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OVERVIEW 

A l Quds Journal is a Secondary School English writing journal 

which will be published on a monthly basis. I am pleased to  an-

nounce that with our students’ effort and hard work, we are able to 

publish the first writing journal.  I would like to acknowledge your    

efforts and encourage you to keep writing!  

The purpose of this journal is to showcase your writing skills and      

talents which you can boast with pride. It will also help us as a Muslim 

community to voice our opinion and Islamic thoughts. So look for 

something that will inspire you and will bring out the author in you and 

you will be amazed with what you can write! 

You can use various writing forms and styles to have your work        

published in the journal. These include short story writing, poetry, 

school essays, etc. You can use both your school work as well as your 

own inspiration to be involved and take part in publishing your work.  

Come and see me if you have something interesting that you have    

written and would like to share with the whole school. So feel free to 

approach me with new ideas!  

And remember our motto is ‘Write to Excel’ ! 

Editor of the Journal: Ms. Shimaa Halima 

SIGNIFICANT EVENT: SCHOOL PLAY 

‘Mysterious Minds’ is a student produced play which highlights the dev-

astating effects of bullying, be it cyber, physical or verbal bullying. It 

points out the extent to which an individual will go to in order to ensure 

that everyone perceives them as being perfect. The play was organized 

by Ms. Lorraine Paul and involved students taking part from years 10-

11. The play was very effective and had a great impact on the audience. 
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INSTEAD OF BEING DIFFERENT, 
WE CAN BE THE DIFFERENCE   

STUDENTS  THOUGHTS 
ON THE PLAY 

“I think this play was very 

helpful and enjoyable. I learnt 

how not to bully and how to 

treat people the same way as I 

wish to be treated.” 

                        -Amina Elbob  7A 

“As a participant of the play, I  

not only enjoyed the structure 

of the play, but also, the 

friends I made and the time I 

had when rehearsing the play.” 

                      - Soreti Jibrael 

10A 

“I really enjoyed participating 

in the play and witnessing it. It 

was truly remarkable and defi-

nitely had an amazing impact 

on all of the female high school 

students of Al-Taqwa College.” 

                          - Iman Aden 

10A 

“I found it incredible that stu-

dents could display such brav-

ery when they stood on the 

stage! It was amazing!” 

                       - Amina Fazlic 8B 
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By  Iman Aden 10A 

Supposed to bring happiness was 

my remission, 

I bottled and fought my way 

through this mission, 

I lost my hair and scared my self-

image, 

Losing confidence and realizing it 

was a privilege, 

Joy and laughter was quickly over-

come, 

When staring at my reflection hor-

rid thoughts begin to come, 

 Disappointment overwhelms me 

as I see clearly no one wants to 

care, 

Then I think ‘Why me?’ this is cer-

tainly not fair, 

Chemotherapy definitely did me 

good, 

But the side effects make me feel 

different to how I should, 

No children, no hair, no dignity 

left in me, 

I cry alone, because I never antici-

pated this to be, 

I consume myself: life couldn’t be 

worse, 

Reality slaps me when I see I have 

no money left in my purse. 

Medical, rent and utility bills, 

All my problems will simply van-

ish into thin air, 

But I wish for my survival story to 

make me remembered when 

shared, 

I think to myself, I fought so hard 

for a better life, 

Why end it all and take it away 

with the cut of a knife. 

I am most certainly ugly because a 

female shouldn’t look like this, 

Or is this just society eating away 

at my bliss, 

I am very different and that is the 

fact of the matter at hand, 

But I can’t lie and say it doesn’t 

hurt when alone stand, 

I could end my misery any minute 

of the day, 

But why should I go away when no 

one has heard what I have to say. 

I struggled immensely to grasp 

onto life while I could, 

Now I’m not appreciating life like I 

should. 

I’m unwanted, unloved, and un-

happy with my situation, 

But when you don’t conform you 

learn: 

You must rely on yourself on every 

occasion. 

We all differ from one another but 

change to fit in. 

‘It’s so wrong to be different’- in 

our minds society continues to 

drill in. 

I am convincing myself while tell-

ing you this and pouring my heart: 

Don’t change for a world that 
won’t change for you and be proud 
of who you are. 



“ The function of education is to teach one to think intensively and to think critically. Intelligence 
plus character  - that is the goal of true education”  ~ Martin Luther King , Jr., in 1947 

STUDENTS  THOUGHTS  ON 
THE PLAY 

 

“The acting and singing of the 

students were really good. They 

blew me away. I thought that it 

would be one of those plays we 

usually have at school but this 

was so realistic. They actually 

had stories that could be going 

on during school and in the real 

world.”          -  Halima Hared 8B  

“The message behind the play 

was very strong and inspiration-

al”.              - Amal Hassan Ali 9A 

“The play was so interesting and 

it really displayed a great mes-

sage and it got me a little teary 

as well. It was amazing.” 

           - Rakhashan Mohamed 7A 

The play was really heartwarm-

ing to watch and I felt really 

comfortable watching it. I hope 

to see some more of this beauti-

ful work  that the student put 

together.”    

-Siham Abdosh 8B 

“It was amazing, I felt as if  I was 

watching a five-star show. The 

acting was amazing and  out-

standing! The singing was beau-

tiful, the stories that were told 

blew me away! Good job girls!” 

                       - Imaan El Houli 8B 

“The play had a huge impact on 

some of the students.” 

                         - Hodan Nur 8D 

“I loved how at the end every-

body got together as one.”        

- Jasmina Polimac 10A 
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BEAUTY IN THE EYE OF THE BEHOLDER 

By  Zeina El Haouli 11B 

Recited by: Shahani Mohamed 10C 

So you walk out and let the 

world see your beauty 

Because you’re so fascinated by 

the restrictions of society 

Disabling free dress because 

you’ve got to impress 

You follow up with the trends 

and make sure you’re in style 

Comparing yourself to maga-

zines to get societies smiles 

Because everyone’s going to 

look 

Let’s make it worthwhile 

But you look in the mirror 

And don’t like what you see 

So paint a picture on your face 

of what you’d like to be 

Eyeliner, mascara, foundation 

and blush 

Eye shadow, lipstick, but that’s 

not enough 

And so you paint a fake portrait 

so others are deceived 

They say ‘you’re beautiful with-

out it’ 

But you’ve never agreed 

The approval of society was all 

that was achieved 

If only you’d believe what your 

eyes can’t perceive 

Because of your clothes and 

your make up 

It’s making you all stressed  

But if the whole world was 

blind how many would you im-

press? 

If the mind is beautiful 

That is what you can call suc-

cess 

Don’t sell yourself short 

You’re a protected pearl 

Because Islam gives women a 

higher status than anyone in 

the world 

This life is temporary 

Yet we use it to be famous 

Famous to creation  

But to Allah 

We’re now nameless. 

 

 

 

This play clearly shows how many students around the world      struggle 

and suffer from bullying. Al-Taqwa students presented the play to address 

and highlight the devastating effects that bullying could cause. At Al-

Taqwa College, our students strive to support each other to prevent bully-

ing from occurring. It is rewarding to see that, at Al-Taqwa college every-

one works collaboratively to provide a safe, healthy and positive environ-

ment for our students. 



HIJAB 

By Feda Kamareddine 8C 

 

My hijab is not ugly, 

It’s just God’s command for 

me to hide my beauty. 

My hijab is an act of faith, 

A symbol for everyone to see. 

Not a cruelty of Islam! 

I-a Muslim girl, 

The hijab is my identity, it is 

my dignity, 

My barrier to my beauty, 

It displays my personality, my 

loyalty and nobility. 

It is my security…and I wear it 

with sincerity. 

But that doesn’t mean you 

have the right to judge me! 

Why do you all have to stare at 

me? Why?  

Because I’m dressed modestly! 

Never judge a book by its cover 

doesn’t that apply to me? 

Because you never know 

what’s inside of me.  

 

CALAMIT Y  RINGS  NO  BELL           By Abdullahi Said 11D 

Deep in the forest, there was a cot-

tage. A soft light trickled out of the 

window into the dark abyss. In this 

cottage an old woman as fragile as a 

flower lived with her two loving 

grand-children. By the warm em-

brace of the fireplace, the children 

ran to their grandmother yelling 

and laughing about the adventures 

they had that very day. “Nene, tell 

us a story!” the children begged. 

With a smile she reclined on her 

armchair and the children sat at her 

feet with silent anticipation. The 

room fell into complete silence and 

the wind howled against the trees 

sending shivers down the children.  

Long ago, in Year of the Dragon 

the Ming Dynasty rose to power.  

Emperor Ming was a man feared 

throughout China and his influence 

even stretched over sea to Japan. 

He had three daughters, two of 

whom he favoured over the third 

and loved more than the entire 

world. Of his three daughters he 

loved his 1st and 2nd Daughters the 

most. They were the most beautiful 

of all and were loved by all the citi-

zens. Adeline was the 3rd and ig-

nored daughter. She was far less 

beautiful than her other sisters but 

was far more powerful, since she 

had to complete her tasks herself. 

Her sisters were given education 

but she was denied. She ran to her 

room and shut the door with rage. 

How could they deny her this!? 

What has she done to deserve this! 

At nightfall she left her room and 

roamed the vast garden. The moon-

lit night shone from the many flow-

ers in the garden. The moon was at 

its fullest tonight.  

I traversed through the garden 

reaching the gate in mere minutes. 

A hole in the wall provided me an 

exit to pass into the forest. Armed 

with my dagger and bow I move 

into the peaceful forest ahead. To-

night I searched for the elusive 

white bear. Many of the servants 

have been whispering about this 

great beast that lurked within the 

forest. As I silently padded through 

the damp ground. Snap! Something 

is watching me, I slowed my 

breathing and neared by body to 

the ground. I could hear it. The 

hoarse breathing. My hunt begins. I 

took my dagger from my side and 

began to walk to the sound. As a 

neared the clearing I saw it.  

A large bear the size of a man; with 
large tusks like blades. I aimed an 
arrow, piercing its back leg. It 
turned to me as if it had no effect 
and charged at me. I dived aside 
but it caught my leg. Pain erupted 
through my leg and blood become 
to pour like water down a waterfall. 
I quickly wrapped it with my scarf 
while it regained its sense. I shot 
three more arrows getting its legs 
and it fell and hit the floor shaking 
the earth beneath my feet. I felt as 
if the blood pumped against my 
scarf seeping out. I had to get 
home. No time for a victory dance, I 
grabbed the bear and dragged it to 
the village.  

A small village of farmers dwelled 
near the imperial palace and most 
of the lands produce was sent for 
the emperors’ enjoyment. I wasn’t 
known to be the daughter of the 
emperor but the villagers still treat 
me as family. I would often leave 
the place where everyone said was 
my ‘home’ and went to the village, I 
would stay for nights and not be 
missed at the palace. Belonging in 
my royal family has always isolated 
me and I yearned for a place to call 
home where I can find my true 
identity. As the light of dawn rises  
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Logophile 

A lover of words. 
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up the horizon greeting me with the 

warmth of summer. I hand the bear 

to the village butcher and head to 

the doctor. He stitches up my leg 

and recommends me to not hunt for 

a while, but he knows I will anyway. 

As I trek through the forest, I go 

through the front gate and head to 

the palace. My family is eating a 

feast for breakfast and when I walk 

in no one looks up. I’m not worth it. 

I sit down in my scruffy tunic and 

breeches and eat with everyone. I 

had recently seen a blade that I 

wanted but I wasn’t allowed to buy 

things without my father’s permis-

sion. I ask him and he instantly 

turns me down with a chuckle. The 

sisters break into a hysterical laugh-

ter and throw insults at me for act-

ing like a man. Of course my father 

didn’t care. I stand brimming with 

anger as my heart skips a beat. My 

eldest sister begins to choke and her 

face turns a bright red then blue 

then purple. I stare in horror as I see 

my other sister also begin to choke. 

Blood oozes from their eyes and they 

fall to their knees. 

The world went silent. No more 

laughing or mocking. Just a silent 

father and me. He turns to me in 

fury with his hands shaking, he bel-

lows “You did this!!!” with an accus-

ing finger pointing at me. I fall back 

and feel as my breakfast leaps up my 

throat. My vision is blurred as the 

tears build up in my eyes. What’s 

going on! I stand and begin to run 

to my room. I hear my father shout 

out for the guards to capture me and 

I lock my door. Why do these things 

happen to me!? I look out my win-

dow and even the sun runs from me 

as it hurriedly sets. Bringing my be-

longings, I leave my room through 

my window. As I trek through into 

the dark forest. I yell out to release 

my pain. My sisters were dead. I am 

now a murder suspect and will be 

hunted throughout the empire. I 

must disappear. The night brings 

light that shines through my very 

existence. I will be me. Not the 3rd 

princess. Not the hunter from the 

village. I will be me. Adeline. 

“The end” I say and look out the 

window with the pale moonlight 

shines through. 

The children sit with their eyes filled 

with passion. 

“She was never seen again”, I said 

with a smile. My grandchildren ran 

into my arms. I love them so much 

and I love the world I created for 

myself. Adeline Ming died many 

years ago, and what is left is me. 

Just an ordinary grandmother with 

her grandchildren, and was that re-

ally so bad? 

The End 

Each tree can absorb 4.8 pounds of CO2. In a year, 

an acre of trees absorbs equal the amount of CO2 

produced by driving a car 26,000 miles.. 

Source: (http://www.factslides.com/p-2) 

Cupcake  
By Kamar Younes 8C 

 

If I was a cupcake 

So soft and sweet 

With different colored flavors 

What a perfect little treat 

 

So many flavors 

I would possibly be 

Red velvet or Choco chip 

Or even strawberry 

 

But I’m not a cupcake 

And I continue to dream 

Of all the beautiful fantasies 



Chorus 

Every time I try to fly, I fall, you rip my wings, so I feel so 

small. 

 

Every time I come home, I feel all alone and with only bul-

lies on my phone, I’m concealed in my personal dome, sad-

ness, madness, the words that spell me, I’m so sick of peo-

ple not treatin’ me properly, not treatin’ me properly... 

 

Chorus 

 

The stress running through my veins, you’re driving me in-

sane, with the mess you’ve made, do you know first aide? 

‘cause this part of me needs fixin’, ‘cause these bullies keep 

mixin’, mixin’ up my words, keep rippin’, rippin’ at my 

heart, keep tearin’, tearin’ it apart, ‘cause … 

 

Chorus 
 

Are you following the Sunnah, with the Muslim Ummah, 

callin’ me names, do you wanna burn in flames? Jannah or 

Jahanam, yes or no?! Keep teasin’ your peers and Jahanam 

is where you’ll go… 

 

Chorus 

THE SHATTERED SOUL   
(Spoken Words/ Rap presented in the School Play)      
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Written By: Aaliyah Bise 7B                                                           
Performed By: Aaliyah Bise 7B 
Issra Melhem    7A                                                                                                       
Heyam Abbas    7A                                                                                
Edien Adamaz   10A 
Performance Practice:  
Ms. Shimaa Halima 

 

Devastation 

(In memory of the       

Muslim lives lost around 

the world) 

By  Naurath Naushard 7B 

 

As silent tears streamed 

down their faces like rivers 

of sorrow, 
 

Their war-torn bodies held 

scars of yesterday, today 

and tomorrow, 
 

They pleaded and cried for 

their Lord to protect their 

enduring souls into the 

woeful night, 
 

For someone to save them 

from their heart-clenching 

fright, 
 

But their mourns were 

drowned in this crimson 

red blood their country 

were drenched in, 
 

For no one could protect 

them from this inhumane 

sin. 

 

 

Aaliyah, Issra, Heyam and Edien practiced well to     

present this rap during the play performance. The girls 

aimed to point out that being a bully is not a Muslim 

quality and that as Muslims we should be more         

supportive towards each other. The rap is written by 

Aaliyah Bise (7B). She created the rap using a verse 

from the Britney Spears’ song: “Every Time.” 



I pushed my way through the evergreen bushes and let out a 

sigh of relief. I had found it, my final destination…it was on top 

of a mountain where I would last be seen…by anybody, then I 

would cease to exist. 

I walked over to the edge of the cliff and decided to look 

down…I would not jump yet. To say the least, the view was ab-

solutely breathtaking, I was surrounded by the fresh aroma of 

lush green grass. It had made me forget about why I had want-

ed to jump, why I had ever been upset. The scenery made me 

feel content, at peace. 

The high altitude had caused me some difficulty in breathing, I 

stepped back and rested on a rock, enjoying my last moments.  

As I looked up ahead, my eyes gleamed with a sudden excite-

ment, I was seeing the world like I had never seen it before, 

‘beautiful’ would be a great understatement. The mountains up 

front were towering, casting down looming shadows, neverthe-

less, it hadn’t bothered me. Not for a single second. 

I opened my eyes and my breath hitched in my throat, stran-

gling me in that place between laughter and tears. The moun-

tains were alive. They made me happy, the never-ending sky 

above, a vast ocean of blue. It was these things that had made 

me feel more alive than I had ever felt. 

I had lost track of time and minutes had soon turned to hours. 

The sky had been painted to a beautifully blended ombre of 

sunset colours. The scene that I was witnessing was perfect. I 

was frozen in place and my legs refused to move as I focused on 

the sparkling lake, way down below. The atmosphere was calm-

ing and soon, I had reached the extent of ‘amnesia’. I would 

never leave…  

 

NOT   TO   FALL                By  Tasmia Nahin  8D NOT   TO   FALL                By  Tasmia Nahin  8D 

 

Unwanted 

(A poem about a girl 

feeling left out by her 

best friend) 

By  Yasmin El Hassan 

7B 
 

So I sit and I compromise, 

with the tears falling out of 

my eyes, 
 

With change it is almost 

impossible, sometimes you 

were incapable, 
 

My heart is now shattered, 

but to you that never mat-

tered, 
 

All I wanted was for you to 

stay, but all you did was 

walk away, 
 

I’ve been grieving for a dis-

believing amount of time, 
 

It started with a ‘Hi’, I 

guess it’s necessary for it to 

end with a ‘Goodbye’. 
 

And they ask me, ‘Why 

aren’t you tame?’, I reply, 

simply … 

You have not felt my pain. 
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“A negative thinker sees a difficulty in every op-

portunity, a positive thinker sees an opportunity 

in every difficulty.” ~Chikku George Thomas 



AL TAQWA COLLEGE 

Mission  

Al-Taqwa College aims to 

produce good reflective self-

directed learners who have 

problem-solving skills and 

critical thinking abilities. It 

aims to be a place where the 

individuality of each person is 

recognised, and where that 

recognition is reflected in the 

College’s curriculum diversity 

and flexibility, diverse teach-

ing strategies and student 

centered processes.   

 

AL TAQWA COLLEGE 
201 Sayers Road  

Truganina VIC 3029 
Australia 

 
 

Phone: +61 3 9269 5000   
Fax: +61 3 9269 5070  

 

 

Don’t be tempted by the beauty of life but 

strive towards your final destination. The 

Hereafter is more important than the 

Dunia, we are only travellers here            

undertaking a test and our final stop 

would be returning to our creator, The   

Almighty,  Allah (SWT).  

Write a poem discussing the above topic.  

Your poem should include the following: 

 A rhyming scheme. 

 Not less than 4 stanzas.  

 Each stanza should not be less than 4 

verses. 

1. Asmaa Mhamad 10A 

2. Sitra Abdosh 10A 

3. Edien Adamaz 10A 

4. Aisha  Elkurdi  10B 

5. Nadine Fawal  8C 

6. Feda Kamareddine 8C 

7. Kadijah Saadeddine 8C 

8. Nayla Gredelj 8C 

9. Amina Fazlic 8B 

10.  Ibtisam Redi 8A 

 

SUBMISSION: Soft copy on 

a USB to Ms. Shimaa by the 

10th of February. 

 
 

1. First Place:  Typo Gift Card. 

Value: $50. 

2. Runner-Up: Typo Gift Card. 

Reward 
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