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Someone might respond: ‘If
someone reads my mind | would

probably get locked away for a long

long time.. on the other hand, someone

could then explain to me too what I'm thinking.
Someone else might think: ‘They’d be really
worried about being anywhere near me.

And yet one response could be: ‘No, | would not
like anyone to do any reading there... that’s a
strictly personal matter. At least let our minds
be our own paradise! (or hell!!!).

What about you? Well, | don’t think we ever
gave it a thought until now that we’re posed
with this question. | just hope it won't drive
them crazy.

| don’t believe anyone can actually tap into an-
other’s brain waves. My apologies to those who
do and think they have some magical powers
from the unseen, but | suspect most of that
is because some people are very sensitive to
non-verbal cues, and some are very shrewd at
understanding people in general. People are
not very difficult to understand if you focus
on the process. We all have certain reactions in
common, and in friendships and other close re-
lationships, we can anticipate each other’s be-
havior and needs very accurately. On the oth-
er hand, there are people who are so numb to
the specifics of others’ emotions and behaviors
that you can scream your thoughts into their
ears and they still won’t get it.

However, what if people could actually see the
inside of our minds just like they can see the
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exterior of our skin? Even the mere thought
is enough to give us goose bumps all around.
Imagine people visualizing the grudges inside
your head, the envy, the pride, the miserliness,
the selfishness, the greed and the list is nev-
er-ending.

Nonetheless, there is only One being who can
check out everything clearly inside your rapidly
deteriorating grey cells. Yes there you have it:
Your Lord, your Rab.. He knows what battles
go on inside your little upper chamber all day
long and how you never even try to get rid of
them.

Only if we were sure that He can see inside our
heads, we would have indeed taken the ut-
most care just like we take care of our face and
clothes; things visible to the public.

But hadith on the authority of Abu Huraira
says: “Verily Allah does not look to your bodies
nor to your faces but He looks to your hearts”,
and he pointed towards the heart with his fin-
gers. This means that you think Allah doesn’t
look at your mind and heart while all He actual-
ly looks at is your mind and heart! How mistak-
en we humans are, isn’t it?

A person conceals his thoughts and feelings
in his heart such as the love for a certain per-
son or thing or the love for or desire to commit
something haram. We can hide these thoughts
from the people, but they cannot be hidden
from Allah &:.

We are told to read Surah Mulk every night and
its starting is so profound Subhan’Allah: “Bless-
ed be He in Whose Hand is the dominion; and He is
Able to do all things. Who has created death and
life that He may test you which of you is best in
deed. And He is the Almighty, the Oft-Forgiving.
Who has created the seven heavens one above
the other; you can see no fault in the creation

of the Most Gracious. Then look again. Can you
see any rifts? Then look again and yet again, your
sight will return to you Khasi}, and worn out.” (Su-
rat-ul-Mulk: 1-5)

Allah & informs His servants that He knows
the secrets and apparent matters and noth-
ing concerning them escapes His observation.
Rather, His knowledge encompasses all that
is in the heavens and the earth. Nothing, not
even the weight of an atom or what is small-
er than that in the earth, seas, and mountains,
escapes Him.

This ayah alerts Allah’s servants that they
should fear Him enough to not commit what
He prohibits, for He has the perfect knowl-
edge in all they do and is able to punish them
promptly. He tests and gives them some time,
then He punishes them, and He is Swift and
Mighty in taking account.

This is why He said next, “The Day every soul
will find what it has done of good present [be-
fore it],” meaning on the Day of Resurrection,
Allah subhanahu wa ta’ala will bring the good
and evil deeds before the servant whether it
was a lot or a little. Notice, He mentions the
“good,” first. This should be an encouragement
for us to do more good deeds and not give in
to laziness or procrastination.

So next time you feel alone and have no one to
talk to, connect with Allah. He is like that best
friend who can read your mind without your
even uttering a single word. A lone tear would
wash away all your sins, soothe your heart and
make you take on a fresh start Insha’Allah

Was’salam,

Umm Abdullah
Editor.radiance@baitussalam.org
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I’m a regular girl living the life of hustle bustle
in one of the beautiful cities of Pakistan. | love
this place. It’s amazing, especially the people
here.

Like any other regular kid, | spent my childhood
wishing for the school to shut down, exams to
evaporate and my teachers to forget that they
had given us homework. Uh-oh... | don’t want
to stand at the back of the class once again.

Then | grew up and went to a university, just
like any other regular youngster would do. Got
myself enrolled so | could get a nice-sounding
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Farheen Farwa's
diary chomps down

on her wholeheartedly
embracing The life of

B an ‘extremist’

degree and go back to my regular, normal life.
So, you see, everything about me is so regular,
it’s almost dull.

Except for that, I’'m an extremist.

Yep, you heard that right. But wait before you
decide to throw your laptop in a daze and in-
form the police about raiding my place. If you
think you can get me busted before ‘our gang’
plans the next bombing spree, think again. |
don’t have any bombs here. They are kept in a
safe hide-out so as not to blow my such-a-reg-
ular-person cover. Kidding.



So, you see, everything about me is

so regular, it’s almost dull

Except for That, I'm an exTremist.

No, seriously, it’s a joke.

Some of you folks might be thinking, “She
doesn’t even sound religious, let alone an ex-
tremist. What kind of a good Muslim cracks
jokes? Extremism and humour are, like, mutu-
ally exclusive.”

Extremism is just a highly misunderstood
term. When we think of extremism, the word
terrorism pops up in our minds almost like a
knee-jerk reaction. While this picture may de-
pict a sadly true reality, but not all extremists
are like that.

My extremism began in college when | started
taking my religion very, very seriously. | began
doing hijab, which is like a pre-requisite if you
plan on getting enrolled in an extremist insti-
tution. Then | think, “Okay, I've done this bit,
what next?” | have no knowledge of my reli-
gion, | can’t understand Arabic, and | have ab-
solutely no idea which Qur’anic commentaries
to pick. | find a little place and | think to my-
self, “Okay, these people seem reasonable.”
So, | start taking classes where the madrassah
course is being taught, which obviously makes
me a highly eligible candidate for extremism.
My next move? Taking out my weapon of mass
destruction and running after the lovebirds in
parks yelling ‘haram, haram!’ at the top of my

lungs.

NOT.

While I'm not much of a sport when it comes
to Western culture, and | cringe at how birth-
days, valentine’s day, Christmas, and Holies
are slowly replacing our love for Eids and Ju-
mu’as, still | don’t believe in forcing my views
on others. But even though | have applied this
only to my personal matters, at times it raises
a lot of eyebrows.

“Hey, why aren’t you coming to my party?”
“Uh, thanks, XYZ, but I’'m not a big fan of loud
music, and an entire mob dancing to the ob-
scene lyrics like there’s no tomorrow.”

“Ugh! When will you stop being such an ex-
tremist!”

Several such episodes have made me realize
that | am, indeed, an extremist. But instead
of justifying my acts and running away from
the label, | have embraced it like my own. | now
have an identity. I'm an extremist, a ‘mullani’
- whatever others want to call it. | don’t mind
people calling us the ‘maulvians’- or ninjas.
Frankly, it makes me feel more like a member
of an ‘in group’.

So, yes. | am an extremist, but please don’t
fear me just because of my inclination towards
religion
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Part One: The Album
by Yusra Farhan

Mr. and Mrs. Ansari watched their seven year
old daughter/with a mist of pride and adora-
tion in their eyes, as she performed on stage.
Mrs. Ansari was wiping the corner of her eyes
with the tip of her index finger, while Mr. Ansa-
ri was beaming from ear to ear. The young girl
whose curly brown hair sat a little below her
shoulders was dressed in a fancy white frock,
and in her parents’ eyes looked nothing less
than an angel. The girl didn’t know of the mag-
ic her voice carried just yet, but everyone else
in the room clearly looked spellbound. When
her voice faded into the last tune, it took the
crowd a while to regain their consciousness,
and then a round of wild applause erupted. The
little girl just stood there smiling sheepishly, a
little nonplussed.

The warm memory of that day played in front
of Tania, twelve years later, as she stood on
top of an overhead bridge and watched the
sun steadily hide behind a billboard. A wave
of emotions flooded over her as she read the
words, “Tania Ansari’s Born to Be Out Now”
printed over an image of herself in a blue
bomber jacket, looking up at a blue sky with
eyes closed and a microphone held close to her
heart. It felt unreal. It was only a mere idea that
had been sowed in Tania’s mind last summer
and now it had bloomed into reality.

“Woah! Is this for real?” an excited voice
shouted.
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“Unbelievable,” another exclaimed.

Amira and Mehwish, Tania’s best friends, were
running up the bridge to join her, and both of
them were delighted to see Tania’s face on the
billboard. The three of them stood there till the
sun had completely disappeared, gawking at
the billboard as the cars passed by beneath
them. All along, Amira and Mehwish dream-
ingly jabbered about Tania becoming super
famous and everyone’s favourite singer in no
time, and Tania thought they were being really
silly.

“Come back to the real world, you two,” Tania
said. “Overnight success is only a fantasy. It
doesn’t work like that.”

“Why not? I’'m sure people are gonna go gaga
over your voice,” Mehwish contradicted.

“Yup! Don’t believe us now, just wait and see it
yourself,” Amira said, like she had been to the
future.

Tania could not have imagined in her wildest
dreams that Mehwish and Amira’s words would
actually turn out to be a true prophecy. When
she woke up the next morning, everything
looked exactly like it did every other day. The sun
slowly spread its wings like it always did from
behind the queue of trees in the backyard of
the Ansari house, the birds hummed to the
same tune they did every morning, and the
morning breeze was as gentle and soothing



The journey To stardom began just like that, without any

warning. There was no stopping the song offers and the
inferview calls That flooded in.

as before. However, the newspapers and so-
cial media platforms did have a new story to
tell this morning.

Like she did on most Sundays, Tania woke
up at ten a.m. and made herself a cup of her
favorite chocolate mocha first thing in the
morning. It was when she was scrambling
the eggs that her dad entered the kitchen
with a news, which caused Tania to drop the
spatula.

“Tania, look! Don’t you think this girl in the
paper looks just like you?” Mr. Ansari grinned
and showed Tania the newspaper.

As Tania read the headline, her brain stopped
working and it was hard to read the mixture
of expressions on her face. Whether it was a
dream or reality, there was no denying that it
was really Tania’s name and face in the paper.
Three out of eight songs from Tania’s album
had made it to the top trending charts in less
than twelve hours, and that was only the
start. She kept pinching herself throughout
the day to make sure she wasn’t in the mid-
dle of a dream only to find out that she had
left a bunch of scratches on her arm. This
was no dream.

It wasn’t like Tania had never dreamed of this
or did not want this to happen. There was
also no denying that she had put in every bit
of effort to create the best masterpiece she
could. It was just that the way things go far
beyond your expectations at times tasted
like honey, which you doubt to be raw. Per-
haps just once in a while the world recog-
nizes your talent a lot sooner than later and
does not keep you waiting in loops of mis-

eries, Tania thought to herself as the reality
began to sink in.

The journey to stardom began just like that,
without any warning. There was no stopping
the song offers and the interview calls that
flooded in. It was too much to take in all at
once, and yet something that could not be
rejected. But, is anything ever given without
something else taken away? The soaring fame
came with a price. If happy, admiring faces fol-
lowed Tania everywhere she went, so did eyes
full of envy and hate. People who once felt like
home suddenly felt like dark and unwelcom-
ing forests. Moreover, she was robbed of the
peace and privacy she used to have. Gone were
the sweet luxurious days of having free time
to herself, reading in a corner or simply being
wrapped in cozy layers of serenity. Despite how
much she ached for those things, it felt like a
sin to complain, especially when she had been
bestowed with the gift of living her dreams.
However, sometimes when Tania’s heavy head
would hit the pillow late at night, her wander-
ing thoughts would wonder whether this really
was the life she wanted. Was | really born to
be a singer like everyone says, she would think.
However, everytime she would shrug off the
troubling thoughts and scold herself for being
ungrateful.

After what seemed like ages, Tania sat with
her two best friends again, but Tania couldn’t
brush off the feeling that the bond they once
had was not the same anymore. It was also
perhaps the first time in ages that Tania no-
ticed the sky again. It looked breathtakingly
beautiful at this hour of the day, taking the
tint of cherry blossoms and marigold. The end
of semester was around the corner, and so Ta-
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nia, Amira, and Mehwish had decided to catch
up on their pending assignments together.

“How are you even managing all this at once,
Tania?” Amira questioned as she ripped out
a page from her notebook, clearly wearing
an annoyed expression. “Like seriously, if you
have some magic tricks, please share them.”

Tania just put on a tiny smile at that and didn’t
say anything. She hadn’t told them about how
miserably her grades had been falling, or how
terrifying it was to hang on the verge of fail-
ing, or how it was a miracle that she had man-
aged to pass the last two semesters. If anyone
needed magic tricks, it was Tania. She was the
one juggling through life, with the constant
fear of how long she could keep on going like
this without letting everything fall.

“| heard about the upcoming school play. Are
you guys taking part in that?” Tania asked,
changing the subject.

“Nah, it’s not even that fun,” Mehwish re-
plied.

“You're saying that? You were the one who
was going crazy about it in the first year of
college,” Amira chuckled.

“Because that was the first year and everyone
wanted to be in it,” Mehwish said defensively.
“Plus, they also changed the drama teacher.”
“Well, | was thinking about helping with de-
signing the backdrop and costumes,” Amira
said.

“Yeah, you definitely should,” Tania encour-
aged. “You really did a great job last year.”
“Thanks and you should perform again,” Ami-
ra suggested.

“l wish | could. It was fun last time,” replied
Tania. “But, | just can’t. On some days, they
hold the actors till it’s dark for the rehearsals
and | don’t have that kind of time.”

“Oh, right!”

The moon was shining brightly outside by the
time the girls finished their work. After hav-
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ing dinner and thanking Tania’s mom for the
delicious meal, Amira and Mehwish left. An
hour later, Tania’s manager called up to dis-
cuss tomorrow’s busy schedule with her and
then she was off to bed, oblivious of all the
unexpected things coming her way

Continued from pg 19

He kept all his wealth in a corner of his house
with no security on it. The poor and needy
were allowed to take whatever they wanted
from it without seeking any permission. He
was very afraid of the accountability and still
feared of standing before Allah.

He died during Hadhrat Ali’s caliphate, in
thirty-seven Hijra in Kufa where he was set-
tled in his last days. Some companions of
Prophet < visited him on his deathbed and
found him crying. On enquiring, he replied,
“l weep because my companions have died
and they did not obtain any such rewards in
this world. | have lived on and have acquired
this wealth and | fear that this will be the
only reward for my deeds.”

After the soul of this God fearing companion
departed his body, Hadhrat Ali i stood at
his grave and said, “May Allah & have mercy
on Khabbab. He accepted Islam wholeheart-
edly. He performed Hijrah willingly. He lived
as a Mujahid and Allah shall not withhold the
reward of one who has done good.”

O, Allah! Help us all to walk on Islam whole-
heartedly and face all the difficulties with
courage.

Question Block

Companions of Prophet 2 were persecuted
during the early period of Islam. Do you think
Muslims in present days are also persecuted? If
yes, then please suggest what should be done
to bring out the Muslims from this tyranny.
The last date for sending in your answers is Feb
15th, 2022.

The best answers will be published in the mag-
azine as well as given prizes In’sha’Allah



The human eyes, mind and heart can’t fathom the wisdom in
things out of our reach and that's why it's essential for us to stay
patient always, explains this short story by Omer Mustafa

My car halted in the middle of the road, | got out
and checked the engine, it was smoking badly.
Now it was impossible for me to reach the meet-
ing on time, why do all problems only come to
me? And when | prayed to Allah so much to help
me reach the meeting on time, doesn’t praying
to Allah bear any fruit? Does Allah forget those
who pray to him? | called a mechanic and wait-
ed for him to study the problem, the mechanic
took 45 mins to fix the engine and thus | arrived
30 mins late for the meeting.

jured, and were taken to the hospital. The po-
lice were investigating the matter in full depth
and no one was allowed near the affected area.
Seeing this | remembered the verse of Surah
Bakarah with tears of joy dropping from my
eyes “And it may be that you dislike a thing and
it is actually good for you and it may be that you
love a thing and it is actually bad for you. And Al-
lah knows while you do not know.” (2:216)

Even though | thought that | really needed to
go to that meeting and it would be productive

Why do all problems only come to me? And when I prayed to Allah so much to

help me reach the meeting on time does praying To Allah doesn't bear any fruit?

?

brigades around the building, | was confused
at first but when | asked around, | got to know
that a big arson had taken place due to a per-
sonal grudge with the boss and three people
who attended the meeting were severely in-

for me, it was actually perilous to go there, and
indeed Allah Knows more than we do and sees
what we cannot see. Whatever happens, we
should not give up and never loose faith in our
creator as Allah loves all His creations
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