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			Preface

			How Well Do We Know Our Prophet?

			The pride of this entire universe, Prophet Muhammad, peace and blessings be upon him, is still living within us, fresher than the scent of daisies, despite the long centuries that have passed since his birth. 

			Time passes by and people grow older; some thoughts stale, fossilize, and become parts of history. However, the path that the Prince of Prophets opened centuries ago, keeps its greenness and freshness by renovating and adjusting, like a new sprout.

			Today, throughout most of the world, whether it be Africa, Central Asia, or the United States of America, the revival of this path is witnessed. Real men and women of Allah continuously discuss the Prophet’s conceptions, and, in doing so, with their tools for embroidery making, they knit the finest lacework and canvas embroidery on behalf of faith and virtues. 

			Turkish poet Mehmet Akif Ersoy once stated:

			Worldly possessions are tributes of his 
Let all and single owe that Innocent 
All humanity owes him, in fact 
O Lord, revive us with that thought only!

			Our Prophet, a person, that all of humanity is indebted to, was also a human. That is not to say that he was not a distinguished human being. That much is clear to us, as it was recorded and communicated to us by the Sublime Creator. 

			If we were to look into the life of the Prophet, then we would clearly see that he acted according to revelations, he did not overlook even the smallest of his duties, he was so sincere, he constantly called people to Allah’s unity and existence, and his intentions and objectives were open and clear.

			On a different note though, if we were to observe the way he lived, then among the most notable things that we can see would be the profound truthfulness of his words and attitudes, his being the best in the matter of being a trustee, his being precise in accomplishing a taken duty, and his solving seemingly unsolvable problems in a tremendously easy manner that was accepted by everyone and his sincerity. 

			Because of his being the last and most universal among Prophets and his position in the sight of our Lord, all of the Prophets that were sent before him and their sacred scripts told about Prophet Muhammad, peace and blessings be upon him, informed about his coming and gave glad tidings about him. These glad tidings and messages were so obvious and detailed that some members of those religions learned all the peculiarities that belonged to him as well as the ability to recognize him. This helped in the sense that he was recognized and believed in almost instantly.

			Our Prophet used to be a recipient of revelations, similar to all of the Prophets before him. As a proof of his Prophethood, clear and tremendous miracles that were easily understood and regarded by everyone were experienced. Each and every phase of his life effectuated in various ways the fact of his being selected and inaccessibility. The smallest and whitest of lies couldn’t even be detected in his jokes. He was so honest.

			From the very moment that he honored the face of this earth till his passing away, he showed extraordinary patience in facing problems, torture, and trouble. In the face of innumerable non-humanly attitudes of others to him as well as his kith and kin, he was able to set forth an example of forgiveness and forbearance. 

			With his immense compassion that embraced not only all of humanity, but even animals, he attracted attention from everyone, despite their being his friends or enemies. While he had the chance of achieving and possessing everything, he preferred leading a modest and simple life. He never expected anything for what he did. Even in times that he found himself cornered and left alone, he never showed signs of fear and despair. But when it came to worshipping Allah, he was the most advanced and profound out of everyone… In short, he was an ideal example of perfect conduct of a good temper. 

			The message conveyed by an ideal example of the entire humanity, Prophet Muhammad, peace and blessings be upon him, is a source of tranquility. The only way to convey this tranquility to humankind again is to introduce him and his luminous message to our people. For this reason, people will love him the more they get to know him, and because of that love, a luminous generation that embellishes our reveries, will emerge. 

			While in the gallows, the disbelievers asked one of the leaders of the blessed generation, Hubayb ibn Adiyy, “Would you be happy if he was sacrificed in your place?” If he had answered, “Yes,” he would have been saved from being sentenced to death. As, he was (not an ordinary person but he was) a Companion of the Messenger of Allah, he gave an appropriate answer: “By Allah, I would not like that to happen. Let alone his being executed instead of me, I would not even wish that a single prickle hurt his feet.” This is merely one simple example of the ecstatic love that people have for our Prophet. 

			Attaining that very love and care can only come from knowing him. Knowing him, above all things, is possible through reading books and listening to lectures about him. Very nice treatises and books were published concerning that topic and continue to be. A treatise that you are now holding in your hands is one of the latter, which is aimed at understanding and explaining the luminous life of our Prophet.

			We sincerely hope and wish that this book is beneficial to everyone who reads it.

		

	
		
			Life Chronology of Our Prophet

			Before going into the life experiences of our Prophet, we have chronologically listed important dates throughout the Prophet’s life. We hope that this list will help enliven the Prophet’s life in your eyes.

			571 – On the 12th night of the month of Rabi al-Awwal (April, 20), Prophet Muhammad, peace and blessings be upon him, honored this world with his birth. 

			575 – The foster mother of the Messenger of Allah, Halima, handed him to his mother, Amina bint Wahb.

			577 – Our Prophet lost his mother in the village of Abwa, situated in between Mecca and Medina. His grandfather, Abdul Muttalib, adopted him into his family.

			579 – Abdul Muttalib left this world to the Hereafter. Our Prophet started to share a home with his uncle Abu Talib ibn Abdul Muttalib. 

			583 – With his uncle, Abu Talib, he went to Damascus (territories of contemporary Syria and Lebanon) for trading purposes. Here, Priest Bahira discovered that the Messenger of Allah was the last expected Prophet.

			590 – He joined the Alliance of the Virtuous.

			591 – Started his trading business.

			596 – He went to Sham again for trading purposes. Three months later he married Khadija bint Khuwaylid. In their wedlock, they had six children, two boys and four girls. Their names were Qasim, Zaynab, Ruqayyah, Umm Kulthum, Fatima, and Abdullah.

			605 – He hammered out a conflict that happened between tribes during the reconstruction of the Ka’ba.

			610 – In the Cave of Hira on the Mountain of Light, he communicated his first revelation and had attained the duty of Prophethood.

			613 – At Safa, he had openly communicated the message for the first time. He had arranged dining tables for his close relatives during the conveying of his message. Disbelievers started to torture Muslims. 

			615 – The first migration to Abyssinia, the territory of contemporary Ethiopia, took place. A group of fifteen people, four of which were women, set off to Abyssinia to protect themselves from violence and practice their religion in a much better way. The son in law of our Prophet, Uthman ibn Affan, led them. In the same year, Hamza ibn Abdul Muttalib and Umar ibn al-Khattab converted to Islam.

			616 – The second migration to Abyssinia took place. This time, a group of 101 people, eighteen of which were women, moved to Abyssinia under the leadership of Jafar ibn Abu Talib. During that period, attempts of a non-believer, Amr ibn As (who converted to Islam later) to convince the Negus in the matter of not protecting Muslims ended in vain. The Negus allowed Muslim migrants to stay in his country. 

			617 – A group of prominent people of Quraysh, consisting of 40 people, gathered at the chieftaincy of Abu Jahl, where they decided not to have any kind of business with Muslims, not to allow their children to marry Muslims, not to have meetings with them, and to cease all economic and social relations with them. They wrote it down in the form of a treaty and stamped it, after which appealed it on a single piece of cloth and hung it inside the Ka’ba. In doing so, they hoped that by harassing Muslims, they would make them surrender the Prophet. By taking the pledge of not doing anything against this decision, they started intolerantly applying these laws. In this manner, a social and economic boycott against Muslims took place that lasted for three long years. 

			619 – The Boycott ended. The son of the Prophet, Qasim, and then his other son, Abdullah, passed away. After a while, his uncle Abu Talib and Khadija died in the same year as well.

			620 – The Messenger of Allah went to Ta’if, where he was treated terribly. 

			621 – The Night journey and Ascension took place this year. In the same year realization of Aqaba Pledge took place, where twelve Medinans Pledged to the Messenger of Allah. Six people conferred in the Hill of Aqaba with the Messenger of Allah and then converted to Islam. After the Hajj Season, they returned to Medina. By explaining everything experienced to their kith and kin, they started to spread Islam all over Medina. A year later, in the Season of Hajj, there came twelve people, ten of whom were from the tribe of Khazraj and two more—from Aws, who had already become Muslims, to confer with the noble Prophet. The Messenger of Allah appointed Mus’ab ibn Umayr to preach Islam in Medina. 

			622 – The Second Aqaba Pledge was committed. Muslims of Mecca and then our Prophet emigrated from Mecca to Medina. The Prophet’s Mosque was constructed. The first adhan was recited. 

			623 – The Direction of the qiblah was changed from Al-Aqsa Mosque in Jerusalem to the Ka’ba by the command of Allah the Almighty. 

			624 – The Battle of Badr took place with the hypocrites of Mecca. In the same year, Muslims confronted Jews of the tribe of Banu Qaynuqa and sent them away from Medina. Fasting in the month of Ramadan was ordained. The first religious festive day prayer was performed. Paying purifying alms was ordained, too. The daughter of the Messenger of Allah, Ruqayyah, passed away. Ali ibn Abu Talib married Fatima. The first prayer of the Eid of Sacrifice was performed. 

			625 – Battle of Uhud took place.

			627 – Battle of the Trench took place. According to the covenant, Jews of the tribe of Banu Qurayza were to protect Medina together with Muslims during the Battle of the Trench. However, they did not fulfill their duty. Moreover, they disregarded all clauses within the Aqaba Pledge, and in a very critical part of the battle, they joined hypocrites. After the battle, the Messenger of Allah drew his army towards Banu Qurayza and eliminated them, too.

			628 – The Messenger of Allah and his Companions set forth to Mecca for minor pilgrimage. Uthman ibn Affan was sent there as an emissary. As soon as news of Uthman’s martyrdom reached our beloved Prophet, he took pledge from Companions to fight against them. This pledge was called the Pledge of Ridwan. When that information reached hypocrites, they set Uthman ibn Affan free. The hypocrites were very resolute in not letting Muslims visit the Ka’ba. Therefore they sent an envoy to the Messenger of Allah to negotiate a treaty. The Messenger of Allah accepted all the clauses of the treaty, which primarily seemed to not be in the Muslims favor; however, later on they turned to be in favors of Muslims. In this way, a Hudaybiya Reconciliation with the Meccan hypocrites was signed. 

			629 – Letters of calling into Islam were sent to rulers of that age. The Messenger of Allah sent Dihya ibn Khalifa al-Kalbi to the Byzantine emperor, Heraclius; Amr ibn Umayya ad-Damri to the Abyssinian king (the Negus) Ashama ibn al-Abjar; Abdullah ibn Hudhafah as-Sahmi to the Persian (Sassanian) king (Khosrau II) Khusraw Parviz; Hatib ibn Abu Balta’ah to Egyptian vicegerent (the Muqawqis) Juraij ibn Matta; Sulayt ibn Amr al-Amiri to the chief of Yamama, Hawdha ibn Ali; Shuja ibn Wahb to the king of Damascus, Harith ibn Abi Shamir al-Ghassan, with the purpose of inviting them to Islam. In the same year, the Battle of Khaybar took place. Victory, gained at Khaybar almost made all the Jews of Arabia surrender to Islamic government. Furthermore, Battles of Byzantine and Muta took place in the same year. 

			630 – Mecca was conquered. The Holy Ka’ba was purified and cleared from all idols. During the Battle of Hunayn (against tribes of Saqif and Hawazin), Muslims prevailed and won. The Expedition to Tabuk was accomplished. The Byzantine army did not dare confront the Muslim army because of their poor military preparations. Therefore, a battle did not take place.

			632 – Our beloved Prophet performed the Farewell Pilgrimage. He later fell ill and passed away.

		

	
		
			Our Beloved Prophet is from 
the Progeny of Prophet Abraham

			After Prophet Ibrahim, peace be upon him, his son Ismail, peace be upon him, lived a settled life here, and he had twelve sons. It was clear that his son Nabit was different from the others. The same kind of particularity could be seen in his son Yashjub, and this line of distinction passed down with Yarub, Tayrah, Muqawwim, Udad and Adnan. It was clear that this line had a special nobleness and a particularity that could carry the weight of Prophethood. The same special character of the Prophet’s forefathers to the twentieth degree could be well observed, after Adnan, Maad, Nizar, Mudar, Malik, Fihr, Ghalib, Luayy, Ka’b, Murra, Kilab, Qusayy (Zayd), Abdimanaf (Mughira), Hashim (Amr) and Abdul Muttalib (Shayba), and a light that was the indication of the Prince of the Universe could be seen on their foreheads. 

			Abdullah, the last son of Abdul Muttalib, was a monument of chastity. That’s why Abdul Muttalib loved him above all his children.

			One day, Abdul Muttalib went to the leader of the Zuhra tribe, Wahb ibn Abdimanaf, and told him that they were asking for the hand of Amina, who was an honorable girl of great lineage. After a short while Abdul Muttalib’s son Abdullah and Wahb’s daughter Amina got married, so a new family was formed. 

			Abdullah was a tradesman, and soon after his marriage, he went on a trade caravan. He became ill and died, and was buried in Medina. The inheritance he had left behind was five camels, some sheep and an Abyssinian slave girl by the name of Umm Ayman. When news of his death reached Mecca, the family of Abdul Muttalib was thrown into great grief. However, they had to be patient, for Amina was pregnant with the one, whose coming the whole world was eagerly awaiting. 

			Meanwhile, Abraha, the governor of Yemen at that time, gathered his army to destroy the Ka’ba in Mecca. However, his army was miraculously completely destroyed. Minds were blown away, and it was now clear to all that the Ka’ba built by Prophets Ibrahim and Ismail, peace be upon them, through prayer and physical efforts would never be destroyed. Now the world was getting ready to see the fruit of their prayer.

		

	
		
			The Happy Birth

			The date was 20 April 571. Around 50 days had passed after the incident with the elephants. The lunar calendar was showing the 12th of the month of Rabi al-awwal. It was a Monday. The dawn was about to break and a birth was taking place that would bring light to all darkness. With Amina were present Shifa, the mother of Abdurrahman ibn Awf, and Fatima, the mother of Uthman ibn Abi’l-As. Then the Last Prophet, peace and blessings be upon him, whose good tidings had been sung for centuries, honored the world with his coming, with a very easy birth.

			Word was sent immediately to Abdul Muttalib who was praying at the Ka’ba at the time. He hurried to the house. When he held the Light that the universe had been waiting for, his beard was washed with tears. The fatherless son of the son he loved most, the son of Abdullah, had now come to life and was looking at him with meaningful eyes. The mark between his shoulder blades had caught everyone’s attention; this was the mark of Prophethood of the Last Messenger as described by many religious scholars.

		

	
		
			The Years with the Wet Nurses

			It was the custom in Mecca to send children to wet nurses in the villages so that they may grow up to be strong and that they may learn a pure Arabic since Mecca had a very hot and tiring atmosphere. Some tribes who lived away from the city were able to preserve their pure culture unadulterated by the inequities witnessed in the cities at the time of the Period of Ignorance. It was common practice for children to be sent away to have a healthier upbringing, and this practice had turned into a trade. There was a market for wet nurses in Mecca, people would gather here at particular times, the wet nurses and the parents of children would meet there and then the children would go with the wet mothers to the desert.

			Likewise, Harith ibn Abduluzza and his wife Halima bint Abdullah ibn Harith had come from the land of Banu Sad with ten other women. The drought had been going on for some time, and there was nothing left at hand. The children in their entourage cried for a morsel to eat, but the mothers had no means to feed them. Because they themselves had not been able to eat for some time, their milk had dried up, and they were desperate for a little drop of anything in order to calm their children. Their only hope was for rain to fall. The way to Mecca had seemed endless. The thin donkey that Halima was riding and Harith’s old camel had trouble walking, and they kept falling behind their friends. When they finally made it to Mecca, their friends had already done their trade and each of them had taken a child to look after for a while and was now getting ready for the journey back. Halima and Harith started to look for children to wet nurse too. Only Muhammad, Abdullah’s fatherless son, was left in the town. Those who had knocked upon their door had decided not to take him when they learnt that his father was dead for fear that the family would not be able to pay the wet nurse’s wages. Of course they were unaware that he was the person to whom everybody would turn to soon.

			Halima and Harith came to the door as well, and like the others, they also went to look for another baby, in fear of not getting paid. But they found none, and they did not want to return empty handed after their long journey. Halima said to her husband: “I don’t want to go back among my friends without having taken a child to breast-feed. Let’s go and take that orphan and then return.”

			“Do so if you want to, maybe Allah will give us plenitude and good fortune through him,” said Harith, and so they returned to Abdul Muttalib’s door.

			When Amina saw that they had returned, she first told them that the boy they wanted was no ordinary child. She then spoke about the ease she experienced during her pregnancy, her dream and what she had been told to be the meaning of this dream, for he was entrusted to Amina to keep not just for herself but for the whole of humanity till the end of time. That’s why he had to be shown extra care, and not a single hair strand on his head could be injured.

			The family of Harith felt great contentment when they took the child from Amina. When Halima as-Sadia took him in her arms, she wanted to breast-feed him immediately. She was surprised to see that her breasts that had dried up were now filled with milk! First the Messenger of Allah and then the son of Halima, Abdullah, suckled from the breast. Then they both went to sleep. Normally, Abdullah was a restless child who would be impossible to put to sleep.

			When they came near the old camel, they saw that the camel’s udders were also full of milk, for even it had benefited from this good fortune. They milked the camel and drank, and the night they spent in Mecca was the happiest ever in their lives. The next morning Harith had turned to Halima to say: “Know this well Halima, you have chosen your suckling child very wisely, from a very auspicious family.”

			Just like her husband, Halima had also realized the plenitude bestowed upon them. She said: “I swear by Allah, that is what I believe as well.”

			They finished their business in Mecca, and having found a suckling child, they set off for their homeland. Amina looked at her son affectionately as he departed for a long while, and she entrusted him to the hands of the Gracious Lord who has all the power and honor, so that nothing bad should befall him.

			When Halima as-Sadia mounted her donkey with the Messenger of Allah, peace and blessings be upon him in her arms, she realized that the thin and weak animal that she had come to Mecca with had somehow changed and now was walking very briskly. Such was their pace that they had caught up with their friends who had left Mecca a day earlier, and it was clear that they would not be left behind this time. Their friends were trying to understand how it was that they did not seem to have any sign of tiredness while they themselves were exhausted from the journey. The called out to Halima: “O daughter of the Zuayb tribe, what is going on with you? Were you not the one who was always left behind? Or is this not the same donkey you rode when coming to Mecca?”

			The now self-assured Halima answered with the joy of the grace she had been bestowed: “I swear it is! It is the very same donkey I came to Mecca with.”

			And then she added: “I have verily chosen the most auspicious suckling baby ever.”

			They asked: “Is that the son of Abdul Muttalib?”

			Yes, there was true goodness in this event and Halima and Harith, who were always after good deeds, were now experiencing the goodness they had always hoped for.

			The grace they had attained was not limited to the easing of their journey; on their return they would see that their land which was normally dry and not very fertile, would start to yield much better, and their sheep, whose stomachs would be full with the good produce of their land would produce much more milk. The owners of other herds would chastise their shepherds: “Woe to you! Go graze the sheep where Halima grazes hers so that our sheep also return with their bellies filled with milk.”

			Halima as-Sadia was now someone whom everyone viewed with envy due to the plenty she was experiencing.

			Two years passed in this manner, with visits to Mecca every six months. The Pride of the Universe had thus grown up. He was no longer suckling; the time that had been agreed upon had come. Although they were reluctant to do it, they had to bring the little Muhammad back to his mother.

		

	
		
			The Death of Amina

			For a while, the most beloved servant of Allah lived with his mother. Amina was doing her best not to let little Muhammad feel the absence of his father. Sometimes he would go around with Abdul Muttalib, and sometimes he spent time with his uncles.

			Amina loved Medina; she set off for the city both in order to visit her relatives and to pray at the grave of her late husband. She took what he left behind, their slave Umm Ayman and their only son, on this journey with her. They came all the way to Medina. Memories of the past had been awakened and it was a bitter-sweet reunion. The Messenger of Allah was praying at his father’s grave whom he had never seen. He was bereft. Maybe this was the first time he felt deep inside that he had lost his father. His state affected his mother as well. Before long, Amina fell ill there. Her illness advanced very quickly. A month or so had passed since she had come to Medina and they had to return to Mecca at the first opportunity. They set off on the road despite the difficulties.

			When they came near the village of Abwa, Amina’s illness reached unbearable proportions. She had no more power in her knees and she could find no energy to take a single step further. They made a stop under a tree. It was clear that their time together on earth was going to end here and Amina was about to take her leave. The sad mother had locked her eyes unto her son from whom she expected great deeds in the future. Her eyes gave way to tears and her heart was gulping down grief. She was now going to leave her fatherless son a complete orphan in the middle of this desert. The tears running down her cheeks had also made Umm Ayman and the Messenger of Allah weep as well; it was as if the whole of Abwa was in mourning. There was a great and indescribable flow of emotion between mother and son. At last, she took her son’s soft velvety hand into her own and after looking at her dearest son for a long while, she said the following: “May Allah give you grace. You are the son of a father who escaped death, with the help of Allah, from the King of Mannan in return for a hundred camels! If what I saw in my sleep is true, you will be the awaited Prophet who will be sent to all creation by the All Forceful and All Giving One. You will teach them the allowed and prohibited things and acts, you will consolidate what you have been bequeathed by your forefather Ibrahim who was the epitome of goodness, and with the help of Allah you will draw the people away from the idols that they have long formed an attachment to.”

			She seemed very sure of herself as she said these final words. She seemed to be speaking with the awareness that she was entrusting her one and only child, who now had no one, to the Owner of all things. Then she added the following: “All living things face death every minute of the day, each new thing will have to grow old, and each great thing will also fade. I die today, but my name will remain forever, for I gave birth to a pure child and I leave the best here as I leave.”

			Having said this, she closed her eyes never to open them again and then she breathed her last. Sadly, with his father in Medina, another trace of the Last Messenger would be left in Abwa.

			Maybe Allah had taken his father and mother away to His realm so that they may not feel the obligation of being the Prophet’s parents and instead, be the Prophet’s “foster children” when it came to his teachings; making both of them and the noble Prophet content.

			On the face of it they seemed not to have had the chance to become members of the Ummah; but Allah the Almighty had raised them to the level of a spiritual Ummah and let them thus partake in the virtue, goodness and happiness of the other Ummah.

			It is known that the mother and father of our beloved Prophet were living a life that was in keeping with the Hanif religion of Prophet Ibrahim. They were people of the fatrat (interregnum) period in which revelation had not yet been revealed. As can be understood especially from the words of mother Amina, they were among the few people who had embraced this sound and pure belief and they had left the best child on earth to the world of humanity and that’s how they left this world to the abode of the Hereafter.

			The calendars were showing the 576th year after the birth of Jesus and the Messenger of Allah was left all alone. He only had Umm Ayman with him. From now on she would have to take on the role of mother and father for him, trying to ease the heartache and loss.

		

	
		
			The Protection of Grandfather 
and Uncle

			The death of Amina and the orphaned state of our beloved Prophet had grieved Abdul Muttalib just as everybody else. He showed such great affection to his grandson that it would help him forget the absence of his mother and father. There was a divan that had been set up for Abdul Muttalib in the shade of the Ka’ba. He would meet people here, he would see to the business of Mecca at this place. Nobody else would sit on this divan except for him, including his sons, as a token of respect; they would form a circle and sit around it. There was only one young man in Mecca who did not abide by this rule, and that was the son of Abdullah, our beloved Prophet. He would sit by his grandfather; he would hold him from the back of his turban and pull him. To those who tried to prevent him from doing so, Abdul Muttalib would say: “Leave my dear grandson to his devices. I swear by Allah that his future is very bright, his situation very serious.”

			He would then stroke his grandson’s back and then sit by him. It was clear that his grandson’s actions pleased him and he was not ready to let anyone interfere with his behavior, for he expected many great things for him in the future.

			By now the Pride of Humankind was a little older than eight years of age. Abdul Muttalib had grown old and was about to leave the world. One day he called his other son Abu Talib to his side. With due dignity and gravity and said: “The fame and glory of this son of mine will be great and I entrust him to you.”

			And before long, Abdul Muttalib who was now around eighty two years of age, breathed his last.

			The Pride of Humankind who got news of his grandfather’s death stood by his lifeless body, and cried over the great man who had taken care of him with deep affection.

			The words spoken by Abdul Muttalib were the testament of a father to son. Abu Talib took his nephew Muhammad, peace and blessings be upon him, to his side and embraced him with the affection of a father. Now the Messenger of Allah would receive affection from Abu Talib like a father, and from Fatima, the wife of Abu Talib and mother of Ali, he would be shown much warmth.

			Just like the youth of the Quraysh, Abu Talib also worked in commerce. He sometimes took his nephew with him and tried to prepare him for the future. He was twelve years old. He would go towards Ajyad and graze sheep during the time he spent in Mecca, and was thus gaining experience about all aspects of life.

			One day, Abu Talib started preparations to go on a journey towards Damascus. His nephew was sad to learn about it that he requested of he could go with him. This touched Abu Talib greatly and so he said: “I swear by Allah that I will not go without taking him with me; I will never stay away from him from this day forth, nor will I allow him to stay away from me.”

			The Pride of Humanity, who heard his uncle’s oath, was filled with joy. He was now going to leave Mecca for the first time for trade. Who knew what cities he would pass, what kind of people he would meet, and what kind of incidents he would witness throughout the journey.

		

	
		
			The Damascus Trip and 
Priest Bahira

			Then it was time to leave, both uncle and nephew took their leave and joined the moving caravan. It was a long and tiring journey. Sometimes they would stop to rest and see to their needs and then continue towards Damascus. When they arrived near the town of Basra, between Jerusalem and Damascus, they had a stopover once again to rest.

			Just as the caravan had started to relax, they saw a man approach them from afar in great excitement. The man had a disheveled look and seemed to have abandoned ties with the world. Thus, the people in the caravan thought he could not possibly have anything to do with them and they continued to rest. But then the man reached one of them and said: “Priest Bahira in that yonder monastery is inviting you to dinner.”

			Only then did the people in the caravan realize that the man indeed had them in mind, but they did not know anything about the reason for this invitation.

			Bahira was a priest who had given up on the world and he was spending what was left of his life worshipping his Lord in a monastery. He was a good Christian scholar. In fact, he used to follow Judaism and then later he had chosen Christianity; but he had not stopped there and had searched deep into religion and he was one of the greatest scholars of his time.

			In the church where he was, there was an ancient book that would pass from the hands of one priest to another. He was one of the few priests who could actually read and understand it. He had given up worldly life and was living the life of a holy man in the church. He had no use for those who came to trade; he had no possessions or wealth. But as it happened, his eyes had caught sight through the cloisters. It was clear that the diversion of his gaze outside was also part of what was meant to be. As per usual, a caravan was approaching town. But this caravan stood out amongst the previous ones; for a cloud was following the caravan and was protecting them from the scorching sun. He had an epiphany. Cloud… Shadows… End of time… The Last Messenger… Ahmad… The ancient book… All these struck like lightening in his mind and it increased his interest in the caravan. Was destiny coming to him on its two feet? What if that was the case! Then it made no sense to wait around where he was. The old man, who had closed his windows to the outer world, was rejuvenated and he started doing things he had not done in years. There was the happiness of having found something that had been lost to him in his eyes. Was what he now saw, coming towards him; Paraclete, who was to appear in between the Paran Mountains?

			The clouds had gathered around a particular point in the caravan and were protecting the person underneath it from the sun. When the caravan stopped for a break, and the person in question had retired under a tree to rest, the cloud would follow him and settle upon that tree to shade him. Even the branches of the tree had come to life, and they had come closer together to stop the sun from filtering through in order to protect the person from the effects of the heat. In order to find out whether what he was seeing had any connection with what he had read and what he knew, he had to come closer and so Bahira approached their caravan and called out to them: “O people of Quraysh! I have prepared dinner for you today and I want you all, young and old, slave and free, to attend it.”

			The people in the caravan were very surprised! For they had passed through this town many times before but they had never seen a priest at the monastery, let alone Priest Bahira take any interest in them. One of them came to the fore and said: “I swear by Allah, O Bahira, there is some strangeness about you today; you never did such things before.”

			“You tell the truth,” answered Bahira and continued: “It is just as you say; there is some strangeness today. But you are guests. I have had the desire to extend my hospitality to you. Come all together around this table and eat from it.”

			Of course such a sincere invitation could not be rejected. They had walked for weeks, and they had longed for such an invitation. Those who had completed their business in the caravan thus set out for the church.

			In the meantime, the volunteers of the church had set into action and they were preparing a grand dinner for the caravan. Everyone had come; however the scene that he had wanted to attract to the church was still by the side of the caravan. He had not yet seen the face he had longed for among his guests. He was about to burst with curiosity, and not able to resist any longer, he asked: “O you people of Quraysh! Is there anyone among the people of the caravan who did not come with you to dinner and stayed with the caravan? Is there anyone who did not come?”

			“There is no one who should have accepted your invitation but remained behind, except for a little boy. He was the youngest among us by age and we left him behind to look after our wares,” they added.

			“Do not do so!” Bahira said and added: “Call him as well; let him join you in this dinner.”

			Even though he was a little boy he was meant to come as well, and so the Pride of Humankind was invited as well. One of them had come running back to where the caravan was and invited the one that all eyes had been looking for. He was coming. As he stood up and walked towards the church, the cloud that was protecting him also set into motion and it too was coming to the place of the gathering. Now it was as it should be. Bahira’s conviction grew stronger, and he was very excited thinking that he might be able to get answers to questions that had been troubling him for some time. When The Pride of Humanity arrived near Bahira with his shining, beautiful face, the priest had been cleared of all doubt, and could now see the truth. His eyes were locked on to Muhammad, peace and blessings be upon him. He looked at him for a long while. Then, an air of happiness got hold of him. There was no doubt that this was no one but Ahmad whose good tidings had already been given in ancient books.

			The food had been eaten and people were starting to get up and leave. What if he also left without speaking? There had to be a way to speak to him, he had to verify what he had seen through conversing with him. At last he found an opportunity to address him: “O you young man,” he said and added: “I will ask you a few questions. You will answer what I ask only in the name of Lat and Uzza.”

			But the Pride of Humankind had been disturbed by the names that had been spoken and said: “Do not ask me in the name of Lat and Uzza. I swear by Allah that I feel anger towards them like I feel towards no other thing.”

			Bahira knew that the Quraysh swore by these two idols and he wanted to gage the reaction of the Pride of Humankind concerning idol worship, and he had got what he wanted. For the priest, all signs were supporting each other and he was now sure more than before. He was aware of the uniqueness of the person he was in the presence of.

			“Then promise me only in the Name of Allah and answer what I ask you,” said Bahira, thus preparing the ground for his questions. The answer he received relieved Bahira further: “Ask whatever you like.”

			Bahira asked Muhammad, peace and blessings be upon him, about the manner of all things, from his sleep and dreams to his everyday life, and to his hopes. Bahira was asking and the Pride of Humankind was answering with ease. Everything was very clear; all was as described in the books that he read. The conversation was completed and all signs pointed to the fact that the interlocutor was him. All that remained was the mark of Prophethood. He asked to see it as well. However, the Pride of Humankind thought it unseemly to bare his shoulders without enquiring about the reason. Seeing that there was no way round, Bahira whispered in his ear. The Pride of Humanity did not keep the curious old man waiting any longer. Just as Bahira had given up hope of seeing him, he had been given the good grace of his presence so close to him, and Bahira was thanking his Lord for this good fortune. There was no room for hesitation any longer. Bahira had one more historical duty to perform and so he turned to the uncle, Abu Talib and asked: “What relation are you to this child?”

			Among Arabs when there was no father, an uncle or grandfather would take the place of the father, and so Abu Talib introduced himself by saying: “I am his father.” 

			Bahira, who had till that time found everything in keeping with his expectations, was startled by this unexpected answer from Abu Talib. He hesitated for a while and he started to shake his head from side to side in agitation. His demeanor seemed to say “No, this can’t be!” For according to his knowledge, the father of this child should have died before he came to the world. Bahira said: “No, you can’t be the father of this child. The father of this child cannot be living today. He must have died before he was born.”

			It was through being his guardian that Abu Talib had given that answer. It was thus time for Abu Talib to tell the truth: “He is my brother’s son,” he said in all seriousness. Although Abu Talib was becoming wary of this questioning, Bahira kept asking: “What does his father do?”

			Abu Talib gave a short answer: “He died when the boy’s mother was pregnant with him.”

			This was as it should be. For Bahira, the comparison that he was trying to make with the truncated historical knowledge continued and he said: “Now you have said the truth.”

			He then took Abu Talib to one side and said to him, in a very grave manner: “You and your brother’s son should return to where you came from, to your own land. You should be careful about this boy when it comes to the jealous clergy around here. I swear by Allah that if they also see what I see in him, and if they recognize him through his characteristics, they will do some harm to the boy, for there will be a great event concerning your brother’s son. Just take care and return where you came from with great haste.”

			The priest spoke with years of experience, and taking his advice, Abu Talib was also reminded about his father’s testament about the boy and so decided to return home before anything happened to him. He sold the wares he had brought with him to Basra, and then taking his nephew’s hand, he returned to Mecca.

		

	
		
			Second Journey to Damascus

			He had reached the age of twenty five. One day his uncle Abu Talib took him to one side and said: “O dear son of my brother, my nephew! You know that I am a man with no possessions or money. Day by day our difficulties increase along with problems that are most distressing. We have nothing left, we have no trade.”

			It was clear that a suggestion would follow these words since they had been chosen very carefully.

			When speaking, Abu Talib had the countenance of a man who was fearful of taking a wrong step. It seemed he was on the verge of a very important decision.

			“I have heard that the tribe has organized a caravan bound for Damascus. The daughter of Khuwaylid, Khadija, is looking for a trustworthy man with whom she can be partners in trade and whom she can send on this caravan. Although I do not like the idea of sending you to Damascus due to the jealous religious scholars whom we have already been warned about, and whom I fear may harm you, I am desperate. Go to her, I think she will choose you to head her business due to her trust for you and your pure and clean nature.”

			It was easy said than done. This wasn’t to be left to chance. This is where our noble Prophet’s aunt Atiqa intervened and said that someone who was the embodiment of morals and good manners should not be put in a situation where he was offering himself. Allah’s Messenger’s aunt Atiqa was married to Awwam ibn Khuwaylid, who was the brother of Khadija bint Khuwaylid, and father of Zubayr ibn Awwam. She was speaking as someone who knew both sides and she wanted to facilitate the business.

			The reality was that the bulk of the work fell upon the shoulders of Abu Talib. But first they had to get the consent of Muhammad the Trustworthy, peace and blessings be upon him. This proved not to be too difficult, to the faces that awaited an answer, the Messenger of Allah said: “Let it be as you wish,” with a very positive attitude.

			When he got his nephews consent, Abu Talib went straight to Khadija. He felt he needed to speak about his nephew to Khadija himself, for Muhammad, peace and blessings be upon him, was the most trustworthy and most qualified man in Mecca. Thus, when doing business with him this had to be taken into account and his wages had to be arranged accordingly. He knew how much money Khadija gave for such a job and he was going to ask for twice the amount.

			Soon, Abu Talib had a meeting with Khadija. After the usual introductions and preambles of conversation, he started talking about the caravan and spoke of the virtues of his nephew Muhammad the Trustworthy, peace and blessings be upon him. “Muhammad the Trustworthy,” this name was not unfamiliar to Khadija. This was a name that was always on the lips of her cousin Waraqa ibn Nawfal. Since her childhood, his news had been whispered in her ear; when interpreting the dreams that she had, they had always looked for his trace.

			What a great blessing this was, she had been looking for him and waiting for him and there he was, within reach. Khadija was really excited.

			She felt that she had gained the best prize already, even before her caravan set off for Damascus. She was about to engage in the most beneficial and auspicious business deal she would ever make in her whole life. While she was lost in contemplation, she was brought back to reality with the voice of Abu Talib: “O Khadija! I heard that you will pay the price of two camels for this job; my nephew Muhammad is the most trustworthy of men, so I will ask for twice as much for him.”

			For a while she considered this offer. How could she bargain for such an auspicious business, especially at a moment when worldly happiness had opened their gates? What importance did camels hold? Right after Abu Talib finished his words, she said the following: “O Abu Talib! In truth you ask for a price that is easy and to my liking. Had you asked for many times more than this, I would still have accepted and would have given it to him without hesitation. I would have been ready to do this for someone whom I did not love, who was distant to me; but you ask it for someone whom I love very much and to whom I feel very close!”

			Now that they had come to an agreement about the price, there were no obstacles left for the caravan to start its journey. Abu Talib, in his position as uncle, was reminding her of the words of priest Bahira whom they had met on their last trip to Damascus, expressing his worry that he did not want to lose his nephew in an attempt to maintain worldly needs.

			Then the day came, the Messenger of Allah and the caravan set off from Mecca. One aspect of the journey was attracting attention. A man called Maysara was watching every step of Muhammad the Trustworthy, peace and blessings be upon him, never letting him out of his sight. This was a journey that would take three months. The travelers got to know each other throughout the process and people had had the chance to get to know the Messenger of Allah.

		

	
		
			Priest Nastura

			At last they had finished their business in Damascus and they had set off for the return journey. When the going got very tough, they decided to take a break and rest. Everyone was trying to rest and do their accounts at the same time. The Pride of Humankind was also resting in the shade of a tree. Before long, Maysara saw someone running towards them from a distance. This was none other than the Priest Nastura who had been watching them from afar. He came near Maysara and asked: “Who is that sitting in the shade of that tree?”

			This was an easy question for Maysara to answer. Without hesitation he said: “He is Muhammad, the son of Abdullah. He is a young man from the people of the House.”

			The priest first shook his head. It was clear that he did not approve of the answer or the manner in which it was given, for he had seemed to imply something specific when he had asked who the man was. He had an attitude that seemed to say “you do not know,” so he asked another question: “Is there any redness in his eyes?”

			“Yes there is,” answered Maysara.

			The priest seemed to have verified his position, and taking an oath, he said: “I swear that under this tree none other than the Messenger has rested.”

			It was clear that the priest had much more to say and that he wanted to speak more: “There is no doubt that he is the Messenger that the people are waiting for and he is the last of the Prophets.”

			Maysara’s astonishment continued. He was not able to make sense of what had happened. He listened carefully with a sense of duty he had promised his mistress Khadija; and he was trying to record truthfully all that was taking place. There was much to be learned from the priest. Similarly, it was clear that the priest now had found what he had been looking for so close to him, he wanted to gain as much knowledge about the object of his desire as possible. That’s why he was asking questions to Maysara about the Pride of Humankind who was resting under the tree, and he wanted Maysara to tell him about the strange incidents that had happened on the journey. Duly, he told the priest about the oath incident during their trade. The priest’s excitement grew. It was clear that he could hardly contain himself. His observation was now definite and he started to speak once more, this time very sure of himself: “I swear that he is the Messenger we have all been waiting for. Please look after him well, be a spare set of eyes and ears for him!”

			He then ran to where Muhammad the Trustworthy, peace and blessings be upon him, was. First he kissed him on the forehead with due respect and then went down to the Prophet’s feet to say: “I bear witness that you are the person that Allah speaks of in the Torah.”

			After this break they prepared once more to set off on the road to Mecca. The weather was very hot. On the way, Maysara had seen two angels in the shape of clouds and had stared in disbelief. Two clouds in this hot weather… Two clouds who followed a particular person… Two clouds that went wherever he went and stopped whenever he stopped…

			He on the other hand continued on his way in peace and security as if there was nothing strange. All this had provoked such a love in Maysara that he had devoted his whole being to Muhammad the Trustworthy, peace and blessings be upon him, and he considered himself a slave to him.

			When they reached Mecca it was the hottest time of the day and the sun was right above their heads. Khadija, who had received news about the caravan’s imminent arrival, had climbed up a high place to watch their arrival. She too was looking at the angels that had spread their wings over Muhammad the Trustworthy her partner in trade, who they were protecting from the rays of the sun. Khadija wanted to share what she saw with her close friends. She called them to her side and wanted them to partake in the beauty of the scene. It was surely a sight to be savored. All those who saw could not hide their amazement and surprise.

			Of course for Maysara this journey was very different from previous ones—he had not seen an instance of injustice and he had felt no discomfort throughout the trip. They had made good trade of the wares that they had brought to Damascus, and the wares that they had got from Damascus had been sold in Mecca with great profit. It was clear that Khadija had found the quality she had been searching for. She had made trade with other people before, but naturally, The Pride of Humankind was different. What mattered to Khadija was not the manifold profit that she had gained. She was more interested in seeing Maysara and asking him what he had witnessed throughout the journey, and when he eventually came, she started to question him hastily.

			Maysara first told her what the priest had said. Then he talked about the two angels he saw on the way back. He also talked about the incident of oath taking in Damascus, about his master’s reaction, and the man’s response. He spoke much, telling and re-telling what he had experienced throughout the trip, and he could not praise the master’s fortitude and self-confidence enough. This was exactly what Khadija was waiting to hear. She was trying to hide the intensity of what she felt inside. This emotional reaction was only natural since all roads seemed to be pointing to him.

			She stood up immediately and went straight to her teacher and cousin Waraqa ibn Nawfal to share what Maysara had told her. Waraqa was also excited when he heard what Khadija had to say. He, too, was now sure that he had found what he had been looking for. He said to Khadija, who was waiting for a reply: “O Khadija, if what you tell me is true, there is no doubt that Muhammad is the Prophet of these people! I knew already that these people had an awaited Prophet. Now is his time,” he said.

			Waraqa was one of the few people who could read the Torah and the Bible from their Hebrew original and who could also write this script. What he had seen in the books had for some time put him in a state of waiting and he often asked “When?” to himself, waiting for the Last Messenger to come. He was composing poems about this longing and he often spoke of the sadness about the Prophet’s tardiness in coming. Waraqa’s observations were very important for Khadija. Everything seemed to point to the Prophet; what she had listened to till that day, Mecca bearing witness and what Maysara had said… They all pointed to the crossroads where all this met… Muhammad the Trustworthy was the right address. She had no more hesitations.

			The Messenger whose good tidings had been given for so long was now so near to him. She had no thoughts of marriage, but this seemed to be the way to get closer to him.

		

	
		
			The Road to Marriage

			Khadija had already been married twice and she had by now closed all doors to such suggestions. She had reached a certain age and she no longer needed the support of anyone. She had what one could call an international business by today’s standards and the people who worked for her were people from many different corners of the world. She had men working for her in Greek, Persian and Ghassanid lands, along with others in closer regions such as the Hira and Damascus. She was rich; she was a woman who took good care of her business, a mature and beautiful woman of good name whom everybody respected.

			In those days there would be no man who could refuse such a woman among the Quraysh. All men in her tribe would have been happy to marry her had they had the power to do so. Many had come to her door, but she turned them all down, having decided against marrying again.

			Khadija had now made up her mind about marrying the Prophet, peace and blessings be upon him; maybe it was the dream of such a perfect match that had made her turn down all previous offers till that day. She had made up her mind but she did not know how to approach the subject.

			Khadija’s friend Nafisa, the daughter of Munya, who took notice of her friend’s thoughtful state and transformation, approached her one day and said the following with great affection: “What is with you, dear Khadija? I have been with you long enough and yet I have never seen you as thoughtful as you are now!”

			Khadija hesitated before sharing her predicament with her. She first stayed silent. But it was clear that it was not possible to attain her goal without taking any steps and so she told her friend what was on her mind. She first said: “O Nafisa! There is no doubt that I see in Muhammad, the son of Abdullah, an exalted quality that I see in no other man. He is straightforward, trustworthy, he comes from a very good family, and he is the best man one can ever come across. On top of that, there are many good tidings concerning him! It is a strange situation. When I look at what Maysara has told me, when I listened to what the priest said and witnessed what happened at the marketplace, when I watched the cloud that protected him as he came back from Damascus, I thought my heart would fly out of its cage; I was sure that he was the awaited Messenger.” 
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