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    “Invite all to the way of the Lord with wisdom 

    and beautiful preaching, and argue with them in ways that are best and most 

    gracious.”
 






    (Holy Qur’an 16:25)
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    Dedication 






    This book is dedicated to 

    my husband, who was the first person to bring Islam into my life and the 

    Holy Qur’an into my home; to my two sons, who have travelled the 

    journey to this faith with me and have added their comments and insights to 

    each text; and to my eldest, my daughter, whose 

    different life path is a constant reminder of 

    the importance of building and maintaining bridges of dialogue with which 

    to hold our hearts together in the soft light of peace. 







    Some of the texts included here were originally 

    written as individual articles, 17 of them appearing in an Islamic 

    publication in the Greater Toronto area in 2002 

    – 2004 , Sunrise Newsletter, while another appeared in Pearls, an Islamic journal, in 2004, and a few were 

    platforms for public presentations on Islam in Hamilton, Toronto, and 

    Ottawa. Overall, writing for this book began in October 2002 and was 

    completed in May 2005. The texts are provided here under various themes, 

    not in the order in which they were written. As my knowledge and faith 

    evolved, so did my writing style. The differences in texture and approach 

    have been left deliberately, as a testament to personal growth. 






    I would like to thank various members of the Muslim 

    community in Toronto who first provided me with books and answers to my 

    many, many questions. In particular, I would like to mention Mr. Mehmet 

    Gul, the respected former editor of Sunrise Newsletter, and Mr. Faruk 

    Aslan, his esteemed predecessor, for their generous words of encouragement 

    when I first began to write on this subject. I would also like to express 

    my gratitude to many new friends from around the globe, who are gathered 

    here in Toronto, perhaps the most multicultural city in the world, and who 

    have offered me their company, their perspective, and their support. My 

    dear friend and co-worker for a time, Suheir, in particular, nurtured my 

    interest and ability in public speaking and always seemed to inspire my 

    days with a verse from the Qur’an, sharing her superb fluency in both 

    English and Arabic. My thanks also extend to the many individuals who have 

    written and spoken to me over the years, both Muslim and non-Muslim, to 

    indicate that the views presented here were helpful to them in better 

    understanding Islam. 






    May God forgive me for any omissions or errors. I have 

    tried to relate my comprehension of various points to the best of my 

    ability, and I have endeavoured to check quotes carefully to eliminate 

    faulty citations. Any discrepancies remaining are strictly mine and should 

    not be taken as poor reflections on the blessed religion of Islam, the Holy 

    Qur’an, or other Muslims.  






    May God also forgive me for often omitting or 

    minimizing the usual blessings which should accompany any mention of the 

    name of God or of the prophets. In traditional Islamic writings, for 

    example, it is customary to see the phrase “Peace Be Upon Him,” 

    in Arabic, after every individual instance of a prophet’s name, to 

    demonstrate honour and profound respect. It is also a customary requirement 

    to write “Suba­ha­na’Al­lah” (Glory be to 

    God, to Whom all praise is due) after the word “Allah.” In the 

    interest of appealing to a largely western audience, however, this 

    tradition has been applied less stringently than is normally the case, and 

    written in English where used (as “pbuh”) in order to reduce 

    the burden on readers with no knowledge of Arabic or of this 

    particular tradition. In addition, the word “God” has been used 

    interchangeably with the word “Allah,” as they clearly both 

    refer to the same, and only, Creator. 






    Readers are strongly encouraged to consult the Holy 

    Qur’an itself for clarification—and for pleasure. Among the 

    vast tradition of Qur’anic commentary, the recently published 

    interpretation, “The Qur’an with Annotated Interpretation in Modern 

    English,” by Ali Unal, is recommended, and I have personally found 

    the translations by Abdullah Yusuf Ali and Marmaduke Pickthall to be highly 

    accessible. There are also several excellent sites on the Internet which 

    offer various translations next to each other to ensure that the reader is 

    able to obtain the clearest and most consistent understanding of the 

    Message. At islamawakened.org, for example, there are no less than 17 

    side-by-side translations of every line, along with a literal rendition of 

    the original Arabic. 






    Other Internet sites which are particularly useful are 

    mquran.org, for the English interpretation and exposition of the 

    Qur’an, as well as a search by category and chapter; the excellent 

    Qur’an chapter and word search hosted by the MSA at the University of 

    Southern California (www.usc.edu/dept/MSA); muslimway.org, for a general 

    understanding of Islam; pmuhammad.com, for details about the exemplary life 

    of Prophet Muhammad; slife.org, for information about spirituality from an 

    interfaith perspective; biblegateway.com, for Bible quotations; 

    religioustolerance.org, for extensive information on various faith groups; 

    and nationmaster.com, for world statistics on faith and values. 






    I am not a scholar of Islam by any stretch of the 

    imagination. I am only an interested believer in God, and I have decided to 

    study and learn what I can, in a way in which anyone might, primarily by 

    reading, simply chronicling my studies up to now in these texts. In fact, 

    all of us are urged to respect the value of reading and writing in coming 

    closer to God: 






    Read! In the name of thy Lord and Cherisher, Who 

    created- 






    Created man, out of a mere clot of congealed blood.  






    Proclaim! And thy Lord is Most Bountiful,  






    He Who taught the use of the pen, 






    Taught man that which he knew not… 
 






    			(Holy Qur’an 96:01-05) 






    God willing, I humbly submit this manuscript in 

    the hope of supporting contemporary dialogue about the Creator of us 

    all—One God and One God alone. 








    Foreword 






    This is a sincere 

    believer’s journey in heart and in spirit. The author reflects not 

    only on her own experience of spiritual fulfillment and meeting with God in 

    everyday life, but also on how deeply she is content with Islam on 

    intellectual, theological, and practical levels. While exploring the logic 

    behind the teachings of Islam as a western convert, she puts an emphasis on 

    our finite capacities as humans, asserting the need to feel not only with 

    our outward senses but also to discern and observe with the heart.  







    With her heart full of the Divine Light, she is able 

    to use a fluent language in her careful interpretation of the Holy Book and 

    the colorful pages of the Book of the Universe speaking of God in their own 

    tongue. Pondering on the signs around us and thus being mindful of God is 

    not an easy thing, particularly when it is with regards to ourselves, as 

    stated in the Qur’an: “Do they not 

    reflect in their own minds? Not but for just ends and for a term appointed, 

    did God create the heavens and the earth, and all between them; yet there 

    are truly many among people who deny the meeting with their Lord (at the Resurrection)!” (30:8) In another verse, God draws our attention to the 

    significance of reflection, “Those who 

    remember God standing and sitting and lying on their sides and reflect on 

    the creation of the heavens and the earth: Our Lord! You have not created 

    this in vain! Glory be to You; save us then from the chastisement of the 

    fire.” (3:191) With this in mind, 

    the author, throughout the book, ponders on the purpose of the vast expanse 

    of our existence in the world, the creation of the heavens and the earth, 

    and the invitation to flee to God—a natural calling from deep within 

    each one of us.  






    The author raises the awareness of intellectual 

    inquiry into faith while surrendering to God’s call, saying: 

    “While acquiring belief through knowledge is an important duty, 

    acquiring belief in what is beyond knowledge is a privilege.” She 

    focuses on the essentials of faith, the lawful and the prohibited in Islam, 

    ethics, and spirituality in an eye-opening way, and she tackles head-on 

    rather delicate issues, like evolution and the Trinity from the 

    Islamic position, with a rigorous level of theological, spiritual, and 

    rational investigation. 






    Thus, the author becomes a significant source of 

    inspiration for journeying to the Light with her own spiritual 

    wayfaring toward God. If the spirit of her articles were to be wrung out, 

    what would result is her sincere longing and thankfulness to God. It is 

    through these strong feelings that she has made hers a journey which may 

    unseal the doors of other wayfarers’ hearts and minds, as they 

    undertake their quest. The perspectives in the articles are of exacting 

    relevance to everyone, including people who are born into Islam in their 

    reinvestigation of the religion, as well as new Muslims or interested 

    seekers considering Islam and striving to discover the foundations of the 

    religion.  






    Huseyin Bingul 






    Istanbul, September 2006 








    Chapter I 
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    The Journey to the Natural Call  






    from Deep Within 
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    “Surely God loves those who turn much to Him, and He loves those who purify themselves.” (2:222) 






    The Homecoming 






    A friend of mine 

    recalls being only marginally religious before embracing Islam—yet 

    remembering to thank God for each glass of water. It wasn’t something 

    her family taught her to do— it was just something she thought she 

    should do, as she felt the flickering light of Islam, submission to One 

    God, inside her. For me, that overwhelming sense of thankfulness always 

    came with the warmth of the sun. Yet I don’t recall ever being 

    grateful to God directly—it was more like a feeling of appreciation 

    for a Greater Power. I was so occluded for so many years, it seems, about 

    the role of God in my life. For decades, I lived like the lost people the 

    Qur’an describes: “In distraction, 

    they will wander through the land.” (5:26) Why didn’t I heed the signs better, or earlier? Why did it take 

    me 40 years to realize, and honour, the fact that I owe absolutely 

    everything to God?  







    As a child, I loved to retreat to my room early at 

    night, just to think about God and pray. It was my little secret, and my 

    cocoon of safety in a home filled with struggles which would take me 

    decades to understand. I loved the Catholic sisters who taught me through 

    elementary school. I was only a day student but I dreamt of being a 

    boarder—hiding in closets after dismissal—just so I could live 

    in a place filled with God, and go to the chapel in my pyjamas in the 

    middle of the night. I treasured my first Bible, which they gave me: 

    “Judge not lest ye be judged.” Those were words to live by. 

    When I was in Grade 4 or 5, the sisters decided to give up their habits for 

    lay clothing, and I remember my father commenting on which ones looked sexy 

    and which ones might as well have stayed covered up because there was 

    “nothing good to see.” My own feeling at the time was that some 

    of what was special about them—and about my own life—was gone 

    forever. 






    When I was three or four years old, my mother took me 

    to visit a monastery, to chat with a family friend training to be a monk. I 

    recall clearly the clacking of my little black shoes along the huge, stark 

    expanse of glistening floors, and the feeling of peace, and safety, just 

    like the feeling at mass. I always loved the smell of churches—the 

    old, polished wood and the residue of frankincense—and as soon as I 

    was old enough, I took myself to weekly services, usually alone. I used to 

    daydream that I lived in the little back rooms behind the altar, and I 

    never had to exit the doors into the real world.  






    I spent hours in reflection every day, usually too 

    serious for my family, and I wrote poems about rocks and trees while I 

    walked to school each day. It was enough to cause my poor mother to 

    announce more than once, “You will never be happy in this 

    life.” One day, tired of one too many comments that I should be 

    calling friends instead of just sitting there, I remember turning on her 

    much too harshly, and speaking with a certainty I didn’t know I had: 

    “How do you know that I won’t become one of the great thinkers, 

    or one of the great philosophers of our time? Have you ever thought that 

    not everyone wants to grow up to have this very ordinary kind of life, just 

    doing what everyone else does? Have you ever considered that all of the 

    people who change the world were children once? I like to think. That’s what I like to do.” I 

    couldn’t have been more than 10 or 11. 






    As I grew older, I shunned the joie-de-vivre lifestyle of my 

    French-Canadian family more and more, and I began to withdraw. I started 

    refusing to play guitar and sing for school plays, or for my father’s 

    business friends, telling him I wouldn’t be a doll on display for men 

    anymore. And at the age of 15, tired of dating already (begun at 12), I 

    remember tearfully asking my mother when I could just get this business 

    over with and get married. When my family consumed copious amounts of alcohol, 

    I chose to drink less, sometimes abstaining for up to two years at a time, 

    spawning waves of comments that I wasn’t much fun. For years, I chose 

    to be vegetarian rather than eat pork every day, and I relentlessly 

    lectured my parents on the cruelty of immersing lobsters—their 

    favourite—in hot water. I didn’t care where the best sales 

    were, or which salons gave the best haircuts, and I wore pale cotton 

    clothes when the family wore flashy synthetics. At dinnertime, I 

    relentlessly questioned virtually everything about politics and the 

    emerging media. 






    At parties, I wanted to listen to Cat Stevens, my 

    favourite, talk, and think quietly about the meaning of life, when my 

    friends were into Jim Morrison and augmenting their use of psychedelics and 

    condoms. Increasingly, I found myself fractured from everyone and 

    everything. My poetry became bleak and despairing, and even my parents 

    began to detach themselves from me. My father predicted that I would 

    “never find a husband dressed like that”— meaning like a 

    hippie instead of a Barbie. And my mother threw vague curses that she 

    hoped, one day, my daughter would give me as much grief as I was giving 

    her. 






    From then, I continued to be, by all accounts, a sort 

    of malcontent: an overachiever academically, and social enough to attract 

    the bad boys—but not as popular as the girls who gave it all away. 

    All in all, it seems I left a trail of dust behind me and I was not missed 

    much when I left home at 17 to attend university. So when I fell into drugs, 

    unstable relationships, and other self-destructive behaviours, I actually 

    seemed to fit in better on visits back home. My tumble towards oblivion 

    accelerated, and despite continuing academic excellence, which secured me 

    three university accreditations, with highest honours, I became one of the 

    most pessimistic individuals anywhere. I stopped going to church, and I 

    began to openly challenge the concept of the Trinity, the ethics of 

    consuming the “flesh and blood” of Jesus, and the gaudiness of 

    Catholic churches. Falling ever faster, I relied on superstition, astrology and what seemed like 

    psychic ability to guide me. Men scrambled for my attention in bars only 

    until I opened my mouth and began questioning their purpose in life and 

    their relative value in the universe. I tried to make friends among those 

    whose beliefs seemed more meaningful than mine—embracing Native spiritualism 

    and Judaism through friendships and social networks. Yet I refused to 

    attach myself to anyone or anything permanently.  






    By the time I reached the age of 25, I had already 

    been pulled away from death four times I knew of for certain—from 

    drowning, acute depression, an attack at knifepoint, and a major accident. 

    Through all these times, I had felt angels at my side, protecting me. So I 

    somehow managed to change my lifestyle almost overnight by seeking refuge 

    in the home of practising Buddhists who had become friends. I remained 

    there long enough to regain my perspective and my health—about six 

    months. Then, I journeyed alone for weeks, from Quaker to Navajo country, 

    and from one ocean to another, until I settled far away from everything in 

    my past, ripped hundreds of poems to shreds, and became a blank slate.  






    At that point, I chose a first husband deliberately on 

    the basis of two key criteria: he had to abstain from drugs and alcohol completely, and he, too, 

    had to be looking for the meaning of life. He and I never found God in our marriage, 

    though, either separately or alone—as failed plans, bankruptcies, and 

    interpersonal discord became our overwhelming distraction. Yet God was 

    everywhere—and His compassion and mercy were woven through every day 

    of poverty. Each time I was down to my last five-dollar bill, it seemed 

    that the children won a food coupon in a draw at school, or someone dropped 

    by with leftovers. Some of the items we found at yard sales and second-hand 

    stores were so uncanny as to beckon me to reflect. Friends joked that if 

    they needed something, they could just tell me, because everything I needed 

    or wanted, I received. And, inevitably, when I was just at the point of 

    despair, someone would drop by unannounced and invite me and my children 

    for tea, or the sunset would be particularly beautiful that night. I felt 

    like I was always being held aloft, like a feather in a soft breeze. I 

    remembered the story of Jesus (Peace Be Upon Him) feeding the crowd with 

    only a few loaves and fishes, and it gave me comfort and a sense of 

    connection. Here I was I was living a parable, after all, but I somehow 

    still could not get myself to the point of thanking God for it: “God is full of bounty for mankind, but most are 

    ungrateful.” (2:243) Instead, I looked to 

    a vague sense of karma, trying to understand how it was that my needs 

    always seem to materialize in the physical universe. I just never quite got 

    it that it was simple indeed: God was watching, and listening, and showing 

    me mercy: “Put your trust in God, for 

    enough is God as a disposer of affairs.” (33:3) 






    Ironically, it was during those years that I had to 

    pawn my Cat Stevens records. I remember that day well, because the young 

    man at the record store seemed educated and wanted to talk, despite my 

    obvious poverty and babies in tow. We chatted about how consumerism eats 

    away time by fuelling a false need to work and earn more than what is 

    required, and how most people have no idea what life is really about. For 

    just a moment, he looked at me as if he recognized something important, and 

    I couldn’t quite tell if he was happy because he thought he’d 

    found a fellow spirit or reactionary. But as quickly as the look came, it 

    went from his eyes. Another person seeing light as a flicker, I guess. The 

    trail of my life was littered with them. 






    So I carried on as a mother, teacher, community 

    member, and so on. Pagan friends celebrated their daughters’ first 

    menses—but I never joined them. I asked for the worship schedule at 

    the local temple at least a half-dozen times, but I never attended. I 

    browsed numerous books on Shamanism at the book store, but I never bought 

    them. I did buy a deck of New-Age Tarot cards, but I felt ashamed to use 

    them unless I had too much to drink. As I closed in on 40, I spoke to 

    friends daily about the search for understanding, and how I could feel it 

    so close, yet could not quite touch it. I even took my “inner 

    child’ to a psychiatrist for three weeks. When he suggested that 

    pharmaceuticals might unlock the mysteries of my soul, I quit treatment 

    then and there, believing the key to my soul was faith. After all, I could 

    feel God around every corner—and the overwhelming sensation was one 

    of magnanimous benevolence, like “Cat Stevens” once so aptly 

    described:  






    I’ve sat upon the setting sun, But never, never, 

    never, never, 
I never wanted water once. No, never, never, never.1
 






    And yet, I still I could not manage to understand 

    God’s message exactly. Faith, ever closer, kept eluding me—even 

    when it came right up to my door. A practising Muslim joined the class I 

    was teaching at the university, and this man eventually became my husband. 

    Yet even after we were married, I watched with rather detached interest for 

    over six months while he prayed and fasted, and I did not. Conversion was 

    neither required nor expected. I remember being curious about the beautiful 

    book he was reading so much, with its lovely letters and embossed 

    pages—it was the closest I had ever been to the Holy Qur’an, in 

    all those years of wandering. But it was in two languages I couldn’t 

    understand. Then, loitering in the university bookstore one day after 

    teaching, I found an inexpensive paperback Qur’an in English in the 

    aisle near the checkout, and thought it might be a good idea to discover 

    what he seemed so interested in.  






    From the start, I found the Holy Qur’an 

    remarkable, as “Cat Stevens” had, for everything I read about 

    seemed to become a part of my daily life—and everything in my daily 

    life suddenly seemed to be the subject of the verses I would randomly 

    choose to read. Within days of opening the book for the first time, I 

    started a process of remembering—like a dam opening forth, one bit at 

    a time—and all those moments of God’s grace and guidance in my 

    past seemed to start running together in my mind. Suddenly, I was five 

    again, in my room alone, talking and listening to God, like the best secret 

    of all. Only this time, I was holding on strongly to the feeling, and I was 

    filled with certainty and awe:  






    “Whether you believe in it [The Holy 

    Qur’an] or not, those who had knowledge beforehand, when it is 

    recited to them, fall down on their faces in humble prostration, in tears, 

    and recognize it as the fulfilment of a promise.” (17:107)
 






    And so, I too became hooked on the 

    Qur’an—the only book which can make me cry easily, even now. 

    For I had spent much of my life wandering in futility, in a life which is 

    really only as long as “an hour of a 

    day.” (10:45) I cried for my loss, my 

    arrogance, and my blindness—and I cried for the generosity of my 

    rescue, and for the beauty of this holy book: “God 

    has made the Qur’an a light to guide such of God’s servants as 

    God wills.” (42:52) 






    In truth, I feel as though my whole life prior to 

    finding the Qur’an has been a near-death experience. I took the life 

    I was given as a gift and I did everything to please myself in the short 

    term—and virtually nothing to show my gratitude to God. Only 

    accidentally was I ever deserving of mercy, for while I did have a strong 

    conscience, I didn’t choose my behaviours or my values based on 

    God’s instructions—only on a vague intuition, a kind of feeling 

    of what was right. Tragically, I never once really tried to understand that 

    God had planted these feelings in me, to be refined, developed, and applied 

    towards worship in all its forms—devotion, righteousness, prayer, 

    compassion, and charity—and in the knowledge of God itself. And then, 

    though I had done so little to deserve mercy, God lifted the veil.  






    Ultimately, we have nothing except what God gives us, 

    and through each act of mercy, God is really beckoning each and every one 

    of us to the light. It isn’t enough for any of us just to touch the 

    light a little, and then lose it, as I did for so many years, and as so 

    many of us do, in fact: 






    Did it take long to find me? I asked the faithful 

    light. 
Did it take long to find me?2
 






    So like Yusuf Islam, I guess, I have a kind of time 

    capsule, too—but mine is inside my heart. Everything God has 

    touched—and God has touched everything—has left an imprint 

    there which I have always been able to feel, even when I have not been able 

    to hear it or see it. It’s an odd parallel that “Cat 

    Stevens” was in the shadows of my most troubled days, articulating 

    the questions and pleas that filled my youth as I slid ever faster off the 

    edge—and Yusuf Islam is on the strong, blessed shore of Islam now, as 

    I am, too. Maybe, just maybe, when we are on a quiet path, we can hear the 

    soft footsteps of someone just a little ahead of us on the same path. And 

    just how it is that God connects us all and leads us gently towards our 

    awakening is the great mystery underlying all of reality: “God protects those who have faith, and leads them forth 

    into light.” (2:257). 
 






    It has taken me decades to finally be able to live in 

    a place filled with God—as I had wanted to do when I was very 

    small—for that place is inside myself. And I regularly bring myself 

    to prayer in the middle of the night, in my pyjamas, as I had always 

    wanted. God’s promise is so simple, and clear after all: “Remember me, and I will remember you.”(2:152). For He has already “written 

    faith into the hearts of believers” (58:22). All we need to do is let our hearts remember what our hearts have 

    always known, for to God “is the end of 

    all journeys.” (2:285) 






    The Time Spent 






    When we reach a certain 

    age, we find ourselves looking back at our choices. One set of decisions 

    brings us here, and another does not—or so it seems. When you 

    accomplish something a bit distinctive, the questions are even more 

    persistent—how did you first start to do this or that, or did you 

    always know you wanted to do this or that, and so on. For example, people 

    are always curious about conversion to Islam. How does someone seemingly 

    give up a lot of freedom to become a Muslim? How do you start not caring 

    about how beautiful you look to strangers, give up relaxing with a glass of 

    wine after work, or stop going to parties and clubs—just for the 

    quiet contentment of trying to live and pray well? And how does one go from 

    being religiously uncommitted to trying to live each and every moment in 

    God’s light? 







    A famous convert, Yusuf Islam (formerly “Cat 

    Stevens”), describes his journey from Orthodox Christianity to Islam, 

    in 1977, after years as a worldwide, western-style music idol. He credits his 

    transformation to a couple of near-death experiences (tuberculosis and 

    drowning), as well as some key passages in the Holy Qur’an someone 

    gave him. First, there was the startling stylistic beauty of the story of 

    Prophet Joseph (Sura Yusuf): “These were not the words of a 

    man,” he says. Second, he felt an immediate connection to Chapter 26: “And the poets, those straying in evil follow them. 

    See you not that they wander distracted in every valley, and that they say 

    what they practise not?” (26: 224-226) 

    “Cat Stevens” perhaps saw his reflection in these words, and 

    the irony of his career as a pop poet, complete with “groupies” 

    who pursued his life more than their own. Interestingly, one of his early 

    songs had echoed this very sentiment:
 






    Words, just words don’t know. Words take you 

    nowhere, nowhere to go, to go…3
 






    And another song almost seems to have anticipated his 

    momentous discovery of Islam: 






    …Don’t you feel a change a coming, from 

    another side of time 
Breaking down the walls of silence, lifting 

    shadows from your mind… 
And the beauty of all things is uncovered 

    again…4
 






    In fact, countless songs from the early 70s echo his 

    efforts to grasp an elusive “light” he could somehow sense: 






    …Mine is the sunlight, mine is the morning, Born 

    of the one light, Eden saw play 
Praise with elation, praise every 

    morning, God’s recreation of the new day…5






    Now is the light of the world and the stars going out 

    
Now does the blame for the disaster fall upon men…6
 






    You’ve got too much deceit, deceit kills the 

    light, 
Light needs to shine. I said, “Shine light, shine 

    light.”….7
 






    Take a look at the world, Think about how it will 

    end…
Think about the light in your eyes, Think about what you 

    should know…8
 

    






    Sun is the reason all the happy trees are 

    green
Then who can explain, The light in your dream9
 






    Often, he even seems to be pleading for guidance 

    towards that light: 






    Now, man may live, man may die searching for the 

    question why. 
But if he tries to rule the sky, he must fall….10
 






    …Oh preacher, won’t you paint my dream, 

    won’t you show me where you’ve been 
Show me what I 

    haven’t seen to ease my mind. 
Cause I will learn to understand, 

    if I have a helping hand. 
I wouldn’t make another demand all my 

    life…11
 






    It seems evident that his inclination towards submission to God was just 

    an extension of a feeling he’d had consistently all along: 






    …I listen to the wind, to the wind of my soul 






    Where I’ll end up, well I think, only God really 

    knows…12
 






    And beyond this, “Cat Stevens” appears to 

    have understood from early on that if he really wanted to find that light, 

    he’d have to change a few things about himself: 






    Go climb up on a hill, stand perfectly still, And 

    silently soak up the day 
Don’t rush and don’t you roam, 

    don’t feel so alone, And in this way you will awake … 

    
Don’t let your weaknesses destroy you…13
 






    I left my folk and friends with the aim to clear my 

    mind out…  
Then I found my head one day when I wasn’t 

    even trying…
 






    Yes, the answer lies within, so why not take a look 

    now? 
Kick out the devil’s sin, pick up, pick up a good book now.14
 






    So the Holy Qur’an became the good book 

    he’d been looking for all along, where his every thought found its 

    source, and support: “God will never 

    change the grace which He has bestowed on a people until they change what 

    is in their own souls.” (8:53) As he 

    began reading the Qur’an, “Cat Stevens” 

    began to see more and more that God was relating to him directly through this most unusual book, and he became instantly 

    hooked on Islam—the faith practice set out in the Qur’an. 

    Within a few months, he cast away a lifestyle driven by money and fame, 

    sold his instruments for charity, and adopted a practising Muslim’s 

    life.  






    In effect, one could quote dozens of passages from 

    “Cat Stevens” songs from about 1970 to 1974 and find evidence 

    for the whisperings of Islam in his soul. It’s a classic example of 

    how Islam feels more like “remembering” than 

    “changing”—why many people insist on the term “revert” 

    instead of “convert,” 

    when it comes to Islam. And in the case of “Cat Stevens,” there 

    is really a unique opportunity to examine the path by which one person followed a glimmer of light coming from inside 

    himself to find a place with God, where the 

    light is always radiant: 






    The Parable of His Light is as if there were a Niche 

    and within it a Lamp: the Lamp enclosed in Glass: the Glass as if it were a 

    Brilliant Star, Lit from a Blessed Tree, an Olive, neither of the east nor 

    of the west, whose Oil is well-nigh luminous, though fire scarce touched It: Light 

    upon Light! (Qur’an 24:35) 






    “Cat Stevens’” songs, in fact, are a 

    fascinating sort of “time capsule”—historical evidence of 

    God’s guidance in the life of one man, and of a journey to become 

    what Yusuf Islam is now—“a lamp 

    spreading light.” (33:46) Interestingly, 

    “Cat Stevens” himself, far from being a religious scholar at 

    the time (though he is now), or an ascetic seeking God’s pleasure 

    full-time (though he does now), was a man deeply immersed in western-style 

    freedoms and material gifts, enough to be the envy of most people. True, he 

    was a reluctant star—a relatively quiet and unassuming person who talked little during concerts and avoided visible 

    excess. But he was, nonetheless, an idol for 

    hundreds of thousands of young men and women who adored him—including 

    me. Yet he completely overturned his life, just 

    like that, in favour of a life of submission to God. In so doing, 

    he realized a fundamental promise from God: “If 

    you turn away from them and the things they worship other than 

    God…your Lord will shower his mercies on you and dispose of your 

    affair towards comfort and ease.” (18:16) 






    Those who have never read the Qur’an tend to 

    dismiss a story like this as simply one person’s madness—or a 

    sort of uninteresting coincidence. But those who have read it with an open 

    heart get goose-bumps, or water wells up in their eyes. It’s because 

    they know the Qur’an has the power to do this to people—with 

    just one chapter, one verse, or even one line. It seems, somehow, to rip 

    away all of the layers of a person right to the core, and to deliver what 

    each one needs to be able to turn the flicker of faith into a bright, 

    blazing light: “O mankind! Verily there 

    has come to you a convincing Proof from your Lord, for We have sent unto 

    you a Light that is manifest.” (4:174) 

    Reading the Qur’an, in fact, one soon finds that each thought or 

    concern one has about life on a given day is reflected precisely in the words one reads, as the Qur’an miraculously 

    seems to anticipate each request and clarify 

    each person’s path exactly, for “God 

    is a witness of whatever portion of the 

    Qur’an you may be reading.” (10:61) 

    Of course, whether or not a person ever picks 

    up a Qur’an at all, and whether or not the person reading it has a heart obscured by a veil of scepticism, or 

    not, is entirely up to God.  






    The story of “Cat Stevens’” 

    conversion is also particularly interesting because after this three- or 

    four-year period where he was clearly sensing and grasping at the light 

    within, his music for the next few years seems to chronicle his exploration 

    of astrology, numerology, paganism, and other 

    spiritual paths. It wasn’t until 1977 that he finally “got 

    it”—understood the message which 

    God had been infusing him with before—and embraced Islam. So the 

    natural question arises, if “Cat Stevens” was being so strongly 

    guided, why didn’t he find God sooner? Why is it that even when God 

    is sending us signals loud and clear, we find it so hard to pay attention? 

    What’s stopping us?  






    In fact, it seems that most people are being 

    effectively stopped. Consider a few statistics from a well-respected faith 

    research group (religioustolerance.org). A 

    shocking 31% of Canadians give the importance of 

    God in their lives a rating of 5 or less out of 

    10, and 31% never pray—yet 81% of 

    Canadians believe that God or some sort of “life force” exists. 

    How is it, then, that they give the Creator they agree exists so little 

    attention in their lives, and so little gratitude? Russia and East Germany 

    are particularly interesting examples: only 

    12.4% and 9.2%, respectively, believe in 

    God—but 18.7% and 11.1% believe in miracles. So who, exactly, do the 

    non-believers think is delivering their miracles? And in country after 

    country, populations believe in heaven more than God—in the USA, Northern Ireland, New Zealand, Norway, Great Britain, 

    Russia, and East Germany. Is there any greater 

    arrogance—or delusion—than to assume to deserve the great gift 

    of eternal life, without ever serving God? As the Qur’an warns, “We leave those who rest not their hope on their 

    meeting with Us, in their trespasses, wandering in distraction to and 

    fro.” (10:11) 






    So what are we doing, exactly, when we are too busy 

    for the remembrance of God? Are we involved in massive humanitarian 

    actions? Not usually. Are we contributing our time and efforts to the 

    betterment of the world and its people? Hardly. 

    The people who are 

    doing these things—missionaries and 

    philanthropists of all kinds—are, in fact, the sort of people who 

    usually do remember God. In contrast, those of us who forget about God are 

    busy working and taking care of our own lives—our needs, our families, our desires, and our goals. Or watching television. Or talking on the phone. We don’t need statistics to tell us 

    that the ordinary person these days is hardly ever involved in the pursuit 

    of divine contemplation. 






    And yet all of us have God’s blessing each and 

    every day of our lives, whether we see it—or admit it—or not. 

    And thus, we all have many invitations to remember God. There are the 

    miracles all around us in ourselves, our families, every success we have, 

    every beautiful sunset, every refreshing wind, and on and on. The list is 

    infinite. Yet what do we call it when we are happy or we succeed? We say 

    that we had a feeling we should do this or 

    that, and we credit ourselves with intuition, or even psychic strength. But just who do we suppose has given us this 

    gift of foresight, or the inclination towards our rightful fate? Or, we say that we are lucky, 

    and that things just have a way of working out—but whom else but God 

    could synchronize each and every event, in each and every life, to make 

    even one moment work out exactly as it should? The logistics are 

    mind-boggling. Or, we credit our own strengths for our 

    successes—it’s because we are intelligent, or quick, or strong, 

    or compassionate, or articulate, and so on. But 

    where did these blessings come from, if not from 

    God? Worse even is what we do when things don’t go our way and we are 

    unhappy. For then we blame stars, luck, our timing—and, especially, other 

    people—never once thinking that perhaps God is intending for us a 

    difficult test or a lesson, so that we can improve ourselves in the end. 






    Why is it that it actually takes most people a 

    near-death experience, or a horrible crisis, or something quite out of the 

    ordinary to shock them into seeing the truth, to remember the blessings of 

    their life, to finally take time to talk with 

    God, and to openly seek God’s pleasure? It’s because we just aren’t looking for the “light” 

    in our lives, normally. So if and when we see 

    it, it is bound to seem sudden, fleeting, and unpredictable—even unnerving, or frightening. The Qur’an 

    draws a parallel to a lightning storm: “The 

    lightning all but snatches their sight. Every time light helps them, they 

    walk therein. And when darkness grows, they stand still.” (2:20) And so, in between these flashes of 

    light—flashes of insight into our hearts and our relationship with 

    the one and only God—we live in utter darkness. We feel as though we are moving and making progress—in 

    our homes, our communities, and our lives. But 

    because we are not making enough effort to understand how it is God’s 

    light which guides each moment of our lives, we actually remain standing 

    perfectly still, frozen on the path of faith, simply waiting for another 

    flash of light.  








     Chapter II 
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    Healing the Dark Ages Inside  






    the Modern Soul 
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    “Verily in the remembrance of God do hearts 

    find rest!” (13:28) 






    * * * 






    “True spiritual excellence is devotion to God as 

    if you see Him; for even if you do not see Him, He certainly sees 

    you.” (Al-Bukhari, Iman ‘Faith,’ Hadith* 37) 






    [* Saying of the Prophet Muhammad (pbuh)] 






    The Dark Ages
 






    A dervish dancer whirls in a steady pulse, enveloped by his complete 

    devotion. Through him flows the very cycle of life—one palm held upright towards God, 

    and the other held down towards the earth. With every move, his dance 

    becomes the continuum of existence, as gifts from up above pour down on 

    humanity, and the circle of mercy continues from its origin to its end, its 

    full extent unknown. Faith becomes rapture, and rapture, like a river with 

    infinite ends, becomes the blood of the yearning heart. The dance becomes 

    sacred, and effortless, each step engendering the next, each breath like 

    another bead in an endless rosary. It is the most blessed surrender, the 

    most rewarding trust, 

    to let belief stir the soul into motion. And it is the ultimate prayer of this life to take each 

    step in the name of God alone, to leave behind the music until the only sounds which 

    resonate are the whisperings of divinity.  







    We don’t need to look very far into western 

    society these days to see that a lot of people are pretty unhappy—and 

    a lot of the misery, it seems, is 

    self-inflicted. There’s always problems, divorces, drugs, broken homes, nervous breakdowns, unwanted babies, fights, etc. More and 

    more, we become aware of rifts in the material, 

    as it were, of our very material lives. And 

    increasingly, we find it hard to explain the suicide of people who seemed to have it all; substance abuse even among the 

    youngest and brightest; increasing numbers of 

    people with no fixed address; and chronic depression among not just some, but the majority, of our 

    population. The reality is that the average person in this culture is 

    carrying an anti-depressant1, and 15% of the population in developed countries in clinically 

    depressed.2 On any 

    given day, about 13 million Americans are depressed3 and Statistics Canada (1997) reports 

    that almost half of Canadians (42%) were depressed for two months in a 

    sample year, more than 20% were depressed half the year, and 13% were 

    depressed for the entire year. Australian Government Statistics indicate 

    that everyone will be affected by depression in their lifetime—their own or 

    another’s.4 

    And the fastest-growing market for anti-depressants is pre-schoolers5, while the rate of depression among children is a 

    shocking 23%.6 In 

    fact, indications are that depression will become the number one killer worldwide after heart 

    disease by 2020.7 What 

    is it about these times that bring about such pessimism, such a massive 

    epidemic of self-hatred and self-detachment? For without a doubt, there is 

    a growing sense that below the glittering surface of things around here, 

    much is dark indeed. And by placing faith into the margins of our lives, 

    secular culture has left many people grasping for light.  






    The evident proof is in the manifestations of despair 

    all around us. There are men and women on this earth, for instance, who 

    feel themselves walking with legs which have just been amputated, so deep 

    is the habit, as there are countless elders who keep talking to a long-dead 

    spouse, so deep is the bond. So, too, many people are committed to 

    displaced rituals and feelings by their continuing yearning for the 

    divine—though their faith has long been absent, perhaps since 

    childhood. Faith, after all, is a need which society has told them is even 

    more irrational than their behaviour. So they continue to be diagnosed with 

    a variety of mental illnesses with names as complex as the high-profit 

    pharmaceuticals designed to address them—though a closer look reveals 

    a profound and disturbing reality: many of the sentiments and thoughts 

    associated with clinical depression eerily echo the longing of a soul which is 

    desperately seeking faith. But when a society is convinced that no one 

    needs God, no one notices when someone does.  






    One of the first indications of someone who is 

    suffering depression is 

    withdrawal. Individuals begin to feel there is no point in talking to 

    anyone, and they start to view their relationships and their daily 

    existence as simply a façade. They separate themselves emotionally 

    from friends and families as they grow in their conviction that no one can 

    really understand or help them. They begin to experience life as though 

    through a thick veil, as sounds and emotions become muted, and the world 

    all around seems to grow more distant and increasingly meaningless. Food 

    becomes tasteless, sexual interest is greatly reduced, and even pain seems 

    muted, so that the depressed individual frequently seems to become injured, 

    or even to injure himself, just to feel his own body, to try to connect 

    with his own life. More and more, he finds himself moving surprisingly 

    slowly through the motions of everyday life, almost in a robotic way, as 

    though time itself had become a shadow above which he was suspended. The 

    superficial attractions of this world seem trivial indeed, and it 

    isn’t uncommon to find the depressed soul has negligible regard for 

    money, emptying his pockets when asked, even if there is nothing to eat 

    later, and giving up what used to be his most valuable possessions. The 

    individual in this condition seems worried about little—forgetting to 

    pay bills, to show up on time for work, or to wear matching socks. Yet he 

    is pleased with little, too, as he is enveloped in an overwhelming sadness 

    about the state of the world, he loses his ability to laugh, and he becomes 

    absorbed by the realization that life is not for amusement at all—but 

    rather a very serious thing, indeed.  






    Yet isn’t the soul in such a state strangely 

    conscious of an essential fact, that our lives on this earth really are an 

    illusion? Are we not all supposed to understand that the ornaments of this 

    life are only a distraction, and that the rejection of the ego and material 

    world are important steps on the path towards surrender? For the time we 

    have here is nothing more nor less than a 

    testing ground precisely orchestrated to achieve divine objectives. And at the end, we will be without our friends 

    and families, alone at the mercy of our Creator, Who is always the only One 

    Who can help us: “Unless my Lord guide 

    me, I shall surely be among those who go astray” (6:77). Is not the depressed soul, then, in a surprising 

    state of self-awareness, sensing that real life is beyond the bounds of the 

    material sphere? And anyone who realizes this can easily become overwhelmed 

    with grief at the state of this world—the breadth of ways in which we 

    become lost, spending our existence grasping at futility, and the 

    overwhelming deception on which lives of illusion are founded. Yet in 

    seeing the veil without experiencing the Creator, the depressed soul is 

    doomed to living on the edge of that boundary rather than passing through 

    it into the light, remaining hopelessly and painfully disconnected.  






    Without any real security, fear becomes the greatest burden of 

    the despairing soul. The heart feels oppressed—so the individual 

    seems weak, tired, and without sufficient breath to cope with even the 

    ordinary tasks demanded of him. He has trouble sleeping, struggling with 

    deep anxieties, fearing for his personal safety. At times, he feels with 

    the greatest conviction that the world harbours a tireless evil, waiting to 

    envelop him completely. The individual, as a consequence, is unwilling to 

    make future plans, feeling no certainty whatsoever about what the next 

    minute, let alone tomorrow, might bring. He has increasing difficulty 

    concentrating, and thus he begins to look for a thread of sense in the 

    signs all around him, reading extraordinary meaning into simple events and 

    nature—a bird reminds him that he cannot escape; a grey sky warns of 

    bad news; a cold cup of coffee signals everyone’s unconcern; and so 

    on. And he begins to try to read signs in himself, too, feeling every pulse, imagining tumours and 

    cavities forming, believing only that mysterious ends await him.  






    Yet it is not the realization of the devout that the 

    heart is oppressed without faith, and that the future always brings only 

    what God can know? Also, is it not each our task to seek meaning in the 

    gift of our life, and in the attributes of Creation around us, so that we 

    can, like true messengers of faith, become certain of God’s 

    benevolence and of God’s presence in the world? And, most definitely, 

    is not the devout soul willing to acknowledge that evil is a real force to 

    be reckoned with: “God is the Protector 

    of those who have faith: from the depths of darkness He will lead them 

    forth into light.” (2:257) The one in 

    distress has indeed opened himself to the knowledge that the future is 

    inherently uncertain, and that everything in us and around us has been sent 

    to teach us something. Yet without faith, he is left tragically wondering 

    about the content of the lesson, grasping at superstition, and internalizing his darkest fears—not 

    for God, but for an all-encompassing nothingness. In such a condition, he 

    falls further and further into a spiralling black hole from which the exit 

    is ever-elusive.  






    And in that utter vacuum, the despairing one only 

    finds the confirmation that life has no meaning. He reflects on his own 

    existence and concludes he has done nothing of value, and nothing very 

    well. In fact, he considers that he has committed a litany of failures, and 

    wasted most, if not all, his time. Reviewing his history through his 

    endless torment, he loses track of memories, confounding the past with what 

    is recent, and merging the connections between what has happened with what 

    has yet to come. Death becomes the overwhelming obsession, and the 

    depressed soul may even become consumed with its planning, in intricate 

    detail. Each day, each moment, seems certain to be the last.  






    Yet is not the individual in such distress feeling the 

    ultimate reality that the end can come at any time, and the end will indeed 

    be a time of judgment? Is it not a proper urge which we all should develop, 

    to be among those who reflect on life every moment, and every day, always 

    trying to improve in order to please our Creator? The believer knows that 

    death is imminent, so he continually prepares for it by trying to be 

    honourable and dutiful in his service, seeking forgiveness, and making the 

    best preparations in his soul: “Is there 

    a doubt about God, the Creator of the heavens and the earth? It is He Who 

    invites you, in order that He may forgive you your sins and give you 

    respite for a term appointed!” (14:10) As he prays for continued opportunities and blessings, he understands 

    that time is beyond his mental grasp. For rather than being a line from his 

    birth to his death, it is an infinite multi-dimensional fabric which allows 

    the Creator to be present for everyone, everywhere, across time, and for 

    what has happened anywhere to reverberate on what will happen next, while 

    what happens next simultaneously echoes deep in the past. He is unburdened 

    with existential angst because he believes that he exists because God wills 

    it, and that is enough for him. Yet the despairing soul who torments about 

    the purpose of life, while all the while sadly lacking the necessary faith 

    and the reference to the Creator, remains, quite simply, only a man without 

    answers. 






    Ultimately, by our very essence as humankind, we are 

    bound to our Creator and to the reason for which we are alive. It is a 

    natural calling from deep within us to seek the fundamental meaning of our 

    existence as manifest proof of God’s existence. Yet as our secular 

    societies perpetuate the denial of this fact, we are collectively 

    distracted into believing that this life is the primary objective of our 

    being. The shameful result is that so many souls, while seeming to dance in 

    the light of everyday life, actually harbour an inner darkness which 

    precipitates them to the very edge of despair, and even death. There is 

    only one remedy for what ails them—faith—yet it is virtually 

    ignored as a clinical solution. In its place, society offers a range of 

    anti-depressants, increasingly in the news for their devastating 

    side-effects—including the very act of suicide which they are aiming to prevent.8 Or, 

    we try various forms of intervention such as 

    Cognitive Behaviour Therapies, techniques which have been shown to have up 

    to an 80% relapse rate in the long-term.9 Meanwhile, prayer and devotional practice have been 

    consistently found to promote good mental health in the long-term10, and individuals and 

    communities with defined spiritual beliefs and a sense of purpose about 

    life demonstrate roundly better mental health.11 Thus, it is evident that while 

    the secular political winds favour the labelling of faith itself as a 

    concern, it is, most assuredly, only the best of cures.
 






    At the turn of the last millennium, a Muslim physician 

    and scientist named Ibn Sina (Avicenna) wrote what is generally regarded, 

    even among western historians, as being the first medical literature 

    dealing with mental health. Rather than shunning sufferers, he prescribed 

    their humane and compassionate treatment. It was a perspective born of his 

    belief that mercy should be shown to all, and that the love and benevolence 

    which breeds in a heart of faith can extend itself from one soul to another, to bring comfort, solace, and hope. Like the dance 

    of the dervish, one 

    hand takes what has been given to it by God, letting it become the fuel of 

    his heart, then directs his other hand to be the humble servant of God, 

    administering care, understanding, and grace. It is well-documented that 

    the contributions of Muslims to European life helped to lift the Dark Ages, initiating the hope 

    and vision of what 

    we now call the modern 

    world. And so may it be that the gift of faith, delivered so clearly in the 

    holy message of Islam, may be the best hope for healing the dark ages inside the modern soul: “Our Lord is the Lord of the heavens and of the earth: never shall we call upon any god other than Him” (18:14). For in the end, a strong 

    faith teaches the most important lesson of all: It is really of no matter 

    that I am one, alone on my journey on this earth, but only that God is One. 

    






    The Plague
 






    We’re good at 

    treating symptoms in Western culture, aren’t we? We’re 

    concerned about how our children are having sex, so we dispense condoms in 

    school bathrooms. We’re concerned about drugs, so we offer free needles. We get infections all the 

    time, so we take more and more antibiotics. In fact, our society has become 

    the perfect example of crisis management, as most of us have been dulled 

    into the kind of people who don’t look very far into things, or very 

    far ahead. Maybe that’s why we find it amusing when children ask, 

    “Why?” about everything—because that’s a question 

    adults seem to have little use for. Yet there is no shortage of things to 

    ask “Why?” about—even on the nightly news. For example, 

    why was anorexia almost unheard of a generation ago and now it’s so 

    common? Why was there no one with a peanut allergy in my whole school, and 

    now the trend is “peanut-free” classrooms? And why is cancer so 

    common these days? We’ve become so poor at asking “Why,” 

    that we think the “reason” we hear more about things is because 

    we have better communications. But what if the real answer were quite 

    different? What if it turned out that here in the west, where we pride 

    ourselves on progress, we were actually very sick people? And what if it 

    turned out that we were systematically being poisoned through our food 

    supply—not by an act of bio-terrorism, but by a plague of mould caused by our own failure to ask 

    “why?” soon enough, or often enough. 







    But plagues aren’t a popular topic these days, 

    are they? In fact, plagues went out of fashion 

    about the same time that religion left the public schools and condoms came 

    in. Now, mention the word, and people tend to joke or visualize hoards of 

    locusts caused by a “freak of nature.” It seems we’ve 

    forgotten that plagues are real and we’ve been warned about them for 

    millennia. Far from being biological accidents, “plagues are sent from heaven” 

    (Qur’an 2:59, 7:162) as deliberate “punishment 

    from God” (Deut 28:20-22)—and both 

    the Bible and Qur’an recount the plagues on the people of Moses. The Bible advises believers on how to avoid mildew (Psalms 91: 1-7), and Leviticus contains instructions 

    for priests to destroy it. In the Qur’an, believers are told 

    repeatedly about the importance of cleanliness (eg. 2:222), and the Prophet 

    Muhammad warned 

    that filth endangers peoples’ lives and food leftovers can be 

    dangerous.12 
 

    






    We’ve all had the chance to see mould growing on 

    food—even in our refrigerators. The problem is that moulds release 

    chemicals around us—and in us—that we don’t see. Take a 

    little time, some day soon, to check out mycotoxins on the Internet. This 

    is the name given to poisonous substances produced by over 200 species of 

    fungi. The references to the mycotoxins produced by the Fusarium fungi are particularly 

    fascinating—and disturbing. Fusarium moulds attack various 

    grains, such as wheat, rye, sorghum, maize, 

    barley and oats, as well as soybeans, coffee beans, cocoa beans, oranges, 

    grapes, melons, peanuts and other nuts, and some spices, to a lesser 

    extent. Within just three days, when the crop is left wet in the fields or 

    in storage (such as in the silos dotting the Canadian landscape), and the 

    humidity level rises above just 15% - 20%, moulds grow to dangerous levels. 

    The problem is actually most common in temperate climates, such as in 

    Canada and the US, where most of the world’s grain is produced and 

    stored.13 The 

    problem is that you can’t always see these 

    moulds or their toxins at a glance—only at the microscopic or molecular level. Most times, the plants look normal and 

    detection is impossible without expensive tests which growers and grain 

    handlers are not eager to pay for—and even when grain is tested, 

    sampling often fails to find Fusarium.14 

    Yet conservative estimates are that Fusarium has now contaminated almost all feed corn and soft wheat 

    supplies.15
 






    The fungi dissolve cell walls in our bodies, absorb 

    the cell content, and reproduce without limits, becoming the most severe 

    threat of all time to human and animal health.16 Fusarium infections can cause a reduction in the number of synapses per 

    neuron and brain functioning, increased bacterial infections, overall 

    suppression of the immune system, and “sick building syndrome.” 

    And in one way or another, Fusarium is definitively linked to tuberculosis, neurodegeneration 

    of the cerebellum (bipolar disorder/schizophrenia), yeast infections of all 

    kinds—on the hands, feet, genitals, etc.—lupus, asthma, 

    multiple sclerosis, keratitis, endophthalmitis, arthritis, oesophageal 

    cancer, breast cancer, prostate cancer, ulcers, 

    stomach cancer, tonsillitis, sinusitis, otitis, bronchitis, asthma, pneumonia, kidney failure; liver cancer; lung 

    cancer; testicular cancer; osteoarthritis; anorexia; diabetes; 

    Parkinson’s disease, mononucleosis, alcoholism, and AIDS.  
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