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Assalamu alaikum wa rahmatullahi wa
barakaatuhu,

When we think about piety and steadfastness
in Deen, what are the images that come to our
mind? | want you all to brainstorm with me.

Yes, the first image that usually flows into
the mind is inevitably related to the outward
appearances; bearded men, modest women,
small children with Salah-caps and hijabs, tas-
beehs, prayer mats, Quran majeed...

Alright, what’s next?

...... a person standing on the prayer mat and
seeming to be deeply involved in salah, devot-
ed believers going round the Kaaba, charities,
feeding the poor, Adhaan from the Masjid......
One more time!

...... people serving their parents, being soft
and compassionate among each other, forgiv-
ing mistakes, giving gifts, smiling......

Our brainstorm can keep brewing and we can
keep digging deeper for more images. All of
these images are sure beautiful images of pi-
ety. There is no doubt about that!

In the story of the creation of our Father
Hadhrat Adam % in the heavens, the angels
being commanded to prostrate before him and
the Shaitaan refusing to obey Allah & then,
there’s an amazing detail. After having earned
the curse of Allah & through this outright
disobedience, pretty ironically the despicable
Shaitaan asked Allah & only to grant him the
ability to be the official enemy of the children
of Adam . till the Day of Judgment. He was
granted this ability in the form of evil whispers
that he can put in our ears, confusing us, de-
luding us, deviating us!

Yes, he was given that ability and it became
a source of test for me and you till the end of
times.
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the hardest

But you know, most
interestingly, the
‘challenge’ that &
the evil Shaitan presented before
Allah & at this point in time is such
a food for thought! He said:

“Then | will come to them from before them
and from behind them and on their right and
on their left, and You will not find most of them
thankful [to You].” (Al-Aaraaf: 17)

Say what?! He didn’t say | won’t let them have
modest Sunnah outlooks, | won’t let them read
Quran, | won't let their tongues do Dhik'r, |
won'’t let them pray, | won’t let them visit the
Kaaba, | won’t let them give charity, | won't let
them serve their parents, | won't let them have
compassion and forgiveness for each other, |
won’t let them smile.....

No, he didn’t list all of these images of piety. In
fact, he didn’t need to list all of them when he
could pack all of them together by just saying,
“l won't let them be thankful to You.”

Allah u Akbar! The shaitaan knows where it hits
the hardest. He knows that as long as a slave of
Allah & acknowledges the innumerable bless-
ings of his Lord and keeps them in focus, he
can’t disobey Him. Never! In any way! And the
moment he forgets about them or his focus
becomes anything else than that, he'll slip.

Every act of piety and obedience to Allah &,
be it outward appearance, an act of worship or
good manners, just everything actually springs
out of this beautiful feeling of gratitude. After
all, how can | disobey such a Merciful Lord who
has blessed me so much!

So let’s defeat that cursed enemy of ours; let’s
be thankful to our Lord. Every other form of pi-
ety will follow automatically In’sha’Allah

Wassalam,
Zawjah Zia
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How it'd likely be when you will reacht he doors of Paradise or Hell? Lets

find out in this diary by Fatima Junaid

“l enjoyed a lot, it was a great party. See you
soon, good bye!” | exclaimed and got out of the
car. The handle turned and the door opened. |
entered home where my mom was waiting im-
patiently.

“Assalam-u-Alaikum,” | said and went upstairs
in my room. Then changed off my clothes and
got seated on the armchair. | started yawning....

What | see is that on the branches of the tree,
outside the window, stands an old man in white
clothes and has a long beard. He takes me
along to a place | had never seen before. There
were huge golden palaces shining like the sun.
Most of the area was covered by tall, fresh and
dense green trees which were swinging in the
air. The birds were chirping in their sweet and
witty language. Then a sugary smell came into
my nose. | began to follow it and reached the
place where streams of milk, water and honey
were running. | was constantly on the move...

But soon my feet started burning. The sun
baked soil under my feet. The old man disap-
peared. There was no one. | was worried and
breathing fast. Meeooow..., meeooow.. | heard;
it was a cat standing behind me. Its body was

as white as milk and had silvery eyes shining
like stars. It shakes its tail and starts mov-
ing. Perhaps it was telling me to follow it. So |
started to follow its footsteps. It approached
ahuge door. | could recognise it was the same
place | visited with the old man. | turned to
the cat but by then it was gone. The door was
guarded by two men.

“Open the door,” | requested, “l want to get
inside.”

“This is paradise and you don’t have a com-
plete record of namaz,” they said. The mo-
ment | heard this, my eyes filled with sorrow.
| knew | had numerous prayers pending.

By hearing the voice of muezzin, | woke up. |
was thankful to Allah :£: that | was still in this
world and had a chance to offer my pending
Salahs.

| quickly got up and did wudhu. After that,
| woke my siblings up too and we all offered
prayer. Then | told them about my dream.
This dream was a life changer. It opened my
eyes. We all promised ourselves that we shall
never miss any salah

October - 2020 raﬂnce




- Un-ruined

| by Aatika Fatima

Riyadh

“Which hairstyle are you going to make?” |
questioned Sara.

“Umm....None!” she remarked.

Her answer was a bullet of astonishment to
my thoughts. My eyes popped open and my
mouth widened.

How was it possible? Making no hairstyle at
her own farewell?

Ok Ok ok ok % Xk X %

My plan was to make a French braid at the fare-
well. It was being held for Sara as she was shift-
ing from Saudi Arabia to Pakistan for good.

At last! After waiting for long, the day of the

party arrived. | got dressed up and with all my
efforts; | made my hairstyle. | was about to
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wear my scarf when a new thought popped up
into my mind: ‘Oh...my hairstyle will be ruined
if | wear my scarf, better just leave it...

| reached at Eiman’s house where the farewell
was supposed to be held.

None of my friends showed interest in their
hairstyles.

“Uhh...your hairstyle is nice!” exclaimed Sara.
The smile which came on my face was as big

as the Sun.

“Yours is awesome too,” | remarked. “Didn’t it
get spoiled under your scarf?”

“Not at all.. | did wear my scarf and yet it’s all
well,” came the quick reply.

After a brief chit-chat, we ate food and then



T was stunned when I heard it. My jaw dropped
To The Floor as my eyebrows shot towards the

ceiling.

sat down to discuss our hobbies.
| questioned, “Can we watch a movie?”

“l don’t have a TV in my house,” was the burst-
ing reply from Eiman.

| was stunned when | heard it. My jaw dropped
to the floor as my eyebrows shot towards the
ceiling.

“But don’t worry, | have something else that’s
even more exciting,” she continued.

Back from her room, she had a pile of some thin
magazines in her hand.

“Here they are!” she exclaimed while handing
them over to me. The name of the magazine
was Radiance.

| opened it and started searching for an inter-
esting story. As | flipped through the pages, |
found a story with the title Hijab. Reading it,
my eyes popped open and | was jolted.

At the end of the party, while leaving Eiman’s
house, | asked, “Can you please lend me your
scarf just for a day?” she smiled from ear to ear.

Knowing the reason, she agreed and handed
me over a scarf with something else too. Guess
what! She treated me with some Radiance
magazines! Yeahhhh!!

| made a decision believing Hijab is more im-
portant than hairstyles. As well as | can still
make hairstyles and they won’t be ruined with
Hijab, just like Sara’s.

May Allah swt guide all of us to the straight
path. Aameen

(dosla)l) ouitank] ol sl G

Continued from pg 13

who gave their heart and soul to Islam, felt very
grieved on the death of Prophet . The world
also not remained the same. The fire of corrup-
tion had erupted which finally engulfed Hadhrat
Usman. During this corruption, Hadhrat Tal-
ha was martyred upon which the Muslims had
mourned. Hadhrat Ali :, remembered the say-
ing of Prophet £, “Talha and Zubair bin Awwam
are my neighbours in Jannah.”

Hadhrat Talha passed away in the year 36th Hi-
jra as the first martyr of the Battle of the Camel.
These shining stars smilingly and willingly sac-
rificed their bodies, and spent each and every
dirham in the way of Allah. No doubt they have
left golden paths for us to walk on and attain the
pleasure of our Creator

october-2020 | radience
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No ice sk

| whipped my head around, and padded down
the stairs.

“Yes?”

“Run and get the milk, will you?”

“Alright,” | said, picking up the 100 Kyat from
the top of the rusty kitchen counter. “What -
they’ve raised the price even more!”

“l know,” said Mama from the kitchen. “The
Khans next door told me: though the price is
raised only for us Muslims.”

| shook my head in sorrow, and stepped careful-
ly over the broken door: the firing a few nights
ago had broken it, and it was lying drunkenly
in one corner, the chipped wood in splinters at
my feet.

| ran down into the street where the musky
smell of the cement powder greeted me, well-
ing up inside my nose. | ran to the corner of
the street where the local shop stood - if you
could call it a shop. Broken splinters were lit-
tering around and about it, with all the cement
in powders at your feet, and the rusty counter
was no better than ours.

“Salam, Rania!” said Mr Basil, who was trying
to look cheerful which made his already weary
face look like an orangutan’s.

“Salam, Basil Sahib,” | said, like half the alley
says to him.

rad“ﬂénce | October - 2020

ates.in Burma
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“’'min a bit of a hurry,” | said, “can you give me
one bottle of milk?”

“Certainly, child - certainly,” he said, fumbling
around in the dark shop for the milk bottles.
“Seeing is a bit of a bother for me now, as you
know....”

The poor man is in the desperate need of glass-
es, but can’t afford them. No one can, at least
in our village.

“Here you go, dear,” he said, handing me a
dusty bottle of milk. “Yes, | know it looks a bit
dust-covered,” he added hastily as | eyed the
layer of dust settled upon the bottle. “The dust
hasn’t gotten inside, | assure you...”

| took the bottle, gave him the kyat, and ran
back. | ran extra quick, because Mama had said
that if | came early and finished my homework,
she’d let me go over to the Masoods and watch
laptop.

Laptop is a rare thing here. The Masoods are
the only ones who own them in the whole vil-
lage. Often it crackles and doesn’t work prop-
erly - sometimes it just goes blank blue on the
cracked screen - but that’s probably because
it’sso old. Very old, in fact. Nearly thirteen years
old, with a cracked screen and a wavery voice
and wires poking out from every inch - but we
keep it as it helps us stay updated about ev-
erything that’s happening or going to happen.



“About time!” Mama said briskly, as she poured
the milk in the pan. “l started to think you
weren’t coming at all!”

“Are you making honey milk, Mama?” | asked,
tasting the delicious scent of the basking gold-
en honey, seeping in the warm milk - one of my
personal favourites.

“Not for you!” Mama said, fumbling on her
Abayah. “I'm taking this down to poor Umm
Manha down the alley. Poor thing, she is al-
ready so old, and she burned her whole leg
when they set fire to that part of the alley!” Her
eyes widened with the fear of the fire. “Thank
God none of them - well, you know.”

| did know - only too well, of the terrible hap-
penings down in the southern part of the alley.
How they set fire to the whole place, bombing
and gunning it down. Mama and Papa were
thinking of running away when the return
boats came. “It’s far too dangerous,” Papa had
said. “We’ve had fire set to our house numer-
ous times. We'll be running to Malaysia as soon
as the return boat comes.”

But could we run to Malaysia? It seemed as
if it was the obvious place to run to from this
hell - this living hell where Bhuddists set fire,
gunned, bombed, and killed Muslims. Going
to Malaysia was like escaping to Heaven. Yet
there had been news of boats that were found
out by our attackers, and destroyed - either on
the port, or straight in the sea.

2...And now, the greatest skating star of all
times, Torpentina Ramsey!” The announcer an-
nounced, as Torpentina came onto the rink and
performed the most dangerous and beautiful
moves on the ice.

“She’s wonderful, isn’t she?” | said, gazing at
her with admiration. “Look at her - | want to be
just like her when | grow up!”

We were at the Masood’s’ house, watching our
favourite show on the laptop, which, for once,
seemed to be working properly. My friends
were with me - Aassia, Sarah, and Maria. We
were watching it with the utmost delight, as
the American skater was doing the most won-
derful piece of ice skating - she truly looked a
skating star, whirling around on the ice.

“] don’t think there’s much chance,” said Sar-
ah haughtily. “For all we know, we don’t own a
single penny to have lessons like that.”

“She does look wonderful, though,” said Aas-
sia, her glowing eyes taking the screen in.
“She’s a most talented skater.”

“We learned another word in school today,”
said Maria gleefully. Being a year younger than
the rest of us, and being a little uneducated,
she always liked to pronounce the “new words’
she had learned every day.

“It was called “torpedo”. Doesn’t Torpentina
look like one?”

My eyes were in starry skies as a saw the screen.
| was suddenly thrust into a wonderful scene,
where |, instead of Torpentina, was swirling
round, doing loop moves, and doing it all as a
professional skater.

“Rania! Rania! Hey, listen!” Aassia was shaking
me, as | suddenly snapped out of my daydream
- or evening-dream, to be exact.

“We're going!” she said, slipping her tattered
shoes on her cold feet.

“Oh,” | said, somewhat disappointed to see the
ice-skating show end. “Oh - right...”

Suddenly, an ear-splitting explosion filled the
air. Concrete chips filed in through the broken
windows, and a dangerous smoke of burning
wood wafted in the air...

Continued In’sha’Allah...
October - 2020 | rad\aance



heavenly
highs

It’s absurd how quickly time passes - it feels
like only yesterday we visited the northern
areas of Pakistan, the beautiful gem of our
homeland. After flying into Islamabad Inter-
national Airport and taking a few days of rest,
we set off on the journey. First on the agenda
was Murree, a peaceful mountain resort with
fields and fields of dense greenery on steep
hills; it was a place where the birds sang, and
the trees softly whistled in the wind. It was
the perfect nature retreat. Coming from a
hectic, energetic city, | came to genuinely en-
joy the tranquillity.

Unfortunately, there was one thing which |
did not quite relish: the insects. Wherever |
went, the spiders and moths and beetles and
bugs seemed to follow. People say that some
creatures can smell fear, and judging by the
way the critters surrounded me, it really did
seem like so. My brothers and cousins would
often laugh at my uneasiness, but it was all in
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good humour.

It was one such night when we first saw the
spider. It had drizzled all evening and left the
foyer of our bungalow wet; the trees were
dripping with rainwater and the petrichor
hung in the air. | was standing outside, enjoy-
ing the cool breeze that the mild showers had
left behind.

“Ayesha, come inside!” My cousin’s tuneful
voice came from indoors. | turned around and
suddenly realised how dark it was; it was im-
possible to navigate my way back inside with-
out a torch - which | had foolishly forgotten
to bring along. Without hesitation, | bolted
towards the direction in which | believed the
house to be located.

“I'm coming!” | yelled when a dim glow could
be seen. The vapour on my glasses blurred my
vision, but the glow was turning brighter and



| Darkness crept into my eyes. I had
d on The wet doormat — and probably

bashed my head. The next thing T knew, my

unsuccesstully to suppress her lavught

cousin was helping me on to my feet, +’u,

brighter... CRASH! Darkness crept into my
eyes. | had slipped on the wet doormat - and
probably bashed my head. The next thing
| knew, my cousin was helping me on to my
feet, trying unsuccessfully to suppress her
laughter.

Just as my vision started to unblur, | looked
straight at the wall opposite me. That’s when
| saw it: in front of my very eyes was the
most enormous spider that I've ever seen. It
spanned its legs and crawled across the wall,
disappearing behind a sofa for a few seconds,
then reappearing like a rabbit in a hat. My sib-
lings were simply sitting in a circle on the car-
pet, playing a game of cards, oblivious to the
melodrama.

Unable to bear the critter, | let out a piercing
scream, shattering the stillness. My mother
rushed in, saw the spider and pestered it with
a stick as if it were a flimsy moth. It was gone.
It was all over. Or at least we thought it was.

A few seconds later, my father walked into
the room with my grandfather; | immediately

started relating to them what had happened.

“It was this huge,” | exclaimed, stretching my
arms out wide for emphasis.

“It couldn’t have been,” my father argued.
“Spiders that big don’t exist.”

| began to protest, but suddenly, everyone

around me went still -a blanket of silence en-
veloped the room, a silence that nobody dared
to challenge. Everyone’s eyes were focused
on the wall right behind me. Something was
definitely fishy, but at that time, | couldn’t
comprehend what was going on. Inch by inch,
| turned around.

It was the spider! It was back. And it was less
than a metre away from me.

My first reaction was to sprint out of the room
within the blink of an eye. Too frightened to
go outdoors, yet too shaken to return to the
room, | firmly stood at the threshold. Sounds
of clanging sticks mixed with muffled laugh-
ter could be heard from inside. My cousin
kept insisting that | come back, that the spi-
der meant no harm, but | was adamant. Only
when the night engulfed the sleepy mountain
range did | realise that | had to go back in, no
matter what. | tiptoed in, cautious of my every
step. To my utmost joy - and | must confess
it - all the hubbub was over.

My father went to make an inquiry at the recep-
tion of the resort. There had been enough dra-
ma for one night, as he put it, and all we need-
ed was some quality rest - we had a lengthy
agenda planned for the next day. My mouth
danced into a smile; | was more than thrilled to
continue our journey. If Murree was so full of
excitement, what would the rest of the north-
ern areas be like? | couldn’t have even imagined
an ounce of what was to come next

October - 2020 | raomsnce



s tTadhrat Talha bin Ubaidullah «;

Zawjah Junaid Mukaty details the admirable qualities and extreme
challenges in the life of a beloved Sahabi - Hadhrat Talha bin
Ubaidullah .

Talha bin Ubaidullah was at the marketplace in
Basra when a loud voice of a Syrian monk rang
in his ears, “Is there anyone from amongst you
from the people of Haram?”

Talha bin Ubaidullah who was a dark skinned
handsome young man, replied, “l am from the
people of Haram.”

The monk asked, “Has Ahmed appeared?”
“Who is Ahmed?” he asked.

The monk said, “The son of Abdullah bin Abdul
Muttalib. Verily he is the last of the Prophets. He
will come from the land of the Haram and mi-
grate to such a land in which there are dates and
water. Beware lest others believe in him before
you.” Talha was shocked to hear this and wanted

to investigate the matter himself so he quickly
rode back to Makkah.

Upon reaching Makkah, he was told that Mu-
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hammad bin Abdullah . has claimed to be a
Prophet and Abu Bakr has followed him. Talha
remembered what the monk had told him, and
pondered a little about Muhammad bin Abdul-
lah. He was an honest and trustworthy person
who would never lie and Abu Bakr was a man
who was well-known for his trustworthiness and
beauty of character. He approached Hadhrat
Abu Bakr who presented Islam in front of him
and helped him to convert. He was the fourth
person to enter the fortress of Islam.

It was not easy for Quraish to persecute him
as he was a wealthy cloth merchant, therefore,
they first invited him to leave his religion but
all went in vain. They then appointed the Lion
of Quraish, Nawfal bin Khawailid to punish him
and Hadhrat Abu Bakr both. Nawfal tied them
with a single rope and left them to the foolish
ones to pelt them with stones. Thereafter they
were known as The Two Tied Together. No per-
secution could waiver him from Allah’s path
and he remained steadfast until the command



ttadhrat Talha was an army alone, he faced the shoot—
ing and attacking enemy without thinking about his own liPe.

Hadher Abu Bakr .

. and ttadhrat Ubaidah bin Jarrah

quickly wiped off Jrhe Blood From Hadhrat Mehammadss ﬁ%

face and tried To carry him away.

of migration came.

In second year of Hijra, Prophet :£: was expect-
ing a caravan to come to Quraish from Syria,
so he sent Hadhrat Talha with Hadhrat Saeed
bin Zaid, instructing them to bring him the in-
formation regarding the caravan of Quraish.
They fulfilled their duty and quickly reached
Madinah but Rasulullah 2 had already set out
with the Muslims on the campaign of Badr, so
they hastened to join the army. They did not
get there in time for the battle, but Prophet
£ allocated to them a share of the booty and

a reward like that of those who had fought.

Whenever Hadhrat Abu Bakr &, recalled the day
of Uhad, he said, “That was Talha's day.” When
the victory for Muslims changed into defeat
and they were attacked again, the polytheists
found an opportunity to surround Prophet & in
order to kill him. His fearless and lion- hearted
companions fought against these polytheists
among whom was Hadhrat Talha too.

Hadhrat Talha was an army alone, he faced the
shooting and attacking enemy without think-
ing about his own life. Hadhrat Abu Bakr :;
and Hadhrat Abu Ubaidah bin Jarrah &, quickly
wiped off the blood from Hadhrat Muhammad’s
£ face and tried to carry him away. Hadhrat
Muhammad £ said to both of them that Talha
is certainly worthy of Jannah. Therefore, he be-
came one of the Ashra Mubbashira, those ten
who had been given the glad tidings of Jannah.
He was also then known as Al-Khair.

He had fallen to the ground with approximately
seventy wounds on his body. The vicious poly-
theists had cut off his palm while he was protect-
ing his beloved Prophet . Prophet #: was also
so very fond of him that he once said, “Whoever
would like to see a martyr walking on the face
of the earth, let him look at Talha bin Ubaidul-
lah. From that day he was known as “The Living
Martyr.” Before the Battle of Tabuk, Jews plotted
against Muslims in a house. Hadhrat Talha along
with few men surrounded the house and put it
on fire. This eluded their courage.

Hadhrat Abu Bakar . and Hadhrat Umar
showed great respect towards him. They consult-
ed him and deeply relied on him. Hadhrat Umar
# had nominated six companions of Prophet 2
before his martyrdom and one of them was our
this month’s companion.

Many incidents show that Hadhrat Talha bin
Ubaidullah . spent each and every penny he
had. He was a wealthy man but at the same time
he was humble too. He spent sleepless nights
if he had wealth in his house. For this nature he
was given the name Fayyaz (The Generous) by
Prophet .

His love for Prophets made him name his chil-
dren after them. His sons were Muhammad, Im-
ran, Musa, Yaqoob, Ismail, Ishaaq, Zakariya, Yu-
suf, Yahya and Eissa. His daughters were named
Maryam, Ayesha and Umme Ishaaq. Such people

Continued on pg 07
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Carnival Trick
Riddle 1. Riddle 3:

A boy was at a carnival and went to a One color, but not one size,

booth where a man said to the boy, “If Stuck at the bottom, yet easily flies.
| write your exact weight on this piece Present in sun, but not in rain,

of paper then you have to give me $50, Doing no harm, and feeling no pain.
but if | cannot, | will pay you $50.” The What is it?

boy looked around and saw no scale

so he agrees, thinking no matter what

the carny writes he'll just say he weighs

more or less. In the end the boy ended

up paying the man $50. How did the

man win the bet?

imopeys e s

The bus driver & 4eAE
‘Bul
Riddle 2: -ALp j0urBuisjem sem aH
7 Jamsuy
A bus driver was heading down a street
in Colorado. He went right past a stop “Jaded
sign without stopping, he turned left ay3 uo ,3yblam 30exs UnoAk,,
where there was a “no left turn” sign, 93J0JM pue pjnom a8y pies
and he went the wrong way on a one- ay se Ajpoexe pip uew ay]|
way street. Then he went on the left L Jamsuy
side of the road past a cop car. Still - he
didn’t break any traffic laws. Why not?
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A Time To surrender
by Y.F. Syed

Commotion resides in the hearts now
Trepidation dominates over the minds,
And numbness has taken over the senses
We are no more in charge!

We knew everything,
We ruled over our little worlds.
But not anymore.

The tables have turned,
Our plans are only daydreams,
We cannot help ourselves
We cannot change what we sowed.

When will this end, they ask.
How many more days to go?
No one knows.

Stay home, stay safe, we were told.

An advice more like a bandwagon,
Which is still not enough to save lives.
What we needed to know was -

How no one ever escaped their fate,

We can never interfere with Almighty’s plans!

People have always lived and died,
But never before did death stare at our faces-
Quite like this,
Circling around this infinite circle,

With nowhere to go,
Even the lost land at a single door.

It's time to surrender
And act like obedient slaves.
We're begging for things to change,
For Him to take us out of this state.

Those whose egos once touched the skies
Have bowed down and accepted defeat,
Nothing seems important now
The next moment is not guaranteed,
His sovereignty is all that remains

His mercy is all we beseech, .

Had more than we could take,
Seems like we'd never get out of this phase.
But | consoled my heart again,
He never left your side, He's listening to every
prayer.
It's you that has been running away,
Paving the path for your own distress.

In this too, is His hidden love.
Another chance to turn towards the One.
Not only for this stage,

But for every breath that we have left.
We need this time to change,

Yet are we ready to change our vile ways?
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chemistrg jolees

Why did the attacking army use acid?

To neutralize the enemy’s base.

(Acidic and basic chemicals on the pH scale
can cancel each other out.)

What did the thermometer say to the mea-
suring cylinder?

“You may be graduated, but | have several
degrees.”

(Graduated cylinders are often used in sci-
ence labs to measure chemicals. In this con
text, “graduated” means “marked with divis-
ions or units of measurement.” And, of course,
the word “degrees” has multiple meanings
too.)

Did you hear about the claustrophobic astro-
naut?

He just needed a little space.

Why don’t scientists trust atoms?
Because they make up everything.

What should you do if no one laughs at your
chemistry jokes?
Keep telling them until you get a reaction.

What's the difference between chemistry
jokes and physics jokes?

Chemistry jokes can be funny periodically,
but physics jokes have more potential.

(This one riffs off of the alternate meanings
of a major concept from each science: the
periodic table and potential energy.)

SPOT THE DIFFERENCE




Exploring Gravity [

Materials for Gravity Experiment S
Small dowel or stick : f
String "

Paperclips ! I
Scissors

Tape

Strong magnets

Metal ruler (or wooden ruler with tape)
Blocks, books, or other material for stacking

Directions for Gravity Experiment

Start by tying some paperclips to pieces of string. Then tie the string onto a small dowel rod or stick.
Lift up the dowel rod so the paperclips hang from the string.

You would be amazed to observe that no matter which way he tilted the stick or how steep an angle you
tilted the stick, the paperclips always pointed right down at the ground!

Next we explore how gravity can easily be overcome by other forces using magnets.

Place three magnets along a metal ruler. (If you’re using a wooden ruler, you can tape the magnets
to the top.)

Suspend the ruler from two stacks of blocks, books, or other materials. Be sure the magnets are
facing down. Take the paper clips and string off your dowel rod.

Take one paperclip and hold it until it’s just suspended below the first magnet. Tape the string in
place onto the table (or whatever surface your activity is on). Do this with the other two paperclips.

After taping the strings in place below the magnets, remove the ruler and observe what happens.
All the paperclips fall to the ground!

Put the ruler with magnets back above the paperclips. Slowly lift each paperclip toward each mag-
net until they are all suspended. The kids were very excited about this demonstration!

We talked about how the magnetic force between the paperclip and
magnet were stronger than the pull of the Earth’s gravity. a
on the paperclip, so the paperclip was able to remain

in the air rather than fall back to the ground.
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Princess OFf
Paradise

by Jamlla hedhl
8 years
Bahria college Islamabad

Children at school: “Oh look! Here comes miss
goody two shoes, today she is wearing a scarf.”

Everybody starts giggling.

Other children: “Oh so today you are a hijabi go-
ing to the masjid, huh?”

The Hijabi Girl: “No my dear friends, just try-
ing to copy the princess of jannah, Bibi Fatima
(RA). You know mom said hijab is our identity,
imagine the beautiful gardens of paradise and
imagine the companions of sahabiat, how cool
is that!”

Everyone else hangs their heads in embarrass-
ment

raﬁnce| October - 2020
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by Hafsa Ali
11 years
The Intellect School

Every day | bother my mother with these ques-
tions.

J

“Everyone applies make-up, why can’t I?”

“Everyone is active on social media, why can’t
[22”

“Everyone creates content on YouTube, why
can't 22?2

The answer to these questions is a big NO for an
eleven year old that | am. It is because we can’t
cross the limits of our religion.

My mother says, “If we are on the right path ac-
cording to our religion and are blessed with par-
ents, siblings, close friends and relatives, we are
the happiest and luckiest people in the world.
And as you asked me about social media, | want-
ed to tell you that don’t judge a book by its cover
because things are not always as they are on so-
cial media and appearances can be misleading,
you should not be so quick to judge. You do not
have to spoil your mood with the beautiful pic-
tures that everyone has put up on social media.”

“Amma, you said absolutely right but if | would
stop throwing litter on the streets, no one would
change nor there would be any difference, will
there be?”




“Oh my child, you don’t know, but wait let me
give a piece of advice as per my experience. The
change is in you! If you would stop throwing
litter on the streets, perhaps your friends will
start copying you and then their friends will
copy them and then their family will copy them,
so you see that a little tiny act can change the
whole society. If you do it now, it can bring a
change to the entire community and the places
that were piled up with litter, would instead be
the places filled with gardens of flowers and
grass and they will make you fresh with the
beautiful aromas and scent of flowers.

Never imitate others and always obey Allah &
and listen to your parents. Be on the right path
and you will the happiest and most successful
person in the world.”

“l promise Amma, | will always do as you tell me
to do,” | spoke out my heart.

“Good job my child, now go complete your
homework.”

“Hmmm.. sure thing mom.”

Petter safe than sorry

by Ramsha Nouman, Happy Home School

“No, | want it, | want it any how,” yelled Hafsa.

“Beta! | have told you before that junk food can
make your immune system weak and all viruses
can then easily attack you,” retorted her mother
trying to make Hafsa understand.

“But, | have read all the duas now nothing will
happen to me,” replied Hafsa.

“Thats not how a Muslim is supposed to act
dear,” stated her mother. But Hafsa didn’t pay
attention to it and ate all the ice cream before
sleeping.

Next morning Hafsa did not wake up on time.
Her mother kept on calling her but she didn’t
come out of her room. So she went to check
upon her. She found Hafsa lying on her bed. Her
body was shivering and her cheeks were red.

“Hafsa! Are you ok my girl?” she asked worriedly.

“No mama, my head is spinning and | am feeling
so cold,” Hafsa replied in a weak voice.

‘\\m\

Mother touched her, she was burning hot. She
immediately took her to the doctor. Unfortu-
nately, Hafsa appeared to be covid 19 positive.
When Hafsa heard about it, she covered her
mouth with shaking hands. Her face turned
down in embarrassment. Now they were putting
Hafsa in an isolation ward. She yelled and cried
and did everything possible to stay away from
the isolation ward but no one listened to her.
Tears rolled down her cheeks. She felt terribly
gloomy. Brown and white walls of isolation ward
and those machines haunted her. The musty
smell of the ward welcomed her.

‘Only if | had listened to mom, she whispered
with tears. At the very moment, someone
opened the door and how eagerly she wanted
that person to be her mother but ‘oh no’ it was a
nurse but what is that “Nooooooooooo!!!” Hafsa
cried loudly, she saw an injection in nurse’s hand.
Her body was shivering with goose bumps. She
cried even louder, “No! Stay away!”

The days passed by and her condition started im-
proving. Then her test came and Alhamdulillah it
was negative. She had recovered with the mercy
of Allah & and the duas of her parents. She burst
into tears and hugged her mother tightly. Hafsa
felt extremely thankful to Allah Almighty. She
had learnt a lifelong lesson

October - 2020 | rad‘ﬂance
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PAKISTAN

Hands
Jfor Nation-Building

through o

Educatlon

Baitussalam Welfare Trust is running various
educational institutes all over the country
catering to no less than 40,000 students. The

education provided includes primary education,

O-level, A-level, and religious sciences in urban
as well as far-flung rural areas. Moreover,
Baitussalam has established schools for Syrian
Refugees in Turkey and the border camps.

BECOME A MEMBER NOW

http://baitussalam.org/limofyPakistan

By

3)

A huge network of schools requires public
support which we have on a monthly basis,
Alhamdulillah! Now Baitussalam plans to
expand its education network which
necessitates a widening of its fundraising
mechanism. For this purpose, an educational
membership campaign, namely limofy
Pakistan, is being launched on a national level
in which members shall donate Rs.5000 per
month for supporting the educational
expenses of Baitussalam.

434 ilmofy@baitussalam.org e +923323332401




