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Yourin9nﬂ+ex\
Mercy on my
respected

faTher

The day of Arafah is special to all Muslims
around the worlds, but this year’s Arafah was
a little more so. It was the day Allah & choose
as the meeting of my respected father with his
Lord, SubhanAllah.

Even now after almost a month, it doesn’t sink
in and most of the time it seems like I’'m stuck in
a dream - as if everything that is going on isn’t
really happening.

He was seventy one, yet strong and active like
a young man, as in my words that | used to tell
my brothers: “Abu ji is more active than all three
of you Masha’Allah.” Just a couple of months
back, he had been enthusiastically working
with the labourers on the rooftop garden and
then calling me to enjoy the Barbeque dinner
there, not to mention the business trips to Lon-
don and the world over all alone.

But then his sickness started which didn’t last
for more than two, three weeks. Watching
someone who was strong become weak and
bedridden and eventually drift away eats away
at you. It’s difficult to describe the tumultuous

ramnce | September - 2021

wave of feelings that used to overwhelm me
seeing him in pain. The utter powerlessness
because you can’t cure the illness and just
keep crying in front of Allah #: to bring on a
miracle and cure our respected father.

It was his sweet loving nature that he would
never want to disturb anyone and always
wanted things to be done by himself only,
although my brothers are the best sons Ma-
sha’Allah and would be there with him all the
time almost. And the one sentence that was
there on everyone’s tongue on the day he died
was: how helpful he was for everyone and was
always there for them in times of need.

Even when extremely sick, he had called and
helped someone about whom he got to know
hadrecentlylosthisjobandwasin need. Always
going an extra mile for others and when we
used to ask why he does that, he used to attri-
bute it all to his own dad’s helpful nature. Like
once in his teenage days, my father had to get
admission in the college and had to go himself
standing in lines etc but glancing around the



place, he saw his own father there with some-
one poor, getting admission done for him. My
father was so surprised that his father wasn’t
worried about his own son as much he want-
ed to help others. Later, when my respected
father asked him he told, “Beta, | knew you
would get the admission anyways, but that
poor person had a very slim chance of getting
admission and thus | had to be there with him.”

On my respected father’s death bed, once
he caught me trying to suppress my tears
and counseled me: “There’s nothing to worry
about, just keep praying.” Like always, he was
more worried for us than for his own self. He
would show his love by all means, by welcom-
ing us wholeheartedly whenever we arrived at
his house, taking us on ice-cream trips when
we stayed over, even by giving one lakh Eidi
only to me.

If they’ve always been there, helping and sup-
porting you, it's hard to imagine coping with-
out them. Now every time | want a second
opinion, I've felt so lost and alone. But slowly
I’m learning to live with my respected father’s
spirit inside me, and if I’'m completely honest.
| usually know what he would say or want me
to do even though he’s not here to say it. But
yet it’s not the same as he had that farsighted-
ness which is hard to equal for anyone.

Losing a parent can feel like losing part of your-
self. His wise jokes keep ringing in my ears, es-
pecially those that we had with him in the last
moments of his life. Even while being in excru-

ciating pain, he would welcome me and say, ‘O
my sweet daughter is here!” and not only me
but even those who used to keep coming in his
room every now and then like my sister-in-law
tells, “He wasn’t able to talk due to discomfort
but yet whenever | used to enter the room, he
would say in a heavy voice ‘aaoa’ (come in).”

| have seen him in my dreams many times al-
ready and in the best of places Alhamdulillah.
So what if we can’t feel your sweet smiles any-
more, you are Insha’Allah smiling at a much
better place. So what if we can’t take your wise
advice in almost all matters of life, your words
of wisdom give me strength to live each day.
So what if my children can’t enjoy and laugh at
your jokes anymore, we'’re grateful for having
the opportunity to be with a person like you.

| will remember that one of the best ways to
benefit you is to remember you in duas and
keep doing good deeds in your name. Allah
knows best, Insha’Allah we will all be reunited
in Jannah where we will see each other again.
Just as | was the apple of your eyes being the
only daughter, you were the balm of my soul. |
miss you so much respected Abu ji!

O Allah, forgive my father and elevate his sta-
tion among those who are guided. Make him
eat and drink in Your hands, and forgive him,
O Lord of the worlds. Enlarge for him his grave
and shed light upon him in it, O Ar-Rahamur
Raahimeen. Surely we belong to Allah £ and
to Him we shall return
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& Death of humans or death
of humanity

Aatika Fatima bellows at vs to stop ignoring our Muslim
brothers and rise to action

“Blast!” it echoed in the street, followed by
screams and cries of innocent women and
children.

The same scene repeated again and contin-
ued till the complete city was bombarded.
The only sound to be heard were the cries
of injured, widowed and orphans. All that |
could see as far as my sight reached were the
burnt buildings, smoke and innocent casual-
ties who were known as terrorists on media.
While the one’s doing this were claimed do-
ing nothing rather than ‘SELF-DEFENSE".

| repeated, “l wonder whether | shall cry on
the death of humans or the

DEATH OF HUMANITY.

,—
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Tears flowed down my cheeks and | ques-
tioned myself, “Why is this all happening?
Why?

Why are the innocent being claimed as ter-
rorists?

Why are the houses bombarded?

Why are the children kidnapped?

Why is the UNO quiet?

Why is the world sleeping?

Why? Why? Why?

Where is the Muslim Ummah?

WHERE??”

| continued crying.

This is Gaza!

rad%ence  september 3031




The Blessed land...

The Holy land...

The Bombarded land...

The Seized land...

The Occupied land...

The Destructed land...

The Grave yard! Of? Of Innocent Muslims...

“Help!” they call every day.

They shout, they scream, they cry but at last
they DIE!

We sit in our homes like deaf, like blinds...
We are divided.

The Muslim Ummah has fallen asleep.

Wake up O’ Muslim Ummah!

Wake up before it’s too late!

Save Gaza!

Save Masjid-ul-Agsa!

Save the lives of the innocent Palestinians!
Wake up! Stand up!

Get up before the time runs out...

Get united...

The Ummabh is struggling!

O Allah! Help Us! We are weak, make us
strong, we are divided, unite us. Mas-
jid-ul-Agsa is also Your house.

We give it under Your protection.

O Allah! Protect not only it, but protect us,
our Imaan and our Islam as well.”

Aameen

September - 2021 rad(.)knce
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The martyrs
of nation

Written by KChaula Owais
Grade 8
The Intelleet School

The city of Lahore was drowned in gloominess.
Streetlights off, shops and restaurants closed,
no LED gleams in the houses, even the moon
and the stars were dim and murky: Giving the
horrific news of blackout! The silent breezes
allowed the firing bullets on Wahga border to
be heard back by the citizens. Elders gathered
near radios and the mothers were on Musal-
lahs, while youngers couldn’t help themselves
to sleep amidst the roaring, rustling and rum-
bling of fighter jets and helicopters. Many
courageous women sent their boys to the bor-
der to fight for the sake of the country, all the
same their faces dazzled and sparkled rather
than carrying any trace of tension or despair.

Amongst them was a fearless mother ‘Shahida’.
That night she roamed on the terrace of her
house, her heart thumped and wobbled when
a fighter plane passed over her roof, or when
bullets were fired continuously. Again and
again her eyes would imagine the battlefield
in which her son was fighting, her eyes would
bring tears and she would start supplicating,
“O Allah! O the Creator of the whole universe,
make it easy for my son to fight, and all those
brave soldiers who left their families unpro-
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tected solely to defend the homeland, O Allah
| know You are Just, You can clear the truth in
front of misguided Indians and show them righ-
teousness, O Allah, accept my child to reach
the level of a Ghazi or if You will then

her voice would break with desperation and
love for her only heart’s desire every time she
prayed this, but she carried on, “O Lord, if You
will then uphold me to accept his martyrdom”.

Just then an abrasive knock budged the door,
she hopped three stairs in a single step down to
see who was there in such a terrible blackout?
But the knock again shoved the door.

A man shouted gravely from outside, “Is this
the house of Major Shabbir?”

Shahida stopped with a shudder, her eyes nar-
rowed and her heart jumped, indeed Shabbir
was her son but there was knocking again, this
time, harder than the last times. Shahida man-
aged to say ‘yes’ in a low voice, “but beta Shab-
bir is not here.” she added few more words con-
fidently wondering who would be there?

“Yes | know,” the heavy voice called again, “who




Jugt then an abragive knock budged the door, she hopped three stairs in

a single step down to see who was there in such a terrible blackout? But

the knock again shoved the door.

are you to him?”
“l am his Mother,” she said precisely.

“Ma ji we are here to congratulate you! You are
the mother of a martyr.”

Shahida lost the earth beneath her foots. She
was fast to grasp the railing of stairs to grip
her emotion, a shaking hand placed on her
chest to console the leaping heart... her face
blazed white in dark. Indeed there must be
Noor on the face of a Shaheed’s mother! Those
black, watery eyes permitted big drops off and
the lips forced themselves wider and wider.
After all, they are the mothers who suppress
the miseries of losing their sons yet are blissful
for sacrificing them in their Muslim country’s
defense.

The door knocked again......Shahida held her-
self up. Hurriedly wrapping a scarf round her
face, she opened the door. There were six ca-
dets in brown uniforms, their name tags shined
and the flag of Pakistan was thumped on their
shoulders. It seemed that six green and white
flags thanked her saying:

The death of a martyr is the life of nation
The blood of the martyr is the charity of nation

Shahida looked up. The six uniformed people
held the coffin of a martyr, one leading them
was carrying a tray in which the uniform, the
martyr’'s badges and sword with the awards
Sitara-e-jurat and Nishan-e-haider was dec-
orated. The tray was served to the fortunate
mother and the lady lightened up more than

the moon on that night, she recalled the time
when soldiers had brought Shabbir’s father’s
coffin home and Shabbir had asked innocently,
“Mama, | also want to fight for my land and be
a martyr like baba.”

At that moment, Shahida was astonished at
the prospects of her young kid, so she petted
his shoulders and pulled him near, “But you
are too small for it.”

“No mama | am so big now, | can fight!” he
showed his elbow making a hard fist. Shahi-
da had smiled....... this smile got refreshed af-
ter 20 years and she hugged the uniform, up
siding down the awards in the shimmering of
torchlight, her heart bounced and chin went up
towards the sky to thank her Allah. Gratitude
brought water in her eyes and finally she stam-
mered loudly, “Fatima see! Where are you? See
my luck............ my son is the hero, yes, the hero
of the nation! Ya salam, may Allah accept from
him.” She ejected her sorrow by evoking the
verses of Quran:

“And do not call those who were slain in Allah’s
way ‘dead’. Rather they are living but you are not
aware.” (Al-Baqarah, 154)

Apparently, countries aren’t gained with ease,
those hardships are acknowledged that some-
times conquer the pages of history but many
silent sacrifices are buried into the soil of the
nation. Unfortunately this daring courageous-
ness is forgotten by the descendants.

So are your visions like Rashid Minhas, Major

Shabbir Shaheed too or are you just a reader of
daring stories?

September - 2021 | ra(ﬁnce
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Yourself With
the History
] Of Islam!

Islam is the world’s second-largest religion with 1.9 billion followers
or 24. 9% of the world’s population. Let’s take this quiz and test how
well we know our religion’s history...

1. What region is the birthplace of Islam?
A. Asia Minor

B. North Africa

C. Palestine
D

. Arabian peninsula

2. Beloved Prophet’s journey from Mecca to
Yathribisknownasthe ____________

Hijrah

Sunna

Hajj

Shari’a

©O0w>

3. How were conquered people treated by the
Muslim Empire?

A. They were treated as equal citizens with
Muslims.

B. They were allowed to become first-class

citizens upon converting to Islam.
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Their religions were tolerated, but restric-
tions and taxes were imposed
They were forced to give up their religions

and convert to Islam.

What is the term for the clans of Arab no-
mads that were organized in small groups

before Muhammad arrived in the 7th cen-

tury?

A. Persians

B. Byzantines

C. Bedouins

D. Sassanid

5. Which of these territories was not con-
trolled by the Muslims?

A. Egypt

B. Arabia

C. Germany
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D. Syria

6. What is the Arabic for ““cube,” a shrine wh-
ere religious idols were kept by various Ara-
bian tribes.

. Islam

. Ka’'aba

. Quran

. Allah

O N0 o >

N

The first martyr of Islam was:
. Abu Bakr
Sumayya

Hamza

o0 wp

Fatima

&%

___________ was the first masjid built by Ra-
soolAllah

Masjid ul Nabwi

Masjid ul Haram

Masjid ul Agsa

Masjid ul Quba

©Onwp

Which country has the world’s largest
Muslim population?

Saudi Arabia

Egypt

C.

D. Indonesia

Iran

10. What is the name of the youngest daughter
of Prophet Muhammad &£:?

A. Zainab

B. Fatima

C.

D

. Umm Kulsoom

Rugaiya
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Attic

Yusra Zafar Mahmood's enchanting story makes us
yearn to live and die for the flag of our beloved
country. Lefs read on..

“Aa..Aa..Achoo!” as soon as Arwa opened that old
hand-carved wooden chestnut box, dust rose up
in thesir and spread through the room and made
her sneeze. Quickly she pinched her nose to stop
the series of sneezes that had started, because if
someone would have gotten even the wind of her
existence in the attic, she would be rebuked for
touching the things there without Amma’s per-
mission.

Arwa remained quiet and still as a mouse for a few
moments then rubbed the dust from her hand,
keeping the other on her nose. She was there,
in that dark attic, because a day before she had
heard her elder sister saying, there is a huge num-
ber of old story books in the attic.

Arwa, by nature was an intellectual and kind-heart-
ed but not a brave girl, she avoided entering dark-
rooms but her craze for reading dragged her there.
And after scanning the whole attic, she didn’t get
anything but only this old box.

She was open-mouthed, her eyebrows arched up-
wards and the wrinkles of surprise appeared on her
forehead when she saw something in the box that
she never imagined would be there.

There was a flag, our national flag, Pakistan’s flag.
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The white crescent and star was hand-embroi-
dered upon dark green and the colour of the flag
was quite faded. Apparently, that flag seemed
quite old, maybe 50 to 55 years old.

Arwa was amazed, why her mother had kept this
flag here and didn'’t hoist this one on any Indepen-
dence Day? She had never seen it in her 14 years
life. A question stirred up in her mind and she
couldn’t stop herself from heading towards Am-
ma’s room.

Amma was engrossed in making crochet lace on
Dado’s white dupatta and Ahmed was complet-
ing his homework beside her, as Arwa entered her
room and placed that box in front of her.

Amma looked at her in a questioning manner and
before the appearance of any more expressions
on Amma’s face, she grabbed her ears with a jerk
and said, “Sorry for touching your things, | should
have taken permission from you.”

“Oooh! So you were there!!” Ahmed, her naughty
but darling brother rolled his eyes with a mischie-
vous smile on his face.

“Where?!” asked Arwa with two twists between
her eyebrows.



She was open—mouthed, her eyebrows arched up-
wards and the wrinkles of surprise appeared on her

forehead when she saw something in the box that she
never imagined would be there.

“In the attic!” he replied in his know-it-all tone.
“And how do you know that?” inquired Arwa.

He shrugged his shoulder, keeping the same smile
on his lips. She knew his detective nature very
well.

“Aah!” She exhaled a long breath and shook her
head and then turned to Amma, leaving this mat-
ter for later.

“This box is not mine. Once, your Dado handed
it to me and asked me to keep it in a safe place.”
Arwa just opened her mouth to say something
that Amma started answering herself, “She trusts
me with her things, that’s why | didn’t open it till
today.”

“So | should also apologise to Dado and she is the
only who can answer my questions,” Arwa mur-
mured.

“Yes..for sure!” Amma smiled, wrapping up her
crochet stuff.

Dado was sitting on her specific place, the divan
which was placed in the spacious balcony of her
house. After telling Dado the whole story, Arwa
made an apology to her and tried to find some
words for her question. Sweet Dado grasped her
curiosity instantly and said, “This flag is not just
a flag. Many memories and emotions are woven
with it, that’s why it's very precious to me.” Her
voice began to get heavy with sentiments.

After a moment, she continued, “You know who
made this? It's made by me and my elder sister,

Safia. It was my father’s wish. | still remember
those scorching afternoons of June when we both
used to do the embroidery upon it and our hearts
were filled with dedication, passion and patrio-
tism. The tranquility that the mere mention of
the word ‘Pakistan’ brought to our hearts would
make us utter words of gratitute repeatedly. Al-
though eighteen years had passed since Pakistan
was liberated and still we were facing conflicts in
those days too, we were sacrificing the lives of
our loved ones to protect this motherland from
the evil eyes.” A tear got independence from Da-
do’s aged but soft eyes.

Arwa could see that how much the ebb and flow
of time had chiseled away at her wisened face.
She could feel Dado’s love with this Islamic Inde-
pendent country from her eyes.

Arwa was all ears.

“l remember that rainy day, we had just complet-
ed our work upon this flag when an Armed force
jeep stopped at our door. We knew it was not any-
thing usual that was coming. Two Army Officers
sought permission to enter our house. They had
brought my father’s badges and cap to my moth-
er, with the news that he fought for his homeland
till his last breath. My brothers followed his foot-
steps and Allah & honoured my mother to be-
come a mother of two martyrs. This soil has blood
of many Muslims, our loved ones who laid down
their lives for its protection.” She wiped her eyes
with a corner of her dupatta.

“Dado! So why have you kept it in the attic? A
flag is itself precious but your feelings making
it even more precious, shouldn’t it wave?” Arwa
asked softly.

September - 2021 | I'aﬂnce



“l thought the new generation couldn’t get the
emotions and feelings that | have with it, they pre-
fer new ones upon olds, that’s why once | keptitin
a box and never opened it again.”

“But Dado! | would like you to give me permis-
sion to wave it on this Independence Day? Please
would you?” Arwa pleaded.

“l promise, I'll do as my uncles did, I'll serve my
faith and my country till my last breath..In’sha’Al-
lah.” Arwa said as her eyes were sparkling with de-
termination and hugged her grandmother.

Dado smiled and there were a lot of megawatts
in it! It totally transformed her face and the years
dropped away from it. A ray of hope could be seen
in her eyes and her teeth gleamed like piano keys
and she whispered, “In’sha’Allah” which carried
yet more stories in it.

The cool breeze is blowing and tickling me. The
fluffy clouds are latching to the unending sky.
The scent of terra, which has the fragrance of the
blood of martyrs today also, is making the grati-
tude flow through me. The old Neem tree is wav-
ing at me by fluttering its green leaves to and fro.
The melodic sound of rain is tugging at everyone’s
heart’s strings. The birds by their chirping and the
wind by its whispers are sharing their happiness
with every soul. Everyone is happy on this special
occasion and me?? Obviously.. Me too.

| know you all might be wondering, who | am? And
which new character appeared in this story?

| am a flag, flag of La llahailla Allah, a flag of an Is-
lamic Independent country, the country when you
pronounce its name, your heart beats in love and
harmony. Yes...You are right... I'm Pakistan’s flag,
the same flag that Arwa got from the attic.

All those days are fresh in my mind when her Dado
lost her loved ones and hid her tears in me. | can
feel those sobs and hiccups echoing in my ears to-
day also.
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Although, | am feeling full of joys of spring be-
cause | am being waved after a huge number of
years, but | feel a corner of my heart is gloomy and
downcast.

| have seen and felt the early days of this coun-
try’s birth when the patriotism was on its peak. |
know that people still love this Muslim homeland
with their hearts and souls but the fog of com-
plaints and hopelessness have made their visions
foggy and hazy.

| can see many youngsters making those person-
alities their ideals who hate us, they are inspired
by them! Then they say, What is here in Pakistan?

| see the Muslim women trying to jettison the trait
of modesty from them in the name of modernism
and freedom, although I've seen that for this very
trait many girls and women had sacrificed them-
selves.

The insouciant youth who is celebrating this day
on roads by removing the silencers from their
bikes, doing one wheeling, laughing in a haphaz-
ard manner and dancing on high-pitched music is
opening the doors to many questions. Did the mil-
lion people lay down their lives for this purpose?

And many are still doing the same on our borders
till today to protect this land.

Things should be pondered upon!

If you could see me, you would see the wet corners
of my eyes but | have an optimistic smile on my face,
because | am a flag and flag is a symbol of pride,
it interprets the future of the nation, the mes-
sage of love, brotherhood and peace and the de-
termination to kill the enemy’s impure intentions.

So | am going to spread my message through
wind, hoping that my eyes will not weep next time
but only with happiness and gratitude.

In sha Allah



OUR RESPONSIBILITY AS KHALIFAH UPON THE EARTH

Lok comserdion in o

The Prophet £ used to take a bath with one Sa up to five
Mudds of water and used to perform ablution with one Mudd
of water.

Sahih al-Bukhari 201

1 mudd = 24 liter
1sa’'to 5 mudd = 2-3 % liters

It was narrated from "Abdullah bin "Amr dic dll w2 that:
The Messenger of Allah e passed by Sa'd when he was performing
ablution, and he £ said: What is this extravagance?*
He said: “Can there be any extravagance in ablution?* He &£ said:

”Yes, even if you are on the bank of a flowing river.”
Sunan Ibn Majah 425

Save
the drops
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A tale of
solidarity, Trust

and reassurance
by Lina Shavkat
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Canada

“Mom, am |... adopted?” The words were bare-
ly a whisper but they crashed into my brain un-
leashing a roaring beast inside. Waves of panic
rolled over my body. My legs itched to run...to
hide.

| knew this day would come one day; it was just
too soon. What if | just told her...

No, | could not let my precious girl fall apart like
this. Instead, | threw my head back and let out
a laugh that was faker than plastic flowers.
“What made you think that, Sarah?”

“It’s just that...” She bit her lip, “My friend at
school asked if | was adopted and when | asked
her the reason, she said that | look nothing like
either of my parents. | refused but then she
told me that some adoptive parents never tell
their kids that they are not the ones that gave
birth to them. | was just a bit confused.”

| studied her softly rounded nose with her pale
complexion and rosy cheeks that were in con-
trast with my olive toned skin and pointed fea-
tures; searching for some sort of resemblance
that could reassure her. | stroked her face del-
icately.

“You have your father’s jawline.” | told her even
though it did not look much similar.

“Yeah | guess,” she muttered, clearly not con-
vinced.

| held her hand to console her. “You are my
daughter, no matter what anyone says, re-
member that.”
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Aboption
Certificate

Her shoulders straightened like a burden had
been lifted off them. Her face finally broke into
a lovely smile, which was relieving for me.

“l love you mom.”

| nodded and smiled in reassurance.

“Now go and change your uniform, it’s about
time for Asr.”

As she left, | sank into the couch and held my
head.

*You should have told her’ said a voice inside
me, but then other thoughts skittered through
my brain, which opposed the idea. Little did |
know that | could not run away from this any-
more...

“Mom! Where are you? Look | got the first po-
sition in my midterms!” Sarah shouted excited-
ly as she entered the house.

| threw my arms around her and kissed her on
the cheek.

“l knew you could do it,” | grinned, “how about
some ice cream to celebrate?”

Sarah giggled, “You just want an excuse to eat
ice cream.”

“You know me too well,” | sighed.

After we had ice cream, we drove back home.
My husband came back from work while Sar-
ah was at evening madrasa and was pleased
to hear about Sarah’s midterm results. He
decided to go buy her a small present while |
cooked her favourite food and dessert. Sarah
was pleasantly surprised by the gifts, and we
spent the evening eating, laughing and talking.




‘T ran out of shampoo, so T wanted to see if you had any in

your closet, but instead T found This.” She thrust a file info

my hands, all The blood drained from my face as I realized
what it was.

It was easily one of the best family nights | had
in a long time, if not the best.

“Do you know where my phone is?” | asked as |
cleaned up the dastarkhwan.

My husband shrugged, “l don’t know, ask Sar-
ah.”

“Sarah is taking a bath.”

“Then check upstairs, you probably leftitin the
bedroom.”

When | reached my room, the first thing | no-
ticed was Sarah standing in front of an open
closet with her back towards me.

“Sarah, what are you doing in my closet?” | in-
quired.

She turned around to face me; her face wet
with tears.

“I ran out of shampoo, so | wanted to see if you
had any in your closet, but instead | found this.”
She thrust a file into my hands, all the blood
drained from my face as | realized what it was.
“The adoption certificate!” | whispered.
Before | had a chance to react, she turned and
fled the room.

| ran after her but she slammed her bedroom
door in my face.

Normally that height of disrespect would have
infuriated me but right now, | could not care
less.

“Sarah, open the door.”

She would not answer.

“This is exactly why | didn’t tell you yet,” | mut-
tered.

“You're saying that like I’'m mad about you not
telling me,” she finally answered.

“Then why are you mad,” | was confused.
“YOU LIED TO ME, YOU BROKE MY TRUST! |
DON'T WANT TO TALKTO YOU EVER AGAIN!”
| jolted awake.

My alarm beeped 6:00 am.

| sighed in relief.

Thank God it was just a dream!

However, | was going to have a very long talk
with Sarah that day.

“We made a mistake concealing it from her,” |
told my husband during my morning coffee.
“What do you mean?”

“| feel like we should tell her.”

He raised his eyebrows. “l thought you wanted
to wait a few more years.”

It just feels like since we didn’t tell her, it’s as if
being adopted isn’t as good as being a biolog-
ical child.”

“And that’s your only reason?”

“l had a dream-more like a nightmare. It was so
vivid and clear that | did not realize that it was
just a dream and... it kind of felt like a sign from
Allah,” | stated.

He sighed, clearly not agreeing to this plan.
“What’s wrong?”

“It’s just that, she’s way too young and | don’t
know if she is strong enough to bear it emo-
tionally,” he mumbled.

“| had feared the same thing and this was one
of the main reasons | never told her, but | do
not think she would be ready at any age for a
secret about her birth identity, nobody is - and
she has to know at some point. Plus it’s our
fault for not telling her in her early years when
she could have accepted it naturally as a mat-
ter of fact.”

He still didn’t seem convinced.

“She’s growing up and is intelligent enough to
find out some way or another,” | gazed at him.
“And | really don’t want her to find out by
someone else,” | was still cringing at the mem-
ory of my nightmare, “other than us”.

That seemed to strengthen his resolve.

‘Find out what?” a voice said from the stair-
way
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leadin
lights

Hadhrat Usama bin Zaid, a stalwart young
companion of Prophet #: and son of two most
honourable Sahaba was a born Muslim. His fa-
ther, Hadhrat Zaid bin Haritha was the adopt-
ed son of Prophet 4 and a former slave. He
had spent a lot of years with Prophet & and
both loved each other immensely. His wife
and Hadhrat Usama’s mother, Hadhrat Umm
Ayman or Barakah bin Thalabah, was also ex-
tremely close to Prophet #:. She was the one
who took care of the Messenger #: when his
mother died while he was merely six years old.
This caring, brave and gracious lady was mar-
ried to Hadhrat Zaid after her former husband
died during a battle. Therefore, this dynamic
connection of Usama’s parents with Prophet
& proves that he had the privilege of being
raised in a family who were early converts and
very near and dear to the Prophet ¢. He was
born in the seventh year of prophethood and
since he was a child, the love of Allah and His
Messenger #: was infused in him which re-
vamped his personality.

Love of Prophet :::

When Hadhrat Usama was a small child,
he loved playing with other kids. Once he
was playing with Hadhrat Hasan &, son of
Hadhrat Fatima 2 and Hadhrat Ali :4., when
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ftadhrat Usama
bin Zaid 2

A charismatic personality, a
sturdy soldier, the beloved

of Rasulullah :2: was none other
than Hazrat Usama bin Zaid 2

aritten by Zawjah Junaid Mukaty

Prophet & came and also started playing
with them. He lovingly made both of them sit
on each of his thigh and said, “O Allah! | love
both of these kids. You also make them your
beloved.”

He had the liberty of coming to Prophet’s
house whenever he wished. Many a times he
was fortunate to pour water on Prophet’s
hands for wudu. Thus, the companions of
Prophet Muhammad < honoured him with
the title “Hubb un Nabi” (Love of Nabi) which
expresses the endearment that Prophet - ex-
hibited for him. What an honour and what a
blessing!

On several occasions, Hadhrat Usama accom-
panied Prophet #: while travelling while he was
young, but on the Conquest of Makkah, which
is known to be a remarkable and victorious day
in Islamic history, he was sitting behind Proph-
et & on his she-camel while Hadhrat Usman,
Hadhrat Talha and Hadhrat Zubair were walk-
ing on its sides.

As a Commander
In early days of migration, Muslims had to face

fierce aggression from polytheists. Both faced
each other in different battlefields but Hadhrat



The companions of Prophet Muhammad @& honoured him with the +i-
tle “rtubb un Nabi* (Love of Nabi) which expresses the endearment that
Prophet & exhibited for him

Usama was not allowed by Prophet < to par-
ticipate in these battles because of h|s young
age. By the eighth year of migration, he turned
fifteen and was then a young, fearless, respon-
sible and robust man.

Prophet #: sent him as a leader of Skirmish of
Harga or Hargaat with a troop to fight against
the enemy. Muslims returned victorious but
Hadhrat Usama made a vague mistake. While
he was fighting, Mardas bin Naheek came in
his sword’s range. He recited Kalimah sponta-
neously but Hadhrat Usama killed him. When
Hadhrat Muhammad & heard the news, he
said, “Usama, you k|||ed a man while he was re-
citing Kalimah.” This statement of Prophet
brought a lot of regret.

At the trivial age of eighteen, he was appoint-
ed commander of the troop of seven hundred
Muslims which included some leading com-
panions of Prophet «: like Hadhrat Abu Bakr,
Hadhrat Umar, Hadhrat Sa’ad bin Abi Waqgas
and many more. The main incentive of sending
this huge army was to take revenge of Battle
of Mautah in which Hadhrat Usama’s father,
Hadhrat Jaffar bin Abi Talib, Hadhrat Abdullah
bin Rawahah and many more received martyr-
dom. Another reason was to crush the uprising
on Syrian borders.

Some of the companions of Prophet < were
surprised on nomination of such a young
commander for a major and crucial mission.
Hadhrat Muhammad 4 came out though he
was seriously ill and addressed his followers
telling them about the capability of Hadhrat
Usama as a commander. He himself handed
the flag to him and ordered the men to march.

This infantry had just reached Jarf, a place
near Madinah, when they heard about the
exceeding illness of their beloved Prophet
&, They could not move further and thus re-

turned. Hadhrat Muhammad #: left this mor-
tal world leaving his Ummah in deep grief.
Those strenuous momentswere like mountain
on Muslims and the most arduous job was to
lower the Messenger of Allah & in the grave.
Hadhrat Usama was one of those who per-
formed this ritual though it was not easy for
him.

Muslims selected Hadhrat Abu Bakr as the
first caliph who made sure that the unfinished
orders of Prophet & were finished therefore
he resent this army again under the leadership
of Hadhrat Usama. They kept on fighting the
enemies far into Syria and reached near Da-
mascus. From there they returned triumphant
after approximately forty days. Historians
state that this was the beginning of the victo-
ries in Syria.

Relationship With The Caliphs

Companions of Prophet #: loved and trust-
ed Hadhrat Usama exactly as Prophet . In
eleventh year of migration, Hadhrat Abu Bakr
himself went towards Al Abraq to fight against
the absconder rebels. He appointed Hadhrat
Usama as his substitute in Madinah.

Hadhrat Umar Farooq fixed stipends for sever-
al companions of Prophet <. Hadhrat Usama
was given four thousand Dlrhams. During ca-
liphate of Hadhrat Usman, he was persecuted
which was not bearable for Hadhrat Usama
therefore he withdrew himself. He stayed back
till he died in either fifty four or fifty eight Hijra
at the age of sixty during the reign of Hadhrat
Ameer Muawwiyah. He was buried in Madi-
nah. Hundred and sixty Ahadith are narrated
by him.

May Allah help us to follow these leading
lights. Ameen

September - 2021 | radﬁiénce



Jokes anhd Rjddles to
TiCcKle Your Pickle!

Q: What did the ground say to the

earthquake?

You crack me up!

Q: Why did nose not want to go to school?
He was tired of getting picked on!

Q: How do you get straight A’s?

By using a ruler!

Q: What did the pen say to the pencil?
So, what’s your point!

Q: Why did the kid study in the airplane?
Because he wanted a higher education!
Q: What gets wetter the more it dries?

A towel.

Q: When you look for something, why is it al-
ways in the last place you look?
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Because when you find it, you stop looking!

Q: It starts out tall, but the longer it stands,
the shorter it grows. What is it?

candle.

Q: I'm light as a feather, yet the strongest man
can’t hold me for more than 5 minutes. What
am I?

Breath.

Q: Can you name three consecutive days with-
out using the words Wednesday, Friday, and
Sunday?

Yesterday, today, and tomorrow.

Q: They come out at night without being
called, and are lost in the day without being
stolen. What are they?

Stars.

Q: Whatis full of holes but can still hold water?

A sponge.



Hidden Picture

Thas Family is visiting a farm together for Bamily bome evening. Can vou find these Indden objects?
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“Sarah!” Mom was calling on loudly. Sarah was
playing outside. She didn’t answer her mom.
Mom came to the door, saw her playing and
asked, “Why didn’t you answer me?”

“Oh, come on mom, | was busy playing with my
toys. Don’t be so upset,” replied Sarah careless-
ly.

“You better mind your manners young lady...
make sure you don’t do this next time!” Mom
said in an annoyed tone and went back in.

Sarah was a pretty girl of eight. She was study-
ing in grade four. She had two elder brothers
who were studying in high school. They always
used to order her around.

“Press our clothes, Sarah!”

“Polish our shoes!”

“Clean our room!”

They never played with her.

It was summer vacations. Sarah finished her
homework and was free now. She spent all her
time playing in the street. Mom often advised
her to play inside the house but Sarah didn’t
pay attention to her advices.

It was Saturday evening. Everybody was at

home and busy in their own things. Sarah’s
brothers were busy doing their academy work.
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Mom was busy in kitchen.

Sarah drew some shapes on a paper. Then she
got bored. She tore the paper and wanted to
throw it in the dustbin, but because she was
so used to roaming outside in the street now,
instead of throwing it in a bin, she had this
wild idea to go throw it in the street bin at the
corner of the street. She went near it and tried
to throw the paper, but the bin was too high
for her. She couldn’t throw anything in there.
She thought for a while and then climbed on
a nearby pillar and tried to throw the paper
again. Suddenly she found herself inside the
bin. She started crying out loudly but nobody
answered her cries. Sarah called her mom but
all to no avail.

After sometime, mom came to the gate and
called her, “Sarah! Sarah!” There was no reply.
Mom thought that it was usual. Sarah used to
ignore her mom’s calls often. So mom went
back and started making dinner.

Sarah was crying in the bin. There was no one
to hear her cries, literally no one!

After half an hour, a car entered the street. It
was Sarah’s father in the car. Sarah was wail-
ing at the top of her voice then. He heard her



cries. He hurriedly went to the gate and asked
loudly, “Where is Sarah?” Mom came outside.

“In the street,” she replied.
“What is she doing in the street?” asked father.
“Playing,” replied her elder brother.

“There is nobody in the street. But | heard her
cries!” her father announced.

Mom got astounded.

“Then where is Sarah?” she murmured in a
low pitch. Sarah’s brothers and father quick-
ly went and started searching for her in the
street. They were shouting, “Sarah, where are

There was a small girl named Ayesha. Ayesha
was very good in studies but she had a bad
habit of teasing her friends. She would secret-
ly put her teacher’s pen in her friend’s bag and
guess what? She laughed when others were
punished. One day a girl named Fatima came
crying to their class teacher Miss Safia. Fati-
ma showed her workbook’s page which she
had completed with lots of effort and it was all
torn and spoiled! The teacher understood that
Ayesha would have done that. She stomped in
anger and sternly said to Ayesha, “Ayesha very
bad, how could you do such a thing?” saying
this she showed her that page.

“l didn’t do it!” cried the frightened Ayesha
hoping that the teacher would believe her and
would not punish her.

“You have wasted your chance and now you
have to stand outside for two periods!” Miss
Safia commanded. Ayesha started to cry as she
sat on the twig in the blazing sun. Her face was
red and her hands were sweating because it
was too hot! After two periods when she came
in to the class her teacher told her to go and
wash her hands and face. She then gladly went
and washed herself with cold water. Then the
teacher asked her again, “Ayesha please tell,
have you spoiled this page?”

you?”
“In the bin,” Sarah replied sobbing.

They ran to the bin. Father helped her to come
out. Her clothes were all dirty with trash.

Mom gave her a tight hug.

“Oh baby, | called you and when you didn’t an-
swer, | considered it usual.”

Sarah was embarrassed. She knew it was her
own fault. She put her chin up and mumbled,
“Sorry mom!” Mom kissed her forehead.

Sarah promised not to repeat the mistake

Your Habits
define you

by Syeda Hafsa
Mansoor

8 yearg
Benerationg School

Ayesha replied, “No | didn’t.”

Miss Safia then loudly said, “Please the one
who has done it tell me!”

“Miss | am the one who did it, I'm very sorry.”
Maryam stood up.

“l punished Ayesha and you didn’t even tell
me?” Miss Safia roared like a lion.

“Sorry Ayesha!” Miss Safia apologized as well
as Maryam. But still Ayesha had learnt a lesson
that everyone is known by what they do. She
always teased her friends that’s why today they
suspected her. From that day Ayesha promised
herself never to tease her friends again

September - 2021 rad“ﬁlance



The Independence Day Poetry Competition was organized for 7 to 10 years old to
develop the love for our country as well help them polish their writing skills and
MashAllah what a fabulous display of talents was exhibited! There were more than
hundred entries and selecting the winners was a very tough task indeed. We asked them
to also read their poems so it was a poetry writing come elocution contest. Below are the

m poems of the winners. They were sent cash prizes too as a token of appreciation.

':Q) 1st position: Emaan Fatima 3rd position: Haniya Ahmed
My Country Flag S8

(PK in the North Our responsibility

Sindh in the South
Punjab in the East and
Baluchistan in the West
Our beloved country Pakistan is the best

Pakistan is my country | love most
Its greeneries, valleys and shores
This is the country where | was born
And this year it’s 74 years old

The colour of my flag is green & white
My country is bubbled with a charismatic sight

It lace is beautiful
Flag of my country, in freedom flies S Gvery place Is beautitu

Its every nook and its every corner
Sarhad has huge mountains
Punjab has flowing rivers
Baluchistan is full of minerals
And Sindh has some deserts

Crescent and a star, are capturing eyes
Other might have forgotten but never can |,
That the flag of my country furls very high.

2nd Position: Musfirah Zeeshan

The Independence Day

| love to visit its each place
And wish to work for its every space

Today is time for fireworks and fun Allah has gifted it to us
But we shouldn’t forget its reason We should love it much
This is one of the most important day Allah has blessed this country with bounties
Of the entire summer season, And it's our responsibility.

Today is when our nation became free
And the date of the country’s birth
For so many years have grown to be
Make the most of it today
Because it is the Independence Day. o
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Address:

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

(For Karachi Residents Only)

(O +92 333 4632340

L
s\ IS

. I-‘" o -‘i . r I1...---
‘Ll s o
[l

1 i - 1 s
we o — Jal L__JLLL} U! "-:"il £y

T —
Lt s Ay e
e -~

F. |.-_
Lol I

38 U eor SA Y

: LT; l J"E:’/.

il 124

= I N i .
M .I"J ~_--"|$ b J.‘# I :ﬁ' .

L +92 021 35290156




PAKISTAN

Joining
| £ Hands
Jtor Nation-Building

through

Educatlon
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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.

4} iimofy@baitussalam.org @ +023323332401




