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			His parents were Harith Ibn Sharahil1 and Su’da Bint Salaba, but young Zayd was known by the title of Abu Usama. He was a free boy who belonged to a noble family until he was abducted one night in an ambush, placed in chains, and taken away to be sold as a slave. The seal of slavery was stamped on his forehead, and he was sold at Ukaz, near Mecca on the Arabian Peninsula. Although, he was not aware of it yet, destiny had planned a most blessed future for Zayd. However, the path to this blessed future consisted of many ordeals and burdens. Nevertheless, the road would eventually lead him to his true Qiblah (the direction of worship) and to a life where he would become a role model for the entire humanity. Destiny would transform him into an individual who would be remembered until the Day of Judgment.

			Zayd was the second son of Harith. Like all fathers, when Harith’s wife, Su’da began to feel the pains of labor, he became extremely nervous, wondering about the sex of the child. When he received the news of a baby boy, he felt an additional joy. Without doubt, in those days the sex of the baby was quite significant for any father. Fathers of that era did not take any pleasure in hearing that they had a baby girl. Many considered it as an issue of dishonor; some fathers would become furious with the news. Having a girl transformed them into barbaric monsters who buried their children alive. Probably for this reason, Harith felt great joy upon hearing the news that he had a son.

			Many years had gone by, and Zayd had become the source of elation in the house. Although, they were not a wealthy family, Zayd was always a joyful child. Most times, he would play in the house, but now and then he would run around the date gardens playing with his brother Jabala and his stepbrother Yazid. He had a happy childhood…

			
				
					1	Zahabi, Siyeru A’lami’n-Nubela, 1/220

				

			

		

	
		
			 

			Journey to 
Mother’s Village

			[image: ]

			Zayd’s joyful life was about to take a drastic turn when his family began to discuss a possible trip which would change the flow of time. Zayd’s mother, Su’da had missed her village so much that she was burning with desire to visit her relatives. This was quite natural; moreover, his uncles were also longing to see Zayd and to share his enthusiasm for life. For this reason, Su’da asked for permission from her husband Harith to visit her family who lived in the old village.

			Although Harith loved his son Zayd so much that he would never leave him from his sight, this was a rational request he could not turn down. Indeed, his uncles also had rights over Zayd, and he had to take this into consideration. The sorrow of separation was burning through his heart yet he had no other alternative, so he reluctantly nodded his head as a gesture to say he was giving permission.

			It was time to prepare for the journey that would reunite Zayd with his uncles. However, they could not travel alone because this would be a dangerous journey through the desert. So they announced their trip to the locals and asked if there was a caravan travelling towards the region of Banu Ma’n. Before long, they had found a caravan and joined it on a journey towards the land of Banu Ma’n.

			Eventually, they reached their destination and reunited with the relatives. Everything was going according to plan. This was an opportunity that Su’da could hardly find so she utilized her days and nights with maximum efficiency. She sat constantly with her aging mother and father, contemplating the wonderful days they had together in the past. Meanwhile, Zayd was riding on the shoulders of his uncles making the most of being the rare guest who visited this village.

		

	
		
			Insufferable Torment That 
Began With An Ambush
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			All of a sudden, the night that would change their fate had come along. They woke up to a horrific sound coming from the streets. Merciless men on horsebacks were vigorously swinging their swords. There was blood all over the streets; women and children were screaming helplessly. His mother’s village was under attack by Banu Qayn, a rival clan. The men of Banu Qayn were swinging their swords at anyone who stood on their path. An indescribable genocide was taking place at the land of Banu Ma’n..!

			The people of the village tried desperately to protect their own lives, and no one even had the time to take a glance at others who needed help. The villagers had not even had the time to prepare against an attack that came so abruptly. They had no means to protect themselves. Within minutes, the village had transformed into a slaughter house. 

			The attack continued for awhile, and when it finally stopped, one could hear nothing but the screams and cries of the wounded throughout the village. At this point, the houses were being looted and then burned down. Before long, the enemies found Zayd and his mother hiding in the house. At first they began with insults which were followed by harassment. Su’da was defenseless with a child at her side. 

			She begged for leniency as the men entered the house. Then she screamed out, begging them to take her life but not to touch her son… Unfortunately, it was obvious that her pleas would not stop these merchants of rancor. Ruthlessly, they pulled Zayd away from her arms. It was as if they were tearing her heart apart. This is exactly what mother Su’da was felt at that instant. There was nothing she could do as they took her beloved son away. She tried desperately to resist but what could a woman do against so many men. Before her very eyes, Zayd was taken away, perhaps never to return again. 

			They had spared her life, so she quickly ran to her brothers to ask for help. Sadly, with every step she took, she came face to face with a horrific image. All of her family members had been pruned like a tree. 

			Burning with hope, once again she decided to look for Zayd. How could a mother endure such a pain? She ran frantically towards the blood-thirsty men. There were dead bodies all over the ground. Her anxiety increased as she heard screams coming from all directions. 

			She wanted to catch up to the men who had taken her son away and beg for mercy. Unfortunately, it was too late. All they had left behind was the dust they raised as they rode away in the horizon. Unfortunately, her son had become a victim of a concept she never understood… 

		

	
		
			Those Were the Living 
Standards of that Era
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			It is an unquestionable fact that as liberated human beings, it is impossible to understand the living conditions of the era of ignorance. It was an era in which the initial light of dawn had cracked and the eternal sun was about to rise. Those were incredible times. As the famous poet, Mehmet Akif Ersoy stated, one would be consumed by his brother if he was weak. Human beings were so vicious that they had surpassed the hyenas. Everything that represented honor and dignity was being stepped on, and the only thing that had value was power. It was an unfortunate time in which even human beings were seen as merchandise and were brought to local markets to be sold as slaves.

			It was not only the slaves who were at risk. As it was in Zayd’s case, when the opportunity arose, even free human beings were abducted and turned into to slaves and servants. Chains that would never be removed again were placed on their feet. Once the mark of slavery was stamped on a person, he could never remove it even if he placed his life at risk.

			Zayd Ibn Haritha was one of these unfortunate individuals. Not long before, he was inhaling the gift of freedom, living happily with his father. Then one night, he was abducted and enslaved. However, this incident would eventually lead him to God’s Messenger, and his unfortunate fate would be transformed into a blessed destiny. As the Almighty God clearly described, there were some incidents that human beings perceived as evil in the beginning, yet there would be blessings and good at the end. 

			However, it was impossible to know what the future had in store. Everyone lived in the fraction of time we call the present. Naturally, Zayd was also living in his present time hence he could not give any meaning to the ordeal he was going through. He was already missing his father whom he loved so much, and even the harsh teasing of his brothers had now transformed into sweet memories. 

			Although, he possessed the potential to carry mountains of burden in the future, God only knows the severity of the psychological effect this horrific experience had on his tiny heart. Perhaps it had left irreparable marks on his soul. From that day on, he was a slave who would lineup before the masters, tied up in chains.

			What kind of a concept was this…what kind of justice would permit such an appalling act? The freedom of a person was taken away from him for no apparent reason, and no one had the sensitivity to do anything about it. Only the strong and the powerful benefitted from this ludicrous tradition. It is no surprise that the title given to this era was “the age of ignorance.”

			Mother Su’da was in a stage of devastation! How she wished that she was also taken away along with her son. Being separated from the fruit of her heart caused a stern pain that no mother could tolerate. She continuously screamed her lungs out, yet there was nothing she could do. Her beloved son had been torn away from her. Perhaps she would never see him again. The village of Banu Ma’n was in mourning. Loud screams were rising from the homes of its residence. They did not even have the chance to defend themselves. Therefore, many of them were ruthlessly slaughtered as they became the targets of sharp swords that were pitilessly swung. 
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