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We live in a time when we’re constantly wait-
ing for the NEXT thing... If | could just make a
little more money.. If | had more friends.. This is
the last time I'll ever do this.. Next time I'll con-

trol myself.. Next time | will be punctual in my
Ibadah..

We constantly put off becoming the per-
son we want to be, not realising that we’ll
never achieve anything by waiting for the
next NEXT.. Happiness doesn’t come from
living in your comfort zone and just putting
off your dreams.. It comes from making the
most of what you have today.

For instance, if we're in a place where we're
committing a sin, chances are likely we won't
stop next time.. We'll probably say the same
thing we said today... In fact, chances are
higher we’ll make the same excuse because
we have one more day of solidifying that
habit... how ironic is that?!

Imagine a world where we seize the ‘now’; no
more ‘next’ time.. There’s only now.

Because ‘next means ‘never’. ‘Next’ is an ex-
cuse. ‘Never’ is the truth.

Imagine a world where next was replaced by
now. Instead of saying, I'll start next time,
we realise that what we're really saying is,
I'll start NEVER. Instead of NEXT time I'll
control myself, we're really saying I'll NEVER
control myself. We lie to ourselves with the
idea of NEXT but the truth is, we really mean
NEVER.

Don’t ever let Shaitan deceive you into think-
ing there will be a NEXT.. Always remember
to replace your next with NEVER, and see if
you're willing to live with that.... It's simply
‘now’ or ‘never’!

Umm Abdullah

editor.radiance@baitussalam.org




My Literary and Creative _
Writing Course journey -

“Ting!”

A WhatsApp message announced its arrival
and appeared on my mobile screen while | was
completely immersed in perusing an online re-
search article. Keeping myself involved in my
work, | left it for later.

An hour later, | opened my WhatsApp, rolling
my neck from side to side to loosen kinks. Se-
riously, | was dead tired. That article had baked
my mind.

But in the next instant, my facial expressions
became topsy-turvy. As my eyes were moving
to and fro over the flyer, their pupils started
twinkling like the stars in a moonless night and
the corners of my lips lifted upwards.
(No..No..I didn’t win any competition..)

It was a flyer from Radiant Tarbiyah, a renowned
and outstanding online platform, which
brought a glad tiding for me, painting a ray of
sunshine all over my face, because this course
on Literary and Creative Writing was on the top
of my to-do list since | had heard about it.

Being an Ummati, | have a vision to write on
various topics according to child education and
tarbiyah in three languages i.e. Arabic, Urdu
and English as well as train mothers in the field
and for this, there was a necessity to learn this
skill and build competence in order to pursue
my vision.

Accordingly, the first thing that | did, while
seeking help and goodness from Allah Al-
mighty, was to share my plan with those who
not only know my visions but also seeking their
sincere suggestions. And Alhamdulillah they
too were delighted to know about it.

Trimming this long story short, the enthusiasm
was making my hopes rise to the stars when |
enrolled in this course, conducted by an inter-

A\
w‘ national writer and the editor of the Radi-

A review by Yusra

I ") Zafar Mehmood

ance Magazine, Umm Abdullah.

| began planning for the course and event-
ually attended the first class on Thursday,
* 8th July 2021. The class started with the

. NaMe of Allah then Dua,

SR and my journey began too.

Evidently, teacher’s way of teaching, her sinceri-
ty, a well-planned syllabus according to the stu-
dents mentality and last but not the least, the
positive environment of the classroom (wheth-
er real or virtual) are some essential things that
play a vital role in grabbing the student’s at-
tention and making the teacher’s efforts com-
mendable. And | had the same experience here.

The main attraction of this course were the as-
signments because they are a helpful tool for
practicing as writing requires lots of practice.

| tried to listen to the recordings of each class
thrice before submitting my assignments so
that | could understand and absorb all aspects
of the topic.

All in all, the whole course was well-organised
as well as full of fun. Especially, the Kahoot
competition used to charge the students with
positive enthusiam.

There are no words to exhibit my feelings of
heartily gratitude for our teacher who worked
hard to make us step in the world of writing
with her heart and soul.

May Allah 4 bless this organisation with
barakah and success and reward every single

one who is a part of this incredible team with
His endless bounties.

Gl Uy ol 655z 5 0503 bl by
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dear
diary

The memories
of my beloved

grandmother

By Adeen Ahmad
12 years

| have a distant, rose-stained memory of my-
self coming to stay at my maternal grand-
mother’s house, and as | entered, | asked,
“What's for lunch today?”

I got my grandmother’s faithful, one-of-her-
rule-of-thumb answers: “What Allah has giv-
en us.”

What Allah has given us - verily! My grand-
mother always had the best answers. No one
dared to question them. She had a strong,
confident regime of severeness... but was
more tender and caring than her seriousness
would let her be.

We, as children, sometimes sighed at her
seemingly unnecessary rules, but only later
on we would realise her very presence, her es-
sence, and her sayings were so important for
all of us.

She got sick in early November 2017 with a
severe cough. None of the doctors could find

Fac g,:ti fles

out what was wrong. It didn’t match any dis-
ease ever diagnosed to people of her age.

My parents and other relatives thought she
would make it out. That she’d survive. But
later on, as my mother told me, my uncle al-
ways seemed to know that she wouldn’t live.
He'd kneel by her side, at home and at the
hospital, and tell her to quietly recite duas.
She always did.

| also always thought she would keep on
living. Life always seemed normal with this
prospect of her presence...we always thought
she would be around, like she would manage
to totter around speedily even up to the days
of our graduations and weddings.

Little did we know to Allah we belong and to
him we shall return - or remember this.

She always taught us various duas for our
own protection. She always found a way for
the positive, to find the good in us, to stamp
out the bad. | have several upon several mem-



T knew it was The look of someone

who was going To go To Jannah.

ories of her methods of discipline which | con-
tinously giggle at when | remember them.

When she got sick, my aunt from Dubai came
to specially look after her. | remember when
my mother came home from the hospital,
when my grandmother had finally been dis-
charged. The day just before that when my
aunt had left, when we thought that every-
thing was going to be fine, fine, fine. That ev-
erything was going to be back to normal.
The very next day a phone call changed every-
thing as we got to know my maternal grand-
mother had left the world.

We rushed. We ran. We positively were left
shell-shocked. How could someone be per-
fectly fine one day, gotten discharged from
hospital, just leave the world the next day?

| felt numb when they bought the coffin in. It
was a heart-stopping moment. She seemed
peaceful and asleep, exactly like she was
when she was alive, when she was sleeping.
| knew it was the look of someone who was
going to go to Jannah in sha Allah.

Later on, my cousin told me, “When she came
home, she asked me about my school and
things,” he said. “But even so she seemed
blank...plain blank like nothing I've ever seen.
Like she was thinking about something else.”
Something else...surely she saw the Angel of
Death then, and with good tidings and peace!

The doctors later on said it was a type of
tuberculosis, the illness she’d gotten, but

they couldn’t be sure. It’s my own personal
thought that the disease she had has not
been discovered yet.

We all missed her like nothing ever. | would
keep going into the kitchen to see what she
was doing, only to see she wasn’t there.
Sometimes I'd get this paradoxical flash,
like seeing her sitting in the drawing-room
reading Quran, but it was never true...it was
just a manifestation of my beautiful memo-
ries for her and nothing else.

Someone once said you never realise a
thing’s value until it’s gone. That is so true.
We never value it properly until it’'s gone. To
live and breathe and do everything of ordi-
nary life, all the while knowing that a per-
son you love is no more, just stifles you. But
it also reminds you that your time can come
too. That Death is just around the corner.

Losing a grandparent can be like losing a
big piece of your past. All that’s left of such
amazing people are the beautiful memories
that shine like a light to guide you to the
right path on life. To remind you that you,
too, can return to Allah any day, and that
we should live every day like it’s our last.
I’ll end here with a prayer for my grand-
mother: may Allah give her the highest
of the high positions in Jannah, which is
where everyone you lost comes back to you.
Ameen
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A ring buzzed on the teacher’s table and those
dreaded two words were spoken, “Time’s up!”

“No, no, no, no, no!” thought Maham as she
kept writing until finally, the invigilator took
away her paper.

When Maham got home and Dadaji asked her
about her exam, she burst into tears.

“l left a question of fifteen marks,” her voice
was hardly audible between her sobs.

“There, there,” Dadaji tried to console Maham.
But Maham was beyond any consolation.

“Just try doing better next time, beta,” Dadaji
tried again. But Maham’s tears wouldn’t stop.

“Why did this happen to me? | hate it! | hate it,
| hate it, | hate it!!!” She stomped her feet.

“Maybe try preparing-"
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“It’s a spell!” Maham cut Dadaji mid-sentence.

“A what?”

“A spell, Dadaji! Someone has put a spell on
me!” Maham said angrily.

“Oh... a spell...” Dadaji raised his eyebrows. “I
see. | see. And who do you suppose has put
this, uh, spell on you?”

“A girl from my class. She’s so jealous of me,”
Maham said.

“And why would she be jealous of my sweet lit-
tle girl?” Dadaji was smiling.

“Because,” Maham said matter of factly, “l have
so many friends. | mean, | can’t help it that ev-
eryone likes me. But she doesn’t have that
many friends so she is trying to steal mine.”

“Today | saw her talking to my best friend Ha-
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"1 see,” Dadaji seemed To be in deep Thought.

‘T Think,” he continued, “you need a magic

watch. It is just the Thing for you.”

nia just before the exam. And they even sat to-
gether! Can you believe that? | had to keep an
eye on them the whole time.”

“So you kept an eye on her?” Dadaji sounded
surprised.

“l had to know what she was up to,” Maham
said.

“During your exam?” he sounded even more
surprised.

“Yes, Dadaji! Please try to follow what I'm
saying,” Maham was getting aggravated.

“Oh, yes, of course, beta. | am following.”
Dadaji said softly.

“As | was saying, now she has put a spell on
me so time would go faster for me than it
does for her.”

“She wants me to fail my exams so that | will
be stuck in the same class next year. And |
will lose all my friends! What do you think?”

“] think that you have a splendid imagina-
tion, my dear.”

“Oh, but people do these kinds of things all
the time. | read about it in a story just last

week!”
“] see,” Dadaji seemed to be in deep thought.

“l think,” he continued, “you need a magic
watch. It is just the thing for you.”

“A magic watch? Really? Are you serious
Dadaji?” Maham could hardly believe it.

“Of course, beta. Just wait here,” Dadaji went
into his room and shortly appeared with an
old rustic pocket watch.

“It still works,” he giggled and sat beside
Maham. “Now listen carefully. This is a very
special watch. It can help you control time.”

“Really, Dadaji?” Maham asked again just to
be sure.

“Yes. But there are a few conditions for it to
work its magic. You must not forget to begin
your exam with reciting Bismillah, and then
you must look at the watch every 10 minutes
or so...”

“Oh, | can do that,” Maham said.
“It’s that simple. But you must remember

to do it every 10-15 minutes! Otherwise, the
“spell” will not be broken and all your time

November- 2021 | raﬂnce
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will fly away!” Dadaji warned her.

“Oh, no, no! | cannot let that happen! | must
stop the time!” She took the magic watch
from Dadaji’s hands and thanked him.

The next day Maham came back humming a
poem and whistling to herself.

“Looks like someone had a great day,” re-
marked Dadaji when he saw her.

“Oh, yes, Dadaji! That someone is me!” Ma-
ham hopped around.

“Really? Who would have guessed?” Dadaji
smiled.

“It’s the watch, Dadaji! It worked!” Maham
clapped with excitement.

He patted Maham on the head. “That’s great,
Maham. I'm so happy for you.”

And so, thanks to the magic watch, Maham’s
exams kept going great. But one morning she
rushed to her grandfather who had just re-
turned from the masjid.

“Dadaji!” Maham almost screamed. “l cannot
find the watch!”

“It's okay, Maham,” he tried to calm her down.
“No, it’s not okay! | have my biology exam to-
day and | won’t be able to do even half of it
with that accursed spell!” Maham was out of

breath.

“Relax, Maham. Come and sit here,” he mo-
tioned to the seat next to him.

“Well, Maham, | have news for you. You don’t
need that watch anymore so | have taken it

rad“ﬂénCE| November - 2021

away,” Dadaji revealed.

“But why? Why would you do that to me!” Ma-
ham was desperate.

“The truth is it’s not a magic watch,” admitted
Dadaji.

“But it is! It broke the spell!” Maham said.

Dadaji sighed. “Dear, dear. It's just an old
watch of mine. It’s special to me but sadly it
has no magic.”

“But then... how...” now Maham was confused.

“When you said that you believed that girl to
have cast a spell on you and you kept an eye
on her during your exam, | knew the prob-
lem was that you were losing your trust in the
might and power of Allah & and the fact that
no spell can work when we begin our tasks in
the name of Allah &. It was obvious that you
kept getting distracted while not managing
your time during the exam smartly. That’s why
you couldn’t finish your paper on time,” Dadaji
explained.

“l told you to recite bismillah and keep looking
at the watch every 10 minutes so you would
stay focused and not lose track of time.”

“That’s the reason your exams have been go-
ing great.” Dadaji paused. Then he patted Ma-
ham on her head, “Real magic, my dear, has
always been in the power of Allah & and in the
smartness He has blessed you with.”

Maham was still in shock. But Dadaji’s last
sentence made her smile. “JazakAllah, Dadaji,
for helping me have trust in Allah & and act
smartly myself. Now | feel confident that | can
attempt my paper without that magic watch,
InshaAllah!”
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Whal are sprouls?

Sprouts are naturally grown germinated
seeds of vegetables whose shoots are
grown out. They are full of nutrients and
vitamins that help improve your immuni-
ty. They are easily digestible, plus they
make your body strong, preventing it
from various diseases, such as heart attac-
ks. You can grow them in three easy steps
- and it may also serve as a science experi-
ment for you. So let's get experimenting!

spois Ve 2

Step 1: Soaking

Take two big tablespoons of sprout seeds
in a sieve and wash them, then place them
in a bowl after fully soaked. Then pour
over at least 2 inches more water and
leave them overnight.

Step 2: Tying In a Cloth

So the next morning take the water out of
the bowl, wash the seeds again, then
takea square, thin, white cotton cloth and

y |
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even need to cook to
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treat
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sprouting

place the soaked seeds in the centre, and
then tie up the cloth tightly in a bundle.
Place this in a bowl and cover it with a
plate, away from sunlight because sunli-
ght can burn the seeds.

Step 3: Washing

For the next three days, you have to open
your bundle once every morning and
evening, run some water over the seeds,
then tie them up again tightly in the cloth,
and place them back in the bowl. This is
done so that moisture remains in the
seeds, as moisture is important for
growth. Just keep doing this for 3 days,
and by the fourth day you will see long
white tails coming out from the seeds!
This means they are ready to be eaten!

You can eat them directly with salt and
pepper, or include them in your favorite
salad. You can also shallow fry them with

a little steam. Novembe,zozyaognce



Khaula Owaig’s thought piece presents the insight to
awaken the Muglim youth from their slumber and realige
their esteemed worth

Teenage is a gift bestowed upon us in which
the greatest mental growth occurs; building of
characteristics, acquisition of experience, and
most importantly, identifying a path for our-
selves and beginning to work on our passions.
This is a certain time in one’s age when he be-
comes aware of his good and bad friends and
the vows and myths are deeply embedded into
his heart. Therefore, Islamic scholars also aim
to work on teenagers so they can obtain a ‘firm
belief’ in their religion.

According to the great philosopher, Allama
Igbal, Muslim youngsters are compared to
falcons. They are like the ones who fly inde-
pendently in an immense and boundless sky,
high above the earth. Igbal wanted the Mus-
lim youth to lead their destination and spar-
kle their identity, but sadly, the life of youth
moves around mobile phones only. They listen
to the call of Allah & but instead choose to

raﬂnce | November - 2021

remain in their homes. They spend the whole
night awake but none seems to stand before
the Lord. They are wasting their time, money,
and talent without realising it!

“Oh, missy, who on earth said that we are wast-
ing time and money? Gaming is also a talent, it
isn’t easy!” an eager voice interrupted me.

“Oh not only talent, but we also earn money at
times,” another loud voice protested.

“My dear wait, will you gain any reward out of it?
Will this so-called hidden talent of yours make
you and your nation shine? This is a chance.
Better to avail an opportunity than regret it lat-
eron!

Likewise, Allama Igbal addressed the youth to
awake from a profound sleep, to come out of
the childish attire and attitude and explore the



















































