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ά¢ƘŜ bƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ tƻǿŜǊ ƛǎ ōŜǧŜǊ 
ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ 
ŀƴƎŜƭǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ {ǇƛǊƛǘ ŘŜǎŎŜƴŘ 
ǘƘŜǊŜƛƴ ōȅ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ 
[ƻǊŘ ŦƻǊ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳŀǧŜǊΦ tŜŀŎŜ ƛǘ 
ƛǎ ǳƴǝƭ ǘƘŜ ŜƳŜǊƎŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ 
ŘŀǿƴΦέόфтΥо-сύ  

 

wŀǎǳƭǳƭƭŀƘ  ǎŀƛŘΣ ά²ƘƻŜǾŜǊ 

ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ŀǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ƛǘ όǘƘŜ 
ƳƻƴǘƘ ƻŦ wŀƳŀŘŀƴύ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ 
ǎƛƴŎŜǊŜ CŀƛǘƘ ŀƴŘ ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ 
ǊŜǿŀǊŘ ŦǊƻƳ !ƭƭŀƘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ŀƭƭ Ƙƛǎ 
ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ǎƛƴǎ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜƴΦ έ 
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ά! ¢ŀǎōƛƘŀƘ όȊƛƪǊύ  ƛƴ wŀƳŀŘŀƴ 
ƛǎ ōŜǧŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ŀ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ 
¢ŀǎōƛƘŀƘ ƛƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƛǘΦέ  

WŀƳƛ ŀǘ-¢ƛǊƳƛŘƘƛ  

Your heart calls to Allah, even as you are 

reading this, sixty to one hundred times a 

minute. Modern science says when the 

heart beats it sounds, ñLub-Dub, Lub-

Dub.ò However it reality, it actually says, 

ñAl-Lah, Al-Lah.ò With every beat, your 

heart remembers the One who created it, 

and itôs Rightful Owner.  

You do not have to believe me, just listen 

for yourself. Just sit on the floor, face the 

Kaôbah, close your eyes, visualize the 

name of Allah written on your heart, and 

concentrate. You will start to hear the 

dhikr (remembrance/litany) of your heart.  

ñAl-Lah, Al-Lah, Al-Lah.ò  

The fact of the matter is that our fitra 

(natural inclination) is towards remember-

ing Allah. But we often get caught up in 

the stresses, desires, anxieties, and enjoy-

ments of life that we forget this. We forget 

to feed our hearts with that which nourish-

es itï dhikrAllah.  

The month of Ramadan is here to help us 

nourish our hearts and to free it from the 

chains of shaytan and of our ego; to free it 

from those things which prevent our hearts 

from remembering and loving Allah.  

This is why Allah says in the Qurôan that 

fasting has been prescribed to us. Itôs a 

prescription or a means to bring our hearts 

back to Allah, to purify it of all the imper-

fections it may have, and to free it. 

Abstaining from permissible things like 

eating helps us put things into perspective. 

Not only does it teach us patience, but it 

makes us truly grateful for what we have. 

This shifting of perspectives allows us to 

grow and soften our hearts.  

Allah gave us this month as a reminder 

that His doors of mercy are always open, 

no matter how bad of a person we may 

feel we are. Mawlana Rumi once said, 

ñCome, come again. Ours is not               

a caravan of despair.ò 

Although our hearts may feel distant from 

Allah, heavy, or blackened from sins, the 

month of Ramadan is a powerful reminder 

that our hearts are naturally inclined to 

good. And even if they are a little dirty, 

Allah has given us a whole month to puri-

fy ourselves. 

Our fasts, taraweeh, and the Qurôan we 

read allows our hearts the freedom to 

breath once again. May this blessed month 

of Ramadan serve as a means of setting all 

our hearts free so they can continue to beat 

ñAl-Lah, Al-Lah.ò 
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  йжК  сЎϼ

Hadrat Ali йзК  сЎϼ is the fourth Khaliph of 

Islam, the fourth of the four rightly guided 

Khaliphs, the Khulipha Rashideen. The impact he 

had on the progression of our deen is tremendous 

as his actions earned him the title ñAsadullah,ò 

ñLion of Allah.ò It was this Lion йзК  сЎϼ  that 

was able to take down the impenetrable fortress of 

Khaybar. Hadrat Ali also married a Queen of 

Jannah, Bibi Fatimah Az Zahra ϝлзК  сЎϼ . 

Being from the family of Rasulullah  йуЯК  сЯЊ

 бЯЂм йЮϜм   he had done justice to the name of Islam 

with his innumerable noble acts. However, even 

with all the sacrifices Hadrat Ali йзК  сЎϼ made 

for this Ummah, he was assassinated. But Allah 

 сЮϝЛϦ м йжϝϳϡЂ  chose the exalted fate of a shaheed, 

martyr, for His Lion in the month of Ramadan. 

In the morning, Hadrat Ali йзК  сЎϼ had gone to 

the masjid to pray. At this time in Islamic history, 

the center of the Islamic state was in Kufa, Iraq. 

Even though the area of Iraq and other territories 

were under Islamic rule, there were still deviants 

who claimed to be Muslim, even though their 

hearts were with Shaytan. One such man was Ibn 

Muljim. 

Hadrat Ali йзК  сЎϼ went into the masjid and 

started to pray; however, Ibn Muljim cowardly 

attacked Hadrat Ali with a poisoned sword from 

the back while he was in sujood. Asadullah  сЎϼ

йзК   fell to the floor as Ibn Muljim ran away 

with his sword dripping with blood. Hadrat Ali 

was seen bleeding and was taken care of while 

some other companions went to catch the 

murderer.  

Although Hadrat Ali was being bandaged, the 

severity of the wound and the mixing of the poison 

had made his recovery uncertain. A glass of milk 

was brought to Hadrat Ali in order to replenish his 

lost blood volume and quench his thirst. In this 

time, Ibn Muljim had finally been captured, and he 

was brought before Hadrat Ali йзК  сЎϼ  .  

Ibn Muljim was breathing heavily as he stood 

before the Lion of Allah in fear and panic. Imam 

Ali noticed this and looked at the glass of milk that 

was handed to him, and then he looked at Ibn 

Muljim seeing his thirst. Hadrat Ali drank half of 

the glass of milk and then gave the rest of it to Ibn 

Muljim to finish. Even in his injured condition, 

Hadrat Ali was more concerned about the needs of 

others more than his own! He then told his son, 

Imam Hasan, to have mercy on Ibn Muljim and to 

treat him with sympathy and pity since he was 

trembling with fear.  

Everyone there was shocked at this motion of 

generosity from Imam Ali йзК  сЎϼ . Not only 

was he placing others before himself, but he was 

showing mercy to his own murderer! Even Imam 

Hasan was himself slightly confused at this 

overwhelming mercy towards the hypocrite who 

tried killing him. It was then that Hadrat Ali 

clarified. 

ñWe are the members of a house of whom any 

wrong committed against them, will only make 

them more generous, tolerant, and forgiving. 

Mercy and kindness are our traits and not his. I 

want you to feed him from your food and give him 

a drink from your water. Don't tie his hands or his 

feet. And if I die then you can execute a just 

judgment and when executing him without his 

suffering. And don't mutilate his body for your 

grandfather Muhammad  бЯЂм йуЯК  сЯЊ  used to 

say; "Don't mutilate even the body of a rabid dog". 

And if I live, then I would know what to do with 

him, and I am rather entitled to pardon.ò 
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Layatul Qadr is translated as the ñNight of 

Power.ò This night is superior than 1000 months 

and has been sent down as a gift to the Ummah of 

Rasulullah ) (. It falls in the Month of Ramadan 

on one of the last odd days of the month ( 21st, 

23rd, 25th, 27th, or 29th). Layatul Qadr is the 

night that Allah had sent down the Holy Qurôan. 

To explain the significance of this night, 

HabibAllah )( , told his companions about four 

of the Bani Israel, Ayyub (Job) Alayhis Salaam, 

Zakaryya (Zacharias) Alayhis Salaam, Hizqil 

(Ezekiel) Alayhis Salaam, and Yusha óibn Nun 

(Nun) Alayhis Salaam. He )(  was explaining 

that these four worshipped Allah and faithfully 

served Him for eighty years. Within those 80 

years, not a single moment, second, or even one 

blinking of the eye was not spent without 

obedience and service to Allah.  

The Sahaba were amazed and bewildered at this; 

however, at that time Jibrael (Gabriel) Alayhis 

Salaam came down to Rasulullah )(  and said, 

ñOh Muhammad, it seems to have come as a great 

surprise to you and your Companions, to learn that 

these individuals were devoted to worshipful 

service for eighty years, without disobeying Allah 

(Exalted is He) for one single twinkling of an eye 

in all of that time. So now, Allah has sent down to 

you something even better than that!ò Jibrael 

Alayhis Salaam then recited Surah Al-Qadr (Surah 

95) to the Messenger of Allah )(  .  Jibrael 

Alayhis Salaam then said, ñThis is even more 

excellent than that which you and your Sahaba 

(Companions) found so amazing.ò  

Also, on another occasion, Yahya ibn Najih said, 

ñOnce upon a time, among the Children of Israel 

(Bani Israil), there was a man who carried a 

weapon for one thousand months in the service of 

Allahôs cause (fi sabili llah), and not once in all of 

that time did he set his weapon aside. Allahôs 

Messenger )(  mentioned this to his 

Companions, and they found the story quite 

amazing. So it was then that Allah sent down the 

revelation: ñThe Night of Power is better than a 

thousand monthsò (97:3) ðmeaning: ôbetter than 

those thousand months, during which that man 

bore a weapon in the service of Allahôs cause, and 

never once set his weapon aside.ô  

What a supreme blessing this night really is. All 

the reward of those years of worship and service to 

Allah, wrapped up and presented to the Ummah of 

HabibAllah )(  in a single night. SubahanôAllah! 

We should try our best do more ibadat (worship) 

and make lots of duôa, especially in these last five 

nights of Ramadan, upon which any one night may 

be Laylatul Qadr. One particular duôa is that of 

forgiveness which was taught to Bibi Ayesha. Bibi 

Ayesha ϝлзК  сЎϼ  was reported to have said, ñI 

asked the Messenger of Allah: 'O Messenger of 

Allah, if I know what night is the night of Qadr, 

what should I say during it?' He said: 'Say: O 

Allah, You are forgiving and You love to 

forgive, so forgive me.ò   

 с̴̵ж̲К ̳Р̶Кϝ̲Т ̲м̶У̲Л̶ЮϜ ΗϞϲ̴̳Ϧ ̪ Δм̳У̲К ̲ШΖж̴Ϝ Ζа̳лΖЯЮ̲Ϝ 

May Allah give us all the tawfiq to reap the 

benefits of this night. For surely we are in dire 

need of such barakah. Ameen. 
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After our Master had honored the world of the 

Hereafter, Fatimah would neither eat nor drink and 

she forgot all laughter and joy. She had an 

apartment built for her in which she stayed by 

night and day, weeping her heart out for her 

beloved father.  

She passed time sobbing and sighing; nothing 

could take away her grief. As soon as she had done 

her household chores and taken care of her 

husband, Ali, and their lambs, Hasan and Husain, 

she would continue weeping: "O my beloved 

daddy! To whom have you left your Fatimah?"  

Six months went by in this fashion until Fatimah 

got so thin that there was nothing left of her but 

skin and bones. One night she was weeping as 

usual when she heard a voice outside calling: "O 

beloved daughter of the Messenger of Allah! O 

daughter of the Messenger!" Peering out, she 

realized that the voice she had heard calling her 

was that of a camel named 'Abda' which once 

belonged to our Master () but had fled from 

Medina after his death. Our Master's departure had 

been more than this camel could endure and, in its 

bewilderment, it had fled to the mountains and 

desert. Some days it would come to Medina and 

stare through the gate of the Prophet's mosque at 

the prayer-niche of the Messenger, but when it 

failed to see our Master, it would bellow, rub its 

face on the ground, then shed tears as it ran off 

again into the desert. Now, this camel had come to 

the door of the venerable Fatimah and was saying 

in articulate language: "O daughter of the 

Messenger of Allah! May the peace of Allah be 

upon you. Since your father left this world, I have 

been forbidden to eat or drink. My yearning for the 

Messenger has grown even stronger. I have 

decided to go soon to the other world, to the side 

of the Messenger of Allah. Have you any orders?" 

Weeping copiously, Fatimah embraced the camel's 

neck and kissed its eyes as she said: "O 'Abda', 

salute my father. His Fatima, the light of his eye, 

can no longer bear this separation. I want you to 

tell him to take me to his side!" Replying: 

"Welcome, on my head be it!" 'Abda' nuzzled 

Fatima's feet then left her and went to the 

Prophet's mosque. It looked at the Prophet's prayer

-niche, then gave a bellow and dashed its head 

against the rocks. The following night Fatimah 

saw our Master in the world of dreams, where he 

greeted her with: "O Fatima, light of my eyes! I 

long to see you; I am yearning for you. Tomorrow 

you shall come to me!" In the morning she stood 

happily in the presence of the Almighty to perform 

her prayer, then she washed and combed the 

honored Imam Hasan and the martyr-to-be Imam 

Husayn, and dressed them in new clothes. She 

cleaned the house of Ali the Elect. When Imam 
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Ali came home he was astonished to see how 

happy his wife was. He asked her the reason for 

her joy, but Fatimah gave no reply. She made a 

meal and they ate together, "O Fatima," said Ali 

the Elect, "Speak to me for the sake of Allah! 

Never have I seen you so happy since the departure 

of the Messenger. What is it; what is going on?" 

Fatimah now replied: "O Water-bearer of Kawthar 

and Victor of Khaybar! O my husband, we shall 

meet again at the resurrection. I dreamt of a 

journey; last night I saw my beloved father. He 

called me to his side and today I am taking leave of 

you. I ask you to discharge me of my obligations 

and I commit my Hasan and my Husayn to the 

care, first of Allah, then of you. Look after them 

well! Treat them kindly! Do not tell them that I am 

no longer there! O Ali, I am twice an orphan, 

having lost my mother and then my beloved father. 

Remember me, and offer a prayer for me when you 

look upon the lonely and the orphans of this 

world." On hearing these words from the venerable 

Batul, Imam Ali could not hold back his tears. He 

wept: "O beloved of the Messenger of Allah, 

please do not complain of me to your father. I have 

failed to treat you as you deserved. I was poor and 

could not make you happy. Do not hold it against 

me!" Then he embraced her with tender longing 

and they both wept. The noble Hasan and Husayn 

joined in this tearful parting. After the noon prayer, 

Fatimah fell sick. Calling the Chosen Imam to her 

side, she gave her final instructions: "O Ali," she 

said, "fetch me that chest over there..." The 

venerable Ali did as she asked. Then the venerable 

daughter of the Messenger opened the chest and 

took from its wrapping a green satin edict, the 

writing on which was of light. "O 'Ali," she said, 

"Put this edict in with my shroud. Do you know 

what it is? When I was to be given to you in 

marriage, I did not accept the dower of four 

hundred dirhams. I prayed that my dower might be 

an intercession on the coming Day of Resurrection 

for the sinners of this community, and this was 

accepted by the Exalted Lord. This divine edict is 

the proof of my having received the right of 

intercession on behalf of the sinners of this 

Community. Place it in my shroud, so that I may 

later produce it in the presence of the Almighty." 

Then she continued her instructions: "You are to 

take me to my father's tomb, saying: 'O Messenger 

of Allah, we bring you your dear Fatima, the light 

of your eyes.' You are then to act upon whatever 

response you may receive." A moment later, the 

triumphant soul of the venerable Fatimah had 

soared to the World of High, in compliance with 

the divine command: "Return!" . The people of the 

Prophet's household were plunged in a sea of pain 

and sorrow; their sighing and sobbing made the 

angels in heaven weep. The whole of Medina was 

shedding tears of blood. She, whom the King of 

Messengers had called a part of himself, was 

leaving the transitory world to honor the world of 

perpetuity, leaving the entire community 

motherless. The only person happy at this parting 

was Fatimah herself, who was joining her beloved 

father. Imam Ali personally washed and 

enshrouded her body, putting the divine edict in 

with her shroud. He carried out the funeral 

ceremonies in accordance with the instructions of 

the venerable Batul. The washing and enshrouding 

of his wife was the prerogative of Imam Ali alone. 

After performing the funeral prayer, the venerable 

Ali came to the tomb of the Messenger. He set 

down the bier of the venerable Fatimah at the gate 

of the tomb and called inside: "O Messenger of 

Allah, I bring you your beloved daughter Fatima!" 

It is related that when he spoke these words the 

Prophet's tomb split open, two blessed hands 

emerged from within and a voice was heard to 

reply: "Bring her to me, my Fatima, the light of my 

eye, the joy of my heart!" Then those hands 

embraced the venerable Fatimah and drew her 

within. She was returned a moment later and they 

buried her in the cemetery known as the Garden of 

the Grove . There she lies to this day. May Allah 

grant us the lawful means to visit or revisit her 

tomb.  

- Shaykh Muzaffer Ozak al-Jerrahi 
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