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			In the Name of Allah, 

			the All-Merciful, the All-Compassionate

			Dedication

			I dedicate these pages to you
Oh youth of the Muslim world
In hope that together we can see
The primary place of the Muslim nation;
To be able to navigate the right direction
Towards restoring the spirit that we lost.

			The one who cares for you,
Farid al-Ansari

		

	
		
			Epigraph

			As the world turns round, it is shifting toward its real orbit, getting ready to come to a new equilibrium day by day. But I wonder if the true Inheritors of the Earth1 are ready to reclaim the inheritance they lost and which others have taken!

			Having initial possession of the truth is one thing, becoming a rightful claimer by continual representation is another; for if the truth is not represented in practice as its true worth deserves, it may be taken from its possessors at any time and given to other people or groups, and it will continue to change hands among those who might be capable of representing certain aspects of its goodness until the true representatives of the Truth arise.2

			

			
				
					1	Gülen’s use of the allusive phrase of “the Inheritors of the Earth” is derived from the verse (which means), “…My righteous servants will inherit the earth” (Al-Anbiya 21:105). The expression in the verse would be more understandable when it is considered along with the verse (which means): “God has promised those of you who believe and do good, righteous deeds that He will most certainly empower them as vicegerents on earth, even as He empowered those that preceded them…” (An-Nur 24:55). (Ed.)

				

				
					2	Except from Gülen’s article, “Yeryüzü Mirasçıları” (The Inheritors of the Earth), Yeni Ümit Magazine, Vol. 3, Issue 19, 1993.

				

			

		

	
		
			Preface

			This text which I am offering today to the readers might be considered a novel, a biography, a poem or a history book. I am not exactly sure what it should be considered, but I know that it is a story of a spirit in anguish, an existential heartfelt experience of a nation bleeding. It is a flood of pure longing for salvation from the heart of a man from Anatolia whose radiance has abundantly flowed upon the whole world! 

			There is something I should mention here about this book. I began writing it at Sema Hospital in the metropolitan city of Istanbul in 2008. Later, I wrote more at my house in Meknes, Morocco. But it was decreed that I would finish writing it one year later at the same hospital back in Istanbul. 

			Before I finish this preface, I must thank the Turkish brothers who exerted their utmost effort to translate the excerpts of the journalistic dialogue titled Küçük Dünyam (My Small World) in which Mr. Fethullah Gülen mentioned a great deal about the stages of his life. This became the main resource for this text. The Turkish brothers also offered me many other texts that aided my writing. For years I stayed in touch and had fruitful discussions with them; they supplied me with precious information concerning important historical facts and the circumstances that surrounded all faith-inspired services in Turkey which could not have been found in books and documents. These were indispensable references.

			Farid al-Ansari
Istanbul, Sept, 23, 2009

		

	
		
			Chapter 1 
Searching for the Spirit’s Enlightenment

			A Man of Secrets

			Fethullah3 had a secret that he could not speak of!

			Fethullah had a secret that the whole world was waiting for but he could not tell anyone about it!

			Fethullah carried within his heart that which could not be endured and that is why he continuously wept until tears were perplexed at its death!

			Fethullah inherited a secret. If a high mountain carried such a secret it would be utterly demolished from its top down and the pillars of its foundations would perish out of awe!

			Fethullah was a relentless cavalier whose determination never wavered and his will never weakened. The echo of his voice was louder than the roar of thunder! He strove in the morning until the sun would melt into the bleeding ocean, and when he was alone at night with agonies he would weep!

			He was like a leaping lion, with acute vision like that of a falcon. His silence inspired awe like that of an ocean. When he was silent he delivered a speech and when he would speak he would ignite passion! When he wrote he was as transparent as fine glass!

			People know Fethullah and people have heard of Fethullah Gülen but no one knows what Fethullah wanted! His secret was kept within his chest, laid in his innermost being like hidden pearls! Who knows? He might have been a cavalier whose light has not yet reached our time! His time has not yet arrived! How difficult for a human being to live at a time ahead of his time and to mingle with people who are not of his time! 

			Nevertheless, Fethullah continued to draw the features of the past on the canvas of the future, then he would blow and it will become a reality by Allah’s leave! Whenever he would write an article or deliver a speech his words would form vivid images of the noble Companions’ convoys and of Mehmed (or Muhammad)4 the Conqueror’s troops, emerging marching in ranks from beyond the dusty clouds like rain pouring from the sky of Anatolia upon the whole world!

			Fethullah only owned in this world his old clothes, carrying a suitcase full of sadness wherever he traveled or stayed. However, in that case he kept three ancient keys. The first key was the key for “the High Gate”5 in Istanbul. The second key was the key of “Exoneration” (miftah al-Hittah) at the Masjid al-Aqsa, or the Farthest Mosque, in Jerusalem. The third key was the key of the Cordoba Mosque in the Andalus of agonies!

			Alone, he listened to the moaning of the old walls, the whimper of the departing wind between Tangier and Jakarta and the cry of seagulls at beaches left empty of the beloveds’ ships, the beloved who lived a long time ago and there has been no trace since then of their sailing boat rising! He would listen and weep!

			Alone, he listened to the neighing horses coming from beyond the clouds and to the call of the veiled unseen, feeling its influential vibration upon the shore of his chest urging him to cry out from his podium, “Oh horses of Allah, ride! Oh swords of lightning, strike!” He used to see that which was not seen by others and weep!

			Fethullah’s life is a story of tears! His family name is Gülen which means “the laughing one” in the Turkish language. What an irony of opposites! The weeping of all the pious at that time was marvelously synchronized! He did not weep but to put a smile on the face of the future so that springs will bloom in the children’s gardens. I have not seen anyone whose tears flowed more easily than his nor have I seen anyone enraptured by love more than him. It is as if all the tears of the past history had been gathered into rivers flowing from his eyes. 

			Those who thought that he wept out of weakness or fatigue were mistaken; for he was a mountain whose rocks cracked revealing a spring of overflowing vigor which caused him to weep! 

			Admonishment was one of Fethullah’s secrets and that is why he would always weep whenever he attended a sermon of admonishment, and for his weeping all the birds in the world would also weep! I’ve seen him weeping as a child and as a youth, then as an adult and as an old man; for he was always weeping. His springs never dried or stopped gushing with his warm tears. Fethullah watered all of Istanbul’s forests and quenched the thirst of the horses. It fed the poor at night and from the barrages of his tears he watered the world’s deserts! I have always wondered which mountains of the world his springs were gushing from? 

			I traveled back to his childhood so that I could find how and when he started to receive the extraordinary gifts of the secrets and oh gentlemen, I found a marvel! The honeybees used to feed on his streaming tears and then form many cells everywhere!

			***

			My illness augmented my fatigue but I once saw in my dream honeybees at my window and in another dream I saw myself eating honey so I realized that I was called! Thus, I rode my longing out and threw myself into the departure’s embrace!

			Stations of Transformations

			Here is Istanbul! Here is the passageway of the Conquerors to all directions of the world! 

			Whenever I dwelled in Istanbul’s minarets my heart would feel ecstatically hopeful! But whenever I would approach the Bosporus Bridge I would feel anxiety! The seagulls seemed to bustle irritably in the sky! I was not sure if the bustling was for a wedding or was it mere wailing? And who really knows! 

			Did that dove cry? Or did it chant upon its dancing branch?

			This was the stage of change and the time of transformations has an impact like that of earthquakes upon houses! The world was turning at a rate of a different nature where rays overlap between sunset and sunrise! The wind was blowing bitter coldness and the swarms of doves and seagulls were trying to escape under the pillars of minarets and domes to protect themselves from the severity of such coldness.

			I was sitting by the corner of the ancient city walls of Constantinople close to the school gate waiting for the schoolmaster to come. When the storm reached its climax Master (Ustadh) Bediüzzaman Said Nursi leaped about and looked from above the domes of the city. He then stretched his great wings around its walls until he encompassed all the gates to the city! He remained there for some time alone, battling against the gusts of wind all alone! Whenever he would look under his wings he would see the nightingales, silent behind the domes and his tears would stream out into the wind and he would cry out amidst its severe current: O Said! Be humble like soil so you would not pollute the purity of the Risale-i Nur (The Epistles of Light). When the storm calmed, he recited the Qur’anic chapter of al-Fath (the Conquest) and then he opened the gates and left!

			I called him with the loudest voice, “Oh my Master! Will the Last Cavalier6 return?” 

			He looked at me and his frown drew a gesture of denial upon his revered face and he threw at me a glaring light from his luminous eyes and said, “Woe to you! O wakeful one! Do you not know that every age has its own particular cavalier?” 

			I said, “But who will close the gates in the face of the gusting wind when it blows all anew?” 

			He said, “My son, this is the stage of conquest and there will be no closed doors to its time!”

			I said, “Oh my Master, what a wonder! How could there be a conquest at a time when the wind would neither spare our gates nor the walls of our old minarets?”

			He said, “Oh my son, how ignorant you are of your time! Raise your head a little and look at the highest horizon and you will see the sun of hope rising little by little from beyond sorrows and you will see the words of the First Light (i.e. the Noble Prophet) illuminating a rainbow between its hands and embroidering its message upon the ocean waves! If you are one of those who are fluent in the language of water, then read: ‘First, Constantinople will be conquered then Rumiyya (or the Roman) will be conquered.’”

			I said, “My Master, may my father and mother be sacrificed for you, what is Rumiyya?”

			He said, “Rumiyya, my son, is an alluring woman that lives within our own ribs! It is the great capital of Satan! Its four pillars are plunged into the ocean of darkness! Across the world it has fires and smoke; for every day it burns one thousand birds and one thousand doves! Nevertheless, the ‘army’ of Light has devoted itself solely to confront it with weapons made of the sun’s glare! And the prince of the ‘troops’ of Light is reciting the Qur’anic chapter of an-Nasr (Succor) for help coming from beyond the Unseen! This is the end of suffering for weakened ones. Very soon, you will see marvels! Today, the ‘army’ of Light, across the world is gathering strength from the niche of the fruitful night in order to progress! Oh my son, look for your share of the fruitful nights!” 

			I asked, “What then are the characteristics of its prince?”

			He said, “My son, do not tire yourself looking for titles! He is but a phantom, a meaning, or a spirit! Nay! He is more of a heart that comes from the glowing light! He is an army of a glowing sun! He is a longing in the heart, a chanting of a spirit, a resistance of a love whose wound is still bleeding from a yearning heart. He is the moaning of a nostalgic sentiment that rises between bowing and prostrating forming a cloud in a sky that is painted in rainbow colors and is full of pure goodness and blessings! It rains all over the continents of the earth! If you wish, you can watch for its meadows no matter where it travels; for you will always find its flowers blooming with fresh dew drops!”

			I asked, “But what would his lineage and his location be? Where and when will he be born?” 

			He said, “Woe to you, wakeful one! The possessor of this time (Sahib az-Zaman) has two births! The first birth is within a place. And what happened, happened! As for the second birth it is within time! So watch for the time when the wound hurts the most! When the wind is moaning; for indeed there is no birth without pain! Thus, acquire the second birth, may you prosper through poverty! Oh my son, if you attain such circumstances, you will be one of those Conquerors!”

			I said, “Can I be one of their vanguards?” 

			He said, “But right before arriving at their houses, there is a secret password that is hidden, concealed within the maw of a bird.”

			I asked eagerly, “O Master, which bird?”

			But the visions came to a halt!

			After such visions, I spent a whole year waiting for more to come but there were no more visions. I returned to my home in Meknes waiting for permission to depart one more time to the City of Light. 

			***

			Between Tangier and Gibraltar lies the strait of sorrows! Every evening, the strait’s seagulls still moan while telling the story of the Moors’ misery! Nothing is causing the strait to change its habit! Its dreams send a signal towards the north but the pains return it broken towards the south! Whales are there between going hungry and returning fully fed on the flesh of the human being! 

			I was a captive with bare feet between Tangier and Tetouan trying to attentively listen to the cooing of the carrier pigeons; for I was told they had been here since Granada’s last prince crossed the strait after he was repulsed out of his Garden! The marvelous pigeons mourned him and carried to him the treasures of the secrets of wisdom! I was told that such pigeons coo when they release their longing, which when heard, the rocks on the shores shake, the seagulls cry and the waves become agitated!

			I said to my youthful companion, “Woe to you! This is what we are pursuing! It is the secret password! Return us so I may gain its signs or I may solve the puzzle or I may be able to read therein the birth of Andalus in a new location! I still preserve its image within my heart since the sun set atop its minarets but the image caused other visions! The cavalier of the new era has been illustrating the features of its Gardens within my heart flower by flower, preparing the spirit of longing whose mosques have remedies for the pains of the world. It was said that the sorrow of the strait would not be soothed except with the echoes of its minarets!

			Thus, we returned tracing our pains searching between rocks and trees for a sign of a nest or a feather but we found no trace of the bird that morning! 

			The wind was blowing with a spring breeze and the sun rays were rising slowly; to the brightness of the morning drawing unlimited rainbows upon the mist of the sea! Suddenly, gentlemen, the pigeons began cooing from all around. I could not define their exact pain! Their cooing had the rhythm of the call to Prayer! I tried many times to figure out its direction but I could not! As for the mosques, they had Andalusian architecture. The cry was Turkish in its style of chanting and the moaning returned, echoed from Istanbul’s minarets and its bays where the mosques of Fez drink sip after sip and weep!

			I received the sign and I saw a marvel! I then entered into a state of wonderment (maqam al-hayrah)! The Master said to me, “This is the time of the death of geography and the birth of history! Oh my son, the secret password is within a fertilized drop of Light (nutfah min Nur) which will emerge out of the Prophet’s Household in the east of Istanbul in Eastern Anatolia, so depart!”

			Here is Istanbul again! A passing sad thought called me and said to me, “Your place is where Allah has chosen for you. Oh wakeful one, there is no place for you today except in the state of seeking His forgiveness!” As soon as I heard that, I started to hear from the depth of my consciousness a voice rushing to arrive at the shore of my tongue: “O my Lord, forgive me! O my Lord, forgive me!”

			I was being taken in an ambulance, extremely sick, but fully conscious of what I was hearing and what I was witnessing! I became conscious of everything! This is the major highway in the middle of Istanbul. These are its domes and its minarets are to the right and to the left, shedding their lights in all directions. This is the great suspension bridge which was newly built on historical bases between Asia and Europe and it is the new arch for passing new Light to the future! And this….Ah! This is the hospital Sema (literally, “Heaven”) again! At this point I realized my place! I knew I had failed in the first trial! Thus, I resumed my studies in the School of Job7 anew! 

			 Oh gentlemen, I stayed for a whole year running between sunrises and sunsets! A whole year thinking I was washing the soul’s defilements off my body but now I discovered that I had never left my space! Thus, I returned burdened by all my sins! I had followed the wrong way then! Thus, it was decreed that I must retake the lesson from the beginning! Oh Allah, please bestow Your mercy! Oh Allah, please bestow Your mercy!

			The hospital bed was lined up in the qibla direction and the big windows were embracing the Marmara Sea. The five islands were standing before me like edifices! The sun was about to set beyond my feet and its rays were weaving a quilt, a memorial for all the sorrows sending to me chants of evening invocations recited through the leaves of the sycamore tree standing right in front of my window! When the day was ending I saw my funeral rising before my eyes on the horizon above the disappearing sea! I remembered my Prayers so I prayed the Sunset and Night Prayers united and shortened racing towards the moment of connected Prayers (wasl)! By that time, the night had raised its lamps shimmering across the islands amidst the sea. The shores’ lamps seemed to be dreaming about something! I was overwhelmed with nostalgia for my special collection of litanies and invocations (awrad) and once I started to recite them waves of mercy flew, hitting me one after the other! Yes, I just described it as mercy even though it was hitting me! And oh gentlemen, the pain was so intense!

			Then I remembered…Ahha! I digested the lesson: there is no birth without pain! “Pursue the second birth so you may prosper through poverty!” Thus, I called in the night of the still ocean, “Oh gentleness! Oh gentleness! Oh what a wonderful prince of gentleness! And what a wonderful army of gentleness!” 

			Did the Master not say to me, “This is the point where geography ends and history is born?” Yes, but please be gentle with my heart that is too weak to fly! It is my situation to embrace the present place stage after stage, so that I may be able to free myself from it towards the stages of time! This was what my present incapacity demanded; since for a seeker like myself there’s no way but to sit as a student with good manners!

			Such were the passing visions of Light (tajalliyat an-Nur) whose creeks are flowing now between your hands, oh wakeful one! Thus, carry your stick on your shoulder and depart towards the soul’s enlightenment seeking its original springs so that you may enter the time of the conquest and discover the secret of Fethullah’s weeping and then you will be healed.

			My room in the hospital used to open to another room that my companion occupied. He was not an ordinary companion but he was a possessor of spiritual states. They introduced him to me as a language translator but he was a spiritual translator. He had mastered the language of signs and allusions and he had the ability to untangle the puzzles of navigating the Path! I have never seen a young man who had more depth than him. Yet he was too humble to admit it even to himself! If anyone just looked at him outwardly he would certainly miss a precious treasure and what a treasure he was!

			He had eastern features with noble sadness breaking upon his handsome face. His eyes were traveling into the ocean of the Unseen, radiating dignity and demanding reverence! He had visions during which he would sometimes be fully present and at other times utterly absent and his location could not be fathomed! Between his black eyes and black hair his white forehead was shining with light like a dawn with truthful features, ever giving glad tidings of blessings and goodness regardless of his suffering and sadness. 

			With his subtle receptivity, he could have heard the screaming of my silent spirit as I made a hidden call from the depth of my conscience to the Prince of Conquest! Who knows! He just opened my door and asked politely my permission to enter. The night had just revealed its beauty with its phantoms and imagination. Beside my head was a small lamp pulsing light slowly around the room radiating marvelous colors accompanied by sorrows! 

			He asked me, “Do you need anything?” I looked at his sad face and noticed traces of fresh tears in his eyes. I realized that I had just interrupted his deep diving into his spiritual chanting and I felt regret. Embarrassed, I offered some apologetic words and asked him, “What did the doctor say?”

			He kept silent for a moment then murmured some words which I could not understand. Then, he stared far away through the window gazing at the shimmering lights of the islands. Half of the night had almost gone and silence had its revered authority over the world. I looked at his departing eyes and asked him once more silently gazing at him without allowing the words to slip through my tongue – sorry, what did the doctor say?

			His innermost being stormed strongly but he did not utter a word! But indeed oh gentlemen, I heard all the words flowing from his innermost being as if they were the echo of a caller descending upon me from a loftier realm. 

			He said to me, “Oh wakeful one, your body is very disturbed as if it were a broken image of the broken spirit concealed within you. The physicians are just dealing with your pottery-like clay, but it is the wounds of your soul. Regarding the one who is navigating the way within you towards the soul’s wounds, O wakeful one…Ah! The navigating way of the spirit towards the cause of your pains, O wakeful one…Ah!”

			He became silent! After he exhaled deeply out the window, he said, “As far as the first misalignment, it is from there!” 

			Oh gentlemen I was terrified. Then I said, “May my father and my mother be sacrificed for you oh strange one! Tell me where my remedy is and how and when I can find it!”

			He traveled into the horizon once more as if he were departing from this world and he sent a scorched moan with burning exhalations flowing in a deep breath. He said, “Your remedy, oh sick companion, is in finding the pearl of your secret?”

			The pearl of my secret! What is the pearl of my secret? How could I know? 

			He said, “There are pearls within emerald shells! They grow within the depth of the lake of secrets!”

			I said, “By Allah, your words perplex me! How can I know the lake of the secrets?”

			He said, “It is a lake whose water is assembled from the tears of the sincere and truthful ones who did not reach the protection of its wetness. There are seven beautiful mountains that look at it and each mountain has seventy peaks! From ancient times, the tears of the disciples have visited it as well as the longing of the noble Companions, the sufferings of the pious, the expiration of ‘Uways al-Qarani, the weeping of Hasan al-Basri, the sobs of Abi al-‘Aliya ar-Rihani, the secrets of Imam al-Junaid, the breath of Bishr al-Hafi, the pains of al-Harith ibn Asad al-Muhasibi, the admonishments of ‘Abd al-Qadr al-Jilani, the efforts of Shaikh Ahmad Zaruq al-Fasi, the anguish of ‘Abd al-Wahid ibn ‘Ashir al-Andalusi and the visions of Bediüzzaman Said Nursi. In each era, a sincere friend of Allah or a martyr is informed of the lake from the weeping of passionate longing!” 

			The guide said to me, “Today, there in its protected valleys on the right shore Fethullah stands! Behind him are thousands of thoroughbred horses which spend the night with heads dropped down lowering their white necks towards those who were buried in silence, piercing through the standards of time and the stages of the hours! From time to time, you can see these horses in the fold of pure darkness standing on their hind legs raising their front legs high. Sometimes they dip their legs in the lake. Every dawn they gulp the water of life and they send their warm tears in peace and delight to the world, listening attentively with their delicate ears awaiting the call to the Prayer. They are surrounded by thousands of phantoms diving within the depth of the lake searching for emerald shells while others stand by the shore opening the shells which God gifted them with, picking up the secrets found within!

			“Oh wakeful one, devote your determination towards passing the Path’s mountains which have many hardships and many destructive obstacles! To cross the Path safely, you must look within yourself for your heavy burden and unload any excessiveness and reduce the load of impurities and know that you will not be able to do so except by cutting the ties to your lower desires and by liberating yourself from the captivity of misalignments and by exiting the narrow passages of your habits. Sincere repentance will pick you out of past failures and it will raise you to the degrees of what is becoming so that you may become worthy of flying with the wings of the unburdened ones! There is no crossing for the form that still carries the fat of lower desires which clogs its arteries!” 

			I looked at my companion and said imploringly, “Where is the direction then?”

			He said, “Is there any Light rising except from the East?” He raised his hands up and pointed! Then he said to me, “There, you will find a ride to the lake of life in this era and you will find the spiritual leader of all those who are walking towards it in this era! The spiritual leader is made to lead and no one is informing you except one with experience! Thus, rid yourself of your mud, Oh wakeful one, and depart!”

			The Spirit’s Nectar

			The fragrance of Eastern Anatolia is something else! It was said to me: “Your remedy is there; for there is a beautiful lake there called Van. Its two wings are the meeting point of the two bodies of water for those in quest of wisdom. It is also a place of washing for the sick and the low-spirited!”

			The Lake of Light is the dominion that embraces ancient history. Through its gardens, it teaches the chanting birds the spirit’s songs which were enriched with the Prophets’ anguish! Its small towns are still concealing secret treasures: Van, Tatvan and Ahlat. Not too far towards the southwest there is a city covered by solemnity and decency; the small village of Nurs is concealed by its beautiful veil!

			There is a lake that is different from any other lake. It is a Sign emanating beauty and majesty! It swirls from the west towards the east in the form of a legendary bird that tells the legend of the dinosaurs’ era and the saga of the phoenix! Its head carries a tall crest like that of the peacock rising towards the orient looking at the Muradiye Waterfall nearby, watching it cascade from the beautiful high grassy rocks while the lake beyond flaps its wings ready to fly far away to settle on top of the snowy mountain; the glorious Ararat!

			Here, with the ancient East, Turkey’s surface rises and Anatolia’s head rises high! There are wild and rugged earthly pathways and native mountains! Heights tell the ancient prophetic stories, the tales of tribal heroism of different nations. Endless stories! 

			Everything here is distinctive and its distinction tells of its uniqueness! Nonetheless, the uniqueness of Ahlat is something else! It is located on the northwestern shore of the lake, curved with innate allure towards its blue water as if it were the eyebrow of a beautiful lady’s eye! Safeguarded and precious! Its buildings are erected between the snowy mountainous pathways. These characteristics made it historically a natural bridge between the East and the West for generations because of the caravans of many diverse nations, and invaders that have passed by since the era before Christ until the Ottoman era. All of this made it a record of the many periods of the history of humanity! Because of its beauty and richness, many nations and empires squabbled to control it until it fell in the Muslims’ hands in the first centuries after the Prophet’s Migration and since then it has started a new history; for it was a new birth to it and until now it continues to gradually ascend to the loftier place of meanings and stations of the spirit! Thus, it became a new rich resource of an ever renewed life!

			Ahlat is still a harmonious mixture of nations and a mosaic, decorated with diverse colors and different languages: Turkish, Arabic, Persian, Kurdish, Armenian as well as many languages of the jinn that are cast adrift by the wind as it plays the melody of its melancholy passing through the mountains!

			What unites all the marvelous diversity is that Spirit which crossed towards Eastern Anatolia coming from the springs of the universal message of Prophet Muhammad, peace and blessings be upon him! There, in the oasis of Yathrib, the City of the Messenger, its lights rose upon the proud mountains! Since then, its high waterfalls continue to flow and cascade with guidance and light upon all of Turkey. From there, the arteries of faith extended and reached Constantinople and passed to Eastern Europe up to the walls of Vienna!

			Since the first centuries after the Migration of the Prophet, doves and hawks migrated from the Prophet’s Household avoiding the conflicts in the Arabian lands from its Syrian region to Iraq until it settled between the rugged pathways of Anatolia. Then, many people from the family of the Prophet, may Allah be pleased with them, inhabited its mountains and valleys seeking a safe refuge which no eye could reach from Bani Umayya and Bani Abbas! 

			The righteous generations of the Prophet’s Household inoculated the mighty Turkish tribes! As certainty of faith united with the majestic mountains, a new Turkish people emerged as the victorious people conquering the hearts! The Turkish people united the visions of beauty both in heart and in sentiment and the visions of majesty in Prophetic determination and in form! This is how the Ottoman Empire arose!

			In the depth of this history, a gamete from the Way of the Prophet’s family kept migrating from exile to exile until its flower bloomed within the Turkish Gülen family! From an original seed that had a tree with high branches centuries ago, here in the small beautiful town of Ahlat the tree of the Gülen family was steadily erected and it continued to stand tall until the time of the disorder arrived and fights emerged between that family and other families. This took place in the nineteenth century ce. One of the daughters of Gülen’s great-grandfather was kidnapped and her brother, Khalil Ahlati, fought on her behalf until he defeated the usurpers and he executed whoever was worthy of being executed! This bore heavily on the tribes and they demanded the intervention of the state authority. The verdict was to exile Khalil Efendi and the rest of his family to Hasankale which was a small town of Erzurum in the north. Nonetheless, Khalil Efendi did not stay there for too long, for he migrated to a village named Korucuk where he settled with his family and once again they planted their roots deep in its soil!

			This is why the ancient lineage of the Gülen family is usually known to be in Erzurum and more specifically in Korucuk; for generation after generation the Gülen family lived there and they had forefathers and great grandchildren there. The Gülen family did not leave their favored village except for two periods. The first was when most of the people of Erzurum were displaced at the time of the Russian attack in the late nineteenth century. At that time the family migrated to the Sivas province in the middle of Turkey. After the war ended the family returned to Korucuk. Then, the family left Korucuk again after the fire of the First World War was lit. This time, the family migrated to a village near Yerköy in the province of Yozgat and they stayed there for several years until the war ended. They returned to their favored village in Erzurum – Korucuk. The family then continued to climb lofty stages of knowledge and righteousness and precious places of ethics, asceticism and chastity generation after generation. Many of its ladies and gentlemen were beacons of guidance and edifices of virtues.

			Then Fethullah Arrived!

			Here is the village Korucuk, one of the beautiful villages of Erzurum. Here the Arabian blood still propagated full of the sadness and happiness of its history. Such blood is still the fragrance of Prophethood and is emitting from its arteries with its wounded rising in affirmation of its lineage that goes back to the family of the Messenger of Allah, peace and blessings be upon him. It is a blood that is still carrying the bleeding sorrow and the terror of manslaughter and the pain of exile! Here is a waft of light concealed and well-guarded, transported through the lineage of the Gülen family from long ago! It was not decreed for it to arrive to the lower realm until the first third of the twentieth century had passed. At that time, the earth rebounded when it was at a level of ignorance that portended the emergence of Dajjal, the great imposter! 

			This time the wind blew from western veins! It was freed from the icy mountain of denial of the Truth that was armed with the claws of the wolf and the teeth of the invaders’ lions and the venom of the snakes’ descendants! Blue death swept all of our cities and tore up our bodies!

			On the eleventh day of the eleventh month of the year 1938, Mr. Ramiz Gülen had an appointment with Divine Mercy; for on that day his son, Muhammad Fethullah Gülen was born and with his birth a new meaning for life in Anatolia was born! And one day before that, Kemal Ataturk passed away! 

			Fethullah grew up ascending the stages of conquering, passing through a life that was very far from ordinary! His life was full of marvelous circumstances and he passed through many stages of spiritual strife and heroism which remind us of the karamat al-awliya, or the extraordinary gifts and wonders of the great friends of Allah, the legendary princes and the heroes of ancient history. 

			When the boy attained adulthood the Ottoman mosques embraced him everywhere and their domes pulsated with his deep cry! Birds and sparrows followed his prayers and the chanting of the remembrance of God. The seagulls used to carry the echo of his weeping throughout Anatolia waking sleeping souls and freeing the spirits imprisoned in their physical bodies created from clay! He continued to ascend in his spiritual homes until events started to speak to him with the language of Divine Signs and doves started to carry warnings and good news to him! Then, the Bosporus flew from between his fingers branching into springs that watered the whole world!

			All the signs prove that it was he! It is he who is the possessor of your Path, oh heart! Seek then the secret password and seek when and how you can receive it. Seek within the one whom he had deposited and entrusted it to and seek when he deposited it so that you may gain and decipher the code of the symbols you saw in your old vision! Fethullah has a secret that he does not reveal but if you meet the one who accompanied him you may receive a clue from him! Fethullah is a man who has special times. Thus, accompany his shadow, oh wakeful one, so you may see marvels; and if you find the sycamore seed you would own its forest! Be patient then concerning the obstacles on the road and go ahead!

			Spiritual Incubators

			The narrator of sorrow told me that the incubators of childhood are the farms of secrets! In the incubators’ soil, the seeds of Light were planted as well as the map of the coming conquest and the appointed times for the new era! Who knows? You may learn from Fethullah how to truly become a human being! He may even give you from his childhood a hint about the time of the march of the strong horses from beyond Istanbul’s clouds! He might also give you the time for being all over the world and for crossing the gulf to the sorrowful Andalus and for sailing into other seas during the painful night! Rumiyya’s body is still suffocating the Palestinian birds! There is nothing between the jinn’s entrance into the bottle and the rising of dawn except secret words! Maybe you will be there, oh wakeful one!

			He also told me that the incubators do not appear to everyone; for they were prepared by the Divine Decree for whomever He willed to give a measure of His Command! No saint or spiritual reviver came but by a measured decree; for no river flows except after the rain pours! Thus, get your walking stick and get ready for your journey, oh my son, and depart; for no wayfarer travels into the great souls but returns a great soul himself!

			The First Incubator: Accompanying 
the Grandfather and the Historical Suffering

			Snow is the king of all seasons in the districts and villages of Erzurum! Winter there extends and swallows the rest of the seasons except for a short summer! There is nothing that can overcome the severe coldness of the winds. Nonetheless, there is one wind that is capable of transferring the rough snowy mountains to warm tears as they weep from their sorrow! Such mountains submit to their springs in the middle of winter! What cold can stand the warmness kindled by the begging of spiritual human beings? How can such coldness stand against the fire of the love of the Substitutes (Abdals) in the midst of darkness? 

			Korucuk was there, an extraordinary village! Therein, the spiritual incubations of Fethullah were formed and therein the flower of the new era bloomed and therein the cavalier mounted the saddle of Light racing to the encroachment of darkness! 

			The house was one and the family was big; for there were seven children and a number of grandchildren, all as branches of one and the same tree which was supported by one root. Nonetheless, he was distinguished as a vigilant cub within that big assembly of family giants! There were father, grandfather and grandchild. The grandchild became attached to his grandfather before he became attached to his father! He dwelled in his huge wing in marvelous spiritual company which had a great effect upon his prominent personality. 

			The narrator looked at me and said here, the narration would not be able to describe the glorious stage! Nonetheless, let us leave the barren stories and words and let us knock on the door of “witnessing”! Lift the veil of the words, o wakeful one, and look, here is Şamil Agha (also spelled Shaamil), a name so appropriate for the named! Indeed the grandfather had such a complete personality that it contained all the realities of a subtle and gentle spirit and all the rigor and firmness of a knight’s cavalry. He was strong and august even when he became elderly. He continued to wrap his big turban majestically like Sultan Osman Ghazi, the founder of the Ottoman Empire. Sultan Osman (or Othman in Arabic) never took the turban off his head and no one, even from his family, ever saw him bare-headed. In his longing and states he was a marvelous man from the other world, full of deep meanings!

			Fethullah, the child, used to watch his grandfather carefully and caught glimpses into his inner states which helped tailor his early manhood. He remembers that he never saw his grandfather laugh, he would only smile. He was greatly revered and held in dignity by the people of the village. No one dared to touch the wall of his sanctuary nor approach his retreat or dishonor him.

			By the same high and serious standards he would evaluate the scholars and the shaikhs. He would show great respect to those who were sincere among them and despise the shaikhs who were concerned with getting invited to feasts and he used to call them “the companions of rice.” Şamil’s father, Mulla Ahmed, was the grandson of Khalil Ahlati, who was his fundamental reference for the meaning of sainthood and asceticism; for he was a man of knowledge and a possessor of a lofty position of certitude (yaqin). No one could easily emulate his behavior; for he never used his knowledge and righteousness to make money and he never asked people for anything. He did not even accept gifts. He used to fast and spend the nights praying. He used to eat little, a few olives were enough for him, even though he was one of the richest people; for Allah had enriched him with a wealth he inherited from his father. He inherited a lot of gold which was divided between him and his brother and it was the talk of the city at the time! Nevertheless, the lower realm did not affect his stern asceticism. 

			Mulla Ahmed, who was the great grandfather of Fethullah, had a strong stature. He was tall and had a dignified look. He was a role model in piousness. In the last thirty years of his life he fully devoted himself to Allah to the extent that he never stretched his body on a bed to sleep. Whenever slumber would overcome him, he would put his right hand on his forehead and take a short nap for a few moments! After that he would go to work on the farm or to perform acts of worship or he would immerse himself in his large library to read and contemplate for a long time and no one would dare to ask him to come out. He would leave the library on his own when he heard the call for the Prayer.

			These were the stories told to Fethullah by his grandfather Şamil Agha regarding his great grandfather. A grandfather whose effect influenced the whole family and led their asceticism which led Fethullah, the youth, to witness the virility of the possessors of the lofty states! 

			Şamil Agha’s standards were so high that he would not permit the pseudo saints and pretenders of righteousness any excuses and he would not waver in applying his high standards in evaluating them. “The companions of rice” and the “shaikhs of loafs” failed to pass his exam and so none of them were recognized by him. In this way, none accompanied him on the Path towards Allah except for a very few among the people of knowledge and piousness. One of those righteous people was the Imam of the village, Shaikh Mehmed Efendi who was a truly pious man. He spent about forty years leading people in prayers there. In Şamil Agha’s heart he had a special place; for he loved him and had great respect for him. This is because the Imam was a man of relinquishing (takhliyya) and adorning (tahliyya).8 He was a man of visions and he was truly favored with extraordinary divine gifts! Grandfather Şamil told his grandson the story of when the great earthquake hit the area before the First World War and how all the houses in the area were destroyed. The whole village was ruined and people used to sleep outside from the fear of aftershocks! For many days and nights people lived in such fear until winter arrived and threw its snow in every corner. Wolves were howling everywhere and the situation became so hard on people that they turned to remembering Allah, invoking His Name and supplicating Him to keep their hearts warm. They covered their children with the embrace of remembrance to protect them from the severity of the cold weather in the wilderness. This situation remained like that until the good news arrived! Şamil Agha was on his way to his family’s tent when Imam Mehmed Efendi stopped him and asked him, “Master Şamil, where are you going?” 

			“To the tent,” Şamil Agha replied. The Imam smiled and said, “Good news! There will be no more earthquakes after today, God willing. O people return to your houses and sleep safely and if even a small stone falls on you, you can throw it on my head later!” 

			Şamil Agha marveled at the Imam’s certitude and he asked him, “O Imam, how are you so certain?” 

			With these words, the Imam’s smile faded away and was replaced by reverence and majesty and he gazed at his friend’s face for a while and then he started to tell him about a vision he had with deep faith in its truth.

			Tonight, Allah’s Prophet, Muhammad, peace and blessings be upon him, came to the village and behind him came the four Rightly-Guided Caliphs, may Allah be pleased with them all. Our Master Ali, may Allah be pleased with him, was carrying some stakes. As soon as I saw them I hurried to them. I approached them and was two bow lengths or closer to them so I turned to the Messenger of Allah, peace and blessings be upon him, and he said to me, “Mulla Mehmed!” I responded, “Here I am to serve you, O Messenger of Allah!” He said, “Is this your village?” I said, “Yes, O Messenger of Allah!” The Prophet, peace and blessings be upon him, went towards our Master Guide Ali and said, “O Ali, drive a stake in this village as well.” Thus, our Master Guide, Ali, may Allah honor his face, established one of the stakes there in this location so that the earth would stop shaking here.

			Imam Mulla Mehmed woke up after that feeling peace and tranquility. People then entered their ruined houses and they were safe. 

			Grandfather Şamil repeated this marvelous story many times and he would comment that, “Mulla Mehmed Efendi is one of Allah’s people who received true Signs from the spiritual realm and then reflected its Light through the mirrors of their pure hearts! Today, I know none of them except him!”

			This is why Şamil Agha did not easily believe those who would speak to him about their unveilings and the realities of the spirit until he investigated their state and place and became certain of their righteousness and piousness. The afflictions and the bitter experiences he had in his life had probably made him a sharp critic who strongly rejected the slightest falsehood and dishonesty. In addition, the consecutive displacements that his family experienced due to world wars and regional conflicts as the Russians and the Armenians attacked the region, including the city of Erzurum, and cruelly treated its people, ruining the country, made him as if he were a solider!

			Painful Displacements

			When spiritual alienation unites with displacement, sorrows transform to a severe storm striking the heart with lightning that is a mix of light and fire, causing the new generation to inherit intense yearning for the eternal voyage! This storm instills within the hearts a longing to migrate towards the unknown so that they are not attached to the dusty forms except by a thin attachment which keeps a small lamp in all the places that they migrated to. Whenever walking takes them to the shore of sunset they fuel the fuse of their lamp by the ember of sadness which guides them to cross the surrounding darkness to arrive at a new dawn!

			Şamil, the grandfather, used to sit in the midst of his family at night looking at them with eyes appearing from under a big turban. He would tell stories to his children and grandchildren bringing the characters to life as if they were watching the images of the great ancestors moving in sadness. He would tell them the stories of exiles and displacements which his family had bitterly experienced since the exile from Ahlat in eastern Turkey during the time of the first grandfather, Khalil, until the migration out of Korucuk village at the time of Mulla Ahmed, the great grandfather. He would then tell them about the war with the Russians and how they had to go to Sivas and settle there for a while.

			The grandfather, Şamil Agha, was a young child at that time nearing adolescence. This is why he remembered and could not forget the poverty and the difficult situation they suffered during this migration. He did not forget what he witnessed in Korucuk after the war and how the Russians destroyed it until there was not even a wall left there. The great grandfather, Mulla Ahmed, Şamil’s father, passed away eight years after returning to Korucuk. His sons continued working very hard to restore their wealth. Allah bestowed upon them a great favor and abundant blessings and they were able to buy other properties. But as soon as their condition improved and they had almost restored their wealth the First World War started and people started to leave Erzurum once more until Korucuk was almost empty. 

			The grandfather, Şamil Agha, who was the head of the family at the time, carried everything the family had in five or six carts pulled by cows and he migrated with his family to the village of Yerköy in the province of Yozgat where they settled for many years until the war ended. This time, however, they returned to Korucuk without any food, luggage or farm animals. They used everything they had during their exile and nothing remained of their wealth except two donkeys. Fethullah’s grandmother mounted one of them and she put the youngest child in the family on her lap. On the other donkey the family put their luggage while they all, including the women and the children, walked on foot led by the grandfather, Şamil Agha. It was a long distance that they had to walk on foot!

			Their village, Korucuk, was ruined and there was no trace of houses or gardens or even stables and no trace of life! They spent a very difficult time there without food or drink, struggling with severe poverty. The resolve of grandfather Şamil did not waver and his hope was never shaken. He stood and lined up his sons to battle poverty and hunger. They all worked so hard here and there to build their wealth anew until Allah enriched them once more as a Favor from Him. Şamil Agha was a man whose manhood manifested itself during hardships and through managing crises.

			When he used to talk, his grandchild Fethullah’s spirit would be engulfed by the spirit of the grandfather and would travel therein towards the past until he witnessed the events themselves! There, he would suffer the exile with his family and experience the hardship they went through. He would drink the sadness caused by such afflictions of those times even though during those afflictions he was not yet born. He walked on foot during a migration he did not physically live and he would experience the feeling of hunger, the tiredness of the journey and the taste of bitterness that displacement and poverty causes and he would feel the horror of fire and wars. He would spiritually live it and look admirably at his grandfather and he understood how he became such a majestic revered man. All of these experiences made Şamil Agha behave in a very serious manner concerning his relationship with his family and his relationship with people in general. No one ever saw him laughing out loud and no one can claim to have seen him weeping either, except once! It was a rare experience which occurred with his grandchild Fethullah. It was a secret of the secrets that made the youth discover a vaster realm within his grandfather’s heart that he had not discovered before! This is why their love intensified and was refined to the level of spiritual intimacy and spiritual union. 

			The grandfather loved his children and grandchildren deeply but he never declared this love to any of them except to Fethullah! He even used to beat them sometimes or scold them harshly. The grandchild would remember how the grandfather once had beaten his father, Ramiz, right in front of his eyes! Şamil was a rigid man to a degree close to cruelty. This is how it seemed! This is why any gentle attention he gave to any of them was considered a great mercy on his behalf and they would never forget it. In spite of that he had a unique affectionate relationship with his grandchild, Fethullah. However, it was a concealed affection. Its depth was not expressed outwardly and it was not easy for others to notice it except the one who was meant to grasp it, which was Fethullah, the grandchild. Şamil Agha’s gazes at him would carry deep spiritual messages that would not manifest outwardly except on rare and special occasions that took place only two or three times. These gazes expressed the depth of the feelings that swelled within the heart of the grandfather which opposed the stern outlook he was known by. However, Fethullah received all the messages, and in spite of their rarity, were enough to unveil his grandfather’s reality and which enabled Fethullah to dwell in full spiritual union with him! The grandchild was so familiar with his grandfather in such an extraordinary way and to such an extent that he felt he would not be able to live without his presence or without listening to him.

			A Mountain Explodes into Rivers

			Alvar is a small village in Erzurum only a few kilometers from the village of Korucuk. It had no imam to lead the Prayers so its people asked Fethullah’s father, Ramiz Efendi, to fill that vacuum. It was an opportunity for the young man to experience something new and he did not hesitate to pursue that opportunity. So, Ramiz Efendi decided to go to Alvar after asking permission from his father, Şamil Agha. Thus, he took his small family and went to his new settlement while the grandfather remained with the rest of his children and grandchildren in the family’s big house in Korucuk. 

			Şamil Agha had seven children. Only one of them was a female whose name was Durdane. The six sons were: Fethullah’s father Ramiz, Rasim, Nureddin, Enver, Sefer and Seyfullah. All of them were distinguished by their loving and courteous characters. Their relations with each other were based on respect and the great reverence they had for each other. They were sympathetic, sincere and willing to sacrifice themselves for each other. This is why their family was legendry in Korucuk. 

			Only one week passed after the departure of the small family to Alvar but when the physical time inhabited the spiritual time, it seemed to Fethullah as if it were one year. He was about nine years old but his consciousness was that of mature men. He remembers how he was so happy when his father instructed him to go to Korucuk to bring some branches of the willow tree from the family’s garden so that they could plant them in front of their new house to remind them of their old house in Korucuk.

			The child’s longing for Korucuk was so immense that once his father finished his words, Fethullah ran towards his beloved village feeling as if he were flying. He felt energetic and light and hurried towards the place of love which lifted for him the veil of secrets!

			Fethullah entered the family’s garden unnoticed and he lurked among its trees! Suddenly the passage of time stopped; for the ecstasy of meeting has the eternal moan of love within the hearts of enamored lovers! Fethullah’s eyes opened wide sipping from the nectar of the flowers and the roses moving from one flower to another until he dwelled in a spiritual realm beyond time while it was only a few minutes of earthly time! Then, he saw his grandfather Şamil standing right in front of him like a glorious mountain in the garden. Their eyes locked in a spiritual retreat! Then there was what was!

			The grandfather took a few steps towards his grandchild and no one could fathom which visions led him to move; the visions of beauty or the visions of majesty! One cannot possibly know what swam within his deep ocean and whether there were whales or corals! The ocean does not reveal its secrets until its rolling waves arrive at the shore! He came nearer until he was two bow lengths or closer! His eyes were radiating both eeriness and charisma! But when the mountain could no longer contain its rushing water the rocks exploded into rivers! The consecutive visions flew, destroying all the grandfather’s fortresses and he fell down upon his grandchild thunderstruck! Then, he embraced the child with both hands and burst into tears! All the stones were moved by the power of the flow of a deep inhalation that shook the very core of birds and trees! Indeed, the weeping of the grandfather stimulated awe, and what awe! Their weeping caused all the sadness in history to drift. It agitated all the ends of what had died in one’s life and triggered the misery of one’s past! Who can stop the flood when it rises from every river and valley?

			The wind was exhaling awe between the top of the mountains! The child stood perplexed! His wounded mind was shocked to see his grandfather Şamil crying. To him, the surprise was like a thunderstorm or like a flash of sudden unveiling where the heart is overcome with light so that it does not know how to react! His perplexity did not last for too long, for the little birds in his heart could not stop the echo of weeping from entering into his heart and he did not know how or when he tucked his face into his grandfather’s chest and indulged in pouring his pain out in loud weeping! The blood of history united with the tears of the new era! O doves of lamentation be silent and listen! Here is the wise old man painfully engraving his lament, throwing it from his passing time of sad history into the time of the grandchild, full of thousands of painful wounds! His sobbing exploded from Erzurum and traveled with the wind until its longing echoed on the minarets of Istanbul in the northwest of the country!

			The grandfather continued to repeat verses of sad Turkish poetry which engraved upon Fethullah’s memory an ecstatic pain that he never forgot.

			The rose has left the place 
And the nightingale departed! 
No laughter can keep us warm 
And sobbing does not help us!

			The Second Incubator: A Gnostic Grandmother

			When a woman becomes a teacher all natural sciences fade out and depart, picking their broken foundations. Assimilating into the realm of true teaching, such sciences throw their waste into the garbage basket. When the mother leans towards her child, birds fly chanting, each in a unique way, and all tender twigs produce beautiful roses and spring rejoices!

			The mother or the grandmother or the maternal aunt or the paternal aunt is a princess sitting on the throne of the children’s hearts. She is a nest made of delicate feathers rocking the dreams of beautiful bulbul songbirds! Let her be present here and it would be enough! It does not matter if she speaks or keeps silent; for she fuels the space around her with glowing radiant lamps! Lamps lit with a light without fire fueling them! This is why all beautiful butterflies surround her in the blessed nights! Tender hearts receive the lessons of love with a signature of virtues and the original universal values! Intuitive lessons that achieve their goals completely by their natural flow! The full success of a female teacher and a student cannot be explained by any natural science even though it follows the natural way!

			Munise Hanım, Fethullah’s grandmother, was not an ordinary woman. She possessed lofty spiritual states and stations! During her life’s journey, she accompanied her husband and shared his pain during exile, migration and displacements. She drank the cups of patience and resilience from the well of the Emigrants until she ascended to the station of the speaking silence; of knowing Allah. Thus, her simple presence in a place was the cause of the descent of tranquility and overwhelming mercy. 

			She used to weep abundantly as an act of true worship. She was mostly silent and always in a contemplative mood. She was well-regarded and respected by all scholars and prominent shaikhs of the town. She had a noble personality and she was the first to open the Path to Fethullah to navigate the Way towards knowing Allah! He drank from her silent beautiful fountain a spiritual ecstasy that he did not drink from any other source. He drank the joy of hope and reverence! From her, he learned how to connect with Allah. In her deep silence he saw visions of Light that only belong to those who navigate their way to Allah. 

			She never frowned at the face of her grandchild and never scolded him with a harsh word. On the contrary, she was lenient and gentle, possessing a smile that would rise as light upon her facial features! Her words were gentle, distributing flowers of mercy and beauty, sprinkling dew drops and beautiful fragrance upon everyone she would meet!

			Her grandchild never saw her recoil out of the ocean of her tranquility except one time. It was a very sad day, for his father, Ramiz Efendi felt anger towards his wife, Refia Hanım, and he moved towards her as if he were about to attack her but the grandmother jumped off her seat yelling strong words at him saying, “Beware Ramiz! Stop or I will not grant you forgiveness as is my right as a mother.” The lion immediately retreated broken-hearted, moving slowly in fear, apologizing and feeling regret. The rain fell abundantly upon the burning gardens until they were washed of their disease by the droplets of peace!

			The Third Incubator: 
Paternity Exploding into a Fountain

			Ramiz Efendi was a man of his time and a master in his place! Feeling the present time is a state that not everyone attains; for becoming dull emotionally and infertile spiritually deprives the heart from witnessing the motion of time that flows within things with its indicators escaping from the Orient to the Occident morning and evening! The number of compulsory migrations which displaced Ramiz’s family during his early childhood delayed his pursuit of knowledge for thirty years! Nonetheless, during these thirty years, he learned the most important lesson in life which is his deep consciousness of time! This is why as soon as the situation settled the man hurried to memorize the Qur’an and he was then a head of a household. He devoted his time to pursuing knowledge side by side with his son, Fethullah, and he never felt ashamed of that. Allah opened for him a clear door and he was able to attain tens of spiritual stages in a short time. In an exceptionally short time he was able to cross a large distance and in a few years he belonged to the group of the contemporary prominent scholars of his city. 

			Ramiz Efendi was gifted with a very sharp memory and an intellect that had a remarkable capacity to comprehend. He had passion and a lofty spirit that was always connected to Allah. At times he would attain moments of high spirituality and proximity to Allah during his Prayers. Whenever he entered the Prayer niche He was there! His eyes were always wet with tears. He never knew empty time and never had spare time in his entire life. Whenever he returned home after working the whole day on the farm, he would start reading a chapter or a few chapters of a book even before he took off his shoes! He would be immersed in the book until food was ready for him. For him, reading was a daily function, an intellectual joy, a spiritual ecstasy and a resting time after hard work in the field.

			Even on the way between the farm and the house, he would spend his time as if he were at school; revising what he memorized and memorizing what he had not memorized. His mouth would never stop revising what he had recently memorized of the Qur’an or from reciting Ottoman-Turkish, Arabic and Persian poetry that he had learned. His son, Fethullah, had received a lot of knowledge from him and memorized it by listening to him repeating it over and over. Through this method, Fethullah memorized the Burda Poem9 of al-Busiri in its full length as well as many Arabic, Turkish and Persian poems. He also memorized his father’s sermons and admonishments which he often delivered in the mosque.

			Fethullah still remembers Shaikh Halil Hoja who came to visit them in Korucuk. He also remembers the shaikh spending a few days in their house. He was a great scholar, well-respected by the elite scholars as well as by ordinary people. Ramiz accompanied him all the time and never left his gatherings and received from him Islamic knowledge and Qur’anic sciences. 

			When the glorious Shaikh left Korucuk and went to the village of Maslahat, Ramiz followed him and he was away from his family for two years! At that time Fethullah was not even five years old! He felt like an orphan, especially during winter when the days were extremely cold! 

			During that time the father studied both Arabic and Persian and increased his knowledge remarkably. After he returned to his village he devoted all his time to practicing the tajwid—the art of the recitation of the Qur’an, under Shaikh Sulayman Efendi.

			Ramiz Efendi continued to immerse himself in the realm of knowledge and gnosis in quest of wisdom. He always wrapped himself with the garment of dignity. When Fethullah’s youthful consciousness opened, Allah made him receptive to his father. His father was thirty-five years old at that time. He used to wear an upright turban that appeared majestic on top of his head. He never saw his father without the turban just as he never saw his grandfather, Şamil Agha, without one. Nonetheless, his father had a sense of humor which was the result of his marvelous intelligence and quick intuitive wit. His forced displacement taught him great wisdom that was manifested in his speech. He never spoke without a just assessment; all the shaikhs would marvel when they conversed with him. He had accurate expressions, beautiful articulation, lofty ethics and honorable manners.

			Ramiz had strong determination and intense endurance; for he lived through stages of turbulence and the disturbing transformation of Turkey from the Ottoman Empire to the modern secular country. He loved these afflictions and what they entailed. In that era, the Arabic language was sentenced to death and the rich Ottoman-Turkish was annihilated. Teaching and learning Arabic and memorizing the Qur’an posed a risk of great danger for both teachers and students. It was considered a crime equal to drug trafficking! Nonetheless, with his great determination, Ramiz learned to read and write Arabic. This was the case of many Turks at that time; as many of them were displaced, and found themselves in the midst of wars. But in spite of all such dangers and difficulties, Ramiz mastered the art of Qur’anic recitation and entered the circle of the scholars and the shaikhs, drinking from the spring of spiritual mysteries and sciences. Moreover, Ramiz made his house a meeting place for the shaikhs. Most of his guests were shaikhs and his house was rarely without their presence. 

			Beside most of the houses of Eastern Anatolia, where severe coldness sucked the veins of water and blood, there were stables for horses and a special room for guests. Both the stable and the guest room surrounded the house in a marvelous geometric architecture that transmitted the warmth of the stable into the whole house, especially the guest room. 

			In the long days of winter, which can last nine months in Erzurum, people used to always burn coal or wood logs in a stove in the middle of the living room. The pot of coffee and coffee cups were always put beside the stove and made handy for all visitors and guests.

			Ramiz’s house was always full of people. It was a house that melted the icy climate with its warm hospitality and by the warm embrace of all the guests, especially the shaikhs and the scholars. They all loved to meet at that house whose lineage was pure and kind and it left its trace on Fethullah’s personality. He used to sit with his father and the scholars, receiving at a very young age subtle knowledge and many sciences that were beyond the capacity of many of his peers. Beside the scholars, there were imams of mosques who were honored in that full house. Many of them built their houses on Gülen family’s land and became part of their province. 

			During the years when teaching the Qur’an was forbidden, Ramiz Efendi dug a secret tunnel in his stable that opened at the nearby house of the imam! Through this secret passage Ramiz and his children would go to the imam’s house to learn the Qur’an and then they would return home through the passage they came from. Ramiz used to conceal the tunnel’s entrance with straw and animal dung. 

			Ramiz’s act had a great impact upon his son, Fethullah. Seeing his father at that age endure such difficulties in quest of knowledge made the son’s intellect mature very early; so much so that he never accompanied his peers during his childhood and adolescent years. He did not know children’s games or the fun of youths; for he always accompanied the adults. Thus, the chivalry, strength and characteristics of manhood were imprinted on him while he was still a young child. 

			There is no doubt that his father Ramiz was behind Fethullah’s acquisition of such traits; for he let his son accompany him on his difficult path in his quest for knowledge. He let him sit around the same nourishing table which one can never have enough of, especially sitting around the table of Muhammed Lutfi Efendi, the Imam of the village of Alvar. Even though Fethullah could not at that time understand everything the old man said, he would always memorize whatever the wise man uttered! After every meeting he would return to his mother, grandmother and his uncles’ wives and tell them every word the Imam of Alvar had uttered; for he felt an ecstasy that cannot be described and experienced a joy that never ends! 

			Thus he inherited the love of the noble Companions, may Allah be pleased with all of them. His family was a Sunni family. Ramiz had obtained a station of comprehension and lofty love for the Companions. He also revered all the prominent Islamic scholars and jurists as well as the great Imams. Regarding his noble love for the Companions it led him to experience ecstatic epiphanies that blew his mind away! He used to read their biographies often and reread them without experiencing any boredom. He read them so often that the pages were worn out from their extensive use! Whenever he would talk about any of the Companions during family gatherings he would become absent in the realm of witnessing! He would fly away with his spirit and ascend with his innermost being to a lofty dimension to the extent that his eyes would look up as if they were following his spirit seeing another realm! He would then tell his children what he grasped of this lofty realm and what he witnessed so they would all feed from the nectar of pure love for the Noble Messenger’s Companions who were the fruits of the Prophet’s guidance and nobility. Thus, the presence of the Companions within the children’s hearts became a “live reality” and their names where often mentioned by the children as if they were family members! 

			On the path of pursuing knowledge, a friendship between the father and his child formed. It was a friendship whose current did not reach the rest of the children even though he still overwhelmed them with love and kindness which made their spirits attain the station of pious and faithful children. For Fethullah, however, his father had a secret love concealed within his heart; for he found in him a great fondness for memorizing the Qur’an and acquiring knowledge. Thus, the father would treat him as he treated the spiritual masters and shaikhs. When they used to sit together in a room, he would put a warm pillow underneath Fethullah to keep him warm and would thus raise him to face him as he would do for his spiritual teachers. If there were other people in the room, he would still secretly put the warm pillow underneath Fethullah.

			The relationship between Fethullah and his father was that of fellowship on the path of knowledge. He must have seen in Fethullah the characteristics of a genius and had great hope in him. He must have seen a marvelous future for him with his insight and so he cared about guiding the talents within his son so that they would grow. At the same time Fethullah would be sitting to memorize his daily Qur’an lesson, the father would sit to memorize his own lessons to encourage his son and make memorizing the Qur’an even more appealing to him. It can’t be described how the child used to acquire from him such energy and a lively attitude. Fethullah would feel ecstatic when competing with his father and trying to memorize his lessons before him with a feeling of playful joy and the ecstasy of winning the race!

			In spite of the playful attitude he and his father had together, Fethullah does not recall that he ever saw his father deviate from his sublime state and respectful attitude and so he never dared to act impolitely with his father nor with his brothers. His father was always in between two states of expressing love and sentimental appreciation, radiating beauty, and expressing toughness, radiating majesty.

			Disciplining the Self

			Fethullah would never forget the holy lesson he received one day from his father’s lofty position in the form of a flogging silence of burning visions! It would have been easier on him if these burning visions were replaced by one hundred physical floggings! He was around fifteen years old when he smoked to emulate some of the men in the village; for it is a natural tendency for youngsters to try to emulate what they think characterizes manhood and virility. Fethullah started to smoke cigarettes as rich men do! He continued to smoke for a whole month until his father discovered signs of imbalance in the smart youth. He did not scold or punish him but he chose a spiritual method to discipline him which deeply shook the youth from within!

			In one of their private meetings, while the son was sitting in front of his father, the father sat crossed-legged with a condescending attitude that was not his usual manner. Then he took out of his pocket the same box of cigarettes that the youth had hidden under his pillow and lit a cigarette with the youth’s lighter and pretended that he was about to smoke it; and he was not a smoker. The son fell into heavy silence and he started to sweat until his entire shirt became wet and he felt great shame. He was so embarrassed and felt a deep regret that he had never experienced before in his life. He wished to be swallowed by a sinkhole. He never imagined that he would sit in front of his father in this disturbing situation. He saw his father imitate the fake and cheap pretensions that do not befit the majestic characteristic of a knowledgeable man with a beautiful soul. This practical lesson was enough to make the youth make an immediate decision to never smoke again.

			The Fourth Incubator: A Mother Profiting 
from Qur’anic Sparks at Night

			At the time of alienation, the Qur’an radiates a peculiar Light! Whoever holds onto its verses its embers would burn his sorrows! But who can risk swimming against the current in the middle of a severe storm? Such was Fethullah’s mother, Refia Hanım, the Qur’an teacher who taught the women of the whole village. She took the vow of throwing herself in the burning bosoms of the Qur’an lovers!

			She inherited her passion for the Qur’an from her father, Mulla Sayyid Ahmed. He used to finish the Qur’an every three days. If something would delay him he would finish it in a week. He often established night vigils and fasted. He lived far from the cities and their adornments. He would go to the city only for a necessity as he witnessed a lot of corruption in his time and in his people. He lived with Allah during all of his states. His pious image remained alive in the memory of his daughter, Fethullah’s mother. Thus, she herself became a symbol of enduring life by the Qur’an, especially when the “modern” nation state started to exile the Qur’an reciters and even violently annihilate them. 

			Midnight was the appointed time for the exiled bird; for there was no chance to recite aloud during the morning! How could the bird chant in the morning when the snipers’ guns had directed their terrifying mouths towards all the green trees, looking to hear a single song in order to treacherously stop the beautiful voice of love with thousands of gunshots? 

			Fethullah was four years old when he started to sit as a student in the middle of the night repeating the melodic Qur’anic verse that sat upon fueled hearts with glowing tears within his mother’s eyes. 

			The snow was striking the besieged land, accumulating on windows and doors, dispatching a bitterly cold anger as a storm circulating through all houses, disposing of trees and stones. Bodies curled under heavy covers, terrified of its fierce canines except these two guests who were flying with the fueled sentiment of mother and child! The heat of longing and the fire of sadness lit with their hearts were enough; for it was stronger than winter with its bitter coldness! Their warm breath was circulating around the room blocking the cold tongue from sneaking through the cracks of windows and doors, and repulsing the coldness back on its tracks as it evaporated under the fire of alienation!

			The mother recited her chant and with each breath the lessons from the verses of the Qur’an became obvious. The child was receiving one breath after another. The longing of those who were weakened was ignited in the sky of the sad night as hope flying with wounded wings. The four year old child completed the recitation of the entire Qur’an within thirty nights of earthly time which perpetually connected to Heaven’s blessings, like reaching the Sidrat al-Muntaha—the Lot Tree of the furthest limit, of the Qur’anic Ascent!

			His father announced a celebration for finishing the Qur’an and invited the whole village to a dinner in honor of his wonderful son. Fethullah still remembers how one of the guests joked with him saying, “O boy, this is your wedding feast.” Fethullah was drowned in shyness, as he was a child raised in a house of modesty and chastity. He could not contain his feelings and he almost cried. It was an evening whose beauty and majesty he would never forget! Until now, it continues to supply him with longing for the Qur’an and its lights whenever the Caller calls him to travel in a spiritual ascent towards the stations of the lofty assembly! Since then, the doors of extraordinary spiritual gifts of relief have opened for him whenever the arid earth narrowed its passage in his face throughout all the tribulations of his life. His mother is still standing behind him with her pious personality providing him with signals of openings, blowing on him the spiritual good news whenever the siege is intensified around the houses.

			This was how the night often was. When the morning would come the mother would stop unveiling the wounds, preparing to give her utmost effort for the morning duties. She would go to help her husband on the farm and she would milk the cattle then return to the house to cook for a family of fifteen to twenty members. When sunset approached she would go to the women of the village who hid themselves behind the veil of sadness. She was challenging the watchers who were armed with iron and fire. She would go to teach these women the Qur’an. One cannot but wonder in perplexity how much patience she had and how much effort she exerted at this difficult time!

			In the village of Alvar her efforts intensified and she was always sick with pains that would not leave her day or night. Why was she often sick and in pain? She was responsible for raising eight children from among eleven stars she gave birth to one after the other. Three passed away, but eight survived. What added to her strife was that she had to leave her older daughter in Korucuk as a helping hand to the grandmother. She had favored her pious mother-in-law over her own self. Since that time, Fethullah took his older sister’s role and became his mother’s best helper; for even though he was only ten years old, he was the second oldest child in the household after his older sister. He used to knead the bread dough, cook food, wash dishes and clothes and he would still do his Qur’an homework to memorize the Noble Qur’an. He probably did not realize at that time that destiny was preparing him for a special life in which he would find himself alone and in need of using the skills he mastered at that age. 

			Refia Hanım made her son a man who became the possessor of Divine Secrets, with their night appointments and morning concerns! She made of her generation and her daughters’ generation mothers who raised lions and cubs. They became the offshoots of the Clear Conqueror in the battle of the new age!
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