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Chapter One
by Umm Naml

Abu Bakr Saleh stood rigidly before his reflection in his room. With deliberate care, he oiled and
brushed his beard neatly. He assessed his neatly ironed caftan for any wrinkles. Pleased with
the result, he stood back erect and sighed deeply, dreading what he knew awaited him on the
other side of his sanctuary. That moment, he wished he were twenty-six years old, a graduate, a
worker... He wished he were married.

Being a sixteen years old under the dictates of a parent who were too embarrassed to be
reckoned with him, wasn't easy on his young mind. Some days like then, he wished he were far
away from the burden of constant rejection that was a daily part of his life.

The memory of his last encounter he had with his father still lingered achingly upon his fragile
heart.

"Every time I look at you, I feel embarrassed!" His dad had said irritably, taking Abu Bakr by
surprise.

"Dad, have I done something wrong?" he had asked politely, even though he had known that his
mere existence was all wrong to his father.

"How can you make me feel so little amongst my friends? Look at little AbduLlah, Ameer's son,
he is looking all cute like the teenager he is, while you look like a begger... In my house!"

"Dad, AbduLlah sags his trousers. You want me to sag my trousers?"

"I want you to shave this nonsense off your face and look tidy! I want you to lower you garments
and stop looking like I don't have enough money to get you good clothes!"

"I am sorry dad, but I can't do that. How can you even say this when you are a Muslim? How can
you claim to follow the messenger, peace be upon him, yet hate the way he looked?"

"How would you know the way he looked; were you there?" his dad had snapped.

"AstagfiruLlah, dad!"

"Every time I bring up this issue, you hide behind a facade of religious obligations. Do you mean
to tell me that other Muslims do not follow the prophet, peace be upon him? Will you be the only



one in Jannah?"

"AstagfiruLlah, that knowledge belongs with Allah Alone; we only hope for His mercy. As for me,
I but worry for my soul. "Part of a person's being a good Muslim is his leaving that which does
not concern him". Abu Bakr had quoted from a sahih narration in jami' at-Tirmidhi. "That's why
you shouldn't pay attention to what Mr. Ameer says, dad. By Allah, he will not be able to defend
you before Allah." Abu Bakr had pleaded.

"You really have no regard for your parents, even though you claim to follow the prophet, peace
be upon him." his father had been more furious, "Didn't the prophet say, "he is not one of us, who
does not show compassion to our little ones, or respect our older ones"?"

"True father, Allah has said in surah al-Luqman, verse 14 that we should be dutiful to our parents
and treat them with kindness, but didn't He also follow this declaration with an exception of
when they ask us to associate partners with Him? You have read this verse, dad; didn't Allah ask
us to follow the path of him who turns in obedience to Allah? Isn't that the prophet, peace be
upon him? If that is the case, and Allah has told us in surah al-Imran that if we love him then we
should follow the prophet, peace be upon him, is there then, obedience to the created, as
opposed to The Creator?"

A hard, unexpected slap had had him staggering backwards. "You are hopeless! Your eloquence
does not make you right!"

Abu Bakr blinked rapidly, forcing himself back to the present, even as he could still hear the
disturbing echo of his father's yelling voice.

He took another deep, calming breath. One thing was certain; nothing lasted forever, no matter
how much one loved it or how much one dreaded it. And only Allah was deserving of all fear. He
braced himself and stepped out of his room.



Chapter two
by Umm Abdirrahman

Feeling like a rat, in a house where an unfriendly cat resided, he walked through the hallway
towards the sitting room.

The sitting room was spacious and well furnished with every item the eyes fell upon reeking of
riches. The walls were a beautiful mixture of lemon and cream, giving the room a cool and cozy
ambiance. The east and north walls were filled with beautiful oriental paintings, depicting
various sceneries. Light carton coloured curtains hung on the western wall, through which Abu
Bakr had just come in. The wall to the south was made of glass, letting in the early morning
sunlight and giving an excellent view of the myriad of colours in the garden with it various
flowers scattered around like an artist was playing with a paintbrush. The view was soothing to
both the eyes and mind. Turkish made chairs were arranged tastefully with a coffee table
separating one from the other, upon each table was a copper nest of gold and silver coloured
eggs. The room was indeed a beauty.

"As-salam alaykum warahmatullahi wa barakatuhu sir " Abu Bakr greeted as he stepped into the
room.

"Wa'alaykumus salam" Mr. Saleh muttered without looking up from the paper he was browsing
through.

Abu Bakr shuffled from one foot to the other then stuttered " Erm... Dad, I want to be on my way
to the madrasah for our tahfiz class."

With a sharp raise of his head, wearing a creased forehead, his father shot him a dirty look" I
thought you were supposed to join Ameer and the others at the tennis club today " He stated
rather than asked.

"Yes sir, but it coincides with the time for the class, and I have to make my submission today.
So..."

"So if you miss today's class, you will die, abi?" He cut in, placing the paper on the chair and
visibly seething with anger. "Can't you just allow yourself to have some fun? Ever since you
joined this cult of yours, you've become anti-social, acting as if the rest of us are not Muslims.
Today, it is hifz class, tomorrow, it is hadith class, another day, it is a lecture at the school or
cleaning of the mosque." He exhaled sharply, his nostrils flared as he boiled with anger as he



rose menacingly and continued, "Why don't you act like a normal teen and not a Mufti's child?"
He ended almost breathlessly, his broad chest heaving.

Abu Bakr, stood paralysed for a moment, digesting his father's outburst. All this because I want
to go to class?" He thought silently.

"SubhanAllah, dad" he managed to whisper "You know that seeking for knowledge is
compulsory upon every Muslim, as mentioned in ahadith. The beloved Rasool, peace be upon
him, is reported to have said in Bukhari and Muslim that, "whoever Allah wishes good for, He
bestows upon him, the understanding of the Deen," would you then father, begrudge me of this
favour of Allah, knowing fully well that "whosoever takes a path seeking knowledge upon it Allah
makes it easy for Him to Jan...?""

"Silence!" Mr. Saleh thundered, cutting his son off "that is the only thing you are good at, quoting
verses and hadith unnecessarily without following them! Get out of my sight and back to your
room! You are going no where; let me see if not attending would kill you today!"

The deadly look in his eyes, coupled with the tone of his voice sent Abu Bakr scuttling to his
room, hot tears burning his eyes and beginning to find their way down his cheeks as he
wondered how long he would have to bear being a stranger and an enemy in his own father's
house.



Chapter Three
by Zainab Usman

On his King-sized bed, neatly made with blue and black bedspread - a complimenting match for
the black duvet, Abu Bakr laid on his back, legs crossed and hands folded comfortably behind
his head. He was deep in thought.

His Qur'an player, which he had bought online three months before, played the last two hizbs of
the Qur'an. The soothing voice of Minshary Rashid Alafasy, his favorite reciter, eased his worry.

His eyes scanned though his room, looking for a sign of dirt somewhere. Not that he was
obsessed with cleanliness, he just loved the welcoming ambiance of a clean room and he
enjoyed the process of cleaning his room himself. He had never liked how the maids were made
to do everything around the house, especially little things one could personally do.

"You can just clean it up yourself, dear brother; it's nothing. Don't you remember that our beloved
prophet, peace be upon him, said we should treat people the way we love to be treated?" he had
once told his younger brother when the young boy had spilled juice on the floor and had ordered
their old maid to clean it up.

His thought wandered back to his disturbing encounter with his dad. He longed for the day all
his trials will end and he would be free. But again, would any man ever attain complete freedom
while in this world? Wasn't the dunya a place of test?

"Verily, with every difficulty comes ease." Verse six of surah al-Inshirah came to his mind. He
smiled and sent a word of praise to Allah as he could feel his imaan rise. It was a surah that
always gave him a unique sense of peace and assurance.

He allowed his thoughts to drift to his friend, Yusuf...

Yusuf was his childhood friends, who only reverted to Islam two years back. With the help of
Allah, Abu Bakr's da'wah had led his friend to taking the shahadah. But that had only been the
beginning of his friend's trials; his mom had thought him a mental case and wanted to take him
to a mental healthcare. His dad had disowned him immediately and had threatened to lock him
up if he ever showed his face, even though he was just a boy of sixteen, Abu Bakr's age mate.

"Alhamdulillah" Abu Bakr murmured. At least his parents were Muslims. He couldn't stomach
the thought that his parents would go to jahannam (hell fire) if they weren't Muslims. If one were



to look at those with greater challenges, one's challenges would become somehow insignificant.

"Alhamdulillah," he whispered again and made a du'aa to Allah to guide Yusuf's parent to Islam,
increase him in patience and make him steadfast upon the deen. He also prayed to Allah to
guide his parent and and grant him the patience and wisdom to handle them, and to make him
steadfast on the deen, for indeed, holding on to the path of truth was like holding on to red,
burning coals...



Chapter four
by Imam hassan

In the quietude of the night, secluded in the library section of his room, which was well furnished
and illuminated with colorful wall papers and brilliant lamps, Abu Bakr stared blankly at his
books, his thoughts far gone.

How would he get his parents to understand the religion? There was nothing more true than
when Allah said in verse 56 of surah al-Qasas, "Verily! You (O Muhammad SAW) guide not whom
you like, but Allah guides whom He wills. And He knows best those who are the guided."

If the prophet, peace be upon him, could not have guided whom he willed, how was he, an
ignorant boy of sixteen, to guide his parents? Surely, Allah's aid was sought, for he was learning
daily that his father's heart hardened the more he saw him.

The sudden buzz of his alarm clock jolted him back to the present. Was it 3am already? He
stretched, reached out to turn it off before heading for the bathroom to perform his al-wudoo.

Remembering the hadith on how Allah came down to the lowest heavens every night, asking His
worshippers to make du'aa to Him so that He could answer, Abu Bakr performed four raka'a of
nawafil before sitting back to invoke the help of Allah regarding his family. He also prayed for
his friend, Yusuf, for he wondered how his friend survived daily, living in the masjid.

That morning, as he ate with his family, he tried to be kind to them; perhaps that will soften their
hearts and make them understand. Perchance a light of guidance would be ignited...

"Mom, do you know why I love you so much?" He asked, his expression conveying the full extent
of the sincerity he felt.

A flicker of surprise crossed his mom's face. "Tell me, my dear."

"It is because you are the most beautiful woman in the world. Not just your physical appearance,
mom, but your heart. And I pray that someday, Allah will unite us in Jannah as well."

"Aameen." His mom said grudgingly, darting uncertain looks to his dad.

Mr. Saleh's look was hardened, so much so that Abu Bakr had to force the courage to address
him. Only Allah had the right to be feared, he reminded himself, cleared his throat and said with
nervous humor, "Dad, how lovely you would look, were you to leave your beard."



"Who ever believes in Allah and the last day, let him speak good or remain silent." his dad
quoted from the hadith, sending him a pointed look that was to tell him that his speech was not
good, so he should be silent. Abu Bakr almost laughed; if only his dad had deeper understanding!
That a hadith readily came to his mouth was so beautiful; what a contradicting man! "If you have
nothing sensible to say to me, just be mute.!" Mr. Saleh finished with a snap.

"Calm down dear, he was only trying to make you smile." his mom defended, obviously very
uncomfortable.

The rest of the meal finished in tensed silence. Abu Bakr called himself million bile names for
provoking his dad that morning; he always managed to say the wrong things!

The following day, as he prepared for his tahfiz session, he realized that he had forgotten the
adhkar for donning a new garment. After searching for his "citadel of the believers" to no avail,
he decide to call Yusuf.

To his exasperation, he had no unit in his phone and the network was so bad that he couldn't
recharge through his account. Frustrated, he yielded to the last option at his disposal...

"Who is that?" his dad asked upon his knock.

"As-salaam alaikum, dad, it's Abu Bakr. Please may I use your phone?"

"Wa alaikum salaam wa rahmatuLlah wa barakaatuh. Sure, but what happened to yours?" his
father asked as he handed him the mobile phone.

"I am out of unit and bad network won't let me recharge." he answered as he dialed Yusuf's
number.

"As-salaam alaikum, Yusuf" he said into the phone. "Could you please remind me of the adhkar
for wearing a new garment?" He listened for a while, repeated after his friend before giving his
salaam and hanging up.

"So there is also a du'aa for wearing a new garment?" his dad asked nonchalantly.

His dad's question surprised him, but what surprised him more was the absence of antagonism
and the sincere trace of curiosity even behind his facade of nonchalance. Abu Bakr knew he had
to thread with care. He sent a silent du'aa to Allah to aid him.

"Yes dad, isn't Islam beautiful?" He answered with a kind smile as he handed back the phone.

His dad looked away. "Are going for your tahfiz class?"

More surprises...

"Yes sir."

"Okay."



Abu Bakr knew he had then been dismissed but it didn't bother him much. There was just
something about the encounter that made him hopeful. Perhaps, just perhaps he had just
peaked at a tiny light in the horizon...



Chapter Five
by Zulykha Suleiman

Abu Bakr got home in the scorching sun and decided to rest in the living room for a while. He
had dismissed the family driver because he always wanted to gather all the rewards he could
while trecking back and forth the masjid. Besides, it helped him appreciate the ni'mah of Allah
upon him when he periodically experienced the harsh life that was the daily life of the less
previdged.

But he wasn't ready for what came next...

He only had a moment to recover from the suddenness of his father's voice from behind him,
before harsh words were hurled at him for rejecting the driver and opting for a treck. He had
thought that everything was working out because of their encounter that morning, but it seemed
he had been wrong. He always somehow forgot that his actions negatively affected his father's
ego and public image.

But he was not in the mood then; his patience must have evaporated in the sun! He felt the first
whisper of the shaytan within him, a disrespectful retort at the very tip of his tongue. He blinked,
sought refuge with Allah, apologized and walked calmly to his room.

"As-sabr ya Abaa Bakr," he cautioned in a low voice. "Surely, Allah is with the patient Ones. As-
sabr..."

His wall clock chimed 6:00pm. He retreated his citadel from his pocket and made his evening
adhkar. As usual, an unexplainable calmness settled over him. He got out of bed and made
sujoodush-shukr (prostration of thankfulness) and completed it by saying "Alhamdulilah", a brief
smile playing on his face.

After salatul-magrib, he received a call from his friend, Yusuf. They exchanged the taslim,
shared their challenges and worries, and made du'aa for each other.

They ended the call by saying "Laa Tahzan innaLlaha Ma'anaa (Do not grieve, indeed Allah is
with us".



Chapter Six
by Zulaikha bint Abdis-Samiu

The following day after salaah, he stayed back at the masjid to do some memorization. He was
so engrossed in it that he didn't take note of time. When he was satisfied with himself, he
headed home.

On getting home, the first person he met was his father. He greeted him but noticed that he
didn't respond. As he was about to enter his room, he heard his name in a thunderous voice.

"Abu Bakr!"

He responded immediately. His father questioned him as to why he came back home late but he
didn't respond because his father would never understand unless through guidance from Allah.
He settled for a mumbled apology and admitted that he should have informed them afore time
that he would be returning late from the masjid.

Well, as expected, his father's reply was that he was becoming an extremist. Offended, he only
held back his tongue because Allah made him remember His Exalted words, "Your Lord had
decreed, that you worship none save Him, and (that you show) kindness to parents. If one of
them or both of them attain old age with you, say not "Fie" unto them nor repulse them, but
speak unto them a gracious word. And lower unto them the wing of submission through mercy,
and say: My Lord! Have mercy on them both, as they did care for me when I was young."

He kept quiet and apologized once more. He was then dismissed.

As he was about entering his room, he felt a soft touch on his back; his mother was right behind
him.

She sat him down and spoke to him in a soft and kind manner. She made him realise that his
father did not hate him but only worried about him because he wanted what he thought was the
best for him. She informed him of a travelling plan to their village. The elders of his father's
family called for a meeting, which was scheduled for that evening. She dished his food and
hastened him up so he could be ready before his father called out on them.

***

Yusuf had been sick, he tried reaching out to Abu Bakr to no avail. His mother sent him a herbal
medicine in the masjid where he was staying but he couldn't take it because it was made with



alcohol. He rejected it, then wrote her a short letter through the driver that had delivered the
message.

Dear beloved mother, I am sorry I have to reject your medicine, which I know that you have
prepared out of your deep love for me, but my Lord, Allah, has not placed His shifa'ah (cure) in
any haram things. If it be His will that I recover from this, He will send me a better way. May
Allah ignite your heart with the guidance of Islam. I love you dearly.

Your beloved son, Yusuf.

Yusuf then sent Abu Bakr a text message, hoping that he would receive it since his number was
not reachable.

When Yusuf's mom got the letter, she wept deeply, for her heart was moved in a way she
couldn't understand.

***

Coming back from the village was tiring for Abu Bakr. They were caught in the traffic since they
had traveled late. Mr. Saleh was to be in a meeting early the next morning, some he insisted
they traveled. After the hustle bustle, they arrived in the midnight.

He was also worried about Yusuf. Because there was no strong network in their village, he had
been unreachable but the moment he turned on his phone upon their return, Yusuf's disturbing
message had come in. He couldn't sleep. After Fajr salaah, he headed for the masjid where
Yusuf resided.

His friend couldn't stand to observe his salaah. Abu Bakr had to assist him while he performed
tayamum and he prayed while in his bed. Abu Bakr supplicated for him saying one of the adhkar
he had learnt fromThe citadel; "I ask Allah, the supreme, Lord of the magnificent throne to cure
you". Afterwards, they went to the hospital.

At the hospital, Series of tests were conducted on Yusuf. He was diagnosed of malaria. The
pharmacist administered some drugs and injections to him. Abu Bakr took him to the masjid,
and he slept off almost immediately as a result of the injections.

When Abu Bakr got home, his father handed him a letter; an admission letter to study in Canada.
He became embittered and rejected the offer immediately because he feared that his Imaan
was at risk.

His father was enraged. Without being told, Abu Bakr knew that he had then drawn the battle
line and this time, there were no war bits...



Chapter Seven
by Ogunkoya Ghaniyah

Yusuf's mom couldn't hold back any longer; she decided to pay her son a visit.

On getting to the masjid, she was told politely to dress properly and to draw a veil over her hair.
She didn't mind; seeing her son was the utmost on her mind.

At the door of the room allocated to her son, she paused, mesmerized by the recitation of
Qur'an she heard coming from her son. His voice sounded weak and he was still obviously ill,
but his words were clear and apt as he pronounced the Arabic letters. If she didn't know her son
so well, she would surely think it was someone else. She felt motherly pride swell up within her,
for she had never heard anything so lovely and recited with so much love and complete passion.

She blinked, fighting the desire to weep, even though she couldn't understand it. She opened the
door slowly and stepped in. Her son was oblivious of her presence; he was captivated by the
words on the Holy book in his hands.

Oh, but that moment was priceless to her. She didn't know why, but she knew without doubt
then, that whatever her son believed in could be nothing but the truth.

"Yusuf..." she called softly, letting her tears flow.

"Mother!" Yusuf ran to her and hugged her. "Mother..."

With voice full of emotion, she said "tell me about Islam, my beloved son. Tell be about this
book that makes my heart move with great emotion even when I don't understand the meaning
of what is being said."

"Inna Wa'daLlahi haqq! Inna Wa'adaLlahi haqq! (the promise of Allah is true)" Yusuf exclaimed
repeatedly as he fell prostrate in thankfulness.

***

Abu Bakr was unable to feel rested in the house as the tension was choking; whenever he spoke,
his father was there to pick on him. His movement had been restricted since the day of the
argument and his phone had been ceased, so he hadn't been able to check on his friend to know
how he was feeling.



Frustration was an under-qualifying-word!

One evening, his mom went into his room and sat across from him, from where he sat on his
praying mat.

She said, "the Hadith of the Prophet, peace be upon him, placed value on the mother three times
before the father, isn't it so, son?"



Chapter Eight
by Habeebat Salawu

Abu Bakr was sitting pensively on his bed thinking of his conversation with his mom. He heaved
a sigh. It had been five days since the argument. With his mom's intervention, his dad had
released his phone to him the day before.

His mind travelled back to that day. Maybe his mom was right when she said that he didn't apply
wisdom while disagreeing with his dad. As soon as his father had shown him the letter and had
told him he would be going abroad to study, he had instinctively uttered a rejection without
giving a thought to anything but safegaurding his imaan.

Now, as he sat on the edge of the bed gazing out through the window, he couldn't help but
wonder if he had been too rash in his decision. He knew that Allah decreed everything that took
place in one's life and that often, there were reasons beyond human understanding, so maybe
this was what Allah wanted for him. After all, after graduating from secondary school with good
grades, he hadn't quite made up his mind on which university he wanted to apply to; all he knew
was that he wanted to get a degree in Islamic studies so as to help him learn more about the
Deen and teach others if Allah gave him the ability.

He brought out his phone and googled "Islamic society in Canada" and was a shocked by what
he saw. There were 1.5 million Muslims in canada with some Islamic oraginzations in various
cities. Excited by this discovery, he searched further to reveal an Institute of Islamic Studies in
University of Toronto and a partnership by Masjid ul-Farooq in Canada with global institutions to
back its Islamic degree and post degree programmes.

"Allahu Akbar!" he exclaimed, maybe going to Canada wasn't such a bad idea. He could join in
propagating the Deen over there as well. He could...

His growing excitement was dampened by the remembrance of the fraught relationship with his
father. Still, he couldn't help but be hopeful, every time he remembered the Jalabiyyah incident.

He sighed and got up to offer Salat-ud-duha, the forenoon prayer. As usual, he made du'aa to
Allah to guide his family and repair the bond between him and his father, and he also prayed for
Yusuf and his family. He really worried about his friend.

There was a quiet knock on his door. "Please come in, the door is open," he uttered cheerfully,
feeling renewed with hope. His mom walked in and he immediately sat straighter.



"As-salamu 'alaykum dear," his mom said sitting on the mat and facing him.

"Wa 'alaikumu salam wa rahmatuLlah, mom," he replied wondering what could have put such a
serious look on her face.

"How are you doing, Abu Bakr? You have been in your room all morning."

"Alhamdulillah. I was thinking, then I decided to pray salat-ud-duha," he replied.

She said, "Abu Bakr, listen to me." he sat straighter. "You know that no one loves you and your
brother more than I do, right?" He nodded and she continued, "And you should know that, I may
not understand this religion the way you do - may Allah preserve you in it - but I am proud of you,
no matter what. If you truly honour me as Allah has asked you to, then I have a favor to ask."

Abu Bakr was skeptical; he didn't know what to expect, "tell me, mom."

"Don't ever give up on your father. Don't take his antagonism to heart. He wasn't always like this
so what he needs is time. Your dad was beginning to practice but stopped a couple of years
before you were born due to an immense trial we went through."

"Why?" He prompted, when she didn't go further.

"You met some of your uncles at the village, so you know that, besides your aunty Amina, they
aren't Muslims right?" His mother asked.

He nodded. His father never talked about his brothers, so Abu Bakr had only met his aunt who
lived in the neighbouring state.

His mother continued, "your grandfather was a Muslim but married a Christian. You met your
grandmother a couple of times before her death ten years ago but you probably don't remember
her much. Although your grandfather was a Muslim, he lived in a society where heathen beliefs
were the norm, so he didn't practice nor did he teach his children the religion. This was why all
your uncles followed the path of their mother in Christianity."

Abu Bakr was riveted by his mother's story; he was hearing it all for the first time.

"So," his mother was saying, "your dad was two years older than you are now when some
Muslim youths were posted to his village for service. He got close to them and they taught him
the religion and he started practicing. He had cut his trousers and was even beginning to grow
his beard, a development some of his family didn't approve of, when the whole ordeal unfolded.
Musa, the eldest, led his siblings in taunting him about his looks. His newly found faith began to
crumble even before the foundation had been solidly built."

"Mom, if that is the case, shouldn't he be happy that Allah has guided me on this path?"

His mother smiled sadly, "you are still too young to understand how trials can wither a
blossoming flower even under the best natural conditions." Her look was distant, as though she
was in a different world. "Five years was how long he tried to hold on, bunayya. He had just



finished his youth service and had gotten a job as a construction worker in a town about 10
kilometers from his village, the same town we had met and gotten married. Your grandfather
passed away shortly after and Allah blessed us with a beautiful baby, a year after the nikkah..."

Abu Bakr raised an enquiring brow.

"Yes," she added quietly, answering his silent question "you had a brother who died six months
after he was born. He fell ill and the doctors couldn't detect what was wrong with him. We woke
up one day and he had stopped breathing. In the midst of our mourning, your uncle, Musa, called
and told us that it was just the beginning. I had a miscarriage eight months later and your dad's
faith weakened. He changed the way he looked and stopped practicing. He never said so but I
suspect he blamed himself for everything. You should have seen your uncles in obvious
happiness..." She paused and sighed, "anyway, we moved here and your father got another job
and almost three years after, you were born." His mother ended weakly, tears trickling down her
face now.

Abu Bakr took his mother's hands in his and wiped away her tears with his thumb. "There is no
evil except that which is permitted by Allah and there is no goodness, except that which comes
from Allah. If the entire nation were to gather to profit or harm us, beloved mom, they will never
succeed except what Allah has apportioned to us. If this portion is from what is good, perhaps it
is a test of our gratitude and if it is from what is evil, then perhaps it is a test of our patience."

He paused, overwhelmed with a sadness of his own. For those who were guided, trials drew
them closer to Allah but none would be guided, except he who Allah guided.

"Mom," he continued between sobs, "if only Allah had guided you both to understand that
whomever Allah loves, He tests the most. If only He had reminded dad that when Allah said in
verse 2 of Surah Al-Ankaboot, "Do people think that they will be left alone because they say: "We
believe?" and will not be tested?", his situation was indeed a test... "If only", but Allah is The
Perfect planner and all the affairs of a believer is good, so no "if only". Yet, with how many
verses did Allah remind us that the life of this world is nothing but a test? Through how many
ahadith have we been reminded that the dunya is as a prison for the believers?"

"May Allah forgive us, bunayya... May Allah forgive me. I wasn't a good wife and I didn't remind
him because I had no knowledge." His mom cried bitterly.

"Rabbir-hamhumma kamaa rabbayani saghiirah. Rabbir-hamhumma kamaa rabbayani saghiirah.
(My Lord, have mercy on my parents as they had mercy on me when I was younger)" Abu Bakr
chanted continuously through tears, for he didn't know what else to do.



Chapter Nine
by Humairah

Abu Bakr laid down on the couch staring into nothingness, deeply in thought about the eye
opening conversation he had had with his mom. His brain browsed through, remembering and
now understanding so many of his father's strange and contradictory behaviours; The locked up
Mukhtasar Zad Al- Ma'ad by Imam Ibn Qayyim Al-Jawziyyah and Al Bidaayah Wan Nihaayah by
Ibn Kathir in his dad's special box, which he had happened upon by chance, his dad's
spontaneous and inquisitive questions and the aftermath facade of nonchalance, which never
escaped but always confused Abu Bakr and so many unexplainable incidences.

"Who would have taught that the man who rigidly opposes my every move and decision was
once upon the Sunnah?" He queried aloud to no one in particular.

The sudden knock at the door had him sitting up abruptly.

"Who is it?" He asked gently.

"It's me," his eight years old brother, Saleem, answered while entering the room.

"I didn't ask you to enter Saleem," he reprimanded softly. "I only asked who it was."

"I am sorry," he smiled innocently. "I still can't understand this wait-and-get-permission-before-
entering rule. Maybe I will, when I am all grown up like you." He bounced on the bed
unrepentantly.

"In shaa Allaah," Abu Bakr encouraged, patting his head lovingly.

Saleem was one of his few joys. Truly, Allaah never left his servant in hardship without a source
of hope. Every time he saw Saleem, his trusting and ever smiling ambiance took away his
worries like an angry fire confronted with fierce water.

"Oh Allaah! Guide this sweet love of mine," he prayed silently while still patting Saleem's head.

"Dad asked me to inform you that your Mu'allim is here asking for you."

"Really!" Abu Bakr excitedly jumped up from the couch, almost toppling the bed side lamp. He
dashed out like a flash without waiting for a response.

Abu Bakr didn't break his race until he embraced Mu'allim Suraj. He hugged him so tight like his



life depended on it. He hadn't been allowed to go out since the Canada incidence, and since he
only got back his phone yesterday, he had been lost with the outside world. His greatest worry
was still the fact that he hadn't been able to reach Yusuf. He didn't know that he was crying until
he felt a drop on his arm. He quickly wiped his tears, only to look straight into his father's eyes.
Mr. Saleh was standing a few feet away and had a sad look on his face. Abu Bakr quickly
disengaged himself from his Mu'allim; he hadn't known his dad was there.

"I am sorry about my manners," he apologized.

The Mu'allim gave him his usual I-understand smile. "I haven't seen you in Hifz class for some
days now and since I was on my way to check Yusuf, I decided to check on you too. How are
you doing?"

"AlhamduliLlaah! I am doing great, Mu'allim Suraj. I am sorry for not contacting you about my
absence."

"I am happy to hear that," said Mu'allim Suraj. He then turned to Abu Bakr's father with a smile.
"Your son is my best student, I miss him whenever I don't see him."

"I am happy to see you too, Mu'allim, I have been meaning to speak with you. Please sit," said Mr.
Saleh, motioning with his hand.

"JazaakumuLlaahu khayran sir." The Mu'allim obliged.

Abu Bakr made to excuse them but his father's very stern "sit-down and listen" froze his feet, so
he sat down quickly.

"In our days in Islamiyya, ethics were taught along acquiring knowledge. In fact, isn't it true that
Imam Malik said that, "My mother would dress me up and say to me: Go to Sheikh Rabi’ah and
learn from his manners before his knowledge?"

"Yes sir, very true." the Mu'allim confirmed, his surprised look mirroring Abu Bakr's. "The
problem with the youth of these days is that, they are quick to act but have little patience for
listening." Mu'allim finished.

"Yes, yes, yes." Mr. Saleh readily agreed.

They continued discussing religious issue for over an hour with neither of them paying attention
to Abu Bakr. But he didn't mind; it was the first time in his sixteen years that he would see his
dad's rapt attention on something else, other than soccer. It was an eye opener, reaffirming
what he had discovered earlier about his father. He lost count of the number of times he praised
Allaah for that insight.

The next thing he heard was, "alright sir, I will get him back by 5:30pm." He didn't know where
they were headed as he had lost track of their conversation while engrossed in thoughts of his
own but what did it matter? As long as he was going off with Mu'allim Suraj, anywhere halaal
was fine!



Chapter Ten
by Intisar.

"Where are we going?" Abu Bakr asked excitedly as Mu'allim Suraj navigated his car into the
express way.

"Yusuf's home." The Mu'allim replied, his expression suddenly serious.

At the reminder of Yusuf, Abu Bakr's happiness dampened immediately. He had been unable to
reach his friend since he got his phone back, and since he had been under house arrest, he had
been unable to visit him.

"Is he alright? I haven't been able to reach him. And, why are we heading for his home instead of
the masjid?" His voice conveyed his worry, he was feeling unusually very nervous all of a sudden.

"He went home, after his parents accepted Islam." Mu'allim Suraj informed him.

"SubhanAllah! Yusuf's parents accepted Islam?" Abu Bakr was pleasantly shocked.

"Na'am, but I got the news that his situation has gotten drastic." the Mu'allim confirmed just as
they pulled into Yusuf's front yard.

"SubhanAllah!" Abu Bakr's heart was racing fast, unexpected fear gripped his heart and would
not let go.

With wary steps he followed the Mu'allim through the compound and into the house.

The first thing he saw was Yusuf's lifeless body, stretched on a wooden plank in the middle of
the living room. His parents had the saddest look on their faces.

Abu Bakr froze, unable to believe his eyes, unable to proceed. He pinched himself hard; perhaps
it was a dream and he would wake up. But he was wrong, his friend, Yusuf passed away after
leading his parents to light. This was the reality and he had to deal with it.

"Innaa liLlahi wa Inna ilayHi Raj'un," he chanted through frozen lips.

Yusuf was his best friend but the reality of death had separated them, leaving him alone like a
seed in the desert...



Chapter Eleven
by Umm Bilaal

Abu Bakr couldn't stop thinking about his late friend and treasure. He remembered the good
times they spent together sharing thoughts, and how they would console each other over their
life challenges. He heaved a big sigh. His heart was heavy; he needed someone to talk to.

He made to leave for his mother's room when he heard a knock on his door, and there she stood,
her ever beaming smile assuring him.

"As-salaam 'alaikum, my dear".

"Wa 'alaykum salaam warahmatullah, mom" he responded.

"I haven't seen you since you returned from Yusuf's house, how is he recuperating?"

Lowering his head to hide his tears, he managed to mutter "mom, Allah has taken Yusuf to
Himself".

With her hands clasped to her chest, she shouted, "Subhanallah! Inna liLlahi wa Inna ilaiHi
raaji'un! May Allah forgive him and have mercy on his soul." She placed a hand over Abu Bakr's,
You have been going through all of this by yourself?"

"Mommy..." Abu Bakr started to cry.

"I understand... I understand..." she patted him comfortingly "I understand how hard this is for
you but I have to remind you that patience is when calamity first strikes, so you must persevere
and pray more for him." she admonished.

"You are right, mother" he said, "he is even lucky; he guided his parents to Islaam before his
death; I pray Allah uses that as a source of mercy for him."

"Aameen. WAllah? What a beautiful achievement that is. I pray that Allah pardons him and
admits him into Jannah." his mother prayed.

"Aameen." Yusuf answered weakly.

"Just remember that his kitaab is closed and he is with his Rabb but we are still here and we
need to worry for our souls. May Allah guide your father and guide us too. May Allah establish
your feet firmly upon the truth. Aameen."



"Aameen." He answered again in a weak voice.

"I will leave you here, dear. May Allah protect you for me."

"Aameen. Jazaakumullahu khayran, mom."

"Wa antum fajazaakumuLlahu khayran" his mom answered and stepped out, only to come face
to face with her husband, his ears pressed against the door. He placed a hand over his lips to
hush her when he discovered that he had been caught eavesdropping. He held his smiling wife
by the hand and led her to their room.

Meanwhile, Abu Bakr was battling with his own thoughts, flipping through his mind for a way
forward with his father; how would he make him understand that he was not being extreme in
the Deen? Yusuf's death had made him more desperate; malakul maut was too close for one to
live his life in negligence.

Suddenly, a flash of an ayah in surah al-Qaf came to mind, "We are closer to you than your
jugular vein."

He felt illuminated by something he couldn't put a name to. It was as if he could suddenly
understand something. He said out loud, "Allah can hear me, why do I worry so much? I can't
change a thing of what He has decreed; the destiny has been written, the ink has dried and the
pen has been lifted. I am but a submitter."

He got out of his bed, want into his bathroom, performed al-wudoo and got ready to pour out his
mind to Allah, the Lord of the worlds.

He prayed for his friend and the believing Muslims who had passed on in the prostrations of his
first unit of salaah. In his last prostration, he cried out to Allah to soften his father's heart
towards the sunnah of the rasul (peace be upon him). He cried so much that his tears got the
rug soaked. He felt a tap on his heel and that was when he realized he had been in prostration
for long. He rose from his prostration and made his taslim. He turned around, wondering who
that was, and to his surprise, it was his father!



Chapter Twelve
by Saleemah Bakare

Abu Bakr was lying down on his well-furnished en-suite dorm room, a baronial space brick-built
and carpeted with a soft coloured material, furnished with the richest silk cushion and a lovely
reading table at the corner. It’s been three months since Abu Bakr flew to Canada. He was
skeptical about what the future held for him, but he put his trust in Allah.

“Sufficient for me is Allah and He is the best Disposer of affairs,” Abu Bakr would say whenever
he was in doubt.

That lovely day, weeks before he had traveled to Canada, when he had finished his salaah and
discovered his dad waiting patiently for him, was a day that marked his life forever. In that was
yet another a sign that Allah's words were haqq.

“As-salamu -alaykum Abbi,” Abu Bakr had greeted his father with a smile.

He had wondered why his father had to confront him in his room, for he hardly ever entered Abu
Bakr’s room. Usually, he would call him out through the phone when he needed him or tell his
younger brother to do the calling.

“Wa 'alaykum salam,” his father had answered with a poker face. Abu Bakr had quickly folded
his mat and sat down on his bed where his father had been.

“Son, I want you to go and study in Canada,” his father had said calmly unlike his usual tone.
Abu Bakr had sensed that there was more to what his father was saying, so he had kept quiet
and waited patiently for him to continue.

“I know you don’t want to go to Canada, but I need you to go there. I have never told anyone
this…” his father said, trying to explain why he was insisting on his quest.

Abu Bakr had perceived that his father was struggling to have a conversation with him. He
always wondered why the man was so strict and uptight. Maybe today I will know the whole
story, he had thought to himself.

“Son, are you listening?” His father had said, interrupting his thoughts.

“Yes father, you can tell me anything, In shaa Allaah.” He had assured.



“Well, it’s very difficult for me to say this, but I feel like I owe you an explanation. I feel insecure…
Ever since I was little, my parents always compared me to my siblings; I was the black sheep in
the family. I am sure your mother already told you how I stopped practicing.” His father had said.
“I overheard your conversations more than once.” He quickly added, at Abu Bakr's puzzled look.

“How does this have to do with my going to Canada?” Abu Bakr had asked curiously. At this
point, he had began to wonder what the connection between his father’s family was with his
studies in Canada.

"I feel sending you to there would prove my worth to my parents, even though they are late,” his
father said. What he hadn't said was that he also hoped to protect his son from the evil eyes of
his snooping brothers.

Abu Bakr had kept quiet for a while; so it's all about pride... But the way his father had confided
in him had made it difficult for him to object, even though he had still been confused.

What could possible happen if I go to Canada, dad? What are you hiding from me? He had
asked silently. After contemplating for minutes, he had finally made his decision; after all, his
beloved friend wasn't there anymore.

“Abbi, I would go to Canada on one condition.” Abu Bakr had said, hoping he had not crossed
the line but the pleased glitter on his father's face made him realize that he hadn't. Whatever the
reason was for his dad's insistence, it must be very important, he had concluded. Regardless, he
wasn’t going to leave without ensuring his father was back on his feet, if Allah permitted him.

“What’s your condition, son?” His father had asked.

“I want you to rekindle the connection between you and Allah. Remember when you first told me
about going to Canada, I was very angry, but after praying to Allah, He changed my mind,” Abu
Bakr had said, a plea in his voice.

His father had smiled, and ruffled his hair affectionately, it was a moment that he would never
forget.

“AlhamduliLlah Allah granted you to me, son. Like I said, I listened to your conversations with
your mom and I realized that you are right. I have turned to Allah in repentance and hope He
forgives me and draws me close to Him once more.” his father said, a sad look crossing his
face.

Abu Bakr had jumped down from the bed immediately and made sujud-ush-shukr.

Every time he remembered that day, he swelled up with happiness. While preparation had been
going on for his travel, he had studied the Qur'an and Sahih al-bukhari with his parents. Even his
brother had started memorizing short ahadith and was immediately enrolled in tahfiz class. He
really wished he hadn't left.

“Indeed with every difficulty comes ease,” Abu Bakr whispered the verse. His eyes filled with



tears if gratitude, “Ya Allah, is this my ease?”

He pondered further...

“What if I had given up during my days of difficulty? Would I have been able to help my dad
reclaim his faith?”Abu Bakr shook his head at the negative thought.

He and his dad had become very close, they would speak every day for hours, talking about
Islam, work, studies and family. After the death of Yusuf, Allah knew that he would need a
companion, so He made his father become his closest companion. This was the beginning of a
new journey for Abu Bakr and at that moment he remembered a popular saying, “Within the
desert, there is always a seed that sprouts, regardless of the harsh weather.”

“Ya Allah, all praise belongs to You, Who kept me firm on this deen and further guided my father
back to the straight path,” Abu Bakr said. “Indeed, you have made me a seed in the desert.
Glorified are You, O Lord of Majesty and Honor.”

The End



PROJECT 2

JIHAAD FROM WITHIN



In the dark of night
Whispers in my heart
Tried to look away
But caught in its ray

Kiraman kaatibin
Ready with the pen
Yet the soul is lost

Heedless in its quest

The yearning heart in angst
Blind in its dire thirst

Trails the enthralling feast
A fleeting bliss unknows't

In a garden filled with daisy,
The rose is hazy

Withered by harsh weather
Feels like a heather

Or like a wild rose
Tamed...

Torn from within
Slowly but surely...

Heralding each day is
A slice of mirage joy

Simple, elusive pleasures



Leaves it decayed

But every night
As the eyes shut
The heart yearns
To meet its Lord

In and out
Is the Battle within

Seeking His pleasure
Hoping for the best
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