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01: An honest and truthful girl

	 

	One night, according to his usual practice, 'Umar -may Allah be pleased with him - was walking around Madinah with his slave.

	 

	In fact, it was his custom to walk through the streets and roads of Madinah during the night with the intention of taking care of the people of the blessed city and also to see that no harm befell them. As he walked, there came a time when he felt tired and decided to lean against the wall of a house to rest a little. Morning was also fast approaching.

	 

	From that house, the voice of an old woman was heard ordering her daughter to mix water with milk. However, her daughter refused to do so. The daughter told her mother that the Ameerul Mo'mineen (Umar – Allah be pleased with him) had forbidden people to mix water with milk and had also announced it publicly. However, the mother told her, "At this time, 'Umar is not watching you such that you should be so frightened." However, the young girl mentioned, "Even though 'Umar is not watching at this time, the Creator of Umar is still watching."

	 

	'Umar -may Allah be pleased with him-, who was listening to this conversation, was very impressed by the honesty of this young girl. He then ordered his servant to keep watch over the house.

	 

	When 'Umar - may Allah be pleased with him - learned that she had not yet married, he called all his sons and asked which of them was willing to marry. From among his sons, Asim -may Allah be pleased with him- replied that he was willing to marry this girl.

	 

	'Umar - may Allah be pleased with him - then approached the family and had his son Asim marry this young girl. The first child born to them was a girl whose name was Umm Asim. She was the granddaughter of 'Umar - may Allah be pleased with him. When she became older she married the son of Marwan bin Hakam, named Abdul Aziz. From this marriage, the first child born was a son and Umm Asim gave him the same name as her grandfather, 'Umar. This child would later be known as the famous 'Umar bin Abdul Aziz - may Allah be pleased with him.

	 

	So, dear child think about this. The good action done by the mother of Umm Asim produced a good result. She knew that Allah was always watching her actions. How many times have you watched your actions when certain people were around but did whatever you wanted when no one was with you? But were you really alone. Was not Allah – the Al-Baseer (a name of Allah which means the All-Seeing) watching you and knew what you were doing? As a Muslim, one of your tasks is to pay attention to the acts of your limbs and your heart at any time, in any place and in any company. 

	 

	 


02: Allah knows our intentions

	 

	Hamza lay quietly in the dark and listened to the ticking of the clock. He could not sleep. His head ached, his throat was sore, it was painful to swallow, his temperature was climbing and would not come down. He reached for a tissue to blow his nose for the hundredth time that night.

	 

	The boy was filled with frustration. How could this have happened! Yes, of course, everyone gets sick. And he gets sick too, sometimes twice a year, sometimes more. He gets sick for a few days, and then he gets well and everything goes back to normal. And now he is sick and will recover, inshaAllah (if Allah wills). And everything would be all right, but... How frustrating it was to get sick right on the night before Eid!

	 

	In three hours everyone will get up and perform the morning Eid prayers. Then they'll be going to the ground. All the men and women of their family – Hamza’s father and all his uncles and aunts. And his brothers and sisters. And all the cousins. Uncle Arslan would take them all on his bus....

	 

	But he, Hamza, won't be able to go.

	 

	He will have to lie with this thermometer, drink medicine, tea with lemon, honey and raspberry. Everyone will leave, and he and his mom will be alone. Of course, he will be allowed to watch something on the computer and he will watch clip after clip about how Muslims of different countries perform holiday prayers.

	 

	Well, and of course mom will come and sit on the edge of the bed and they'll talk, like they usually do when he's sick. She will put her hand on his forehead and recite dua for him to get well soon... This is all great, of course. But skipping the Eid prayers!

	 

	Not once in ten years has he missed a Eid prayer. Even when he was a baby, his mom used to take him to the mosque. And then this! Out of the blue. Yesterday was a day of preparations and joyful bustle. Everyone was looking forward to the holiday.

	 

	Hamza sighed, thinking how great it would be in the grounds today. There would be so many people there. Everyone would gather. And there would be not only adults there, but children as well. Lots of children. And everyone will be doing the festive prayer. But he, Hamza, will not be there. And he would not see old acquaintances or make new friends.

	 

	He sighed again, wiped away his tears, turned on his other side and covered himself with a blanket: the alarm clock rang in the next room. Now everyone would be up for morning prayers. And they would come to wake him up. And he didn't want anyone to see him crying. And he had already done the prayer right after the azan.

	 

	His mother came to see him.

	 

	- Hamza, son, get up and pray.

	 

	- “I have already prayed, mother,” replied the boy, keeping the blanket on his head. - I will sleep some more.

	 

	"More" must have been unnecessary, for he lay awake all night.

	 

	When his mother came out, Hamza pulled the blanket off his head and listened to the new day. There was movement in the kitchen. A cheerful, pre-holiday movement. Only his room was quiet and not cheerful.

	 

	Soon his mother came in with another cup of tea and syrup and took the thermometer.

	 

	- I've already measured it," Hamza said. - Thirty-eight and eight.

	 

	He desperately wanted to lie to get to the mosque, but he knew that lying was a sin, so he told the truth. 

	 

	When everyone left, his mother came to Hamza and caressed his hair.

	 

	- Why are you so glum? - she said reproachfully. - This is from Allah. This is your test.

	 

	- I know," Hamza replied without looking at her. - Am I complaining? It's just sad.

	 

	- You know what?

	 

	- What?

	 

	- Didn't our Prophet (peace and blessings of Allah be upon him) say that deeds are judged by intentions?

	 

	- He did... - Hamza replied.

	 

	- Well, then you have lost nothing. After all, if a man has a firm intention to do a good deed, but then something prevents him from doing it, the Almighty will give him a reward as if he had done it after all.

	 

	Hamza sighed. His mother was right! He felt better at once.

	 

	- “And everyone in the mosque will make dua for you,” his mother encouraged him.

	 

	The medicine finally took effect and his eyes closed by themselves.

	 

	He woke up when the house was full of guests. There were so many presents by his bedside and so many treats at the table, prepared by his mother's caring hands, that he almost forgot his night's sadness.

	 

	He felt much better, and after dinner his mother allowed him to open the presents. Despite his illness, it turned out to be a wonderful day.

	 

	Prophet Muhammad (peace and blessings of Allah be upon him) said: "Verily, deeds are judged by intentions." [Bukhari].

	 

	 

	 


03: The Status of the Companions (Allah be pleased with them)

	 

	On the authority of Rabiya al-Asslami (Allah be pleased with him), who said, "I used to serve the Messenger of Allah - sall Allaahu alayhi wa sallam - and he gave me some land, and he gave Abu Bakr (Allah be pleased with him) some land, and when the time came to divide the land, we disagreed over a bunch of dates from a date palm. Abu Bakr said, "This is on my side of the land." And I said: It is on my side! There used to be a problem between Abu Bakr and me, and Abu Bakr said something to me that I hated but he regretted saying it, so he said to me, 'O Rabeeyah! Tell me something similar to what I said to you, so that it may be retribution.'

	 

	So I said, 'I will not say it.'

	 

	Abu Bakr said: 'You will say it or I will ask the Messenger of Allah - sallAllaahu alayhi wa sallam - to command you to say it.'

	 

	So I said, 'I will not say it.'

	 

	Abu Bakr left me that portion of land and went with the Prophet -sallAllaahu alayhi wa sallam- and I followed him. The people of my tribe followed us and said to me, 'May Allah have mercy on Abu Bakr, why is he addressing the Messenger of Allah -sallAllaahu alayhi wa sallam- about you, and said what he said about you?'

	 

	Then I said, 'Do you know who this is? This is Abu Bakr as-Siddeeq, he is one of the two who were in the cave, he is one who has grown old as a Muslim (one of the elders of the Muslims), beware lest he turns around and sees you assisting me against him and gets angry and meets the Messenger of Allah -sallAllaahu alayhi wa sallam- , and the Messenger of Allah -sallAllaahu alayhi wa sallam- will get angry because he gets angry, and then Allah Azza wa Jal will get angry because they got angry and then Rabiya will be destroyed. '

	 

	They said, 'What do you command us to do?'

	 

	I said, ‘Go back’.

	 

	Abu Bakr -RadhiAllaahu anhu- left for the Messenger of Allah -sallAllaahu alayhi wa sallam- , so I followed him alone, until he reached the Prophet -sallAllaahu alayhi wa sallam- and told him the story as it was. The Prophet -sallAllaahu alayhi wa sallam- raised his head towards me and said, 'O Rabiya, what is going on between you and as-Siddeeq?'

	 

	I said to him, 'O Messenger of Allah -sallAllaahu alayhi wa sallam- such and such happened, and he told me something that displeased me, then he said to me, say something similar to what I told you so that I may be repaid, but I refused.'

	 

	Then the Messenger of Allah - sallAllaahu alayhi wa sallam - said, 'Yes, do not answer him a word, but say to him, May Allah forgive you O Abu Bakr. May Allah forgive you, Abu Bakr.'

	 

	Hasan said: 'Abu Bakr turned around and he was crying.

	 

	The Companions of the Messenger of Allah (peace be upon him) are the best believers. Allah has praised them in many Ayahs (Verses of the Qur'an) which will be recited until the Day of Resurrection. Among the companions Abu Bakr (Allah be pleased with him) was the best companion, followed by Umar (Allah be pleased with him), and then Uthman (Allah be pleased with him), and then Ali (Allah be pleased with him). 

	 

	 


04: Bully

	 

	A 10 year old boy Yunus walked outside and looked around. Boredom... There's nothing to do at home at all. Maybe there is something interesting to do on the street?

	 

	Salavat, a tall and thin boy with glasses, came out from the corner. Yesterday they'd had a running competition. Salavat ran badly and always came in last place. It was the same yesterday. But he persevered in the cross-country race every time. Why would he do that? Yunus didn't know. To lose time after time and still be stubborn... He should have stayed at home. If he couldn't do it, he shouldn't do it.

	 

	- Hey, turtle! - Yunus smiled. - Come for a cross-country run in the evening.

	 

	Salawat's cheeks turned red, but he kept his eyes open and said firmly:

	 

	- I will, inshaAllah.

	 

	Yunus looked after him, hit the ball against the pavement a few times and looked around again. Aha, here was the activity!

	 

	A small child named Safiya was coming from the store with two bags. Her thick braid looked like it was designed to be pulled. Which Yunus did every time he ran into Safia on the street. She tried to run away from him. But he, who almost invariably took first place in the cross-country race, easily caught up with her and each time, laughing, reminded the girl:

	 

	- You can't run away from me!

	 

	When Safiya saw him, she stopped and turned pale. She hesitantly looked at the bags, as if wondering how far she could run away with such a load. She didn't dare to drop them and run.

	 

	So they stood there. Yunus was the first to move. Throwing aside the ball to free his hands, he ran toward Safiyeh.

	 

	She only shrieked and put her arms out as if in defense, but she didn't run anywhere. When the boy yanked her pigtail, she tried to cover her hair with her hands. But Yunus ran in from the other side and again deftly yanked the thick braid. Then, laughing, he ran in from the other side and again reached for the cherished braid.

	 

	Safiya, helplessly waving it away, finally couldn't stand it and cried. Pulling her braid became uninteresting at once.

	 

	- Crybaby! Crybaby! - After teasing her some more, Yunus ran away, picking up his ball from the bench.

	 

	After running for a bit, he heard someone calling his name. He stopped and looked around. The imam of their mosque, Uncle Ruslan, stood by his car and looked disapprovingly at Yunus.

	 

	The boy said Salam. Uncle Ruslan answered and said:

	 

	- Come here.

	 

	Yunus walked over. Uncle Ruslan looked at him carefully and said:

	 

	- I see you in the mosque every Friday, Yunus. And at the Quran course on weekends. If you come there, it means you love our religion. Am I right?

	 

	Yunus nodded vigorously.

	 

	- If so, it means you love our Prophet (peace and blessings of Allah be upon him), Uncle Ruslan continued.

	 

	- Of course I do! Peace and blessings of Allah be upon him, said the boy.

	 

	- And whoever loves the Prophet (peace and blessings of Allah be upon him) must obey him. Isn't that so?

	 

	- Yes, Yunus nodded.

	 

	- So, the Prophet (peace and blessings of Allah be upon him) said that a true Muslim is the one whose tongue and hands do not hurt other Muslims. And you are saying hurtful words to Salawat and hurting Safiyyah.....

	 

	Yunus felt himself becoming ashamed. Just five minutes ago he was having fun. But now all the fun was gone at once.

	 

	- Everyone makes mistakes, Yunus. But the sooner you correct it, the better.

	 

	- I understand. Thank you.

	 

	Yunus put the ball in his other hand and ran to find Salavat.

	 

	He was running on the track where they organized running competitions in the evenings, breathing heavily and looking at the stopwatch.

	 

	Yunus ran up to him and apologized.

	 

	- I'm sorry I called you turtle. It wasn't out of spite. It just kind of came out of nowhere. You're doing a good job. InshaAllah, you won't be the last one tonight.

	 

	- InshaAllah, Salawat said and smiled.

	 

	Yunus ran to find Safiya. It was not an easy task. But finally he found her in the courtyard. She was fussing with the kittens - probably bringing them something to eat.

	 

	She looked at him fearfully and leaned forward and wrapped her arms around the kittens, protecting them. She looked at him silently and didn't move from her spot.

	 

	- Safiya, I'm sorry I teased you like that. I just thought it was fun. I didn't mean to hurt you. I really didn't.

	 

	Safiya looked at him incredulously, and then after thinking for a moment, she reached into her backpack that was next to her.

	 

	- Do you know what I have? Here, take it. Aunt Maryam gave us some pies.

	 

	Yunus walked home, ate the meat pie and looked at the fluffy clouds in the sky. He did not seem to have anything interesting to do, but for some reason his mood was very good.

	 

	Prophet Muhammad (peace and blessings of Allah be upon him) said: "A Muslim is one from whose tongue and hands other Muslims do not suffer" [Bukhari; Muslim].

	 

	 


05: Pearls

	 

	The cheerful little girl with golden curls was almost five years old. As she waited with her mother at the checkout counter, she saw them: a circle of glistening white pearls in a pink foil box.

	 

	"Oh, Mommy, please, Mommy, can I have them? Please, Mommy, please."

	 

	Quickly, the mother checked the back of the little box and looked back into the little girl's pleading blue eyes.

	 

	"One dollar ninety-five. That's almost two dollars. If you really want them, I'll think of some extra chores for you and before long you can save enough money to buy them for yourself. It's only a week until Eid and you might get another dollar bill from Grandma."

	 

	As soon as Zainab got home, she emptied her bank and counted out 17 pennies. After dinner, she did more than her fair share of chores and went to the neighbor and asked the sweet old lady if she could pick dandelions for ten cents. On her birthday, Grandma gave her another dollar bill and she finally had enough money to buy her necklace.

	 

	Zainab loved her pearls. They made her feel elegant and grown up. She wore them everywhere: to Friday prayers, to daycare and even to bed. 

	 

	Zainab had a very loving daddy and every night when she was ready for bed, he would stop what he was doing and come upstairs and read her from the Quran and Hadeeth. One night, when he finished, he asked Zainab, "Do you love me?"

	 

	"Yes, Daddy. You know I love you."

	 

	"Then give me your pearls."

	 

	"Oh, Daddy, not my pearls. But you can have my children’s book, the green tree in my collection, the one with the big branches. Remember, Daddy? The one you gave me. That's my favorite."

	 

	"Okay, sweetie, Daddy loves you. Good night." And he brushed her cheek with a kiss.

	 

	A week later, after story time, Zainab's daddy asked again, "Do you love me?"

	 

	"Daddy, you know I love you."

	 

	"Then give me your pearls."

	 

	"Daddy, not my pearls. But you can have my little flower. The new one I got this Eid.."

	 

	"That's fine. Sleep well. God bless you, little one. Daddy loves you."

	 

	And as always, he brushed her cheek with a soft kiss.

	 

	A few nights later, when her daddy arrived, Zainab was sitting up in bed.

	 

	When he approached, he noticed her chin trembling and a silent tear rolling down her cheek. "What's the matter, Zainab, what's wrong?"

	 

	Zainab said nothing, but raised her little hand toward her daddy. And when she opened it, there was her little pearl necklace. With a little tremble, she finally said, "Here, Daddy; this is for you."

	 

	With tear-filled eyes, Zainab's father reached out one hand to take the necklace, and with the other he reached into his pocket and pulled out a blue velvet case with a necklace of real pearls and gave it to Zainab.

	 

	He had them all along.... He was just waiting for her to give
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