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After atraverse of Oued Fellat gorges, | arrived
smoothly to the very impressive Oum Rbiaa, at Azemmour,
Atlas mountains, Morocco.

Tonight, there were Rbiaas everywhere. The Rbiaais awild
herb of the mountain side.

The stems had grown during the night; | think | heard them. |
was s0 happy. So many months and so many secrets. How had
| managed all this time to keep mines for myself?

| had tried to speak to the trembling leaves under the whispers
of the wind, but what | told them was taken by the wind and
spread far away. A secret of two isno secret at all.

| wanted the land to brake into two parts and to swallow me.
Little leaves, hear me! Stop it!

And it was the forest of pines that untangled my words carried
away with my voice.

“We hear”, answered the pines, “we hear you.”

Was | talking to them?
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It reminded me of my brothers when they reported our deeds to
. our parents.

It was asif the leaves were deaf, and the wind was deaf; they
did not care while they carried my words away, my precious
words away.

Little Rbiaa, come here, they said, we want to talk about your

. miseries.

| tried to pour my heart on the back of the fireflies shooting

‘ like stars on the fields.

They are swift and keep your secrets away.

But they were too busy!

“We must hurry to lighten our bellies so that children will still
think we are fairies. They will still dream and feel amazed. We
: are too busy, too quickly, too fuzzy. With much knowledge
there is much sorrow, with much wisdom there is much
weeping. We prefer to remain happy. We are givers of dreams.
And don’'t you know that the most silent is the most loved in

this world?”’




| hurried after the dust that went up like smoke shaken out off And each morning and each evening | heard the birds calling

the carpets by the fists of the growing tempest. They succeeded on to me:

in waves as furious as the waves of the sea. The dust entered “ The heart of a fool isin his mouth, the mouth of a wise man is
my mouth each time | wanted to speak and their voices, crack, in his heart.”

slam, crack, slam, did not let me place a single word. So | remained silent and remembered that no secret would be
Instead, | heard them say: safe out there in the open.

“lila kanet darek men zaj, matdrebch nnass The little birds made their nest, taught their young to fly,

If your house is made of glass, do not strike people.” migrated to warmer lands, and then came back and | still do not
My soul was made of glass. speak their language. But they speak mine.

| look for afriend little birds. They answered: “A friend has a
friend who has a friend, who has a friend, doesn’t he? An ear
has an ear that has an ear. Y our secret is safer with yourself,
within yourself. A secret of two is the secret of everyone,

anyone.”

So | ran and cried and cried.
It was then that someone told me about the Rbiaas.

They said | could cry over Rbiaa fields and then my secrets

would come out with my tears.
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So | kept my secrets inside. | would pour my tears on the Rbiaafields, and then | would

twist them until they are al dry up.



Yes, | will.

They told me: “There is a story of the Rbiaa weed.

If you have a secret to reveal, you cannot say it to everyone. If
you cannot hold your secret in, you can say it to a Rbiaa, a
weed. You twist it and say your secret; aslong as the herb is
drying, the secret is vanishing till it dries completely with time,
and your secret goes with it.”

So | came here.

Walking through the scent of coriander.

The beauty of the reddish river asif packed with the henna
leaves.

The houses perched on the cliffs like sugar blocks.

| was doing just that when | heard avoice in the dry leaves, in
the last call of the weeds dying. It said, “ “Get your matters and
projects in secrecy”.

When the Shaytans hear of your projects, they try to make
them fall.

If you let your sins out there in the open, the rule is that you

will be punished. If you hide them, you will be forgiven unless

it touches on another’ s person rights.
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If you talk bad of someone, you will be slandering.




“All of human being’s words count against him and not for
him, except commanding the right, forbidding the wrong, and
the mention of Allaah Most High (dhikr)”

“Much speech without mentioning Allaah hardens the heart”
Ali (RU) said, “The best discourse is expressive, great, brief,
and interesting”
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Ask the experienced rather than the learned.

The Rbiaas bank is the best of secret leave.
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