*QATAR*
The Founder, may Allah have mercy on him, was born in 1242 H, corresponding to 1826 CE. He grew up in
Fuwairat, north-east of Qatar, under the patronage of his father, Sheikh Mohammad Bin Thani, the most
prominent leader by the time, where he received his education at the hands of religion scholars who taught
him Quran and its sciences, such as Fiqh and Shariah. At the same time, he learned horsemanship, hunting
and literature. He was also involved with his father in running the entire country’s affairs.
*
In 1264 H, corresponding to 1847 CE, he moved with his father to live in El-Bidda, by which time he was
about twenty-one years old, where he emerged amongst his mates as a young leader looking forward to
leadership. Such qualities were proved true afterward when Qatar encountered invasion, where Jassim
emerged at the head of the Qatari troops defending the country and where he had a man-to-man fight
against the most courageous Knight of the Arabian Peninsula by then, whom Jassim was able to kill after
such a battle that kept everyone out of breath. After this incident, Jassim emerged as Qatar first Knight
who attracted the admiration of all other Knights and won love of all the people of Qatar. This was later
noted by an eyewitness who met him in 1279 H corresponding to 1862 CE, a British traveler named
William Belgrave who visited Qatar in that year. Mr. Belgrave observed the strong ties that connected
companions to Jassim Bin Muhammad—who was about thirty five years old by this time—though such
men would belong to the different unique tribes of Qatar. This would not only indicate the powerful
character of Jassim, but also establish that the idea of unity had already been developed in his mind and
behavior.
*
Sheikh Jassim Bin Mohammad Bin Thani is seen as the genuine founder of the State of Qatar. Sheikh
Jassim, as a result of engaging as a senior politician who served as deputy to his father (Sheikh
Mohammed), acquired great political experience and expertise.
*
Sheikh Jassim worked to enable Qatar to be a unified and independent country. He was the first man
under whose leadership Qatar would emerge as a single unified entity. He was able to adopt such a
balanced policy that realized recognition of the independence of Qatar by the two major powers competing
to dominate the Arabian Gulf during that period, namely England and Turkey.
*
By virtue of such qualities of wisdom, prudence, generosity and exercise of sound policy bestowed upon him
by Almighty Allah, his prominence and popularity increased, where he was able to unite the Qatari tribes
under his leadership by unifying hearts of people upon his love. This was explicitly evident in defiance of
the various forces that sought to undermine Qatar or its people, where tribes united under his leadership.
Taking advantage of this, he was able to outline their future and defend the borders, by virtue of which
Qatar emerged as an independent entity in the region.
*
He spent nearly fifty years of his life in leading his people amid such difficult times and fierce battles
with different forces that surrounded Qatar and the region endeavoring to dominate the country. Such
events, which the Qatari people still memorize as glorious days of the history of Qatar, will never be
overlooked by history. For, when we remember the Founder, we always recall the courage he demonstrated
—armed with unwavering faith in God—in facing and fighting back the aggressor. We also recall his firm
stand and uprising, backed by his countrymen, to support the oppressed by standing against injustice. We
further recall that when he was deprived from his country, they marched for him, gave their lives in
sacrifice of him, and shed their blood in order to set him free. We still remember their suffering and
disintegration in order to take revenge for him in order to pay back the support he had given to them.
*
When we recall the Founder, we remember his keenness in preserving the sanctity and dignity of
homeland, and his solid stand against anyone who would endeavor to attack or dominate that homeland.
When we recall the events of Alwajba battle, we remember the wise leadership and solid confrontation
launched against the Ottoman viceroy. Despite the great power of the latter, Allah helped them to defeat the
Ottomans. Sheikh Jassim was, through all these events, a leading Knight and a wise negotiator. When the
Ottomans regime would turn out to be associated with tyranny, he would not keep still to such injustice.
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Therefore in March 1893, the dignified Sheikh while approaching his seventies, fought along with his
people a decisive battle in the modern history of Qatar against the Ottomans and defeated them stressing
and establishing the independence of the Qatari decision-making. One of the results of this battle, the Turks
were to surrender to his command.
*
When affairs stabilized, he developed the country and opened its doors. As result, trade flourished and
Qatar gained a higher standing worldwide. Sheikh Jassim built mosques and schools, attracted scholars,
and published books of Fiqh “jurisprudence” and ordered to be distributed to the people of his homeland
and the rest of the regions. He was such a man of good deeds and a great advocator thereof.
*
Sheikh Jassim was a helper for the oppressed, a seeker to set free whoever would resort to him, a
resolver of difficulties and a freer. By doing so, he would only seek to please God. For, he would never bend
his head low to anyone other than Allah. He would defend his religion and his homeland.
Mr. El-Alusi must have stated the truth when said: “He was one of the most distinguished noble Arabs.
For, he was strictly adhered to religious beliefs, a persistent worshiper who would always say his prayers, a
person of virtue and knowledge of religion and who did so many good deeds to the Muslim community”.
*
This is why his standing was held high among all people. For, as according to Suleiman: “He was a man
of widely acceptable opinion amongst the Arabs. A man whom presidents and princes would fear. A man
who would do what he would say. He was entirely devoted to seeking reform, and whatever he sought to
accomplish, Allah would help it to be so accomplished. For, his all deeds were solely done for the sake of
God”.
*
He was, may Allah have mercy on him, a purely religious man of great piety and fear of God, and who
was famous for issue of fair judgments on the disputes he would hear. He was a man of strict adherence to
his religious doctrine who would keep away from fads and introduction of new matters not acknowledged
by Islam. He was such devout worshiper who would do all prayers on timely basis and who would sit after
dawn prayers in the place where he prayed and would worship Allah using his rosary until sunrise, then he
would do two additional prayers. He would lead people in their prayers and deliver speeches on Fridays
noon-prayers, of which praying people would be stunned when would listen thereto, with their hearts
entirely attracted to him. He was one of the pillars and supporters of Arabic language. He would teach
people by himself, and would exercise judiciary and settle disputes arising between citizens. He passed
away while repeating the monotheism phrase (I bear witness that there is no God but Allah, and
Muhammad is the Messenger of Allah).
*
As far as his attributes were concerned, he was, may God’s mercy be upon him, a tall man that was said
to be seen from last rows in the mosque when he would lead people in group prayers including Fridays
noon-prayers. He was of light shoulders and solid bones. He was elegant but with simplicity, dignified and
of prestige.
*
With regard to his characteristic qualities, he was a decisive man of solid determination who would
stand as one of those men that history may rarely offer. He was characterized by generosity, kindness and
charity. He was a generous philanthropist who would love his family and good deeds. He was such a
generous man that people would attract to him with love and would always be remembered by good deeds.
He passed away on the afternoon of Thursday, the 13th day of the month of Shaban, 1331 H, corresponding
to July 17, 1913 and was buried in the village of Lusail, a village located 24 km north of Doha. By his death,
Qatar lost one of its most outstanding leaders and a symbol of its unique history, a litterateur, a man of
knowledge, virtue and generosity.\fn{Adapted http://www.qatar.qa/english/qatar/ourhistory; could not find a worthy picture.H}
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“Are you an Arab?”
I raised my head from the book I was reading, trying to recognize the small voice. The question was repeated.
“Are you an Arab?”
I smiled, viewing her lovely face with delight.
“How did you know?” I asked
“Because your hair’s black like mine,” she replied. “Look there.” She touched my hair. “My name’s Layla,”
she added. “Won’t you play with me?”
I gazed at the beautiful face, and the long black hair and slim lithe body. How old was she, I wondered? About
six or seven perhaps. If only God had given me a baby since my marriage, she would have been around that age.
If only!
I found myself looking back over those six married years. Before that I’d been a student at high school, free to
live my own life, beautiful and loved by everyone. Then, suddenly, I found myself wife to a man I’d never met,
his desirable quality that he was sole son and heir to a rich man who happened to have paid my father a splendid
dowry—a dowry that made him forget his cherished dream of seeing his oldest daughter become a doctor. For all
my objections to this forced marriage, I was happy to seek out the merits of my new husband, and the discovery
of these spurred me on to keep hold of him and try to make him as happy as I could.
My happiness might have lasted rather longer but for his parents’ constant impatience for a child. When six
long years had passed, and still I showed no sign of conceiving, they even suggested he take a second wife. But
my loving husband, Ahmad, stood by me, refusing to replace me with another woman, striving to defend me for
all my obvious barrenness.
Finally, though, he began to seek a way out of the atmosphere of suspicion and accusation that was beginning
to choke me. He suggested to his father that he might take me to London—to manage their office there, as he put
it, and, while there, have his wife examined by a medical specialist.
I was overjoyed at the idea. I must, I thought, consult a doctor and seek treatment. I just had to have a child to
smooth relations with my husband’s family, to prove to everyone I wasn’t barren as they supposed. Besides, from
my earliest years I’d loved children, dreamed of having a boy or girl to fill my life, to share my life by playing
and laughing with a baby. It was from this dream I’d been awakened by the little girl’s voice asking,
“Won’t you play with me?”
“Of course I will, darling,” I said. “I may be an old lady, coming up to twenty-two, but I’ll be happy to play
with you.”
I ran barefoot over the green grass of Hyde Park, through to the middle. I became a child again, going up and
down on the swing—which was just like the dreams of youth that take us up to the clouds and hide the reality
pulling us back to earth.
“Look!” Layla cried. “Here comes my mother!”
I slowed down the swing, feeling overwhelmed by shyness even before it stopped.
“My name’s Nadia,” I found myself murmuring. “I’ve just met Layla. I’ve been playing with her to make her
happy.” Layla rushed up to her mother, throwing her arms round her neck.
“Mummy,” she cried. “I love Auntie Nadia. I want some chocolate, Mummy. Please tell her to come with us.”
I gazed at Layla’s mother, who, from the way she was looking back at me, seemed very kind—the sort of
person, you felt, who had been created just to give. She took my hand warmly in hers.
“Whoever Layla loves,” she said, “I love too. They have a place in my heart.”
I thanked her, sensing that she was sincere in what she said. Those few words seemed far from any kind of
flattery.
“Come on,” she said, turning to Layla. “It’s late.” Layla tried to squirm out of her mother’s hand.
“We’ll be here again tomorrow,” Layla said. “We can play again. Please don’t be late.”
I kissed her, promising not to be late. Going back home I couldn’t stop thinking about this little girl who’d
given me such a happy day and made me laugh as I’d never laughed before. The day was a chilly one, and yet I
felt a warmth creeping into my body, such as I hadn’t felt since arriving in London three months before. How
strange human beings are! Moments of happiness send them flying up into the spheres!
When I reached the small apartment we rented in central London, Ahmad wasn’t there. He spent most of his
days, and part of his nights too, playing cards with his friends. I didn’t blame him—I swear to God I didn’t. I’d
been thoroughly edgy recently, and extremely provoking, starting up quarrels as a kind of relief for my shattered
nerves. What made things even worse was the long wait for medical treatment, which I’d started seeking on
arrival. Ahmad, as a perfect, considerate husband, understood why I was so irritable and was striving not to
provoke me for the time being. Deep down I appreciated his response.
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Next day I went off to see my doctor, who gave me a thorough examination.
“Everything seems all right,” he declared.
I thanked him, feeling suddenly full of optimism. There was no reason not to be hopeful. I was able to have
children, the doctor assured me, and so was my husband. I simply needed medication to tone up my physical
condition. In fact I’d been taking this medication for some time now and, as I left the clinic, I decided it was time
to do some shopping. My sister had asked me to buy some records, and I needed to buy gifts for the whole family.
I spent the day going from one store to the next and arrived home in a state of wretched exhaustion. I fell
asleep without even taking my clothes off but woke up next morning refreshed. Since I had nothing to do all day, I
thought, why not go to Hyde Park? The thought of Layla sprang to my mind, and that made the idea even more
attractive. Why in heaven’s name hadn’t I thought about her the day before? So off I went and found her darting
gracefully among the trees while her mother sat with a beautiful child about a year old on her lap. I greeted her
affectionately and tried to sit down alongside her, but just at that moment Layla spotted me and ran toward me
shouting,
“Auntie Nadia! Auntie Nadia!”
She flung herself at me, and, as I hugged her, I knew how close she was to my heart, that I loved her even
though I’d only met her forty-eight hours before.
“Why didn’t you come yesterday?” she asked reproachfully as I released her. “I waited for you the whole day.”
Then, changing the subject abruptly the way only children do, she said,
“Have you seen my brother?” She pointed to his hair. “He’s blond,” she said, laughing, “but he’s Arab!” I
laughed with her.
“What’s his name?” I asked.
“He’s called Ioui,” she answered before her mother had the chance to reply, “and my mother loves him very
much.”
“But I love you even more,” Layla’s mother said, speaking for the first time. Her voice was grave and
sorrowful, brim full of love and fear. I was astonished at the sad, painful way she spoke. Finding no reply, I
accepted Layla’s invitation to play with her, and the hours flew by.
Layla’s mother turned to me that evening, as I was wishing her good-bye.
“Layla’s grown very fond of you,” she said. “How would you like to come shopping with us tomorrow? That’s
if you don’t have anything else to do.”
I answered straight away that I’d be delighted and, before leaving, agreed to meet her in a particular spot. In
the shopping mall next day, Layla insisted I choose her clothes for her, and this embarrassed me, because every
mother likes to choose her children’s clothes for herself. But the pleasant smile on her mother’s face melted away
all my embarrassment and reluctance. In the children’s department Layla picked up a huge number of summer
dresses, even though I reminded her summer was still a long way off; and, faced with her joy and excitement, I
relented and insisted on paying for all the dresses myself despite her mother’s objections. I felt, 1 assured her, as
though Layla were my own daughter, and I begged her not to deprive me of this happiness. She reflected for a
moment.
“OK,” she said. “Just as you like. But we must go back now. Layla’s father’s calling for me at five. Won’t you
come with us? No one,” she added, by way of persuasion, “can tame Layla the way you can!”
I won’t deny her compliment made me feel proud, proud of the place I had in the little girl’s heart. I spent the
evening with them, without any feeling of being among strangers; in fact I felt as though I were in my own home,
and little Layla was quite used to me. She spent most of the time sitting on my lap, getting up only to bring
something I asked for, and the mother was very natural, behaving and talking in a quite unaffected way. I was
happy to have Layla’s mother’s love but even happier at Layla’s love and affection for me, a special bond
confirmed by time. Even my husband, who was eager to see her after all I’d told him, said once,
“I don’t blame you. Layla goes right to the heart.” I finished up spending most of my time with her.
We were playing one evening, while Layla’s mother occupied herself with her younger child, when I felt a
sudden pain. I excused myself, promising I’d come back next day. Layla’s mother, fear and worry written all over
her sweet face, suggested we call a doctor, but I refused to impose on her. Layla insisted she wanted to come
home with me, but I assured her I’d be back with her next day.
Luckily Ahmad was there when I returned, and he was appalled to see how pale my face was. I tried to tell him
I was just a bit tired, that it would soon pass, then fainted. How long I was unconscious I don’t know. When I
opened my eyes I found myself in bed with Ahmad sitting there gazing into my face.
“My darling,” he said, “you don’t know how worried I’ve been.”
I looked lovingly back and let my hands rest in his. He was happy.
“Congratulations,” he said. “The doctor’s just confirmed you’re pregnant.”
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I couldn’t speak, couldn’t find words to express my feelings. The room had never looked so beautiful; even
Ahmad, my husband, seemed dearer to me than before. I was to be a mother at last! At last my marriage would
have a meaning! The dream of motherhood captivated me right through to the next day.
The doorbell was ringing. Who would be visiting us so early? I rushed to the door, and there were Layla and
her mother. I was happy to see them, but surprised too. They’d been worried about me, Layla’s mother explained.
“Come in,” I cried, not waiting for her to finish. “I’m happier than you’d ever believe possible!” I hugged
Layla lovingly, perhaps because she was the one behind the visit.
“How I’ve missed you, my little darling!” I cried.
In the living room I told them how I was pregnant. Layla went off into a corner without replying, but her
mother, I swear, was as happy as my own mother would have been. After we’d drunk our tea, I noticed Layla’s
unusual silence and set her on my lap.
“Aren’t you happy,” I asked her brightly, “that you’re going to have a little sister?”
“You’ll love her more than you’ll love me,” Layla answered quietly.
“No,” I said. “No, of course I won’t love her more than you.”
The light came back into her face and she returned to her boisterous play. And God knows, what I’d told her
was true. When Layla’s mother said she ought to leave, I begged her to let Layla stay there with me, promising to
bring her home afterwards. She agreed as usual, knowing how much I loved the little girl.
That evening Ahmad came out with me for the first time, apart from those visits to the doctor. Why don’t we,
he said, get out of London for a few days? I welcomed the idea. How could I turn down something that would
bring us closer together? I couldn’t take Layla with me, though, because her mother firmly refused to let her little
girl leave her for a whole week. We spent some wonderful days just outside the capital, with Ahmad all love and
care. The one thing that upset me was that I couldn’t see my little girl, my Layla.
The day I returned to London I found myself at her door, and she herself opened it, then stared at me in
disbelief. She was beautiful in her green dress and her white cap and shoes. I bent down and picked her up.
“Aren’t you pleased to see your Aunt Nadia?” I said. She wouldn’t stop kissing me.
“Don’t go away again,” she said. “I love you. Tell me you won’t go away again.”
Layla’s mother came to greet me, holding her younger child by the hand, and asked me to come in. I never
seemed to see her without her little boy. She seemed, I thought, fonder of him than she was of Layla. If I’d
known, though, what fate had in store for Layla, I wouldn’t have been so hasty in my judgment. The mother went
to make some tea, and I sat down to talk and laugh with Layla. Suddenly I put my hand on the little cap covering
her head and pulled it off, saying:
“No rain today!”
My hand froze in the air. Layla’s whole head was smooth. There was no hair on it at all. I took my hand back,
paralyzed by the shock. Then her mother was there at the door with tears in her eyes, before withdrawing abruptly.
I’ve never seen such pain on anyone’s face. Layla’s small hand stretched out to touch my face.
“My mother says it’s the London water that makes my hair fall out,” she said.
Suppressing my emotion, I told Layla I’d be back in a moment. I rushed into the kitchen to find her mother and
closed the door.
“It must be some skin condition,” I said, speaking as naturally as I could. “Tell me it is! I’ll take her to the best
doctors. They’ll make her hair grow back.”
I couldn’t finish. My tears were streaming down and the words stuck in my throat. Layla’s mother was
weeping too.
“It’s cancer,” she said. “She only has a short time to live. I don’t know how long.” She hugged her younger
child again as if afraid of losing him too. I clutched at the door handle to stop myself falling.
“That’s impossible,” I said. “She’s so young. There must be a mistake.”
“I hoped there was,” she said faintly, “but it really is true. I have to accept it and learn to live with it.”
I thrust open the door and ran into the living room, my tears still falling, and there was Layla sitting on the
floor playing with the train I’d brought back for her. She was laughing innocently, unaware how near death was.
Summer would be here soon, and she’d never wear the dresses I’d bought for her. They’d still be there, but Layla
wouldn’t. I turned back to close the door, weeping bitterly, and felt a warm hand on my shoulder.
“God gave me Layla,” her mother said, “and now God will take her again. We mustn’t lose hope in God’s
mercy.”
Our eyes met, and I felt the pain she was suffering. She was Layla’s mother, and yet she was comforting me,
the stranger! It can only have been faith in God’s providence that made her able to bear such disaster. I rubbed the
tears from my eyes, then rushed to the little girl so as not to lose a moment of nearness to her, to have a treasure of
memory when she died. If I was taking her from her toys, surely I had a better right to that than anyone!
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“Thank you for the train,” Layla said, burying her face in my hair. “Please bring me a bigger train next time.”
Oh God! She didn’t know there’d be no next time. Oh Layla, I thought, if only I could give my life for yours. If
only I could banish the specter of death from you!
I spent more and more time with Layla, cutting down on my hours of sleep. My husband, Ahmad, didn’t blame
me for this. When I told him the truth, he forgave me and hugged me, with pain and love.
“Stay there with her,” he said. “And may God help her poor mother.”
Day by day life slipped slowly away from the little body. Weariness began to show on the small face, and there
was no trace left of her lovely long hair.
“When I get better,” she kept saying, “we’ll play together again. We’ll go and have fun on the swings in the
park.”
Her words of hope tore at my heart. The last time I picked her up, her body was shrunken and so terribly light.
She was in acute pain, and her eyes were begging me to help her. Up to the very last moment, when death stilled
her voice forever, her hands were clutching at mine, as if she was seeking, in me, a refuge from her illness. Her
death was a dagger piercing my heart.
Today, as I hug my own Layla, the daughter I had seven months later, I still weep for her, and I will weep as
long as strength pulses in my body.
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