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DEEDAR: God’s Prevalent Existence
By definition, Faith is a belief that does not rest on logical proof or material evidence.  Over the past four years I have faced a spiritual war within myself, and it wasn’t until the summer of 2005 that I fought the most significant battle between me and finding faith.  For many years I did everything in my power to prove to myself that I can’t hold on to a belief whose existence has not been proved: the existence of God.  The summer of 2005 was when I experienced the most significant event in my life: enlightenment. Surely not a day goes by where I don’t reminisce on the hard times I faced fighting the idea that God exists, and the proof that slapped me in the face.

Sitting on the floor in the convention center of Toronto with 50,000 other Ismaili Muslims, I thought, “…this shit isn’t going to change my views, I’m too headstrong.”  I had come at my parents’ orders to take part in Deedar, when the Imam of our faith blesses all who come, (Deedar is one of the most significant events to happen).  Very rarely does the “Imam” of our time bless us with his prayer.  I asked myself, if this event would help me change my ways and would I become more religious and more involved with my community?  My family was telling me that Deedar would, undoubtedly, change me.  Once my family had settled, we had a speaker talk to us about the importance of this event and what to do when the Imam came through the double doors.  The speaker told us to stay quiet until the Imam has reached his seat.  She said that he would pace around on the red carpet around everyone in the convention center.  I was now prepared to greet the Imam in person, and I thought about all the many stories I had heard.
Throughout the whole event of Deedar, I sat with my favorite cousin who is a mentor to me.  Sadiq, an unyielding believer in god, was also at the same crossroad that I had been two years prior to this event.  For Sadiq, Deedar was a life-changing event in which he learned many more things other than the existence of God.  Because I was so confused and stubborn at the time, my parents had arranged for me to go everywhere Sadiq went that day.  Throughout the afternoon, Sadiq explained to me the significance of having faith in your life, and why believing in God has helped him thus far.  Sadiq admitted to being a druggie and an alcoholic, and that God’s guidance was the only thing that helped him get out of it.  Essentially, if anyone else were to tell me the stories that I had heard from Sadiq, I would have felt indifferent about the event, but it was his persuasion and his passion that made me become more involved with what was going on around me.  I watched as Sadiq so brashly joined up with the volunteers and just started serving food to everyone.  At first, I just watched from behind the tables, and then I realized that I was no different from anyone else there.  I grabbed an apron and started passing out the granola bars to the young kids who came scurrying up to the table.
Coming back towards the carpet side of the convention hall, I began to think.  I walked so intently that I failed to realize that a few people had said “hi” to me.  When I came back to the carpet, where all my family sat, I went next to my dad and started conversing with him.  His non-chalant behavior was beginning to irk me because everyone else was so serious about this event.  It looked like my dad was about to sleep on this carpet when I asked my dad to explain to me exactly who the Imam was, even though I knew the answer to my exact question.  It felt comforting at times when my dad corroborated the things I knew.  My dad, a not-so-firm-believer in anything, was in his own spiritual dwelling at this point and explained to me that the Shi'a believe that “The Imam” is someone who is able to lead mankind in all aspects of life.  He is “The pope of Muslims.”  In addition, they believe that an Imam is a perfect example in everything. According to Shi'a, an Imam is a leader that must be followed since he is appointed by Allah (God).  After this response, I asked for some guidance, and how I should be reacting at this point, and my dad simply said, “Just be relaxed, in a moment you will feel numb to everything anyways.”  I didn’t know what he meant, nor did I care because it was such a useless piece of advice, until I had realized that that advice was the closest thing to what had actually happened.

A lady stepped up to the podium and announced “Our Imam has arrived…”  After this notice came, I felt the apprehension in everyone.  Muscles tensed up, lips curled, eyelids shut, and the Bhandagi (Intense Praying) commenced.  The Imam walked in through these two grandiose doors, led by two head icons of our mosque, and started pacing his way around the red carpet.  The Imam was wearing this very royal red robe with golden sashes across the top that were surrounded by blue lining.  Everything about what he was wearing was lavish.  Finally, the Imam was getting closer, and I couldn’t stop staring at my Imam.  It was like watching a bad car wreck, but in a good way.  I remember the Imam walking by me, only five feet away from me, and I could feel something, something indescribable yet so enthralling, that I had never felt before, and I looked at my shirt and I was sweating.  Two minutes before I had felt perfectly fine with no sign of discomfort, but something was going on, and some different power was taking control.  I looked at everyone around me and they had the look of bliss on their faces.  This wasn’t the bliss you received going on vacation, but a bliss you receive when you’re completely content with life (I had seen this expression on my grandfather prior to his death, so it was very hard to miss).  I sat there thinking what was the feeling inside me that was suddenly warming me up? Why was I so reposed and content all of a sudden?  He just simply came in the room, and removed all the upheaval that had weighed down every single person.  Then it clicked, and I realized I was feeling the purest of power; I was feeling something so spiritually strong that it became overwhelming to me.  A tear had come to my eye with a realization that there was something out there so much more powerful, so much more pure, and so much more miraculous then I could ever believe.

The Imam sat on his main chair with the two others that he came with by his side.  He watched as we recited hymns written by him.  Everything about him was so mesmerizing.  The look of satisfaction flooded his rosy cheeks, and he was smiling.  The Imam had been in Africa a week before doing a charity service, so seeing all his “sons and daughters” pay him respect and regard like this was a sight for sore eyes.  The event was over, and the Imam started pacing around the center again, before he left.  As he walked by me, I shut my eyes, and began to pray like everyone else.  He had instilled a believer in me, that’s for sure. 

After the Imam left the venue, everyone got up and started to hug one another.  It just felt like the right thing to do.  Most of my relatives were crying with joy, but I was still in much shock as to what had just happened to me.  I saw Sadiq stroll towards me, and I stood there behind my dad thinking about how I should describe what had just happened.  As Sadiq approached he asked, “How do you feel?”  How do I feel?  Well…how did I feel?  “I really don’t know Sadiq, I just know that whatever happened to me just changed me,” I said as we started to walk out together.       
I recall leaving the event feeling quite mummified and numb.  I was still pondering about the feeling I had felt earlier.  I made it my duty to start following the things my Imam told me about morals, respect, and education.  I joined my Muslim community volunteering service as soon as we got back from Toronto.  I felt that it was my duty to do this because God had already proved himself to me, and now it was my turn to do my best and to be as close to God as possible. 
