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Rulings Pertaining to Travel

15-year-old Yusuf goes on a journey with his infinitely cooler brother, 20-year-old Hasan.

“Yusuf! Wake up, we’re going to be late!”

Yusuf snuggled deeper into his duvet, pulling it over his ears to block out his brother’s harried
voice. A moment later his door crashed open and the room was flooded with light as Hasan yanked

open the curtains. Yusuf let out a strangled cry of pain and threw an arm over his eyes.
“What are you doing! It hurts! Close the curtains before | die!”

“Oh, spare me the dramatics! You're not going to die. At least, not from the sunlight. If we miss our

flight though, | can’t promise the same. Now get up!”

There was a moment of silence, then Yusuf’s blanket was stripped away, the cold air nipping at his

exposed skin. He curled up in bed and shot Hasan a reproachful glare.
Hasan ignored him, taking the duvet with him as he left the room.

“Ten minutes before we leave!”

Yusuf stifled a yawn and rubbed his bloodshot eyes as he piled into the waiting car.

“You know tarawih finished at 1am right? Making me wake up this early is child abuse bro, I'm sure

they’ve got it written somewhere,” Yusuf yawned.

Hasan snorted, peering out of the window as he pulled out. “Yes Yusuf, | know. We came home
together. You can sleep once we’re on the plane. Besides, a few hours short on sleep is a mercy

compared to Auntie’s wrath if we're late.”
“Can’t argue with that one,” said Yusuf, grimacing at the thought.

They drove in companionable silence for a while, the quiet only punctuated by Yusuf’s ridiculously

loud yawns.

“What | don’t get is why she has to invite us over during Ramadan while we’re fasting man. And to

Africa of all places! It’s summer there now, it’s going to be sweltering!” A sudden thought occurred



to Yusuf and he bolted up in his seat. “Do you think it’s payback for what happened last year? You

did tell her it was an accident, right?”
Hasan cast a sideways glance, smirking at the worry written all over Yusuf’s face.

“l did, and I’'m sure Auntie will be over it in the next ten years or so. As for the fasting, you do know

that as a traveller, you don’t have to fast?”
Yusuf shot him an incredulous look.

“Come again? Travellers don’t need to fast?! But, won’t | have to do the 60 days in a row fasting
thing if | break my fast on purpose?”

Hasan let out a sigh of long suffering. “What on earth did they teach you at that maktab?” He held
up a hand as Yusuf opened his mouth to answer. “Rhetorical question. Don’t answer. When you
intend to travel further than 48 miles, you become a traveller, and all the concessions of a traveller
apply. So, you're allowed to not fast, and shorten your prayers... please tell me you know about

shortening prayers?”

“Of course! I'm not that ignorant you know,” exclaimed Yusuf indignantly. Hasan raised an
expectant eyebrow. Yusuf shifted uncomfortably. Hasan tapped his fingers against the wheel.

Yusuf cleared his throat and took a deep breath.

“So... Fajr stays as 2, Dhuhr becomes 2, ‘Asr becomes 2, Maghrib stays as 3, and ‘/sha becomes

2 but you still need to do the 3 Witr,” Yusuf recited, eyes screwed shut in concentration.

Hasan inclined his head in acknowledgement. “Good to know you’re not a completely lost cause.
There’s some food in the backseat if you do want to break your fast, but you have to wait until

we’re out of the borough. Travelling concessions don’t apply until you leave your home town.”
Yusuf looked over his shoulder then back at Hasan, chewing his lip indecisively.

“l don’t know... are you going to break your fast?”

Hasan shook his head.

“Alright then, | won’t break mine t00.” There was a pause as Yusuf glanced back.

“...But we’ll bring the food with us just in case.”

Hasan nudged Yusuf awake, handing him some food.
“Hey, it’s Maghrib time, open your fast.”

Yusuf leaned past Hasan and squinted at the heavy grey storm clouds outside the window.



“How can you tell? You can’'t even see the sunset,” Yusuf mumbled, even as he began eating.

Hasan shoved him away, nose wrinkled in distaste.

“Dude, five words: bad breath, personal space. Move.” When Yusuf was safely back in his seat,

Hasan pointed at the screen in front of him.

“We’re currently over Libya and a quick Google search shows what time the sun sets in Libya -

now. When you’re done, make wudhu and come to the back of the plane, there’s space there to

pray.”

Yusuf grabbed Hasan’s arm as Hasan squeezed past. “Hang on, can’t we just pray in our chairs?
Isn’t that what everyone does? Look, that lady is doing it right now,” Yusuf whispered, pointing

across the aisle to an elderly woman.

“Good question but no, not unless you have a reason why you can’t stand, like feeling dizzy or
nauseous. Otherwise, praying in a chair is an absolute last resort, like if the flight attendants don’t

give you space... but you’ll need to repeat your prayer anyway when you land. I'll see you in a bit.”
Yusuf quickly placed his unfinished food on Hasan’s chair and hurried after him.

“Hey! Wait for me! I've never done this stuff before, | need to follow your lead!”

NB: There are some differences of opinion in regards to these rulings which have been excluded

for the purposes of brevity and smooth reading.

Habiba Haque, Alimiyyah Four



Imam Al-Shafi't On Travel

Imam AI-Shafi'T was a scholar of various religious disciplines including Hadith and the
Quranic Sciences and he was also a brilliant poet in his own right. The following is taken from his
famous poetry collection, Diwan Al-Shafi’t. As Alimiyyah students, in our third year, we had the

pleasure and privilege to study this poem with Mawlana Mujahid Ali.
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There is no peace of mind for one of intellect and refinement

in staying in one place, so leave your homeland and migrate
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Travel, you'll find a replacement for those you leave behind,
and toil hard, for verily the sweetness of living is in striving
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Indeed I have seen that stagnation causes water to putrefy,

while it flows it is pleasant but when it does not then otherwise
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The lion would never hunt (prey) were it not for leaving the land,

and the arrow would not strike its target if it did not leave the bow
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And if the sun were to be fixed in place in the cosmos,

the people, both Arab and non-Arab, would have grown weary of it
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And if the moon were not to disappear, the anticipating eye

would never look towards it from time to time
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Raw gold is (found) strewn about like dust in its various places

and the woodstick buried beneath the earth is merely a type of firewood
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But if this (the raw gold) is extracted then its demand increases

and if that (the woodstick) is taken out then it becomes prestigious like gold

What a beautiful prose, meticulously presenting many metaphoric expressions; flowing
water, a wandering lion, an aimed arrow, the rotating sun, the rotating moon, the transformation of
raw gold to pure gold, and the transformation of firewood to a staff. Through the usage of these
metaphoric expressions, this poem is highlighting the importance of travelling and leaving ones
comfort zone in pursuit of knowledge, goals and most importantly, for the purpose of reaching
one’s full potential in life. This will of course not be possible to obtain without making many
sacrifices along the way.

Life is a collection of little journeys in which we taste the sweetness of our striving in the
pursuit of knowledge, goals and life itself for the purpose of drawing closer to Allah (swt) and in the
hope of eternal rewards from Him. Thus, any form of migration which is done purely for seeking the
pleasure of Allah will bring contentment to the heart, body and mind.

Life is a metaphor in itself; a journey from the cradle to the grave and beyond which leads

us towards our final and eternal destination. Our Prophet i has also addressed this in a Hadith:

Ibn ‘Umar (ra) said: Allah’s Messenger & took me by my shoulder and said:

o e o G g 1

'Be in this life as if you were a stranger or a traveller on a path.'

Saleha Islam Bukhari, Alimiyyah Five
10



Logedd!
S A ods o £sll il Alandl 3 o | 3l OF _tbley sy Ul 4 ok

waé‘\l‘ Lomud) g8 Loy doeud) g2 Lo
c eI ol G pas U5 gy ale domedl iy g o) (3 ks 1 LSV 14T s

:\W@y;@mwggc&aw1
Sl Ay oz B O Y e O (6T 8,91 g8 IV e 2
- s Ol Aol REA ol o by ST Y L gl g S wﬂ
* e o e o Al

8wl 43
ey 29l O 8 2all L) LoV 05l OF (20 Jing Lind Lig) oymg 3,50all 43 05 3 3,55 ol Jo
el pall 43 Co s (S oS o gl Soady

0,5 OF 3l Ledaeg [razs LaS> OIS @,ng sl e el | 2l OIS Olgpe ol S e
3 OF ol Ly . et lslendt ) B2 o as w2 suall bad ol e el ZlAlly syl

O) 83 ol elomy Logoasl ¢ Josll 1A oy lame 2 lasls . Sliam jlad o Vb o] ey cpland 38
Oliheds LaadiS g oSlu ol iy (Ll

Wl oz o5 - a5l 05 L1 051 O 1 39 8 psall 43 DLy 0B 1 g 850 0 elor) Tt
dﬁnﬁ&w@ﬂ\ ‘M&y‘ﬂ@lssw‘u;bwd:}q)bwcwwm&w‘s&uw
MQJLL“JTFMJ L9 8g> ;\>J3 @\};l\ oda &»)LQJJYT:&AO.&cBM| :\.:.5;\.1.3(3&3)\;.33
Lo YN L e s s Call e Oy gl 43 8 sl 43 el O ol 1oty Ol e ool I

Roniiio (81 35201 0 Uimetans ko Il oy OF (S35 552l 0y Joriy Loud 1SS Ty Ol ol ML e
o o Ve o g Wogr o0 325 O 5 o Y6y Lady LegaST gl 31 ) s 86 519 aof
s

Olgye cpl S e OT 09, S T o . (5,57 8,0 3,38 358l odgy Jors Lagd Sy Olg e ol S e T

11



Siag 230 e Ly 25l e i O S s )5 i oerd S oDl ity ol 381 5 O o f
L 5 peall A3 iy

Lae sla rij . Q‘.\;-:}“ oda SO 3}5@\ 3.3 Q)f,é}'j ‘-fﬁ);"ﬁ d)‘y)ﬂ Sa o8 Cﬁjj\ SIS de \xﬁb
AS A e e LA o cndll e 55

Cane OB 36 Wl i jpetie lanls Sl By Y ddl 3 oSl
B ) o ol Slilond) L ) o5 4 sl Y1 USSR 8l ey o ) o Y el
G gadll a3V1y (5) yows () a9 () LS5 caplome Slis el e B LT i Lo Jory 50 )
e Oty Oly,e UL Alsle olS

Sl ol

Sl (cdeds 3 6T Gbliog doeedl Jgm L) G jasetdl) L ¢ b ¥l sl 3 S Loke
ool 1a s SL oS aige oo b Lile as . S Gob 6L Yl domdl D e deled] pnty O
03 eI e Logs - atmis Jleninly delos 48 (3 S Lo B8y oy a8 V1 doendl deliy OF 1T LLS OIS
145 T Dol T & Ognasty B2 lapme ¢ 208 2k gy 10y Y1 ol (T el i e 5l )
Lo ael] Lol o ey sl 3t 1 e o sl gl o - 335l bl Lol LS
Zomill odn OVl Ll ol 3 bl B Wpndgg Aol 0 02l ol bl Olomny - Y1 o]
Loy U3 Ll ) LM s 1 ¢ i) oot Lokis Al o oy okl plal ol U5 el 2 o
liadl »

o8 Lods o oo b e 0 Y TV ol stebos 3 oSSl T UT duadll o 5 gaatis
c el e o9 Vg domeneld Gl clell OF oS S35 . @ galonsy Zadd| (545 (6f o O Lide Jif

- Als Lslyly L] comig 2L AL i ) 3l O Libg, Oy 3y o5 )Ly O bl St

Z:JL:Jl 2\.”_\\&“ ¢ J}o-.o ;-Lo.«j

12



Fez: An Encounter with God

It was the first day of the Christmas break and | had just come home from my weekend
teaching job. | had been planning to spend this break trying to make sense of the last four years
and hopefully gaining some clarity on life after Alimiyyah studies. So | booked myself a trip to Fez
on the same day very much on a whim. | packed my backpack, informed the family, hopped on a
train to Gatwick and flew off on my own within four hours.

This was a little odd, even for my less-than-conservative family. My dad initially thought |
might have gone to meet a potential husband — yeah, right! Later, one of my siblings joked that I'd
absconded to become a jihadi bride, leaving my poor dad jittery right up until my eventual return.

To be honest, | had no idea what | was doing, nor what adventures lay in store for me
beyond Fes-Saiss Airport. | just wanted to get away from the confines of the familiar and literally
broaden my horizons as | contemplated my future. And my God, Fez did not disappoint — it was as
far removed from my world as | could have hoped for.

Going into the old madinah felt like walking into a page from a history book. The narrow,
dusty streets with the occasional donkey pushing past, the hauntingly beautiful sound of the adhan
ringing out over the town and the rows upon rows of merchants flogging their wares on carts and
wagons all served to induce an out-of-body experience as | travelled back in time. The architecture
was stunning. The old mosques and madrasahs alluring. The character of the locals too was
humbling — my diary is replete with heart-warming exchanges too numerous to detail here. And the
immersion into Arabic speaking was every language student’s dream. It was the perfect backdrop
to my much needed period of reflection — enchanting, inspiring, exuberant and serene all at once.

However, there was one takeaway | hadn’t quite expected — an enhanced spiritual
experience. Being all alone in a foreign land where nobody knew me, | could really feel God’s
company. Wandering around in unfamiliar territory just about able to communicate in the local
language, | became acutely aware of my own insignificance and utter reliance on Him, at every
moment and for every last thing. | would wake up each morning not knowing where the day’s
travels would take me or who | would meet or what | would eat, but He was there as the only
constant throughout. He was now my family and familiarity and comfort. He was the only One who
knew where | was and what | was doing at any given time. He was the never-wavering company.

Not only that, but He was the One orchestrating it all. At times directing me to exactly what |
was looking for, other times sending people my way just when | needed them — He was
choreographing every step of my journey in the most perfect of ways. Everything that happened,
however trivial, suddenly took on a divine significance. There was a message in every encounter, a
lesson in every observation.

| was constantly making snap decisions. Shuttle bus or taxi? This tourist site or that one?
This café or that restaurant? Time for one more attraction or head back to the hotel? Each decision
triggered a series of events and interactions which | took to have ‘meant to be’. And anything |
missed out on as a result of my decisions | accepted to have never been meant for me anyway.

In this way, throughout my trip, | was a doll in the hands of a master Puppeteer, dancing
intimately with free will and predestination. | was constantly in conversation with Him, if not literally
in speech then certainly from somewhere within. | felt as though He was my fellow traveller on this
journey, and every interaction was in reality an interaction with Him. He was right there with me in
all my movements and encounters — overlooking, orchestrating and accompanying. His presence
by my side was palpable from the moment | left my house, such that | never once felt that I'd been
travelling alone.

13



| marvelled at how He had known | would travel to that part of the world long before He’d
created the heavens and the earth, whereas | had no clue until the day | flew and couldn’t really
believe it even while | was there. | wondered in amazement at how my rizq for those days had
been written to be found in that land — from the tagine on the mountain peak to the mint tea in the
rooftop café at the museum of carpentry.

It saddened me to find that when | returned home, His presence was no longer as
perceptible. Once safely back in my comfort zone, among the familiar and the routine, God’s works
in my everyday life weren’t as clear to see. I'd grown too used to the way things were at home, so
the sustenance in my fridge was no longer anything divinely written and the many socials that filled
the remainder of my holiday weren’t quite God-sent. Everything was suddenly taken for granted
and God became a little more distant again.

But here’s the thing. It’s still all Him doing everything — the novel and the routine, the
special and the ordinary. | am no less a doll in His hands at home in the comfort of my bed as | was
out in the middle of nowhere with only my backpack, at the mercy of whatever came my way. The
coffee at my local Costa is no less a work of God than the mint tea at the museum. And everyday
events at home are no less ‘meant to be’ than those abroad.

See, He’s not just God of the exotic and the extraordinary.
He is God of the mundane and the everyday too.

It’'s all Him.

Sabiha Bismillah, Alimiyyah Four
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