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			A Star Was Born 

			It was the month of April, in the year 571. One Monday morning, an extraordinary radiance covered the east and the west.

			That day, strange things happened one after the other. Idols at the Ka’ba toppled over and fell onto the floor. The people of Mecca were amazed at this. How could idols that had been fixated fall over?

			A terrifying tremor was happening in Persia (present-day Iran), many kilometers away from Mecca. King Chosroes jumped out of his bed. He tried to understand what was happening. With fear in their eyes, the guards explained, “Your Highness! Fourteen towers of the palace have collapsed!”

			Less than a minute later, a wail of sorrow began in the streets of Persia, “The fire went out! The fire went out!” The Zoroastrian people couldn’t believe this: the “holy fire” they had worshipped for a thousand years, which had never gone out, had suddenly died. 

			Another community was facing a strange case, too. The people of Sawah had seen their sacred lake suddenly dry up. The land had swallowed tons of water. The people of Sawah no longer had their “holy water.” Nobody could make anything out of this.

			In this Age of Ignorance, it was common but pitiful to see people considering the Divine blessings of fire or water “holy”—so holy they even worshipped them! The most pitiful and yet funny sight one could ever see was, however, the Meccan polytheists’ worshipping of their handmade idols, attributing divinity to them! 

			Another amazing sign appearing that very night was the appearance of many shooting stars drawing arcs across the heavens. Indeed, those who watched the sky that night were surprised to see so many stars. 

			“Look, look there! Stars are falling one after another! This is an odd situation. If it goes on like this, there won’t be any stars left in the sky!”
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			The next morning, the sun appeared from behind the mountains. There was liveliness in the house of Amina. A woman came running up to Abdul Muttalib, who was near the Ka’ba, and said: “Good tidings to you. You have a grandson!”

			Joy covered Abdul Muttalib’s face. He went straight home, and he embraced the orphan of his dead son, Abdullah. What a beautiful baby he was! He was constantly smiling. Abdul Muttalib said, “This son of mine will definitely be an important person.”

			Amina told them of a dream she had when she got pregnant. In her dream, somebody said, “Know that you carry the blessing of the universe. When your baby is born, name him Muhammad, and don’t tell further details of your dream to anyone.” Thereupon, Amina gave the name Muhammad to her son.

			Abdul Muttalib picked up his grandson and went straight to the Ka’ba. He prayed lengthily there, and thanked Glorious Allah. Then he returned and handed the baby to his mother.

			His mother began to nurse the child. However, Amina didn’t have any milk. A solution came to mind. Hamza ibn Abdul Muttalib’s wet nurse, Suwaybah, was called. The baby was given to her, and he was nursed for the first time by this woman. Therefore, infant Muhammad became milk siblings with his own uncle, Hamza.

		

	
		
			Wet Nurse

			The sky was blue. There was nothing but a few small pleasant white clouds and the morning sun. The village of Banu Sa’d was preparing for a new day.

			As the minutes went by, the activity at the land of Banu Sa’d was increasing. People were taking their camels, donkeys, and mules out of their stables.
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			An old camel was resting in the shade of the almost dry date orchard. The animal was noticeably skinny. Her ribs could be counted one by one, even from a distance.

			The cry of a baby in a house close to the date orchard could be heard even in the street. A tired woman was trying to comfort the baby with lullabies. However the woman sang, the baby kept crying, raising its voice to a wail.

			A stooping man with a pale face came out of the house sorrowful. He walked toward the camel in the date orchard. While he was getting dressed, he had murmured to himself, “How long will this famine last? Babies are hungry, mothers are hungry... If mothers can’t find food to eat, how can they have milk?”

			The man stopped next to the camel. He bent over and checked the animal’s udders. His face clouded over. He turned back, went into the house, and said to the woman trying to comfort her crying baby, “No. There isn’t even enough milk for you in the camel.”

			The woman’s eyes ran over the man’s helpless face, and said, “Milk whatever there is and bring it. Otherwise Abdullah won’t keep quiet during the journey.”

			The man took a container, and went out to the camel. Too soon, he came back. He put the container, which had very little milk, on the fire. While they waited for the milk to warm up, he said, “We have to set off at once, Halima. Our neighbors have started to prepare their mounts already. We shouldn’t fall behind. Otherwise we won’t be able to find a child to nurse.”

			As the woman rocked her baby on her lap, she desperately asked, “What if we do find one, Harith? What could I nurse it with? Don’t you see my milk isn’t even enough for our own baby? The poor thing couldn’t sleep all night because of hunger. Will the baby we take be in a situation different from this one?”
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			The man didn’t reply for a while. The milk had warmed up. He put it in a bowl, handed it to the woman, and said: “Come on, drink it, Halima. Meanwhile, I will prepare the animals. Then we will set off.”

			As Harith went out, Halima took the bowl to her mouth.

			Sometime later, the caravan set off. The villagers were heading towards Mecca, talking with each other. At one stage, a young woman looked back and called out, “Halima, you’re falling behind.”

			Halima looked at the old donkey beneath her as if she was angry with it. Harith spurred the animal with the palm of his hand and said, “Come on, please.”

			The donkey shuddered, and shot ahead for a moment. But then it carried on walking its usual slow pace.

			The rest of the villagers arrived in Mecca. Harith and Halima had fallen behind. By the time they entered the city, the others had visited each and every house. For wealthy Meccans would entrust their babies to the villagers who came, saying things like:

			“Take good care of our baby. We want our children to grow up in the cool air of your plateau, not in the boiling heat of Mecca. Teach them our language properly. Do not worry about the cost of care. We will give more than you want, as long as you raise our child properly.”

			Those who came would say to them in a reassuring manner:

			“Do not worry at all. We will treat your baby like our own baby. We will take care of them in the best way.”

			Harith and his wife Halima finally reached Mecca. Being late added to the tiredness of the journey, and they were disheartened. They had no hope of finding a rich family now. They knocked on the door of the first house they came to. The answer was as they expected: “We gave our baby to a family that came earlier.”

			They knocked on another door. The answer was the same. They didn’t give up. They ran to another house. The scene they encountered was not encouraging. Everybody was giving the same answer.

			Halima couldn’t accept this. She was very tired. Her baby was growing heavier in her arms, so she gave him to her husband.

			She said, “You wait for me here,” and continued walking around. Passing near the Ka’ba, she noticed a respectable older man. For a reason she did not know, she stopped where she was. She looked carefully at the old man. The sweet old man was no one other than Abdul Muttalib. When he noticed Halima looking at him, he asked, “Who are you?”

			Halima introduced herself and explained why she had come. With a smile on his face, Abdul Muttalib said, “O Halima, there is an orphan baby in my house. I offered him to your friends. Nobody wanted to be his wet nurse. Come, be his wet nurse. I hope that you will benefit from him.”

			Halima thought for a moment. She had come here for the children of wealthy families. If the child was an orphan, she wouldn’t make much. How would they make a living? But there were no other children left in Mecca. She didn’t want to go back empty-handed. She looked helplessly at Abdul Muttalib and said, “I shall ask my husband.”

			She went straight to Harith, told him the situation and said, “I couldn’t find a child. I don’t want to go back among my friends empty-handed, either. I’m going to take that baby!”

			Harith bowed his head. There was nothing to do. With a faint hope that they would be better off one day somehow, he said, “It’s up to you, Halima. Maybe Allah will give our house abundance for the sake of that orphan.”

			Halima hurried back and found Abdul Muttalib. She told him that she accepted the offer. Abdul Muttalib was very pleased. They started to walk toward the house together.

			Amina welcomed them with a smile. Understanding that Halima was a wet nurse, Amina invited her in. As soon as Halima stepped into the house, she smelled something wonderful. As she looked around, she noticed the cradle in the corner. At that moment, she felt her heart leap. Excitedly, she walked towards the cradle. With every step, she was deeply inhaling the fragrance in the room.

			When she reached the cradle, she knelt down. As she was reaching out to the child, she had strange feelings. Finally, she lifted the covering. There was a green blanket spread out under the tiny baby. And there was a white sheet on top of him. His face was so bright that Halima gazed at him in admiration. Amina, who was standing next to her, said, “His name is Muhammad.”

			Halima felt very peaceful. She stared at the beautiful baby almost without breathing or blinking. She couldn’t resist, and picked up the baby. At that moment, the beautiful eyes of Muhammad opened. Halima’s excitement doubled. She smiled at him with affection. The baby started to smile sweetly, too. Halima decided to try to nurse the baby then and there. As she guided her right breast to the rose-scented baby’s lips, a concern surfaced in her. Would her milk come?

			The baby had just begun to suckle when Halima shivered. She was shocked. With eyes wide open, she looked at the baby in her arms. Milk was flowing into the lovely baby’s mouth.

			Halima turned in confusion to Amina. But Amina was looking at her son. In her eyes, there was pain, the pain of the separation that was coming. She must have wondered how she was going to survive being apart from her child.

			After nursing, Halima stood up. Saying farewell to Amina, she said, “Be sure I will take care of your son as well as my own baby.”

			Amina sent off her only child with tears in her eyes.

			Halima returned to her husband with a smile on her face. Harith was tired of trying to comfort his son, who was constantly crying in his arms. He was startled when he noticed his wife’s joy. When he saw the bright-faced baby in her arms, he understood why. He loved this sweet baby from the moment he saw him. He took a fancy to him at once.

			They spent the night close to Mecca. Halima was nursing her son, Abdullah, and the future Seal of the Prophets, at the same time. Both babies drank milk to their hearts’ content.

			Once, Halima tried to change the places of the two babies. She took the infant Muhammad toward her left breast. But she encountered a surprising situation. The baby wouldn’t nurse from that side. So Halima took him to the right side again, and he started to nurse.

			For the first time in his young life, little Abdullah had enough milk, thanks to the abundance that came with his milk sibling. He slept soundly with a full stomach.

			In the morning, Harith woke up. He went straight to the camel. When he came back to his wife a little later, he was puzzled. The old camel that had given very little milk until that day had become a milk fountain. He showed the container full of milk to Halima and said, “Halima, you brought a holy guest to us!”

			Preparations were completed. They set off again to return home. Halima mounted the donkey with the two babies in her arms. The donkey that could hardly walk before was now as fast as lightning. In a short time, it made its way to the front of the caravan. Everyone they left behind was astonished. Harith and Halima knew the reason for it. The baby they carried with them wasn’t an ordinary one.

			Eventually they reached their home. From that day, Harith and his family lead a very peaceful, abundant life. Their animals were full when they returned from the meadows. The sheep fattened in a short time. They all began to give plenty of milk.

			Neighbors noticed and scolded their shepherds, “What is the condition of our animals? Why are they skinny and why don’t they give milk?”

			“We swear we graze your animals in the best possible places,” they replied.

			“Halima’s sheep are so fleshy! Milk is dripping from their udders. What sort of shepherds are you, anyway? From now on, you will graze our animals wherever Halima’s shepherd grazes her animals! Our sheep should be like hers.”

			The shepherds were speechless. From that moment on, they went wherever Halima’s shepherd took his flock. But nothing changed. Nobody but Harith and Halima could understand it.
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