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AsMuslims living in a

non-Muslim country, we
areoften deprived of ex-
periencing theblessingsof
living in aMuslim one.

I spent thepast sum-
mer in Sudan after an ab-
senceof fiveyears. Upon
arriving at Khartoum Int’ l
Airport, and smirking at
the fakepalm tress that
surrounded thepremises,
the first thing that held my
attention were thewords
inscripted in enormous
bold writing at theen-
trance to theairport: " My
Lord, make thisa City of
Peace, and feed itspeo-
plewith fruits, such of
them asbelieve in Allah
and theLast Day." (2-
126)

It wasa refreshing
welcome, a far cry from

the usual scenes that
typically greet usat other
airports.

As I look back, I realize
that in themidst of classes,
football games, papersand
exams, it isoften hard for
us to fit asmall place for
Allah in our hectic sched-
ules. Westrive to find the
time to read a few ayahs, to
pray a few rakahs, or just to
take timeand thank Allah
for all that Hehasso merci-
fully bestowed upon us.
This fact wasmadepain-
fully clear to me thissum-
mer.

Islam waspresent and
clear in every aspect of life.
It waspresent in themorn-
ing tv and radio programs
that begin theday with
recitationsof theHoly
Book, in thestillnessof the
city during Friday prayer
time,in my cousin's gold
necklace that was found

and returned
to her by the
new house-
keeper and in
thekind eyes
of theelderly
man who took
time to say
Salawhile
limping with
hiscane to the

masjid.
It was in

thebreakson
collegecam-
pusesduring
salah times,
and in the
content in my
grandfather's
eyesafter
making du’a
at Fajr.

It was in my five-year-old
cousin's attempts to pro-
nounce thewordsof Surat
Al-Mulk, and in the tear-
stained faceof asilent
mother holding tightly to a
small Quran asshe
watchesher son being car-
ried to thegraveand in my
grandmother'sgentleshak-
ings to wake thehouse for
Fajr.

During my stay in Su-
dan, I spent timewith old
friendsand family, was
greatly entertained by my
cousins, heavily spoiled by
my grandfather, and even
went to an amusing imita-
tion of an American mall. I
walked along thebanksof
theNile, had dinner with
the former presidential ad-
visor, Dr. Hassan Al

Turabi, and experienced
thepainfully slow dial-
up internet about which
my cousin so often
boasts.

My favoritememo-
ries remain seeing my
cousin's innocent face
light up in abeautiful
smile, catching my
grandmother unaware
with apicture, early
morning talkswith my
grandfather, and waking
up to thebeautiful sound
of theAdhan calling the
country to pray and
praise theLord of all the
worlds.

Visiting family and
going overseasgives life
and Islam adifferent per-
spective. I cameback
homewith memories to
shareand reflect upon
and I hope that everyone

skin with every step. How was it possible that I was
so near theRasul (SAW) and wasoneof the first few
to meet him thanight? Why was I chosen over so
many deserving others to placemy forehead wherehe
(SAW) would stand to lead prayer?

Prophet (SAW) (Continued from page 1)

I later discovered that I never deserved thisgift,
but that I was to learn from it and let it changemy
life, and Insha'Allah I pray that it will. But let thisbe
my 300th word, oneword to not only describe the
bounty I wasshown that night, but my whole life:
Subhan'Allah.

Masjid in Khartoum


