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Can you guess what is Satan’s most effective
traps in making humans sin? He whispers in
our ears that faith is enough for salvation - if
you have faith, you will end up in Jannah any-
way so do whatever you want. And lo and be-
hold, humans believe him wholeheartedly not
realising that sins themselves are hazardous to
faith!

When sins are slowly and gradually eating
away at a person’s faith itself, then how would
such a faith take them to Jannah? Moreover,
sins have their negative effects on life and no
matter how hard one might argue that there
are many sinful people who don’t experience
these effects, yet they are very much there.
The effects are not only in the form of some
physical entity but the worst form of those
effects is that something good was destined
for you but because of your sins that is taken
away from you!

Among the many other negative effects of

persistent sins, according to Imam Ibn al Qa-
yyim Rahimahullah, are the following:
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Decrease in sustenance (rizq): Just as Tagwa
brings about sustenance, the abandonment of
Tagwa causes poverty.

Prevention of knowledge: Knowledge is a light
which Allah throws into the heart and disobe-
dience extinguishes this light. Imam Shafi’ee
(rahimahullah) said: “l complained to Wakee’
about the weakness of my memory, so he or-
dered me to abandon disobedience. And in-
formed me that the knowledge is light. And
that the light of Allah is not given to the dis-
obedient. “

Prevention of obedience (to Allah): If there was
no other punishment for sin other than that it
prevents one from obedience to Allah then this
would be sufficient.

Disobedience weakens the heart and the body:
Disobedience does not stop weakening it until
the life of the heart ceases completely.

Disobedience reduces the lifespan and de-
stroys any blessings: Just as righteousness in-



creases the lifespan, sinning reduces it.

Sins weaken the heart’s will and resolve so
that the desire for disobedience becomes
strong and the desire to repent becomes weak
bit by bit until the desire to repent is removed
from the heart completely.

Disobedience is a cause of the servant being
held in contempt by his Sustainer. Al-Hasan
al-Basree (rahimahullah) said: Those people
became contemptible in (His sight) so they
disobeyed Him. If they were honorable (in His
sight) He would have protected them.

The ill-effects of the sinner fall upon those
besides him as well as on the animals as a re-
sult of which they are touched by harm.

The servant continues to commit sins un-
til they become very easy for him and seem
insignificant in his heart and this is a sign of
destruction. Every time a sin becomes insignif-
icant in the sight of the servant, it becomes
great in the sight of Allah.

Disobedience inherits humiliation and lowli-
ness. Honour, all of it, lies in the obedience of
Allah.

Disobedience corrupts the intellect. The in-
tellect has light and disobedience extinguish-
es this light. When the light of the intellect is
extinguished, it becomes weak and deficient.

When disobedience increases, the servant’s
heart becomes sealed so that he becomes of
those who are heedless. The Exalted said: "But
no! A stain has been left on their hearts on ac-
count of what they used to earn (i.e. their ac-
tions).” (Al-Mutaffifeen:14)

Sins cause the various types of corruption to

occur in the land. Corruption of the waters,
the air, the plants, the fruits and the dwelling
places. Allah the Exalted said: “Mischief has
appeared on the land and the sea on account
of what the hands of men have earned; that
He may give them a taste of some of (the ac-
tions) they have done, in order that they may
return.” (Ar-Room: 41)

The disappearance of modesty. Its disappear-
ance is the disappearance of all that is good.
It is authentic from the Messenger & that he
said: “Modesty is goodness, all of it.” [Bukhari
and Muslim]

Sins weaken and reduce the magnification of
Allah, the Mighty, in the heart of the servant.

Sins are the cause of Allah forgetting His
servant, abandoning him and leaving him to
fend for himself with his soul and his shaytan
and in this is the destruction from which no
deliverance can be hoped for.

Disobedience causes the favours (of Allah)
to cease and make His revenge lawful. Ali ..
said: “No trial has descended except due to a
sin and it (the trial) is not repelled except by
repentance.” Allah the Exalted said: "Whatev-
er misfortune afflicts you then it is due to what
your hands have earned and (yet) He pardons
many.” (Ash-Shura: 30)

Knowing the effects of sins is essential in leav-
ing them as well as gives us strength to resolve
and stay away from them even more. And now
we also know the reason why any harm comes
to us - all because of these senseless silly sins...

Was’salam,
Umm Abdullah

Editor.radiance@baitussalam.org
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Having a parent make dua for you is one of
the biggest treasures of Allah &:. Often times
we ask our peers, relatives or spiritual leaders
to make dua for us; how many times have you
asked someone to remember you in their duas?

their heart. So yes, ask your parents to pray
for you, but even more than that, do some
thing for them that makes them happy; obey
their every command with haste, refrain from
habits that irritate them, spend time with

This is the best way to get success not only in This world but also in the
hereafter; through your parents and their Khidmah. Not only their duas,
but the rewards that Allah & will bestow vpon you after you make your

Amma and Abba smile are innumerable.

But what we don’t realize is that the best per-
son to make dua for us—the one whose dua
will be accepted the most is our parent, our
mother or father. The dua that they make for
us is the most sincere and the most valued in
the eyes of Allah &, because there can be no
love more sincere and more valuable than that
of a parent for their child.

And even better than the dua that they make
for us on our request, because we ask them,
“Amma, please make dua for me,” or, “Abba,
please remember me in your prayers,” is the
dua that slips out of their mouth without
even our asking, the dua that our actions, our
obedience, our care and love forces out of
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them without your electronic gadgets, talk to
them, help them with their duties and chores,
rub their feet and kiss their foreheads, buy or
make them gifts and tell them how valuable
they are to you; force them to make dua for
you with your Khidmah, with your love. Be-
cause the most precious dua is that which
they will give you after you please them, more
precious than any dua that any other elder or
baji or moulvi sahib will make for you.

This is the best way to get success not only in
this world but also in the hereafter; through
your parents and their Khidmah. Not only

Continued on pg 11



Adeen Ahmed shares her experiences, thoughts and advice
to ease the all-too-familiar urge to travel

Travelling is something I've always wanted
to do, but never got the chance until recently
when me and my family planned a trip to the
Northern Areas of Pakistan as they are beautiful
areas to visit. We plotted out two choices: the
Swat-Kalam Valley or the Kashmir-Neelum Val-
ley. We chose the former, and set out straight
away.

Day the First, Thursday, 1st of July

We chose to go by air because going by road
would take a lot of time and we only had four
to five days. At seven o’clock in the evening we
caught the flight from Karachi to Peshawar.
The journey was smooth and | loved the night
view of the clouds from my window. In an hour
we landed in Bachakhan Airport. From there we
drove to the Empire Hotel, where we stayed for
the night. The hotel was near the Namakman-
di Food Street of Peshawar, well known for it’s
salty lamb chops, makhni naan, chapli kabab
and charsi tikka. From there we had our late-
night supper!

Day the Second, Friday, 2nd of July

We had a quick breakfast the next morning,
because the three-hour long trip to Swat
would be very tiring, and also because my sister

was rather vomit-prone. We got into the car, and
on the way to Swat we passed a fruit stall, from
where we bought some fruits. The taste was de-
licious, far better than Karachi’s! The peaches
were so zestful, while the mangoes were sweet
and tangy. You couldn’t get such delicious fruits
in Karachi.

We arrived at the Swat View Hotel in three
hours, around one o'clock, after passing through
the cities of Akbarpura, Rashakai, Jalarona, Mal-
akand, Shamozai, Barikot, Mingora, and then
finally arriving in Fizaghat, Swat. Our hotel over-
looked the Swat River, which was flowing in the
opposite direction. It was a nice river, a mixture
of grey and blue in colour. We had lunch there,
and the manager of the hotel also sent us some
homemade yoghurt, which was very tasty! It
tasted like cream cheese. At four o’clock, we set
out for Malam-jabba, which is a beautiful hilly
station!

The road to Malam-jabba was very twisty and
turny, because they were made into moun-
tains, going up and up, but thankfully the
roads were smooth and it wasn’t a bumpy ride,
though one felt slightly queasy once in a while
because of the winding way going upwards
in the hills. As we went higher and higher it
got colder and colder. Once we stopped the
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car and went for a trek up the hills, where it
was glorious! There were pine trees reaching
into the sky, some coming out straight be-
tween rocks, and some bending downwards.
We found clumps of ferny and thorny plants,
and everywhere there were these little yellow
things called Bird’s Foot Trefoil.

After our trek we reached the main hill station
of Malam-jabba, which is a popular tourist
spot. The place was really beautiful, and there
was a Pearl Continental Hotel there as well,
and also ice-cream shops and cafes. There
was a zipline, and cable-cars as well!

We went up a high hill, behind which was a
forest, probably coniferous. There were steps
made out of stone and wood to go up to the
highest place, and when we got there it was
really windy, but beautiful as well. You could
look over the whole valley from standing up
there! One really feels the amazement at how
beautiful Allah has created this world.

Day the Third, Saturday, 3rd of July

We woke up in the Swat View Hotel and got a
lovely morning view of the Swat River. We had
breakfast outside in the hotel garden, and
then we set out for Kalam around half-past
nine. To get there it also took three hours,
and we had to drive up mountains, again with
twisty and turny roads, and this time we had
to drive on the edge of the mountains.

After two hours of driving, we came near Ka-
lam, and we caught sight of the Kalam Riv-
er! It was so lush, so blue, so foaming and so
real. The grey-bluish waters of the River Swat
looked like nothing next to it. There were
countless little waterfalls trickling from mere
rocks in the mountains, and people would go
over in cable-cars to fetch fresh abshari water
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from it. And the wind! It was blowing so hard |
thought my sun hat would float off to the other
end of the mountain. It was cold, and a nice kind
of cold, the kind that you appreciate if you've
lived your whole life in the hotness of Karachi.
We had a little hassle finding a hotel, as most of
the hotels were booked! Finally we found one,
and our hotel room had a beautiful view of the
river rushing past, all blue and foamy.

After settling up at the hotel, we decided to
visit two places before the sunsets. First up was
Bluewater, which was a pebbly tourist spot of
the River Kalam. The road there was extremely
rocky-roaded, and the car jolted up and down
sometimes. But it was almost worth the bumps
to see the beautiful countryside! The river was
always there wherever we went, past the moun-
tains and sometimes, we’d drive right through
the water in narrow places! We also passed sev-
eral fields and farms, with men, women or chil-
dren working in them.

When we arrived at Bluewater it was beautiful.
It wasn’t very populated, with only a handful
of people there. There was a strip of pebble on
both sides of the river, with big rocks to step
on in between. But the water was very, very
cold! It was like dipping your foot in ice itself.
The reason for this was that the rivers in the
Swat-Kalam Valley came from melted ice on the
snow-capped mountains.

After some time we went around Bluewater
Park, which is a green field near the river. We
found all sorts of small yellow flowers, and a few
purple ones. Further up there was a bee farm!
The bees were kept in boxes, and we bought a
jar of home made honey

Continued Insha’Allah...



“Tania?” the girl finally walked up, and whis-
pered in a quiet and surprised voice.

Tania did not say anything. Maybe she was just
a fan, but fans never behave like that. They
usually go all cheery and start clicking selfies.
The girl then checked around, making sure no
one was in sight and then she lifted her veil. Af-
ter a few seconds, Tania gasped and went wide
eyed. It was no one other than Romaisa Ansari.

“Romaisa?” Tania said in the same tone Ro-
maisa had said her name. She gave a smile and
covered her face again. Tania looked into her
eyes and then all the memories that had long
been buried suddenly rose back to life.

Romaisa was Tania’s cousin, who was only three
weeks older than her. The two girls had once
lived together, ate together, played together,
went to school together, did their homework
together, and no one could pull them apart.
Until one day when they were eight and swing-
ing in their backyard, Romaisa told Tania that
she was moving. She said it so softly that Ta-
nia had to stop her swing and make her repeat.

“Mama said we are going to live somewhere
else now,” Romaisa repeated in a hushed voice
again. “But don’t worry, I'm sure we'll come

nory

back to visit,” she added a little cheerfully, but
the sadness was there in her eyes.

“You're joking, right?” Tania tried to laugh but
Romaisa just shook her head.

“You can’t leave. This is your house, our house.
We have always lived here together,” Tania al-
most shouted.

“Maybe, we'll come back soon,” Romaisa tried
to say in a calm voice.

Tania immediately ran inside the house and
barged into her mom’s bedroom to tell her
what Romaisa had said.

“It’s not true, right? | think she’s just trying to
prank me. But she’s not like that. | don’t know
why she’s lying,” Tania ranted.

“She’s not lying, Tania. They really are going
away in three days,” her mom replied after a
long pause.

“No! No, you're all just lying to me. But, I’'m not
a fool. | know they won't leave. They live here,”
Tania shouted as fountains gushed from her
eyes, and she ran away.

However, three days later she saw Romaisa
leave with her parents in their car and all their
belongings had already left before them. All
Tania could do was lean against the door and
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Sometimes everything falls apart before we even real-
ize that they were tiny cracks that could have been easily

mended before it was too late,”

cry like a helpless child. Romaisa had tried
her best to cheer Tania up and promised
she would come to meet her every week-
end. Still, she never did! Tania waited every
weekend, and would nag her mother by ask-
ing her repeatedly when they were going to
come. Her mother would kindly tell her she
doesn’t know every time until one day she
had enough, and she told Tania that if she
had any common sense, she would have
figured out by now that they’re not coming
back, whatever promise Romaisa had made
to her was a bluff. But she never lies to me,
Tania had managed to say through a puddle
of tears. But after that day she never asked
anyone about Romaisa. She never even talk-
ed about her, and slowly the hope of her
cousin and best friend coming back died a
peaceful yet painful death. Tania taught her-
self how to go to school all alone, have her
after school lunches without anyone by her
side, do her homework on her own, and play
with imaginary friends at home.

However, there was no way for Tania to find
out that Romaisa also begged her parents
every weekend to take her to see Tania. They
would politely delay saying next time until
one day they too had enough, and told her
that it was best if she forgets about her be-
cause they were never going back.

And here they were standing in front of each
other, not as kids but as twenty one year
olds. After all the years, after all the waiting,
and then giving up, they meet at long last.
They stood there, with so many things to say
but not sure what and where to begin. How
are you even supposed to meet a stranger
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who was once so close?

“So, you guys moved to Islamabad?” Tania fi-
nally asked. Romaisa nodded.

“What about you? How come you’re here?”
“l... Well, | just came to Islamabad for a few
days. But coming to this library was a totally
random decision,” Tania replied.

“Maybe because we were meant to see each
other here,” Romaisa suggested.

“Hmm, maybe that’s why,” Tania agreed.

Again they stood there, searching for words
for another long interval. Then, Romaisa finally
took out a piece of paper from her bag and jot-
ted down her phone number and address on it.
“’'m running a bit late now. But, please come
over before you leave,” Romaisa insisted before
she left.

Tania left too, moments after her, and clumsi-
ly made her way back to her hotel room. Her
head felt heavy and when she laid down, her
eyes began to pour abruptly. She cried like she
had cried on the day Romaisa had left. And
now she was back and Tania was not sure if she

was still the same Romaisa she had spent her
childhood with.

Nonetheless, she did not go over to Romaisa’s
house or even give her a call. Tania wasn’t sure
what made her come back to Karachi without
meeting Romaisa- perhaps the childish rea-
son that Romaisa broke her promise and nev-
er came back, or maybe the reason that she
did not really know the girl she had met at
the library and it would be awkward if she just
shows up at her house.

























































