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There was a naive young woman from modern-day Delhi who had recently gotten married. However, due to her sheer lack of common sense, she couldn’t manage to stay even a year or two under the roof of her husband's parents. By the fourth or fifth month of marriage, she started pressuring her husband to find a separate house, claiming that she could no longer tolerate living with his mother and sisters.

Her husband said, “In every disagreement I’ve witnessed between you and my mother and sister, it’s always you who is at fault. You treat the neighborhood girls who follow misguided Aqeedah (Islamic belief) as if they were your own sisters, welcoming them at all times. You seem to forget that these people are neither family nor have any connection to us. The whole neighborhood is talking about it, saying, ‘What kind of bride has come into this house? She is always seen with girls who visit the Dargah and worship at graves.’ 

There are plenty of women in our neighborhood who hold the correct Aqeedah, based on the teachings of the Salaf, whose daughters and daughters-in-law regularly visit our home. But you choose not to speak to any of them. If my respectable mother advised you not to associate with those following deviant beliefs, what was wrong with that?”

The foolish wife replied, “Affection and friendship depend on the connection of hearts. There was a caretaker of the Dargah who lived next to my mother’s house, and his daughter, Peerani, was my best friend. We grew up playing together. Yes, Peerani and I even had a mock marriage for our dolls. Poor Peerani didn’t have much, and I used to steal things from my mother to give to her. She encouraged me to steal. No matter how much my mother tried to stop me, I never stopped seeing Peerani.”

Her husband responded, “You were such a fool back then!”

At this, the foolish woman burst out, “Listen! I swear by God, if you don’t watch how you talk to me, I’ll smash my head, and my blood will be on your hands!”

She started crying loudly and cursing her parents. “Oh God! Curse such parents! They have doomed me to this miserable fate! Everyone knows I’m helpless, and they’re determined to ruin my life. Oh God! Let me die! Let them carry my body out in a funeral procession!”

In her fury, she kicked over a small box sitting on the bed, scattering its contents everywhere. Powder and lime spilled all over the mattress, and a woolen English blanket folded at the foot of the bed got stained and ruined by the lime.

Hearing the noise of the box falling, her mother-in-law rushed in from the other room. The husband, seeing his mother enter, quietly slipped out through another door, muttering to himself, “Well, I’ve really stirred up a hornet’s nest this time!”

When the mother-in-law entered, what did she see? The lime, which she had carefully strained the day before, spilled everywhere. The mattress was sticky, the blanket ruined, and her daughter-in-law crying uncontrollably.

The moment the mother-in-law saw this, she hugged her daughter-in-law tightly and fiercely cursed her son. This show of support only emboldened the daughter-in-law, who escalated the situation further, as if adding fuel to the fire. Despite the mother-in-law’s multiple attempts to calm her down, the hypocritical daughter-in-law remained unaffected. Soon, the noise of crying and arguing drew all the women of the neighborhood to the door, eager to witness the spectacle.

Things got so out of hand that Farhana, the daughter of the Dargah security guard, called the bride’s mother and exaggerated everything. The bride’s mother, known for her temper, wasted no time. She immediately took a taxi and arrived at the scene. A fierce argument broke out between the two mothers, and in the end, the bride’s mother took her daughter back home with her. For several months afterward, all normal interactions and courtesies between the two families ceased completely.

The foolish and deceitful bride was named Vadiya Khanam, but in her husband's household, she had earned the nickname "Mizájdár Bahu" due to her difficult temperament. Vadiya was uneducated, impulsive, and hot-tempered, while her younger sister, Sadiya, was the complete opposite—intelligent, thoughtful, and kind-hearted. From a young age, Sadiya had studied the translation of the Qur'an, Kitab At-Tawheed, Aqeedah Al-Wasitiyyah, Aqeedah At-Tahwiyyah, and Sifat Salat-un-Nabi. She was also skilled in writing and would send a weekly email to her father, updating him on family matters. On top of that, Sadiya excelled in needlework and was an excellent cook, known for preparing a variety of delicious dishes. The entire neighborhood spoke highly of her.

Sadiya was entrusted with all the responsibilities of managing her mother's household. Whenever her father returned home from work, he would consult her on family matters. The household finances, along with the keys to the pantry and cupboards, were placed under her care. Both her parents adored her, and she was loved by everyone in the neighborhood. However, for reasons unknown, Vadiya always harbored hostility towards her younger sister, and sometimes when they were alone, she would even strike her. Despite this, Sadiya always treated Vadiya with respect and never complained to their mother about her sister’s harsh treatment.

Both sisters were engaged to men from the same family. Hamdaan and Dilnawaz were brothers. Vadiya had already married the elder brother, Hamdaan, while Sadiya's engagement to Dilnawaz had been formally arranged, though the wedding had not yet taken place. Due to Vadiya's poor temper, Sadiya's engagement was on the verge of being called off. However, their maternal aunt, who lived near Hamdaan's house, had a positive influence in their lives. Even though Vadiya had left her husband after a heated argument, the aunt strongly disapproved of her actions and continually advised her. Eventually, after several months, the aunt used the occasion of Ramadan to bring Vadiya back into her husband’s household and reconciled her with her in-laws.

Although Hamdaan was upset with his wife for some time, the aunt's efforts eventually helped repair the relationship. However, when two people have fundamentally different personalities, even the smallest issues can lead to conflict.

One day, Hamdaan said to his mother, "I’ve invited a friend over, so it would be nice if we could prepare the iftar (meal for breaking the fast) and dinner with a little extra care."

His mother replied, “Only God knows how I manage to prepare even the simplest bread for dinner. For the past three days, I’ve had a fever at iftar time, and I can barely keep up. Thankfully, our neighbor has been cooking for us, even if it isn’t perfect. You should have asked me before inviting someone over.”

Hamdaan glanced at his wife in surprise and asked, "What? Can’t she help you with the cooking?"

Upon hearing this, his wife lost her composure. She snapped, "Why don’t you ask your precious mother whether she married off her son or hired a maid for him? What? You expect me to cook over a hot stove while fasting? Not happening!"

Hamdaan thought to himself, "If I respond now, this will turn into the same disgraceful scene as before."

Frustrated, but choosing to stay silent, he went to the local market to buy some items for iftar. Thus, the situation passed without further escalation.

However, Hamdaan soon faced a new challenge as Eid approached. The poor man had started making preparations for Mizájdár Bahu’s Eid outfit a week ahead of time. Each day, he brought home different fabrics, colorful bangles, and various styles of embroidered shoes. Yet, nothing seemed to satisfy her. As the final day before Eid drew near, and none of the items had met with her approval, Hamdaan grew desperate. In his frustration, he decided to visit Vadiya Khanam's aunt for help.

As soon as she heard his voice, she called him into the men's quarters. Greeting him with blessings, she sat in the women’s quarters and there was a screen in between them when they spoke. This was because he was a ghair-marham to her. 

Interactions between ghair mahram individuals must adhere to the rulings of Islam, including observing hijab, lowering the gaze, and maintaining appropriate boundaries to preserve the principles of modesty and safeguard one's dignity in accordance with the teachings of the Qur'an and the Sunnah.

She asked, "How is Vadiya doing?"

Hamdaan replied, "Your sister's daughter is something else. Her energy is overwhelming, and her behavior is full of contradictions."

Her aunt responded, "My dear son, don’t trouble yourself too much. She’s still young. Once she has children and the responsibility of running a household, her temper will naturally calm down. After all, even good people manage to live with difficult ones. Allah has blessed you with many virtues, my son. Don’t do anything that could give others a reason to talk and bring dishonor to your family."

Hamdaan said, "Yes, our honor is the only reason I’ve tried to tolerate so much. But tomorrow is Eid, and she still hasn’t tried on her bangles or finalized her outfit. Could you come over and talk some sense into her? I’ve said everything I could, and my mother has pleaded with her, but she refuses to listen."

Her aunt replied, "Very well. Your uncle just went to the mosque for prayers, but as soon as he returns, I’ll speak to him and come over. I can’t leave the house without his permission. Don’t forget to perform all five prayers in the mosque, my son, especially the Fajr prayer."

True to her word, the kind aunt came over and managed to convince Vadiya to put on her bangles and start preparing her outfit. To speed up the process, all the women sat together to sew. The aunt said, "Daughter, you sew the frills on the trousers. Your mother-in-law will cut the trimmings, and I’ll stitch the edging onto your mantle."

After finishing the frills, Vadiya, feeling proud, said to her aunt, "Look, Aunt, I’ve already completed both legs, and you still have two sides left to finish."

Her aunt glanced at the frills and noticed they were sewn upside down. Out of respect for Vadiya's mother-in-law, she didn’t say anything aloud
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