INTRODUCTION
I’m writing this book for every aggrieved heart that has gone through experiences that have needed them to have an extraordinary amount of patience. In this book, I relate my experiences that I went through within just a span of two years and reflect on them by sharing the reflections and lessons learnt through the journey and also reflect on how my faith help me through this tremendously difficult time. I hope this book will hopefully inspire you to be more patient and not lose hope in Allah amidst the trial.
This book is divided into two parts:
The first part of this book which I have named Love and Loss deals with the journey of seeing my mom’s diagnosis of cancer, to seeing her through the treatment to her IC days and ultimately loosing her and the grief of that.
The second part of this book which I have named Breaking and rebuilding xdeals with the trial of me going through the earthquake in Turkey, and going through a divorce with all the grief that comes with it and finally being a single parent and having to navigate that amidst the challenges.






Chapter 1: A Heart That Gave Without Limits
A tribute to my beloved mother, and to all who walk the path of illness or care for those who do.
This chapter and the ones that follow it is dedicated to anyone who has received a difficult medical diagnosis - especially cancer - or who has walked beside a loved one as they faced such a battle. Whether you are a patient or a caregiver, I see you. I feel the weight of your exhaustion, the silent prayers whispered through tears, and the aching helplessness of watching someone you love slowly wither under the weight of pain.
This chapter, alongside the one on my mother’s passing, has been the most difficult for me to write. It’s been poured out with tears, stitched together with memories, and held up by love. I believe it will speak to any grieving heart—whether your loved one has already returned to Allah or is still with you, because sometimes, we begin grieving long before the final goodbye.
Let me now share with you the heart and soul of my beloved mother—may Allah have mercy on her and forgive all her shortcomings. Even as I write this, I struggle with where to begin. How do you encapsulate a life of selflessness, kindness, and radiant faith in a few pages? How do you do justice to someone whose love shaped your entire world?
My mother was a present, involved, and deeply loving woman. She wanted the very best for her children, her family, and even strangers. I was her first child, and I often felt I had a front-row seat to her strength, character, and unwavering sincerity.
From all I’ve heard and witnessed, she was a disciplined, respectful, and intelligent young girl. She carried herself with dignity and earned the role of head girl in her secondary school. Her kindness knew no tribe or social class—she had friends from across Nigeria and treated everyone with the same warmth. After graduating from school, she went on to study Computer Science at university. Though she originally dreamed of becoming a doctor, Allah had a better plan: He gave her two children who would become doctors instead—myself and my immediate younger brother.
She had me during her final year at university, and after graduation, she joined my father in Lagos, Nigeria before they eventually settled in Abuja, where my siblings and I spent our childhood.
Throughout our early years, she chose to be a stay-at-home mother, fully dedicating herself to our upbringing, except for a short while that she worked as an assistant lecturer in the university. She later returned to work as a teacher, and finally joined an IT company. But one of her greatest personal milestones was when she secured a PhD program in Istanbul—around the same time I moved to Turkey. She was proof that one could remain a lifelong learner and seeker of excellence.
My mother was remarkably warm and friendly. She had an expansive heart and made space for everyone in her life, regardless of their background or social standing. Her phone never stopped ringing—someone always needed her: for advice, comfort, or support. I used to jokingly tell her that if you needed anything from her, you’d better reach her before she hopped on a call with one of her friends on the phone. That’s how loved and needed she was.
She was the “mummy” of our extended family in Abuja. Relatives passing through the city often stayed in our home, welcomed without hesitation. She would visit those who were sick, comfort those grieving, and celebrate with those who had good news. Her life was service.
And her generosity? Truly, it knew no limits. An example was when we were young and my father gave her money to buy Eid clothes for herself. She heard about a mother in our hometown who was struggling to feed her children. Without blinking, she gave the entire sum to a relative to buy food and necessities for them. She wore something she already had instead. That was Mama.
Even in her last days in the ICU, her giving heart never stopped. When we informed her that a friend had sent her money for her medical bills, she asked us to split the money and give half to the aunt who helped deliver it—because she too might need it. SubhanAllah. Who thinks like that while battling for their life?
She would still arrange for gifts to be sent to her friends, siblings, and neighbors even during her illness. I pray that she is among those whose charity will shade them on the Day of Judgment, as the Prophet ﷺ said in a hadith:
"The believer's shade on the Day of Resurrection will be his charity." (Tirmidhi)
But perhaps the most defining part of my mother’s character was her love for Allah and commitment to Tawheed. She remained firmly upon the path of truth, and never stopped seeking knowledge or encouraging others to do so. Many women wear the hijab today because of her influence. I remember a former neighbor crying as she came to offer condolences. She said, “Anti Madina encouraged me to start attending Islamiya classes and wear the hijab. She changed my life.” Another family had several daughters who started wearing full hijab and deepened their faith—all sparked by her gentle dawah.
She spoke about Allah with deep love and sincerity. May that love be her light in the grave and her companion into Jannah.
Dear reader, this is only a glimpse of who my mother was. Her story is too rich to fit within the pages of a single chapter. But my hope is that in reading this, you feel the depth of what it means to live a life of service, sincerity, and faith. If you’ve ever had the blessing of such a person in your life—cherish them. And if you’ve lost them, know that their goodness lives on in you, and that your grief is a testimony of deep love.
May Allah forgive our parents, elevate their ranks, and reunite us with them in the highest levels of Jannah. Ameen.

The Beginning of the Storm
My mother’s illness began quietly—so quietly that none of us imagined what was coming.
Before she left for Turkey to begin her PhD, she traveled to our hometown in Nigeria for Eid. It was during that visit that she began experiencing a sharp pain in her breast. Concerned, she reached out to my cousin—her brother’s son—who was a doctor in town. He examined her, found nothing alarming, and gave her a few medications. At the time, it seemed minor. Everyone assumed it was nothing.
After she moved to Istanbul to begin her studies, I visited her frequently. During one of my visits, she went out to sit an exam and returned having fallen, injuring her right arm. Not long after, her left arm began to swell. But because her right arm had shrunk slightly due to the injury, the swelling on the left wasn’t immediately obvious. She thought the size difference between her arms was simply due to the injury—and so did we.
It wasn’t until she returned to Nigeria for a short holiday that things took a more serious turn. One morning, she woke up to find her left breast visibly swollen. There was no lump, but the swelling was unmistakable. Alarmed, she called her sister—also a doctor—and they went straight to the hospital.
An ultrasound was performed, followed by a mammogram. The results were inconclusive. There were some abnormalities, but nothing clearly diagnostic. A biopsy was advised, and when the first one came back with unusual but non-definitive findings, the doctor suggested repeating it. My mother, however, declined. She was tired of the uncertainty and wasn’t convinced that it was anything serious.
Around that time, her UK visa—already in process—was approved. She decided to travel there to continue the investigation, especially since my father was already there, and my brother was working in the UK as well.
It was during her very first doctor’s appointment in the UK that she heard the words that would change everything.
After listening to her symptoms and conducting an examination, the doctor shared his suspicion: inflammatory breast cancer. Further tests confirmed it. She had a rare and aggressive form of breast cancer—one that often goes undetected in its early stages because it doesn't always present with a lump. By then, the disease had already spread to the lymph nodes.
Everything changed after that. Within six weeks, she began chemotherapy—an intense and consuming process that would continue for the next two years, with only short breaks in between. Her treatment began in London. After months of chemotherapy, she underwent a mastectomy and axillary clearance, followed by radiotherapy. It was a grueling cycle of hope and hardship.
During this period, we all tried to be there for her. I visited with my son. My younger siblings came. Her sisters and friends did what they could. But there were stretches of time when she was alone—visa issues, travel challenges, and responsibilities made it difficult for us to always be by her side. That was one of the hardest parts: knowing that someone so loving, so giving, could at times face her pain in solitude.
This was the beginning of my mother’s journey with cancer. In the next chapter, I will share more about her treatment, the side effects, the moments of hope, and the heartbreaking decline. But before that, I want to reflect on some of the lessons I learned during this initial phase—lessons that have stayed with me and shaped how I understand strength, trust in Allah, and the resilience of the human spirit.









When the Sky Fell Blue: The Day Everything Changed
13th October 2022.
I can never forget that day. It will forever remain etched in my soul as the day I found out my mother had cancer. Ironically, it was a harder day for me than the day the doctor broke the news that she had passed two years later. That moment—of discovery—brought with it a silent storm, a flood of confusion, denial, and helplessness. Perhaps what made it even harder was that I never saw it coming. I didn’t even fully understand the signs, because I was far away, in another country, caught up in the rhythm of life and completely unaware that my mother was experiencing the symptoms of breast cancer alone as she had barely talked about to it to me.
And what a day it was—deceptively beautiful. I was in one of the most breathtaking cities in the world: Antalya, Turkey. The sun was shining, the air was fresh, and my heart was light. I felt so at peace. I had just returned from the UK after sitting for my PLAB 2 exams. Everything seemed to be falling into place. I was healthy, surrounded by loved ones, hopeful about the future. It truly felt like the hadith of the Prophet ﷺ:
"Whoever among you wakes up secure in his property, healthy in his body, and has his food for the day—it is as if the whole world has been gathered for him.” (Tirmidhi)
That was exactly how I felt—grateful, content, fulfilled. Alhamdulillah.
The plan was simple: stay back in Turkey for just one day to resolve some residence permit issues, then return to London the following day. I hadn’t seen my mother throughout my stay in the UK. She was in London while I had stayed in Liverpool and written my exams in Manchester. Unknown to me, she had already received her diagnosis and, with incredible courage, chose not to inform me. She knew I had important exams ahead and didn’t want to distract or burden me. Her love was that selfless.
She had informed my ex-husband instead. May Allah bless him—he had taken me around Antalya to enjoy a brief escape. We explored the city, visited popular spots, and finally sat at a peaceful beach, letting the waves wash away our fatigue. It was a perfect day—until it wasn’t.
Sitting there, enjoying the sea breeze, he turned to me and said gently, “I received Mama’s medical report, but I don’t really understand it. Can you take a look?”
He handed me the report casually, not knowing that it was about to shatter my heart.
I opened the report and read. One word jumped out like a dagger: cancer. My breath caught. My chest tightened. It was like a sudden, violent storm inside me. Everything blurred. The sky, the waves, the warmth of the sun—all disappeared as if someone had turned the lights off in my world. Tears rolled down my cheeks uncontrollably. I asked that we return to the hotel, where I sobbed for hours.
That evening, I messaged her, holding back tears: “I found out everything today. You didn’t tell me. Everything will be fine, in shaa Allah.”
She replied gently, explaining that it had started around Eid, when her breast became inflamed. In Nigeria, a clear diagnosis couldn’t be made, but later it was confirmed—inflammatory breast cancer localized to the breast. Alhamdulillah, she said. Always hopeful. Always patient. Always positive—may Allah have mercy on her soul.
She explained that she couldn’t tell me as she knew I had exams and she didn’t want the news to shatter me completely. A mother’s love- so gentle and ever protective.
That day taught me something profound: we truly do not know what tomorrow holds. In the blink of an eye, life can turn. And if our hearts haven’t been trained in shukr during ease, they’ll crumble when tested with sabr during hardship.
“And certainly, We shall test you with something of fear, hunger, loss of wealth, lives and fruits; but give glad tidings to the patient—those who, when disaster strikes them, say, ‘Indeed we belong to Allah, and indeed to Him we will return.’”
—Surah Al-Baqarah (2:155–156)
If life is going well for you today, fall into sujood and thank Allah. And beg Him for the strength to be patient when the storm inevitably hits. Because if you’re too attached to ease, if you become too comfortable, you may not know how to survive the moment your world shakes. That’s when some people turn to dangerous coping mechanisms—substances, denial, spiritual disconnect, or even disbelief. May Allah protect us all.
Remember, the Prophet ﷺ said:
“Patience is at the first strike of calamity.” (Bukhari)
Once, he passed by a woman crying beside a grave. He told her to have patience, but she, not knowing who he was, said, “Go away! You haven’t been afflicted like I have.” Later, when she realized, she had spoken to the Messenger of Allah ﷺ, she came to him full of remorse. He replied with wisdom that still echoes in our hearts:
“Indeed, patience is only at the first strike of calamity.”
Don’t ever feel immune to trials. They will come. That is the promise of life. It doesn’t matter if you are rich or poor, religious or struggling, privileged or oppressed—Allah will test each of us uniquely.
“Do the people think they will be left to say ‘We believe’ and they will not be tested?”
—Surah Al-‘Ankabut (29:2)
For some, the test is in faith, like the youth of the cave (Ashab al-Kahf), the people of the trench (Ashab al-Ukhdood),and the Sahaba who were tested because of their faith like Sumayya (RA), Bilaal (RA) and Khabbab ibn Arat. For others, it’s in health, like the noble Prophet Ayyub (AS), who endured severe illness for years without complaint. Others are tested with wealth and loss, like the man with the gardens in Surah Al-Kahf, or the companions of the Prophet ﷺ who left behind their riches and homes for the sake of Allah.
The form of the test is not as important as the response. Worship Allah in ease, and He will strengthen you in hardship. Both ease and difficulty are tests. As Allah says:
“And We test you with evil and with good as a trial, and to Us you will be returned.”
—Surah Al-Anbiya (21:35)
And the ultimate reward for enduring? Allah promises:
“Peace be upon you for what you patiently endured. And excellent is the final home.”
—Surah Ar-Ra’d (13:24)
Dear reader, count your blessings today, while the sun still shines and the waves still kiss the shore. Because when the sky turns grey, your shukr will become the soil from which sabr can grow. Life, in its entirety, is a journey of patience.
So, prepare for the trials ahead—emotionally, spiritually, mentally. Ask Allah to clothe you in the garment of patience, for the Prophet ﷺ said:
“No one is given a gift better and more comprehensive than patience.” (Bukhari, Muslim)
And when the news comes—whatever it may be—may your heart be ready. May your faith hold you steady. And may your tears be not a sign of weakness, but of deep love, trust, and surrender to the One who tests us only to elevate us.










Reflections on Gratitude: A Lesson from Illness
When Mama was going through her illness, I witnessed a level of patience that was nothing short of extraordinary. Despite the intense pain, the fatigue, and the terrifying uncertainty of each tomorrow, she remained calm. She never complained. She bore everything with quiet strength, holding on to her faith with unwavering trust in Allah. Watching her endure reminded me of something profound: how often we take our health for granted—until it begins to slip away.
Health is one of the greatest blessings Allah gives us, yet it is also one of the most overlooked. We wake up, go about our day, breathe, walk, speak, eat—all without a second thought. But it’s only when these seemingly simple functions are disrupted that we realize their immense value. Mama’s illness made that truth impossible to ignore. It taught me that when we are tested with sickness, our response should be patience. And when we are blessed with health, our response should be gratitude.
The Prophet ﷺ said:
“The one who eats and is grateful is like the status of the patient fasting person.”
(Sunan al-Tirmidhi 2486, Sunan Ibn Majah 1764)
As a doctor working in a hospital, I see this lesson play out every day. I meet patients struggling to breathe, eat, or even sit up. Things that we do effortlessly become daily battles for others. It’s humbling—and sometimes heartbreaking. And it always brings me back to this question: Am I truly grateful for my health?
In Islam, gratitude—shukr—is not just a feeling. It’s an action. And it has three essential parts:
1. Gratitude of the heart: Recognizing that this health is from Allah alone. It’s not from our routines, our diets, or our efforts—it’s from Him.
2. Gratitude of the tongue: Saying Alhamdulillah often, speaking about Allah’s blessings, and acknowledging them to others.
3. Gratitude of the limbs: Using the health Allah has given us to worship Him, and live in a way that pleases Him.
But so often, we fall short. A two-day fever, a lingering headache—and suddenly we’re overwhelmed with complaints. We forget the months and years of uninterrupted wellness. We forget to say even once, “Oh Allah, thank You for my health.” But the moment we feel discomfort, we’re quick to ask, “Why me? Why now?”
This is, sadly, the nature of man, frequently ungrateful. As Allah reminds us in the Qur’an:
“And when adversity touches you at sea, lost are all those you invoke except for Him. But when He delivers you to the land, you turn away [from Him]. And ever is man ungrateful.”
(Surah Al-Isra, 67)
We use the health Allah has given us to disobey Him. We forget to thank Him in ease but turn to Him in panic when we fall ill. And yet, His mercy remains.
We should remember that by thanking Him more, Allah will increase us (in the thing we are thankful for). Allah says:
“If you are grateful, I will surely increase you [in favor], but if you are ungrateful, then My punishment is severe.”
(Surah Ibrahim, 7)
There are beautiful supplications in our daily sunnah that remind us to be grateful for health—like the one we’re taught to say upon waking up:
“Praise be to Allah who gave strength to my body, returned my soul to me, and permitted me to remember Him.” And what are we acknowledging here? 
Here, we are thanking and praising Allah for giving strength to our bodies which automatically makes us remember the gift of health and life.
We also ask Allah as part of the morning and evening azkar, to grant us complete health in our bodies, eyesight and hearing. This reminds of of that ni’imah: 
“O Allah, grant my body health. O Allah, grant my hearing health. O Allah, grant my sight health. None has the right to be worshipped except You.”
Even when we witness someone else suffering from illness or difficulty, the Prophet ﷺ taught us to reflect and give thanks. We say:
“Praise be to Allah who has spared me from what He has afflicted you with, and preferred me greatly above much of what He has created.”
And the virtue of saying this? “… He will be kept safe from that calamity.”
And in another narration: “then he has indeed given sufficient gratitude (Shukr) for that blessing.”
Therefore, don’t take your health for granted. Thank Allah for it and use your health in ways that please Him. Because only when Allah tests you with the loss of that health, or gets you in a position that you’d have to take care of someone with deteriorating health do you realise the value of your own health.
So here is my heartfelt reminder to you, dear reader: don’t wait until illness strikes to value your health. Don’t wait until you’re caring for someone in pain to appreciate your own ability to walk, eat, or breathe freely. Right now, in this very moment—if you are well, if you are able—thank Allah.
Say Alhamdulillah with sincerity. Use your strength to do good. And remember that gratitude isn’t just words—it’s a way of life.









The First Call: Turning to Allah Before Anyone Else
On the day Mama’s clinical oncologist confirmed to her that she had cancer, there was a breast cancer support nurse also present in the room to guide her through the news, as is customary with such difficult diagnoses. They expected a breakdown—tears, panic, despair. But Mama didn’t react like most patients would.
She narrated to me what happened afterward. After hearing the diagnosis, she calmly asked to be excused to the restroom. In that private moment, she composed herself—not by suppressing her emotions, but by turning immediately to the One who never turns away. She raised her hands and called upon Allah: “O Allah, grant me the strength to bear this. Grant me peace of mind and tranquility and make it easy for me.”
That was her instinct. Her first response to difficulty was du’a.
And I believe, with all my heart, that Allah answered her prayer.
From that moment on, Mama radiated a calm strength that I still can’t fully explain. She was positive, composed, and emotionally grounded. Even when the cancer began to spread, she remained unwavering in her belief that it was Allah who would heal her. She didn’t fall into despair. She slept peacefully at night, she smiled often, and—remarkably—she became the one comforting others when they were overwhelmed by the weight of her illness.
This is who Mama was. Someone who called upon Allah in every moment—in ease and in hardship, for the smallest need and the greatest trial. It’s how she lived, and it’s how she endured. Her heart was deeply connected to Allah. She narrated how she used to pray in every sujood for Allah to grant her peace and tranquility regarding her illness. And so, at every stage of her illness, I watched her turn to Him with complete sincerity. She didn’t just endure the pain; she bore it while in a constant state of du’a. Whether it was after chemotherapy, while lying in pain, or when she was alone in the hospital, her lips moved in remembrance, calling upon Allah softly, asking for healing, for ease, for strength and peace and tranqu. And other times, she would silently raise her hands, her eyes heavy with exhaustion, but her heart full of hope. Those moments stayed with me. It was her way of showing me that no matter how much medications and treatment you receive, how much support you have around you—it is Allah who ultimately heals. Her heart was at peace because it was anchored in tawakkul—complete reliance on Him.
And that, dear reader, is how a believer should be.
Too often, when calamity strikes, our first instinct is to look outward—for people to save us, money to solve it, or any worldly remedy we can grasp. But the truth is, every means—every external solution—is only a tool. The One who grants strength and healing, comfort and clarity, is Allah alone. And He is As-Samee’, the All-Hearing. Al-Qareeb, the One who is near. Al-Mujeeb, the One who responds.
"Is He [not best] who responds to the desperate one when he calls upon Him and removes evil…?”
(Surah An-Naml, 62)
The Qur’an is full of stories of those who turned to Allah in their darkest moments—and were answered.
Take the story of Prophet Ayyub (AS). He lost everything—his health, his wealth, his family—yet he said:
“Indeed, adversity has touched me, and You are the Most Merciful of the merciful.”
(Surah Al-Anbiya, 83)
And Allah responded:
“So, We responded to him and removed what afflicted him of adversity…”
(Surah Al-Anbiya, 84)
Or Prophet Yunus (AS), swallowed by the whale, trapped in layers of darkness with no way out. What did he do?
“There is no deity except You; exalted are You. Indeed, I have been of the wrongdoers.”
(Surah Al-Anbiya, 87)
And Allah says:
“So We responded to him and saved him from the distress. And thus, do We save the believers.”
(Surah Al-Anbiya, 88)
And Prophet Zakariya (AS), longing for a child even in old age, called upon his Lord:
“My Lord, do not leave me alone, while You are the best of inheritors.”
(Surah Al-Anbiya, 89)
Allah responded:
“S,o We responded to him and gave to him Yahya...”
(Surah Al-Anbiya, 90)
Each time—“So We responded to him.”
That is who Allah is. The One who responds.
He even tells us directly:
“Call upon Me, and I will respond to you.”
(Surah Ghafir, 60)
And:
“When My servants ask you concerning Me—indeed I am near. I respond to the invocation of the supplicant when he calls upon Me.”
(Surah Al-Baqarah, 186)
So why do we hesitate to ask?
Sometimes we’re discouraged because we don’t see an immediate answer. But the Prophet ﷺ reassured us:
“The supplication of a servant will continue to be answered so long as he does not ask for something sinful, or for the breaking of family ties, and so long as he is not hasty.”
He was asked what “being hasty” meant, and he said:
“It is when he says, ‘I prayed and I prayed but I don’t think I was heard,’ and so he gives up.”
(Muslim)
If you or a loved one are battling an illness, or facing any deep trial, and you don’t see the change you long for—it does not mean your du’a has gone unheard. The Prophet ﷺ taught us that Allah answers in one of three ways: He either gives you what you asked for, delays it for a better time, or protects you from something worse in exchange. Either way—He responds.
”There is no Muslim who calls upon Allaah with words in which there is no sin or severing of family ties but Allaah will give him one of three things: either He will answer his prayer soon, or He will store it up for him in the Hereafter, or He will remove something bad from him that is equivalent to what he is asking for.” They said, “Then we should make a great amount of du’aa’.” He said, “Allaah is greater.”
There is too much goodness in du’a to ever abandon it. The Prophet ﷺ even said:
“Du’a is worship.”
(Tirmidhi)
So often in life, we forget the power of du’a. We rely on our own strength, our plans, our resources—until they fail us. Then, in desperation, we raise our hands. But what if we called upon Him before the storm hit? What if we truly believed that no du’a goes unanswered?
So, call on Him. In your ease, in your struggles. For the small things—like finding a lost pen or waking up on time—and for the big ones—like healing for a loved one, provision, or guidance in raising your children. Nothing is too small for Allah. Nothing is too big for Him either. He is Al-Qadeer, capable of all things. He hears every single whisper of your heart—even the ones you can’t put into words. And du’a is not only for when we are broken. It’s for every moment: in joy, in grief, in confusion, in clarity.
And when your du’a is for someone you love—someone going through pain, like Mama—know that Allah is near. He sees your tears, your silent prayers at night, your trembling voice asking for their healing.
Mama understood all these. Her heart was always open to Him. And in her time of greatest need, He held her steady. That is what I carry from her story—this sacred truth:
The first place you turn in hardship says everything about where your heart truly rests.
Dear reader, don’t underestimate the power of your du’a. Whether whispered in a hospital room, uttered through tears in sujood, or held quietly in your heart, it reaches the One who never turns away His servant. Allah is Al-Mujeeb, the One who responds. So, call on Him—frequently, desperately, sincerely.
Just like Mama did.
And let your first call be to Allah. Always.









Walk a Mile in Their Shoes: The Sacred Weight of Empathy
I remember a senior doctor at the hospital where I worked shortly after Mama’s diagnosis. She had seen my application to transfer hospitals because I was overwhelmed—juggling long hours at work while emotionally dealing with my mother’s diagnosis. After reading my request, her only response was, “This is not an excuse. It is not a reason to leave. Anyway, I hope you’ll be here till the end of the month. I’m traveling and the department needs coverage.”
I was stunned.
She didn’t ask how I was doing. She didn’t try to understand. She didn’t care about what I was going through. To her, my pain and my struggles were not a valid reason. And in that moment, I felt invisible—seen, but unseen.
Another time, a senior male doctor—the head of the department—asked me to cover the clinic on a Saturday. I told him with trembling words that I couldn’t make it because my father had just been admitted to the hospital and I was his only child present at home, while my mother was away battling cancer, and I was fighting back tears as I explained.
His response? “It’s your fault for not making the roster on time. You still have to show up tomorrow.”
Not a flicker of compassion. No acknowledgment of the emotional weight I was carrying.
I’ve had other moments like these—cold, dismissive encounters from people who knew nothing of my reality yet chose to invalidate my pain. But alhamdulillah, I’ve also experienced the light of kindness and empathy that shines through certain hearts.
During that same hospital rotation, a patient came to see me for strange swellings that kept appearing and disappearing all over his body. I ran basic tests, including a full blood count. Surprisingly, he returned much sooner than expected—tests at that hospital often took days as it was a general hospital. He told me the lab called him urgently to return with the results.
When I reviewed them, my heart sank. The results were strongly suggestive of leukemia, though more tests were needed for confirmation.
I stepped out, my throat tightening, emotions surging. I went to a colleague and asked if he could break the news to the patient. He looked at me, surprised, and asked why. With my voice breaking, I said, “My mother is currently battling cancer. Telling him this news... it might make me really emotional and shatter me in front of him.”
He looked at me with deep concern and said, “I’m so sorry to hear this. Of course, I’ll do it. May Allah grant your mother shifa (healing)” I nodded, grateful beyond words, and quietly returned to the consultation room. The moment the door closed behind me; I broke down in uncontrollable tears. I wasn’t just overwhelmed by my own emotions—I was heartbroken for the patient. He had walked in seeking answers for what seemed like a minor issue, and now he was leaving with the possibility of his entire life turning upside down. The weight of it all was just too much to bear.
Anyway, that small moment of empathy shown by my colleague has remained etched in my heart. I pray for that colleague even today. Because I know many others would have dismissed my request and told me, “He’s your patient. That’s your responsibility.” And technically, they wouldn’t be wrong. But emotionally, I was drowning.
Empathy. It’s such a simple word, but it can mean everything to a heart in pain.
Empathy is the ability to step into another person’s world, to feel their hurt, to understand without judgment, and to respond with compassion. The Prophet Muhammad ﷺ was the embodiment of this quality.
He said in a hadith:
“The believers in their mutual love, mercy, and compassion are like one body: if one organ aches, the whole body reacts with sleeplessness and fever.”
— [Sahih al-Bukhari]
In other words, if no one else understands someone’s pain, you, as a fellow believer, should. You feel their suffering as if it were your own—just like parts of the same body aching in unison. What a profound and powerful metaphor.
Even the Prophet (PBUH) is described in this way:
“There has certainly come to you a Messenger from among yourselves. Grievous to him is what you suffer; [he is] concerned over you and to the believers is kind and merciful.”
He deeply understood the pain and struggles of others, not only empathizing with them but walking beside them through it all. His seerah is filled with examples of this compassion.
He once said:
“Whenever I start the prayer, I intend to prolong it, but on hearing the cries of a child, I cut short the prayer because I know that the cries of the child will incite its mother's distress.”
The Prophet (PBUH) stepped into the shoes of a mother. He recognized that when a mother hears her child cry, her heart leaps and she instinctively rushes to soothe them. He understood that prolonging the prayer in that moment would only deepen her worry. That level of emotional intelligence and mercy is extraordinary—and it’s our example to follow.
And when ‘Abdullah ibn Ubayy, the chief of the hypocrites, passed away—despite his known opposition to the Prophet ﷺ—the Prophet still showed compassion to his son, a sincere believer. The son, grieving his father, came to the Prophet ﷺ for comfort. And in an act of immense mercy, the Prophet ﷺ gave him his own shirt to shroud his father with. Though Allah had already decreed that such a gesture would not benefit his father in the Hereafter, we can still see here that the Prophet ﷺ at that time is thinking of the son and putting himself in the son’s shoes, imagining what the son feels losing his father.
That’s empathy. That’s love. That’s Islam.
Sadly, our modern world often loses sight of this prophetic example. At the very time people are breaking inside, we choose to be harsh, cold, and dismissive. We invalidate their pain, diminish their struggles, and place the burden of understanding on them instead of extending mercy.
But Allah reminds us:
“And We alternate these days [of hardship and ease] among the people…”
— [Surah Aal Imran 3:140]
Whatever trial someone is going through today—grief, illness, financial difficulty—it could be you tomorrow. The very test you disregard in someone else’s life might knock on your door next. And how would you want to be treated then?
Let us not be people who add to the burden of others. Let us be the ones who help carry it.
Now, when I think of those doctors who couldn’t show empathy when I needed it most, do I forgive them?
Yes, I do.
Do I wish them to go through what I went through?
No, I don’t.
But do I know that Allah sees and is Just?
Absolutely. And that’s enough for my heart.
Because before we speak, before we judge, before we dismiss someone’s pain—we must pause and remember: “You have not walked in their shoes.”
Be more empathetic. Be more merciful. Be more understanding. That was the way of the Prophet (PBUH).
O Allah, soften our hearts. Let us not be the reason for someone else’s tears. Make us among those who feel for others as the Prophet ﷺ felt for his ummah. Let our hands carry comfort, our tongues speak kindness, and our hearts be filled with mercy. And when our own day of hardship comes, place people in our path who will show us empathy, just as we tried to show others. Ameen.






CHAPTER 2
A Mother’s Journey Through Illness: Strength, Tawakkul, and Lessons
In this chapter, I will walk you through the journey of my mother’s treatment for cancer—up until her final days at home, before she entered the ICU—and the lessons I carry from that period. This is my attempt to summarize a painful and deeply personal journey of many long months in just a few pages. No words can truly capture its depth, but still, I begin...
After my mother’s diagnosis was confirmed, and further tests were done to assess its spread, the results came in: Stage IIB Inflammatory Breast Cancer. The cancer had reached her lymph nodes, but not beyond. A treatment plan was drawn up.
I had returned to the UK when she began her first chemotherapy sessions at Royal Marsden Hospital. At that time, my baby was only 11 months old. I remember bundling him into his stroller as we made our way to the hospital together. But when we arrived, I was told that I couldn’t bring a baby inside the hospital and I would have to wait outside. So, I walked around the hospital park and nearby shops with him in the stroller, anxiously waiting while Mama underwent her first session.
When she finished, we picked her up and went home. "I’m okay," she said—her voice calm—though she felt some nausea and laid down to rest. She was so strong in those initial weeks, carrying herself with quiet grace. I remember feeling relieved that she was still able to move around, cook, clean, and go for walks—no visible effects yet. I thought perhaps, just maybe, this would not be as hard as we all feared.
But I was wrong. That was only the beginning.
About six weeks later, I returned to my home in Gaziantep, Turkey, leaving Mama in London since my sister was due to visit her soon. I did not see her again until three months later when she had to briefly travel to Istanbul—due to UK visa restrictions requiring her to leave every six months. When I saw her there, I could already see the changes: her hair was falling out, and she looked visibly weaker. It hurt to see it, but I tried to stay strong for her.
Then came another trial: after the February 2023 earthquake in Turkey, I attempted to renew my UK visa so I could return to be with her—but it was rejected. I was devastated. QadarAllahu wa ma shaa’a fa’al—Allah decrees, and He does what He wills.
Months passed before I saw Mama again—this time when she visited Nigeria. That visit shocked me: her transformation was drastic. The beautiful, fair-skinned mother I had known all my life looked so different—her hair was gone, her skin darkened, her fingernails and toenails had blackened, and her eyelashes were gone. The physical toll of cancer and chemotherapy was painfully evident. My heart broke in ways I cannot describe.
After several months of chemotherapy, Mama underwent unilateral mastectomy with axillary clearance in London. She had suggested to the doctors to remove both breasts to prevent further spread, but they chose to operate on just the affected one. Tragically, the cancer later spread to her other remaining breast.
During her time alone in the UK, she faced immense challenges. I remember one incident vividly: she was hospitalized with severe sepsis, completely alone. We wanted desperately to be with her, but couldn’t. The thought of her enduring such a frightening illness, isolated and in pain, is something that still haunts me.
Following her surgery, she received radiotherapy and after some time, continued with the chemotherapy. But soon, new scans showed that the cancer had spread to some of her bones and liver—though later, by Allah’s mercy, the one in the liver showed regression.
After about a year and a half of grueling treatments in London, her oncologist called her in for an appointment—a meeting that would change everything.
A relative who accompanied her that day later described it to us: the doctor looked visibly emotional, almost on the verge of tears. A support nurse was also present. With great sorrow, he told Mama: “I am so sorry. We have tried everything—many cycles, different regimens, the very best options available. But there is no remission.” He gently explained that they had reached the limits of what medicine could offer; the focus now would be palliative care—managing symptoms rather than pursuing a cure.
Then he asked: “Madina where is home?”
It was his way of saying that perhaps it was time to spend her remaining days in a place of comfort and familiarity.
In that moment—ever the loving mother—she requested one thing: that this devastating update not be posted to her online hospital records, as her son (my brother) had access to them. She didn’t want us to read the news and be broken by it. Even in such profound suffering, her heart was still shielding her children from pain. SubhanAllah. She left that appointment with calm resolve, her heart full of hope and trust (tawakkul) in Allah.
Shortly afterward, Mama made a new decision. She wanted to move to Cairo. She had heard of some of the best oncologists practicing there, and longed to be in a Muslim country, one more familiar and comforting to her heart. London had grown too lonely, too quiet. In March 2024, she moved to Cairo and began treatment with a new oncologist, who reviewed her case and initiated yet another round of chemotherapy.
By then, the cancer had spread to her remaining breast. The doctors recommended continued chemotherapy and radiotherapy, with no further surgery indicated. Mama persevered, but her body had weakened significantly. The treatments caused multiple side effects, and day-to-day life became an increasing struggle, even though she still did things for herself on her own.
One incident during this time still brings tears to my eyes. Mama had gone out—just to the ATM within her residential estate—to withdraw some money. The next thing she remembered was waking up in a hospital bed. She had suffered a sudden nosebleed, became dizzy, and collapsed. Yet despite these setbacks, she kept going—holding tightly to patience, dignity, and trust in Allah.
During this difficult period, my father suggested that Mama consider going for Umrah together with him. At first, she resisted. “I’m too weak,” she said. There was also an added risk of picking up an infection in her immunocompromised state. But after gentle persuasion from my aunt, Mama agreed.
I will never forget what she told us afterward. Upon completing her Umrah, she said:
“I felt so much lighter, as if a huge weight had been lifted. I poured my heart out to Allah—my fears, my weakness, my hopes.”
That would be her final Umrah in this life.
During August 2024, after completing my NYSC program, I traveled to Cairo to be with Mama, along with my son. I had also registered for the September MSRA exam, so during the first month I spent most of my time buried in study, leaving home mainly to escort Mama to her hospital visits.
But I remember vividly the moment I saw her upon my arrival. I reached Cairo late—past midnight—and she was already lying down, trying to sleep. When I walked into the room and saw her, my heart sank.
She looked so different. So frail. It pained me deeply.
Mama had always been the type to shield us from her own suffering; she never spoke much about her symptoms. And so, seeing her this way came as a shock. She had lost so much weight. Her posture was no longer upright—she was hunched over in pain. She suffered from severe neuropathic pain in her arms. Her hearing had worsened too, as the lymph nodes in her head and neck had enlarged drastically, compressing nearby structures and affecting her ability to hear.
Things only worsened over the next two months.
She struggled to breathe, unable to lie flat as this made her breathlessness worse. She had to sleep sitting upright—though some nights, sleep eluded her completely. Even laying her head on a pillow became agonizing; the swollen lymph nodes in her scalp caused immense pain with even the gentlest contact.
There were nights when the pain became unbearable, and we would walk together to the nearby hospital seeking relief. But the pain management there was poor—paracetamol was all they offered, which barely made a difference.
And I knew—for my mother to agree to go to the emergency department at all, her pain must have been truly unmanageable. She always tried to endure in silence first. In her last weeks, these trips became all too frequent.
Throughout this time, her doctor administered chemotherapy at the nearby hospital within the estate and arranged for necessary tests over there. I accompanied her to these sessions. I can still picture her there—restless, in so much discomfort, shifting constantly, trying in vain to find a position where the pain would ease. Ya Allah, it was hard to watch.
Right after my MSRA exam, things took a turn for the worse. Mama’s face began to swell severely, her breathing deteriorated further. The doctor urgently ordered a duplex ultrasound to check for deep venous thrombosis (DVT) of the neck veins.
The scan confirmed our fears—her right internal jugular vein was completely occluded. She was immediately started on thrombolytics in the hospital, alongside other medications, and was referred to a vascular surgeon. Her chemotherapy had to be paused during this period.
Though the swelling reduced slightly, it never truly subsided.
Then came another devastating moment. One morning, Mama woke up unable to swallow. She tried again and again but failed.
She messaged her oncologist, who advised her to visit the hospital and consult the ENT specialist she had seen previously for ear pain. I accompanied her to that fateful appointment.
After examining her, the ENT doctor gently explained that she should try switching to soft and liquid foods—broth, custard, juice. If that failed, the only option would be to insert a nasogastric tube or a gastrostomy tube for feeding.
I will never forget what she said to me as we left the consultation room.
With characteristic resilience, she told me firmly,
"I won’t want any feeding tubes unless I have absolutely no option—and only if I’m close to death."
I nodded, trying to hold back my tears.
Deep down, I think she sensed what was coming.
Later that evening at home, she made an effort. She managed to sip juice through a straw, and I prepared talbina for her—a nourishing Sunnah porridge. She was able to take a little of it. But even then, her shortness of breath was worsening fast.
Just two to three days later, Mama was admitted to the ICU.
That would be the beginning of the end.
I will recount those final days in the next chapter of this book. But for now, I pause to reflect on the powerful lessons from this phase of her illness—lessons in patience, dignity, surrender to Allah, and unwavering love that remain etched in my heart forever.






Resilience: Thriving Through the Trial
I begin this subchapter by asking you—how do you respond when the heat of the trial rises? Do you collapse under the pressure, or do you grow stronger through it? Do you allow hardship to define you, or do you allow it to shape you into someone greater?
There are moments when it feels like you're standing at the edge of a cliff—one step away from breaking. And yet, sometimes, you pause and think: How can I fall apart, when the one suffering more is still standing strong?
This was me during Mama’s illness.
She carried her pain with such grace, such resilience, that breaking down in front of her felt dishonorable. She didn’t like pity. She didn't want to hear "You’re going through so much," or "I feel so sorry for you." She wanted to live with dignity—like any other person. And she did, for as long as her body allowed.
She would tell me how after coming back from chemotherapy, weak and nauseated, she'd still walk into the kitchen, determined to prepare something she could hold down—even as she paused between cooking to vomit. Her body was tired, but her spirit pushed forward. She hated being helpless. So, you’d find her cleaning, tidying up, and trying to maintain her independence in whatever little ways she could.
And what stood out most—she never complained or questioned Allah.
Not once did she say, "Why me?"
She understood Allah’s words:
"He is not questioned about what He does, but they will be questioned." (Surah Al-Anbiya 21:23) 
Her strength wasn't in hiding emotion, but in bearing it with resolve. She rarely cried in front of others. So, the day I saw her sitting silently with tears streaming down her face, I knew the pain was beyond anything words could describe. Still, she said nothing. That silence—heavy and sacred—was her way of fighting.
From her, I learned that true resilience isn't just surviving hardship. It is adapting to challenges and difficulty with patience, and recovering with gratitude. It is strength not of the body, but of the soul and mind. I have also learnt that when life sometimes throws things your way that are difficult to carry- you should carry them with such grace and patience, knowing that the One who put you through it will bring you out of it.
Islam is filled with timeless examples of resilience.
How did Prophet Ibrahim (AS) walk into a blazing fire with calm conviction? How did Prophet Ayyub (AS) bear years of physical pain and loss without ever complaining? How did our beloved Prophet Muhammad (ﷺ) endure loss upon loss—his wife, his uncle, exile, torture—and still emerge with compassion and unwavering faith?
It was resilience, anchored by tawakkul (trust in Allah).
Then there is the extraordinary story of Hajar, the wife of Ibrahim (AS). Left in the barren desert with her infant son, no food or water, just her faith. When she learned it was Allah’s command, she said with conviction, “Then Allah will not neglect us.”
She ran—seven times between the hills of Safa and Marwa—seeking help. And from her struggle, the blessed Zamzam well was gifted to her and to us. Her act of resilience is now etched into pilgrimage, performed by millions every year.
"Indeed, with hardship comes ease." (Surah Ash-Sharh 94:6)
But sometimes the ease isn’t immediate—it arrives slowly, like dawn creeping after a long night. Until then, we hold on. Like Mama did.
We must build that spiritual muscle of resilience—to carry hardship with humility and faith. Allah says:
“Seek help through patience and prayer. Indeed, it is difficult, except for the humbly submissive [to Allah].” (Surah Al-Baqarah 2:45)
Resilience is not self-reliance alone—it’s reliance upon Allah. Our salah is our lifeline. And our patience is our power.
The Prophet ﷺ beautifully said:
"Wondrous is the affair of the believer, for there is good for him in every matter... If he is happy, he thanks Allah and there is good in it. If he is harmed, he shows patience and there is good in it." (Sahih Muslim)
How comforting to know that for the believer—every condition is good, as long as we remain connected to Allah.


Part of resilience is also cultivating a positive mindset. Saying to yourself:
“Yes, this hurts. But this pain has purpose. It is reward. It is growth. I will come out of this stronger, closer to my Rabb, elevated in status in shaa Allah.”
Another key to resilience is husn adh-dhann billah—having good expectations of Allah. In a Hadith Qudsi, Allah says:
“I am as My servant thinks of Me.”
So, I ask you, dear reader:
As you face your trial—what do you believe about Allah?
Do you believe He is Merciful? That He will heal you? That your tears are not wasted but weighed with reward?
Even optimism is a Sunnah. The Prophet ﷺ said:
“There is no infection and no bad omens, but I like optimism—a good word.” (Sahih Bukhari)
So be optimistic. The pain may feel like it’s breaking your back—but be resilient.
Thrive in the trial.
Rise from it greater than who you were.
Because no test lasts forever. Even the scorching heat of the sun softens into the cool of the night. And when it passes, ask yourself:
“How did I carry myself during it?”
Make sure your answer is one of strength, grace, and faith.
And above all—never lose hope.
Losing hope is not the way of a believer.
We are people of certainty, people who know that whatever Allah does is rooted in wisdom and goodness.
So be like Hajar. Be like Mama.
Let your pain shape you, not break you.
And when your test finally ends, may you rise from its ashes with your head high, your heart soft, and your soul deeply connected to the One who carried you through it all—Allah.











A Fighter Until Her Last Breath
During my mother’s long and trying illness, one thing remained constant—she never allowed her condition to define her, or stop her from living fully and meaningfully. Even when her body grew weaker, her spirit remained unshakable.
Mama was months into her PhD program when she was diagnosed with cancer. Even though most people would have paused everything, she did not; but rather pressed on and didn’t put her dreams on hold. Even as her body fought to stay alive, her mind and soul remained engaged in learning, growing, and achieving. When she passed away, she had already begun her final research and was actively gathering data for its completion. She also completed several online certification courses during this time and proudly received her certificates—quiet victories that spoke volumes of her unwavering will.
Many people, upon receiving a diagnosis like hers, feel their future suddenly fade into darkness and hope becomes hard to hold onto. But that’s not how it should be as life doesn’t end with a diagnosis. As long as your soul still breathes, so should your dreams. The Prophet Muhammad (peace be upon him) said:
“If the Day of Resurrection were established upon one of you, while he has in his hand a sapling, then let him plant it.” (Ahmad)
Just imagine it—the skies splitting open, the mountains crumbling, and the oceans overturned as described in the Qur’an... yet the believer is encouraged to keep planting a tree. Why? Because every action matters and every ounce of good counts. And we should never let fear or pain paralyze our purpose.
Mama lived this hadith. Even when the illness reached its final stages and pain became her daily companion, she still continued her Islamic studies with such eagerness. Back in Nigeria, she was known for attending Islamic lessons regularly and encouraging others alongside her. When she had to travel abroad for treatment, she didn’t stop—she simply transitioned. She enrolled in Qur’an memorization, Tajweed, and Tafseer classes online, attending diligently, often while battling exhaustion and pain.
I remember vividly—just before she was admitted to the ICU—she would join her Qur’an recitation class as early as after Fajr, weak but determined, and recite Qur’an to her teacher. She would then lie down to sleep a bit, only to return in the afternoon, present and eager. What was even more remarkable was that many of her classmates had no idea she was terminally ill. She never sought pity, but rather radiated strength and sincerity.
The day she passed away; a testament came from one of her Qur’an classmates:
“Three months ago, I joined an online Qur’an memorization class. One of the sisters unbeknownst to us was gravely ill. Yet, Madina Tukur was the most dedicated and hardworking amongst us. She was so determined and was always encouraging us not to give up. She would be the first in class at 5:30 am in the morning and would ask so many questions and listen with such interest while the rest of us were probably impatiently waiting to exit the Zoom class. Sometimes you could hear the tiredness in her voice but she would be there on time unfailingly. There was a day she accidently switched on her video and we caught a glimpse of her hooked up to life saving machines in hospital. Yet, she never ever failed to show up to learn the Book of her Lord. Madina left us this morning, back to her creator. Madina was saying goodbye the last time we shared a giggle in class. Ukhtee fillah -My dear sister in Islam (referring to Mama)- I never got to tell you that it was your steadfastness that kept me coming back to class every time I felt like giving an excuse as to why I couldn’t made it. Ukhti, I will miss your beautiful recitation and I will miss your elderly wise advice.”
What more can be said? Her legacy speaks for itself. Allah says:
“And worship your Lord until certainty (death) comes to you.” (Qur’an 15:99)
This is how we should live: persevering in our acts of worship, our goals, and our commitments, until the very last breath.
To anyone caring for a loved one or enduring illness themselves—never underestimate the power of hope and pushing through. Hope is the light that leads you through the dark times. Illness does not always mean death. Healthy people may pass suddenly, while the terminally ill outlive expectations. We’ve all witnessed this.
Mama understood that well. She would often say, “Just because I have cancer doesn’t mean my life is over.” She wanted to return to Nigeria in November as she would have completed her chemotherapy cycle by then. She wanted to return back to work, and back to her normal life. But November came—and instead of returning to Nigeria, she returned to her true home with Allah. Though she didn’t return to the place she envisioned, she returned to the destination we all strive for.
Her hope gave me hope. As her caretaker, I witnessed her suffering—yet I still found the strength to carry on. I drew from the well of my faith, holding onto the verse:
“Allah does not burden a soul beyond that it can bear…” (Qur’an 2:286)
So, dear reader, keep moving forward. Don't let the fear of what lies ahead prevent you from doing what you were meant to do today. Whether you are the one fighting the illness or the one standing beside the fighter—keep going. Push through. Dream. Plan. Hope. Plant your seeds, even as the sky turns dark.
Plant, even when it feels like the end is near. Because for the believer, every moment can be an act of worship. And every breath—until the last—counts.











Trusting Allah Beyond the Prognosis/The Elephant in the Room
When Mama’sx condition began to worsen in Cairo, her pain grew more intense, and the swelling, especially around her head and neck, became increasingly difficult to manage. Despite being under active treatment, the medications no longer seemed to help, and the discomfort was becoming unbearable. Mama, ever determined, decided to seek a second opinion from a renowned oncologist in Cairo. She wanted to be sure—was there truly nothing more that could be done?
At first, I was hesitant. What more could be said that we didn’t already know? But ultimately, I supported her decision. If nothing else, she deserved clarity.
That evening, we got into the car and began the long drive through Cairo’s vast cityscape. We arrived early, long before the clinic opened, and waited outside. I remember her sitting in discomfort, her head too heavy to hold upright due to the enlarged lymph nodes pressing on her head and neck structures. Her fingers were wrapped in bandages to ease the burning sensation from the neuropathy. Her body was weak, but her resolve—so palpable—never waned.
When the clinic finally opened, we were the first to be seen. She calmly explained her medical journey, from the initial diagnosis to her current treatment, laying out her reports and medication list with meticulous care. After reviewing everything and examining her, the doctor gave his verdict.
“I’m sorry,” he said, “but the management is already optimal. The disease is terminal, and from here, it usually takes a downhill path.”
I still remember the pause. Mama, quiet for a moment, then asked, “So, there’s nothing more that can be done, doctor?”
He shook his head. “I’m sorry, there is nothing more.”
She nodded, thanked him, took her reports, and we left.
On the ride back home, nothing was said of the consultation. We chatted about everyday things—me, Mama, and her cousin—as though we hadn’t just been handed devastating news. I sometimes wonder why we didn’t talk about it. Why did we avoid the elephant in the room? Perhaps we didn’t want to give life to something so heavy. Perhaps silence was our shield.
This was not the first time Mama had been told that her cancer was now palliative, terminal. And yet, each time, she carried on. That night, she even managed to sleep peacefully. Her spirit, undimmed. Her faith, unwavering.
Her last oncologist once told her, “I love your spirit.” She had seen countless patients—many gripped by anxiety, some lost to depression. But not Mama. Her heart was calm and her trust rested solely with Allah.
I often reflect on how she bore the weight of such crushing news alone. The first time she was told of her terminal prognosis was in the UK, before she moved to Cairo. She didn’t share it however. I believe she was shielding us—her children and loved ones—from the heartbreak. Perhaps she knew that hearing it from her lips would shatter us. And so, she carried it silently.
Is that the right choice for someone at the end stage of cancer—to keep such things to themselves? I believe it depends. Every family, every soul, has its own way of coping. Sometimes, the breakdown of those around you can be more painful than the illness itself. And though I have turned this question over in my mind again and again since her passing, I’ve come to accept that this was Mama’s way. A choice made with love.
There were small moments, though, when she let her guard down. One early morning, after Fajr, she asked me to accompany her on a walk. She was breathless and needed the fresh air. We strolled slowly through the estate, stopping often so she could rest. Then, in passing, she said, “I always wonder whether I will be completely healed from cancer.”
I looked at her and replied softly, “Yes, Mama. In shaa Allah, you will. Everything is in Allah’s hands.”
That was it. We moved on to other topics. But that fleeting moment remains etched in my heart.
Another time, I accompanied her to collect a scan report. Back home, I picked it up and casually began reading it. She walked in, smiled, and teasingly said, “I thought you doctors respect confidentiality. Why are you reading my report without permission?” She took it gently from my hands and said it was nothing serious—just that the axillary lymph nodes were still affected, and the cancer had spread to her liver and bones. But then she added with a hopeful gleam, “The one in the liver has now resolved. And the ones in the bones? They’re inactive now. See? Allah works miracles. Alhamdulillah.” 
Even though I knew the truth of the report, I could feel how much she had downplayed it—for my sake. Her mind, always at ease. Her trust, always rooted in her Lord. She would instead talk with other cancer patients, offer them comfort, share understanding glances and words that needed no explanation.
To every person currently battling cancer, and to every caregiver walking alongside a loved one—know this: the news you receive from doctors may shake you. You may cry. You may fall into silence. Or you may want to talk. Whether with family, a friend, or even a counselor—or with no one at all. All of it is valid. You know your heart best.
It is not easy. But remember—“Indeed, the matter belongs completely to Allah.” (Qur’an 3:154)
Not to the doctor. Not to the medicine. Not to the diagnosis.
Think of Prophet Ya‘qub (peace be upon him), when false news of his beloved Yusuf reached him- that he was eaten by a wolf. Allah tells us:
“And they brought upon his shirt false blood. [Jacob] said, ‘Rather, your souls have enticed you to something, so patience is most fitting. And Allah is the one sought for help against that which you describe.’” (Yusuf:18)
So, seek your strength from Allah. Ask Him for calm, for ease, for peace of mind in the face of hardship. A palliative label does not mean it's over. The end is not in human hands, but rather it is only when Allah wills.
“And when their term has come, they will not remain behind an hour, nor will they precede [it].” (Nahl :61)
Illness is but a means. Life and death are decreed—not diagnosed. And until that decree comes, there is hope, there is prayer, and there is strength.


The Final Days
The final days… what a painful memory to revisit. I begin this chapter with a question for you—How would you feel watching someone you love endure intense pain and suffering, while you stand by, utterly powerless? Watching them fade before your eyes? Ya Allah. There is perhaps nothing more agonizing for a caregiver than witnessing a loved one slowly disappear while you can do nothing to stop it. This is a memory forever etched in my heart—my mother’s final days.
It began unexpectedly. That morning, I wasn’t feeling well as I had woken up with diarrhea, so I lay down in the room for most of the morning. Around Dhuhr, just as I tried to drift back to sleep, Mama burst into the room—her voice urgent, “Ummeetah, come and see Baba!” I leapt up and followed her to the living room. There, my father lay collapsed on the floor in front of the couch. We rushed to his side, calling out, “Baba! Baba!”—but he didn’t respond. I checked for a pulse—thankfully, it was there. He was breathing, but unconscious.
We were panicking while trying to search for the ambulance service number. In a frenzy, we knocked on our neighbour’s door for help. They gave us the number, and we started calling. Meanwhile, we ran out to find help, but it was Jum’ah time—our street was silent, everyone at the masjid. My sister rushed to the nearby hospital within the estate, while I struggled on the phone trying to give the dispatcher directions. Soon, she returned with an ambulance team—a doctor and two nurses. They rushed in and assessed him and there was still no response, he was deeply unconscious. They then inserted an IV, and carefully placed him on a stretcher. Mama stayed back with our house help and my son Mus’ab while we rode in the ambulance to the hospital.
At the hospital, Baba was taken straight into the ICU. It looked like a stroke. I told my younger sister to go back home to be with Mama, while I remained at the hospital. Sitting in the waiting area outside the ICU, I prayed through my tears, begging Allah for ease. Then I called my brother in the UK, who is a doctor. I told him Baba was in the ICU, unresponsive, and that he needed to come urgently as he might not make it. He took excuse from work, and immediately booked a flight and left for Cairo.
Coincidentally, Mama was to come to the hospital for a blood test in preparation for her chemotherapy the next day. When they came, they came upstairs and I told them he was still inside the ICU and they can return back home (as Mama wasn’t feeling well), and I would inform them of any update.
By Maghrib, we received some relief—Baba had regained consciousness, although he was slightly confused. They let me in to see him. After that, I brought Mama and my siblings to visit him together. We were so relieved and thankful to Allah that he was awake, no one thought he’d make it. That night, we returned home, grateful that the worst seemed over.
But it wasn’t.
Around 11 p.m., the hospital called. They couldn’t manage his condition and advised us to transfer him to a better-equipped facility. And so, for the next 12 hours, we went from one major hospital to another across Cairo, desperately searching for a place that would admit him. I was drained, physically and emotionally, but I had to keep going. As I stood outside one emergency unit, my brother arrived directly from the airport. I filled him in, then returned home to rest—after more than 24 hours of non-stop emotional turmoil. That day was one of the hardest in my life. Alhamdulillah for the passing of time. It was in this setting that Mama entered the ICU.
So later that evening, Baba improved and insisted on being discharged which he was. But when my brother saw Mama, he was shocked—her face was swollen, she was breathing noisily, and struggling for air. Alarmed, he pushed for her to go to the hospital immediately. I explained how many times we’d already gone, only to be sent home with paracetamol. But this time, things were different.
The next morning, after more tests, scans, and a change of hospital, Mama was admitted straight into the ICU. Her airway was compromised, and she needed urgent care. That, tragically, was the beginning of the end.
It was the 23rd of September.
Initially, she improved; The swelling reduced, her pain was better managed, and her breathing was a bit better. She was even transferred back to the hospital ward for a short while. During that time, her oncologist visited to evaluate her for chemotherapy—something Mama had persistently asked for. But the doctor privately told my brother, “There will be no more chemotherapy for Madina. Her body cannot handle it.” She couldn’t bring herself to break the news to Mama, so she told my brother instead. We never told Mama. We were waiting for the right moment—but it never came.
Her condition deteriorated again, and she was moved back to the ICU. Breathing became extremely difficult as her airway became partially obstructed, and as a result, she was eventually intubated. Watching someone you love, fully conscious, undergo intubation is an image that never leaves you, as most patients that are intubated are usually unconscious.
When we would visit her during that period, we would give her a phone to type or a pen and paper to communicate with us. She later underwent two surgeries after that. One attempted to place a tracheostomy tube—but failed due to severe bleeding and matted tissue from previous treatments. The second procedure was a gastrostomy tube insertion so she could be fed.
In the ICU, visiting hours were from 1 to 2pm and because only two people could enter at a time, we would take turns going in to see her. Mama couldn’t speak due to the intubation, so she would type on the phone to communicate with us—messages that still remain on my device, etched in memory:
“I really want to go today.”
“Where have you guys been? Please stay with me—even if it’s just outside the ICU. I can’t talk, so I can’t explain myself to the nurses.”
“Please let them take me back to the ward. The doctors can be called if there’s anything.”
Reading those messages then—and even now—was like having my heart gripped and slowly squeezed.
One day—three days before she passed—I went in to see her during the visiting hours. She typed, “I need suction.” I told her I’d call the nurses. But before I could, she typed again: “Maybe I need AC.” Less than a minute later, in front of me, she started shaking and struggling hard to breath. I immediately summoned the nurses and doctors and they rushed in fast, drew the curtains, and told me to wait outside.
I stood in the corridor, trying to explain what had just happened to my brother and aunt, who had then just arrived to see Mama before the visitation time was over. We braced ourselves for the worst. I truly thought that was it—that we had seen her alive for the last time.
But it wasn’t. SubhanAllah, Allah had granted her three more days.
The next day, we were faced with a difficult decision: should the tube be removed to see if she could breathe on her own, or should she be left indefinitely in the ICU, hoping things would get better? With her ENT doctor's support and recommendation, we chose the former. This was because she had been in the ICU for too long and life couldn’t continue that way forever. She also wanted to be with her family. Alhamdulillah, the procedure was successful—she was able to breathe on her own again.
The ENT doctor and our family requested her transfer back to the ward. But to our surprise, the hospital opted to discharge her completely, saying her vitals were stable. We weren’t ready but there we were, wheeling her out of the ICU, praying that the decision was for the best.
On reaching home, we settled her into bed. She was drowsy from the sedatives, murmuring a few incoherent phrases, and was very much in discomfort and restless. Our Egyptian landlord, who was a doctor and had also lost a parent to cancer, was in the apartment upstairs as she had come to organize a few things over there. I called her for help with feeding Mama through her gastrostomy tube, something I had never done before. She patiently showed me how, and we fed Mama milk that night.
We also changed Mama’s clothes, which were now too big for her, making us realize how much weight she had lost the past few weeks.
Though she was aware of her surroundings, she could not rest and she barely slept that entire night. I contacted her doctor in the morning, who advised us to crush some tablets and administer them to help her sleep. She finally drifted off—but only for ten minutes. Then the shortness of breath began again.
Afterwards, she asked to be taken to the hospital, “if there is any chance I’d make it.” As we readied ourselves, Mama suddenly began reciting the shahadah aloud:
“Ash-hadu an laa ilaaha illAllah, wa ash-hadu anna Muhammadan Rasoolullah.”
Again and again, like a switch had been turned on. . Even though I was scared, I was also saying it along with her.
We then called an Uber, and my cousin and I took her to the hospital. Throughout the entire ride and into the emergency room, she never stopped proclaiming the shahadah.
At the triage, while they took her vitals, I knelt beside her, whispering, “Mama, they’ll soon take you in. You’ll be okay, in shaa Allah.” But I believe she was in another realm by then, as she was just reciting the Shahadah forcefully unaware of her surroundings.
That was the last time I saw her alive. She was taken in accompanied by my cousin as I stayed behind to settle the bills.
After I finished, my cousin came out of the emergency room to join me in the waiting area. She said Mama had been moved to the resuscitation room. Somehow, I didn’t react and I believe it was maybe because I didn’t fully comprehend what she meant by that, even though I was a doctor myself. Or maybe because I somehow believed Mama will come out of it. We even started talking about how she might be readmitted to the ICU and how we would be more patient this time. Then came the voice over the speaker:
“Code blue! ER! Code blue! ER!”
My heart dropped. I looked at my cousin. “It’s Mama.”
She shook her head. “No, it’s probably someone else.”
But somehow, I knew. Deep inside, I had a feeling it was Mama.
We saw the doctors running to enter the resuscitation room. One of us was requested to go to the accountant’s office and my cousin went, while I stayed, unsure why I hadn’t gone in to see Mama. I still don’t know what held my legs to be honest.
And then I saw her about a minute later.
Mama was being rushed on a stretcher, an ambu bag pumping in sync with the chaos. I cried out, “Mama!” I tried to follow, but they were too fast. I collapsed on the hospital floor sobbing, my heart breaking into pieces.
I called her sister and brother back home in Nigeria, my voice barely coherent through the tears. Her brother simply said, “Keep praying for her.”
I then went to meet my cousin at the accountant’s office, still unable to form full sentences. “Mama… Mama…” was all I could say amidst the tears.
The accountant confirmed she had been moved to the ICU, and the doctors were “working on her.” We waited upstairs in front of the ICU. After about 30 minutes, I was asked o go in as the doctor wanted to speak with me. I then went in together with my cousin to meet him.
He leaned against the wall, then looked at me and said just one word:
“Khalas.”
That was it. That was how the news was broken to me.
I broke down crying, whispering through my tears:
“Inna lillahi wa inna ilayhi raji’un. Allahumma ajirni fi musibati, wakhluf li khayran minha.”
And that was it. Mama was gone. A beautiful legacy had ended.
Her final days had been a blur of pain, hope, uneasiness, and heartbreak. We didn’t know what each day would bring. We prayed, we cried, and we held on. But in the end, her time had come.
And now… I end this chapter with a prayer from the depths of my heart:
Oh Allah, have mercy on that beautiful soul.
Forgive her shortcomings.
Make her grave a garden from the gardens of Paradise.
Grant her shade on the Day when there is no shade but Yours.
Raise her among the righteous, reunite us with her in the highest levels of Jannah,
and let the love she left behind grow into something eternal.
Ameen.
Over the next few subchapters, I will mention the lessons I take away from this period before proceeding to what followed after the news.


The Illusion of Ease: Saying the Shahadah at Death
How many times have we thought to ourselves: “I know the virtue of saying the Shahadah at the time of death—surely, I’ll be able to say it when my time comes.” But the reality is far from that and I wish it were that easy.
Just a few hours before my dear Mama returned to Allah, she suddenly began proclaiming the Shahadah—“Ash-hadu an laa ilaaha illa Allah, wa ash-hadu anna Muhammadan Rasoolullah”—over and over again, as if a switch deep inside her had been suddenly turned on. Despite her pain, discomfort, and breathlessness, her voice rang with clarity. She continued repeating the Shahadah throughout our ride to the hospital, until we were separated at the emergency room. My cousin, who went in with her, later told me that Mama continued saying it until the oxygen mask was placed on her face. SubhanAllah. Allah truly honored her in that moment. Alhamdulillah.
The Prophet ﷺ said:
“Whoever’s last words are La ilaha illallah will enter Paradise.”
—[Abu Dawud]
We often assume that saying these words at the time of death will come naturally, but the truth is: only those whom Allah honors will be able to say it. Because it’s not just about saying it with the tongue—it’s about having lived a life according to those words. You cannot spend your life heedless of Allah, disobeying Him openly, ignoring His commands—and then expect the tongue to utter words of truth and faith when the soul is departing. The Tawfeeq (divine ability) required comes only from Allah.
We’ve heard stories of people on their deathbeds who, when encouraged to say the Shahadah, began to sing songs, call out other worldly things, or speak nonsense—because that’s what filled their hearts. May Allah protect us from such an end.
Ask yourself honestly:
— Do I truly understand the meaning of La ilaha illallah and believe in it without any doubt?
— Do I live by it in my daily actions?
— Do I uphold what Allah has commanded and stay away from what He has forbidden?
Only when we live in submission to this beautiful statement can we hope to be honored with it in our final moments. Those who die in sujood, while fasting, while reciting Qur’an, or while performing good deeds—these are not coincidences. These are people who lived lives centered around Allah and were gifted beautiful endings because of it.
The Prophet ﷺ said:
“Every person will be resurrected in the manner in which they died.”
—[Sahih Muslim 2878]
So, ask yourself—when your soul is taken, what do you want to be doing in that moment? Making sujood? Or listening to music? Let’s reflect deeply and realign ourselves before it’s too late.
Another important reminder is to encourage your loved ones, especially those who are ill or near death, to say the Shahadah. Often, we become preoccupied—chatting, making phone calls, or scrolling through our phones—while someone next to us is taking their last breaths.
The Prophet ﷺ said:
“Prompt your dying ones to say: Laa ilaaha illa Allah.”
—[Muslim]
If that person lived a life of remembrance, Allah will make it easy for them to say it. And if they do, the reward is immense, as described in the beautiful hadith about the soul of a believing servant:
“When a believer is about to leave this world… angels with bright faces descend with shrouds from Paradise and perfume from Paradise… and they sit as far as the eye can see. The angel of death arrives and says: “O good soul, come out to the forgiveness and pleasure of Allah.”
The soul exits as smoothly as water flowing from a jug. It is perfumed and wrapped, and the angels carry it up through the heavens. Each group of angels asks: “Who is this blessed soul?”
And they are told: “It is so-and-so, the son of so-and-so,” using the most beloved of his names… until the soul reaches the seventh heaven and Allah says:
“Record the book of My servant in ‘Illiyyun and return him to the earth, for from it I created them, into it I shall return them, and from it I shall resurrect them again.”
Then the grave is made spacious, a window to Paradise is opened for him, and a man with a glowing face and sweet fragrance says, “I am your good deeds. Rejoice, for this is your promised day.”
[Hadith – Ahmad, Abu Dawud]

Compare that to the soul of a disbeliever or a heedless one: 
“But when an infidel is about to leave the world and proceed to the next world, angels with black faces come down to him from heaven with hair-cloth and sit away from him as far as the eye can see. Then the angel of death comes and sits at his head and says, ‘Wicked soul, come out to displeasure from God.’ Then it becomes dissipated in his body, and he draws it out as a spit is drawn out from moistened wool. He then seizes it, and when he does so they do not leave it in his hand for an instant, but put it in that hair-cloth and from it there comes forth a stench like the most offensive stench of a corpse found on the face of the earth. They then take it up and do not bring it past a company of angels without their asking, ‘Who is this wicked soul?’ to which they reply, ‘So and so, the son of so and so,’ using the worst names he was called in the world. When he is brought to the lowest heaven request is made that the gate be opened for him, but it is not opened for him. (God’s messenger then recited, ‘The gates of heaven will not be opened for them and they will not enter paradise until a camel can pass through the eye of a needle.)(Qur'an, vii, 40) God who is great and glorious then says, ‘Record his book in Sijjin (Cf. Qur’an, Ixxxiii, 7 ff) in the lowest earth,’ and his soul is thrown down. (He then recited, ‘He who assigns partners to God is as if he had fallen down from heaven and been snatched up by birds, or made to fall by the wind in a place far distant.')(Qur’an, xxii, 31). His soul is then restored to his body, two angels come to him, and making him sit up say to him, ‘Who is your Lord?’. He replies, ‘Alas, alas, I do not know.’ They ask, ‘What is your religion?' and he replies, ‘Alas, alas, I do not know.’ They ask, ‘Who is this man who was sent among you?' and he replies, ‘Alas, alas, I do not know.’ Then one cries from heaven, ‘He has lied, so spread out carpets from hell for him, and open a gate for him into hell.’ Then some of its heat and hot air comes to him, his grave is made narrow for him so that his ribs are pressed together in it, and a man with an ugly, face, ugly garments and an offensive odour come to him and says, ‘Be grieved with what displeases you, for this is your day which you have been promised.’
What a difference—like the difference between light and darkness, between Jannah and Jahannam.
So let us turn to Allah sincerely. Let us repent, reform, and realign our lives to His pleasure, so that our deaths may be a reflection of our lives. And when that moment comes, may Allah grant us a tongue moist with His remembrance, a heart filled with His love, and lips that utter La ilaha illallah with ease and certainty.
Oh Allah, allow us to live for You, die upon faith in You, and be resurrected among the righteous.
Oh Allah, let the Shahadah be our last words.
Ameen.








When Medicine Meets Faith: The Power of Ruqyah in Illness
When Mama was in the ICU, one of my teachers from Saudi messaged me to ask how she was doing. I told her that Mama was in the ICU and things honestly didn’t look goodShe then reminded me: “Keep doing ruqyah on her. Just like medication is taken multiple times a day, so should Ruqyah be repeated over and over.” I tried my possible best to follow her advice.
From that moment on, every single day that I visited Mama in the ICU, I recited ruqyah over her fragile body and I continued to do so until the very end. And though I couldn’t save her from the decree of Allah, I found contentment knowing that I had done something—something—that felt was hopefully an act of birr (goodness) toward my mother. I pray Allah accepts it from me.
You see, when we or our loved ones fall ill, our natural instinct is to rush to medication, treatment, and doctors—and of course, that’s not wrong. Seeking medical care is part of our faith. The Prophet ﷺ said:
 ‘‘Seek treatment, O slaves of Allah! For Allah does not create any disease but He also creates with it the cure, except for old age.’”
- Sunan Ibn Majah 3436
But the problem arises when our hearts attach to the means rather than the One who controls the means. It’s easy to forget that Allah is Ash-Shaafi—the ultimate Healer. Like Prophet Ibrahim (AS) said:
“And when I am ill, it is He who cures me.”
—[Qur’an, Ash-Shu‘arā 26:80]
So yes, take your medicine, attend your appointments, follow the treatment plan—but let your first instinct be Allah. Turn to Him before turning to the pill bottle. Pray to Him, make ruqyah, ask with tears in your eyes, “Ya Allah, You are the Healer—heal me.”
Even for something as simple as a headache, I often find myself reaching first for a paracetamol tablet. Only sometimes do I remember to make du‘a. But we should reverse the order: call upon Allah first, then take the means.
So many times, we’ve heard the stories—doctors gave up, the diagnosis was bleak, but Allah healed through ruqyah. Like the incredible incident with the Prophet’s companions:
“Some of the companions of the Prophet (ﷺ) came across a tribe amongst the tribes of the Arabs, and that tribe did not entertain them. While they were in that state, the chief of that tribe was bitten by a snake (or stung by a scorpion). They said, (to the companions of the Prophet (ﷺ) ), "Have you got any medicine with you or anybody who can treat with Ruqya?" The Prophet's companions said, "You refuse to entertain us, so we will not treat (your chief) unless you pay us for it." So, they agreed to pay them a flock of sheep. One of them (the Prophet's companions) started reciting Surat-al-Fatiha and gathering his saliva and spitting it (at the snake-bite). The patient got cured and his people presented the sheep to them, but they said, "We will not take it unless we ask the Prophet (whether it is lawful)." When they asked him, he smiled and said, "How do you know that Surat-al-Fatiha is a Ruqya? Take it (flock of sheep) and assign a share for me." Bukhari 5736
And our beloved Prophet ﷺ himself used ruqyah in his final days:
“During the Prophet's fatal illness, he would recite the Mu’awwidhat (Surah Al-Falaq and Surah An-Nas) and blow over his body. When he became too ill, I would recite them for him and rub his body with his own hand for its blessings.”
—Narrated by Aisha (RA)
Another pwerful narration from ‘A’ishah:
The Prophet (ﷺ) used to treat some of his wives by passing his right hand over the place of ailment and used to say, "O Allah, the Lord of the people! Remove the trouble and heal the patient, for You are the Healer. No healing is of any avail but Yours; healing that will leave behind no ailment."اللَّهُمَّ رَبَّ النَّاسِ مُذْهِبَ الْبَاسِ اشْفِ أَنْتَ الشَّافِي لاَ شَافِيَ إِلاَّ أَنْتَ، شِفَاءً لاَ يُغَادِرُ سَقَمًا 
Another incident is reported from ‘Uthman ibn Abi’l-As:
“He complained to the Messenger of Allah ﷺ about pain he had since becoming Muslim. The Prophet (PBUH) said:
‘Put your hand where you feel pain and say: Bismillah (in the name of Allah) three times, then say seven times: A‘udhu bi ‘izzat-illah wa qudratihi min sharri ma ajid wa uhadhir (I seek refuge in the might and power of Allah from the evil of what I feel and fear).’—Muslim (2202), al-Tirmidhi (2080)
Al-Tirmidhi (2080) added: He said, I did that, and Allah took away what I had been suffering, and I kept on enjoining my family and others to do that.” 
Ibn Qayyim al-Jawziyya also mentioned: 
“I spent some time in Makkah and within that duration I was afflicted with illnesses and I was unable to find a doctor or medicine. So, I remedied myself with al-Fatihah and witnessed its remarkable results. I would then inform anyone who complained about pain of this remedy and many of them will recover quickly.
There are countless natural and spiritual remedies the Prophet ﷺ pointed us toward—like black seed:
“This black seed is a healing for every disease except death.”
—Sahih al-Bukhari
And honey:
“In it is healing for mankind.”
—Qur’an, An-Nahl 16:69
“Make use of the two cures: honey and the Qur’an.”
—Tirmidhi
All of this teaches us something profound: don’t neglect what Allah has blessed and prescribed in the Qur’an and Sunnah. Ruqyah is not just for when all hope seems lost, but a companion to the medical treatment from the beginning.
And when that whisper comes—“Will this even work?” or “How can this work?” ignore it. You are calling upon the One who can part seas, bring the dead to life, and cure diseases no medicine can touch.
Have yaqeen (certainty). Make du‘a. Do ruqyah. And trust the One who says:
“Indeed, His command is only when He intends a thing that He says to it, ‘Be,’ and it is.”
—[Qur’an, Ya-Sin 36:82]
















Goodbyes and the Gift of Letting Go
When Mama was in the ICU, there was a day my sister and I felt completely drained—physically, mentally, and emotionally. The tension of seeing our mother so unwell was weighing heavily on us both, and we decided to go to the city center to lighten up from all the worries and uncertainty that came with my mother been in the ICU. While there, we stumbled into a gift shop, not really knowing what we were looking for and we saw beautiful cards which we both ended up picking for Mama.
Six days before she passed, I addressed mine to her:
“To my most beloved person on earth,
I know this is a trying time for you, and you have gone through so much pain, but it is a kaffarah for you in shaa Allah. You have been so strong, and please continue to be. It will all come to pass in shaa Allah. Allah gave us the best mother and we know we can never repay you except with du’as. Please forgive our shortcomings and may we continue to be together as a family in this dunya and in Jannah. I love you.
Ummeetah”
On the card, I also wrote down some ahadith on patience for her to hold on to through her pain:
“If Allah loves a people, He afflicts them with trials. Whoever is patient, has the reward of patience.”
“Wondrous is the affair of the believer! Verily, all of his affairs are good — and that is for no one except the believer. If something good happens to him, he is grateful, and that is better for him. If something harmful befalls him, he is patient, and that is better for him.”
“The servant will continue to be tried until he is left walking upon the earth without any sin.”
“If Allah intends good for someone, He afflicts them with trials.”
I then ended with a du’a asking Allah to heal her.
I handed the card to the ICU security guard and asked him to please pass it on to the nurses for Mama. Two days later, I was wondering if she had ever seen it and so when I went in during visiting hours, I searched her bedside drawer and found it still in its envelope. I then pulled it out and handed it to her to read. Though intubated and unable to respond verbally, she read it in silence as I stood by her side. That card—those words—became the last gift I gave to her and I’m so deeply grateful that I did. A gift of words straight from my heart to hers Alhamdulillah.
It reminded me of the importance of telling the people we love that we love them—not just in thought, but in words. Perhaps it's easier for me because expressing myself through writing is my safe space. I’ve always loved giving and receiving written words. Years before, I had written a similar letter to Mama, and I found it while sorting through her belongings. Seeing both cards reminded me how meaningful words can be—and how lasting.
Too often, we withhold those words. We let days pass clinging to grudges, holding back forgiveness, thinking we’ll always have more time. But time isn’t guaranteed and regret is heavy when the chance is gone.
Even the Prophet ﷺ encouraged expressing love and affection:
A man was with the Prophet ﷺ when another man passed by, and he said, “O Messenger of Allah, I love this man (for Allah’s sake).” The Prophet ﷺ asked, “Have you informed him?”
He said, “No.”
The Prophet ﷺ replied, “Tell him.”
So he went and told the man, “I love you for the sake of Allah,” and the man responded, “May Allah, for Whose sake you love me, love you.”
—Riyad as-Salihin 385
There’s a pain that lingers in every farewell, especially the ones you know might be your last. I often think about the moment Mama had to say goodbye to my youngest brother. He was still studying abroad in the UK and had to return to school a few days before she passed. He went in to see her alone, to have that final moment with her privately. When he came out, some of our cousins went in afterward, not knowing she had just said goodbye to her youngest child. They found her with silent tears streaming down her face. Up until today, that image never leaves me. The unspoken pain of a mother letting go.
It reminds me of another moment of farewell, one filled with both sadness and serenity. When Fatimah (RA) visited her father, the Prophet ﷺ, during his final illness, a similar moment of parting unfolded:
Narrated 'Aisha: Once Fatima came walking and her gait resembled the gait of the Prophet ﷺ . The Prophet ﷺ said, "Welcome, O my daughter!" Then he made her sit on his right or on his left side, and then he told her a secret and she started weeping. I asked her, "Why are you weeping?" He again told her a secret and she started laughing. I said, "I never saw happiness so near to sadness as I saw today". I asked her what the Prophet ﷺ had told her. She said, "I would never disclose the secret of Allah's Messenger ﷺ". 
When the Prophet ﷺ died, I asked her about it. She replied".The Prophet ﷺ said: 'Every year Gabriel used to revise the Qur'an with me once only, but this year he has done so twice. I think this portends my death, and you will be the first of my family to follow me'. So, I started weeping. Then he said'. Don't you like to be the chief of all the ladies of Paradise or the chief of the believing women? So, I laughed for that".
Saying goodbye is never easy, especially when you don’t know if it will be your last. During Mama’s final days in the ICU, my emotions were all over the place. Fear, hope, grief, love—all rolled into one. Every moment felt uncertain as we clung to du’as, to hope, to each other. I pray that period was a kaffarah (purification) for us all.
To anyone reading this: if you love someone, tell them. If there’s forgiveness to be given, give it. Don’t let Shaytan keep your heart chained to resentment. Don’t delay kindness or wait for a better time as there may not be one.
This life is fleeting, and our time with our loved ones is far shorter than we realize. Let us prepare for our goodbyes by creating memories rooted in love, compassion, and sincerity.
And if you’ve ever given a heartfelt goodbye, you’ll know—there’s no regret in loving too much. Only in loving too late.

O Allah, forgive those we loved for Your sake, and grant us the ability to honor them in their life and after their death. O Allah, reunite us with them in gardens of eternal bliss, and cleanse our hearts of any ill feelings toward the believers. O Allah, if we have fallen short in our duty to them, You are the Most Forgiving, so forgive us and forgive them, and grant us a reunion under Your throne on the Day when there is no shade but Yours.
Ameen.












CHAPTER 4
This chapter focuses on the period after the doctor broke the news of Mama’s passing; from her shrouding to her burial, to our return to Nigeria, and the initial days that followed. A deeply painful time, but I begin…
After the doctor informed us of Mama’s passing, my cousin and I went back to the ICU waiting area to decide what to do next. I was still sobbing, inconsolable. I remember my sister walking in just then — we had left her at home earlier in the morning — and my cousin gently holding her as she collapsed into tears after I broke the news to her.
Then came the difficult part; making calls to break the news. We called my father, my brother, and others to inform them and also decide whether Mama should be buried in Cairo or transported back to Nigeria. The hospital needed an answer to begin processing the death notice and other formalities. For me, there no room for contemplation as a believer’s burial is to be hastened, and it is best to be buried where one passes. We all reached was a decision that Mama would be buried in Cairo.
I wanted to be present for her washing and was told that it might be up to an hour or two before that will be done pending the completion of due process. I then remembered that my toddler was still in Montessori school and If the school bus got home before I did, he wouldn’t be able to get in, as the driver always waited for me at the gate. So, I left the hospital immediately, took a taxi, picked him up from school, and dropped him off with the house help. The taxi driver was kind. I remember crying on the ride and telling him I had just lost my mother. He handed me tissues and offered his condolences. May Allah bless him wherever he is.
After returning to the hospital, I found my aunt and her husband already in the hospital café, along with a few representatives from the Nigerian embassy. I was asked to sit and was offered tea while we waited as the paperwork was being arranged. After some time, we were called to see Mama and say our farewell. She had been moved to the mortuary where the ghusl was to take place. When I saw her, she looked radiant; her skin had softened, the facial swelling was gone — she just looked peaceful and free of pain. I moved closer touching her arms and saying ‘Mama you have really gone’ while crying. Even though I never wanted that meeting to end, it was at that point that my cousin gently led me out of the room.
Upstairs in the hospital lobby, more relatives had begun to arrive. It was time for ‘Asr prayer and we all moved to the hospital masjid to pray. Everything felt surreal; I was present, but numb. A short while later, I was called again — this time to take part in washing her. Despite studying the fiqh of janā’iz a few years back, everything felt unfamiliar. Maybe it was the emotion, or maybe it was because it was my own mother I was about to wash. We however proceeded as those around me kindly reminded me what to do step by step.
SubḥānAllāh, everyone there commented on her scent; how pleasant it was and how her face was radiant. Allah truly honored her. I was the one to spray the final perfume on her, and took part in her shrouding. And that was the last glimpse I had of Mama’s beautiful face.
Her shrouded body was then placed in the car, and we followed in separate vehicles to a mosque in 6th October City — the Imam al-Husary Masjid. Though it was already after Maghrib, the masjid was full. About 400 to 500 people — men and women — prayed Salatul Janazah over her Alhamdulillah. I remember tears streaming down my face during the Janazah prayer which ended up in sobs after the completion of the prayer. The women around gathered and offered hugs and words of comfort. Afterwards, we made our way to the cemetery to bury Mama
At the cemetery, while the grave was being prepared by the men, I stood quietly in a corner with three others — my mom’s cousin, my aunt’s Egyptian Islamic teacher, and my cousin’s friend. Silent tears streamed down my face as I continued making du’a: O Allah, grant her steadfastness in answering the questions of the grave, forgive her, and have mercy on her.
When her grave was ready, they carried her body from the car into a small room as the cemetery in that area had enclosed grave rooms. Once she was buried and all the men had stepped out, Mama’s cousin escorted me inside to see the final resting place of my beloved mother and somehow, that gave me some closure. 
We then returned to New Cairo after ‘Ishā, to the house where we had been staying. Our aunt insisted we go to her place and sleep over. I remember eating mashed rice (tuwo) with soup — my comfort food — while taking condolence calls. Looking back, I can’t believe I managed to eat and sleep that night; even if only for a few hours.
The next morning, I had to get a new pair of glasses because mine had broken the day before. After sorting that out at the eye clinic, I returned home where my sister and cousin were beginning to pack our belongings, along with Mama’s things. Our flight back to Nigeria was booked for three days later.
Walking into Mama’s room that day shattered me as everything was exactly how we had left it that morning — her syringes, feeding formula, medications, and water. We quietly packed her belongings, received a few visitors, and tried to hold ourselves together until it was time to leave.
When we finally boarded the flight back to Abuja, I felt like I was leaving behind a part of myself. At the airport in Nigeria, relatives received us warmly and offered their condolence, their faces wet with tears. I went to my cousin’s house to sleep over, and I left my son with an aunt — I was too emotionally and physically drained to care for him properly that night.
The next morning, we received an early call that my father had collapsed as he had been really sick. I rushed back home and we took him to the hospital, unsure whether he’d make it as his BP was dropping really low at the emergency room. For a moment, we feared the worst. Alḥamdulillāh, he was stabilized and hospitalized for a few days. The stress of Mama’s death, receiving endless guests, and not eating or sleeping well had taken a toll. Eventually, he was discharged and returned home.
For the next few weeks, visitors came and went. Some stayed for hours, just to sit with us. Even though their presence was comforting, but I was tired and emotionally exhausted. I longed to be alone with my thoughts, to grieve privately and just process everything that had happened. But the visitors kept coming — two, almost three weeks — until finally, the house fell quiet again.
And then it hit me: I was now the “mummy” of the house. Only this time, the original mummy was gone. And I had to keep going, carry on, and figure out life and navigate it — without her.
In the next few subchapters, I will reflect on the lessons I took from this painful time; how I tried to hold on to sabr and not break down entirely. Because as they say, patience is hard… but it is also beautiful.

After Mama was buried, and as we all left the graveyard heading back home, the gravity of the following hadith dawned on me:
Anas (May Allah be pleased with him) reported: Messenger of Allah ﷺ said: "Three (things) follow a dead person: Members of his family, his property and his deeds. Two of them return; and one remains with him. The people and his wealth return; his deeds remain with him". Al-Bukhari and Muslim.
And that couldn’t be more true SubhanaAllah. The only thing that remain with a person are his deeds… if they are bad, they remain with him and cause him agony, and if they are good, they remain with him and lead him to eternal bliss. Now really put that in perspective as a lot of us tend to put emphasis in this life on the family and property. We accumulate property and constantly think of ways to increase it, toiling day and night. Even though that is not wrong in and of itself, but have we asked ourselves the intention behind doing so? Do we follow haram means to accumulate our wealth and property? And do we allow that to distract us from what is important in life?
“Competition in [worldly] increase diverts you. Until you visit the graveyards.”
And comes family; which can also be considered a distraction if one is not careful. As Allah says:
“And know that your properties and your children are but a trial and that Allāh has with Him a great reward.”
We should therefore consider all these as tests and not get carried away with them, because they will leave us and we go through the questioning of the grave alone.
Concentrate on your deeds; are they upright? Are they sincere done only for Allah’s sake? Are they according to the sunnah?
One of the deeds that remains with a person in the grave is his/her Qur’an;
It was narrated that Buraydah (may Allah be pleased with him) said: I heard the Prophet (peace and blessings of Allah be upon him) say:
“The Quran will meet its companion on the Day of Resurrection when his grave is opened for him, in the form of a pale man. It will say to him, ‘Do you recognize me?’ He will say: ‘I do not recognize you.’ It will say: ‘I am your companion the Quran, who kept you thirsty on hot days and kept you awake at night. Every merchant benefits from his business and today you will benefit from your good deeds.’ He will be given dominion in his right hand and eternity in his left, and there will be placed on his head a crown of dignity, and his parents will be clothed with priceless garments the like of which have never been seen in this world.”
So what’s your relationship with the Qur’an? Are you attached to it? 







What Will Remain of Us?
Shortly after Mama passed away, her online Islamic school opened a fundraiser for a sadaqatul Jariah for her. Within 11 days of her passing, 5 wells had already been dug for her, many trees planted in her name and money donated to a waqf building in her name. We didn’t even start this; it was an initiative by the school themselves to do this for her.
We also had our personal projects individually and together as a family for her. Her family and friends would all do something for her as they wanted something to reach her. Anti Madina… everyone’s beloved.
She touched so many people’s lives; people would come to me to tell me “You know how Anti Madina inspired me and motivated me to change”
“I used to confide in her and she used to give me the best advice.”
It was like everyone was mourning her loss and crying; the young and the old. She touched lives. We even only knew the extent of the effect after her passing.
My aunt once told me that my mother used to support a widow without us knowing, when my aunt told her the story of the woman, she used to send her upkeep for her and the children. So when that woman came to my aunt’s place after her passing, she told her that the woman supporting you had passed away and the woman broke down in tears. So many good left behind and so much to share. Even my own Qur’an memorization journey, my mother used to pay for me in the beginning and paid for my sister till the end.
About two weeks after she passed away, a friend in another city was telling me how she went for Jum’ah prayer in a Masjid in Kano, Nigeria 2 days after Mama passed away and the Imam announced just after the Khutbah prayer that they a sister, Madina passed away in Cairo just 2 days earlier and he then prayed for Allah’s forgiveness and mercy for her. Subhanallah. How her death was felt in various places by people who knew her and who didn’t know her. Someone who knew her very close friend said “Oh, how I wished I knew Anti Madina. The way everyone is talking about her” That was Mama. No one has said a single bad thing about her till date Alhamdulilla, and we hope she is in a better place as people are Allah’s witnesses on earth.
Some Companions happened to pass by a funeral procession (bier) and they praised him (the deceased). The Prophet (ﷺ) said, “Its obligatory.” Then they passed by another funeral procession and they spoke ill of the deceased. The Prophet (ﷺ) said, “Its obligatory.” `Umar bin Al-Khattab (May Allah be pleased with him) said: “(O Messenger of Allah,) what do you mean by `Its obligatory?” He (ﷺ) replied, “You praised the first person, so he will enter Jannah; and you spoke ill of the second person, so he will enter Hell. You are Allah’s witnesses on earth.”
In another hadith, the Prophet (PBUH) said:
Umar ibn al-Khattab reported: The Prophet, peace and blessings be upon him, said, “Whenever four persons testify to the goodness of a Muslim, he will enter Paradise.” We said, “And three?” The Prophet said, “Even three.” We said, “And two?” The Prophet said, “Even two.” Thereafter, we did not ask about only one person.
Ṣaḥīḥ al-Bukhārī 1368
This has inspired me to be a better person. Because now that death is very close to me, close to us all even, we should act like it is our last day on earth. It is Allah’s wisdom that he has hidden the day that we are going to go; if we were to know, then the very point of the test is not going to be there. Who is going to worship Allah better with the little time he/she has?
“[He] who created death and life to test you [as to] which of you is best in deed – and He is the Exalted in Might, the Forgiving”
We often delay doing good because we think we have time but do we really. For some of us, we even lose our loved ones, but nothing about us changes. We should really ask ourselves… what if death takes me now? Am I ready? Do I have others rights’ to return? Tomorrow is never certain for anyone. That is why we should live a good life and have a good relationship with the people around us. It is said about one of the pious predecessors that if you were to tell him he was going to die tomorrow, there was nothing extra he could do. This is the mindset that we should carry, not the mindset that ‘it can wait till tomorrow’.
If we were to strive to follow the commandments of the Qur’an and the Sunnah in regards to good character, that would suffice us for Allah to guide us to His path and ways. As He says:
“And those who strive for Us - We will surely guide them to Our ways.[1136] And indeed, Allāh is with the doers of good.”
And what are just some of these commandments?
“And do not approach unlawful sexual intercourse. Indeed, it is ever an immorality and is evil as a way.”
“And do not approach the property of an orphan, except in the way that is best, until he reaches maturity. And fulfill [every] commitment. Indeed, the commitment is ever [that about which one will be] questioned.”
“And your Lord has decreed that you worship not except Him, and to parents, good treatment. Whether one or both of them reach old age [while] with you, say not to them [so much as], "uff," and do not repel them but speak to them a noble word.”
“And do not pursue that of which you have no knowledge. Indeed, the hearing, the sight and the heart - about all those [one] will be questioned.”
And some of the commandments in the Sunnah?
"Whoever believes in Allah and the Last Day should not harm his neighbor; and whoever believes in Allah and the Last Day should serve his guest generously; and whoever believes in Allah and the Last Day should talk what is good or keep quiet"
““A man said to the Prophet, ‘Give me advice.’ The Prophet, peace be upon him, said, ‘Do not get angry.’ The man asked repeatedly and the Prophet answered each time, ‘Do not get angry.’”
Now, if we were to really follow the good manners and act upon them spreading them everywhere, leaving our trickles of goodness everywhere while avoiding the destructive sins, then we would have hopefully lived a meaningful life in shaa Allah. 
Every one that has been greatly missed by the people after their passing led a meaningful life and was good and beneficial towards them, “Oh so and so used to feed the neighborood every Friday” oh he took care of orphans” and so forth. While the opposite is true; everyone that was a nuisance and not beneficial to the people, albeit even evil towards them will not be missed. Sometimes, the bad of such people keeps being mentioned and mentioned. Oh, he was an unjust ruler, oh he killed many people during his time and so on.
Think about it. Which category do you want to belong to? The former or the latter? And I ask you… what have you prepared towards it?






Months after my mother’s passing, we had to open her items and take an inventory of everything for her inheritance. The first day we did that with her sisters and cousins. And it was really difficult but I was able to go through it fine.
However the day we received her items via cargo, we decided to do it me and my mother’s immediate sister. I opened the boxes and started bringing the clothes out from the box. As my aunt came into the room, she just burst out crying; “Oh look at Anty Madina’s clothes, its like I should just tell her come back please” while touching them. I then started crying too at that point. Ahhh it wasn’t easy, the whole process wasn’t. When sorting the clothes, I would say “Oh I remember Mama wearing this to her chemotherapy when we went together”
“Oh I remember the day we visited the ER, Mama was wearing this clothes”
Beyond the clothing items, I would find many items remembering the story behind each, her hot water bottle that she’d use to use during her illness to provide comfort to her nerves, her jacket that she used to protect herself from the UK cold, and so forth.
I took some of the items that I would like to keep with me for remembrance. It was surreal. But a very stark reminder of our final end. When we go, all of the items we old dear to heart will be left for heirs to inherit. So why do we fight so hard to accumulate such items while they’d become useless to us once we pass away? You don’t leave this world with anyting asides the white shroud used to bury you. And even tough we’ve heard this countless times, It will become reality whether we envision it or not. It is the final end of us all. 
Sometimes, on the days that I really want to feel my mothers presence, I scroll through our WhatsApp chats and listen to her voicenotes and look at her pictures. I remember, oh that picture was took on our boa ride in Istanbul! Or oh this picture of Mama with Mus’ab was the first time he ever smiled as a baby or that picture was taken wen she went for a conference in the US. And that’s I, the previous realiy becomes memory. 
Sometimes, I’d switch on her phone and just scroll through while remembering how she’d scroll through it like that too .Or look her secondary school and university reports trying to decipher who she was before becoming “Mama” Ohh Life. How fragile.
Not that I have held a lot of her items, and hope to keep some with me for the duration of my life, I often remind myself, That one day it is definitely going to be part of my inheritance after my own death; it really brings he death closer to me. It is really close as we don’t know when our time will be. That is why we are strongly encouraged in Islam o remember death often. The Prophet (SAW) said:
"Remember frequently the destroyer of pleasures, death."
Remembering death often keeps on in check and reminds us of what is important and What we should prioritize in life. We often get carried away by the hustle and bustle of life that we tend to forget Allah during our day to day lives. Will Allah be pleased with me doing this? What if the angel of death takes me away while performing this? What additional good deed can I do today before evening? And by this, we find our day becomes centered around Allah and doing things that please him because we don’t expect to reach the next evening, albeit tomorrow.
The Prophet (s) has also stated, “In the evening, do not anticipate the morning, and in the morning do not anticipate the evening. Take from your health for your illness and from your life for your death” (Bukhari).
In another hadith he said to Ibn ‘Umar: ‘‘Be in this world as if you were a stranger or a traveler on the road.’”
A traveler doesn’t carry much possessions with him for the travel but rather carries only what will suffice him for the journey. Imagine travelling to another country for a two week trip and carrying ten boxes which will contain all the items you possess. That isn’t realistic. You will only carry what will suffice you for the journey, wouldn’t you? Same with the journey of this life; you only carry what will suffice you in terms of possessions and leave what will be an added burden for you during the travel. You should also carry good deeds that will benefit you in the final lap of the journey because that is wisdom.
A man said, “O Messenger of Allah, which of the believers is best?” The Prophet said, “Those with the best character.” The man said, “Which of the believers is the wisest?” The Prophet said, “Those who remember death often and have best prepared for it with good deeds; those are the wisest” (Sunan Ibn Majah).
Another aspect of this is to make sure that whatever you will leave behind is a witness for you and not against you, leave behind you good or memories that are good so that your reward keeps trickling. There are people that when they die, that’s when someone will come forward saying, he has been the one feeding me for the past one month, or he purchased my house for me or he made me smile and comforted me on the day that I was sad. Let not what people remember us be negative things; he oppressed so and so, or fought so and so.. etc.
And let not people find out our true colors wen we die; things inappropriate on your phone, or in your closet. You tried to hide them from people when you were alive but Allah will expose them when you pass away. Let us be sincere as much as possible.
There is a story of a sahabi wom the whole of Madina found out he was the one doing good deeds to them till he died…





Guilt. Such a heavy word. 
One incident that I often remember which brings such feeling is that one night, I found it very difficult to sleep; and it was around 2am before sleep took me. Prior to falling asleep, I messaged my Mama that I might find it difficult to wake up early in the morning as I am still up, but if she needed anything, she could still wake me up. I messaged her because Mama used to be up quite early and liked us to be awake incase she needed help. In the morning, I saw her reply, that she will be fine in shaa Allah. I always blame ,myself; why couldn’t I have been more patient? Even if I was going to be up earlier, would it have mattered? That is the weight of guilt.
This feeling isn’t unique to just me alone. I once asked a friend who lost her elder sister to cancer if there was anything she could struggled with after her sister’s death; and she narrated how one night she told her sister that she would like to give her her dose earlier than possible as se was tired and sleepy and wanted to rest. The sister on hearing that started to apologize that she was so sorry for inconveniencing her to the point that my friend felt bad. Se mentioned to me that that guilt weighs on even after she passed and she struggled hard with it. 
That is how heavy guilt is. You start to blame yourself and think; had I done this or had I done that...  you start to wish were the times of the clock able to have been turned back so you could change what happened. This feeling is even the essence of tawbah in Islam. To feel guilt and remorse for the sin done and then ask Allah for forgiveness for the sin. 
You see, after someone we love returns to Allah, a quiet but a very powerful feeling that often begins to grow in the shadows of grief is guilt. Not the guilt of having done something terribly wrong, but the subtle, lingering ache that whispers “I could have done more”. I felt this deeply after Mama passed. I could have massaged her hands when I saw that it was making her uncomfortable. I could have made her soup when she was finding it difficult to eat. I could have gone on a stroll with her rather than leaving her to go alone.
In the days and weeks that followed her death, my mind began replaying everything — not just the big moments, but the tiny, everyday details; tings that would come back to me and make me guilty to my core. The times I rushed through conversations. The moments I was too tired to be fully present. The times I didn’t call her back quickly enough. The times I could have hugged her tighter or told her just how much she meant to me… just every of my shortcoming towards her. It’s strange how the heart clings to these fragments, how they become heavy reminders of love we wished we had expressed more. And that I believe is a natural consequence of losing a loved one. You just go back to the times you spent together with them and break them down trying to find cracks where you fell short.
I would find myself crying not only because she was gone, but because I wasn’t sure I had done enough. Had I served her well enough as a daughter? Had I made her feel loved every single day? This guilt came in waves; strong, uninvited, and often silent. It’s a kind of pain that doesn’t always need words, because it lives deep in the corners of your heart.
But over time, I came to realise something I hadn’t considered in those early moments: guilt is often just love that has nowhere to go. The ache of regret is often born not from failure, but from the depth of how much we cared and how helpless we feel now to show it. The Prophet ﷺ said, “Allah does not burden a soul beyond what it can bear.” (Qur’an 2:286) — and yet, in grief, it often feels like our hearts are burdened with more than we can carry.
But guilt can also be misleading. It tricks us into measuring our worth by our mistakes, instead of our intentions. And intentions matter. As a matter of fact, in Islam, they matter the most. Our beloved Prophet ﷺ said:
“Actions are but by intention, and every man shall have only that which he intended…” (Bukhari & Muslim)
If we intended good, if we tried in the ways that we were able — even if imperfectly — then that effort is seen and accepted by Allah. Even on the days I fell short, I know that I loved Mama deeply. And I remind myself: Allah sees the things we never had the words or strength to say.
We are human. We tire, we forget and we assume we’ll have more time. But Allah is Al-‘Aleem — the All-Knowing. He knows our exhaustion and He knows our distractions. He knows the love we carried in our hearts even when we didn’t always express it. His mercy is not like ours. His mercy is beyond comprehension.
Sometimes we forget that birr al-wālidayn — being dutiful to one’s parents — doesn’t end at death. In fact, it continues. The Prophet ﷺ said:
“When a person dies, all their deeds come to an end except three: ongoing charity, beneficial knowledge, or a righteous child who prays for them.” (Muslim)
After Mama’s passing, I realised that every duʿā I made for her became a way of giving back what I couldn’t give during her final days. Every time I said, “O Allah, forgive her, elevate her rank, and expand her grave,” I was loving her in the most meaningful way I could. Duʿā became my bridge; my comfort, my redemption, my act of birr that death could not end.
I’ve also learned that we must forgive ourselves. Holding onto guilt doesn’t bring our loved ones back, and it doesn’t honour them either. I believe with all my heart that if Mama could speak to me now, she would say, “You did your best. I know you loved me.” And more importantly, Allah knows I tried. He is Ash-Shakoor, the Appreciative — and He appreciates even our smallest acts of service and love.
One of the most powerful ways I’ve found healing is by remembering that Allah’s mercy is greater than our regrets. The Prophet ﷺ told us:
“Allah’s mercy prevails over His wrath.” (Bukhari)
If He can forgive the greatest sins for those who sincerely turn back to Him, will He not forgive our minor shortcomings in the care of those we loved? If He is Ar-Rahman, then surely He sees our brokenness, and in it, still loves us.
There came a time when I had to let go of the guilt, not because I stopped missing Mama, but because I wanted to honour her memory through peace, not pain. And through making duʿā, giving charity in her name, and trying to live in a way that would make her proud.
To anyone reading this who carries a similar guilt, please remember: you loved, you tried, and Allah knows. Let your guilt become a doorway to duʿā, not despair. Let it move you toward action- toward sadaqah, prayer, and remembrance, and not self-blame.
Because the best way to show our love is not through punishment of ourselves, but through prayer and hope in the One whose mercy has no limit.
O Allah, forgive our shortcomings in the rights of our loved ones. Forgive us for the moments we fell short, for the things we didn’t say, for the good we wished we had done. Accept our love and our duʿā as birr in their name. Replace our guilt with peace, and let us reunite with them in Jannah, free from regret, clothed in Your mercy, Ameen.





Its incredulous how life forces you to keep moving on without ‘pausing’ together with you to mourn your beloved and what you are going through.  The first sign of this is remembering shortly after my mom passed away that I had to go pick my child from school and drop back home. And when I was back home, my glasses broke as I stepped on it unknowingly while in the bathroom rushing to make it back to the hospital on time for my mother’s ghusl. I had to manage with a broken glasses throughout the day as I can barely see without my glasses on. After the long day, I was up early the next day to go to the eye clinic to get a new prescription and get a new pair of glasses which I received later in the day. Over the next few days that we had left in Cairo, even though I desperately wanted to just lie down and do absolutely nothing, I didn’t have that luxury. Life forced me to move on and to carry on; a visitor wanted to see me, I needed to feed my child, I needed to take him to the hospital, I needed to go to the bank.. and the list goes on. So many times till date, I wanted to just.. do absolutely nothing, but we were created to strive, to toil, to struggle: 
”We have created man into toil and hardship” (Balad: 6)
And I’m reminded that even the sun and the moon run in their orbits and do not cease to come out every day. Just because you are in darkness, the sun symbolizing bringing light and activity to the earth will not refuse to come out just because you are in your darkness and you don’t want to face the light. That is life, Allah has already ordained for them paths to take and orbits to follow.
If you think about it, if Allah made the night continuous, then how would we survive as we would need the day to go and seek our livelihood to be able to earn and make some livelihood- to enable us to eat, clothe ourselves, and pay our rents? This is why Allah says:
“And out of His mercy He made for you the night and the day that you may rest therein and [by day] seek from His bounty and [that] perhaps you will be grateful.”
The same goes for if Allah made the day continuous, imagine how tired we would be, not having the time and quietness to rest? This is why Allah says:
“Say, "Have you considered: if Allāh should make for you the day continuous until the Day of Resurrection, what deity other than Allāh could bring you a night in which you may rest? Then will you not see?"
This cycle of day and night should make us grateful for each has its purpose: “And out of His mercy He made for you the night and the day that you may rest therein and [by day] seek from His bounty and [that] perhaps you will be grateful.”
So, even when the storm comes and we are trying to maintain the sabr through it, we should thank Allah for the normal day to day activities because they keep forcing us to live. We have to carry out our minimum bare spiritual obligations for example. And in retrospect, I thank Allah for the opportunity because were we to stand still doing nothing, then that will delay our healing. Even in Islam mourning is a period of three days except for a woman whose mourning period for her husband is four months and 10 days.
I remember someone telling me this when she came after my mother’s passing. She said that don’t take time mourning your mother and halting your life. In Islam, mourning is just a duration of three days and we move on. Then, I was mildly upset, and in my mind I felt because it wasn’t her that it happened to. But, looking back at it now, I understand where she was coming from now and how wat she said was the truth. 
Another told me that when she was caring for her father who had cancer in his last days, she spent two whole months without leaving the hospital, she used to have her bath and everything in the hospital and when he passed away, she felt like she couldn’t move on and didn’t want to do anything and just stayed at home crying. For months she was like that but eventually life moved on. I would have never guessed that the person I met and knew went through what she told me. She was so bubbly and full of life.
Even the Prophet (PBUH) went through so much grief and sadness after the loss of his wife and Abu Talib till it was named the year of Sorrow. But He (PBUH) passed through that stage of intense grief even though he still remembered Khadijah all through his life again.
So, dear aggrieved heart, the sun will rise again in your life, whether you want it to or not. That is the way that Allah has designed this life. So, allow it to shine through when it comes.






After Mama passed away, I had so many condolence messages that I could hardly keep a count of, and some stayed to heart and made me really old on to patience no matter how difficult it was. One of my friends who I hold dear to heart messaged me the day Mama passed away, after saying the condolence encouraged in the Sunnah, said “Ummeetah, beautiful patience. It is easier to hope for a reward when you know that it is a test…” and she went on making du’as for her. She then forwarded a message to me where my mom was saying in the voicenote how her illness has made her closer to Allah and she now thanks im for it and she sees the hereafter very close, and knows and understands the realiy of the dunya. My friend then mentioned “…and listening to this voicenote you sound so much like her Ma shaa Allah” I found it so comforting, if not the most comforting? Why you would ask? Because by her saying beautiful patience, she encaptured the whole of Surah Yusuf and its lessons.  Imagine being separated by two beloved sons of yours and at each instance you say “Sabrun Jameel (Beautiful Patience)” which has been explained by scholars to mean patience without complaint. Even though you might hurt, feel the pain and grieve but you don’t complain about Allah or his actions. You don’t say this is unfair, why me? So, I loved her message and always go back to reread it sometimes when the pain is about to overwhelm me.
Others will message or even call me and tell me beautiful memories they shared with my mother and tell me other aspects of her that I might not have known. Or how she supported them in one way or the other and it would make me feel glad for the mother I had.
Even in Islam, when someone loses their beloved, we are to condole with them and provide them support. Regarding the best way to offer condolence, it is that which is proven from the Prophet (blessings and peace of Allah be upon him), that when a messenger came from one of his daughters asking him to come to her son or daughter who was dying, the Prophet (blessings and peace of Allah be upon him) said: “Go back to her and tell her that to Allah belongs what He has taken, and to Him belongs what He has given, and everything has an appointed time with Him. So, tell her to be patient and seek reward with Allah.” Narrated by al-Bukhaari (1204).
We are also encouraged in the Sunnah to make food for the family of the deceased. When the news of the deat of Ja’far ibn Abi Talib reached the Prophet (PBUH), he said: “Make food for the family of Ja’far, for there has come to them that which is preoccupying them.”
In this fast paced life that we live in, we sometimes forget that providing support at that time of grief means everything to the bereaved and is actually a means of seeking reward: “'Whoever relieves a Muslim of some worldly distress, Allah will relieve him of some of the distress of the Day of Resurrection…” Sometimes, after the initial two, three weeks is over, we actually leave them and they never hear from us again. If it is children the bereaved left, we never check up on them or how they are doing. This isn’t the way of the Muslims.
Another aspect of patience is that you feel your situation is unique to you. Like no one has gone through what you have gone through and your situation is peculiar to you. An example of this is that after Mama’s passing, I was feeling really upset with people that didn’t condole with me or supported me like I would have expected from the close relationship we had. I thought I was alone in this but then speaking with people that have lost significant others in their lives felt the same way. They all reacted significantly to feeling unsupported from the people they expected support from. I felt this way too, but overtime, I have moved on past this, I have forgiven and I have being patient about this.
“And whoever is patient and forgives - indeed, that is of the matters [worthy] of resolve.”
Life is all patience in all its ramification, patience with both the good and the bad.
Now back to you the bereaved, as I come to the end of this chapter, I tell you that I know It Is not easy at all. You have lost your beloved and you feel like you will not come out of It and you don’t see tomorrow. But I tell you, you will learn to move on with the pain with patience. The pain will not go away, that I tell you, but it becomes more bearable with time. Sometimes, when the pain feels too much for me to bear; I say oh Allah, please make this pain a kaffarah (an expiation) for me; “"No fatigue, nor disease, nor sorrow, nor sadness, nor hurt, nor distress befalls a Muslim, even if it were the prick he receives from a thorn, but that Allah expiates some of his sins for that."
And remember the hadith “Whoever is patient after I take their beloved, then the reward is paradise.” I remind myself of this hadith often. To attain the reward of Paradise, I have to be patient because Allah took away my most beloved. What better opportunity to gain Jannah?
Additionally, I remember that we will be tested in this dunya and maybe this is just one of the tests. Allah says: “Do the people think that they will be left to say, "We believe" and they will not be tried?”
We will have to be tested to attain Jannah. “The Paradise is surrounded by hardships and the Hell-Fire is surrounded by temptations.”
That is the purpose of the dunya itself. When you understand this well, then everything will be easy for you to bear, because you know and understand that Jannah is the goal and what ever happens to us in this dunya, we have no choice but to be patient in hopes that our we find our reward in Jannah, which cannot be compared to this dunya.
So I remind you dear you, beautiful patience.
MOVING FORWARD
Adjusting to life in the weeks and months after Mama’s passing was not easy at all. The initial month felt like a daze because the house was always full with visitors and sympathizers and I don’t remember feeling the weight of absence as much as I was very busy. I only do remember a particular day- 6 days after Mama’s passing; I was back in Nigeria then and I had just finished praying the Asr prayer, and I sat down on the prayer mat looking out the window, at the clear sky and trees. And I was wondering…”how do I start life all over again?” My father and siblings will eventually leave the country after some days to weeks, my marriage had ended and so I had no husband’s house to return to, I had no work, no savings to sustain me and my child. My biggest supporter had gone. Nothing. I remembered that Allah doesn’t test a soul beyond what they can carry. Hard as it was to believe, I had full certainty in that, and my mind rested and calmed down a bit. I prayed to Allah to ease the process for me and got up.
During those days, I struggled with memories of Mama coming back to me as I went to bed at night. So, for four to five months straight after Mama’s passing, anytime I went to bed at night, as I laid my head on the pillow, memories of Mama’s final days will come flooding back to me... some times it’d end in tears and sometimes it just took longer to fall asleep. It was with time that that aspect eased away.
I also dreamt of her after she passed away usually in the setting of her final days… So, the first dream I remember is that she was laying down critically ill and I was told that she wouldn’t make it and I was crying really bad in the hospital reception. Another dream which really shook me to my core happened four months after she passed; I dreamt that it was the day before Mama’s last day, and she was discharged home from the hospital where she had been (a parallel to what had happened in reality), where her close family and friends came to see how she was doing and coping. Even though she was smiling all through the greetings, I was watching her from afar and couldn’t get myself to enter the parlor to see her and so, I just went back to my aunt’s place to sleep. And the following morning while I was there, I got the news that she had passed away. I was hysterical, crying and rushed out of the house. But on going out, her body was already in the masjid and her sister was trying to hold me and telling me to be patient. As I was about entering the masjid, I woke up and realized that it was all a dream but she had truly gone… and I just started crying.
Another dream that has also stuck to my memory shortly after she passed maybe after a month was that we were in the hospital with her, and she had been taken for a test in another part of the hospital, on coming back she met me seated in the waiting area and she hugged me telling me that don’t worry Ummeetah, its all going to be alright in shaa Allah. And I needed that comfort at that moment in my life when everything in my life had suddenly become standstill. Allah knew I needed that.
I often ask myself why my dreams about my mother were always located in the hospital. I believe maybe my mind was replaying what happened? The whole ICU trips, theatre trips, Code blue, etc And as a doctor, you know for most patients its usually a downhill from when it gets to the point Mama did. Or maybe I didn’t know I had suppressed that much Allahu a’alam.
As the weeks finally passed and life started returning to normal for everyone else, life forced me to move on but I felt “empty”. I still do to this day. I might be excited or happy for a while but once I remember that I can’t call and share the good news with Mama, the happiness just dissipates. My mom’s passing has left a vacuum within me that no one can ever fill. I read something that said you can move forward but you can never move on. This I think holds true. And what is the difference between the two? Moving on implies leaving something behind you and may involve letting go of the emotional attachment while moving forward indicates making general progress to improve in an area of life. You can’t forget or let go of your beloved that you have lost but you can learn to move on and progress in life without them. That is what I believe anyway, and what many people  have spoken to on grief agree to.
We just have to find a way to cope with that emptiness and move forward and do the little good we can and hope to meet Allah in the best of state. Thank God that the intensity of the pain wanes overtime and becomes bearable even though in the beginning you just think I cannot bear this! But Allah in His mercy has made us forgetful creatures; as Ibn al-Qayyim said:
“One of the most remarkable blessings is the blessing of forgetfulness, for if it were not for forgetfulness, no sorrow would ever end, no grief would be consoled, and no sadness would die.” 
Imagine the pain you felt on your worst day after the passing of your beloved was what will continue for the next 20 years. You can’t live that way. Alhamdulillah for his mercy. The intensity of the pain has now become something quiet that I just carry in the background everyday. As I read somewhere, grief is likened to carrying pins and needles in one’s pocket. Somedays, you are able to move on fine and nothing pricks but on somedays they become heavy and they prick you hurting you in the process. This is a good description of grief. It never goes away for the most part. I remember one of my mom’s friend’s that came to see me after my mom’s passing and said to me that her mother passed away more than 25 years ago but she remembers her every single day since she passed away. The same has happened. I have remembered my mother every single day since her passing, multiple times every day. Your remembrance of your beloved doesn’t negate that you have not moved forward. In other words, moving forward doesn’t mean forgetting the your beloved or replacing them, but rather adapting to the new reality of life without them and trying to find joy and meaning in life again. Your joy may never really be complete again but you will get to a point where you will be able to move forward and re-engage with life while carrying the love and memories with you.
Another thing that I would say helped me in this regards is that I learnt to talk about my mother often and at the slightest opportunity I could get. I woud talk about how she would have acted if she were around, or something she did before, or a memory from her final days. I don’t know whether that makes it more real or not but it makes our connection feel continued.
After Mamas loss and to this day, one of the most difficult things to do has been to acknowledge the fact that my strongest identity is no longer around. Because she was a huge part of my life; after I lost her, adjusting to the fact that I had lost a mother was really difficult. We know as Muslims that a person can die anytime and that no one is guaranteed tomorrow, but somehow we always expect our parents to be there for us – an unrealistic hold to a mirage. So, I’m still adjusting to this day. I have not learnt to completely adjust, somedays it is better than other days, but in all we say that which pleases Allah – Alhamdulillah alaa kulli haal. Allah however sometimes sends us the comfort that we need when we most need it. 5 months after Mama’s passing, during Ramadan, my cousin (her sister’s daughter) messaged me that she had dreamt of Mama which made her very joyous; that Mama had gone to her house looking so beautiful and radiant, she hugged her and told her that she is in the ni’imah of Allah, and the goodness of Allah, but that she was in a hurry and had to leave as she wanted to go visit other relatives.
A sister of hers also said she dreamt of her twice; on the first occasion she told her that she is in Jannah and on the second occasion, she opened the book Hisnul Muslim for my aunt and encouraged her to be making the du’a: “Allahumma laa sahla illa ma ja’altahu sahlan, wa anta taj’alul hazna itha shi’ta sahla”, and my aunt said she was very overwhelmed with anxieties and stressors during that period, and Mama used to be her confidante and friend.
As Muslims, we never say the final abode of a person except who Allah and His Messenger have affirmed for us in the Qur’an and in the Sunnah, but Allah gives signs for us to hope that a person is in the ni’mah of the grave by His mercy – and I do hope my beloved Mama is one of them. Allah gave me some tranquility via these dreams and also the exemplary life that she lived, because I hope that in shaa Allah my mother is in a much better place than the dunya. I mean… aren’t we all going the same way at the end?
The pain of loss also comes and goes in waves, sometimes it is very strong and sometimes it is very quiet in the background – something you know that is there but isn’t overpowering you. Sometimes it is very strong that I don’t even know what to do when it overpowers me. I just do the best I can which is to ask Allah for ease and let the tears flow, I’m only human afterall. And I always remember during that peak of pain to ask Allah to reward my patience with Aljannatul Firdaus. Sometimes, just when I go to bed at night, especially on days that I really miss her, I look at her picture and listen to a voicenote of hers on my phone, and I just start crying. It is like my heart breaks into pieces and somehow mends itself together. A lot of times also when somethings happens and I remember, if she were around, this is what she would have done or wouldn’t have done, all of it hurts and pains. 
There are the few times where her memory has made me laugh though. I, or together with my siblings, would remember something she did or say, and we laugh at the memories with so much love. It is a reminder that she lived and will forever live in our memories.
Now, dear aggrieved heart, you ask me... how do you move forward after your loss?
You see, initially you wouldn’t even want to move forward or be better. You will see no end in sight to the pain that you feel and you will wonder whether you will ever feel joy again? But whether you like it or not, life will move you forward. You will not want to get out of bed as the sun rises but the light of the sun will hit you. The sun and the day in their orbits never cease to come out because you are grieving. A testament to the fact that the world continues.
The Dr that helped me feed Mama via her gastrotomy tube the night before she died, told me that when her father passed away from cancer, she stopped going out and was in her bed all day except for anything essential like Salah. She saw no end to the pain and never ever thought she could be happy again. But with Allah’s mercy, months after she picked up, and if not that she told me her story, I would have never guessed someone I met as bubbly, cheerful and lively as her went through what she went through. May Allah bless her and forgive her father.
Even the Prophet (PBUH) went through such intense grief after the passing of Khadijah and Abu Talib till the year was named the year of Sorrow. This was the greatest Prophet of Islam sent by Allah to the whole of mankind who knew the reality of this life and the afterlife. Grief can affect you, whoever you maybe.
So that’s the reality of grief. You will never move on completely yes, but you will be able to gain some level of function till you are able to join your beloved on the other side in shaa Allah.
So, take it easy on yourself, don’t be too hard. Allow yourself to feel the various emotions that you feel as they come and ask Allah for the ease to be able to carry them and for his ease through the journey of grief – as you will need lots of steadfastness and tranquility from Him.
Concentrate on moving day by day and not overwhelm yourself by the thought of tomorrow – which is in Allah’s hands. Don’t allow grief to consume you to the point where you become hopeless of a future without your beloved – because in reality, you were created to worship Allah on this earth despite the challenges that might forge ahead.
Cry, as it doesn’t negate faith. The Prophet (PBUH), the best in faith, when told of the death of his son, Ibrahim (AS), wept and said: “Verily, the eyes shed tears, and the heart grieves, and we are saddened over your departure, oh Ibrahim. But we will not say except that which is pleasing to our Lord.” So why won’t you allow yourself to cry? The tears are there for a reason.
But also smile at the beautiful memories made, while working to build a hereafter that will allow you to join them on the other side in shaa Allah.
Oh Allah, allow us to be patient when you take our beloved ones, and make our grief bearable and a means of getting closer to you.



TRIGGERS
One night months after Mama’s passing, as I settled into bed, I opened YouTube on my phone and played a recitation by Sheikh Minshawi- rahimahullah; But almost immediately, memories of Cairo came flooding back.
If you're familiar with Egypt you’d know that in most taxis or Ubers, if the Qur’an is playing, it's often the voice of Sheikh Minshawi or Sheikh AbdulBasit - or a Qari’ trying to imitate their distinct style. During Mama’s final days where we made daily trips to see her in the ICU, many of those rides had Minshaawi playing in the background. Even on the day she passed away, the 90-minute drive from the hospital to the masjid for her Janazah prayer had his voice playing softly in the background.
Back to last night, emotions overwhelmed me and I couldn’t continue, so I turned the recitation off.
You see, when you lose someone dear, there will always be something that brings the memories rushing back. It might be a dress they loved, a meal you often shared together, a scent, or a place you last visited together. And while these things might seem ordinary to others, to you, they’re sacred and special, because of the moments they carry. And sometimes, they are often a trigger of the whole grieving process coming back. I always say, when it comes to loss, you could be go from a 9 on the coping scale to a 0 in a second. It just takes one word, one picture, one memory to trigger you. These sudden moments of grief can happen within an instant and catch you unexpectedly without any warning.
Months after my mom’s passing, I was invited to a wedding walimah of her friend’s daughter. When I attended, the faces at the event were very much familiar – a lot of Mama’s close friends and family – but then my mother was absent! And these were the kind of gatherings she was fond of. This brought about a fresh wave of grief as it was a stark reminder of the vibrant space she once filled, which has had turned empty. As I left the gathering and drove home, I broke down in tears as I realized how much I missed her and how empty life truly felt. This was just a glimpse of a situation that triggered me. Sometimes the trigger is even an item like when I saw the card I gave her in the ICU amongst her things. Sometimes the trigger is hearing one of the voicenotes she once sent to me. Sometimes the trigger is in seeing her picture. Sometimes and frequently, the trigger is a situation that makes me say “If Mama was around, she would have done this for me”. All are triggers and they take me back to point zero again on my coping and grief scale. I have learnt to allow myself to feel what I’m feeling as I’m only human. Because even the best of creation experienced this once he saw his beloved’s item -Khadija (RA). He, ﷺ experienced this kind of lasting emotional connection. And one particular moment that captures this beautifully happened after the Battle of Badr.
Zaynab (RA), the Prophet’s daughter, was married to Abul-‘As, who at the time had not yet embraced Islam. He was taken captive during the battle, and captives could be released in exchange for a ransom. Zaynab wanted to free her husband herself, so she sent a necklace—one that her mother Khadijah had gifted her on her wedding day—with her brother-in-law, Amr ibn Rabi’.
When Amr approached the Prophet ﷺ with the necklace and explained the reason for bringing it and from whom, the Prophet was deeply moved. He held the necklace and said, “This is Khadijah’s necklace.” Overcome with emotion, he addressed his Sahaaba:
“People, this man is my in-law. Should I release him? And do you agree to return this necklace to my daughter?”
They all replied, “Yes, O Messenger of Allah.”
He then handed the necklace back and told Abul-‘As, “Tell Zaynab not to give away Khadijah’s necklace”
This moment shows that such deep emotion; this aching memory tied to something physical - is not unique to you or me. Even the best of creation, our beloved Prophet ﷺ, felt it.
We also have the example of Prophet Ya’qoob in the Qur’an who had not seen his son – Yusuf (AS) – for years on end and was grieving him when he received the news of his other son, Yusuf’s younger brother had been held in the land for a crime that Ya’qoob was certain his son wouldn’t commit. What does he do and say? “And he turned away from them and said, "Oh, my sorrow over Yusuf," and his eyes became white from grief, for he was [of that] a suppressor”
Notice how his statement isn’t about Yusuf’s brother, but his sorrow was back to point one... the grief of Yusuf (AS). It took one trigger for it to go back to point one. That is grief for you. 
Allah gave every grieving heart a consolation in Surah Yusuf. On those days when it seems too heavy, I just play it in the background while I reflect on it. You realize that there is no endpoint to grief really, you carry it till you return to Allah.
Even the companions of the Prophet (PBUH) went through this and had triggers. After the passing of the Prophet (PBUH), Bilaal (RA) couldn’t stand being in Madinah without seeing his beloved – the Prophet (PBUH) and because Madinah was too overwhelming for him to bear as it was filled with memories all over. The weight of these memories was too heavy to bear, so Bilal (RA) asked the Caliph of that time, Abu Bakr (RA) permission to leave Medina, eventually settling in the lands of Sham near Damascus. Fast forward years later, when he visited Madinah;
Abu Bakr (RA) embraced him and gently requested, "O Bilal, would you honor us by calling the Adhan, as you did during the time of the Messenger of Allah ﷺ?"
Bilal's (RA) eyes filled with tears as he replied, "I cannot, O Khalifah. Since the passing of the Prophet ﷺ, my voice cannot bear it."
Eventually, he agreed and as Bilal (RA) ascended to the spot where he once regularly called the Adhan, a hush fell over the Masjid. And as he started calling the adhan; nostalgia spread through out Madina as it was a familiar voice they hadn’t heard since the days when the Prophet ﷺ walked among them.
As Bilal (RA) continued the adhan, his own tears flowed freely down his cheeks while his voice quivered. The weight of those words, the memories they carried, became overwhelming.
Bilal's (RA) voice broke, and he began to weep uncontrollably, unable to continue the Adhan.
The people stood where they were, tears streaming down their faces.
A wave of emotion swept through the crowd as they collectively remembered the days illuminated by the Prophet’s presence. The streets of Medina filled with the sounds of weeping; not of despair, but of a deep, shared love and yearning.
That day, Medina was enveloped in a profound shared emotion. You see how a familiar trigger is capable of bringing such huge emotions and bring the grief back altogether. I could give countless examples of such but my point has been made.
Dear aggrieved heart, grief and memory-triggers are lifelong companions. The triggers will always be there in all the various forms. You just can’t escape them. They will bring about memories.
Some days, the memories bring comfort. Other days, they bring tears. But they are always there, tucked somewhere in the heart.
I’m reminded of a few things:
That love -true, deep love—does not fade with time.
That these memories, painful as they may be, are a sign of the blessing it was to love and be loved.
And that life is short. One day, someone will remember you in this same way. So, live meaningfully, and love deeply.











WALKING HER SHOES 
I want to start this subchapter with a story; we all know how Khadija (RA) was the backbone behind the Prophet’s mission, and aided him in the mission of spreading Islam especially in the difficult early days. The Prophet (SAW) eventually got married to 11 more wives and the Muslim community grew in Madinah. But he never forgot Khadija (RA), read the following hadith as narrated by Aisha (RA);
Once Hala bint Khuwailid, Khadija's sister, asked the permission of the Prophet (ﷺ) to enter. On that, the Prophet (ﷺ) remembered the way Khadija used to ask permission, and that upset him. He said, "O Allah! Hala!" So, I became jealous and said, "What makes you remember an old woman amongst the old women of Quraish an old woman (with a teethless mouth) of red gums who died long ago, and in whose place Allah has given you somebody better than her?" And what was the reply of the Prophet (SAW)?
"Allah did not give me someone in her place. She believed in me when people denied me, she believed me, when people did not, she supported me with her money, when people deprived me, Allah has blessed me with her children and deprived me of the children of people."
And Aisha (RA) went on further to say: “I never felt so jealous of any woman as I did of Khadija, though she had died three years before the Prophet married me, and that was because I heard him mentioning her too often, and because his Lord had ordered him to give her the glad tidings that she would have a palace in Paradise, made of Qasab and because he used to slaughter a sheep and distribute its meat among her friends.”
This narration explains what I want to explain in this chapter. No one can ever replace your beloved. People may try but it will never be the same. You may have lost a spouse, and you eventually get remarried again, but if the love was truly there between you two, then there will be a part of the space in your heart that someone else may never get to fill. This is even more so for a parent. A mother at that; who sacrifices all she can for her children. 
I remember in Cairo, 2 days after Mama’s passing, a friend and her husband who were in Cairo then came to condole with me on her passing. I remember telling them that it feels terrible because a person can always have another friend, spouse, child, but never a mother. And how true those words hold true today.
I never got the same and I will never get the same. People have tried and are trying to fill that role for me as best as they can but I find my soul making comparisons at every slightest opportunity… “Mama wouldn’t have said that to me”, “Mama would have given me this money that I need without even me having to ask”, “Mama would never make me feel like I was a burden”… and sometimes I blame my soul for making the comparisons and tell it that no one can ever be your mother. Everyone is trying as best as they can and I should be as appreciative of that as I should be. 
There are days where I’m confused on a situation or worried about it, and Mama used to be the first point of contact. She would listen attentively and give me possible options of things to do from her ocean of wisdom, and remind me to leave everything in Allah’s hands. And on such days when I need this now, I feel the pain of loss all over again. And that is why I believe in the statement that you just don’t lose a person once, but you lose them rather over and over again. It Is on such days that I remind myself of the hadith of the Prophet (PBUH) “Whoever is patient after I take their beloved, then the reward is paradise.”
The patience is not easy. It is like having a certain shoe in your life that fits only one person. And now that the person is gone, no one else fits that shoe; whoever tries fitting it, it will be slightly too big or too small. That is the reality of losing an important person in your life. You loved them with all their flaws and imperfections but Allah took what belonged to Him. It was never yours to begin with, it was only for you to enjoy for a period of time before it went back to the owner.
Oh, Allah reward our patience.














THE TRIAL OF THE EARTHQUAKE
This is the chapter where I speak about the trial of the earthquake—what we went through, what we witnessed, and how everything changed in the blink of an eye. A calamity beyond our control. A natural disaster that came without warning, shaking our lives in ways both seen and unseen. It was decreed by Allah, and it reminded us just how small and fragile we truly are before His will.
This is how it happened.
I felt like I was being rocked in my sleep, as if I were lying on a mattress in the middle of the ocean and the tides were moving me gently at first… then more violently. The motion became stronger and more forceful until it pulled me out of sleep. Disoriented and confused, I opened my eyes—and to my horror, the entire room was shaking. Furniture rattled, items clattered to the floor, the walls trembled. It was surreal.
I tapped my ex-husband, waking him from sleep. As he jolted awake, he instinctively recited, “Innalillahi wa inna ilayhi raaji’un”—To Allah we belong, and to Him we shall return. My voice trembled as I asked, “What’s happening?” His response was immediate: “It’s an earthquake! It’s an earthquake!”
Even as he said it, a part of me refused to believe it. It felt like a nightmare. Our one-year-old, Mus’ab, so innocent and unaware, was lying asleep between us in the middle of the bed. We stayed there frozen, waiting—hoping—for the shaking to stop. Every second felt like an eternity. When it finally did, I reached for my phone. It was past 4 a.m.
My ex-husband looked out of the window, and saw crowds of people already gathered outside in the street. We quickly dressed and rushed downstairs to join them in the freezing cold of the winter night. It was snowing, and the chill bit deep into our skin. A kind man saw us and offered a place in his car. His wife and children were already inside, and he stood outside while we climbed in—a mother and her baby seeking refuge from the cold.
That was when it truly sank in: this had been a real earthquake. A real earthquake.
We sat in that car for about 30 to 40 minutes, trembling from the cold and the shock. Then, assuming the worst was over, I suggested that we return to our apartment. How far I was from being right.
Back in the apartment, I immediately began cleaning the mess—shattered perfume bottles, fallen objects. I prayed Fajr, changed back into my pajamas, and lay down, trying to reclaim the peace of sleep. However, the bed continued to move as the ground kept shaking, though the tremors were mild.
Then I picked up my phone and saw numerous messages. It was my neighbor. She had been trying to reach me, asking if we were safe. I told her we were safe, but we had returned upstairs, back home. She then warned us not to stay inside. Reports were coming in that the earthquake wasn’t over—that aftershocks were still occurring and it wasn’t safe to remain indoors.
We dressed up once again and made our way downstairs, joining the growing crowd of displaced and shaken families. We walked to the nearest masjid, seeking shelter alongside hundreds of others who had been forced out of their homes. That was the beginning of the trial.
In those hours and days that followed, I witnessed the reality of Allah’s power. Of how fragile we are when Allah commands the earth beneath us to move. It was a terrifying glimpse—a mere taste—of what lies ahead
 “When the earth is shaken with its [final] earthquake…” (Surah Az-Zalzalah: 1)
If that night was so frightening—so jarring—what of the final earthquake? The one Allah describes as great. If He, in all His mercy and knowledge, calls it great, then we can barely comprehend its magnitude.
“O mankind, fear your Lord. Indeed, the convulsion of the [final] Hour is a great thing.” (Surah Al-Hajj: 1)
That night was a wake-up call from the heedlessness we often live in. We go about our lives in ghaflah (heedlessness)—unaware, distracted, assuming we’ll have tomorrow, next week, next year. But everything can change in a moment. Just hours before the earthquake, we were playing in the snow, taking pictures, laughing together as a family. I had no idea that by the next morning, my world would be turned upside down.
That’s life—we know now, but we don’t know what the next hour holds.
This is why in Islam; we are taught never to delay repentance. We don’t wait for a better time to turn back to Allah. We aren’t promised the next prayer, let alone the next day. That’s why the statement of Ibn ‘Umar (RA) hits so hard:
“If you survive till the evening, do not expect to be alive in the morning, and if you survive till the morning, do not expect to be alive in the evening. Take from your health before your sickness, and from your life before your death.”
The Prophet ﷺ echoed the same urgency when he said:
“When you stand for your prayer, pray as if you are bidding farewell. Do not say something for which you must apologize, and give up any hope of what others possess.”
These teachings are not meant to scare us, but to awaken us—to make us conscious, present, grateful. Because only those who remember death often will truly live with purpose. As the Prophet (PBUH) instructed:
“Remember often the destroyer of pleasures: death.”
That night reminded me that life is borrowed. Our homes, our safety, our routines, our children… everything is a trust from Allah. And just as it is given, it can be taken in an instant.
The next few sub-chapters will recount the moments and experiences that followed this earthquake—incidents that shaped me, shook me, and taught me beautiful, hard-won lessons. I pray that by sharing them, your heart finds reflection, your soul finds light, and you’re reminded of the One who holds the earth—and all of us—in His mercy.



Life Without Comforts, Not Without Allah
When the earthquake struck, everything changed in an instant.
That morning, our homes—once familiar and comforting—were no longer safe. Along with more than a hundred others—women, men, children, the elderly—we sought refuge in a nearby community masjid which became our shelter for the next few days. We were crammed together—shoulder to shoulder—sleeping on the masjid floor, wrapped in our jackets, trying to stay warm. There was no privacy, no much space to stretch, and certainly no comfort. Yet, we were grateful to be alive.
It was the dead of winter, snow blanketing the streets, and the cold biting through our clothes. We didn’t bathe the entire time as it wasn’t even an option—returning to our homes was too dangerous. Aftershocks were unpredictable and constant. We slept in the masjid in the same clothes we fled in, jackets zipped up tight, always ready to run at the first sign of shaking.
One evening, not long after the main quake, the ground trembled again. We were forced to evacuate outside in a panic. I remember the sounds that haunted that moment—children crying, women screaming, people shouting as they rushed to the street in fear. It truly felt like we were fighting for our lives. We constantly lived in a state of alertness- ready to flee again at any moment if the earth shook once more, which it did, many times.
Those five days tested everything: my strength, my faith, my resilience. Every day brought a new wave of uncertainty as we were never sure what would come next. There was no food we could call our own—only what was handed out by volunteers and aid workers. There was no clean bathroom, no space to rest, no privacy to grieve, cry, or breathe. But somehow, we endured.
In that chaos, I learned lessons I will carry for a lifetime:
· We often take the smallest things for granted: a warm bed, clean water, a hot meal, the safety of our homes. That week, I lost almost all of it. And it made me realize that comfort is a gift—not a guarantee. We shouldn’t become so attached to our routines and comforts that we forget they can be taken away in a blink. Gratitude (Shukr) must become our daily practice—not just for the big blessings, but for the small ones we overlook.
“Whoever among you wakes up physically healthy, feeling safe and secure within himself, and with food for the day—it is as if he possesses the whole world.”
(Prophet Muhammad ﷺ, reported by Tirmidhi)
That day, I had lost two-thirds of what the Prophet ﷺ described. And it truly felt like my world had turned upside down.
· Strength Often Comes After the Struggle
During those days, I didn’t feel strong. I felt tired, exhausted, overwhelmed. But looking back now, I realize that strength was being built inside me in those exact moments. True strength doesn’t always look like boldness—it sometimes looks like quietly holding on when everything around you is falling apart. Allah was teaching me resilience through hardship.
· “Verily, with hardship comes ease.”
(Qur’an, 94:6)
· Trials Strip Us of Illusions—and Bring Us Closer to Allah
There’s something about trials that peel away everything unnecessary. Your ego, your attachments, your assumptions about control—gone. You are left face to face with your reality and your Creator. That week, I had no strength left to pretend. All I had was dua, tawakkul (trust in Allah), and the sincere hope that Allah would carry me through. And He did.
Don’t Underestimate the Blessing of Community
Even though we were packed in the masjid with strangers, we became a community. We shared food, comforted one another, and made space for each other in every sense. Our children all played with one another. In hardship, we are reminded of our need for human connection and support. When things are easy, don’t isolate—build your community. When things are hard, lean on it.
Dear reader, whatever hardship you are going through right now, please remember: it will pass. You may feel like you're walking through fire, but that fire will not consume you. It didn’t burn Ibrahim (AS). Neither did the whale destroy Yunus (AS). With patience, with prayer, with reliance on your Lord—you will survive this, and you will grow from it.
And one day, you’ll look back and see that those very moments that nearly broke you, were the ones that built you.
May your heart find peace in the remembrance of Allah.
May your wounds turn into wisdom.
And may your struggle become your strength.


When the Earth Trembles: Standing Firm in Obedience
During those five long days we spent in the masjid after the earthquake, I noticed something that both saddened and puzzled me. Though we were in the most sacred space in Islam -the masjid- only a small fraction of the people present there were actually praying. Maybe one-fifth to two-fifths at most. While women in Islam may have legitimate reasons for not praying at certain times, even the men—those who had no such excuse—were mostly absent from the prayer lines.
Each time the adhan echoed through the masjid, calling us gently back to Allah, most people remained asleep at Fajr or continued on with their day as if nothing had happened. It was unbelievable as we had just survived a quake that could have taken our lives. And yet, so many hearts remained unmoved.
Even worse, some used this moment of vulnerability to take advantage of others. People had fled their homes in panic, leaving everything behind. There were thieves who would break into these abandoned houses -those that remained intact after the earthquake- and stole from them.
And I couldn’t help but wonder—how? How do you go through something so terrifying, so life-altering, and still choose to disobey the One who controls the earth beneath our feet?
In those moments, I would whisper a silent du’a, thanking Allah for the awareness He had placed in my heart. I thanked Him for allowing me to see the earthquake not just as a disaster, but as a divine wake-up call—a trial that was meant to draw us closer, not push us farther away. And I tried, in my own limited way, to respond with obedience.
You see, trials are not random misfortunes. They are deliberate, divine instruments designed to humble us, wake us, and return us to the One who created us. Allah tells us this clearly in the Qur’an:
“And We certainly sent [messengers] to nations before you, [O Muhammad]; then We seized them with poverty and hardship that perhaps they might humble themselves. But why, when Our punishment came to them, did they not humble themselves? Instead, their hearts became hardened, and Shaytan made attractive to them what they were doing.”
(Surah Al-An’am: 42–43)
Allah tests us to awaken the soul. The Qur’an is filled with stories of the righteous—Prophets and believers—who turned immediately to Allah in moments of despair. When Prophet Yunus (AS) was swallowed by the whale, he called out:
“There is no deity except You. Exalted are You. Indeed, I have been of the wrongdoers.”
(Surah Al-Anbiya: 87)
His surrender, his obedience in the depth of darkness, was what led to his salvation. Allah says: 
“Then the fish swallowed him, while he was blameworthy. And had he not been of those who exalt Allah, He would have remained inside its belly until the Day they are resurrected.” (Surah As-Saffat: 142-144)
Allah has already promised us that we will be tested:
“And We will surely test you with something of fear and hunger and a loss of wealth and lives and fruits, but give good tidings to the patient—those who, when disaster strikes them, say: ‘Indeed we belong to Allah, and indeed to Him we will return.’”
(Surah Al-Baqarah: 155–156)
And for those who respond with patience and remembrance, He promises:
“Those are the ones upon whom are blessings from their Lord and mercy. And it is those who are rightly guided.” (Surah Al-Baqarah: 157)
But not everyone responds this way. Some turn away in bitterness and confusion. Allah speaks of them:
“And of the people is he who worships Allah on the edge. If he is touched by good, he is reassured by it; but if he is struck by trial, he turns on his face [to unbelief]. He has lost this world and the Hereafter. That is what is the manifest loss.” (Surah Al-Hajj: 11)
Observe the beginning of this verse: it describes a person who worships Allah "on the edge”. This implies that their faith and worship are unstable, wavering between belief and disbelief. Such individuals are content when they experience ease and blessings, but when faced with trials, they turn away, abandoning their faith. Consequently, they forfeit both the rewards of this world and the Hereafter. This is the manifest loss.
This verse serves as a profound reminder about the importance of steadfastness in faith. It warns against the dangers of superficial worship that is contingent upon worldly gains, emphasizing that true worship and devotion -ibaadah- remains unwavering regardless of life's circumstances.
Islam teaches us that life exists between two states: gratitude in times of ease, and patience in times of hardship. If we fail to show gratitude during blessings, we will struggle to find patience during trials. And without patience, how can we ever hope to pass the test?
So, dear heart—
When the earth beneath your feet trembles—literally or metaphorically—run to Allah. Turn to Him in prayer. In du’a. In charity. In submission. Don’t let the reward of such a heavy moment be lost to disobedience. Don’t miss the chance to draw nearer to your Creator when He calls you through the storm.
Ask Him now, in ease, to strengthen your heart for the times of hardship. Ask Him to let you remain steadfast, obedient, and guided when the tests descend.
Because only when you obey Him during the trial, do you truly succeed.




A Painful Exit
During the days following the earthquake, we had been looking for a flight to exit the city. We tried and checked, both via bus or by flight – any that was available. Our families badly wanted us to exit also, our friends that we had met in Turkey too. But as Allah will have it, all the roads were blocked- as the earthquake had cause some cracks in the roadways- so, it wasn’t safe to travel. The airports were also closed as only emergency flights were allowed to land and/or take-off; for bringing food aid, medical supplies and the likes. People were camping in the bus stations and airports waiting for intercity transportation to be opened so they could exit the city to other safer locations.
Finally, on the fifth day, we received the news: some buses had started leaving the city. We had a window to go.
That morning, we rushed back to the house to gather what we could. We left Mus’ab with our kind neighbors and returned home without him. Walking into the apartment felt surreal. It was eerily quiet. There was no electricity, and everything was exactly where we had left it—except now, cracks crept across the walls, quiet testimonies to the chaos that had shaken our lives. I spotted some water we had left behind and took my first proper bath in days. It felt like a small mercy—clean water, warm skin, a breath of something normal in a life that no longer was.
Then, I began packing.
I opened the wardrobe, pulled out the clothes, reached for important documents—my certificates, my laptop, a few essentials. I boxed up some items with the hope that if things ever settled, I would have them sent to me. But a lot of it, I simply let go: the clothes, cherished items from Mus’ab’s early days, small comforts of our home. I told my neighbor afterward that whatever I had left in the room was for charity—someone who lost everything in the earthquake might need them more than I did.
I had to do everything in a hurry as it wasn’t even safe being in the house. The government had informed widely that people not return to their homes till after they were inspected by appropriate authorities and engineers to know if they were safe to go back to. 
I tried to round up with an hour to two as it wasn’t even safe to be there; the authorities had warned everyone to stay away from buildings until they were inspected.
And when I was done, I stood still in the middle of the apartment. I broke down. I wept for the life I had built in those walls—the quiet, sacred moments of Mus’ab’s first laugh, his first steps, the nights I prayed while he slept beside me, the joy of simple routines. How could I pack away a whole life in two hours?
But there was no time to grieve fully. I had to pull myself together, zip the bags, put on my jacket, and leave.
We went back to collect Mus’ab and say goodbye to the neighbors who had become family. It was a painful and tearful farewell. Maama, my beloved neighbor, and I held each other tightly, sobbing. I still remember the weight of that moment. It was a goodbye I never wanted to say. Alhamdulillah ‘alaa kulli haal—praise be to Allah in all circumstances.
We made it to the bus station and, by Allah’s mercy, found a bus heading to Ankara. That was my painful exit from Gaziantep—a city that had become home in the deepest sense of the word. It was where I felt the warmth of belonging, where I carried and gave birth to Mus’ab, where I built lifelong friendships, where I laughed and dreamed and wandered to coffee shops for my favorite badem süt—Turkish almond milkshake. It was where I felt safe. Alhamdulillah for the chance to have lived there at all.
This experience etched a powerful truth into my heart: everything in this life is temporary. The homes we cherish, the possessions we gather, even the people we love—everything either leaves us or we leave it. In my case, I had to walk away and leave the life I’d built over there. But I know a day will come when I, too, will be the one to exit and leave. Allah reminds us:
“Allah takes the souls at the time of their death, and those that do not die [He takes] during their sleep. Then He keeps those for which He has decreed death and releases the others for a specified term. Indeed, in that are signs for a people who give thought.”
— [Surah Az-Zumar: 42]
Even if you've never lived through an earthquake, you brush against death every night when you sleep. One day, it won’t just be your house you leave behind—it’ll be your entire existence. And in that moment, only one thing remains:
“Everyone upon it [i.e., the earth] will perish. And there will remain the Face of your Lord, Owner of Majesty and Honor.”
— [Surah Ar-Rahman: 26–27]
Your certificates, your degrees, your wealth, your family—none of it can follow you. What are you storing up for that final departure? What will you carry with you?
Store up good deeds. Give in charity. Share beneficial knowledge. Plant trees. Build wells. Love your family. Forgive. Be gentle. Be kind. Be righteous. Because when that moment of departure comes—and it will—you’ll only have what you sent ahead.
And there’s more. This trial also reminded me of how quickly everything we fight over can disappear. All the possessions we hoard, the pride we nurture, the injustices we commit to gain just a little more—they can all vanish in seconds. The house you refused to share, the wealth you argued over—it can be gone in the blink of an eye. So don’t attach your heart to this dunya. Attach your heart to al-Malik, the One who owns it all. Only when your heart is constantly connected to Allah, do you remain whole—even when everything else is taken.
“Whatever you have will end, but what Allah has is lasting. And We will surely give those who were patient their reward according to the best of what they used to do.”
— [Surah An-Nahl: 96]
So dear heart, hold onto Allah. Let your tears fall if they must. Feel the grief. But don’t lose your faith in the storm. Be patient. Obey Him. Trust that even when the exit is painful, what lies ahead with Allah is better—so much better—than anything you left behind.
Jannah is worth every exit.
And so, as I stepped out of the only home my son ever knew, with nothing but a suitcase, a heart full of ache, and du’a, I prayed: “O Allah, hold me when I’m forced to let go. When my world shakes, keep my faith firm. When I leave what I love, replace it with what You love most for me. And when my final exit comes, make it the beginning of my eternal return to You.”
Ameen.

Lessons from Umm Suha: Gratitude in the Midst of Loss
I can’t move on from this chapter without speaking about my second family—my dearest neighbor in Gaziantep, whom I lovingly called Maama—and her beautiful daughter, Suha. From the moment I moved into that apartment, they embraced me with warmth and kindness that felt like home. Maama, a Syrian mother with a quiet strength, lived with her husband and daughter, while her eldest daughter’s family lived just a street away. They had come to Turkey years ago, fleeing the ravages of the Syrian war.
From the very beginning, we bonded and our homes became extensions of each other. We would share stories, countless meals, laughter, and long conversations. I fell in love with Syrian cuisine in their home—it was with Maama that I first tasted and came to adore warag enab (stuffed grape leaves). They showed me photos of their lives before the war—family moments by the beach, sunny days at home, the pride of being teachers and workers in Syria. You could see the light in their eyes as they talked about their past. A life full of normalcy, love, and dignity.
But war had rewritten their story. Their normalcy shattered. They had to flee from city to city, leaving behind their home and most of their possessions. Suha once told me something that has never left my heart. During the aftermath of the earthquake, she said, “This trial didn’t shake us as much… what we went through in Syria was far worse.” She spoke of moments where they fled with little more than the clothes on their backs, making frantic calls to find out if the enemy had reached the next street—deciding life and death on a phone line. They slept in their jackets, shoes on, always ready to run. That instinct lingered—during the days after the earthquake, I would find them dressed, travel bags packed, prepared to flee at a moment’s notice.
And yet… they smiled. They laughed. They said, “Alhamdulillah 'ala kulli haal” — Praise belongs to Allah in every situation.
Their resilience became a mirror for my own heart. Through them, I learned one of life’s most powerful lessons: gratitude in trials. Shukr even when nothing makes sense. Even when you’ve lost your home, your job, your certainty.
Our trials may look different—some are tested with loss, others with heartbreak, some with poverty, others with war. But the response we are called to is the same: patience and praise. Submitting to Allah with hearts full of hope and tongues softened by remembrance.
When I think of those enduring unfathomable loss—like our beloved brothers and sisters in Palestine—I see people waking to destruction, losing their entire families by sunset. Yet, they hold fast to faith. They chant “Hasbunallahu wa ni’mal wakeel” (Allah is sufficient for us, and He is the best disposer of affairs). They carry on, broken yet believing.
Whenever your heart feels crushed under the weight of your trial, remember them. Remember the Prophets, who faced the heaviest trials—poverty, exile, rejection, hunger. The trials were so heavy till they questioned when the victory will come:
 “Or do you think that you will enter Paradise while such [trial] has not yet come to you as came to those who passed on before you? They were touched by poverty and hardship and were shaken until [even their] messenger and those who believed with him said, "When is the help of Allāh?" Unquestionably, the help of Allāh is near.”
Allah also reminds us that trials are an inevitable part of life. Just as those before us were tested, so too shall we be. These trials are not exclusive to any individual or nation; they affect everyone—Muslim or not, young or old. Through patience and praise of Allah during these challenges, one can attain Paradise. Such trials serve to distinguish those who truly believe and remain steadfast from those who do not.
“Do the people think they will be left to say, ‘We believe’ without being tested? We certainly tested those before them.” (Qur’an 29:2-3)
Just like Maama’s family lost their home, many of the companions lost everything when they migrated to Madinah. It was so hard that some fell ill and struggled to adjust. But when the Prophet ﷺ made du’a for them, Madinah became a place of healing and love.
A’ishah (RA) narrated:
“When Rasulullah ﷺ saw the illness of his companions in Madinah, he said:
‘O Allah! Make Madinah beloved to us just as You made Makkah beloved—or even more so. Bless us in its food, water, and remove its sickness to a nearby valley.’”
They rebuilt. They remarried. They found new homes. And their reward is with Allah and their praise remains till the last day. 
The pain of a trial never fully disappears. Because trials, like waves, come and go. You breathe through one and brace for another. Just like the Prophet (PBUH) said in a hadith:
The Prophet (ﷺ) drew a square and then drew a line in the middle of it and let it extend outside the square and then drew several small lines attached to that central line, and said, "This is the human being, and this, (the square) in his lease of life, encircles him from all sides (or has encircled him), and this (line), which is outside (the square), is his hope, and these small lines are the calamities and troubles (which may befall him), and if one misses him, an-other will snap (i.e. overtake) him, and if the other misses him, a third will snap (i.e. overtake) him.” (Sahih al-Bukhari 6417)
But like Maama and Suha, you keep going. You carry the weight with grace. You smile in the face of it. You don’t let it rob you of the sweetness of now—your child’s laughter, the joy of your favorite dish, a walk with a friend, or a shared cup of tea.
Don’t let the trial harden your heart. Don’t let it blind you to the beauty that still surrounds you.
Because the reality is—life will always test you as long as your heart still beats.
And so, I hold close the lesson Maama and Suha gave me: that we must not attach our hearts to things that can be taken away. Homes will crumble. Riches will vanish. But if your heart is tethered to Allah, you will never be truly homeless or hopeless. Your most precious possession—your eeman—will never be lost.
Trials will come, but patience, praise, and proximity to Allah will turn them into light.
And in the end, as Allah promises:
“Whatever you have will end, but what Allah has is lasting. And We will surely give those who were patient their reward according to the best of what they used to do.” (Qur’an 16:96)
So, be patient. Be grateful. Be steadfast.
Because no matter how painful the trial, if you hold onto Allah, He will hold onto you.
And that… is the truest form of safety.







DIVORCE
Not the End—Just a Different Beginning
Divorce. A heavy word.
When I got married, I never imagined I would one day find myself in this place. We plan, we hope, we dream—but in the end, only Allah decides our path.
Before I made the decision to seek a Khul’—a type of divorce in Islam where the woman asks for separation—I prayed. I made Istikhara. I asked Allah again and again for guidance. Still, no amount of preparation could truly soften the weight of that final moment.
It was a Monday, during CDS (a weekly gathering for Nigerian corps members), when my lawyer called. “Alhamdulillah, it is done,” he said. The judge had granted the Khul’. I should’ve felt relief. But instead, a wave of sadness washed over me, and the tears came before I could stop them. Quietly, I recited:
Innalillahi wa inna ilayhi raaji’un. Allahumma ajirnee fee museebati wa akhlif lee khayran minha.
I messaged my mother—may Allah have mercy on her soul—and told her it was final. She replied with duas and soothing words: “Allah will make it good for you. May He give you better than what was taken.”
Even though I had waited so long for this moment, it still felt heavy. The full weight didn’t even settle right away. In the days and weeks after, I was mostly numb. But slowly, the reality sank in.
Dear fellow divorcee, I see you. I know it’s not easy. Even when you’re the one who asks for the separation, it can still break your heart. You think you’re ready, you think, “I can’t wait for this to be over,” but when it finally happens, it hurts.
Dreams fall apart. The future you pictured disappears. And it feels like years of your life just... vanish.
But let me tell you—this pain? It won’t last forever.
The ease will come. Not because I say so, but because Allah promised it.
“Verily, with hardship comes ease. With hardship comes ease.” (Qur’an, Surah Ash-Sharh)
And in Surah Talaq, the very chapter where Allah talks about divorce, He says:
“And whoever fears Allah—He will make a way out for them. And He will provide for them from where they never expected.”
That’s not just a comfort. That’s a divine promise.
So hold on. Have faith. Be patient. Allah will bring something better.





When Shame Comes Knocking
Shame is a shadow that I’ve had to wrestle with, on and off. I can’t say it’s completely gone—it lingers sometimes, whispering that I’ve somehow failed because my marriage didn’t last. In a society that often associates success with marital status, it’s easy to internalize that message.
I had a friend who had been through a divorce, and I often reached out to her when the shame felt too heavy to carry alone. Her words never failed to bring reassurance and comfort. She’d remind me gently: “Divorce is never easy, and feeling shame is a common part of the journey. But it doesn’t define you. So Ummeetah, please don’t feel ashamed”
There are so many layers to this feeling:
· You might question your patience, wondering if you gave up too soon.
· You might carry the weight of guilt, believing you’ve deprived your child of a two-parent home—one filled with warmth, laughter, and stability.
· You might see the divorce as a major failure, overshadowing all the other progress you've made in life.
· You might feel you’ve fallen short of what society expects, as if your story no longer fits the narrative of success.
Sometimes, the shame becomes so heavy that you withdraw from familiar gatherings of family and friends, choosing instead to be around strangers who know nothing of your past. It’s a form of protection—but also a cry for healing.
To every woman who has felt this way—whether due to divorce or being unmarried at an age when society expected otherwise—I see you. I’m deeply sorry for the ache you carry. Shame is a heavy burden, but please know: it doesn’t have to be your home.
Your worth has never been tied to a marital title. You are not just someone’s wife or ex-wife—you are a servant of Allah. That alone gives your life purpose and meaning.
“And I did not create the jinn and mankind except to worship Me.” (Qur'an 51:56)
You were created for something so much greater than societal checklists.
You’ve already been honored—by Allah Himself:
“And We have certainly honored the children of Adam…” (Qur'an 17:70)
Your worth is not on hold until marriage. It is not erased by divorce. Neither is it diminished by age or status. Marriage is a beautiful gift and holds a noble place in our faith, yes. But being unmarried, divorced, or single does not strip you of value. It does not disqualify you from purpose, love, or greatness.
Remember, some of the most remarkable individuals in our history were never married. Take Shaykh al-Islam Ibn Taymiyyah, a giant among scholars—he returned to his Lord unmarried. Yet his legacy is timeless, enduring across generations.
Allah knows your pain, your story, and your sincerity. He knows why your marriage ended. And He knows exactly what is waiting for you ahead—something better, somthing beautifully timed.
So, when shame knocks at your door again, pause and remind yourself:
“I am more than a label. I am honored by my Creator. My worth is intact. My journey is sacred.”
And truly, that is enough.
Private Pain, Public Curiosity / More than the Gist
After my divorce was finalized, I chose silence. I told only a few people—my parents, two aunts and two close friends. I simply didn’t have the emotional energy to speak, to explain, to answer the endless questions. It was all too raw. Too recent. Too much. Even as I write this book today, I rarely talk about why it happened or what happened. And honestly—what’s the point?
Because I had been living in my parents’ house for almost a year before the divorce, people began to raise eyebrows. The questions started coming—subtle, yet sharp:
“When are you going back to Turkey?”
“Where is your husband?”
“Why aren’t you with him?”
Questions like these can pierce you in ways you don’t expect—especially when you yourself don’t have the answers. I had so much going on internally that I didn’t know how to respond. So, I stayed quiet. Even after the divorce was finalized, I found myself dodging the endless questions—not out of shame alone, but out of confusion, exhaustion, and self-preservation.
Instead of saying, “We’re not together anymore,” I would say things like,
“Oh yes, I’m waiting to finish NYSC.”
Or when asked how my husband was, I’d reply, “He’s fine.”
If someone asked when I was returning abroad, I’d say, “Soon, in shaa Allah.”
The truth was bubbling beneath the surface, but I wasn’t ready to let it out. Some relatives even began calling to ask if the “news” was true—it had become the latest gossip. This was before the divorce was even finalized!
And then, as if that wasn’t enough, my mother passed away. In the days of condolence visits, amidst the rawness of fresh grief, the questions still came:
“So, are you going back to Turkey now?”
It hurt. It frustrated me deeply. Why couldn’t people just mind their own business? I was already drowning in loss, shame, and sadness. And not everyone who asked did so out of concern. Some just wanted to know. They were curious—perhaps confused—but not necessarily caring.
Yes, maybe the situation did raise eyebrows. But must everything be probed? Why must a person’s pain become public curiosity?
These questions triggered me. Again and again. And they sent me into spirals of tears and helplessness.
We, as a community, need to learn the value of silence. We need to develop the maturity to refrain from asking what doesn’t concern us. Divorce, grief, heartbreak—these are delicate matters. If someone doesn’t offer you their story, let that be enough. Pray for them. Wish them well. They may still be searching for words—or simply trying to breathe.
Not everything needs to be explained. Not every silence needs to be broken.
There are two powerful ahadith of the Prophet (ﷺ) that come to mind:
“From the perfection of one’s Islam is to leave that which does not concern him.”
“Whoever believes in Allah and the Last Day, let him speak good or remain silent.”
Imam Hasan al-Basri once said:
“One of the signs that Allah has turned away from a person is that He makes their preoccupation what does not concern them.”
To you, dear reader—especially if you’ve been through a divorce or any deep personal trial—know this: You don’t owe anyone an explanation. Take your time. Healing doesn’t happen in a day. It might take weeks. Months. Years. If you’re unsure how to respond to probing questions, know that it’s okay to say nothing at all. Or to speak vaguely. Or to simply smile and change the subject.
Be gentle with yourself. Your silence is valid. Your healing is sacred.
And yes—this too shall pass.






You Are Not Second-Hand: Hope After Divorce
When my marriage ended, the last thing I wanted to hear was anything about getting married again. Even when close family members, (with good intentions of course), would say things like, “You’ll find someone better, in shaa Allah,” or “I am praying for you to get a nice husband”—I would cringe on the inside. I wasn’t ready. Not emotionally, not mentally. The thought of another marriage felt so far removed from the pain I was still processing.
I know I’m not alone in this. Many divorcees—especially female—feel the same way. In addition to the heartbreak for a lost marriage, there’s the question that lingers in one’s mind: Will I ever be truly loved again?
Especially as a woman who’s older, has been married before, and has a child, you start to wonder: Will anyone accept me as I am? Will I always be seen as “less than” because of my past?
Society doesn’t make this easier. It paints a picture that once you’ve been married, especially as a woman, you’ve somehow lost value—that now, you must "lower your standards" or "settle" because you’re no longer the fresh canvas you once were.
But that’s a lie.
Your worth is not diminished by your experiences. Your past does not reduce your value.
You are not “second-hand.” You are deeply seen and honored by the One who created you.
When these insecurities creep into my heart, I remind myself of something powerful: Allah is not limited by what society thinks is possible. He can bring someone into your life who sees your strength, your softness, your scars, and still chooses you fully. He is Al-Qadir, the One who is capable of doing all things.
There are two stories that always bring light to my heart.
First, the story of our beloved mother, Khadijah (radiyAllahu anha). She had been widowed and married twice before she married the Prophet Muhammad (peace be upon him). She was older than him, wealthy, accomplished—and yet, society today would probably whisper, “She’s not the ideal match.” But look at what Allah wrote for her. She became the most beloved companion of the Prophet, the first to believe in him, and the woman whose name he never forgot even after her passing. Her age, her past, her status—none of it diminished the beauty of her future.
Then there's the inspiring story of Umm Salamah (radiyAllahu anha). After the death of her beloved husband, Abu Salamah, she was heartbroken. When told to say the du’a:
“Allahumma ajirnee fee museebati, wa akhlif lee khayran minha” (O Allah, reward me for my affliction and replace it with something better),
she thought to herself, Who could be better than Abu Salamah?
Even the proposals of Abu Bakr and Umar (radiyAllahu anhum) did not convince her—until Allah, in His divine wisdom, brought her someone better: the Prophet Muhammad (peace be upon him) himself. And when she expressed her fears to him—her jealousy, her age, her children—he accepted her wholeheartedly. The hadeeth is as follows:
“O Messenger of Allah, I have three characteristics. I am a woman who is extremely jealous and I am afraid that you will see in me something that will anger you and cause Allah to punish me. I am a woman who is already advanced in age and I am a woman who has a young family.” To which he replied: ““Regarding the jealousy you mentioned, I pray to Allah the Almighty to let it go away from you. Regarding the question of age you have mentioned, I am afflicted with the same problem as you. Regarding the dependent family you have mentioned, your family is my family.”
Dear sister, dear brother—don’t lose hope.
Don’t feel like you have to change something about yourself or settle for less just because you’ve experienced divorce. Raise your hands in dua, or lower your head to the ground in sujood, and speak to the One who already knows what your heart longs for. He is the One who holds all hearts, all outcomes, and all healing.
Allah says in the Qur’an:
“…If Allah knows [any] good in your hearts, He will give you [something] better than what was taken from you, and He will forgive you; and Allah is all-Forgiving and all-Merciful.” (Surah Fatir: 44)
So, believe in the possibility of joy returning. Believe in love that is kind, healing, and divinely written.
Don’t think less of yourself.
Don’t lose hope.
Allah will give you better—more than you imagined.
Not because you’re perfect, but because He is.


The Grief of Divorce: Navigating the Journey Back to Yourself
After the initial shock of knowing my divorce had been finalized, I felt mostly numb. I moved through the days in a daze, indifferent and unsure of how to feel. I felt like I had accepted it but deep down, I really hadn't; pretending everything was still intact while wearing a mask of normalcy. That was denial—one of the first stages of grief. A close friend later told me how worried she had been. For weeks, I had acted like nothing had changed, and would often tell here “Yes I have accepted it, QaddaraAllah” as though saying the words would somehow make them true.
A few weeks later, the numbness began to fade, and in its place came a surge of anger—anger at my ex-husband, at others, and even at myself. I would ask: “Didn’t I give enough for the marriage? Didn’t I try hard enough? Why did they give up on our dreams?” The anger was raw. I even grew frustrated with close family members who would casually say, “There’s nothing in divorce. Just move on.” How could they say that? They hadn’t lived through it. They hadn’t lost what I had.
Then came bargaining. I began replaying scenarios in my head: If only I had been more patient. If only I had said this instead of that. If only... But I had to remind myself of the hadith:
“If something afflicts you, do not say ‘If only I had done such and such,’ you should say instead, ‘Allah has decreed, and He does what He wills,’ for the word ‘if’ opens the way for Shaytan.”
[Sahih Muslim: 2664]
Eventually, depression settled in. But even that had to be paused. My mother was critically ill at the time, and I had no space to fall apart. I had to survive. I cried occasionally, mostly in silence, but there was no time to grieve fully. I buried the sadness to take care of my sick mother and son.
Today, I can say I’m in a place of acceptance, or at least, I’m learning to be. I’ve come to terms with the end of that chapter. That doesn't mean I never feel grief again. Sometimes, I still cycle through the earlier stage but I no longer dwell on the past. I’ve accepted what was, and I’m working on embracing what is. I’m learning to make peace with my new identity as a divorced woman and a single parent—titles that carry pain, but also strength.
It was Allah’s will that I got married, and it was His will that the marriage ended. He entrusted me with a child and brought me through every season for a reason. I don’t believe it was in vain.
So, dear divorcee, understand this: the grief that comes with divorce is not always linear. Just when you think you’ve moved on, you may find yourself back in the storm. Sometimes sadness comes before anger. Sometimes denial returns when you least expect it. Allow yourself to feel whatever it is you are feeling. You are human. 
But don’t let those feelings consume you. Let them flow, not fester. What broke you may one day become the foundation of your greatest strength in shaa Allah.
Here are some coping strategies I’ve found helpful in my journey:
· Talk to someone who understands. I had two trusted friends who had gone through divorce. When I hit my lows, I called them. They listened, reassured, and reminded me I wasn’t alone and this made me feel better.
· Avoid isolation. Being alone too much gave room for dark thoughts to spiral. Remember the Prophet ﷺ warned against isolation in a hadith—don’t let Shaytan find you vulnerable.
· Stay engaged and connected to others, even in small ways. My responsibilities—work, my mother’s illness—forced me to stay engaged with life, and in hindsight, it helped.
· Set firm boundaries. Not every conversation is worth entertaining. If people pry into your personal life, you have every right to protect your peace and limit what you share.
· Allow yourself to grieve. Acknowledge the loss—of dreams, of a shared future, of the ‘forever’ you imagined. But don’t let the grief define you. If you avoid it, it may show up years later in unexpected ways. As my friend always said “Ummeetah, be kind to yourself and allow yourself to feel what you are feeling.”
· Reflect on what the marriage taught you. This is muhaasabah—self-accountability. Ask yourself: what did I learn about myself? What traits need to go, and what qualities do I want to nurture?
· Practice forgiveness. Forgive your ex. Forgive yourself. Only then can you truly move forward. (I’ll speak more on this in the next chapter.)
· Rediscover yourself. Reignite your passions. Work on your growth. You are still whole, even if your life looks different now.

Remember, you are grieving not just the loss of a person—but the loss of dreams, identity, societal status, and sometimes even your self-worth. But you are still here. And that means your story isn’t over.
Be kind to yourself. This too shall pass.

The Grace of Letting Go
Forgiving is not forgetting—it’s choosing peace over pain.
This, I’ve found, is the hardest part after divorce: forgiving and letting go.
In the months after my divorce, I found forgiveness incredibly challenging. It felt like an overwhelming task that I wasn't prepared to handle. Letting go of the pain and resentment didn't come easily, and I struggled with the process for quite some time. One day I’d feel ready—telling myself I had forgiven, and that I was letting it go. But the next day, the weight of what had happened would come crashing in. I’d remember the pain and the dreams we once shared—and feel the anger boil again. It was a swing between two heavy states: wanting peace and feeling wounded.
But there came a day when I made a conscious decision to forgive. I reminded myself that just as I felt wronged, I too had likely wronged him in ways I might never fully understand. No marriage ends because of one person alone. There are always wounds on both sides.
I began praying for him—not bitterly, but sincerely:
“O Allah, grant him someone better than me, and grant me someone better than him.”
I also started to reflect on his good qualities. He had his flaws, yes, but he also had his strengths—like his generosity. To this day, I still acknowledge that.
Forgiveness doesn’t mean excusing injustice or pretending the hurt didn’t happen. It means choosing to not carry the pain and resentment  forever. You once shared a sacred bond. You once shared a life. Holding onto bitterness only poisons you—it doesn’t punish the other person. And above all, we forgive for the sake of Allah, who asks us to part in kindness, not vengeance.
Allah repeatedly emphasizes forgiveness and parting with excellence in the Qur’an:
“And do not forget graciousness between you. Indeed Allah, of whatever you do, is Seeing.”
(Surah Al-Baqarah: 237)
In another verse:
“And when you divorce women and they have [nearly] fulfilled their term, either retain them according to acceptable terms or release them according to acceptable terms, and do not keep them, intending harm, to transgress [against them]. And whoever does that has certainly wronged himself. And do not take the verses of Allāh in jest. And remember the favor of Allāh upon you and what has been revealed to you of the Book [i.e., the Qur’ān] and wisdom [i.e., the Prophet's sunnah] by which He instructs you. And fear Allāh and know that Allāh is Knowing of all things.” [Baqarah: 231]
The verse above addresses a practice where a man would divorce his wife and, as her waiting period (ʿiddah) neared its end, claim to have taken her back—not out of genuine reconciliation, but to harm her by keeping her and not fulfilling her rights. Allah condemns this behavior, warning that such actions are unjust and constitute making a mockery of His laws. He ends by reminding us -the believers- that He is always aware of our intentions and actions.
In another similar ayah, Allah connects this ruling to being a believer in Him and the Last day:
“And when they have [nearly] fulfilled their term, either retain them according to acceptable terms or part with them according to acceptable terms. And bring to witness two just men from among you and establish the testimony for [the acceptance of] Allāh. That is instructed to whoever should believe in Allāh and the Last Day. And whoever fears Allāh - He will make for him a way out.” [Talaq: 2]
These verses aren’t just legal rulings—they are reminders of divine etiquette. Allah warns against using divorce as a weapon, and instead asks us to reflect, to honor, and to remember His watchful gaze.
Letting go also means resisting the urge to publicly tear the other person down, even when society pressures you to “tell your side of the story” or “expose the truth.” Venting can easily cross into backbiting, slander, and ultimately, regret. Share your story with trusted family and friends, not for gossip or revenge, but for healing and clarity.
Remember the hadith;
“Whoever conceals [the faults of] a Muslim, Allah will conceal [his faults] in this life and the Hereafter.”
One of the companions of the Prophet (SAW) when asked about his divorce, replied: “I did not disclose her faults while I was married to her. And it is even more fitting that I do not speak of them now.” Such restraint is beautiful. Dignified. And rare.
If you have children, especially, you owe them peace. Don’t burden them with bitterness:
“Your father did this to me,” “He’s a bad man,” “He never cared about us…”
They are already carrying enough weight. Let them grow up believing they were loved by both parents, even if that love didn’t last between the parents themselves.
After the slander of our mother, Aisha (RA), her father Abu Bakr (RA), in hurt and anger, swore never to financially support one of his cousins, Mistah, who had participated in sharing the falsehood. In response, Allah revealed:
“And let not those of virtue among you and wealth swear not to give [aid] to their relatives and the needy and the emigrants for the cause of Allāh, and let them pardon and overlook. Would you not like that Allāh should forgive you? And Allāh is Forgiving and Merciful.” (An-Noor: 22)
Upon hearing this, Abū Bakr said, “Yes, by Allah, I want Allah to forgive me,” and resumed his support for Mistah- radiyAllahu anhu. This verse underscores the importance of forgiveness, even when deeply hurt by those close to us. If such mercy was extended to a relative who betrayed trust, then surely our former spouses—who once shared our lives—are also deserving of forgiveness.
So I ask you, dear heart—don’t you want Allah to forgive you?
Only He knows the true depth of what you endured and only He sees the tears no one else did. But to truly heal, you have to release the pain by letting go.
It doesn’t happen overnight however. It may begin with a quiet duʿāʾ or a gentle warmth in the heart brought by a cherished memory. But with each act of forgiveness—each time you let go—you reclaim a piece of yourself.
Pray for your former spouse. Not for them, but for you. Because the goodness you wish for others, the the angels wish the same for you: “When a Muslim supplicates for his brother behind his back, the angels say, ‘And for you the same.’”
— Sahih Muslim
Remember the good times. And acknowledge the bad—but don’t dwell there.
Let go. Set yourself free. And know that Allah will give you better. Not just because you deserve it, but because you obeyed Him in the hardest of ways—by choosing mercy when you had every reason to hold a grudge.
This is where healing begins.
This is how you rise.

Gentle Closing of this Chapter: This is Not the End
Divorce is not just the end of a marriage. It is the quiet collapse of dreams, the reshaping of identity, and the unlearning of a life you once imagined would last forever. It breaks things inside you that you never knew were fragile. But it also cracks open space—space for clarity, for rediscovery, and for something more aligned with who you’re becoming. I can tell you, gently and with every softness I can summon: it is not the end. It is a different beginning.
You may walk through the shadows of shame—feeling eyes watching, voices whispering, people pressing for details they have no right to. You may carry the weight of questions like, “What happened?” or “Was it your fault?” You may even start to look at yourself through their lens, seeing yourself as “less than,” as “second-hand.” But you are not broken goods. You are a human being with a story that has taken an unexpected turn. That doesn’t diminish your value—it expands your depth.
You’ve read about the grief—the numbness, the denial, the anger, the bargaining, the sadness, and the eventual flicker of acceptance. You’ve walked through the inner battles of forgiveness, where hurt and mercy take turns tugging at your heart. You have seen how sometimes you would weep not just for a person, but for the life you thought you’d have—the dreams you buried quietly, the identity that dissolved. And you’ve seen how healing isn’t linear—it loops, sways, and pauses before taking the next step.
But what matters most is that you are still taking steps. It is not easy to move on all at once. I for example have still not deleted the pictures I took with my husband and my child almost two years after. Because that to me feels like deleting a life I had. I remember my friend who went through divorce told me that it took her years to delete her and her ex-wife’s pictures together. Well, it took long for me too. But I’m actively taking steps as I sometimes just delete 1 or 2 randomly and they have gone to reduce overtime.
Dear soul, grief is not your enemy. It’s the heart’s way of honoring what was lost. Let it flow, but don’t let it drown you. You are allowed to grieve. And you are allowed to heal.
Forgiveness is one of the hardest mountains to climb. There will be days when you feel at peace, and others when pain bubbles up again unexpectedly. That’s okay. Forgiveness isn’t a one-time event—it’s a daily decision to release the weight from your heart. You forgive not because they deserve it, but because you deserve peace. You let go, not because it didn’t matter, but because your future matters more.
This chapter may have ended in heartbreak, but it does not define the book of your life. You are not your divorce. You are the lessons it taught, the strength it uncovered, the prayers it pulled from your chest in the quiet of the night. You are the mother who kept going, the woman who chose dignity over bitterness, the soul that dared to hope again.
You will smile again—genuinely. You will find joy in the smallest things, and one day, the burden won’t feel so heavy. You’ll remember the woman you were before the pain—and perhaps discover someone even wiser, stronger, softer, and more whole.
Let society talk. Let them guess. You are not here to fit into their boxes of approval. You are here to live, to heal, and to rise. With grace. With faith. With a heart still open to Allah’s plan.
So, dear one, close this chapter gently. Not in anger, not in defeat—but in gratitude. Gratitude for surviving what almost broke you, for finding meaning in your pain, and for returning to yourself in the process. Gather what remains of your strength. Stand tall, even if your knees shake.
Let your heart breathe again.
This is not the end. It is your becoming. It is the unfolding of a new beginning.











SINGLE PARENTING
Comfort in the Midst of Grief
One-night weeks after Mama’s passing, I went to bed with my son and the grief overwhelmed me, and I started sobbing shortly after. Mus’ab, just three year old then, came closer rubbing my arms “Mama soly, soly Mama (which was how he pronounced sorry)” Subhaanallah, I was just left in amazement, how a 3 year old child can say and do such. He recognized the emotions I was feeling then and was comforting me. Normally, when he cries say after falling down, I hug or hold him and say “Mus’ab sorry, Isbir (be patient)” Up until that day, I didn’t realize he understood what I was doing and could correlate it well to what and how I was feeling at that moment, and even tried to comfort me.
You see, Allah knows and he brings what we need to be comforted at that moment. When Maryam (AS) was in labor and she made a statement of wishing she was dead, Allah said “Do not grieve; your Lord has provided beneath you a stream. And shake toward you the trunk of the palm tree; it will drop upon you ripe, fresh dates. So, eat and drink and be contented. And if you see from among humanity anyone, say, “Indeed, I have vowed to the Most Merciful abstention, so I will not speak to [any] man.” Allah answered her, comforted her with his words, and even gave her something physical to comfort her (dates). Allah comforts the believers during the trials and keeps them firm. You just have to find that comfort. 
Even though I have felt bad after going through everything having a child as I sometimes felt that going through the divorce without a child would have been very easier; a lot of times I thank Allah for having given me Mus’ab. He became a reason to smile. To wake up from bed as I had to take care of him. To make sure he is well-fed even if I didn’t do the feeding. To ensure he is hugged, kissed and his needs catered for- both the physical and emotional. Even though it felt exhausting a lot of times, and at times I just wanted to lie down for hours to be left in my thoughts, I couldn’t do that because of the child. And I believe that was a blessing. At times that was even my comfort.
A cousin of mine got divorced months after Mama’s passing, and when she told me, I found myself saying “Oh, I’m happy that you don’t have a child together because the divorce because more complicated.” However, I have gone over that statement multiple times, is that really true? Does it really make it easier and less complicated? Well, I think different things for different people. And Allah is the ultimate judge of what is best for a person; if he blessed you with a child and you got divorced after that, then that is what is khair… that is a blessing for you, as whatever Allah decrees is good for His slave. If you get divorced without a child however, then that is what is khair for you. That has shifted my perspective. 
Initially after my divorce, there were the 2 or 3 people that said “Oh atleast you have a child now, so even if you don’t wish to get married again, then this one has sufficed you.” I used to be so reactive at the statement and… angry. Why? How could I be happy that I’m divorced while I have a child?! I just couldn’t understand it. But now, I have come to accept my fate and be content and happy at the bundle of joy that Allah gave me. My mom often used to say “Ummeetah, you never know what Mus’ab isgoing to be for you tomorrow or who he is going to be, so don’t feel bad that you have a child.” And yes, I feel happy for having the gift of Mus’ab and I pray to Allah that He becomes a righteous slave of Allah and someone beneficial to the Ummah.
So, you might have been divorced with a kid, two , three… don’t look at it as a negative, there will be challenges, definitely, but thrive in those challenges. Let those children give you hope and a reason to laugh and fight everyday. They might just be the comfort you need on a day when no one is there to wipe your tears away.

Challenges of a single mother
When I got divorced, one of my friends told me; “Ummeetah, marriage is hard, but divorce is also hard. So, I tell people to always choose their hard.” And I have to agree with that statement. When in a marriage that doesn’t allow you to thrive, you romanticize the idea of being alone and doing well and thriving, that you don’t also weigh up the difficulties of that life. There are many difficulties of being a single parent that isn’t talked about enough:
The first of them being the struggle of balancing your own healing while trying to stay emotionally available for your child. Sometimes, you go through different emotions while at the same time you have to be emotionally present for your child. Because my child was much younger and a toddler, I believe I had it easier as I was mostly tasked with the physical presence and giving love and being present... I wasn’t tasked with having to answer the numerous questions an older child would have had; “Mummy, why aren’t we with Daddy in the house anymore?”, “Mummy, why are you always crying?”… and sometimes, the divorce physically and emotionally affects the children as well, especially if it is a messy one.  That is why I always reiterateparents parting in the best terms possible. As Allah himself says: “…And do not forget the favors between yourselves.” 
I can understand that healing is difficult and will probably take a long while; and also navigating the grief and loneliness of it all, but try to be on that journey with your child. As you are taking efforts towards your own healing and growth, carry them along also.
Even though I had someone who would help me with Mus’ab at home, especially that a preschooler is active, I ensure that we bond – I take him out sometimes, hugs and kisses, play with him as best as I can. But on the day that I’m feeling really down and I can’t, I just attend to what I canand leave the rest.
Another challenge that a lot of single mothers face (whether divorced or bereaved from their husbands) is adjusting to a single income household, that is even if you work or have a means of income. Sometimes, women are faced in a difficult situation whereby they don’t have any source of income; their previous husbands used to take care of the bills of the house and any other bills and so, when they suddenly get divorced/bereaved in one day, they face a lot of challenges. In Nigeria where I come from, this is the reason why the mothers leave the children in their fathers house after divorce. The society even encourages it despite knowing the Islamic rulings regarding custody where a child should first go to the mother as long as she is not married (except in exceptional situations), while the father is responsible for the financial responsibilities of the child. But what usually happens is that the father of the children instructs the mother to leave the children with him when leaving. Else if she takes them, she bears the financial responsibility. In this regards I would say men should fear Allah and act upon the right Allah has blessed upon them.
In the months following my divorce and I had to take care of my child physically, emotionally and financially, it was a lot. Especially that my mother had been a solid rock for me in regards to Mus’ab. But I sought Allah’s help and He always came through for me. He gave me people that helped in every way they could to make it easy for me. Of course, one of my motivators to succeed and make income was so I could be able to take care of myself and my child comfortably without problem and without seeking help from others. And Allah really did that for me. So dear mom, create ways you can provide for yourself and your children andn learn new money management skills that could help you in saving costs. The financial burden might get too much but Allah will see you through and will give you a way out of the situation. “And whoever fears Allah, he will make a way out for Him”
Another challenge that this could lead to is overwhelm; as a single parent, you are trying to manage what two parents would normally do by doing it all yourself. So you have to manage taking care of the child, doing the school runs, house chores, and overseeing their Islamic education, all the while trying to be a present parent and also be your own person chasing your dreams. So when he is sick, I have to take him to the hospital, or if he requires a test, be with him in the hospital on admissions till he gets better, go out and buy crayons at 7pm because we forgot he broke the other ones left, go to his school to meet his teachers if there is a problem, try and do some teaching at home… the list is endless! It was sometimes difficult to struggle through it all. It is difficult but one thing I would say is learn to prioritise tasks and ask help and accept it when you need it. I struggled with this a lot and a friend of mine had to tell me “Ummeetah, you are not a one-man’s world. Learn to accept the help. You need it.” And I learnt to do so as best as possible. It wasn’t easy, and still not easy, but I get through one day at a time, asking Allah’s help. This is what single parenting comes with and I guess every stage of childhood comes with its own challenges; I don’t know what stage of parenthood tomorrow mightbring but I ask Allah to make t easy through it all. Even dealing with the emotions of a child as a single parent is not easy; when the child might be angry, or sad or crying.. its all on you to deal with it! Ask Allah for ease, I promise you that it becomes better Mama.
The last challenge I would talk about here is the challenge of learning to be both a mother and father at the same time. Of course, even if the child sees the other parent, the custody remains with one parent and so, the child usually remains with the other parent most of the time except for holidays when he/she visits the other parent. So, for most of the days of the year you are acting as both the mother and father to that child (this is usually relevant in cases where a child is young and unable to easily communicate with the other parent). So, you learn to fill in both the emotional and practical gaps left by the other parent as much as you can. When you need help from other male figures and the other parent is not able to fill that, seek help from the positive male rodels in your immediate and extended family. There are times when you cannot fill the role of the father; and in situations like this, just do your best, explain as much as you can and leave it to Allah and pray to Him to make it easy.
Dear mama, there are many challenges to single parenting that is not even talked about. It is both physically and mentally draining. But remember, you child will eventually grow and wont remain in the same position (as a child) forever. Sometimes, you’d see them as grown wholesome adults who are emotionally fulfilled and you won’t even remember the tears and challenges of the journey. Hold on tight, pray to Allah, Allah will never put you in a situation that He knows you cannot handle. Didn’t he say: “Allah does not burden a soul more than it can bear” so do you think he can bear you with challenges that are beyond you? Think good of Allah. You will thrive through it all and you will smile. And isn’t He alone sufficient for you? 
“Isn’t Allah sufficient for His slave?”

MAKING THEM FEEL LOVED
Sometimes, when we have gone through a divorce, especially with children that are much older and more aware, we forget that they are also grieving the separation. So, what happens is that we tend to take care of our feelings and forget about theirs. They need to understand what has happened too, they need to process it to. Their parents, who have been the most important people in their lives so far and will be for a long time are no longer together in the same roof. Add to that when a divorce is messy and each parent is telling the child terrible things about the other parent! It will affect them psychologically too. We tend to forget that children understand in their own way too and trust me, no child wants to go through the journey of having two different homes – sometimes three (if he/she grows up with the grandparents for example). 
So, first thing is make them understand what happened according to the age of the child– mummy and daddy are separated and are no longer together, but that doesn’t mean they don’t you, sometimes in life circumstances happen that warrant that etc… explain according to the age of the child. So how you’d explain to a 5 year old will definitely differ from how you’d explain to a 10 year and from a 14 year old- each according to their needs. But don’t leave them hanging. I had  a friend who got divorced from her husband and the children kept asking her angrily“Mummy, why isn’t Daddy coming to spend the night here again?” They were even getting angry and she couldn’t explain to them. I told her to try and make them understand suitable to their age as they were both less than 7. So, don’t leave them hanging. Make them understand and help them process the emotions they feel – whether anger, sadness or confusion Let them know that it is not their fault that it happened and they will be fine.
Also, with older kids especially, just like you are transitioning to settling into the idea of being a “divorced woman” they are also transitioning into being a “child of a divorced parents” (even though using those labels are not something encouraged, but it happens and that’s part of the grieving process, getting used to them and the feeling). They see their friends at school talking about their travelling together mother and father, and most of the time, they might only be travelling with one. Or instead of both parents attending, only one mght attend sometimes. That is why it is a grieving process for their little hearts too. Ask Allah to make it easy for them. Reassure and reaffirm them and make them feel secure and loved which are the basic primary needs of a child really.
Another important thing is that don’t talk terrible about the other parent to the children no matter how tempting that is. Even though I know there are older children that pick up what has happened in the marriage and tend to resent the other parent, don’t be the one to encourage that. “Your father is terrible… He did X and Y to me… I won’t forgive Him..” It is hard for a child to learn of that, and this is someone He has to try His best to be dutiful to according to Allah’s commands. So, try to talk about the absent parent in a very respectful way and telling them the good of the other parent. Encourage the relationship as long as it doesn’t harm the physical, emotional and religious wellbeing of your child. 
Lastly, model resilience for your child and let them see both your strength and vulnerability while fighting your battles. Turn your challenges into moments where you teach them and explain to them regarding Allah’s qadr and how everything destined for us turns out for the better. And that even this journey of single motherhood and having divorced parents will turn out better for you both, as what you might hate is perhaps that which is good for you.
“Perhaps you hate a thing while it is good for you”
Even though in my case when I got divorced, my chld was too young to understand but I do know the conversations will come up. And I hope that Allah grants me the wisdom to explain to Him in the best way possible, to not turn His father into the villain but rather encourage he loves and obeys Him. And also to let Him know that just because his parents are divorced, it doesn’t mean that it reduces him in anything less than his peers and He never knows the tomorrow that Allah has prepared for Him. He should exert all his effort to prosper in this life and hopefully attain the goodness both in this life and the next as life is never perfect for anyone. We all learn to navigate through the different stories we find ourselves in.

CONNECTING TO THE RIGHTEOUS
Dear Single Mama, this journey of single parenthood is not exclusive to you. Even though it feels that way, it is not. Throughout our Islamic history, we have had amazing figures amongst scholars and Imaams that were raised by single parents who went through the journey but managed to raise a wholesome child that benefitted the ummah at large. So, relate to their stories so that you might get hope and your sprits uplifted. 
A notable example that comes to mind is the mother of Imam Malik who raised him alone. She used to dress Imaam Malik up when he was going for his classes with his Islamic teacher to learn and reminded him to learn adab first, and then ilm. She supported this journey and look at who Imaam Maalik became in the Islamic history! 
Imam Ahmad’s mother, may Allah have mercy on them both-  would leave in his clothes little notes of Islamic advice (Naseeha). She would wake up before fajr, heat water for his wudhu, wake him up and then walk him in pitch darkness to the masjid for fajr salah. She would then wait for all the classes to finish and tell him to be the last to leave the masjid after all the teachers had left.
Imam Sufyan ath-Thawri’s mother used to say: “O my son, if you write only 10 words, ask yourself, are you seeing an increase in your fear of Allah and a growth in your patience with people – if you don’t see these increases, know that your ilm isn’t benefitting you”
Imagine the resolve and determination of these women! And look at who their sons became in the Islamic literature.
It might feel like a really lonely path but you only need to connect to the story of those before so that the journey doesn’t seem so lonely afterall. Even during these times of ours, you’d find stories like that where a child is raised by a single parent and turns out so productive and beneficial to the society. Our Prophet, salllahu alaihi wasallam, was mostly raised by a single father like figure, Abu Talib(after his grandfather Abdul muttalib passed away) and the Prophet is the best man that has ever walked on this earth.  So, connect yourself to these stories so it doesn’t feel so lonely anymore. 
Being a single mother is just a chapter from the many chapters of your life. It is not easy and it will not be, but seek the reward from Allah for all the difficulties that come with it, and remember that you are not the first that has walked this path and not the last that will. But when you see the wholesome person that your child turns into, it will give you such satisfaction that you will thank Allah for the struggles of the journey. When it gets too tough, put your head to the ground, and ask Allah, the one who makes everything easy, to ease the journey for you and guide your little one and raise Him to be a wholesome adult. And of ten repeat: “Allahumma Laa sahlan illa ma ja’altahu sahlan, wa anta taj’alul hazna itha shi’ta sahla”
CONCLUSION
From my various experiences of grief I narrated in this book - from the uncertainty of the earthquake to the heartbreak of the divorce to the all-consuming grief of seeing my mom in her last days to loosing her and going through the bereavement process and the journey off single parenthood – I believe that grief is not something that you can be forgotten at once. It is a struggle. I still struggle with the grief of Mama’s loss and of my divorce to this day…some days are just better than others. I have however learnt that we have to try as best as possible to thrive in the process, take the lessons we learn from the period and carry on with the purpose of life which is to worship Allah. That is what I have done, and I hope that you the reader clearly takes this away from reading this book.
I also believe that as Allah takes some things away from you, he gives you others in its place; it was during Mama’s final days and her loss that I was able to carry on with learning the Qira’at of the Qur’an. Even though, I’m yet to finish and do it really well, I hope Allah grants me that gift as a compensation of that which is better than my loss -as the Qur’an is better than any loss. 
Additionally, it was after my mother’s loss that I was able to get a medical training placement in the UK which I had wanted to do earlier. But because Allah knew that wasn’t the best time for me, he allowed it till a time that he knew will be best for me.
Do I know what tomorrow holds? No, I do not, but I have certainty that whatever Allah has planned is good for me. I do not and will not lose hope in His mercy in shaa Allah. But I look forward to each day as it comes and have patience. Patience is the most important thing a person will never get enough of; patience doing the good deeds, patience staying away from the bad and patience with the trials and tribulations that occur. Have patience dear soul... the whole dunya is a test in and of itself And, we will see the rewards of our patience in the hereafter. So whether you have lost a loved one like I have, or gone through a divorce, or a personal disaster, or you are a single parent… or the many trials of life, I urge you to be patient. It will pass and be behind you soon in shaa Allah. You just need to have Sabr between the storms.

