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Assalam u Alaikum Wa Rahmatullahi Wa
Barakaatuhu,

At more than one places in the Holy Quran, we
come across the story of the family of Imran; his
daughter Maryam 2., her son Prophet Isa . and
her uncle Prophet Zakariyah ..

There are many striking features about this beau-
tiful story that make it abound with inspiration
for us. Like, for example, the pure and chaste
young girl called Maryam . miraculously being
provided with exotic out-of-season fruit all year
round without moving out but sitting right in-
side her worship quarters in the Bait al Maqdis,
or, for example, Isa 2 being miraculously born to
his mother without having a father, or, him being
able to converse with the people like a regular
adult human being while he was only a new-born
baby. Wow. Ain’t that awesome!? It sure builds
up and strengthens one’s trust in the might and
power of Allah .

Allah & can do just anything!

At a point in time in this wondrous story, Allah &
draws our attention towards when Hazrat Zakari-
yah . witnessed the divine food present with
Maryam 2, he asked her how come she had that.
Her reply was simple that it is Allah &'s provision
and He had sent it for her because He is capable
of doing whatever He wishes. Hazrat Zakariyah
was an old man then and there he was witnessing
a young child who was not only blessed with ex-
traordinary food, but also extraordinary wisdom
and connection with Allah &:.

This became such an inspiration for him that he
instantly started asking Allah &: for a child.

Can you imagine! Seeing this blessed youth
Maryam 2, made a Prophet of Allah & wish he
had one of his own too. He didn’t care if he and
his wife were very old then. He just had to have
such a child. So he asked Allah & with all his
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heart and guess what! Allah &: blessed him with
a son, Yahya ., who was blessing personified.
So yeah, there’s a lot to learn from this story but
| want you, the young Muslim sons and daugh-
ters of today to just stop and ponder for a while;
are you the kind of youth that could make peo-
ple around you envy your parents because of
how fortunate they are to have a child like you?
Does your purity and wisdom inspire others to
wish they had a child like you?

You see, we are not talking about bragging here!
It is not that you need to show off to people
some impressive stuff about you so they’d envy
you and your parents. No. That’s ostentatious
and it doesn’t work like that and that’s an inap-
propriate focus to have.

All we are trying to imply is that when you try
being good for Allah & by developing the at-
tributes that He likes, your presence becomes
an automatic inspiration. It's like you become a
walking talking admirable sign of Allah & that
attracts Allah’s creation towards Hlm. How
beautiful is that really!

Allah’s Messenger «: said, “If Allah loves a per-
son, He calls Gabriel, saying, ‘Allah loves so and
so, O Gabriel love him’ So Gabriel would love
him and then would make an announcement in
the Heavens: ‘Allah has loved so and-so there-
fore you should love him also.” So all the dwellers
of the Heavens would love him, and then he is
granted the pleasure/acceptance of the people
on the earth.” [Bukhari]

Sounds too much work, does it? Let’s remember
that we only need to make an intention, start
taking baby steps and then start asking Allah &
with full conviction that: Allah can do just any-
thing!

Wassalam,

Zawjah Zia



Al That -

Zaina had her life sorted. She woke up early,
stretched for twenty minutes, got ready for
school. This was her final year so Zaina was de-
termined to get into the best college and then
the best university in the city.After all, she had
a big shelf of glistening trophies and a thick
file of certificates to keep adding to. In life,
she wanted to shine, rather outshine everyone
else.

So when her parents told her on the day of her
last exam — “Zaina, your cousins are all gath-
ering at your grandmother’s place to spend
the summer. She’s sick so they want to spend
some quality time with her. You should go
along as well.” — Zaina did not take it easy.
“For two months straight?”

Her father nodded. “You’'ll enjoy with the girls.”
Her brows went up. “You want me to spend
two months away from home in a different city
just to spend time with my cousins and look
after Nano as she’s sick?”

Zaina’s mother gave her a stern look. “And
why exactly does that sound so demeaning to
you?”

Zaina put down her spoon midway through
dinner. “l just gave my O Level exams, Mama. |
need to get in the best college.”

“And you've already applied to all.”

A thought provoking story by
- Manahil Atif on valuing the most

preciovs Things in life

“But that’s not enough. | need to do some
community services, some voluntary work and
some internships to gain more exposure and
credit for my applications. For college, for uni-
versity and then my career life ahead.”

Zaina’s father cleared his throat. “That’s a very
long term plan—"

“—and trust me when | tell you, it’s still not
enough!” Zaina raised her hands in the air,
face red with exasperation. “People don’t just
make it big in life by doing nothing, Baba. We
have to really struggle and work our way up
the stairs to success. And | want to be suc-
cessful. | want to make you both proud.”
Zaina’s father fell silent at that. He knew how
hard Zaina worked, how she did not waste a
single minute in time wasting activities like
watching movies or endless scrolling on social
media. Zaina was all about work and no play.
He did cherish her hard work.

Her mother on the other hand still had one
more shot to fire. “We know you have ambi-
tions, Zaina, and there’s absolutely nothing
wrong about that. But there’s also family that
deserves your time and balance is crucial. Be-
sides, your Nano is sick. She needs your love
and care.”

Zaina scoffed. “Nano needs rest. She needs
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/aina scoffed. Her cousing were around her

age but seriously, such immature child's play?

peace and quiet. What good would we cous-
ins do by gathering at her place? We'd cre-
ate a lot of chaos and in my personal opinion
that would do her more harm than good.”
Zaina's mother pursed her lips, disheartened.
“You really don’t want to be there for her?”
It’s just a sickness. Zaina sighed. Old people get
sick all the time with joint pain and stuff like that.
She hated emotional blackmail. “I'll visit in the
last two weeks, alright? But please not more
than that. | really do need a lot more certifi-
cates to get my admission plus a scholarship.”
Zaina pushed back her chair as she got up from
the table. “And who knows, | might actually get
one at a foreign university too.”

She walked away to her room where books and
planners awaited her. Zaina’s parents met each
other’s eyes rather shamefully. They valued
their daughter’s potential but they were also
concerned about her lack of balance. There was
much more in life that Zaina ought to give her
time to but neglected immensely.

Two weeks before summer break ended, Zaina’s
parents drove to the city where Zaina’s Nano
lived. Getting out of the car, Zaina slung her
bag pack across her shoulder, looking up at
the giant haweli her grandmother lived in. She
heard merry laughter. In the gardens, she saw
her grandmother on a wheelchair surrounded
by young girls running around chasing after lit-
tle colourful choozay.

Zaina scoffed. Her cousins were around her age
but seriously, such immature child’s play? And
yet however— as Zaina watched little Faria pick
up the chick and run after her older sister who
screamed loud in fear— a part of Zaina’s heart
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tugged. She wanted to laugh and be carefree
like them.

Most of all, Zaina felt left out from being the
cause of her Nano’s sunny smile who laughed
watching the girls play. Zaina noticed how frail
her grandmother looked, hollow cheeks and
tired eyes and sunken shoulders now defining
her physical health.

Walking behind her parents, Zaina reached her
grandmother and waited for her turn to shake
hands and say salaam. When it was finally her
turn, Nano’s eyes clouded with confusion and
her head turned towards the eldest girl, Nadia.
Nadia hurried over and whispered, “It’s Zaina,
Nano. The golden girl in our family, remem-
ber? She won the Urdu declamation with the
speech you wrote for her once and also the En-
glish one that Nana wrote back when he was
alive.”

Zaina’s heart swelled with pride. Zaina. The
Golden Girl. It felt like all her hard work had
paid off.

But when Nano blinked blankly at Zaina, brows
furrowed together, Zaina’s mind was filled
with rage. Is this some sick guilt game? Is ev-
eryone here trying to make me feel ashamed
for not being around often?

Zaina bit her tongue and kept the smile on her
face in check. “It’s me, Nano, your Zaini. Don’t
you remember?”

At the nickname, Nano’s eyes lit up. She pulled
Zaina down towards her on the wheelchair and
kissed her forehead. She didn’t let go until
very much later to which Zaina’s heart swelled
even more. No doubt, she was the favourite
granddaughter.



“Nadia,” Nano called. “Go inside and get the
cake for ...” she trailed away, looking back at
Zaina.

Zaina's heart skipped a beat. When Nano
didn’t complete her sentence, Nadia did it for
her. “Zaini, your favourite.”

Nano nodded. “Right, right, Zaini.”

Zaina’s heart was thudding really hard now.
Nadia gestured with her head and Zaina fol-
lowed her inside to the kitchen where Nadia
gave her an apologetic smile. “Sorry about
that. Nano gets confused all the time. It’s
more distressing for her than it is for us.”
“Because of her heavy medication?” Zaina
gulped down the spikes in her throat.
“Because of her Alzheimer, Zaina. The incur-
able disorder of forgetting everything. Surely
you knew.”

But Zaina didn’t know. And her heart nearly
stopped at that. So this was her Nano’s sick-
ness. And she had ... forgotten Zaina? Zaina
felt something in her stomach twisting hard.
She could not digest the news.

Nadia took out a large chocolate cake from the
fridge. On it was written congratulations. She
looked up at Nadia, desperate to shake out of
the misery of being forgotten. “What’s this
about?”

Nadia smiled. “l got into medical university.
On merit! The best one in the country.”
Zaina’s brows furrowed at that. “How? Did you
do a lot of voluntary work? How many hours of
community service? You got Bs and A grades,
not A stars, then how?”

“Don’t be silly.” Nadia laughed. “You are
smarter than me but really, | didn’t do much
community service or voluntary work, not any
more than what my college had me do.”

“Then how?!”

“l don’t know actually. I've been here with
Nano most of my time, | don’t even think |
could study much when she was diagnosed
but somehow, Allah got me where | couldn’t
imagine being. He got me beyond better than
my own expectations.”

Zaina didn’t understand anything. No hard
work, no struggle, not even proper studying
and yet Nadia got what Zaina was working so
very hard for.

Zaina jolted out of her thoughts when Nano’s
voice called from the gardens. Nadia hurried
over upon hearing her name. Zaina overheard
her Nano’s voice, “Oh Nadia, you brought my
medicine too! | had forgotten it was time. May
Allah bless you dear and may He reward you all
that you wish for and much much more.”
Zaina’s heart came to a skidding halt. Her
Nano remembered Nadia’s name so easily de-
spite the forgetfulness. Nano did not remem-
ber Zaina’s name, did not even recognise her
face. Nadia spent her time looking after Nano.
Nano gave her so many duas.

Suddenly, Zaina did not feel like a golden girl at
all. Zaina felt horrible about herself and as she
looked towards the garden where Nadia sat
by Nano’s feet cleaning the garden dirt that
had accumulated between Nano’s toes, Zaina
realised Nadia’s caretaking (that came along
with no glorifying certificates) was much more
golden than all Zaina had achieved in her life.
For after all, not all that is gold glitters.

Zaina shut her eyes tight. She took on a new
ambition in life. In this ailment of her Nano’s,
she would be there as much as she could be.
She would visit as much as she could. A tear
slipped from her eyes. She should have done
so long before her Nano’s condition came to
such a level. She should not have wasted so
much time chasing after the world when really,
the key to all that treasure lay with her Nano
all along.

Zaina wiped her tears, prayed to Allah for her
Nano and then stepped out into the garden
with a renewed heart. She would not be defied
by the glitter in this world again.

This time, her Nano did recognize her and
smiled fondly. “Come have cake, Zaini. It's your
favourite!” And indeed, it was. Her Nano had
remembered
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A Quran
Quiz-

Who gaid it?

Compiled by Ayesha
Khalid Lakhani

]

J
i

Some time back we had a quiz similar to this and masha’Allah everyone loved answering
and learning from these questions that ask us about the narrator of some interesting
dialogues from the Holy Quran. So once again we bring you more of such dialogues and
let’s see how well you know your Quran... Later you may also check out the exact places
and contexts in which theses dialogues were said and to whom.

1. “Do not kill him, perhaps he will benefit us.” 4. “O our Lord, pour patience upon us and
A, Wifetsleilswn cause us to die as Muslims.”

B. Wife of Qaroon A. People of Yunus

C. Wife of Nuh B. People of Shuaib

C. Magicians of Firawn

2. “Shall | guide you to a household?”

A. Sister of Yunus 5. “If he does not do what | order him.”
B. Sister of Musa A. King of Egypt
C. Sister of Haroon B. Zulaikha

C. Women of the city

3. “Aid us with some water.”

A. People of Paradise 6. “l did not do it from my own accord.”
B. People of Firawn A. Khadir
C. People of the Fire B. Musa

C. Taloot
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7. “And | have been given from everything...” 13. “It guides to that which is good and we

A. The hoopoe bird have believed in it.”
B. The bee A. Thejinn
C. Theant B. People of Paradise

C. Magicians of Firawn
8. “We have found that which our Lord has

promised to be true.” 14. “What my Lord has provided for me is far
A. People of Paradise better.”
B. People of the fire A. Dhul-Qarnain
C. People of Makkah B. Khadir

C. Taloot

9. “This is what myself tempted me into do-

ing.” 15. “Alas! | wish | had never associated anyone
A. Iblees with my Lord (in worship).”
B. Samiri A. People of the fire
C. A worshipper from Banu Israeel B. Shaytaan

C. Companion of the garden

10. “There is no rescue today from the order of

Allah.”
A. Musa
B. Son of Nuh
C. Nuh

V-vL V-L

11. “Peace be upon you strange people.” V-€L V-9
AL 8-zl v-S
Bl DUl 2
C. lbrahim

2-0L J-€
g9-6 a-c
V-8 V-l

12. “The All knowledgeable and All Aware in-
formed me.”
A. Musa

Prophet Muhammad - SJGmSUV

C. Shuaib

I
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Silent tears rolled down Nuha’s cheeks as she
stared at the lifeless body of her friend. Liya
was wrapped in the plain white shroud, to
the extent of her face also being covered as it
was unbearable to witness. Her features had
been severely defaced due to the excruciating
car accident. Nuha felt an agonizing pain rush
through her soul as Liya’s mother thumped to
the ground. Reality had truly dawned upon her.
She had lost a daughter, a piece of her flesh.
Liya’s sister sat dumbstruck against the wall,
while other family members sat dispersed,
some reciting, some wailing, some whispering
in hushed voices.

Nuha ran her eyes around the living room and
registered the fact that none of the riches and
luxuries could bring Liya back. The newly-de-
signed sofas and daybeds, both upholstered in
raw silk were grouped with vintage acrylic arm-
chairs and a cocktail table. Apparently all of this
was pushed against the Spanish arte-crafted
wall to create space for the funeral. The stu-
dio light furniture meant to give lightness was
only making the atmosphere of the room even
gloomier no matter how bright it lit.

“Don’t be proud of your position, looks, vig-
or, and money. Allah does not like pride. That
handsome peacock could never fully fly, nor
could that wealthy wick ever freely die. The
greatness of a man is not in how much wealth
he acquires but in his integrity and ability to af-
fect those around him.”

Nuha had timorously reminded this to her
friend but... Alas! She was always ridiculously
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spurned.
It was only through the mercy of Allah & that
Nuha was saved from that horrendous accident,
succumbing to minor injuries; such as breaking
her neck bone and calf.

Nuha’s mind was struck with flashbacks of that
day...

It was a bright sunny morning. The rising sun
cast a rosy hue across the morning sky. Golden
fingers of sunlight lit up the scene. Nuha rubbed
her bleary eyes and walked to the window. There
was a pearly glow in the sky, however she felt
something was amiss.

Nuha picked up the phone from her drawer
and dialed Liya’s number. “Assalamualaikum,
Liya, remember we need to go to the library and
study for our upcoming exam sessions?” Nuha
said in a soft tone.

“Oh Nuha! Why do you take these ‘things’ so
seriously? | need to go to the party then to the
GUCCI store; they have the latest fashion bags
out.” Liya replied while applying the bright red
shade of lipstick. “Listen Li..” Nuha said, how-
ever, Liya cut her off and kept on bragging, “you
know what, | am practically going to throw away
my GUCCI bag | bought last month. You know
how up to date | am with the brands, it’s out of
fashion! Who wants old scrap anyway? By the
way, if you want then we both can go together
and later on go watch a movie.” Liya’s voice rang
from the other side of the phone.

“Look Liya | need to focus on my studies and
please for heaven’s sake you know this is a waste
of time. Hanging out with friends and partying
around is not my cup of tea. My aged father




“As a friendly suggestion T still feel That you should be coming

with me o The library and prepare for exams rather
Than loafing around.”

works very hard and | can in no way afford to
be a source of disgrace to him or anger Allah
2. You know | only need you to drop me off to
the library if you not coming with please... and
I'd suggest the same to you.” Nuha said with
deep concern in her voice. “Ok! ok! ok! I’'m com-
ing, will drop you off but won’t be going to the
library. See ya in thirty mins,” Liya announced
and hung up.

Nuha heaved a sigh and went to the bathroom.
An hour and half later Nuha jolted up from her
short slumber, as she heard the doorbell ring
in her ears. She had dozed off while waiting for
Liya and apparently it seemed that Liya was
now at the door.

Nuha opened the door and greeted her. “Hey,
Nuha lets go. Sorry for the delay, | couldn’t de-
cide on what to wear,” Liya said. Nuha kept her
cool and sat in the passenger seat. Liya was
wearing a pink designer dress accented with
black diamond shaped buttons at the hem and
across the boat neckline of her dress. There was
a new change to her appearance; she was wear-
ing green contact lenses and the labret piercing
on her lips were clearly visible. Her black tresses
were highlighted a warm blonde and was cutin
layers. She paired up her look with Jimmy Choo
black platform heels and a black Louis Vuitton
handbag.

“So what do you think of my new ride? It’s the
latest Ferrari that my dad bought for me last
month!” Liya said.

“Good, as a friendly suggestion | still feel that
you should be coming with me to the library and
prepare for exams rather than loafing around.”
Nuha said.

“Oh, Nuha, just a few wads of notes up the
principal’s nose and I'm all set; actually you
are my best friend and | can find a way for you

as well,” Liya said as she pushed her hair away
from her nose.

“No not at all, | believe in making an effort as
the fruits of patience are always sweet,” retort-
ed Nuha, all the while turning pages of her note-
book.

Liya looked at her, rolled her eyes and remarked,
“Ok goody two shoes, let’s listen to music,”’
Liya leaned forward, gave Nuha a sly smile and
turned on some blazing music. Nuha was about
to intervene when she suddenly screamed. Liya
had instantaneously lost control of the car due
to leaning forward for absolutely no reason and
due to her driving at a speed of 140 kmp/h.
“Liya please be careful!” Nuha screamed. The
road was filled with little hills. Liya pulled the
wheel to the right, the car swerved back to the
left, to the right, to the left again.... each time
Liya pulled the wheel! Their bodies jolted with
the sporadic movements of the car. Suddenly
the car hit a telephone pole, and skidded a hun-
dred feet into a tree. The crash drove the engine
through the dashboard and then rolled three
times before coming to a halt. Liya was not
wearing a seatbelt. Due to the abrupt impulse
Liya was thrown few miles away from the car
through the windscreen. The moment her head
hit the ground her soul flew off, as her skull had
burst open.

On the other hand Nuha squeezed in pain as
the seatbelt stopped her but did not stop her
head from hitting the door several times. She
was covered in blood but was still conscious. At
that moment, as the first sirens sounded, as the
first voices were heard, the first numbers were
dialed, Nuha silently muttered the Kalimah and
also fell unconscious

Continued on pg 21

August - 2021 raﬂnce



Hey! Hey! why do | sigh,
Misery, trauma, loneliness, agony
What's all this?
- What did you just say?

COVID-19; what's that perversity?
That it’s just a conspiracy!

| bet, it will fly over,
Over our heads without touching us!
Oh no! What is happening?
Really, this is taking lives,
Look there!
People are dying on the roads,
No one presumes to hold them or bury them,

Ahhhh!! What a cold-blooded virus,

| miss my friends and teachers,
| want to go back to School!

How? Will my friends and teachers,
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COVID-19!

»
Be endangered if we gathered
at school?

-

| want to go for shopping!

o e
But, look! What do | perceive? » ‘

What? | should not shake hands!
Nor hug my loved ones!
But how’s that possible?
| love them!
| will show them my affection!
Hugging, shaking hands can kill them?

Ok! Then | won't touch them!

Yes! | realized now,
The rules and regulations are there
To prevent the deadly virus coming our way
No hand shake, no hugging,
No school, no gatherings,

All so that we are safe!



So how do we stay in touch then?

So what that the world has stopped!

- So what if millions died!
. r'4
~ Why do we think so?
]
#nd not care for our loved ones?
L

"
.~

r .

- N

Maintain social-distancing,
Everyone says so,
How to meet friends?

L
How to stay connected?

The charm of meeting friends at parties
has become just a dream,

My parents, my kinsmen,

All are getting miles apart from our hearts,

Connected through gadgets with no
life in it!

Robots, technology is taking the place
of people,

A piece of cloth has become the identity
of a safe man!

The menace of this pandemic stalks us
in our dreams,

Ravishing school’s studies turned into boring

sleepy online lectures! " ¢

-

Youth became bone-idle,
Gadgets are becoming their obligatory

partners! - ﬂ
World has been reshaped!

r

From a sphere, »

To a round ball with poisonous spikes,
Thus, apprising people from peril!
Being deduced positive is dangerous!

But thinking positive is worth life!

We are facing it together,

Consequently, we will combat the virus
together

Stars can’t shine without darkness
COVID-19 is giving a dark time!

We will soon shine and dissipate the darkness
away!!!

. v

- . -
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TURN YOUR LEFTOVER CHICKEN
GHICKEN, FILLER. FOR HOWEV
JUST ADD B-WELLI™ CANOLA MAYONMAISE! AND THIS 1S A SURE CROWD
PLEASER TO UTILIZE ALL YOUR LEFTOVER-SURPLIES, KEEP HUNGRY
MOUTHS AT BAY AND SAVE SOME TIME. WINNING!

INTO THE CREAMIEST, MOST TASTY
ER YOUR CREATIVITY FLOWS.

4@ FILLING :
+ 2 Y2 cups leftover rotisserie/ - @;)

roasted.chicken, pulled/roughly
chopped

- 1 cup .Thick & Creamy.Mayo
* ¥a cup fresh parsley, finely chopped
1 tsp lemon juice
Ya cup fresh dill, finely chopped
Y2 tsp apple cider vinegar
+ 2 cloves garlic, minced
' 1 tsp mustard
Y2 tsp fine red chilli powder
+ Va tsp salt
a couple cracks of pepper

o

e e

+ 1 cup halved seedless .r&d-ﬂrapaséié

or ¥z cup dried cranberries/raisins

2 large celeny. sticks, finely chupped@
1 large red.onion, finely chopped @

+ % cup pecans/walnuts, almond

slices, roughly chopped @a QIQ
v

« green leaf lettuce

» 6 footlong sub rolls

cheese. arated foptional)

In a medium bowl, add the Thick & Creamy Mayonnaise with all the
dressing ingredients. “Little fingers: mix until well combined*

In a large bowl, add the chicken, grapes, celery, onion and nuts.
Now combine the dressing mixture into the salad mix and gently stir until mixed.

Cover bowl and refrigerate for an hour to allow flavours to soak in.

Remove from fridge and rest until room temperature. Fill each footlong sub and
serve with fresh lettuce leaves, or grated cheese over and stick in the oven at 200°C
for 5 min until cheese melts! Cut in half/thirds. Easy, simple and oh so yummy.

The filling freezes well for your convenience and easy-prep.
Can be frozen up to 1 month, allow to thaw to room temperature before serving.

Salad items are only by suggestion, play around or use what salad items you have
in your fridge. Think: tomatoes, grated carrots, apple pieces, avocado, mushrooms,
cabbage, peppers, etc. perfect for fussy eaters.
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This Independence Day, we remember the
martyrs, the thousands who sacrificed
themselves so we can breathe today in a
pure and free land. Now it's time to play
our part and make Pakistan the land of our
ancestors' dreams and promises: the land
of the pure. The land of La ilaha ill-Allah.

Long
live
Pakistan

\
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E
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heavenly
highs

The true meaning of

Ayesha Muneeb's story looks at how we are so
mistaken To not be proud of our motherland

“Fahad! Stop acting like a stubborn child and
try to understand my point. It is true that we are
wrongly‘confined in some areas but there are a lot
of people ' who are living under larger number of
restrictions than us. So, don’t take this freedom
for granted and stop complaining about your
country.”

“Oh come on Hashir! Don’t start counselling me
on patriotism again. | have made up my mind that
as soon as | get enough money, | will leave this
so-called-free country for good.” Fahad stomped
up the stairs and slammed the door. It was pretty
obvious from his tone that his decision was final.

It was one matter in which the two’s opinions dif-
fered and also the only topic of discussion when
Fahad couldn’t stop himself from lashing out,
otherwise he had a calm and well-behaved nature.
However, Hashir tried hard to make him alter his
mind but he always failed to do so and then one
day he completely got out of touch with his soul
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5 years later...

Hashir was aimlessly flicking through the TV chan-
nels when he came across a familiar figure. It was a
renowned talk show and the guest was undoubt-
edly his long lost friend Fahad who was delivering
an ebullient speech to the young generation urg-
ing and motivating them to love Pakistan. Hashir
was thunderstruck, seeing such an incredible
change in his friend.

After days of continuous struggle, contact be-
tween the duo was finally restored and they were
sitting face to face in their favorite restaurant.
Immediately after the formal conversation, Hashir
asked the one question which had shaken him
all over. Initially Fahad tried to avoid it, but when
forced to tell, he started narrating his story:



It was at that place and moment

when I realized what a paradise my

country is.

“As soon as | got the scholarship, | left for Turkey
to continue my higher studies. To meet the ex-
penses, | started a part-time job. There | got on
good terms with my co-worker Aban. Just like
you, he was always giving me lectures on faith-
fulness to the country and I, forced by my nature,
always turned a deaf ear to his sincere advices.”
He paused for a moment, thinking of appropriate
words to continue.

“What happened then? Don’t you dare stop and
test my patience!” Fahad smiled at Hashir’s rest-
lessness and went on:

“Years flew by and the time for returning to Paki-
stan had already arrived. | got intensely irritated
over the idea of coming back to the place which |
hated the most. My feelings were not hidden from
Aban. So he tried to convince me to goand work
voluntarily in Palestine with him. After quite a few
efforts, he was finally able to persuade me.” His
expressions tensed as he recalled all the unforget-
table moments.

“There | got to know what a free country really
meant. | felt the difference between imprison-
ment and freedom. | still remember that day when
we went on the survey. Not a single person was
there who hadn’t lost his loved ones in the bomb-
ing and severe brutality of the troops. They are
not allowed to celebrate their national events or
worship freely. Tear gases as well as the poisonous
gases are shelled every now and then leaving nu-

merous screaming innocent people helpless. Due
to their tyranny, countless citizens are either killed
or paralyzed daily.” His voice cracked as he unfold-
ed the truth behind his change. Hashir forced him
to drink some water and said: “OK. Now forget
all this. Don’t put too much strain on your brain.
Let’s order something to eat.”

Although he tried his best to stop Fahad, but it
seemed like he wasn’t even listening anything
at that time. He burst out, hiccupping: “No my
friend! Let me pour out my heart today please.
It was at that place and moment when | realized
what a paradise my country is. Here we can wan-
der off as per our wish and without any fear. But
in Palestine, everyone tie the shroud when leav-
ing the house because they are uncertain whether
they will come back alive or not. We certainly have
some social and governmental restrictions but
still we are free Hashir, WE ARE FREE!!!! | wish |
could make my country folks believe that despite
the shortcomings, one’s homeland is one’s own
and that we are fortunate enough to be living
here. Our Pakistan is one in a million. How do |
explain to them? Tell me how...??”

Not able to hold back his tears anymore, Fahad
started weeping bitterly. He hugged Hashir tight-
ly whose eyes were also wet but he was thankful
to Almighty Allah that the blindfold of mistrust
and hatred had finally been removed and that his
dear friend has understood the true meaning of

freedom .

August - 2021 | rao@nce



The Kighteous Choice

Part 2 of 2

Adeen Ahmed's re-

markable story will
help all young girls
perceive the beavty
and prestige in hijjab

After serving everyone
the delicious chicken curry
she had made, Mrs. Hamid smiled at Eraj and
her mother. “What a lovely daughter you
have,” she praised. “So unlike in dress and
manner than the other girls one meets. May
Allah bless her!”

Comments like these were being showered
down on her. Cold guilt was flowing through
her veins. Oh, she thought, | wish this horrid
feeling would stop! | oughtn’t feel awful at
such a happy occasion.

But it wouldn'’t stop. The guilt nor the praises
would stop their flow. After serving dinner, she
collapsed onto a sofa, head spinning. Suddenly
a lilting voice floated into her ear.

“Eraj? You here?”

She whipped her head back. It was Lila! Lila tall
in red clacking high heels, Lila wearing a dress
barely covering her knees and trousers well
over her ankles, Lila covered in makeup and an
elaborate hairstyle.

“As-salaam elikum, Lila,” stuttered Eraj, half in
surprise and half in horror. Lila? Here?

Lila said, as if she knew what Eraj was thinking.
“Aunty Maryam is my mother’s second cous-
in on the father’s side,” she said. “She made
me come here, you know, even though | didn’t
want to.” And if matters could get worse, Eraj’s

raﬂnce | August - 2021

mother actually came and sat
down next to her, never knowing
her daughter was being engulfed in agony be-
cause of her very presence.

Before Eraj could say anything, Lila carried
on, “l hardly recognized you! Oh my god, you
look so different in that dress! And, like, you're
wearing a hijab! Why?!”

Eraj’'s mother piped up, “Yes, of course. My
daughter always wears the hijab, everywhere
she goes. Even in college!” She finished
proudly.

Lila laughed her tinny, lilting laugh. “Um, actu-
ally, no,” she said, spearing a piece of chicken
on her fork. “I've never seen her wearing it, ac-
tually. Yesterday in college she had that pret-
ty puff hairstyle - hadn’t you, Eraj? You looked
so glamorous! My word! You'll be acting in the
movies before we know it. | don’t ever remem-
ber you with a silly scarf on - except that first
day.”

And now you can very well imagine what was
the state of poor Eraj. Of course, on the out-
side it wasn’t much - just wide eyes, and her
spoon halfway to her mouth. But inside, it was
a storm of fear raging. The truth had been out
in the most unpredictable way. She had been
so swift, so secret, so fortunate, and now this
had happened. What would her mother think?
Eraj glanced to look at her mother, but she nev-
er got the chance, as her grandmother from
the kitchen called out, “Amna! Come here,




| need you to take out the dessert!” Her
mother got up and headed towards the
kitchen, not looking behind her at the guilty
face of her daughter.

A week had passed since the ill-fated inci-
dent. Eraj’s mother had not scolded her, she
kept onacting normal as though nothing had
happened. Eraj was thankful that the winter
break was here, otherwise she did not know
how she was going to manage at college, as
Lila would’ve probably spread the news. She
was at a complete loss of what to do. Was is
wrong what she had done? Or was it right?
Why wasn’t her mother scolding her? And
what was she going to do when winter break
was over? Again, she knew in her heart that
what she had done was utterly wrong. Eraj
became depressed and saddened, and one
day, she gave it up. When her grandmother
called her down for lunch, she refused, say-
ing in a tiny voice that she was not hungry.
She sat in her room, contemplating her
deeds. The door opened and in entered her
mother. “Why are you not eating, Eraj?” she
asked.

“l don’t feel like it,” mumbled Eraj.

“Why?” asked her mother. “But | think |
know why you're feeling that way.”
Suddenly, Eraj burst out sobbing. Tears of
remorse and regret poured down her eyes
as she wept. “Mama, I’'m sorry. I’'m sorry! I'm
really sorry. | know what | did was wrong. |
shouldn’t have deceived you -”

“Deceived me?” cried her mother, stroking
her daughter’s head. “Yes, well, dear, you
deceived me, but you do know that Allah
was watching, didn’t you? He is the All-See-
ing, He sees into even the deepest hearts
alive. You may have deceived me but you
could not have deceived the Almighty. But
| forgive you. And | pray and hope that Allah
also forgives you. My dear, tell me: why do
we wear the hijab?”

“Because you do it,” said Eraj, raising her
drooping head. “And because it is part of our
culture.”

“Oh, dear me, no!” exclaimed her mother. “Ab-
solutely not! No, my dear, wearing the hijab is
not part of our culture, a fashionable costume
or a trendy choice. Wearing the hijab is an ob-
ligation from Allah - and all for our own good.”
“How?” asked Eraj, sitting up straight and wip-
ing her tears away.

“In Surah Al-Noor, there are special verses
dedicated to hijab,” explained her mother.
“They are called Ayat-Ul-Hijab. In those verses,
Allah explains that He has bestowed the hijab
on us for protecting us from various evils. A girl
wears the hijab to conceal her beauty, to be
discreet about it. Allah has done it all so we can
be protected by Satan. These verses were re-
vealed when Hazrat Aisha . lost her necklace
- | assume you know about that part.”

“| see,” mused Eraj slowly. “Mama, | was wrong.
| was wrong to get involved with those girls. |
will never be friends with them again. | do not
care if they single me out as different.”

“Being different is part of us,” said her mother.
“Allah has created all of us different, with dif-
ferent tastes and such. Just ignore them, and
pray for them that they go on the right path.”
“l know,” smiled Eraj. “JazakAllah khairun ka-
seera, Mama, for showing the right way to me.
| will never listen to anything that ignites me
to leave the hijab, which is Allah’s obligation on
us.”

“That’s my daughter!” smiled her mother, hug-
ging her.

Eraj looked out of the window. She knew that
she was going to fix it all, put it all behind her.
Never again was she going to listen to those
girls. She was going to repent to Allah for her
deeds and pray that she stayed on the right
road

August - 2021 I'ad:;tance
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tadhrat Umm Ayman s

Did you know who raised our Prophet :2: after his mother passed away :
and whom he called ‘my mother after mother'?  z _ *ﬁu‘!“‘
Lets find out about that inspiring sahabiyaat % i‘ﬁ %m c

with Zawjah Junaid Mutaky

Barakah bint Tha’alaba or Umm Ayman & was
an Abyssinian plain looking slave of Prophet’s
4 parents and it is to be noted that when Al-
lah & wishes to raise a slave in position, no
one can stop Him. She knew every aspect of
Hadhrat Muhammad’s & life as she had been
with him since his birth till his death. She was
the first person to touch him when he was
born and took care of him as a child when his
parents left this world one after the other and
then never stopped caring for him all her life.
Prophet #: was born as an orphan while his
mother, Hadhrat Amna, died at Abwa, a place
between Makkah and Madinah, during their
return journey to Makkah. She was visiting her
family in Yathrib with her six year old son and
her young slave girl, Barakah also known as
Umm Ayman. Barakah brought the little boy
back to Makkah and handed him over to his
elderly grandfather, Hadhrat Abdul Muttalib.

This pair of young Hadhrat Muhammad ¢ and
Barakah got close to each other like a mother
and her son. His grandfather had appointed
her to take good care of him as many of the Ahl
al Kitaab (People of the Book) predicted that
he will be the awaited Prophet and the ways
of the little orphan boy were also very differ-
ent from that of the other children. She was
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immensely fond of his gentle manners and a
relatively mature behaviour for a child. There-
fore when Prophet Muhammad ¢ declared his
prophethood, she was amongst the first ones
to accept Islam.

Marriages

Prophet #: freed her after his marriage to
Hadhrat Khadija .+« and arranged her mar-
riage with one of his companion, Hadhrat
Ubaid bin . This couple had a son named
Ayman through which she got her name, Umm
Ayman. Her husband received his martyrdom
in the Battle of Khyber while son was martyred
in the Battle of Hunain. Prophet & paid spe-
cial attention to her needs because he used
to call her “O My Mother” and “Mother after
my Mother” thus he arranged her marriage to
Hadhrat Zaid bin Haritha ., his beloved ad-
opted son. From him she bore a son, Hadhrat
Usama bin Zaid, who turned out to be a noted
companion of Prophet .

The account of her marriage with Hadhrat Zaid
is interesting. Once, the Prophet £ was sit-
ting amongst his companions when he asked,
“Who wants to marry a woman of Jannah?”
Hadhrat Zaid quickly responded to this offer




tter keen mind and far sightedness covld see many things
which were unclear to others

and agreed to marry Hadhrat Umm Ayman
though she was older to him, married once,
had a son and a woman with ordinary looks
but he knew that what Prophet : mentioned
himself as a Jannati would be valuable.

As a Mother

Spending most of her life in the household of
Prophet £, she herself had become rational
and mature. Allah had bestowed upon her the
responsibility of bringing up the last Proph-
et #, consequently she was of high moral
character. Then she was married to Hadhrat
Zaid who was also raised in Prophet’s < pres-
ence so ultimately their son had to have some
unique qualities; he had parents who spent
their lives so near to Muhammad . She paid
special attention to her sons to be brave and
learned. She bore into them the love of Al-
lah and His Messenger and to live and die for
them. She showed immense patience when
her elder son, Ayman, was martyred while
protecting Prophet i and felt proud of it.

Bravery

Hadhrat Umm Ayman was like any other
brave Arab Muslim woman. She is known to
protect Prophet ¢ when the infidels were
plotting against him. She brought to him all
the detailed information which would help
the Prophet & to plan his next action. In the
Battle of Uhud, she tended the wounded and
when the calamity rose she called out the dis-
appointed Muslims to be brave and herself
jumped in the battlefield with a sword, where-
fore, she got injured by an arrow thrown by
Hebban bin Araga. She also accompanied
Prophet «: in the Battle of Khyber.

Virtues

Her keen mind and far sightedness could see
many things which were unclear to others. She

was optimistic and one who made others feel
peaceful in her presence. Prophet £ often vis-
ited her. When he passed away, Hadhrat Abu
Bakr and Hadhrat Umar also visited her like
Prophet 2 and inquired how Prophet £ cared
for her. She started crying. The companions
tried to console her saying that Prophet £ is
at a better place than this world. She respond-
ed by saying that she agrees but she was cry-
ing because the chain of revelations which
came from Allah had stopped. Both Hadhrat
Abu Bakr and Umar were deeply touched by
this answer and started crying.

Death

There are two different narrations about her
death; one says that she died a few months af-
ter the sad demise of Prophet & and the other
reports that she saw the era of Hadhrat Us-
man .

May Allah rest her in peace and shower his
blessings upon her. Aameen

Continued from pg 11

The men entered the room to take Liya’s body
to fulfil the final rites. Nuha jerked from her
memory and her eyes were raining with tears.
She walked towards Liya’s body, kissed her
friend and made du’a to Allah to grant her
friend jannatul Firdous and forgive her sins.
Liya’s voice was echoing in her mind (“l am so
up to date with the brands...”) now the shroud
that she was wearing had no brand.

A lesson is a reminder for the believer.

Death is a bitter reminder.

The world is temporary, and everything within it
is a mirage.

Oh traveller of this world,

Your destination is the grave

The sleepers of the palaces are now sleeping in
sand

August - 2021 | radﬂénce
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Hidden Picture

Can you find the hidden surprises this family has planned for their dad?




Let's learn about our beloved Prophet 1
Join the qualities of Rasullullah £ to help Ahmad find his way to Masjid @ Nabwi

Gentle  Angry Jealous High

Envious  Humble Kind Generous Low

Dry Lazy Al-Sadiq  Al-Ameen Slow

Fast Modest Smooth

Seal Of

Cruel Moody Forgiving Prophethood

23



Circuit Flowers

What you need:

Coffee filters (you can also use tracing papers)
Washable markers

Plates

Water

Water dropper or syringe
LEDs

Wire

Clothespin

Battery

Scissors

Electrical tape (green)

Mini solo cup or mini clay pot

Chromatography Science to Create Art

This activity definitely falls into a full STEAM
activity. The first step is to make your beauti-
fully coloured papers using a technique called
chromatography. This process works the best if
you use secondary and tertiary colours, as they
will separate as they spread, creating gorgeous
patterns on your paper.

Start by flattening a coffee filter on a plate or
other easy to clean surface. Using a washable
marker draw a thick lined circle about half way
between the middle and edge. You can use one
colour, alternate colours, or even create a few
circles (leave a wide space in between). There
are no rules, except to ensure lots of white
space is left to allow spreading of the colours.

Now add about a teaspoon of water to the
middle of the coffee filter. As the water moves
through the paper it will spread the colours
out, and depending on your colours, may cause
them to separate. You should end up with a
beautiful water coloured papers. Let dry com-
pletely.

Circuit Time

First step - we always test the LED! The last
thing you want to do is build your flower only
to discover your LED doesn’t work. Simply slip
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Source: www.steampoweredfamily.com

your battery between the legs of the LED. If it
doesn’t work, turn the battery around. If it still
doesn’t work you need a different LED.

Cut your wires and strip the ends. You need two
wires, approximately 8 inches in length. Strip
about half an inch from each end to expose the
wire. These are your contact points with your
battery and LED.

Take your coffee filter paper and grab it in the
middle, rolland bunchitto gatheritup and form
your flower. You should have a small “stalk”.

Push the legs of the LED bulb [ ¥
through the paper just off to
the side of the stalk in your
paper.Now wrap one wire
tightly around the first leg.
Repeat with the other wire
around the second leg.

Slide the legs of the LED onto

the end of your clothespin, so A
one leg is on each side. Tape . '(*ﬂ

into place. Now tape your stalk %
to the other clothespin end. /
This is to help secure everything.

Wrap the wires around your
clothespin, then separate the
wires, and wrap them individ-
ually around each side as you
get down to the clamping end
of your clothespin. You want

to end your wrap with the strip-
ped part of your wire on the
inside of the clothespin.

Now slide your battery into the clothespin so
it makes contact with the wires. If it doesn’t
work, turn your battery around. "= |

Your Flower Has Come To Life!
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FOR ORPHANS
BAITUSSALARM

LIJJJUfr"“ J/rr'LLJI;_-_:;
r-KJ?u-/ru*r oS
Bl

Address:

Baitussalam Imdadi Markaz,Mezzanine
Floor,Chapal Beach Arcade lll, Clifton
Block 4, adjacent to Imtiaz super store
and oppositeHyperstar Carrefour super
store Karachi.

(For Karachi Residents Only)

@ +92 333 4632340 L +92 021 35290156
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";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

"

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.

ﬂ. iimofy@baitussalam.org @ 923323332401




