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			In the Name of Allāh,

			the Most Compassionate,

			the Most Merciful

		

	
		
			Dedication

			•To my dear father, may Allāh have mercy upon him, from whom I learned the love of knowledge, persistence in seeking it, patience, sacrifice, and respect for others’ points of view.

			•To my dear mother, may Allāh protect her, who provided me with infinite care, constant encouragement, and immense tenderness.

			•To my dear wife, who has always been a source of support for me –after Allāh– towards fulfilling my academic and practical career.

			•To my sons and daughters, who have always been a shining beacon in my life, and who have patiently tolerated my absence away from them in clinics, hospital operating rooms, libraries, and classrooms.

			•To my bright students, who are the reflection of my success. From me, they earned sincere love, and from them, I earned full loyalty, respect, and appreciation.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			All praise be to Allāh, by whose grace good things are accomplished. I bear witness that there is no deity except Allāh, and I bear witness that Muḥammad is His servant, His messenger, and His chosen friend. He conveyed the message, fulfilled the trust, advised the nation, and left it on the straight unambiguous path; may the peace and blessings of Allāh be upon him, his family, and his companions. May Allāh be pleased with everyone who follows his Sunnah and acts according to it until the Day of Resurrection, and may Allāh be pleased with us by His forgiveness and favor, for He is the most merciful of all who show mercy.

			As for after;

			The first purpose of writing this diary is to review the memories and history from a beautiful period of time; a time that was interspersed with many customs and traditions that people lived by and interacted with, and of which nothing remains to remind us of that beautiful time. The second purpose is to mention and review some of the cultural and heritage influences and historical events that had a great impact on the lives of many people.

			I tried to present this book in a way that is somewhat different from what is common in traditional writing, as I compiled therein both the vanishing heritage and the academic life that I have lived. I also reviewed the customs and traditions of my small village, which have died out and have come to be mentioned as mere memories. It was all a result of comprehensive and rapid civilizational changes whose primary reason, without doubt, was the great economic and scientific revolution that followed the discovery of oil and changed the face of the world.

			I also mentioned how people coexisted during that period, and the changes that occurred in their daily lifestyle during the past forty years... Almost everything was affected by the storm of change... everything... and at the forefront of that was diet, clothing, housing, transportation, and communications... Even the heritage inherited from parents and grandparents was affected by the winds of change.

			I also described what I witnessed during my life in the village from the customs and traditions of celebrating events, such as festivals, weddings, circumcision, and the events that took place during that period.

			It was necessary, in the context of narrating the events, to mention some of the important figures in my practical and academic career who left a positive impact on my life in one way or another, as a way of thanking them and praising them for what they have done for me and for the whole community.

			Given the importance of education in society, I have also reviewed what I experienced during the stages of public and higher education, including some of the methods of teaching and pedagogy that were used in that period of time. I went into detail with regards to my time in college with all the events associated with it and the benefits and lessons learned. I hope that it would be of great benefit to the student of knowledge, especially since this stage is one of the most important in a person’s education insofar as forming their academic and practical future and the nature of their future career.

			I also addressed the stage of postgraduate studies in detail, including the method of choosing a specialization and preparing for it, starting with preparation for the study-abroad exams, the relevant routine procedures with Canadian universities, and the exchange of communications, personal interviews, obtaining letters of acceptance, along with the events and incidents that took place while studying abroad during the clinical-medical-surgical training in North America. I ask Allāh, exalted be He, that this information would be useful to everyone who wishes to continue their studies and gets the opportunity to do so locally or abroad.

			I then discussed the stage of transition from the life of a student-trainee to the life of a productive professor-physician-surgeon, the practical nature of that life, and the ways of dealing with students and work colleagues.

			In addition, I mentioned my experience in the administrative life, which was an assignment that I had no choice but to accept, despite its obligations and responsibilities that required extra time and effort from myself. I accepted that position out of a sense of responsibility and gratitude to my beloved country and to the university that gave us a lot as students and as professors.

			My time as an administrator gave me the opportunity to interact with my colleagues in the department, college, and work, and to deal with them directly, as I took part in many administrative committees as a member or chairman, inside the college and the hospital, and I captured many lessons from them, of which I will mention some, especially that which would be useful and beneficial for the reader, by the will of Allāh.

			It is inevitable that man, in the course of his life, witnesses events and changes that leave a great impact on himself and on the general public around him. Some of these events have great resonance, make headlines, and are widely circulated among people. Others have a direct and indirect reflection on everyone’s life. It was necessary to review and mention some of these events.

			Given that work takes up most of a doctor’s time, the practical experience had the largest share of detail in this book. I mentioned the practical, administrative, and academic incidents that would benefit the seeker of knowledge, by the will of Allāh.

			I also recounted some interesting stories and useful lessons that occurred during my travels for tourism or for attending medical conferences, in order to add some fun and variation to the nature of the topics presented for reading.

		

	
		
			The Village … A Distinctive Life

			Masliyah Village:

			Masliyah is a village in the Baish Governorate affiliated to Jazan, a southern region in the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia. By the will and decree of Allāh, I was born into this world at dawn on the 28th of February 1962 AD, to a modest middle-income family. That morning for me was the start of a life full of everything, imaginable or unimaginable. I lived a life full of events and changes; a life of someone whom Allāh willed that lives and witnesses so many things and learns from lecture halls and eventful life chapters, moment by moment.

			This life that I’m talking about started in a very small village where all the residents knew each other without exception. All and sundry lived under very modest economic and social conditions that were completely different in the sixties and seventies of the last century than in the twenty-first century.

			I was the fifth child among twelve brothers and sisters. Two of them passed away, while ten stayed alive and are blessed, praise be to Allāh, with health and well-being.

			In the late 1960s and early 1970s, the Jazan region was completely dependent on agriculture, where all the land, from north to south, was covered in the green of corn plantations, and its healthy soil gave off the scent of green grass and fruitful trees.

			The top priority for our family was, and still is to this day, knowledge and education. Our family was one of the families that Allāh graced with agricultural land, which yielded much and provided ample luxury for its owners during that beautiful time. Rather, it was an important factor in providing the financial ability that ensured a decent life for the family, including appropriate education for its members. The annual yield of small seed corn in its red and white varieties was very large, and it was considered currency that people used when buying and selling by barter. At that time, we used to go to the grocery store with a little amount of corn to buy all the needs of the house, like sugar, tea, salt, and oil.

			Corn is the main farming crop in Jazan. It used to be stored in large containers called ‘Ejār (plural of ‘Ajrah), and one ‘Ajrah is large enough to hold about nine large hollow sacks of rice and sugar of fifty kilograms each, and sometimes corn was stored directly in these sacks. The ‘Ejār were made locally from the fronds of the Doum palms in very beautiful artistic patterns. These corn-filled ‘Ejār were kept on the baulks of large Doum palms that were placed flat on the ground, thus the ‘Ejār were not touching the ground to prevent them from getting wet or eaten by termites. ‘Ejār and sacks filled with corn were brought from the farms at the end of the agricultural seasons, carried on camelback, and later on Toyota trucks. They were placed on top of each other in the manner previously explained in what is called stacking (Raṣṣ).

			In the years when the harvest was bountiful, the stacking of ‘Ejār and sacks filled with corn in our house amounted to more than fifty ‘Ejār and two hundred sacks, stacked about five meters high and ten meters long. That precious stock was like a bank account or a safe in a house, meaning that the more corn available and stored in a house, the richer and of higher income its residents were.

			My father, may Allāh have mercy upon him, had a lot of livestock, including sheep, cows, and camels. He also had many workers (the Shuqāh); men and women who were responsible for doing the housework and cultivating the land, and all of them were good people of the village.

			The duties of the workers included fetching water from the wells, carried in clay vessels on donkeys. In each trip, the donkey would carry two jars of about twenty liters each, placed inside a net made of Doum palm fronds (Shibāk) resting on the donkey’s flanks and across the saddle where the rider sits. In return for a little corn, the water was filled by the person who worked at the well, called the Barrāḥ. At that time, there was only one well for all the villagers and their cattle to drink from. Sometimes, when the workers were busy with their private chores, as it was impossible for them to be available all week, we, the sons of the family, would fetch the necessary household supplies, and that was usually on the weekends, which fell on Thursdays and Fridays.

			Things then developed to some extent, and people’s need for water increased. The water carried in clay pots was no longer sufficient, so there emerged the cart carrying a barrel on two wheels and pulled by a donkey. This was the case until the Toyota Hilux made an appearance in the late seventies, which greatly revolutionized the way things were done. After that came the stage of doing away with donkeys, and they started to gradually disappear. Many of them were carried in trucks without mercy to their final resting place far from the village, where many of them starved to death while the rest were run over on the international highway. Donkeys and their importance in transportation and carrying baggage vanished, and the usual place in Baish market for auctioning, buying, and selling them disappeared.

			Everything about the village life was beautiful in terms of calmness, purity, and complete safety. I’m not just referring to the calmness and purity of the atmosphere and the cleanliness of the roads, but also to the calmness and purity of the souls and the cleanliness of the hearts. People loved each other and felt like brothers and sisters, without any formalities in their daily interactions. The houses were all built of straw and called ‘Ishash (shacks); sing. ‘Ish-shah, and the external fences were built of Samar and Markh trees and called Zurub (palisades); sing. Zarb. As for the internal partitions that were used as separators between the shacks and as curtains for them, they were called Mashārajāt; sing. Mashārij. There were no closed gates nor security guards. This setup might have been part of the immigrant heritage that was brought to the south of the Arabian Peninsula by immigrants across the maritime borders from neighboring countries in the fifties and sixties of that century. Naturally, the immigrant heritage was economically and socially compatible with the lifestyle of people then, especially since the Jazan region has a lot in common in its climate, topography, and agricultural products with the neighboring East African countries on the opposite side of the Red Sea. However, much of this heritage started to gradually fade away in the early eighties. The shacks were replaced by rooms built of unreinforced cement bricks covered with timber roofs. The palisades were also replaced by walls built of cement bricks.

			The new rooms were built in a manner quite similar to that of shacks. Each room had two doors and two windows for ventilation and for cooling in the hot summer weather. These rooms were a place for receiving guests, gathering family members, and sleeping as well. They were internally decorated in a unique style, characterized by shelves that carried pots filled with sand for stability, and walls adorned with plates of different sizes and colors.

			Unfortunately in the 1980s, as people’s financial situation improved, all this heritage disappeared very quickly, those rooms were replaced with villas, reinforced concrete houses, and public housing (all of a foreign character imported from abroad).

			The newly constructed reinforced concrete housing in the Jazan region is not compatible with the environment and the nature of the hot humid weather throughout the year. The need for air conditioning, constant air cooling, and high electricity consumption has become a must for all classes of society. It costs a lot of money and makes it hard for people to live without. It is strongly recommended that architects implement designs compatible with the hot weather, that would be of high ceilings, special thermal insulators, wide windows, and dust barriers, while preserving the architectural heritage of the region.
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			Interior design of traditional houses in Jazan (١٩٦٠-١٩٨٥ AD)

			In the recent past, the streets of the village were sandy (not paved), and how beautiful those streets paved with clean white sand were! And how filled those narrow alleys that connected those streets were with the scents of glorious history! It was a beautiful setting and spacious fields where we would come and go and play and have fun. They were beautiful days in every sense, and how I wished that the past would make a return, but it is impossible for it to return.

			My father, may Allāh have mercy upon him, had a donkey that had a distinctive white color and a unique braying sound. That donkey was like a luxury car at that time. We would know that my father was almost home from work each afternoon by the distinctive braying of his donkey. That white donkey was my father’s daily means of transportation back and forth, from the village of Masliyah, where he lived, to his work in the Baish court, which was about eight kilometers away; and this was the case for several years.

			Later on, my father’s financial circumstances improved a bit and he, may Allāh have mercy upon him, could afford to buy a Toyota “Jeep” with a soft-top. It was the second car in the village, as there was only one other car that belonged to a neighbor. That car was a complete civilizational shift, and I remember very well that one of the happiest moments for us, as children, was the moment when we were allowed to ride in it. That was the big change in transportation in 1969, but my father did not give up his white donkey and refused to sell it until it died of old age after a long life.

			As for electricity, it did not exist until the late seventies, and we were totally dependent on kerosene lanterns. The lanterns, in their small and large sizes, were the source of light that we relied on in homes and while walking on the streets at night. You would see women carrying them while walking at night, moving from one house to another, as well as men, especially when they went to mosques. Then, the light source evolved to be another device called the Itrīk (Primus gas lantern), which was larger, heavier, and could not be carried for long distances. It also worked with air-pressurized kerosene and was characterized by its bright white light which was stronger than the regular lantern.

			Then the economic conditions improved somewhat and my father bought a Lister diesel-fueled generator that was operated manually, requiring strong physical effort. That generator, which was also used in farms, was a mechanical generator connected with strong belts to the dynamo, which in turn converted mechanical energy into electrical energy. It was specially brought to generate electricity and bring light into our house, but the neighbors also developed the same desire to have modern lighting. So the electric current was actually delivered to them by means of primitive poles for the purpose of lighting during the night hours only. Some houses sufficed with one or two lamps, one for indoor lighting and the other for outdoor.

			That generator was quite noisy as it was loud and located inside the courtyard of our house, and it was working from after Maghreb (sunset) prayer until after midnight, and the village would then become completely quiet. However, it often broke down all of a sudden and stopped working without warning, and as a result, complete darkness would envelop the houses, and we would hear a crescendo of children’s screams as waves of mosquitoes attacked them.

			In 1975 AD, my father, may Allāh have mercy upon him, traveled with a local friend of his to the various regions of the Kingdom to collect donations from the village youth working in the military sector, who had moved out with the diminishing dependence on agriculture and the recovery of the national economy with dependence on oil. My father and his friend were able to collect some money and buy a larger more powerful generator, which brought life to the dark streets of the village at night. This time around, a location outside the village was chosen for the new generator, specifically in its southeast, and the room that housed it still exists to this day.

			Our humble village continued to suffer from the buzzing of hungry mosquitoes, fatal malaria, and the roar of faulty generators until the year 1986 AD, with the arrival of government-provided electricity, in its current distinctive form.

			It should be noted that none of the familiar means of communication was known back then except written messages that were delivered by people. Many times, it was difficult to find someone to read them, as illiteracy was horribly rampant. There was no mail available in its known present form, which is still developing gradually over time, and I expect that it would reach high levels of service with the availability of clear addresses for houses that people would have to use.

			At that time, and I mean in the sixties, seventies, and early eighties of this century, no one knew anything about the telephone, let alone the internet service and the other communication services that have become available during the past decade. If anyone back then had been told that the current means of communication and the World Wide Web would exist someday, they would perhaps have said that it was a type of magic or sorcery, just like the reaction to the fax machine and the telegraph in the fifties.

			The radio was the only means, during that beautiful time, to deliver news to the different regions and villages of the Kingdom, and it was also the means to listen to the Qur’an, music, and various programs.

			As for the television, it made a shy appearance for the first time in the village in the early seventies with its black and white screen. We used to gather in front of that screen watching the channel of Abyssinia (Ethiopia), whose native language was unknown to us. A few months later, we started to receive the color broadcasting of the Saudi TV channel.

			Among the unforgettably sad radio news during my village life was the news broadcast on one sad Tuesday, 25 March 1975 AD, after the noon prayer. It was news of the death of His Majesty King Faisal, may Allāh have mercy upon him, who was treacherously murdered at the hands of his nephew Faisal bin Musā‘id. My father, may Allāh have mercy upon him, used to listen to the afternoon news on the radio after coming home from work every day, and on that day, the radio broadcast was suddenly cut off, then the heavy silence was broken by a sad voice mourning with great sadness and sorrow the martyrdom of His Majesty the King, and everyone in the house squealed: “We belong to Allāh and to Him we shall return!” The sad news hit us like a bolt of lightning, and sadness overwhelmed the village and the whole country for a long time. I even remember that the neighbors and many of the villagers on that day went out to the streets with sad swollen red eyes, in horror of the shock and in immense grief for the great loss.

			Gone was the great man and skilled leader, on whom the hopes of the entire Islamic nation were placed, especially hopes of reclamation of Jerusalem and the usurped Islamic lands. May Allāh have mercy upon Faisal bin ‘Abdul Azīz, the beacon of hope in the hearts of Muslims that was extinguished by fate. He was distinguished, may Allāh have mercy upon him, by his great statesmanship and his frank outspoken stances before the world. Allāh’s miracle for him materialized when He answered his prayers and granted him the martyrdom he had hoped and prayed for. May he enjoy the bliss of martyrdom, and may Allāh grant him the highest gardens of Paradise, and we ask Allāh to unite us with him in the eternal abode of His mercy.

			Another shockingly sad news that the radio delivered to us was what we heard during my third year of high school, on the morning of the first day of the month of Muḥarram, 1400 AH, that coincided with 20 November 1979 AD. While preparing for a new school day, and before we got into the car to go to school, the morning broadcast started with breaking news that dropped like bombshells on our ears. It was terrifying strange news; a rebellious group entered the Holy Mosque in Mecca after the Fajr prayer and they killed and took hostage innocent worshipers. It was a tragic and catastrophic situation, and all people in the village and country plunged into a state of acute grief, closely following the events unfolding at the holiest spot on the face of the earth. Many people believed at first that the matter was simple, as portrayed by local and international news channels in its early stages. But the events escalated and it was announced later that the terrorists had barricaded themselves inside the Holy Mosque and refused to surrender. They detained worshipers and shot anyone who tried to enter or leave. Everyone sat glued to television screens to catch every news update. We watched nothing except footage of the Holy Mosque with its courtyards empty of worshipers, for the first time in history. This calamity lasted for about fifteen days. Muslims were anxiously awaiting relief and conquest, which seemed far away, with the days feeling as long as years.

			The rebellious group, during that sad period of time, shed the blood of innocent security guards and worshipers inside the holy precincts of Al-Masjid Al-Ḥarām. Then the Fatwa was issued by the Council of Senior Scholars to attack the assailant terrorist group, take them by surprise, and expel them from the Holy Mosque by force. Praise be to Allāh, the attack was carried out and the leader-from-the-shadows, Muḥammad bin ‘Abdullāh Al-Qaḥtāni, who had declared himself the expected Mahdi, was killed. The gang leader and prime stirrer of strife, Juhaymān Al-‘Otaibi, was arrested, and he and his misguided gang were tried and were all executed.

			Among the memories of the past and forgotten history of the village was the preparation of food for family members and guests, which turned out delicious and flavorful because it was home made. Red corn as well as white corn were the main ingredient in the dishes of the people of the entire region. They were cooked in various ways and different flavors. We used them in preparing flatbread, Tharīd, Mabthūthah, Khaḍīr, and Mazūrah; all are well-known popular dishes.

			As for rice, it is imported food that people are used to eating in this day and age in large quantities. It was in very short supply and expensive at that time and was cooked only in the homes of middle-income people who had purchasing power, as was the case with fish and meat.

			In the village of Masliyah, there was one butcher (Qaṣṣāb) who used to slaughter one animal (lamb or calf) and divide it among his usual customers, who often made immediate payment. Due to the lack of electricity and refrigerators at that time, my father, may Allāh have mercy upon him, used to buy fresh meat and fish on a daily basis, according to the household’s needs on that day.

			Regarding fruit, it was brought to the house only on Saturdays, and we the brothers and sisters, would share a banana, an orange or an apple, which were all, in general, a rare thing and had an unforgettable taste.

			As for cooking, the clay furnace (Tannūr) was the essential item inside every house in the region, and it still is to this day. Of course, cooking was generally done using wood charcoal, until imported Chinese cooking tools appeared, the most famous of which was the kerosene cooker that had many problems, and it was followed by modern natural gas ovens.

			In that beautiful time, there were no cans, garbage, or anything filthy in the streets and alleyways, and there was no public municipal service, as is the case now. The streets of the villages were adorned with clean white sand, and it was impossible to find in them any discarded rubbish or waste.

			Until recently, there was no market in the village of Masliyah or anywhere else in the Jazan region that brought together all the items a household needs in one place in its current form with its imported name (the supermarket). In the entire village, there were four or five very modest grocery shops known by the names of their owners. There were no name boards on these shops nor operating licenses from the municipality –as is the case today– simply because there was no municipality, and the people did not know the term “municipality” at the time. Once a week, I used to go to the shop of Uncle Aḥmed ‘Uqaibi, may Allāh have mercy upon him, to shop for household supplies and register them on my father’s balance to be paid at the end of the month. The grocery list included kerosene, salt, sugar, and tea, and I would load them on the donkey and bring them home.

			Saturday was the designated market day of the city of Baish and its suburbs. It was like a beautiful artistic folkloric painting, where you could find all the necessary needs of life as well as luxury items. On Saturdays, merchants came to this market from almost every village and town in the area. I used to find great pleasure shopping in that market, as there was a section for fruits and another for clothes, appliances, toys, perfumes, jasmine and fragrant trees with which women adorned their heads in weddings and merry nights, and there was another section for locally made sweets, such as Mishabbak and Maḍrūb (Turkish delight), and another for kitchen utensils, and another for selling cattle, corn, and fish. That market was open to all; men and women alike, male and female shoppers, and male and female sellers.

			The market shops and the lanes running between them were made of timber. That market was operating until very recently. Many of the shops were demolished, thus demolishing its history in the process, and the remaining activities were moved out of town. I visited that new place, and, to my surprise, I found a market different from the one I knew and people different from those I knew. The market that I knew was no longer crowded with sellers and shoppers; there was only very small numbers of people there. This is because the emergence of modern central markets in every neighborhood of the city and its villages, which provide financial liquidity for many people, has eliminated the popular weekly markets that carried a lot of history and beautiful folk customs.

			Peacefulness was the dominant trait among people, and this is a blessing without any doubt that our country, may Allāh protect it, has enjoyed since its founding and until this day. There were no security guards, police cars, traffic control, or civil defense in Baish or its villages. The office of the Emir (the Ruler/Governor or head of the municipality) was next to his residence, and a few clerks, not more than four, worked with him. The Emir had direct contact with the Sheikh (leader) of the tribe. Judgments were executed against the violators by the Emir and the Sheikh. The sentenced person was taken to the village prison, which was the house of a cooperative man known as the jailer, where every violator of the law was kept in custody. Among the jailer’s duties was to restrain the animals that were caught vandalizing other people’s farms; whether cows, sheep, or camels, and they were not released except by order of the local Emir or Sheikh, after taking a pledge from the owner and compensating the farmer for the damage to his crops. The jailer’s tasks also included announcing, at the top of his voice, morning or evening, all the village news meant to be reported to the people, such as the arrival of flash floods after rain, or announcing the place of Eid prayer or the place for collection of Zakat from farmers. He also announced the collection of donations for the construction of earth dams (‘Oqūm) that were used to direct flood waters to the village farms. Those dams were established by the special effort of male peasants and simple plowing machines that depended entirely on cows.
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			Earth Dams (Source: Muḥammad Ar-Rubaydi)

			Regarding the climate of Baish and its suburbs –as well as the region in general– it is hot and humid throughout the year. I can even safely say that there are only two seasons in the whole year: a sultry dusty summer, and another summer with its moist moderate weather, known among the locals as the spring.

			During the temperate climates, the women would move the beds outside the house in the afternoon, where they would be arranged in an orderly manner to be used for sitting and for sleeping out in the open air, with no cover but the sky with its beautiful stars, and to the sound of mosquitoes that attacked everyone without discrimination or mercy.

			Exchanging visits among neighbors happened on a daily basis, among feelings of belonging to one family and mutual affection. There was no veil for women except for the head covering and modest clothing; the souls were clean and pure, there was no malice nor depravity, and you, dear reader, have the right to compare and wonder, what happened to people? What happened to education? What happened to the youth, especially in our conservative Muslim society? Today, you find in society young people with an extremist fanatic character who, in the name of religion and without any knowledge, forbid everything and spawn terrorist groups that have sadly ruined the reputation of the Muslim locally and globally. This was exploited by the enemies and those lying in wait in their war against Islam and Muslims. On the other hand, you also find young people of an irresponsible nature who lack the simplest principles of social and Islamic education, to the extent that a woman no longer feels safe to go out to run her errands alone as she did in the past, and if she does, she is be followed by sick eyes and vulgar catcalls.

			These practices, which are alien to our society and foreign to our Arab nation that takes pride in its Arabism and its chivalry, are mean and offensive to the Muslim community; and they must be confronted with education, culture, and strict law. A woman may need to go out to bring for her family their needs of food and clothing due to the absence of a man who tends to her, whether a husband, a son, or a brother, either because he is traveling, has passed away, or is too young. But the poor woman, in the eyes of those uncivilized losers, is always the prey; everyone wants to take advantage of her, regarding her with their sick eyes and souls as a cheap depraved creature. Such a pathetic person forgets that this woman could very well be his sister, aunt, or even his mother, and he knows not of this painful truth except when her veil is removed and he receives the horrifying shock. A friend told me before he died, may Allāh have mercy upon him, that in his youth he verbally harassed a woman who later turned out to be his aunt, who then, of course, gave him a good disciplining.

			Unfortunately, moderation in educating people is gone, and gone with it are common sense and beautiful simplicity in human interactions. The difference between today and yesterday is huge, especially in this matter, and if only yesterday would come back! In the recent past, the woman was logging firewood, harvesting in farms, welcoming the guest and honoring him, offering the guest food and talking with him from behind a screen. Today unfortunately, all of these actions have become strange and forbidden, and our society has become a purely patriarchal society, to the extent that some extremists in religion consider a woman’s voice to be shameful. They consider mentioning her name in gatherings shameful, disgraceful, and unacceptable, whether this woman is a daughter, sister, wife, or even a mother. They thus overlook the pride our Islamic heritage takes in the Mothers of the Believers (wives of the Prophet, peace and blessings of Allāh be upon him); mentioning their names and their venerable deeds. I wonder: what happened to people’s minds?

			Today, a woman comes to my clinic and she is old enough to be my mother or my grandmother. Her hair has turned white, her teeth have fallen out, her skin has sagged, and she is ill, and yet, despite all of this, she refuses to uncover her face. Some of them act this way because of exaggeration in religion and the lack of sufficient religious culture, while for others the matter has become something of habit and binding modesty, despite their urgent medical need for diagnosis and treatment. Ignorance is the plague of the human mind and the reason for the failure of great societies. If it weren’t for ignorance and the lack of general culture, extremism and terrorism would not have relentlessly struck our peaceful Muslim society.

			Finally, there is another type of young people who represent the minority. A group that are persevering, active, hard-working, serving their society, fearing Allāh, and seeking knowledge and culture. They are the group by whom things are straightened and people prosper. I ask Allāh to multiply them and reinforce them with knowledge and good deeds.

			Among the very beautiful memories from the sixties and seventies of this century were the activities carried out in the holy month of Ramadan and on the eve of Eid (Islamic holidays). On moonlit nights, the women would clean their homes and all the spaces surrounding them, often extending the cleaning process even to the homes of neighbors and neighboring streets. As for men, they worked in the farms during the day and met at night to chat and play some beautiful folk sports (Mashqaḥah, Muzqarah, Ḥanfā’, Baḥrīr, Ḥāmi Shātah, Dasīs, Būḥ, and Tāq Tāq Tāqiyah), especially on moonlit nights. They were beautiful customs and traditions that no one tried to develop or preserve; rather, they disappeared completely.

			The charming village life, with the traditions and customs of its people, their traditional dwellings, and their distinctive clothes, were all affected by the blessed oil wealth and the stormy media revolution with the rapid winds of change that left nothing at all without changing it in some way or another. The food changed from red corn to rice, and the clothes from wearing Ḥūk and Qamīs to the Thobe, Ghutra and ‘Iqāl. The ride and transportation changed, in general, from donkeys and camels to cars and planes. The lantern and kerosene lamp were replaced by electricity. The introduction of electricity into people’s lives accelerated the winds of change and announced the beginning of a new renaissance. Dwellings changed from straw shacks and timber fences to concrete buildings and reinforced concrete walls that separated people’s homes as well as their hearts.

			Throughout the writing of these lines, which lasted for over fifteen years, many of the living conditions in the city and village changed dramatically and rapidly. In the world of communications, for example, mobile phones appeared and everyone had them. They contained social networking programs and applications that took upon themselves the responsibility of the media, which is no longer the responsibility of a reliable official body under fixed laws. For this reason, fake news and horrific rumors affecting individuals and societies spread in a frightening unprecedented manner.

			The Vanishing Folkloric Heritage in Jazan

			The Jazan region is distinguished by its kind citizen, who is generous, tolerant, intelligent, cultured, and educated. It’s the region whose streets, mountains, and plains speak poetry, literature, and history. It also has a distinct geographical location and terrains.

			That region has distinctive characteristics that may not exist in any other region of the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia; as it combines plains, mountains, and farms of fertile soil producing corn, sesame, and fruits, beautiful valleys, and beaches distinguished by clean sparkling sand. The Jazan region is characterized by its beautiful islands and silver white sandy beaches. Along with all these qualities of the land and climate of that beautiful region, there remains to be mentioned the most important thing and the predominant characteristic of its people, which is good manners, generosity, and hospitality. All these qualities played a major role in attracting many immigrants from other regions of the Kingdom and from neighboring countries to settle on its land throughout the ages, especially in the forties and fifties of this century.

			Naturally, these immigrants had a large influence by way of bringing their customs and traditions to this region and merging them with the local heritage, which gave rise to a distinct hybrid heritage of a special character . Among these traditions was the use of environmental components such as trees in the construction of dwellings and walls (‘Ishash, Mashārajāt, and Zurūb). Likewise are traditional foods, like preparing corn flour on the mill (a rectangular rock panel on which corn is ground by means of a rocky column called Wadi), then baking it in the Tannūr oven.
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