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Juz 30 opens with the heavens and closes with the human heart. It 
begins high and wide; questions hurled at the cosmos, the sky, the 
earth, the mountains, the back and forth of night chasing day - 
and then slowly, deliberately, zeroes in. Until we arrive at a single 
person, standing alone, whispering: I seek refuge. Between those 
two points, the juz moves with intention. Sweeping scenes of 
resurrection and reckoning give way to intimate portraits of 
individual souls, the tenderness of Duha and Inshirah settles over 
you like an exhale, and then it ends; simple, quiet, just you and 
your Creator. Pure tawhid and the refuge of His names.


It is a culmination of the twenty-nine parts that came before it. A 
conclusion, but also, in a strange and beautiful way, an 
introduction. These were the first surahs the Makkans heard; 
short, sharp, impossible to ignore. They are also the first surahs 
we heard. As children, stumbling through Arabic syllables that felt 
foreign on young tongues, memorising one sound at a time, 
graduating slowly from sounds to words, from words to phrases, 
until one day - without quite noticing - we were reciting whole 
surahs. The same ones we stand with in every prayer. The same 
ones most of us never sat with long enough to understand.


What once lived only on our tongues was always meant to find its 
way into our hearts.


This chapter is arranged thematically rather than surah by surah. 
You will move through three scenes drawn from verses across the 
juz - the Day of Judgement, Jannah, and Jahannam - with 
individual surahs noted in between where their causes of 
revelation or distinct topics deserve their own moment.


For many of you, you have been reciting these surahs your whole 
life. It is time to let them speak.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​  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Scene One: The Day 

For every heartache, for every difficulty 
overcome, for every test ensured, your eyes, 
unable to see the One you needed, wandered 
up. Not due to instruction, but because 
something in you always knew. Past the hues 
of blue, past the misty clouds, past the hole in 
the ozone and whatever lay beyond what the 
eye could reach, He is there. Closer to you 
than your jugular vein. Closer than that breath 
that journeyed from your core, past your lips, 
carrying your du’a upward. The sky was never 
a ceiling. It was merely a cover; thin enough 
that the heart could feel what lay on the other 
side, but still weighty, firmly planted just far 
enough out of reach for the eyes to confirm it. 
You lived your whole life in that tension: the 
ache of knowing, and the patience of not yet 
seeing.


And then the cover is lifted.


That cover, like a warm blanket - the kind that 
cocoons you in safety, that you pull closer 
into its familiar warmth on cold mornings - 
torn away. Your sky is ripped open above you.  
What was always there is no longer hidden 
behind the atmosphere, no longer made 
strange by distance, no longer separated from 
you by the mundane beat of ordinary life. The 
stars you navigated by, that your little ones 
searched for on clear nights, that countless 
bards ventured to capture, who’s twinkling 
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قرَْبُ إلَِهِْ مِنْ حَبلِْ الوَْريِدِ ١ 
َ
وَنَنُْ أ

 and We are closer tohim
 than [his] jugular vein

 [50:16]

تْ ١  مَاءُ انشَقَّ إذَِا السَّ
And has responded to its 

Lord and was obligated [to 
do so] 
[84:2] 
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beauty no string of words in any tongue, old 
or new, remembered or forgotten could 
capture  - they fall. They were but decoration 
on a curtain that has now been torn back.


The mountains move. Those mighty anchors 
you hoped to conquer, their summits sought, 
flags bought for new landmarks to be made - 
the earth’s own spine - walks. And before you 
can process the awe of what you are 
witnessing, those great stone pegs dissolve 
into scattered dust. 


The seas - which carried heavy cargo, which 
swallowed the waste we fed them, whose 
tides pulled back and forth, frigid and 
unforgiving to any who dared leave land to 
seek its wares - ignite.


The graves open, and everything held in 
amanah is thrust back into the world. Every 
buried treasure, every forgotten loved one, 
every hidden sin, resurfaced, summoned to 
face hisab. 


You are standing. The last thing you 
remember, the last time you felt the familiarity 
of your own body - tears fell, goodbyes were 
whispered, something flashed, and then your 
soul whimpered its way out. The journey 
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Yذَا الُّجُومُ انكَدَرَتْ ٢ 
And when the stars fall,  

dispersing. [81:2] 

اباً ٢  بَالُ فكََنتَْ سََ تَِ الِْ سُيِّ
And the mountains are removed 

and will be [but] a mirage. 
[78:20] 

ةً وَاحِدَةً  تَا دَكَّ بَالُ فَدُكَّ رضُْ وَالِْ
َ
حُلَِتِ الْ

 ١
And the earth and the 

mountains are lifted and levelled 
with one blow - [69:14] 

رَتْ ٦  Yذَا الْحَِارُ سُجِّ
And when the seas are filled 

with flame [81:6] 

Yذَا القُْبُورُ بُعْثِتَْ ٤ 
And when the [contents of] 
graves are scattered, [82:4] 

Yنَّهُ لُِبِّ الَْيِْ لشََدِيدٌ ٨  
And indeed he is, in love of 

wealth, intense. [100:8]  

ثقَْالهََا ٢ 
َ
رضُْ أ

َ
خْرجََتِ الْ

َ
وَأ

And the earth discharges its 
burdens [99:2]



Chapter 30 | الزء ال$ثون

بسم ا2ّ الرحن الرحيم 

between then and now is forgotten. You 
look ahead, then right, then left, then 
behind you - a sea of heads in every 
direction, as far as you can see. Every 
generation. Every nation. Every person 
who ever looked up at that same sky and 
felt exactly what you felt. Then further, 
surrounding all those gathered, the 
angels, vast in size, even greater in 
number, fall into rank. 


You look around, trying to catch a 
glimpse of a familiar face, but the crowd 
surges like moths thrown against a 
burning flame, frantic beneath the glass 
of an enclosed lamp. Every soul is 
moving, rushing, scattering. Where are 
my loved ones? you wonder. You slow, 
straining to listen. Voices cry out through 
the chaos: “Baba, where are you going? 
Come back!” But no one stops. They are 
fleeing - from their mothers, their 
spouses, their friends, their children. The 
very people whose voices once anchored 
their lives are now left behind. Each 
person carries a burden too heavy to 
share, a fear too consuming to divide. Yet 
as they run from everything they once 
clung to, a question hangs in the air: if 
they are running from those they love 
most, then where are they running to?
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اۖ   وحُ وَالمََْ$ئكَِةُ صَفًّ يَقُومُ الرُّ
ذنَِ لَُ الرَّحْمَنُٰ  

َ
 �َّ يَتَكََّمُونَ إِ�َّ مَنْ أ

وَقاَلَ صَوَاباً ٣ 
The Day that the Spirit and the 

angels will stand in rows, they will 
not speak except for one whom the 

Most Merciful permits, and he will 
say what is correct. [78:38] 

يكَُونُ الَّاسُ كَلفَْرَاشِ المَْبثُْوثِ ٤ 
It is the Day when people will be like 

moths, dispersed, [101:4] 

بيِهِ ٣ وَصَاحِبَتهِِ 
َ
مِّهِ وَأ

ُ
خِيهِ ٣ وَأ

َ
يفَرُِّ المَْرءُْ مِنْ أ

وَبَنيِهِ ٣ 
On the Day a man will flee from his 

brother, And his mother and his 
father, And his wife and his children, 

[80:34-36]  

اعَِ َ� عِوَجَ لَُۥۖ  وخََشَعَتِ  يوَمَْئذٍِۢ يتََّبعُِونَ ٱلَّ
ٰـنِ فََ$ تسَْمَعُ إِ�َّ صْوَاتُ للِرَّحَْ

َ
  ٱلْ

 هَمْسًا ١
On that Day, people will follow the 
summoner from whom there is no 

escape; every voice will be 
 hushed for the Lord of  

Mercy; only whispers will  
be heard. [20:108]
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Then, a hush falls over all those gathered. 
No one speaks without permission. The 
eloquent have nothing to say. The ones who 
always had an answer are silent. The noise 
that filled every room, every screen, every 
waking hour - gone.


Your record is placed in your hand. 
Everything is there. Not approximated - 
exact. 


The atom’s weight of good you had half 
forgotten. The atom’s weight of otherwise 
you had fully convinced yourself would not 
count.  The record is unbothered by what 
you told yourself.


The scales are set. [Al-Qari’ah: 6-9] What is 
heavy and what is light will determine 
everything that comes next.


The illusion of this life - its noise, its length, 
its sense of consequence - was nothing. A 
few layers of sky between you and coming 
home.
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وتَِ كتَِابهَُ بيَِمِينهِِ ٧  
ُ
ا مَنْ أ مَّ

َ
فَأ

فَسَوفَْ يُاَسَبُ حِسَاباً يسَِيًا ٨  
ورًا ٩  هْلهِِ مَسُْ

َ
وَيَنقَلبُِ إَِ±ٰ أ

Then as for he who is given his 
record in his right hand, He will 

be judged with an easy account, 
And return to his people in 

happiness. [84:7-9] 

وتَِ كتَِابهَُ وَرَاءَ ظَهْرهِِ ١ فَسَوفَْ 
ُ
ا مَنْ أ مَّ

َ
 وَأ

 يدَْعُو ثُبُورًا ١
But as for he who is given his 

record behind his back, He will 
cry out for destruction [84:10-11] 

ا مَن ثَقُلَتْ مَوَازيِنُهُ ٦ فَهُوَ فِ عِيشَةٍ  مَّ
َ
 فَأ

هُ مُّ
ُ
تْ مَوَازيِنُهُ ٨ فَأ ا مَنْ خَفَّ مَّ

َ
اضِيَةٍ ٧ وَأ  رَّ
 هَاويَِةٌ ٩

Then as for one whose scales are 
heavy [with good deeds], He will 

be in a pleasant life. But as for 
one whose scales are light, His 
refuge will be an abyss. [101:9]
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Surah Abasa - 80 - He Frowned 

The story behind Surah Abasa is one of the most remarkable 
moments of divine correction in the entire Quran.


The Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم was deep in conversation with a group of the 
most powerful men of Quraysh - among them Utbah ibn Rabi’ah, 
Abu Jahl, and Al-Abbas - men whose conversion he believed 
could turn the tide for Islam entirely. While he was engaged with 
them, Ibn Umm Maktum, a blind, poor companion, approached 
and interrupted, asking the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم to teach him what Allah 
had revealed.


The Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم, absorbed in the hope of reaching these influential 
men, frowned and turned away. He didn’t rebuke Ibn Umm 
Maktum, he didn’t say anything unkind, he simply turned. Ibn 
Umm Maktum couldn’t even see the expression on his face.


Allah revealed the opening verses immediately:


عْمَٰ ٢ 
َ
ن جَاءَهُ الْ

َ
ٰ ١ أ عَبسََ وَتوََلَّ

(1) The Prophet frowned and turned away (2) Because there came to him the 
blind man, [interrupting]. 

Several things make this extraordinary. First, the verse uses the 
third person - “he frowned” - rather than addressing the Prophet 
 directly, which scholars note is itself a form of gentle adab from صلى الله عليه وسلم
Allah toward His beloved. Second, Allah does not name Ibn Umm 
Maktum as “the blind man” to diminish him, it was quite the 
opposite. He is elevated. The one the world would overlook is the 
one Allah defends. Third, the correction came not because the 
Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم acted with arrogance, but because the scale of 
priorities had, in that moment, been misread. The man already 
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carrying the light in his heart was left waiting for the man who 
might never accept it.


Ibn Umm Maktum went on to become one of the most beloved 
companions, and the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم would greet him warmly after 
this revelation, saying: “Welcome to the one on whose account my 
Lord rebuked me.” He later served as the muezzin of Madinah 
alongside Bilal (ra), and it is reported he held the flag at the Battle 
of Qadisiyyah despite his blindness.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​
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Surah Duha - 93 & Surah Inshirah - 94  

Both Surah Ad-Duha and Surah Al-Inshirah were revealed in 
response to the same crisis ‎- the period known as the fatra, the 
pause in revelation.


After the initial revelations came to the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم, wahi suddenly 
stopped. Scholars differ on how long this pause lasted ‎- narrations 
range from a few days to several months, with some reports 
suggesting up to two years, though the more established opinions 
lean toward a shorter period. What is agreed upon is that it was 
long enough to cause the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم profound distress.


During this silence, his enemies pounced. The Quraysh mocked 
him openly, saying that his Lord had abandoned him, grown tired 
of him, and left him behind. The word they used was qala ‎- that 
Allah had forsaken him. One narration mentions a woman named 
Umm Jamil, the wife of Abu Lahab, who taunted him saying his 
Shaytan had abandoned him.


The Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم was deeply shaken. He had tasted the sweetness 
of revelation, had known what it felt like to be in direct 
communication with Allah, and now there was silence. Some 
narrations mention that the distress became so heavy he would go 
to the mountain tops, and that Jibreel would appear to him in his 
human form to comfort him before the next revelation came.


Then Allah revealed Surah Ad-Duha:


حَٰ ١ وَاللَّيلِْ إذَِا سَجَٰ ٢ مَا وَدَّعَكَ رَبُّكَ وَمَا قَلَٰ ٣  وَالضُّ
(1) By the morning brightness (2) And [by] the night when it covers with 

darkness, (3) Your Lord has not taken leave of you, [O Muhammad], nor has He 
detested [you]. 
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Allah swears by the bright morning sun and the still night ‎- both 
signs of continuity and divine order ‎- to reassure His Messenger 
that the silence was not abandonment. The word qala used by his 
enemies is met directly: “He has not detested you.” Then comes 
the reminder of every mercy Allah had already shown him: finding 
him an orphan and sheltering him, finding him lost and guiding 
him, finding him in need and enriching him.


Surah Al-Inshirah follows as its natural companion. Where Surah 
Ad-Duha answered the external accusation, Surah Al-Inshirah 
addressed the internal weight:


حْ لكََ صَدْرَكَ ١  لمَْ نشََْ
َ
أ

(1) Did We not expand for you your breast? 

Allah reminds the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم that the very capacity to carry this 
mission ‎- the sharh al-sadr, the opening of the chest ‎- was a gift 
already given. The burden he felt was real, acknowledged. But so 
was everything Allah had already equipped him with to carry it. 
And then comes the promise that would anchor the entire ummah 
after him:


ا ٦  ا ٥ إنَِّ مَعَ العُْسِْ يسًُْ فإَنَِّ مَعَ العُْسِْ يسًُْ
(5) For indeed, with hardship will be ease. (6) Indeed, with hardship will be 

ease. 

The scholars note that al-’usr ‎- hardship ‎- is defined with the 
definite article, making it singular. Yusra ‎- ease ‎- is indefinite, 
meaning it can multiply. One hardship, but ease upon ease. The 
sentence is repeated twice, and the scholars say this is not mere 
emphasis ‎- it is a promise made twice over.


Taken together, the two surahs form a complete embrace: you 
have not been left, you have not been hated, you were never alone 
in carrying this, and the difficulty you are in right now already 
contains its own relief.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​
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Surah Alaq - 96 - The Blood Clot 

The first revelation is one of the most dramatic and human 
moments in the entire Seerah. The Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم had long been in 
the habit of retreating to the Cave of Hira on Mount Nur, just 
outside Makkah, spending days and nights alone in 
contemplation. He was a man who had always been unsettled by 
the world around him ‎- the idol worship, the burying of daughters, 
the corruption of his society sat heavily on him in a way he could 
not fully articulate. He would take provisions and simply withdraw, 
returning to Khadijah (ra) when they ran out.


It was during one of these retreats, in the month of Ramadan, 
when he was approximately forty years old, that Jibreel (as) 
appeared to him.


He came suddenly. He seized the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم and held him in a 
crushing embrace ‎- so tight the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم described feeling as 
though he would die from the pressure. Then Jibreel released him 
and said one word:


 
ْ
 اقرَْأ

Read. The Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم replied: “I cannot read.”


Jibreel seized him again, even tighter, then released him and said: 
“Read.” Again: “I cannot read.” A third time, the embrace ‎- and 
then:


كْرَمُ ٣ 
َ
 وَرَبُّكَ الْ

ْ
نسَانَ مِنْ عَلقٍَ ٢ اقرَْأ ِي خَلقََ ١ خَلقََ الِْ  باِسْمِ رَبّكَِ الَّ

ْ
اقرَْأ

(1) Read in the name of your Lord who created. (2) Created man from a clinging 
substance. (3) Read, and your Lord is the Most Generous. 
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The Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم found the words on his tongue. And then Jibreel 
was gone. He descended the mountain in a state of absolute 
terror ‎- shaking, his heart pounding ‎- and ran to Khadijah (ra), 
telling her to cover him. “Zammiluni, zammiluni” ‎- wrap me, wrap 
me. She held him until the trembling subsided. And then he told 
her what had happened, saying the words that reveal so much 
about his character in that moment: “I feared for myself.”


What is remarkable here is that he did not say I saw something 
miraculous or I have been chosen. His first response was fear ‎- 
not arrogance, not excitement. The weight of what had just 
happened pressed down on him as something overwhelming and 
unknown.


Khadijah (ra)  took him to her cousin, Waraqah ibn Nawfal - an 
elderly Christian scholar - who recognised it immediately. “This is 
the Namus - the same angel who came to Musa.” And then, with 
both hope and grief: “I wish I could be alive when your people 
drive you out.”


The Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم was startled. Waraqah clarified: “No man has ever 
come with what you have brought except that his people became 
his enemies.”


Three things are worth noting here. The first: the very first word of 
revelation was Iqra - to a man who could not read. The miracle 
began with an impossibility. The second: the first human response 
to revelation was fear, met not with theology but with character 
witness - Khadijah described the man she knew. The third: from 
the very first moment, the shadow of difficulty was already 
present. The road ahead would cost him everything - but the 
reward would be otherworldly.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​
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Surah Qadr - 97 - The Decree 

Five verses. That is all Allah gave this night. And yet those five 
verses contain an entire theology of mercy.


The surah opens with Inna ‎- Indeed, We ‎- a declaration of direct 
divine ownership. Allah does not say the Quran descended, He 
says We sent it down. The intimacy is deliberate. This is not a 
distant transaction. It is a personal act of divine generosity toward 
creation.


What is Laylatul Qadr?


The word qadr carries three meanings simultaneously, and all 
three are true at once. It means decree ‎- this is the night on which 
the decrees for the coming year are handed to the angels. It 
means honour and nobility ‎- this night is of immense standing with 
Allah. And it means constriction ‎- the angels descend in such 
number that the earth itself becomes crowded with their presence.


Allah then does something linguistically striking. After naming the 
night, He immediately asks: “And what can make you know what 
the Night of Decree is?” ‎- a question that signals what follows 
cannot be fully grasped. Whatever He is about to say will still fall 
short of the reality.  

(1) Indeed, We sent the Qur'an down 
during the Night of Decree.نزَلْاَهُ فِ لَلْةَِ القَْدْرِ ١

َ
إنَِّا أ

(2) Indeed, We sent the Qur'an down 
during the Night of Decree.دْرَاكَ مَا لَلْةَُ القَْدْرِ ٢

َ
وَمَا أ
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A thousand months is eighty three years and four months ‎- more 
than an entire human lifetime. Allah is saying that one night of 
sincere worship outweighs a lifetime of deeds. The scholars note 
this was a mercy specifically calibrated for this ummah. The 
nations before us had longer lifespans ‎- some prophets lived for 
centuries. The companions heard of the deeds of those people 
and felt the grief of their own shorter lives. This night was the 
answer. You do not need eight hundred years. You need one night, 
found and spent correctly, to accumulate what others spent 
lifetimes building.


The angels descend bi idhni Rabbihim ‎- by the permission of their 
Lord. Even the angels do not move without His command. Jibreel 
himself, referred to here as al-Ruh, descends on this night ‎- and 
the scholars say that wherever Jibreel descends, mercy and 
blessing follow. The earth on this night is so filled with angels that 
there is no space left ‎- they are present in every corner, every 
home, every masjid where His name is remembered.


They descend min kulli amr ‎- for every matter. Every decree for the 
coming year: births, deaths, provision, hardship, relief. It is all 
being written and distributed on this night. The believer standing in 
prayer while this is happening is standing in the middle of 
something cosmically significant, whether they feel it or not.


(3) The Night of Decree is better than 
a thousand months.لفِْ شَهْرٍ ٣

َ
لَلْةَُ القَْدْرِ خَيٌْ مِّنْ أ

(4) The angels and the Spirit descend 
therein by permission of their Lord for 
every matter.

وحُ فيِهَا بإِذِنِْ رَبّهِِم  لُ المََْ$ئكَِةُ وَالرُّ تَنََّ
مْرٍ ٤

َ
ِ أ
مِّن كُّ
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The surah ends with Salamun hiya ‎- it, itself, is peace. Not that 
peace descends upon it. The night is peace. From the setting of 
the sun to the first light of Fajr, every moment carries within it a 
wholeness, a safety, a stillness that is unlike any other night of the 
year.


The Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم said: “Seek it in the last ten nights, in the odd 
nights.” He did not give us the exact date ‎- and the scholars say 
this was a mercy too. Had the night been fixed, people would 
worship on that night alone and neglect the rest. The uncertainty 
keeps the heart awake, searching, hoping across ten nights rather 
than one.


What we do know is that the best dua for this night was taught to 
us directly. When Aisha (ra) asked the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم what she should 
say if she found it, he did not give her a long supplication. He gave 
her seven words:


 اللَّهُمَّ إنَِّكَ عَفُوٌّ تُبُِّ العَْفْوَ فاَعْفُ عَنِّ
O Allah, You are Pardoning, You love to pardon, so pardon me. 

Not forgiveness ‎- pardon. ’Afw goes further than maghfirah. 
Forgiveness covers the sin. Pardon erases it entirely, as though it 
never existed. On the most powerful night of the year, the Prophet 

.taught us to ask not merely for cover, but for complete erasure صلى الله عليه وسلم

That is the mercy this night was built to carry.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​ 

(5) Peace it is until the emergence of 
dawn.مَطْلعَِ الفَْجْرِ ٥ ٰ سََ$مٌ هَِ حَتَّ

16



Chapter 30 | الزء ال$ثون

بسم ا2ّ الرحن الرحيم 

Surah Kawthar - 108 - Abundance  

The shortest surah in the Quran. And yet it was revealed in 
response to one of the cruelest things ever said to the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم.


When his son Qasim died in infancy, a man of Quraysh ‎- most 
likely Al-As ibn Wa’il, though some narrations suggest others ‎- 
publicly declared that Muhammad was al-abtar: cut off, without 
legacy, a man whose line had ended. In a society where sons were 
everything, where your name lived or died through your male heirs, 
this was designed to devastate.


Allah’s response is breathtaking in its economy. He does not argue 
the point. He does not list the Prophet’s صلى الله عليه وسلم achievements or 
defend his lineage. He simply redirects the gaze upward.


The word Kawthar comes from kathrah ‎- abundance, multiplicity, 
overflow. The Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم described it as a river in Jannah, whiter 
than milk, sweeter than honey, with vessels on its banks like the 
stars in the sky. Every believer who remained faithful will drink 
from it on the Day of Judgement and never thirst again.


But Al-Kawthar is understood to be more than the river. It is every 
form of abundance Allah granted him ‎- the Quran, prophethood, 
intercession, the love of billions across centuries, a community 
that will carry his name until the end of time. The man called cut 
off became the most mentioned human being in history. Every 
adhan, every salah, every shahada carries his name alongside the 
name of Allah.


(1) Indeed, We have granted you, [O 
Muhammad], al-Kawthar.عْطَينَْاكَ الكَْوْثرََ ١

َ
إنَِّا أ
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So pray to your Lord and sacrifice ‎- the response to receiving 
abundance is not pride. It is gratitude turned into action. Salah 
and sacrifice, the two acts that most completely empty a person 
of self.


And then the final verse lands with quiet finality:


Not you. Him. The one who thought he was ending a legacy was 
the one whose own name would be forgotten. Al-As ibn Wa’il is 
remembered today only because this surah exists ‎- and only as 
the man who was wrong.


The surah is a masterclass in divine reassurance. It does not rage. 
It does not retaliate. It simply states what is true, what was always 
true, and leaves the rest to time.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​ 

(2) So pray to your Lord and sacrifice 
[to Him alone].صَلِّ لرَِبّكَِ وَانْرَْ ٢

فَ

(3) Indeed, your enemy is the one cut 
off.بْتَُ ٣

َ
إنَِّ شَانئَِكَ هُوَ الْ
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Scene Two: The People of the Left  

Your right hand falls to your side, useless. Your 
balance betrays you, as you strain under the 
weight of what is in your left hand. Your record. 
Your deeds. In your left hand. Realisation hits 
before the regret does. Before you read even a 
single word, you know. The hand it was placed 
in told you everything.


You try to read it anyway. Despite your stinging 
eyes, your laboured breath, the pit that sinks 
deeper and deeper into your gut. You read 
your record. As if looking closely enough might 
change what is written. As if the account you 
spent a lifetime compiling might somehow, on 
second glance, add up differently. It does not. 
Every page is familiar. That is the worst part - 
not the shock of it, but the recognition. You 
knew. Somewhere beneath the noise and the 
distraction and the convincing yourself there 
was still time, you always knew.


A single thought screams in your mind: I wish 
my record had never been given to me. The 
words leave you before you decide to say 
them. I wish I had never known my account. 


The scales have spoken. 
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وتَِ كتَِابهَُ وَرَاءَ ظَهْرهِِ ١ 
ُ
ا مَنْ أ مَّ

َ
وَأ

But as for he who is given his 
record behind his back [84:10]  

وتَِ كتَِابهَُ بشِِمَالِِ فَيَقُولُ ياَ 
ُ
ا مَنْ أ مَّ

َ
أ

وتَ كتَِابيَِهْ ٢ 
ُ
لَتْنَِ لمَْ أ

But as for he who is given his 
record in his left hand, he will 

say, "Oh, I wish I had not been 
given my record [69:25]  

دْرِ مَا حِسَابيَِهْ ٢ 
َ
وَلمَْ أ

And had not known what 
 is my account. [69:26]
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What follows can only be described in the 
Qurʾān’s own words, al-Ghashiyah - the 
Overwhelming. Not merely an event. A 
sensation. Something that encompasses you 
completely, that you cannot see around, 
cannot see past, cannot negotiate with. The 
weight of it forces your gaze down. Your mind 
is void of argument. Your heart dejected by 
the truth of its own doing. Exhaustion 
cements every fibre of your being, before the 
reckoning has even begun.


Slowly, as time trickles by, hours, days, 
weeks, months, years, decades, centuries, 
millennia… the heat only intensifies. As the 
sun is drawn closer, until it is but a mile above 
your head. This heat, is nothing your earthly 
body could have tolerated. But now you are 
remade, your body strengthened to bear what 
it now endures, what is to come. [56:61] You 
were told. The fire of this world, you were 
told, is one seventieth of this. [Bukhari] You 
had nodded at that number without truly 
letting it land.


Not only does it land, it sinks in, searing your 
nerves, you feel it. On your skin, as sweet 
drips down your body, stinging your eyes, 
pooling at your feet, then your ankles, then 
your shins. Scalding your skin, your muscle, 
your bones, you stand helpless but 
immovable, stewing in your own liquid, its 
heat fuelled under the suns intense and 
incomprehensible proximity. 
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تاَكَ حَدِيثُ الغَْاشِيَةِ ١  
َ
هَلْ أ

وجُُوهٌ يوَمَْئذٍِ خَاشِعَةٌ ٢  عَمِلةٌَ نَّاصِبَةٌ 
 ٣

Has there reached you the 
report of the Overwhelming? 

faces, that Day, will be 
humbled,Working [hard] and 

exhausted [88:3]  

مْسُ يوَمَْ  رسَُولَ صلى الله عليه وسلم قاَلَ تدَْنوُ الشَّ
القْيَِامَةِ ãََ قَدْرِ مِيلٍ وَيُزَادُ فِ حَرّهَِا 
كَذَا وَكَذَا يَغْلِ مِنهَْا الهَْامُّ كَمَا تَغْلِ 

القُْدُورُ يَعْرَقوُنَ فيِهَا ãََ قَدْرِ خَطَاياَهُمْ 
مِنهُْمْ مَنْ يَبلْغُُ إَِ± كَعْبَيهِْ وَمِنهُْمْ مَنْ 
يَبلْغُُ إَِ± سَاقَيهِْ وَمِنهُْمْ مَنْ يَبلْغُُ إَِ± 

وسََطِهِ وَمِنهُْمْ مَنْ يلُجِْمُهُ العَْرَقُ 
The Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم said, “The sun 

will be lowered on the Day of 
Resurrection to the distance of 

a mile and its heat will be 
increased by as much. It will 

boil skulls just like the boiling of 
pots. They will sweat by the 

measure of their sins. Among 
them are those to whom it will 

reach their ankles, among them 
are those to whom it will reach 

their shins, among them are 
those to whom it will reach 

their midsections, and among 
them are those who are 

subsumed in sweat.”  
[Muslim]
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Jahannam has been lying in wait, ready 
and rearing. Always there, it’s fire kindling, 
glowing, prepared, patient, certain that 
some would arrive. And now that is you. 
Then, some reprieve. A cup is placed in 
your hand. [18:29] Your mouth, drier than 
the husk of a burnt tree yearns for a sip. 
Without thinking, you throw the drink into 
your mouth, gulping before you realise 
what is happening - scalding liquid fills 
your mouth, rushes down your throat, 
filling you, searing the soft tissue that 
makes you up internally. Your scream tears 
through you, like the burning liquid you 
have ingested, but before it ever finishes 
leaving your mouth, you are reformed, so 
that you may witness it again. And again. 
And again. “and what an evil resting 
place.” [38:56] There is no coolness here, 
no mercy of shade, nothing that resembles 
relief. You search for it the way the eye 
searches for the horizon - knowing, even 
as you look, that it is not coming.


You were given so much time. Your mind, 
endlessly searching for a reprieve from 
what your body endures, returns over and 
over again to the arithmetic of the life that 
preceded this stifling existence. The 
mornings you woke healthy. The provision 
that arrived without you earning it. The 
moments of clarity when something inside 
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لَتْ عَليَهِْنَّ بتِسِْعَةٍ   فُضِّ
وسَِتّيَِ جُزءًْا كُُّهُنَّ مِثلُْ حَرّهَِا 

The (Hell) Fire has 69 parts more 
than the ordinary (worldly) fire, 

each part is as hot as this (worldly) 
fire. [Bukhari] 

إنَّ جَهَنَّمَ كَنتَْ مِرصَْادًا ٢  
اغِيَ مَآباً ٢  لّلِطَّ

Indeed, Hell has been lying in wait 
For the transgressors, a place of 

return [78:21-22] 

  

اباً ٢ إِ�َّ حَيِمًا  �َّ يذَُوقوُنَ فيِهَا برَْدًا وََ� شََ
اقاً ٢ جَزَاءً وفِاَقاً ٢  وغََسَّ

They will not taste therein [any] 
coolness or drink. Except scalding 

water, dark and bitterly cold - A 
fitting recompense (for them). 

[78:24-26] 

نسَانَ لفَِ خُسٍْ ٢  وَالعَْصِْ ١ إنَِّ الِْ
By time, indeed mankind is at a 

loss [103:1-2] 

شْقَ ١ 
َ
رُ مَن يَشَْٰ ١ وَيَتَجَنَّبُهَا الْ كَّ سَيَذَّ

ىٰ ١  ِي يصَْلَ الَّارَ الكُْبَْ الَّ
He who fears [Allah] will be 

reminded. But the wretched one 
will avoid it - [He] who will  

[enter and] burn in the  
greatest Fire, [87:10-12]
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you stirred and you felt the pull toward 
something truer than what you were chasing - 
and you turned away. Not dramatically. Just 
quietly. Just repeatedly.


Did We not give you a life long enough for 
whoever wanted to reflect? And the warner 
came to you. The question does not require 
an answer. You are the answer.


And then - through the haze, past the despair 
- you see something. A light. Not the 
blackened red of the fire’s mawing hunger, not 
the scorching glow of consequence  
something else, something other. Far off, 
across the way, a vast distance you cannot 
breach, your eyes graze another reality you 
can barely see. Gardens. Rivers. Forms 
luminous with a light you’ve never 
experienced before.


And among those forms - there they are. Their 
face not clear, but you know. You lived with 
that walk, that posture, that movement. You 
know that face without even seeing it, the 
way you know your own name. You called for 
it in that past life, and it came. It sat across 
from you at tables, it appeared on your 
phone’s screen, present in any instance of 
note. And now it is there - on the other side of 
the greatest divide that has ever existed - 
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خْرجِْنَا نَعْمَلْ 
َ
هُمْ يصَْطَرخُِونَ فيِهَا رَبَّنَا أ

وَلمَْ 
َ
ِي كُنَّا نَعْمَلُۚ أ صَالًِا غَيَْ الَّ

رَ  رُ فيِهِ مَن تذََكَّ ا يَتَذَكَّ نُعَمِّركُْم مَّ
المِِيَ  وجََاءَكُمُ الَّذِيرُۖ  فَذُوقوُا فَمَا للِظَّ

مِن نَّصِيٍ ٣ 
And they will cry out therein, 

"Our Lord, remove us; we will 
do righteousness - other than 
what we were doing!" But did 

We not grant you life enough for 
whoever would remember 

therein to remember, and the 
warner had come to you? So 

taste [the punishment], for there 
is not for the wrongdoers any 

helper. [35:37] 

ةٌ ٢  جُوهٌ يوَمَْئذٍِ نَّاضَِ
 And their faces on that day will

be radiant. [25:22]
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radiant, at rest, arrived.





You call out. Before you know what you’re 
doing. You call out. Desperate. You call out. 


“Pour some water over me, or some of what 
Allah has provided you.” There is no 
entitlement in your call, entitlement does not 
exist in this reality. Only consequence.


They will answer - not cruelly, not with 
satisfaction - simply with truth: “Allah has 
forbidden them both to the disbelievers.”


And that face you know - that face does not 
look away from you with contempt. It looks 
at you with something worse. Something 
that, on another day, in another life, you 
might have called grief. The grief of 
someone who wished, with everything in 
them, that you had chosen differently. That 
you had listened. That the warnings had 
landed. That the time you held had been 
used.


They cannot reach you. You cannot reach 
them. The distance between you was not 
made on this Day - rather, it was made 
across a lifetime of small, quiet, uncorrected 
choices. If only I had sent something forward 
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نْ 
َ
صْحَابَ الَْنَّةِ أ

َ
صْحَابُ الَّارِ أ

َ
وَناَدَىٰ أ

  ۚ ُ ا رَزقَكَُمُ ا2َّ وْ مِمَّ
َ
فيِضُوا عَليَنَْا مِنَ المَْاءِ أ

َ
أ

مَهُمَا ãََ الكَْفرِيِنَ ٥  َ حَرَّ قاَلوُا إنَِّ ا2َّ
And the companions of the Fire 

will call to the companions of 
Paradise, "Pour upon us some 

water or from whatever Allah has 
provided you." They will say, 
"Indeed, Allah has forbidden 

them both to the disbelievers." 
[7:50] 

مْتُ لَِيَاتِ ٢  يَقُولُ ياَ لَتْنَِ قَدَّ
He will say, "Oh, I wish I had sent 

ahead [some good] for my life." 
[89:24]
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for my life. The words rise in you like a tide 
with nowhere to go.


The illusion of that life - its noise, its length, 
its sense of consequence - was nothing. A 
few layers of sky. And you spent them 
looking down.


And then, something shifts.


Across the divide, that familiar form moves 
with purpose. Not the languid stillness of 
someone at rest anymore - no, something 
else. Intent. You watch, barely able to 
process what you are seeing through the 
haze. They point in your direction. They are 
asking. On your behalf. They are asking.


The believers will intercede for those they 
love. Not casually. Not as an afterthought 
between the rivers and the gardens. With the 
fervour of someone who climbed into a 
lifeboat and cannot rest until the people they 
love are pulled from the wreckage too.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​


You hear your name. Not called in 
desperation the way you called out - but 
carried forward, offered upward, presented 
before the One whose decision is final and 
whose mercy is without measure.
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نيَْا   نَّمَا الَْيَاةُ الُّ
َ
اعْلَمُوا أ

لعَِبٌ وَلهَْوٌ وَزيِنَةٌ وَتَفَاخُرٌ بيَنَْكُمْ 
وَْ�دِۖ  ٢ 

َ
مْوَالِ وَالْ

َ
وَتكََاثرٌُ فِ الْ

Know that the life of this world 
is but amusement and diversion 
and adornment and boasting to 
one another and competition in 
increase of wealth and children. 

[57:20] 

نفُسِهِمْ َ� 
َ
ٰ أ َãَ فوُا سَْ

َ
ِينَ أ قلُْ ياَ عِبَاديَِ الَّ

َ يَغْفرُِ  ِۚ  إنَِّ ا2َّ تَقْنَطُوا مِن رَّحَْةِ ا2َّ
نوُبَ جَيِعًاۚ  إنَِّهُ هُوَ الغَْفُورُ الرَّحِيمُ ٥  الُّ
Say, "O My servants who have 

transgressed against 
themselves [by sinning], do not 

despair of the mercy of Allah. 
Indeed, Allah forgives all sins. 

Indeed, it is He 
 who is the Forgiving,  
the Merciful." [39:53]
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You do not deserve it. You know that with a 
clarity that the dunya could have never afforded 
you. You do not deserve it, and it is coming 
anyway.


Across that once untraceable expanse, a hand 
reaches across what you believed was 
impassable.


And We will remove whatever bitterness 
remains in their hearts. 


And then, release. You are lifted.
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ونزَعَْنَا مَا فِ صُدُورهِمِ مِّنْ غِلٍّ ٤ 
And We will have removed 

whatever bitterness remains 
in their hearts [7:43]
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Surah An-Nasr - 110 - The Victory 

This surah was revealed near the end of the Prophet’s صلى الله عليه وسلم life, and 
those closest to him understood immediately what it meant.


Ibn Abbas (ra) narrated that Umar ibn al-Khattab (ra) would recite 
this surah and weep. When asked why, he said simply: “It is the 
announcement of the death of the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم.” He understood 
that Allah was not merely celebrating a victory ‎- He was signalling 
that the mission was complete. And when the mission is complete, 
the messenger returns to his Lord.


The surah opens with idha ‎- when. Not if. The conquest of Makkah 
and the flood of people entering Islam were already written, 
already certain. Allah is telling His Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم to recognise the 
sign when it arrives.


And what a sign it was. The city that had tortured his companions, 
buried its daughters, and called him a madman and a liar ‎- that 
same city would open its gates without a single arrow being fired. 
And in the years that followed, people would enter Islam not in 
ones and twos but afwaja ‎- in waves, in multitudes, entire tribes at 
a time.


(1) When the victory of Allah has 
come and the conquest, وَالفَْتحُْ ١ ِ إذَِا جَاءَ نصَُْ ا2َّ

(2) And you see the people entering 
into the religion of Allah in multitudes,

 ِ يتَْ الَّاسَ يدَْخُلوُنَ فِ دِينِ ا2َّ
َ
وَرَأ

فوَْاجًا ٢
َ
أ

26
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But the instruction that follows the victory is not to celebrate. It is 
not to rest.  Glorify, praise, and seek forgiveness.


This is striking. At the moment of the greatest worldly triumph in 
Islamic history, Allah’s command to His Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم is humility and 
istighfar. Not because he had sinned ‎- but because istighfar at the 
peak of blessing is itself an act of worship, a recognition that even 
your greatest achievement belongs entirely to Allah and not to 
you. The conquest was not yours. The victory was not yours. Nasr 
- the very word for victory ‎- begins with the name of Allah.


Umar’s tears were not pessimism. They were the tears of a man 
who loved the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم so deeply that even a surah about 
victory felt like a farewell. Because it was. The same surah that 
announced the completion of the mission announced the 
approaching end of the man who carried it.


Three verses. A whole life, and its conclusion, held within them.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​


(3) Then exalt Him with praise of your 
Lord and ask His forgiveness. Indeed, 
He is ever Accepting of repentance.

فَسَبّحِْ بَِمْدِ رَبّكَِ وَاسْتَغْفرِْهُۚ  إنَِّهُ كَنَ 
اباً ٣ توََّ

27
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Surah Al-Masad - The Palm Fibre 

غْنَٰ عَنهُْ مَالُُ وَمَا كَسَبَ ٢ سَيَصْلَٰ ناَرًا ذَاتَ 
َ
بِ لهََبٍ وَتبََّ ١  مَا أ

َ
تَبَّتْ يدََا أ

سَدٍ ٥  تهُُ حََّالةََ الَْطَبِ ٤  فِ جِيدِهَا حَبلٌْ مِّن مَّ
َ
لهََبٍ ٣ وَامْرَأ

(1) May the hands of Abu Lahab be ruined, and ruined is he. (2) His wealth will 
not avail him or that which he gained. (3) He will burn in a Fire of blazing flame. 
(4) And his wife as well ‎- the carrier of firewood. (5) Around her neck is a rope 

of palm fibre. 

Abu Lahab was the Prophet’s صلى الله عليه وسلم own uncle, and among his most 
vicious enemies. When the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم first called his family to 
Islam publicly, Abu Lahab responded in front of everyone: “May 
you perish ‎- is this why you gathered us?” This surah was the 
answer.


What makes it extraordinary is that it names a specific living 
person and declares his fate in hellfire ‎- something the Quran does 
nowhere else. Abu Lahab lived for years after this revelation and 
never accepted Islam, not even to prove the Quran wrong. That 
itself became a proof of prophethood.


His wife Umm Jamil ‎- the woman who taunted the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم 
during the fatra ‎- would carry thorned branches and scatter them 
on the path he walked. The rope of palm fibre around her neck in 
hellfire mirrors the very tool she used against him in this world.


Wealth, lineage, status ‎- none of it counted. The fire he is 
promised shares his very name - Lahab. ​​
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Surah Ikhlas - 112 - Sincerity ​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​ 

These four short verses that contain the entire theology of tawhid.


This surah was revealed in response to the Quraysh ‎- and some 
narrations say the People of the Book ‎- demanding that the 
Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم describe his Lord. Tell us His lineage. What is He made 
of? What does He resemble? Allah’s answer dismantles every 
false conception of divinity in four lines.


The command itself is significant. This description does not 
originate with the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم. He was instructed to convey it. The 
words belong to Allah, describing Himself.


Not merely one among many, but One in a way that admits no 
comparison, no division, no plurality. Ahad is a uniqueness that 
belongs to Him alone.


Samad is one of the most untranslatable words in the Quran. It 
means the one upon whom all creation depends, who Himself 
depends on nothing. Every created thing needs ‎- needs air, needs 
sustenance, needs time. Allah needs nothing and everything 
needs Him.


(1) Say, "He is Allah, [who is] One,حَدٌ ١
َ
ُ أ قلُْ هُوَ ا2َّ

(2) Allah, the Eternal Refuge.مَدُ ٢ ُ الصَّ ا2َّ
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This single verse responds to every theology that attributes 
children or parents to God. He is not preceded by anything. 
Nothing proceeds from Him through lineage.


Nothing is comparable to Him. Not in essence, not in attribute, not 
in action.


The Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم said reciting it once equals a third of the Quran. 
Because a third of the Quran is tawhid ‎- and this surah is tawhid, 
distilled to its purest form.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​


(3) He neither begets nor is born,لمَْ يلَِْ وَلمَْ يوُلَْ ٣

(4) Nor is there to Him any 
equivalent."حَدٌ ٤

َ
ُ كُفُوًا أ ولمَْ يكَُن لَّ
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Surah Al-Falaq - 113 & Surah An-Nas - 114 
The Two Refuges 

Known together as Al-Mu’awwidhatayn ‎- the two surahs of 
seeking refuge ‎- they were revealed together and have never truly 
been separated since.


The cause of revelation most commonly cited is the incident of the 
black magic cast upon the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم by a Jewish man named 
Labid ibn al-A’sam, who used a comb and strands of the Prophet’s 
 .hair, tied them in eleven knots and concealed them in a well صلى الله عليه وسلم
The Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم began experiencing its effects ‎- confusion, 
forgetfulness, imagining he had done things he had not. Jibril 
came and revealed these two surahs, each verse corresponding to 
one of the eleven knots. As each verse was recited, a knot untied, 
until the last verse released the last knot and he was completely 
restored.


The two surahs are a pair in the most deliberate sense ‎- one 
addresses what threatens from outside, and one addresses what 
threatens from within.


ِ غَسِقٍ إذَِا وَقَبَ ٣  وَمِن  ِ مَا خَلقََ ٢  وَمِن شَّ عُوذُ برَِبِّ الفَْلقَِ ١  مِن شَّ
َ
قلُْ أ

ِ حَاسِدٍ إذَِا حَسَدَ ٥  اثاَتِ فِ العُْقَدِ ٤  وَمِن شَّ ِ الَّفَّ شَّ
(1) Say, I seek refuge in the Lord of the daybreak (2) From the evil of what He 
has created (3) And from the evil of darkness when it settles (4) And from the 
evil of the blowers in knots (5) And from the evil of an envier when he envies. 

Surah Al-Falaq seeks refuge in Rabb al-Falaq ‎- the Lord of the 
daybreak. Falaq is the splitting open of darkness by light, the 
moment dawn breaks through. To seek refuge in the Lord of that 
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moment is to anchor yourself to the One who has ultimate 
authority over darkness itself ‎- He is not merely present at the 
dawn, He commands it.


The threats listed move from the general to the specific. First, the 
evil of all creation ‎- everything that exists has the potential for 
harm. Then darkness as it descends and settles, bringing with it 
what hides from daylight. 


The blowers in knots ‎are understood as those who practise black 
magic and sorcery. And finally, the envier. That hasad is listed last 
and alone is telling. The scholars say envy is singled out because 
it is the most human of the threats, the one closest to us, and in 
many ways the most dangerous ‎- because the envier does not 
need tools or darkness. They only need a heart that resents your 
blessing.


ِ الوْسَْوَاسِ الَْنَّاسِ  عُوذُ برَِبِّ الَّاسِ ١ مَلكِِ الَّاسِ ٢  إلَِهِٰ الَّاس٣ِ  مِن شَّ
َ
قلُْ أ

نَّةِ وَالَّاسِ ٦  ِي يوُسَْوسُِ فِ صُدُورِ الَّاسِ ٥  مِنَ الِْ ٤  الَّ
(1) Say, I seek refuge in the Lord of mankind (2) The Sovereign of mankind (3) 

The God of mankind (4) From the evil of the retreating whisperer (5) Who 
whispers in the breasts of mankind (6) From among the jinn and mankind. 

Where Surah Al-Falaq protects from external threats, Surah An-
Nas goes deeper ‎- into the chest itself. The threat here is al-
waswas al-khannas ‎- the retreating whisperer. Khannas means one 
who withdraws, who pulls back. The scholars describe Shaytan’s 
method precisely: he whispers when the heart is heedless of Allah, 
and retreats the moment Allah is remembered. He is not a 
conqueror. He is an opportunist, slipping in through the gaps of 
our own forgetfulness.


The surah begins with three successive names of Allah’s 
relationship to mankind ‎- their Lord, their King, their God. Rabb, 
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Malik, Ilah. This is not repetition. Each one establishes a different 
ground for seeking His protection. As your Rabb He nurtures and 
sustains you. As your Malik He has absolute authority over 
everything that could harm you. As your Ilah He alone is worthy of 
your complete trust and turning. You are not seeking refuge in a 
distant power ‎- you are running to the One who already owns you, 
governs you and is the only true object of your worship.


And the final verse reveals that the whisperers come from both jinn 
and mankind. The enemy is not always unseen. Sometimes the 
waswas comes through a person ‎- a word spoken at the wrong 
moment, a doubt planted by someone you trusted, a voice that 
sounds reasonable but leads you quietly away from Allah.


Taken together, Al-Mu’awwidhatayn cover every direction from 
which harm can come ‎- the world outside, the darkness that 
descends, the envy of others, and the whispers within. The 
Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم would recite them every night before sleeping, blowing 
into his hands and wiping over his body three times. He described 
them as the best protection a person could seek. And at the end 
of his life, when he was too weak to recite much, it is reported that 
Aisha (ra) would recite them over him.


The Quran ends with these two surahs for a reason. After 
everything ‎- all the stories, the laws, the warnings, the promises ‎- 
the final word is seek refuge in your Lord. Everything else was 
preparation for knowing who to run to.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​ 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Scene Three: The Gardens 



You do not remember the crossing. One 
moment the heat, the next - the kiss of cool 
air brushes your skin. Cool, soothing, 
impossibly gentle air. The kind that does not 
just fill the lungs but seems to pass through 
every part of you, undoing what was done, 
layer by layer, the way dawn undoes the dark. 


This is not the air of your first life lived, 
nothing here is of that world. But your body 
remembers something like it. The way the 
body remembers a kindness long lost to the 
haze of distant memory.


You look at your hands. They are yours, and 
yet - returned to you. Not the hands that 
trembled under the weight of the record. Not 
the hands that reached across the divide and 
found nothing. New, and yet - familiar. You, 
but unburdened. And then you hear it.


Salaam. Not a word exchanged between 
strangers. Not a formality. Not a habit 
muttered in haste. A word that signifies both 
an end and a beginning: it is over. Every fear 
you carried. Every wound that never quite 
closed in that other life. Every night you were 
not sure you would survive. The weight you 
bore so long, it forged into you every being - 
gone. You are safe. You are finally, wholly, 
safe.


34

مْثَالكَُمْ وَننُشِئَكُمْ فِ مَا 
َ
لَ أ بَدِّ ن نُّ

َ
ãَٰ أ

َ� تَعْلَمُونَ ٦ 
In that We will change your 

likenesses and produce you in 
that [form] which you do not 

know. [56:61] 

إِ�َّ قيًِ$ سََ$مًا سََ$مًا ٢ 
Only a saying: "Peace, peace." 

[56:26] 

لَّقَدْ كُنتَ فِ غَفْلةٍَ مِّنْ هَذَٰا  
فَكَشَفْنَا عَنكَ غِطَاءَكَ فَبَصَُكَ الْوَمَْ 

حَدِيدٌ ٢ 
[It will be said], "You were 

certainly in unmindfulness of 
this, and We have removed from 

you your cover, so your sight, 
this Day, is sharp." [50:22]
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Your eyes are drawn upward. The sky above 
you - if sky could even suffice to fit what your 
eyes now behold - is not the sky you spent a 
lifetime staring through, searching for Him 
past the clouds and the atmosphere and the 
ache of not yet seeing. There is no veil here. 
There is no distance. There is nothing 
between you and what you always knew was 
there. 


The gardens stretch before you in every 
direction. Not the kind of green that yellows at 
the edges when you forget to water it. Not 
beauty that fades, that requires maintenance, 
that disappoints on closer inspection. Rivers 
run beneath your feet - of water that never 
stagnates, of milk that never sours, of honey, 
pure and unstrained, pure and glistening. You 
have heard these descriptions your whole life. 
You recited them as a child, stumbling 
through syllables. You translated them. You 
nodded at them in halaqas and khutbahs. But 
standing here, you understand for the first 
time that the words were always pointing at 
something they themselves could not carry.


You recline. Not the collapse of someone 
running on empty. The reclining of someone 
who has arrived. And around you - faces. 
Luminous in a way that faces in the dunya 
never were. Radiant with the particular light of 
people who made it. 


35

عْنَاباً ٣ 
َ
إنَِّ للِمُْتَّقِيَ مَفَازًا ٣ حَدَائقَِ وَأ

Indeed, for the righteous is 
attainment, Gardens and 

grapevines [78: 31-32]  

نْهَارٌ 
َ
ثَلُ الَْنَّةِ الَّتِ وعُِدَ المُْتَّقُونَۖ  فيِهَا أ مَّ
بٍَ لَّمْ 

نْهَارٌ مِّن لَّ
َ
اءٍ غَيِْ آسِنٍ وَأ مِّن مَّ

ةٍ  َّ نْهَارٌ مِّنْ خَرٍْ لَّ
َ
ْ طَعْمُهُ وَأ يَتَغَيَّ

ۖ  وَلهَُمْ  صَفًّ نْهَارٌ مِّنْ عَسَلٍ مُّ
َ
اربِيَِ وَأ لّلِشَّ

بّهِِمْۖ   ِ الَّمَرَاتِ وَمَغْفرَِةٌ مِّن رَّ
فيِهَا مِن كُّ

 ١
Is the description of Paradise, 

which the righteous are 
promised, wherein are rivers of 

water unaltered, rivers of milk 
the taste of which never 
changes, rivers of wine 

delicious to those who drink, 
and rivers of purified honey, in 

which they will have from all 
[kinds of] fruits and forgiveness 

from their Lord [47:15] 

رْفوُعَةٌ ١  رٌ مَّ فيِهَا سُُ
Within it are couches raised 

high 
[88:13]
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And then - you see them. That familiar 
form. That walk, that posture. The face 
you called out to across the greatest 
divide that ever existed. The face that 
looked back at you with grief, not 
contempt. The face that turned, with 
intent, and asked on your behalf. You 
know it without needing to see it, the 
way you always did. The way you knew 
your own name.


They see you. And what was grief on 
their face becomes something else 
entirely.


You are brought together - rank lifted, 
nothing subtracted, no one diminished 
so that another could be raised. His 
mercy does not divide. It multiplies.


Words do not suffice in conveying the 
euphoria of this reunion. The Qurʾān 
does not give us words for this part, and 
perhaps that is intentional. Some things 
were never meant to be carried in 
language. This is one of them.


You are given what you ask for before 
the asking is finished. Every longing you 
set aside because it was not written for 
you in that other life, every desire 
deferred, every preference pushed to the 
periphery - here, it is written. Every 
beauty you glimpsed and lost is now 
found. Every moment of joy that ended 
too soon now begins anew. Here, 
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لَْقْنَا بهِِمْ 
َ
بَعَتهُْمْ ذُرّيَِّتُهُم بإِيِمَانٍ أ ِينَ آمَنُوا وَاتَّ الَّ

ءٍۚ  كُُّ  لَنَْاهُم مِّنْ عَمَلهِِم مِّن شَْ
َ
ذُرّيَِّتَهُمْ وَمَا أ

امْرئٍِ بمَِا كَسَبَ رهَيٌِ ٢ 
And those who believed and whose 

descendants followed them in faith - 
We will join with them their 

descendants, and We will not deprive 
them of anything of their deeds. 

Every person, for what he earned, is 
retained. [52:21] 

ا يشََاءُونَ عِندَ رَبّهِِمْۚ  ذَلٰكَِ جَزَاءُ  لهُم مَّ
المُْحْسِنيَِ ٣ 

They will have whatever they desire 
with their Lord. That is the reward of 

the good-doers. [39:34] 

ونزَعَْنَا مَا فِ صُدُورهِمِ مِّنْ غِلٍّ تَرْيِ مِن 
ِي هَدَاناَ لهَِذَٰا  ِ الَّ نْهَارُۖ  وَقاَلوُا الَْمْدُ 2َِّ

َ
تَتْهِِمُ الْ

 ٤  ۖ ُ نْ هَدَاناَ ا2َّ
َ
وَمَا كُنَّا لِهَْتَدِيَ لوََْ� أ

And We will have removed whatever 
is within their breasts of resentment, 

[while] flowing beneath them are 
rivers. And they will say, "Praise to 

Allah, who has guided us to this;  
and we would never have been 

guided if Allah had  
not guided us. [7:43]
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nothing ends.


And We will have removed whatever 
bitterness remains in their hearts. The grief 
of what was. The memory of the fire. The 
complexities of the life that preceded all of 
this. Gone. Not suppressed, removed. As if 
it never settled there to begin with.


And then, beyond all of it. Beyond the rivers 
and the reunion and the light that has no 
source that you could not identify, comes 
the moment the people of Jannah describe 
as its greatest gift. Greater than everything 
they were given. Greater than the gardens 
and the rivers and the faces of the ones they 
loved. You look up.


And this time, the sky does not need to be 
torn back. There is no veil. There. In front of 
your very eyes. You see Him.


And every unanswered prayer. Every night 
you looked up at that sky and could only 
feel but not see. Every moment you 
whispered into the dark not knowing if 
anything was being heard. Every heartache, 
for every difficulty overcome, for every test 
endured - an answer. Held. Known all along.


This was what the heart always knew was 
on the other side of the sky. This was home.


Faces that Day will be radiant, looking at 
their Lord.  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ةٌ ٢ إَِ±ٰ رَبّهَِا ناَظِرَةٌ ٢  وجُُوهٌ يوَمَْئذٍِ نَّاضَِ
Faces, that Day, will be radiant, 

gazing at their Lord. [75:23] 
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Shafa’ah - The Intercession 

There is a question that sits quietly beneath every page of this 
compilation, beneath every warning, every account of the Day of 
Judgement, every description of the fire and what leads to it. The 
question every honest heart asks when it reads of the weight of its 
own deeds: will I be enough?


The answer was prepared before you even thought to ask it.


Every prophet was given a guaranteed supplication, one du’a that 
Allah promised would be answered without condition. Every 
prophet used theirs. For their people, for relief, for victory, for rain. 
He صلى الله عليه وسلم did not.


تِ  مَّ
ُ
تُ دَعْوَتِ شَفَاعَةً لِ

ْ
 نبٍَِّ دَعْوَتهَُ Yنِّ اخْتَبَأ

لَ كُُّ ِ نبٍَِّ دَعْوَةٌ مُسْتَجَابةٌَ فَتَعَجَّ
لكُِّ

يوَمَْ القْيَِامَةِ 
“Every prophet has a supplication that is guaranteed to be answered, and 

every prophet hastened to use it. But I have saved mine — as intercession for 
my ummah on the Day of Resurrection.” [Bukhari & Muslim] 

He saved it. Across his entire prophethood, through every trial, 
every loss, every moment he could have spent it on himself or the 
believers around him - he held it. For a day he would never see in 
this world. For people most of whom he would never meet. He 
saved it for you.


On the Day of Judgement, when the terror becomes unbearable 
and people have been standing for what feels like an eternity, they 
will move from prophet to prophet, seeking someone to intercede 
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with Allah to begin the reckoning. Each one will say nafsi nafsi — 
myself, myself — directing them onward, until they reach him صلى الله عليه وسلم.


And he will say:


ناَ لهََا
َ
 أ

“I am for it.” 

Two words. Every prophet stepped back. He stepped forward.


This is the maqam mahmud - the praised station - that Allah جل جلاله 
promised him in Surah Al-Isra:


مُْودًا ن يَبعَْثَكَ رَبُّكَ مَقَامًا مَّ
َ
 عَسَٰ أ

Perhaps your Lord will resurrect you to a praised station. 

The scholars say this station belongs to him alone. No angel, no 
prophet, no martyr will stand where he stands on that Day. And he 
will stand there having chosen it not for honour, but because his 
ummah needed someone to stand.


The intercession will not end with him. The angels will intercede, 
then the prophets, then the believers - wave after wave of mercy 
washing over the gathering. And when it seems as though all who 
could be saved have been saved, Allah Himself will reach into the 
fire and bring out those who never performed a single good deed; 
only the last trace of faith in their hearts, small as a mustard seed, 
had kept them from the deepest levels.


And then the Prophet صلى الله عليه وسلم will be called forward.


عْ سَكَ وَقلُْ يسُْمَعْ لكََ وسََلْ تُعْطَ وَاشْفَعْ تشَُفَّ
ْ
دُ ارفَْعْ رَأ  فَيُقَالُ ياَ مَُمَّ

“O Muhammad, raise your head and speak, for you will be listened to. Ask, and 
you will be granted. Intercede, and your intercession will be accepted.” 
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And what will he ask for, standing before Allah, having been given 
everything, offered anything?


تِ مَّ
ُ
تِ أ مَّ

ُ
قوُلُ ياَ رَبِّ أ

َ
 فَأ

“I will say: O Lord — my followers. My followers.” 

Not glory. Not reward. Not recognition of what he sacrificed or 
endured. Just them. The ones who believed without seeing him. 
The ones who loved him without meeting him. The ones who 
stumbled and fell and got up again and stumbled again, clutching 
the thread of faith in a world that pulled against it.


خْرجِْ مَنْ كَنَ فِ قلَبْهِِ مِثقَْالُ شَعِيَةٍ مِنْ إيِمَانٍ
َ
 فَيُقَالُ انطَْلقِْ فَأ

“Go, and take out of the Fire all those who have faith in their hearts equal to the 
weight of a barley grain.” 

A barley grain. The smallest, most humble of measures. Not 
mountains of deeds. Not a lifetime of perfection. Just the weight of 
a barley grain of iman - and he will come for you.


This is where thirty days of the Quran end. Not with a list of what 
you must be, but with a reminder of who is already waiting. Every 
surah we have walked through this Ramadan; every warning, 
every story, every description of what this life is and what the next 
will demand - was preparation for knowing the weight of what you 
carry and the mercy of the One who already accounted for it.


You were never meant to arrive at Allah through perfection. You 
were meant to arrive through him صلى الله عليه وسلم, the one who saved his 
greatest gift not for himself, but for the moment you would need it 
most.


تِ مَّ
ُ
تِ أ مَّ

ُ
 ياَ رَبِّ أ

My followers. My followers. 

He already said your name.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​ 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A Note From The Writer 

These notes began, as most sincere things do, quietly. Not with a 
grand plan, but with a feeling - that the Quran deserved to be 
understood, not just recited. That the people I loved deserved 
more than a translation. That perhaps, if I could just put into words 
what these pages had done to my own heart, something of it 
might reach someone else’s.


I did not write this alone.


To my parents - you planted the seed. You may not have known 
that is what you were doing at the time, but every time the Quran 
was present in our home, every value you quietly instilled, every 
moment you pointed me toward this deen, it was all soil. This 
compilation grew from ground you prepared long before I ever 
picked up a pen. May Allah reward you in ways I am not able to.


To my husband - you held the space for every chapter. Through 
the late nights and the early mornings, through the moments I 
doubted and the moments I lost momentum, you were steady. 
This work has your name written invisibly across every page. May 
Allah give you from His mercy in the measure of every word you 
made possible.


To my children - you are the reason this exists. This compilation 
began when my first was but a second heartbeat beside my own, 
in those quiet months of waiting when it was just the two of us and 
the Quran, and something in me understood that this knowledge 
had to be passed on. Through three miracles, I finished it on the 
other side my youngest’s arrival. You are all too small to read these 
pages yet, but one day inshallah you will, and I hope you find in 
them what I always wanted to give you, that this deen is beautiful, 
that its book is alive, and that it was always meant for you. May 
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Allah make the Quran the light of your lives, as you have been the 
light of mine.​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​


To my teachers - you gave your lives to this. Quietly, consistently, 
without fanfare, you carried sacred knowledge on your shoulders 
and placed it gently into the hands of those willing to receive it. 
Whatever is correct in these pages belongs to what you taught 
me. Whatever falls short is mine alone. May Allah elevate your 
ranks and grant you the reward of every student you have ever 
reached, and every student they go on to reach, in an unbroken 
chain of light until the Last Day.


And then there is everyone else.


The person who made du’a from a distance and never told me. 
The one who sent a thumbs up and heart over WhatsApp at 
midnight and had no idea it arrived at exactly the right moment. 
The one who came back to the website every single day of 
Ramadan, quietly, faithfully, reading a new juz as though we had 
made an appointment. Every author of every book I read in 
preparation for this work, every scholar whose words I sat with in 
the small hours. Every person who had even a mustard seed’s 
worth of contribution to any corner of this effort - a kind word, a 
share, a prayer, a moment of encouragement they may have long 
been forgotten.


I have not forgotten.


My du’as are with every one of you. May Allah give you the reward 
for every letter read in this work, for every heart that came even a 
step closer to His beautiful word as a result of something you 
made possible. May He write your names alongside this work in a 
record that neither fades nor is forgotten.


And now, a humble request from this writer - the most important 
thing I will have asked of you across all thirty chapters.
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When you have entered into His beautiful gardens, when you have 
toured your grand palaces and walked your rivers of milk and 
honey, when you have caught up with your loved ones and settled 
into your comforts and your peace - please, in all of that joy, have 
a look around.


See if I am there.


If I am, come say salam - I would very much like to meet the 
people who shared this journey with me. 


And if I am not, please, do ask for me. Call my name in those 
gardens the way I have been calling yours in these pages. Perhaps 
your shafa’ah may be the thing that reunites me with everything I 
love.


It would be just like Allah to arrange it that way.


مِيعُ العَْليِمُ نتَ السَّ
َ
 رَبَّنَا تَقَبَّلْ مِنَّا إنَِّكَ أ

Our Lord, accept from us. Indeed, You are the Hearing, the Knowing. 
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