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Waves of utter joy speared through her entire
being as she received the news of her friend pre-
paring for the journey of her lifetime. How lucky
mash’Allah, to be chosen as Allah’s guest this
year. Immediately the images of all the rituals
and places of Hajj came sweeping every corner
of her mind. However, a deep piercing thought
also engulfed her: “Will | be called again by
Him? Ever? Perhaps no chance after the not-
so-good-enough-Hajj | performed some years
back as well as considering the Covid dismay
everywhere...” she thought to herself.

She recalled how after coming back from the
spiritual high of Hajj she had fallen into total
despair. She didn’t know what she was expect-
ing, but at least expected things to be “differ-
ent” you know? Like if Allah & accepted her
Hajj and her duas then life should have started
to change for the better. It almost felt like her
Hajj wasn’t good enough although she did ev-
erything to the best of her ability and knowl-
edge.
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Once a Haiji arrives back home, he can feel a
striking contrast between the lands of Hajj
and the ‘normal’ home environment, as if Ma-
dinah, Makkah, Mina, Arafah and Muzdalifah
are not in the real world. She recalled how
she too returned to the surroundings of hard-
ship, laziness and sin. Despite all the wonder-
ful gains from the weeks she had just spent
as a guest of Allah, and while she knew that
the real work of Hajj only starts once you get
home - in that you need to live your Hajj for
the rest of your life - the circumstances of nor-
mal life soon eroded all the ambitious plans
she had for spending her life as one of Allah’s
special people.

So now what? Tiny pearls paved their way
down her eyes as she recognised that she is
bound to slip. But hey... isn’t being a human
itself mean that we would slip and fall into sin?
So she understood that the test is whether she
follows that sin with immediate repentance
or not. In this way, she can keep her slate as



clean as possible Insha’Allah. Even when she
won’t recognise sins, she should make it a habit
of daily istighfar (seeking forgiveness from Al-
lah) for it is reported that the Prophet made
istighfar more than 100 times a day! So mak-
ing istighfar not only helps keep one spiritually
clean, but also gives us more virtues for acting
upon a sunnah.

It’s like pelting that Shaytaan again and again,
just as she stoned him in those ideal days.
Whenever we notice his whisperings/tempta-
tions coming to us back home, repeat that pelt-
ing in your mind.

She recalled how very sad it was to leave Mak-
kah, especially after she’d made her final tawaf
and left the Grand Mosque. Like millions of
others before her, she dreamt of going back
for Hajj again. But to make this desire a real-
ity, those feelings need to move beyond just
nostalgia and emotional yearning. Allah prom-
ises that if we're grateful, He will give us more.
(Ibrahim, 14: 7)

Somehow, in that moment, she felt that if she
showed true gratitude for the journey He had
granted her, Insha’Allah she can earn an invitation
to go again. Real gratitude to Allah & is to use
His blessing in a manner that he desires of them.
For instance, using the eyes for seeing the lawful
only. Likewise, those who performed Hajj should
be very keen to avoid evil and shameful deeds es-
pecially after Allah has forgiven all their previous
sins.

Nonetheless, now that she wasn’t invited for the
sacred journey this year, she prayed to Allah &
that may He still help her be like a Haji, like a new
born baby who is washed of all sins by the gold-
en gates of repentance that are open for anyone,
anytime, anywhere. Aameen

Was’salam,
Umm Abdullah
Editor.radiance(@baitussalam.org
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Wise sayings from Ibn
Tahmiyyah Rahimahullah

“If you do good in secret, Allah will show-
er His good on you in public.”

“Some people have the disease of criti-
cising all the time. They forget the good
about others and only mention their
faults. They are like flies that avoid the
good and pure places and land on the bad
and wounds. This is because of the evil
within the self and the spoiled nature”

“Seek (beneficial) knowledge, because
seeking it for the sake of Allaah is a wor-
ship. And knowing it makes you more
God-fearing; and searching for it is jihad,
teaching it to those who do not know is
charity, reviewing and learning it more is
like tasbeeh. Through knowledge Allaah
will be known and worshiped.”

“Avoiding the temptation to sin and be-
ing patient upon that, is greater than
being patient whilst being afflicted with
trials.”

“The disease that knowledge brings is
arrogance, and the disease that worship
brings is showing off.”

“Men mixing with women is like
fire mixing with wood.”

“The sincere hearts and

the pious supplications

are soldiers which can

y never be defeated”

“Men mixing with

women is like fire mixing
/ with wood.”
N
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What if they make fun of me? Or worse, call
me an extremist? Does it really make me an ex-
tremist to want to cover up a lot more than an
average Muslimah? Allah knows.

And, | said, {g=5 V] Lads &1 (al53 V. Allah,
| can’t bear any negativity. | fear the slightest
criticism will make me crumble. | do not want
to give up on this.

| heard my dad walk behind me. | got into the
car. That was that.

| recall the very first step | took in school, |
felt like a museum piece. Every pair of eyes |
passed by was gawking at me unabashedly.
But | stood my ground. | looked ahead. | slowly
paced towards my assembly line. And, | might
choke up a bit reminiscing this, every girl in
my class, including the two Christians in our
batch, came to hug me. A warm embrace. A
simple, ‘What you are doing is wonderful.’ Not
one person did otherwise. Then our teacher,
the most fashionable one in the entire school,
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Part 2 of 2

Hafsa Kamal shares some
insider hopes and fears when

back in life she started her

beautiful hjjab journey

clad in her stunning jeans and shirt, walked up
to me and asked if my decision was a recent
one. | responded with yes. She patted me on
the shoulder and smiled.

Slow breath, so far so good, | was getting used
to the idea of being this odd sheep in the class.
However, knowing my girls had my back felt
nothing short of a miracle. We were supposed
to fill in our diaries. | opened the first page. An
interesting question about our achievements
popped up. | raised my hand. The teacher
came to me.

‘l don’t have any accomplishments so far, may
| leave this blank?’

‘Write about your nigab, her glossy lips
stretched into a smile, ‘that is the biggest ac-
complishment a person could have.

| cannot explain the warm fuzzy feeling fill-
ing my insides after she said that. No one had
made me feel so good about myself before
this. | absolutely love her, still. And, that is for
another story, but it really shows how Allah



I recall The very first step I took in school, 1

felt like a museum piece. Every pair of eyes 1

passed by was gawking at me unabashedly.

can pave the way for others through you and
your actions.
Is Hijab really this easy though?

A decade and a half later, Allah brought me to
this country and | went through all the hard-
ships and backlash any person would formerly
receive who is into the beginning of their jour-
ney. The glory of Allah, however, is how He
shows me that | became way too comfortable
with the nigab.

He reminded me this act of faith is not just a
habit, but a lifestyle. And He showed me that
it is not what and how | think of it as. The
world scrutinizes our every move under a mi-
croscope. We have been rejected apartments
for the mere fact that | covered my face. | have
been screamed at, before my kids, simply for a
cloth on my face. | have been stopped on the
streets and told to take my veil off. | have been
harassed by passersby, interjecting on my right
to practice my religion as per the country’s law
(Oh, the irony), because, ‘Das ist Deutschland.

However, just when | had been demoralized
and dehumanized enough, Allah brought an-
other miraculous encounter into my life. The su-
permarket was crowded. A woman in a muted
beige Hijab with four boys in tow, walked by. |
did not think much of it till she intercepted me
and complimented me on my bravery. Then she
asked me for my number.

That one day, when | was at my lowest point

in life, | met Yasmin, my now Austrian convert
best friend. The pillar who showed me that the
light does not always have to shine brightly to
be beautiful. Even the bleakest moments did
not seem so bleak after | talk to her. To find a
soul that loves me purely for the sake of Allah is
the most cherished gift | could have ever asked
for in return for the many nights | cried into my
pillow over the way | had been treated for my
nigab.

Lo and behold! With the novel COVID-19 and
the sanction of masks, face coverings are no
longer taken as threats. | tread on the streets of
Das Deutschland without being stared down or
flipped off at. Oh, how the tables have turned.

| reiterate the eye-opening journey | have had
as a nigabi. It really does feel more like a roller-
coaster ride every day. It is always a zigzagged
high and low. It has helped me recognize that
people in general do not have an insight on how
and what niqgabis are besides the stereotypical
fundamentalists. | started using social media to
vocalize how misjudged we are as a group. And |
fight for our rights to be recognized as respect-
able members of society who are just as normal
as the next person. A cloth on our head and on
our face is simply a token of what we think is
right. It does not make us any less literate or any
less human.

This was my nigab journey. A decade long one.
And | definitely intend to make it longer. Insha’
Allah
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misty
mirrors

Bint e Abdul Ghafoor opens up a window for us all into

the fearful life of a palestenian child; awakening awaited...

Living in the heart of Palestine, Gaza, | have
never felt peaceful in my entire life. There has
always been a silent alarm of danger going
off in the city. It’s just like a nightmare that
doesn’t end...

Thick tension hung in the room as our fam-
ily sat on the dining table, having our food.
The only sound that could be heard was the
clattering of the cutlery and the blaring of
the screen that hung on the wall not too far
away. The host of the channel was portraying
the news of the dozens more martyred and
the hundreds that got injured that very day. |
clearly remember how just a few days ago my
father and sweet little sister were among those
killed. | remember how it shattered my moth-
er, and the burden of being the breadwinner of
the family fell on her shoulders. The news had
affected us all, we were never to hear again our
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father’s gruff voice scolding and laughing with
us. We were never to hear one-year-old Alia
cry for her food...

Just hours ago, we had waved them off, pray-
ing to Allah SWT for their safety and now, they
were returning home lifeless.

But, nevertheless, we had to stand up. Pales-
tinian children have to bear that burden.

“Your Aunt Maryam was martyred today as
well. May Allah grant her a place in Jannah.”
My mother speaks in a low voice that seemed
to come from very far away. Her eyes were los-
ing the spark she had before. There were dark
circles under them.

“Ameen.” My brother and | chorused. Min-
utes later, a loud bang burst my eardrums. |































































