would not watch her suffer; she could not watch her walk away like a boat disappearing in the horizon never to return. She did not pause; no time would pass as if the world had stopped. She did not think, she took off her gown swiftly in one fell swoop and gave it away. She did not cry, her lips cracked a smile so innocent that a newborn child could not have been more pure.

Tapping at her door so softly that dogs wouldn’t be able to hear, but she knew it was her father they had a string between their hearts. He kissed her hand like he always would, looking at her like the Mona Lisa, he was always surprised by the new things he seemed to find as if he was an anthropologist observing traits he thought were not in existence. He quickly realized she lacked a dress, and asked why she wasn’t ready to walk into the next chapter of her life. She tried to hide what she did like a scar to be embarrassed of, but her father persisted and she would never lie. He kissed her hand and brushed his fingers on her head like a paint brush stroking a canvas, meanwhile he prayed for her happiness all awhile knowing how it would all end like a fortune teller he saw the misfortune that would come through his globe. Regardless, they prayed, they appreciated, they loved God.

The Prophet took there hands put them together like it was meant to be as if he was throwing seeds up for the birds and the soil to grow and feed the earth and its creatures, he knew they would make a difference far greater than the world has seen. His words were soft, but strong as he said Fatima respect Ali as much as you respect yourself so that Ali will be nice to you and take care of you like a wife, a sister, a friend, or a mother; be his everything. She is the woman of all women because she was the one to show that woman are the joints of every relationship. Men might hold the body of the family strong, but without woman giving a part of themselves every day family’s can never move. Like a statue nothing will progress, only time will putrefy the stone and the family will slowly decay of worth. Be the joints and loosen the knots of the muscles for you are the woman of all women you are the mother of mothers you will show the way like an innate guide found in all pure hearts you are the leader so learn to lead with Ali by your side. 

She lead like an alpha bird at the head of the triangles that flew above the houses in the open blue sky, she lead at the head, but she led with her heart. She was a leader she had her followers and her servants. She should have sat like a queen at her throne in her pristine snow white colored clothing letting her hands stay young. How could she ever watch others in pain? She grabbed her servant and told her to sit on her chair to think of her life, while she cleaned on the odd days of the year. She was Fatima, she was just, she would never watch you work and not seek to help. She paid a servant so that she could alternate with her as if it was a game of tag, she would not sit to be found. She would find the helpless and give them love, the most genuine of love. She was not just a leader; she changed lives in ordinary hours of the day.

As the years pass the children are born, the future is born. Hussein, her second born son, has a glow to his eyes that set him apart; the Prophet kissed his neck the hour of his birth. That neck long like a child giraffe, but so sensitive so thin you could see his blood pump through his veins like clockwork. That same neck would change Islam, his neck would one day be separated like a premature baby from the womb of his mother; his life would be cut short. The offspring of Fatima would be the savior of Islam, his very neck, his heart, his head would be given to God. The Prophet knew the faith of Hussein, the tears spilled down his face only to be extinguished by his shirt. He also knew that this was the only way; Hussein’s sister Zanab would not let him fall without an ending she would spread his name, his faith, the story of God. Fatima was not any person; she gave her children, her life for us to live eternally. To run passed the river of God, the leaves so green you could smell the taste from a mile away, to be enwrapped with flower so large so colorful the sight of which gets you higher than the birds floating through the bluest sky your eyes have ever seen. To feel your soul beside you walking and to know that your heart is as pure as you sought it to be; the truth is all the blacks of your eyes reflecting what’s in your heart, the truth is the God’s kingdom. Heaven was given to you by this woman; love her as you love your mother, long for her as you long for eternal freedom.

The day comes earlier than expected like a flood without warning the Prophet stands on a mound of dirt the color of fire wood and declares the successor, for he had no sons, but no son could be closer than Ali to the Prophet. The sun and the moon ran around one another for several days until the Prophet would soon say his final goodbye to this world. With his wife Aisha, the daughter of Abu Bakr who would soon turn his back on destiny and become the falsified successor.  He died in a room filled with those who loved him and those who soon would betray him, he declared Ali as the successor yet again only to be silenced by those who would soon spread the lies like a deadly virus across the country. Fatima was silence in disbelief that part of her, her soul would be incomplete when the Prophet soon would take his last breath. She felt lonely; her heart soon to be absent it was like she had postpartum depression. He pulled her close looked at her eyes and whispered you will come back to me soon, we will walk in the gardens of Heaven together not long after I leave. You will see me again.

The Prophet’s burial separated the just from the ill-willed of his followers. His wife Aisha went to the other side with Satan sitting on her shoulder with a large grin, she gathered everyone and while the Prophet the messenger of God, her husband was being layered with dirt from the earth, while he was being put six feet under the soil above, she was disobeying his dying request. Power changes people. She was undertaken like a pipeline wave by the temptation. While the Prophet was being buried she, her father, and the others spread the news that Abu Bakr was the chosen one to be the successor. Upon coming from one of the worst days of her life, Fatima was faced with the lies of  he present. In a period where after the death of a loved one implied that for 40 days and 40 nights meals would not be cooked in the house only given to the family by the neighbors, but they only saw hatred. Food would not be given in a presentable manner it would be thrown at the piled bricks of the outside wall. Tradition would be broken for the death of the messenger of God, people easily forget the truth.

Every day, every hour she thought of him; everyday she went to see his grave to talk to him. In trying to spread the truth that spilled from the prophet’s very tongue and had escaped the cages of his teeth, Fatima and Ali were scorned for being liars, every day he was beat by the very men and woman who swore to love God and the Prophet. People turned their backs. One day on his way home Ali realized his neighbor had not been outside today waiting to throw the sand from the scorching floor in his face. He went to his door and knocked. His neighbor answered and Ali said I realized you weren’t ready for me today; I was worried for your health. The man looked at him like he was ghost, like he had been haunting him; he could not believe the words from his mouth. He hurt Ali, shamed him waited to cuss at him, yet when God took his good health he was the first to check on him like a servant to a king. The lies of the public dropped from his eyes, running down his cheeks in black tears, the truth was clear Ali was the successor.

Several days of blood and tears past before Fatima had enough, and on a voyage of men beating Ali like pirates looking for gold in his empty pockets she sought to help him. This was her day. She tried to keep them out of her house, but they pushed like linebackers passed her not only seeking to hurt Ali, but she was lost in the middle. The door closed on her pregnant stomach and she screamed louder than she ever had and ever would. The baby was lost. It would soon be her day too. Their house was burnt in flames and through her trauma and pain she would soon fall sick and her two sons were the first to know of her death. She would ask for no one to be trusted because they had been betrayed. She asked for her body to be buried in the night so that she may not be found. The woman of all women was scared that people would disrespect her body. She is justice, yet justice was not upheld for her. When Ali found out he fell like his knees were shot, and he was left unconscious as the news of her death fell down the lips of his boys. 

She would be respected. When the sun fell down the horizon it was time. He took her body through the night where he struggled to see his feet. He closed his eyes at times letting his heart led him to the spot where she belonged. He stopped. He dug. He laid her in the open ground. He cried. He prayed. He loved her more than he would ever love another. 

Every story has a beginning and an end. Fatima was not just a story she was a tale, a tale of truth that streams through every river and every channel. She is everlasting and will never end in the eternal light of heaven. She is a woman, she would be respected. She is the soul in your mothers, so love them respect them don’t leave them when they are weak. She is the heart of your pure children don’t corrupt them don’t lie in front of them; leave your sins behind because she is the good in your heart. To let her live within you, you must extinguish the lies that you hold and let the truth live. She is the truth you hold in your heart. She is the words that fall from your mouth. She is the savor of your doubt. She is the mother of your past. She is the secret’s you hold in your lungs. She is the way you hold your tongue. She is the path you seek. She is the happiness you long for. She is the way to fly high to the heavens in the sky. She is Fatima she was respected. She is respected. She will be respected.

