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Author’s Note

	Before You Take This Journey with Me
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	The book you hold is a collection of fifty beautiful, bittersweet lessons that I learned “the hard way” on my journey of life and love in this world. These are lessons that I often had to learn and re-learn over and over—even after Allah had already gifted me with soul-nourishing, blessed solitude in my life. 

	Some of what you’ll read here is excerpted from my journal reflections and blogs I’ve written over the years, and some is excerpted from not-yet-published books, including Loving Myself without Apologies or Permission and my Female Souls in Darkness and Light series.

	And some is what was simply on my heart and mind when I decided to write this book—and say the quiet part out loud.

	In this book, the quiet part includes two emotions that Muslim women are routinely shamed away from, especially when expressing them openly, and even when both are divinely blessed and socially urgent: joy and rage.

	 


For every beautiful, imperfect female soul.

	You matter. And know this: The world is a much better, more loving place with you in it.
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Prologue: My 50 Lessons from 50 Years

	“Though I write a lot about self-love today, self-love didn’t come naturally to me. It’s something I had to learn the hard way, through what I call ‘the fire of experience.’” —from the journal of Umm Zakiyyah
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	As I write this first line of the prologue, it is December 7th, 2024, the date which marks my 49th birthday according to the Gregorian calendar. This means that the book you are reading is being completed as I transition into my 50th year of life. In the Hijri calendar, I was born on the 4th of Dhul-Hijjah 1395, which means that about six months ago from the time that I’m writing this, I turned 50 years old. 

	This is a comforting reminder that my Merciful Rabb decreed for me to be born during the most blessed days in the Islamic year: the first ten days of Dhul-Hijjah. Prophet Muhammad (peace and blessings be upon him) said: “There are no days in which righteous deeds are more beloved to Allah than these ten days [of Dhul-Hijjah]” (Bukhari). 

	Till today, thinking of this hadith along with the date of my birth brings a smile to my face and fills my heart with joy. In my moments of private humor, I like to believe that my mother giving birth to me was in itself a righteous good deed.
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	For quite some time, I’ve wanted to write a book about the lessons I’ve learned during my brief sojourn in this world. 

	When I was turning 45, I started to write a book entitled, Loving Myself without Apologies or Permission. This book was inspired by a series of experiences that were both heart-warming and heartbreaking, so I wanted to write a book centered on the benefits of healthy self-love that I learned through it all. In that celebration of self-love, I’d decided to, as I allude to in the title of this current book, “say the quiet part out loud.” 

	As it relates to the theme of this book, “the quiet part” that I speak of in the title is a collection of fifty personal truths that I learned (and re-learned) over the years. Most of these truths were gleaned from lessons that “the fire of experience” taught me—most especially after I chose to walk away from unhealthy relationships and circumstances that were no longer beneficial for my life or nourishing to my soul. 

	Even though these truths encapsulate some of the most profound lessons I’ve learned during my nearly fifty years in this world, so very many of them are ones that I’ve intentionally kept quiet. And by quiet, I mean spoken about only between myself and my soul (and occasionally penned in my personal journal), as well as only between myself and my closest friends and loved ones.

	It’s not that I felt that there was anything inherently wrong or sinful about speaking these truths out loud. In fact, over the years I’ve come to share portions of these truths in books, speeches, and social media posts. 

	Nevertheless, there have always been some deeper silent truths that I’d previously chosen to keep hidden. Most notably, these are my personal truths that highlight the beautiful, joyful, and complex reality of what it truly means to be a divorced Muslim woman in this world. 

	Especially when you are content with—and even grateful for—the blessed solitude that Allah has gifted you.

	 


“Women are the cause of happiness of the heart. That’s why they’re also called the reason for happiness of the soul.”

	—Ibn al-Qayyim, Rawdat al-Muhibeen
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	“The best decisions I’ve ever made in life are two. Choosing myself and choosing my soul.”

	—from the journal of Umm Zakiyyah

	 


Part One: Feeling Safe and Loved in Life’s Redirection
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	“I used to spend so much time reacting and responding to everyone else that my life had no direction. Other people’s lives, problems, and wants set the course for my life. Once I realized it was okay for me to think about and identify what I wanted, remarkable things began to take place in my life.” ―Melody Beattie, The Language of Letting Go

	 


Lesson 1: Allah’s Qadar Will Redirect Your Life
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	During my last year of high school, I purchased a “senior book.” It was a memory book to be filled up with personal notes from classmates and an array of paraphernalia from that year and the previous three years. There were also reflective prompts on some of the pages. 

	In my senior memory book, one prompt asked, Where do you see yourself twenty years from now? 

	I thought about it, and after only a moment’s hesitation, I wrote: “Married with six children.” 

	Twenty years later, my life was the exact opposite: I was divorced and had suffered the loss of six unborn children before I had the opportunity to carry them to full term. 

	Some of these losses had been life threatening, and more than once I lay in a hospital bed wondering if I would live another day. 

	Or if I wanted to.
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	One day I lay awake in my bed at home recovering from yet another trial with my health. I was mentally spent and utterly confused about the purpose of all of this pain. In an effort to comfort me, my then husband said, “This is happening to you because Allah wants to keep you honest.”

	By honest he meant spiritually honest with a clean heart free of kibr (spiritually damaging pride) and untainted by ghuroor (spiritual self-deception). 

	His perspective gave me pause. Till today I often think about the profound insight in his words, especially after Allah tested me with the excruciating trial of facing the loss of that marriage itself. I one day found myself having to choose between my soul and my marriage.

	I chose my soul.

	[image: A black background with a black square

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

	Interestingly, it wasn’t the deeply painful parts of my divorce journey that I’ve felt most inclined to keep hidden over the years. It was the deeply validating parts. 

	This is because today, during these Last Days as we near the Day of Judgment, in most Muslim communities, it is more socially acceptable for a woman to speak openly about pain or regret following divorce—or about restlessly pining for male companionship while unmarried—than to speak openly about her contentment with Allah’s decree in divorce or about the deeply felt gratitude and inner peace she feels in solitude.

	While this qadar of contentment, gratitude, and inner peace is certainly not the experience of all unmarried women—whether single, divorced, or widowed—it is most certainly the experience of more Muslim women than we are willing to readily admit.

	Most Muslims like to believe that a woman choosing divorce is at best deeply shameful and harmful to the community at large. At worst, they see it as egregiously sinful and reprehensible for the woman’s own life and soul. Either way, a divorced woman is looked at as a “bad thing.” 

	So, naturally, these Muslims have no interest in amplifying the voices of believing women who are living in exponentially better spiritual, mental, and emotional wellness following the dissolution of their marriage. As a result, nearly all discussions of divorce in our community are cast into the negative category of an intentionally, stigmatizing “divorce epidemic.” Or it is looked at as a widespread social “disease” that needs to be rooted out and “cured.”

	For this reason, for years I kept quiet about my joy and spoke more about my pain. But today, for reasons far too many to enumerate in this moment, I’m choosing to not only affirm some painful truths I’ve learned on this journey, but to also openly affirm the joy, contentment, and spiritual tranquility that Allah has gifted me—and so many other women living in blessed solitude—after decreeing we walk alone in this world.

	At least for now.

	 


Lesson 2: There’s More than One Direction on Life’s Compass
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	Should I stay in my marriage and work it out? Or should I walk away and choose divorce? What is the right thing to do? These are the questions that so many Muslim women wrestle with each day.

	The answer to these questions will differ from person to person, marriage to marriage, and circumstance to circumstance—even amongst those who have seemingly identical challenges that brought them to this place.

	Sometimes the test in life is to remain right where you are. And then, with beautiful patience, you and your soul companion weather the storm together— even when every part of you (or them) wants to walk away. 

	Sometimes the test in life is to let go. And in this, you release your attachment to nearly everything that is familiar and beloved to you. Then, with beautiful patience, you weather the storm alone—by walking away from the coveted relationship that nearly every part of you wants to stay in.
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	On the outside looking in, both of these tests can look exactly the same. But for the ones experiencing them in intimate, excruciating detail, they do not feel even remotely the same.

	And that’s part of the test itself. 

	Here’s the undeniable truth for honest souls: No matter how clear the signs are that Allah has given you, there will inevitably be those around you who see your path differently. Then they will likely be very vocal and unapologetic about declaring what you should or should not do. All of this for an intimately personal decision that directly affects only your life and soul, not theirs.

	Many times, these opinionated people—who often wear the title therapist, relationship coach, spiritual teacher, scholar, or imam—will speak “scary truths” from mental health research, from society at large, or even from God and religion. They will often speak with such unwavering certainty that you’re left questioning yourself and doubting your own experience. Not only in your relationship with your husband, but also in your relationship with your own mind, soul, and Creator.

	“Did I misread the signs?” you ask yourself, thinking back on all the signs Allah had shown you that you should take one path or another. If you’ve already prayed Istikhaarah, you begin to wonder if you even did that prayer right.

	In the midst of such a severe trial and personal confusion, here’s the key: Recognize the unique divine signs Allah has gifted to your own nafs (inner self) specifically. Then move forward with what you know to be right and true for you—despite what even the most well-meaning friend, loved one, or spiritual advisor has to say about your ultimate decision. 

	Then make peace with the beautiful challenge that your Merciful, All-Wise Rabb is gifting you with this new redirection in life.

	 


Lesson 3: Some People Accept Only One Direction in Life
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	“I can’t believe all these women getting divorces nowadays,” the podcaster said. “It’s like marriage doesn’t mean anything anymore. Marriage is a vow for life, for better or worse. I wish all these modern women understood what it takes to really stand by your man. But keeping a vow of ‘till death do us part’ is for grown women, and there aren’t many of them these days.”

	In other words, this podcaster was accusing modern women of taking marriage lightly, tossing it out like old laundry when things got tough. As I listened, I was reminded of a blog I wrote years ago entitled, “Maybe It’s Divorce We’re Taking Lightly.” At the end of it, I said:

	“When we look at divorce honestly, we often find that amongst Muslims, it is not always the one seeking divorce who is taking marriage lightly. It is sometimes the parents and families [and communities who fail to understand or admit] that divorce is often sought as a last resort to restore psychological or spiritual peace. And when these men and women raise their hands to Allah and ask for relief, who are we to say they’re discounting the heavy responsibility of marriage? Divorce at such times may be a tremendous blessing for them, and we should not take this lightly.”

	In my own life, my heart has come to accept the divine wisdom in being redirected over and over again in different directions. Often times, these were redirects that I imagine I would’ve never chosen had I been the one in charge of my own qadar. When I think of the painful emotional and spiritual trials that would ultimately befall me on these new paths that Allah decreed for me, I can’t imagine I would’ve ever chosen them voluntarily. 

	At the same time, I can only imagine had I known ahead of time the immeasurable blessings that awaited me on these new paths, I likely would have been more patient, and even more grateful, at the beginning of the redirection.
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	One of the most challenging parts of accepting a divine redirection in life is that so very few of your friends, loved ones, and brothers and sisters in faith will support you. Most of our brethren in faith, blood, and friendship understand piety and goodness from only one vantage point. 

	For them, parts of this worldly experience that are decreed for the sons and daughters of Adam, like marrying and never divorcing, are seen as the only paths to serving and pleasing Allah. Thus, this singular “everlasting marriage” experience isn’t seen for what it actually is: as only one of many paths to serving and pleasing Allah. 

	In this narrow view of what life should look like for all “good Muslims,” so many men and women see marriage like they see the needle on a magnetic compass pointing in one specific direction. As a result, they see marriage like they see the compass needle pointing toward the qiblah (the direction of prayer) in Makkah—but only from their vantage point.

	So, for example, if at the moment, they are standing in their homeland, perhaps that needle always points northeast. As a result, they genuinely imagine that if you’re facing “the right direction” in Salaah, then you’ll always be facing northeast for your prayers. Then with conviction, they carry this argument to someone who lives on to the other side of the world, literally. 

	To them, worshipping Allah isn’t true worship unless the needle on the compass of life is always pointing in the same direction—even if you yourself are no longer standing in the same exact location that inspired you to come to that conclusion. In this way, these Muslims lose sight of the entire purpose of using “the compass of life” in the first place.
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	While it is true that my heart has come to accept the divine wisdom in the human soul being redirected over and over again in different directions throughout life, it is also true that my heart often forgets this wisdom. So, at times I find myself in the throes of emotional confusion and distress all over again.

	It is in these moments that I am given a divine sign, often from the most unexpected sources and at the most unexpected moments. Sometimes the sign comes from a random post on social media. This “random post” will be discussing precisely not only what I had been distressed about but also what I’d intended to distract my mind away from during my mindless scrolling. 

	Sometimes the sign comes from an email, a phone call, or even a video I began to watch purely for the sake of relaxing my mind. 

	More often than not, however, it comes from an ayah (divine verse) of the Qur’an that I happened to be reading or memorizing at the time. Usually, this is an ayah I had read many times before but never quite understood it in that way—and it is almost never from an ayah that I had planned to read or memorize for that purpose.

	In the next chapter, I discuss one such seemingly insignificant experience that happened one night I got up to pray.

	 


Lesson 4: Allah Is Your Guardian, Friend, and Protector
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	One day I found myself particularly distressed about not having a consistent trustworthy wali (guardian and protector) whom I felt could be a sincere, dedicated personal advocate for me. 

	That is, if I ever decided to get married again.

	At the time, there was no man that I myself was interested in. Nonetheless, it hurt to know that if there ever was someone who piqued my interest, I would be effectively alone in discerning whether or not he was good for me.

	These thoughts consumed me as I prepared for bed, and I began to feel a strong desire for compassionate masculine protection even beyond the context of just vetting a good man for marriage. The desire was for the type of protection many women experience from a loving, protective father or elder male relative. Though I had many elder male relatives, none of them were protective or deeply caring of me in the compassionate, committed way that my heart and soul needed—and my father had already passed away a few years before. 

	I wanted loving protection inspired by someone who fully saw me, who fully appreciated me, who fully understood me, and who wholehearted cared for me. Not a version of me that had been projected onto me or assumed about me or claimed how I should be. I wanted this protector to genuinely want me to be emotionally, mentally, and spiritually well—and was fully invested in supporting me living my best life from a space of joy and gratitude.

	As I settled under my covers and recited my Qur’an and prophetic adhkaar (spiritual affirmations and prayers) that were customary before sleeping, a sense of sadness settled over me. Who is my wali in this world, O Allah? my heart cried. Who is my protector? Who is my guardian? Who is my supporter?

	Hours later I woke for Qiyaam-ul-Layl in the last third of the night, and the traces of the melancholic thoughts had become distant. However, deep inside me was a quiet emotional aching for a trustworthy, protective wali.

	After performing wudhoo’ (ablution), I stood for Salaah and then after reciting Al-Faatihah, I began to read from the mus’haf (all-Arabic Qur’an) on the next page after where I’d left off from my last reading. As I began reciting aloud with Tajweed, the divine words touched a deep part of my heart. From the very first lines of the ayah, I felt deep inside that they were in direct response to my distress of the night before:
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	“Allah is the Wali (Guardian, Friend, and Protector) of those who believe. He brings them out from darknesses into the light…”

	—Al-Baqarah (2:257)

	I immediately burst into tears and began to sob uncontrollably as I stood before my Merciful Rabb in humility, awe, and gratitude. 

	In that moment, I knew that the One above the heavens was letting me know that He had taken it upon Himself to look after me and protect me from harm—whether in opening my heart to marriage or in remaining in blessed solitude in this world—even when I had no human companion or fatherly figure to fulfill that role.

	 


Lesson 5: Is It Possible that I Misread the Divine Signs?
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	On another occasion of human forgetfulness and crippling self-doubt, I found myself internalizing the messages of Muslims who consistently saw the choice of divorce as a “bad thing.” These were the Muslims who saw everlasting marriage like a compass needle that always needed to point northeast whenever it was time for Salaah. 

	For these Muslims, as alluded to in previous chapters, there was never an excuse to face a different direction while worshipping Allah—even if you were literally on the opposite side of the globe when it was time for prayer. To them, the qiblah pointed in one direction and one direction only, and that wherever it pointed from their place on earth. Every other direction was just “obviously wrong.”

	Maybe they’re right, I thought in despondence. 

	I began to doubt that I’d correctly read the divine signs, which previously had been so clear in pointing me to dissolving my marriage for the sake of my soul. 

	In this mental space, which treaded dangerously close to self-loathing, I began to wonder if there was something inherently wrong with me. After all, who was I to feel worthy of Allah’s love and support as a divorced woman? Especially when I was a Muslim woman who had chosen divorce? 

	And wasn’t it true that Shaytaan absolutely loved destroying marriages? So, hadn’t I been aiding and abetting him by destroying mine?

	But even more so, a small voice reminded me, Shaytaan loves destroying souls.

	Yes, it was true I had prayed Istikhaarah—multiple times—and I had even actively searched for signs that I should stay in my marriage. 

	Yes, it was also true that I had made myself physically sick frantically seeking ways to “be patient” with all I was being tested with in that marriage. 

	And yes, it was also true that I could barely walk at the end of it all. I had even temporarily lost feeling in my limbs and mobility in one of my hands. This, because my body was overwhelmed with stress from the extremely heightened cortisol levels. 

	But still, I found myself asking: Was it possible that I’d misread the divine signs? 
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	Over and over, I kept doubting myself, and the crippling questions flooded through me.

	Was it possible that what I’d assumed was Allah pointing me in a different direction in life was really just my lower nafs tricking me into choosing divorce? 

	While it was true that I’d been facing some pretty weighty trials, were these trials ever truly serious enough for me to turn away from the soul companionship of marriage? 

	What if, in fact, it had been Shaytaan all along inciting me to shift my life in an entirely new direction?
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	These were the questions that consumed me one morning after Fajr as I opened the mus’haf to begin memorizing a new page of the Qur’an. Reminding myself that I was due to recite to my teacher the next day, I mentally pushed aside my thoughts of self-reproach and focused on my hifdh.

	I opened the Qur’an to the last page I’d memorized and began reading from the top of the next page. After doing Isti’aadhah (seeking refuge in Allah from Shaytaan), as is customary before reciting the Qur’an, I began reciting aloud with Tajweed this ayah, while also mentally translating the meaning into English:
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	“The fools among the people will say, ‘What has turned them away from their qiblah, which they used to face?’ Say, ‘To Allah belongs the east and the west. He guides whom He wills to a straight path.’”

	—Al-Baqarah (2:142)

	Though I had read this ayah many times—at least once a week while regularly reading from Al-Baqarah for years—it was as if I was reading these divine words for the first time in that moment. 

	As my heart processed the spiritual depth and weighty meaning of these divine words, which went far beyond a discussion of the historical event of the qiblah changing from Masjid Al-Aqsa in Palestine to the Ka’bah in Makkah, I felt in them a personal message to me from my Merciful Rabb about my own divinely inspired redirection in life.

	In that moment, I felt in the depths of my soul that Allah was comforting and reassuring me specifically. It was as if He was saying to me: 

	Dear restless soul, know this:

	It is only the most foolish amongst people who would ask why the
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