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Oh Allah you have shown me the face of the world and I am humbled by it. I have seen what our beloved brother Malcolm
saw, that which transformed him into a better human being. For he too saw the face of the world and it transformed his mind
and spirit, down to the essence of that which made him a Man. For he saw that tens of thousands of human beings could
come to a single place, not caring what color, race, creed or nation they were from. That they could come together in Salaam,
in Peace, unified as one by the One, by Al Islam

I look up now and realize that I am back in the west, from my travels to the east. Here there are few hijabs, few salaams, I
hear no calls of the Adzhan at Fajr, other than my inward call. I long for the call to prayer as this Parisian dawn approaches.
The call that brought me to tears in Al Qassim Province, in the town of Riyadh Al Khabra. The call that started as one call
from a Siddiq, then grew to another, then another, then another. Allahu Akbar, Allahu Akbar, until it turned into an over-
whelming wave of calls to Salat (prayer), that you could hear outwards to the distant horizon. It was as if a mass of angels
had come down from the sky singing the praises of Allah the All Mighty. Tears were my only expression that morn as the
predawn coolness caressed my face.

May we be blessed to hear such a call to prayer in my home of America in the early pre-dawn morning. I keep having
flashbacks, flashbacks of the Black Cube in all its splendor, surrounded by golden Arabic letters. Exclaiming that there is no
God but Allah the One. I feel different. I am different. For I have become, I have caught a glimpse of that which is eternal.
Oh Allah, Al Wadud lead me to the straight and righteous path. May I fulfill the destiny that you have selected for me
through Peace using your ultimate sense of compassion and understanding. InshaAllah may I be worthy of the journey that I
know is to come, and may I have the strength to do thy will compassionately and with courage.

Thoughts expressed in Paris, France on my return from Umra in the Holy City of Makkah.
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