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To the sons of our father Abrabam everywhere,
Sons of Ishmael and sons of Isaac,

Sons of the beautiful Hagar and the beloved Sarab.
[t is time for the scattered sons of Abrabam to be gathered
together in unity
Who can unify the scattered?

Who can change the hearts and renew the spirits?
Who can bring about peace, mercy, and love?
Who can reconcile heaven with earth?
Reconcile one with onese_lf?

Reconcile man with bis_fellow man?

Who is that great man who can do all this?
Sons of Abraham, let us go!

Let us revolt, praise, build, and love.




INTRODUCTION
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s the prodigal son returned to his father after a time of

being lost, going astray, and wandering aimlessly, so
Ishmael goes back nowadays to the bosom of his father
Abraham, even to the bosom of Christ who existed before
father Abraham. He existed before the foundation of the
world.

Ishmael goes back to the One who came from heaven
and was incarnated for him. Yes, my God and my Savior,
You came to preach the Good News to the poor, to bind up
the brokenhearted, to proclaim freedom for the captives
and release from darkness for the prisoners, to bestow on
them a crown of beauty instead of ashes, the oil of gladness
instead of mourning, and a garment of praise instead of a
spirit of despair.

You came to rebuild the ancient ruins and restore the
places long devastated; to renew the ruined cities that have
been devastated for generations, and proclaim freedom,
peace, healing, and love. Oh, my God and Savior, You came
to save all nations.

We, the sons of Ishmael, have lived so many years un-
aware of You, knowing nothing about You, and many times
we not only denied You and fought against You, but also
were hostile to You. But Your love that is beyond all minds,
all imagination, and beyond all enmity found us, guided us,
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had mercy upon us, and purified us.

Your love, my Savior, brought us back to You as the prod-
igal to the bosom of his father, as a fondling returns to his
mother’s bosom, as a drowning person brought back to the
ship of rescue.

My God and my Savior, here we are, we sought You and
You found us; we asked You and You answered us; we prayed
to You and You have heard our prayers. You have loved us
first.

Now we have become sons not slaves, free not captives.
We became righteous instead of being wicked; we became
like You in loving whole nations.

We are the children of Ishmael, the sons of our father
Abraham, who was called “the friend of God.” We decided
on the coming few pages to proclaim to all nations our love,
admiration, submission, and loyalty to you. We are the
branches and You are the vine; we are the bride and You are
the groom; we are Your city and You are our God, Savior,
and King.

Yours,




REPENTANCE in
FRONT of a MOSQUE

This is the story of my conversion to Christianity. My
name is Abraham. [ am so proud of my Arabic name
because it is the name of the great Patriarch. My new name
is Timothy, but that does not change the fact that I am
Abraham, nicknamed Abu-Khalil, the son of a couple of
simple peasants. 1 was raised in a humble place, where we
had reeds for a carpet, an oil lamp for light, and hard cheese
for food. I used to study my lessons by the little stream,
wearing my white galabia. I still wear the galabia even now.
When I was a small child my mom took me by the hand
and brought me to the village Kottab (Islamic learning
place), where a Sheikh taught us reading, writing, and recit-
ing the Qur’an. He charged us a dime at the end of every
week. At the Kottab my mind and my heart were filled with
obedience for God, the Creator of heaven and earth.
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When I joined the prep school (junior high) I became
more interested in Dhekr sessions (mystical worship) at the
mosque. I started attending the mystical sessions of the vil-
lage’s Sufi group. We used to praise the Prophet Mohammed
until we.were not aware of our surroundings, repeating,
“Oh, Messenger of God, help!”

One day after the sunset prayers at the mosque, two men
came up to me and introduced themselves. One was named
Mohammed, the other Solomon. They greeted me in a pious,
friendly way. I saw in them a unique kindness and a real
desire to please God. They introduced me to the rest of their
friends. They loved one another and encouraged each other
to obey God. I was impressed by their unity. They were the
elite of our town’s young men. They noticed my dedication
to worshiping God and my public speaking skills.

Our group had a meeting the first Monday of every
month, where I used to deliver a speech right after the ser-
mon of the Emir (prince of the group). I actually started
preaching in mosques when I was only fourteen years old. I
guess it was fine to do that; Imam Shafai used to give fatwa
(religious advice) when he was six or nine years old. I re-
member my first sermon at the mosque was about the idgal
way to celebrate the Prophet’s birthday. We used to fast and
eat together at the mosque, following in the steps of the
Prophet Mohammed, even in the minutest details, such as
the manner of walking, talking, praying, eating, drinking,
dressing, etc. ;

- I owe it to these people because they encouraged me to
read, search, and research. These factors actually brought
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me to where I am today. One day, a friend of mine said to

, my father, “Abraham is one of the public speakers of the
Sunni Group; he attends all their public and secret meet-
ings.” I was surprised and upset because that man was the
one who had originally encouraged me to cornmit to the
Islamic Call and to join the Muslim Brethren Group. We
used to go together from one mosque to another, proclaim-
ing the Islamic Call. I always wished that my father had been
present when I delivered my sermon.

After my secret was revealed, my dad started to warn me
and threaten me many times, hoping that I would change
my mind and leave the Muslim Brethren Group. Our group
became well-known to an informant named Mohammed. He
used to follow all our news and movements and report them
to the State Security Investigations (SSI) office. He would
tape all our speeches and deliver them to the local SSI office.
I was proud to see Mohammed taping my speeches at the
mosque.

On the other hand, my father and I were not pleased that
the SSI had gotten my name. My father was so concerned
about my safety that he went to the Muslim Brethren Group
at the mosque and screamed at them in front of everyone
and asked them to leave me alone. He then came back and
hit me and broke my teeth. One of my front teeth is still
broken, a reminder of my days with the Muslim Brethren.

For the first time in my life, my father burned all my re-
ligious books. He was very concerned about me and afraid
that I might get hurt because of the Sunni Group. He even
threatened to divorce my mother if I continued to go to the
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Sunni mosque. I asked him to allow me to just sit outside
the mosque so that I could listen to the Muslim Brethren
Sheikhs without actually going into the mosque: He agreed
on the condition that he should go with me. We used to sit
outside the mosque as I listened attentively.

Threats did not deter me from spreading the Islamic
Call. At school, I used to deliver an Islamic public speech
every morning. I forced my sister to wear the veil. I stopped

shaking hands with women and listening
WHY wOuULD to songs for fear of God’s punishment on
MiSE D Doomsday, pum'shment in the forrr'l of
hot lead poured into the ears. My neigh-
NOT COME AT 615 made fun of me for being so metic-
THE END DAYS  ulous in applying all the commands of
INSTEAD OF the Qur’an and Sunnah to the letter. It
was not my fault; I had been taught that
Islam was relevant and valid for every age
and every country, and that Islam was the
0 solution!
While striving to spread the Islamic
Call I had an idea. I thought I should win my Christian
friends to Islam so that we all would go to the Jannah (heav-
en). At that time, if you had asked me my opinion of Chris-
tians, I would have told you that they were infidels and
polytheists, but I discovered that the Qur’an itself taught
otherwise.
In Surah 5:82 the Qur’an says,

CHRIST AS A
FAIR JUDGE?

Strongest among men in enmity to the believérs
wilt thou find the Jews and Pagans; and nearest among

10
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them in love to believers wilt thou find those who say,
“We are Christians”: because amongst these are men
devoted to learning, and men who have renounced the
world, and they are not arrogant.

According to this verse, the Qur’an made a distinction
between Christians and infidels; if Christians were infidels,
the Qur’an would have put them in the same categary.

In Surah 2:62 the Qur’an says,

And the Christians and the Sabians—any who be-
lieve in Allah and the Last Day, and work righteous-
ness, shall have their reward with their Lord; on them
shall be no fear, nor shall they grieve.

I tried to convince the Christians I met at school or in
my neighborhood that Islam was the true religion. I even
corresponded with some Christians in order to convert them
to Islam. As a result, I had a burning desire in my heart to
compare Islam and Christianity to find out, once and for all,
which was right and which was wrong, which was God’s way
and which was the devil’s way.

For two years, I had been struggling. Many times I de-
cided to end this internal battle by stopping the reading of
Christian books, focusing on reciting the Qur’an every morn-
ing, and following the example of the Prophet Mohammed.
I wanted to find peace and to obey God through the true
religion. Therefore, I got rid of all my Christian books in
order to become a real Muslim, dedicated to the one true
God, Allah.

But God did not leave me alone. His Holy Spirit used to

[1
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stir me in my sleep. Whenever I went to bed I got edgy. My
conscience was restless. I could not sleep for nights on end. I
wondered, if Mohammed were really the Seal of Prophets,
why would he not come at the end days instead of Christ as
a fair judge? In this case, Mohammed would be one of the
signs of the Last Day and not Christ. I wondered about the
secret behind Christ’s supreme status among all prophets so
much so that He became the center of history. Do we not say
that acertain historic event took place before Christ (B.C.)
or after Christ (A.D.)? What is the secret of Your glory, Isa,
son of Mary?

These questions, and many more, made me strike a com-
parison between Christ and Mohammed. After spending a
long time comparing them, I learned that it was an unfair
comparison, even in the Qur’an itself. In the Qur’an we
never find Christ asking God’s forgiveness for any sin or
guilt, as did the rest of the prophets and messengers. Christ
was right when He challenged the Jewish leaders saying,
“Can any of you prove me guilty of sin?” (John 8:46). He
even rebuked the Jews for their false piety when they caught
the adulterous woman in the act: “If any one of you is with-
out sin, let him be the first to throw a stone at her” (John
8:7). _

On the other hand, I found from the Qur’an itself that

-Mohammed was just a human being like any other, with his
sins, his hostility toward the infidels, and his death. The
Qur’an says,

And ask forgiveness for thy fault, and for the men
and women who believe. (Surah 47:19)

12
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That Allah may forgive thee thy faults of the past
and those to follow... (Surah 48:2)

And had We not given thee strength, thou wouldst
nearly have inclined to them a little. (Surah 17:74)

In his Qur’an commentary, Imam El-Syouty explained
the reasons behind Surah 17:74:

According to Mohammed, son of Kaab, from the
tribe of Karz, the Prophet Mohammed recited Surah
53 until he said, “Have you seen ‘Lat’ and ‘Uzza’...”
(Names of idols), then the Devil made him say that
Muslims could worship them, and that the idols’ inter-
cessions were to be sought. So, it became a verse in the
Qur’an.

Prophet Mohamnmed was so sad about what happened
until God inspired him with another verse: “Never we did
send a messenger or a prophet before thee, but, when he
framed a desire, Satan threw some (vanity) into his desire;
but Allah will cancel anything (vain) that Satan throws in,
and Allah will confirm (and establish) His signs” (Surah
22:58).

That was the reason for Surah 17:73,74: “And their pur-
pose was to tempt thee away from that which We had re-
vealed unto thee, to substitute in Our Name something quite
different; Behold! They would certainly have made thee
(their) friend. And had We not given thee strength, thou
wouldst nearly have inclined to them a little.”

I could not find any verse in the Bible that said that
Christ almost joined the infidels if it hadn’t been for God’s

13
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providence. The reason behind this fact, as I learned from
my studies, that Christ was the Word of God. . The New Tes-
tament, which was written originally in Greek, states that
Christ is the Word of God in the sense of “the spoken mind
of God.” Christ is the mind of God. God and God’s mind
are the same entity and the same essence, without any differ-
ence, division, or separation. Christ is the Incarnated Word,
God who came in the flesh. His divine nature has never de-
parted from His human nature, not even for a moment or a
twinkling of an eye.

All these thoughts bombarded my mind and fought in
my heart. I was afraid of God’s wrath that came upon infi-
dels. Whenever I knelt down for prayers, I cried from the bot-
tom of my heart, “Oh, God, show me the truth. If Moham-
med is right, I will follow Him until I die; if Christ is right, I

‘will follow Him until I die. I would give my whole life to
You and serve You all my life whatever the cost may be.”

I kept repeating this prayer until Christ came to me in a
vision, in a dream. He said to me in His kind voice, “I love
you.” I meditated on the unending love of Christ and His
sacrificial death on the cross to save and redeem us. With
tears running down my face I said to Christ, “I love You. I
know You. I know that You are the Alpha and the Omega. I
know that You are eternal, and that You are the beginnjng
and the end””

I was so happy, dancing like a small child and praising
God. Being a fair judge, God sentenced His Son to die in
our place so we don’t have to spend our eternity in hell. We
do not say that God Almighty has a son from a wife—God

14
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forbid! We consider anyone an infidel if they say so. God
never had a wife or a physical son. We say that Christ is the
Son of God in the same way light is born out of light. It is a
spiritual sonship. We Egyptians are called “sons of the Nile,”
but we don’t say that the Nile got married.

We proclaim in the Nicene Creed: “We believe...in one
Lord Jesus Christ, the only begotten Son of God, begotten
of His Father before all worlds, God of God, Light of Light,
very God of very God, begotten; not made, being of one
substance with the Father, by whom all things were made.”
At the same time, we testify that there is no god but God,
and we worship Him alone.

A few weeks later, I was baptized on September 6, 1987,
in a home. In my heart, my baptism was my second date of
birth. I have been a Christian for sixteen years now. I told
my wife that, when I die, I want my tombstone to read
“Christ is Victorious!”

All human beings on the face of this earth are mortal.
Only Christ is immortal. All prophets are buried in tombs
that we know and visit, but only the tomb of Christ is empty
because He is in heaven, a Victorious King. Through His
death on the cross, Christ conquered the power of death.
Praise and glory to You, my beloved Jesus!

A friend of mine stole my diary and gave it to Solomon
of the Muslim Brethren Group. Solomon and his followers
conspired together to trap me. They photocopied my diary,
in which I explained my belief in Christ, and distributed it
among the people in my village. It was like a scandal, but as
Joseph said when his brothers conspired to harm him, “You

15
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intended te harm me, but God intended it for good” {Gen-
esis 50:20). "l:he Word of God says, “And we know that‘n all
things God works for the good of those who love him* (Ro-
mans 8:28).

My family members were ashamed of me. My mother -
could not appear in public. People used to point fingers at
her because her son had brought her shame by becoming a
Christian. She told me that she had disowned me until the
Last Day. Nothing broke my heart more than the hurt, hu-
miliation, and disgrace I caused my family, especially my
mother. But what coul!d I possibly do? I really loved my
mother, but it was impossible for me to abandon my belief
in Christ for her. -

She once hit me on the head with her shoe. Another
time, she wore black and announceéd to everyone that she
was mourning the death of her son, Abraham.

One day, all the people of my village came together to
beat and torture me in order to conveért me back to Islam.
They kicked and slapped me in front of my family. My
mother knelt down and begged them not to hurt me, but
they stepped on her. My poor mother was crying on the
ground, while they shouted at my family, “You disgraced
us!” In the middle of this chaos, one of the village’s Sheikhs
shouted at the people, “What’s the crime of this poor wo-
man if her son has chosen the path of infidelity?” I thank
the Lord. If it were not for His mercy, I would have been a
martyr long ago.

Afterwards, all my friénds avoided me. They thought I
would give them a bad reputation in town. I became a fa-

16
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mous “guest” at the local police station and the SSI office. I
had to spend many nights at the police station in fear for
my life. One night, people in my village crowded around my
family’s house and wanted to burn it. They burned some of
my Christian books, while the police confiscated the rest as-
if they were confiscating the property of a drug dealer.

The police had a twenty-four-hour watch around my
house to prevent any Christian material from coming to me.
Well, the Word of God came to me in the form of a newspa-
per page in which my sandwich was wrapped! It was the
front page of the newspaper, which
included an article by the Coptic Pope
Shenouda. He menti);)ned msny Bibple ] e g T
verses such as, “Do not be afraid, forT  AND LIFTED ME
am with you” (Genesis 26:24), and, UP AT A TIME
“The Lord himself goes before you wWHEN I WAS IN
and will be with you; he will never - cprpaTE NEED
leave you nor forsake you. Do not be ‘
afraid; do not be discouraged” (Deu- OF GOD'S HELP.
teronomy 31:8). : &ex

It was a miracle and a sign from
heaven to have this newspaper brought to me under the
heavy siege of the police force surrounding my house. It
encouraged and lifted me up at a time when I was in des-
perate need of God’s help. As soon as I finished reading that
newspaper page, a police officer knocked on the door.
Afraid for my life, someone in my family snatched the paper
and burned it. I was so sad to lose my source of consolation,
but to my surprise the following day I was walking around

17
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the corner when I found another copy of the same page
lying on the ground! I used to wake up every morning at 4
a.m. to the voice of my mother crying to Allah to bring me
back to Islam.

Christians are not dearer to me than my own mother.
As a matter of fact, my muther is more precious to me than
any Muslim or Christian. On the other hand, I have some-
one more precious than my mother or my very life—my
Lord Jesus Christ! If [ don’t love Him more than myself, I
would not deserve to have a share with Him.

My mother left no stone unturned in order to get me
back to Islam. She visited a sorcerer to cast a spell on me.
Muslims think that the Jinn believe in the Qur’an. Well,
there was nothing that sorcerer could do to affect me. I was
praying to Almighty God in the name of Jesus Christ, the
nome that terrifies all demons and Jinn. Strangely, the sor-
cerer to'd my mother, “Your son is following a path that he
will never leave!”

God has done many signs and wonders in my life. I feel
er<vuraged whenever I remember any of them. They are
milestones along the way of God’s fatherly love that carried
me from the beginning and saw me through, and brought
me to this place sixteen years ago. God has never forsaken
me, not for a single moment!

Suklan

18




BLESSED BE the
PEOPLE of EGYPT

y name is Mozafar. I was born in 1969, the firstborn

to a middle-class family that lived in a beautiful,
quiet city. I grew up to be responsible. I was different from
the other children. I did not play that much, or hang around
on the streets like other kids.

My dad worked in another town, so I had to take care of
my two brothers—Hassan, the middle one, and Anwar, the
youngest. I had to play the role of my absent father most
days of the week. Many years passed with no trouble for my
family or me. Financially, we were well-to-do. I went to pri-
vate schools. As Muslims, we used to pray and fast, and we
observed the religious ordinances in a moderate way, free
from fanaticism or fundamentalism.

One day, many questions arose in my mind and totally
changed my life from an ordinary one to a life full of sur-

13
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prises and changes. This day was the day I started high school.
That period is very important to everyone, in my opinion, for
in that period one starts to search for one’s identity, to scru-
tinize things taken for granted.

Each of us has inherited our religion, language, race,
and gender. No one has chosen any of these factors, impor-
tant as they are and very effective in forming us. We deal
with this compulsory inheritance with ourselves, with God,
and with others. For example, we as Muslims are born and
raised to hate Jews and Christians, and to believe that Mus-
lims are the best people in the whole world. No one could
ever imagine that the others (Jews, Christians, etc.) could be
right at all. This idea of others being right never even exist-
ed, not once in a blue moon.

Very few people would think of examining the things
we inherited, or of questioning how right this inheritance
was. if we ask others (Jews and Christians) to examine their
inheritance and correct it, it means we are very sure that
they are wrong, and we consider them blind because they
accept their inheritance without examination. It would be
appropriate if we would do what we asked of others. (It’s
logical that you treat people the same way you would have
them treat you.) I think that examining our inheritance and
trying to discover the truth would make us deeply rooted in
the good areas and more flexible to change the areas of ig-
norance and vanity. Surely the true God loves people who
search for the truth, the light, the good, and the better life.

The time of high school began many new friendships in
a new school full of surprises and truths. I think my genera-

20
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tion will be remembered throughout the school’s history. I
got to know atheist students who did not believe in the exis-
tence of God, students from the violent Islamic fundamen-
talist groups, and other students who enjoyed their adoles-
cent lives and cared for nothing but girls. [t was a very dif-
ferent and complex variety for me. It was a big leap from a
normal, almost boring life to one very rich in quantity and
quality.

I started to develop friendships,
and I got to know a person who be-
came a close friend of mine in a very
short time. After almost sixteen years WHO SEARCH FOR
of our friendship, I realize that any- THE TRUTH,
one who has not experienced sucha .0 |, GHT, THE
friendship would remain lonely for
the rest of his life, knowing nothing
about warm relationships, compan-
ionship, honesty, and faithfulness. R 04
Such a person would never come to
know others because he has never gotten to know himself.

SURELY THE TRUE
GOD LOVES PEOPLE

GOOD, AND THE
BETTER LIFE.

‘Forgive me; I am very fanatical about friendship.

My new friend, Basil, had similar thoughts about hu-

“manity and its sole source going back to our father Adam

and our mother Eve. He also believed that brotherhood and
friendship were the feelings that should govern all human
relationships. It is the only feeling that surpasses all the illu-
sion and the real barriers of beliefs, language, color, gender,
and social class. He used to ray that if all human beings
would consider that all of us had the same origin, the world

21
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would become happier, with no wars, famines, or struggles.
The world would become a little house belonging to a big
family, where peace, justice, equality, and freedom prevailed.

These principles were our main concern, even in our
emotional relationship. We had a platonic love—the love
that esteems the spirit and disregards the desires of the flesh.
Those moments, days, and years were really beautiful. We
were idealistic adolescents, with the hearts, innocence, and
curiosity of children. Utopia was our dream, day and night.

I remember we spent many nights in discussion and
reading. My family had another apartment besides the one
we lived in. That apartment became a hideout where Basil
and I would spend a lot of time writing, listening to our
favorite songs, and reading all kinds of books, permitted or
banned. I think the banned books had a certain appeal. It was
not cigarettes or drugs that attracted us, but banned books
such as God, Don’t Let Me Into Heaven if It Has Walls! by
Salah Jahin.

Basil raised many questions. He said that Islam’s claim
that Judaism and Christianity were corrupted was likely to
demolish all religions, including Islam itself. I asked him,
“How? Islam is the only religion that is protected and pre-

served,” and I quoted the famous Quranic verse:

We have, without doubt, sent down the Message;
and We will assuredly guard it (from corruption). (Sur-
ah 15:9)

_ He told me, “We believe these words because we are Mus-
lims. Not one of us tries to look at the case of corruption in

22
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a neutral, objective way. For instance, did God send down
the Torah (the Old Testament) and Zabour (the Psalms) and
the Bible (the New Testament)?” When I said yes, Basil then
asked, “Is there anyone who could change or modify God’s
words?”

I quoted to him the veises proclaiming that there was
no modification or alteration in God’s words. No human
being or even an angel could do so, because God is the Om-
nipotent, Almighty, and the most Powerful, and He can pro-
tect His Books.

Then Basil said, “You believe that God is the Omnipo-
tent, Almighty, and the most Powerful, and no one could
change His words; so how could He allow this corfuption to
happen not only in one of His Books but also in all of His
Books except one? How could He allow the Torah sent down
to Moses to be corrupted? How could He allow the Zabour
(Psalms) sent down to David to be altered? And, finally, how
could God allow the New Testament sent down to Isa to be
altered?

- “Is it possible after almost six hundred years, six whole
centuries—in which generations lived and died in decep-
tion and distortion of the Holy Books—that God would
bring a Book that nobody can corrupt?

- “All of a sudden God has become Omnipotent, Almighty,
keeping His words from corruption! And this is after a long
history in which His Books were corrupted and His servants
had gone astray—the children of Israel who were God’s most
favored nation, and the priests who would recite the Book,
prescribe what is right and forbid what is bad! Is it possible
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that all of them have gone astray? Can you imagine that
God, who could not protect His Book from being distorted,
altered, and corrupted, could protect His worshipers?”

I used to think about that, and I had no answer. I knew
that the point was not to find a solution or an answer to save
God from that puzzle that He had caused Himself.

Meanwhile, 1 knew Basi!’s questions were genuine and
logical. I knew he was sincere in seeking God and not world-
ly pleasures. He used to ask me why we Muslims claimed
that the Holy Books were corrupted but, at the same time,
insisted that the Qur’an was preserved—as if the Qur’an
were God’s only Book. Does God favor some Books over
others, or some prophets over others?

Does God not care about these generations of mankind
who died in their false beliefs, thinking that they were true?
How could God let them dedicate their lives to following
these Books wholeheartedly if they were really corrupted? I
don’t believe that the true God would discriminate between
His Books or His prophets. He would not discriminate be-
tween Arabs and non-Arabs except regarding their hearts’ in-
tentions. Therefore, we have to ask these questions not only
to Jews and Christians, but also to God Almighty Himself.

I felt that Basil was always sincere in every word he said.
I remember that we spent many nights reading the three
Books—the Torah, the Bible, and the Qur’an—trying to find
similarities and differences among them. We had a great
time, even though it was mentally and emotionally exhaust-
ing. Neutrality and objectivity in research has never been a
simple matter. There is nothing easier than to proclaim a
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certain religion right or wrong without a real search, a
. search that would satisfy the seeker as well as God.

Basil once asked, “Which comes first, the authentic cur-
rency or the counterfeit one?” I answered that it was the
authentic that came first followed by the counterfeit. He re-
sponded, “That’s logical, but how could God allow His first
three Books to be corrupted and only keep His fourth Book
(the Qur’an) intact? What is the standard that we use to
check out corruption: the earlier Books or the later Books?”
Basil challenged me, “Forgive me,
my friend, but how would someone (J4trE 1S NOTHING
who allowed His other Books to be -
corrupted ask us to trust His fourth S, B
Book?” PROCLAIM A~

Could you believe that I accept-  CERTAIN RELIGION
ed these bold questions from Basil RIGHT OR WRONG
without feeling that he mocked God WITHOUT A
or the Qur'an? I knew that he really
loved God and respected people. He
was just thinking fairly, honestly, &e
and objectively. He used to say, “In

~ the afterlife, nothing will help us but the truth.” Basil would
~ raise common-sense questions such as: How were the Holy
Books corrupted? When? Where? And who did it?

These were the kind of questions no Muslim, in the past
or present, cared to exert any effort to answer. The issue of
corruption is as clear as broad daylight; only an ignorant per-
son would overlook it. .

Basil was more interested than I in the matters of reli-

REAL SEARCH.
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gion and the afterlife. One evening as we sat talking, sud-
denly Basil and I had an idea at the same time (like that
“telepathy” we heard about).‘The idea was to write a booklet
containing our principles, dreams, thoughts, dialogues, and
beautiful memories. .

It was a special dream that started that evening in 1986
—an evening to remember! The booklet’s title was to be
“We Don’t Believe.” Its main idea was to explain what we
didn’t believe in and why. I remember one sentence from
the introduction of the booklet: “We are captives of our cus-
toms, traditions, common feelings, and incapable senses. ..”

One day Basil came to meet me. I saw in his eyes some-
thing I had never seen before. He looked like someone who
carried a secret that he could no longer bear. I felt that his
eyes were revealing that secret, even before his tongue could
do so. He started pacing back and forth, talking like some-
one who was thinking aloud and not talking to me in par-
ticular. It was a unique speech!

“You know that for a long time I have been searching
and reading all the Holy Books and secular books. I have
always tried to remain objective. I seek nothing but God. I
have no intention to lift up a certain religion above the oth-
ers for any reason.

“After a long time of studious search and sleepless nights,
looking for a moment of safety and a father’s heart to wel-
come back the prodigal son, I have to tell you that the road
of searching is not rosy. On the contrary, many times I felt
myself drowning in a flood of questions with no answers.
Sometimes I was about to abandon my objectivity and just
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embrace any religion, like a drowning man grasping at any-
thing, but I could not deny that the power of the Almighty
surrounded me. When I hit rock bottom, totally frustrated,
I could feel a new hope infiltrating my soul, giving me new
strength to lift me up and guide my steps on the way.

“Every morning, I renewed my commitment to seek the
goal and to persevere until I discovered the truth, to find
out the God who would reconcile me with heaven, with my-
self, and with other people—all other people, friends and
enemies alike. I was looking for a God who could change
my heart, even create a new heart in me—a heart that knows
how to praise Him, to have mercy, to forgive, to care, to
shine, and to change the world for the better!

“Would you believe it, my friend? I've found that won-
derful, great God! He is my Savior, my God, my crown, my
strength, my Lord, my cause,and my struggle—Jesus Christ!”

I knew Basil very well and was familiar with his progres-
sive thinking, but nevertheless I was shocked to hear that he
had abandoned Islam to become an apostate. My close
friend, whom I love, had abandoned Islam and become an
infidel. I could not talk to him. He realized my shock and
left me alone to reconsider our friendship and my own per-
sonal search.

I was worried and felt that doubt was infiltrating my
inherited beliefs. I felt my roots were being pulled out. I
thought in my heart that I had been trapped by doubts bes.
cause I did not study and follow my religion the way I should
have. I thought if I studied Islam and fulfilled all its com-
mandments and optional rules, I would have answers for all
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of my questions. Only then would doubts disappear from
my heart and be replaced by a deep belief in Islam, my reli-
glon as well as my father’s. Afterwards, I would be able to
guide my friend Basil who had gone astray and become an
infidel.

As a matter of fact, I went to Basil and told him what I
thought. I was shocked to hear his answer. He did not reject
what I said or me. He was not even upset. On the contrary, he
was happy to hear about my findings as if he wanted me to
study and follow Islam, and to become a true Muslim in the
full sense of the word.

Basil actually encouraged me when he said, “The truth
does not belong to man, but man belongs to the truth. God
would never let someone who honestly seeks Him go astray.
Therefore, I am not concerned about you, or about myself.
Continue with your plans and follow Islam, and may God
grant you success. But be careful, Mozafar; good intentions
are not enough to reach the shore of truth. Good intentions
together with unbiased and fair-search, combined with dili-
gent determination will carry you through safely. God will
show you the way, the truth, and the better life.”

So, I started a life of strict commitment and in-depth
study of Islam. I joined an Islamic group called “The Ances-
tors Group.” We used to observe together all the obligatory

_prayers at the mosque, attend the doctrine studies, and go
out calling the young people to the life of Islamic commit-
ment. Every now and then the brothers and I would go on a
retreat for a few days, sometimes a week, to worship and
pray at other mosques in different cities.
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We used to set up camps to recite the Qur’an and dis-
cuss the contempor ary religious and political issues relevant
to our group. These activities were under the supervision of
university professors and highly educated professionals (phy-
sicians, engineers, lawyers, teachers, etc.). Despite this new
commitment and the great change in many aspects in my
old life at home, with my neighbors, and with my friends at
school, I still prohibited watching TV, listening tu songs, or
any form of leisure activity.

I used to order my mother and my female relatives to
wear the complete veil (the Islamic dress for women). I used
to command all my friends to observe prayers at the exact
time. All my relationships changed, except my friendship
with Basil. We were poles apart, especially in our beliefs. Re-
ligiously speaking, he was an infidel apostate, but humanly
speaking, he was my only friend whom I could not abandon.

Yes, he was an infidel because he t~came a Christian,
but he was still honest, sincere, faithful, and loving toward
everyone. [ used to pray to God to guide Basil back to Islam.
The brothers at The Ancestors Group always asked me to
end my relationship with him and to fight him because he
was now an infidel. At that time, it was known in the city
that Basil had become a Christian. As a result, he faced a lot
of persecution.

Nevertheless, I always saw Basil as both firm and friend-
ly. He even showed love and forgiveness toward his persecu-
tors. | was amazed and shocked at the same time. I had so
many questions troubling my mind: How could he be full of
such peace and love, being an infidel person? Why did he not
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pay them back evil for evil—an eye for an eye and a tooth
for a tooth?

He used to say that he'followed in the steps of the Christ
he believed in, by loving his enemies and forgiving those
who mistreat him. Before such love, all my years of Islamic
commitment and fundamentalism, all that hardened me
against his heart and his love, diminished.

This love confronted me and al' my claims that mine was
the true religion, that Allah was the God of the universe, that
we Muslims were the best people in the whole world, and
that our Prophet, Mohammed, was the seal of all Prophets
and Messengers of God. All of these claims could not stand

in the face of that overflowing river of

] FOUND ouT  love. It made me run back to my ritu-

al commitment, hoping that one day

I would change and become stronger

CHRISTIANITY  thap Basil and his God. I would then
WAS COMPLETELY  face them and defeat them.

DIFFERENT FROM After two whole years of Islamic

WHAT [SLAM strict commitment and sincere search,

] I started to discover something that

PIEPYRRDIT TR  migrall my whole being and made me

e doubtful like never before. I found

out that all Islamic worship com-

mandments were not the result of Islamic divine inspira-

tion; they all existed in Arabia before Mohamnied and the

Qur’an. I also found out that the Sharia (Islamic law) and all

punishments were practiced before. Islam. Many Islamic

teachings were taken from the Torah, such as stoning an

THAT TRUE
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adulteress, cutting off the hand of a thief, etc.

I also found out that true Christianity was completely
diffetent from what Islam pictured it to be. Islam atiacked
Christianity, claiming that Christians believed in three gods
and that God married Mary and gave birth to Jesus, the son
of gods. Islam also claimed that Christians worshiped Jesus
and Mary as gods, apart from the true God. I found out that
all these things were absolutely false. They were taken from
the superstitions prevailing in Arabia before and during the
age of Mohammed.

True Christianity believed in one God six centuries be-
fore Islam, and brought along sublime principles and teach-
ings which no human being can face but with reverence..
After four years of studies, discussion, search, and commit-
ment in The Ancestors Group, combined with sleepless
nights and tearful eyes asking God to lead me to the right
way, I decided to stop and reconsider everything in my life.
On the other hand, I had another problem. I was commit-
ted to join my group every day at the mosque for prayers
and studies. How could I suddenly drop out? How could I
shave my beard and abandon the Islamic dress code (gala-
~ bia)? And so many other questions. ..

What would they think, considering that I had a relation-
ship with Basil, who had become a Christian? They would
say that I, too, had become a Christian like him. That would
cause me a lot of trouble and persecution. I had no choice
but to overcome my fears and face the truth, with logic and
wisdom this time. After four years of studious search, one
had no choice but to accept the result whatever it may cost.
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So, I stopped all my activities and asked God to show
me the right way. At that time, [ was more doubtful of Islam
and more convinced of Christ. For four years, my friend
Basil spared no effort to explain all the issues and problems
that I faced concerning Christianity. Every day he would,
tirelessly and confidently, speak with. me about Christ. I was
almost ready to accept Christ as God and Savior, but there
was something inside me that did not yet embrace this faith.
I still was not filled with that faith in Christ. I told Basil that
1did not know the reason behind it.

- He said, “I do not know either, but do you believe that
God knows everything, and He is the only one who can an-
swer you and satisfy all your hunger for the truth?”

1 replied, “Yes.”

“I do too. Let’s pray and ask God to reveal Himself to-
you in a clear way. The God we believe in is real and close.
He hears our prayers and talks with us. He is alive and can
interact with us. He is not an illusion.”

I agreed with Basil and started to pray, asking God to
clearly reveal Himself to me, to guide me and to quench my
thirst for the truth. One cold night in March 1988, I spent
all night praying with tears until dawn. I poured out my
heart and the four years’ worth of pain and struggle. I still
remember that night eleven years ago as if it were yesterday.
~ It was a night in the Holy of Holies after four years of ex-
haustion and insecurity. I had always tried to please God in
order to feel that He was with me and close to me, even for
just one moment. But the more I committed to Islam, the
lonelier I felt; the more I obeyed, the more worried I got;
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the more pious I became, the more scared I felt. Four years

, without peace, safety, or security. My claim that the God of

Islam was closer to us than ourselves seemed unfounded.

Even though I had not yet confessed Christ as my God, I
just came close to Him and touched the hem of His teath-
ings. He lifted my heart up toward Him and compensated
me for the years of poverty, loneliness, and bitterness. He
filled me with joy, peace, and a certain serenity that I could
not explain, something I had never experienced before in
my life.

In that early morning I wanted to run to all my family
members, my friends, and my acquaintances to tell them
about the treasure that I discovered—the real God I had
found in Jesus Christ who loved me before I loved Him.

I ran to Basil and told him my whole story as if he did
not know it. He listened while his tears were streaming
down his face. He praised God for me like a mother receiv-
ing her child or a father waiting four years for the return of
his prodigal son.

Yours,

Pyt
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E ach one of us has bits and pieces of his life memories,
the dreams of early childhood, all the character-shaping
factors. Yes, I remember every moment; I almost remember
the moment I was born. That moment is stuck in my mem-
ory since my mother told me all about it. It was a Wednes-
day in 1971. I was the firstborn daughter to my parents. I
was the first joy, the first baby crying in our home.

I am the eldest of four sisters. Our financial status was
average, like that of any ordinary family. My father did his
best to provide for our needs. His dream was to give us a
good education, especially me. I studied in public schools.
We were all girls, so my dad wished to have a son. As far as
religion is concerned, we were raised with moral values and
religious commitment.

My father is a true Muslim. Having been raised in the
countryside, my father was keen to maintain all religious
rituals and traditions. As for my mom, she was less conser-
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vative than my dad. She prayed every now and then. I re-
member that she and Dad always had many arguments con-
cerning that. He wanted both of them to be good examples
for us to follow in all religious matters. My dad used to get
up early for the dawn prayer at a mosque in the vicinity.
Sometimes I would wake up to the voice of the azzan (call
to prayer). I was amazed by my father’s persistence to pray
the five obligatory prayers on time at the mosque. Nothing
prevented him from doing that—not the cold of winter, the
heat of summer, not even sickness.

I asked him once, “Why don’t you pray at home in the
cold weather?” He replied that the more he would go out to
the mosque in such bad weather, the more God would re-
ward him with great compensation. My dad, a conservative,
was really faithful to Islam, and he still is.

When I was seven years old, my dad encouraged me to
tast the whole month of Ramadan (Ramadan is an Islamic
calendar month in which all Muslims are obliged to fast).
And then he told me one of the Hadiths (Prophet’s tradi-
tions): “Teach them till the age of seven, and beat them till
the age of ten.”

I used to feel hungry during the long day of fasting, es-
pecially at that age, but I was faithful and patient until the
end of the day. I managed to fast the whole month. My dad
was very happy and announced the news to all of our family
members. He was very proud of my religious commitment.

I was very happy knowing that God would reward me
according to His promise. But my great joy was to achieve
this difficult task. Until the age of twelve I did not pray reg-
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ularly, and Dad always argued with us about this matter.
, Discipline in both study and prayer were very important top-
ics that created many arguments and tongue-lashings all the
time we lived at home.

Dad had a way to punish us that I strongly rejected. If
one of us didn’t pray for any other reason than the legal rea-
sons, he would refuse to eat with us at the same table ac-
cording to the Prophet’s-tradition. I wondered how the
Prophet could teach principles likely to cause family dissen-
sion. What kind of a commitment was Dad expecting to
come out of such a punishment?

We grew up with the idea that Christians were infidels
and polytheists, and were not worthy of our friendship or
companionship. There was one exception to that rule. One
of my dad’s friends was a Christian named Fawzy. Dad had
known him since childhood, and they had a close relation-
ship. When he, his wife, and their son used to come to visit
us for our joyful occasions and feasts, I was always amazed
as, after they left, my dad would say to himself, “Oh, Fawzy,
it’s a big waste for you to be a Christian. I wish you were a
Muslim!”

; When I was thirteen, I joined the prep school. On the
first day of school, all the students usually run and fight to
get the best seats in class. A girl named Marcella, whose
name was not familiar, sat beside me. It was a very new
adventure for me. I had to deal with that infidel Christian,
who sat with me at the same desk for the whole year. Soon I
got to know her more and I found myself being fascinated
by her. I still remember the innocence beaming on her face.
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Even now I remember her tenderness as if it were yesterday,
and not many years ago. :

She asked me once what kmd of sandwich I had for
lunch. I told her that I had a Roman cheese sandwich. Mar-
cella said she had a ham sandwich and suggested we swap
sandwiches. I was upset by her suggestion and explained,
“Muslims do not eat pork; it is forbidden in Islam.” So she
asked me why. I told her God was protecting us from this
meat that was not good for our health. She looked at me,
then her eyes wandered and she resorted to silence. I won-
dered, if my answer was true and logical, why did eating
pork not affect all these Christians year after year? I had no
answer and I didn’t bother searching for one; soon I forgot
the whole thing.

The first year of school passed, and our simple, lovely
friendship grew. The following year at school, one day Mar-
cella was looking for something in her bag so she put all her
books on the table. I picked up her Holy Book (the Bible). I
was very curious like never before. My curiosity increased
day by day. I asked her if T could have a look at her Holy
Book. As I scanned the pages, my eyes fell on the words,
“Jesus of Nazareth went around doing good.” I asked her
who Jesus was. Was He a person? It was the first time I had
heard His name. '

Marcella answered that He was the Christ. I closed the
Book and handed it to her. This phrase stuck in my mind
and I had a burning desire to understand it. “A person going
around doing good”—what a wonderful persen, to be de-
voted to doing good! I went home with a deep longing to
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get a Bible to know more about that person. With a great
, innocence I asked my father to get me a Bible and I told him
why. You can never imagine what happened! A tremendous
outburst of anger erupted at our home. My father made my
face black and blue, while repeating two sentences over and
over: “Christians are infidels.... the Bible is corrupted.” [ cried,
regretting what I did and repented. IHowever, before long,
the same desire came back. I asked Marcella to tell me about
Jesus. She told me that He loved everyone and did miracles
to help people.
One day I attended our Islamic religion class. The teach-
er was a young man with the sign of
prayer on his forehead. I had a desire “A PERSON
to ask a question I had had in mind s Te gl
-for a long time. I hesitated to ask be- 2
cause I knew it was forbidden to ask ~ DOING GOOD
such a question, but I could no longer —WHAT A
hold it. Finally I got up my courage WONDERFUL
a‘nd said, “Teacher, can I ask a qufes- PERSON. TO BE
tion? But I mean... may God forgive
‘me.” My tongue was then released DEVRIERIO
and I managed to utter the question: =~ DOING Goob!
“Would it not be more reasonable if ) 04
- the Prophet Mohammed would have
~ helped all the women in their difficult circumstances with-
out marrying them? Would it not be more reasonable if he
helped them without marriage being a condition? Would it
~ not be more reasonable if he were not a polygamist?”
The answer was a slap on my face and the word, “In-
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fidel!” It was the first time I got beaten at school. I felt great-
ly insulted. I went to the school headmistress to complain
and I reported what happened. I told her that I had all the
right to ask. It was a common-sense question. It was his duty
as a religion teacher to answer me. I wondered why he ac-
cused me of being an infidel. The headmistress was very
fanatical. She always rebuked us for not wearing the veil, but
she was very wise. She told me that if the Prophet had had
relationships with them to only help them, he would have
caused them a lot of trouble and exposed them to rumors
and suspicions. I nodded but I was not really convinced.
Her answer did not make amends for my insult. It was use-
less, so I repented again and decided not to pay attention to
this matter anymore. -

My father used to push us to pray consistently, so I de-
cided to commit myself to pray. I realized that discussion
and thinking were useless, so I decided to keep the five daily
prayers as a duty in order to avoid my father’s curses. I felt
coerced. In my first prostration I asked God to help me fin-
ish the last prostration and get over with such a chore. I was
not thinking of God, and my prayer did not bring about any
change in my character. My attitude toward Christians was
still hostile, as a result of the way we were brought up. Mar-
cella was the only exposure I had to Christians. I even avoid-

“ed passing by the church near our home.
At home, things remained the same for a couple of years
. or so. Clashes and disputes went from bad to worse between
“my parents until they did what was likely to change the
course of their lives. It was “the least recommended of the
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legitimate” as they said—to get separated.

_ I began a new role in my family. Lwas sixteen when I took
the responsibility instead of my dad as head of the family,
caring for my four sisters. I had to focus on three things: to
get high grades at school, to be a good mother to my sisters,
and to assume my father’s responsibilities.

I did not allow myself to think of anything else. I fin-
ished my preparatory school with high grades. My old dream
was to pursue my university education but, for financial
reasons, my father did not allow me to go to high school so
I would be able to care for my family. I started to feel that
everything was against me. That feeling was one of rejection
and rebellion. But there was no way out of this bad situa-
tion. Each year brought more grief, sorrow, and brokenness.
I had nowhere to go!

This time I took refuge in God. After all, I had no choice
but to seek God. I was so weak, so honest, and in dire need
of Him. I committed myself to pray and fast, and to follow
all the Islamic ordinances. I started to wear the veil. After I
finished each prayer, I used to call upon God and talk to Him
a lot, but I felt that my prayers and supplications would hit

 the ceiling and come back to me without an answer or help

or even a hope. I always felt that God was far away from me,

“as far as the east from the west.”

After I finished my education, I stayed more than two
years at home. I was bored to death of such a routine life, so
I started to look for a job. It came to my knowledge that a
law office had a vacancy for a secretary.

The owner of this law office was a Christian. I was cer-
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tain that my father would refuse such an idea, but I had to
tell him. He categorically refused. When I persisted, finally
" my dad agreed. Working at a business owned by a Christian,
“my curiosity for the Christian religion began to arise.

I started with a question to my boss about a picture of
the Virgin Mary on the wall behind him. From where did
they get it? Why did they say that Jesus was God while He
was born of an ordinary woman, even if His birth was mi-
raculous? I hardly finished my question when his anger
flared and he said to me firmly, “Here there are no questions
about religion. It is enough what is going on in the country
nowadays.” He meant the awful terrorist attacks that hap-
pened in 1991.

So the fear of that lawyer and his ignorance of his reli-
gion forbade him from getting involved in any discussion
about religion. Ignorance and fear are more than enough to
hide the most awesome beauty. So I decided to learn more
about Christianity, this time from some Christian books in
the library of our office. I started to read about the crucifix-
ion, the Trinity, and the Son of God and His love. I was fas-
cinated by the great love story that appeared clearly with the
cross and salvation. I found it to be logical to the mind and
satisfactory to the soul. I had an apprehension about getting
involved in such readings, so I stopped reading. I wanted to
ask an Islamic theologian to answer all my questions and to
help me stop my attraction to Christ.

I went to the sheik of the mosque near my home and
told him about my little satisfaction and my great fear. He
gave me the instant solution to the disease of searching for
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knowledge and gave me a recipe that comprised three steps
T had to strictly follow:

1. Stop reading about this religion and leave my work.
2. Repent, pray, and fast three days.
3. Keep reading the Holy Qur’an every day.

I did what the sheik requested except for one item, which
was to leave my work. I was afraid that my dad would not
allow me to work again. I began to discover something that
increased my doubts and worries. When I started reading
the Holy Qur’an regularly, I found no healing of my disease.
A woman, according to the Qur’an,
lacks the insight and the religious com- ]GNOR ANCE AND
mitment, so the inheritance of a man
-is twice that of a woman!

In court, the witness of two women ~ THAN ENOUGH
is equal to that of one man (consider- TO HIDE THE
ing that women are léss intelligent). So  pMOST AWESOME
not one of us women coqld be a doc- BEAUTY.
tor, researcher, judge, philosopher, or
even a wise person! 20

The majority of people condemned
in hell will be women! Moreover, lots of them will serve as
hell’s firewood. Just imagine—we women were created just
to please men and eventually we will end up being the fire-
wood of hell or the nymphs of Jannah (beautiful women to
please men in heaven).

A woman in Islam should not leave her house except for
one of three reasons: to move to her husband’s house, to

FEAR ARE MORE
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perform the Hajj (annual pilgrimage to Mecca), or to be bur-
ied. I was tired of all the Qur’anic verses that talked about
fights in Islam and the seas of blood that were still being
shed in the name of religion. Try to imagine that after twen-
ty-one years of strongly believing in something, it turns out
to be false. It was the most difficult time I have ever had.
How can someone who used to take refuge in God suddenly
live without a refuge and without a god?

After a month of sleepless nights, of weeping and cry-
ing, of waiting upon the true God to descend from heaven
to earth to answer me, I got tired of thinking. I then went
back to reading the Qur’an, which left me more bewildered
and confused. So, I decided to read the Holy Bible that I may
find the truth.

But people said that the original version of the Holy Bible
did not exist anymore. What could I do? I had no choice but
to read this corrupted version of the Bible that I may find
the truth between the lines. So I started to read the Holy
Bible and I discovered Jesus, the name that I had heard about
long ago, and the name I had been attracted to. I saw how

He healed the sick, freed the captives, forgave the adulterous
woman, loved and blessed His enemies. For the first time in
my life, I discovered what I had never experienced—the
fatherhood heart or the motherhood care—because my par-
ents were separated long ago and I was the eldest daughter.

And now I feel that Jesus is my father and mother. I
have sensed Him hugging me, holding me in His arms like a
baby. He took away all my heavy loads that burdened my
back. For the first time in my life, I feel that I am a real wo-
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man—a real person, really beloved; not a commodity to
please mmen, but created after the image of God. I cried like
someone who had been rescued from hell or death. On that
day I said to Jesus, “Jesus, You are my God and my Savior.
You are my father and my mother; You are everything to me
in life.”

From that time on, I turned over a new leaf, full of
events, miracles, and persecution, but we will talk about
that later. ‘

Yours,

Py
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FROM the HOMELAND
of CHRIST

I was born in the homeland of Christ, the beloved Pales-
tine. We are the co-called “Arabs of the West Bank.” [ was
born in the late fifties under the dark shadow of the “Occu-
pation.” I lived in a country that was not my homeland, but
who of us can choose the time of our own birth or death?

My family consists of seven boys and four girls. My
father passed away when I was eight years old. My heart was
filled with sadness: birth with no homeland and a child
with no father. I felt as if heaven was hostile toward me. I
think that childhood is the time that forms our image of
God for each of us. By now you can probably imagine the
characteristics of my God. _

My village is located near Al-Quds (Jerusalem)—]Jeru-
salem that killed the prophets and stoned those sent to her,
Jerusalem that crucified the Christ.
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When you are born in Al-Quds, you become a com-
mando who has been tamed, and a child not unlike the rev-
olutionary children throwing stones at the enemy occupy-
ing the land. But who can imprison the spirit and the heart?
Even prisons cannot do that, or the “Occupation.”

Therefore, I carried the heart, spirit, and revolution of
the “Children of Stones,” even though I have not seen a sin-
gle demonstration or any kind of intifada (uprising) in my
village.

But I-remember when I was a child, I would soar high in
my daydreams in which I was to liberate Palestine. These
dreams of liberation always ended up with me being mar-
tyred.

I was really a Palestinian child in the full meaning of the
term, even with the “Occupation’s” attempts to brainwash
the Arab youth to forget their roots, their homeland, and
the cry of their mothers.

In fact, sadness became a language we learned from our
early childhood. We were helpless and trapped in every way:
in earning a living, in finding shelter, at school, in the street.
We are not like the children of the Jews. Discrimination is
obvious in everything. If the “Occupation” forces discrimi-
nate between Eastern Jews and Western Jews, how would
they not discriminate against us?

All these things were shaping me as well as my faith in
God. God was my first and last refuge. I prayed and fasted
until I was fifteen years old, but what was the result? What
happened?

Did a miracle happen to set us free?
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Did our homeland return to us?

Did God raise our martyrs from the graves?

Did God return our lost happiness or put an end to our
shed blood?

Did God return the exiles to their homeland?

Millions of questions exploded inside me against our
fate that heaven has destined us to face. Why did death, gen-
ocide, banishment, and irnprisonment become our destiny
and not other nations and peoples? Is it the will of heaven?
The answer in my heart of hearts was in the affirmative.

Therefore, I rejected this fate, this destiny, and this God.
1 lived for four years not believing in any god. Flagrant athe-
ism lives in the heart and is proclaimed by words and deeds.

'So, my life lost its meaning; all morals and principles with-
ered in me. In fact, I committed all the sins and transgres-
sions, the big ones as well as the small ones.

Then something happened! It was the beginning of
change in my life. I happened to meet a European young
lady named Tina. She was in Al-Quds (Jerusalem) for a year.
We got to know each other and became good friends. She
.was not one of the ordinary people that you meet every day.

 On the contrary, she was a unique person of a rare type
—the type that, if you got to know them, you would never
forget. She was a human being in the full sense of the word,
beaming with life and special presence—a presence that
makes you feel important, that you are a civilized person,
and that time is precious. Yes, she is truly a woman with
whom you feel all of a sudden that everything has meaning
and value. '
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Tina spoke four languages fluently. She always said that
there was no comparison between the spring and summer
of Europe and those of Al-Quds, with its beautiful gardens
and flowery fields. Tina started to feel concerned that she
was becoming attracted to a Muslim man. She knew that
hers was a very conservative, traditional Christian family and
they would never approve of such a relationship.

Tina started planning to go back home. She had already

spent a year at Al-Quds—a year that

jESUS SAID THAT ﬂfew by like a day! I also starFed plan-

ning to travel to Europe, which made

WhSTW$PEA . Ting very happy. In July 1979, I actu-

MAN UNCLEAN  ally visited her in Europe. She was my

WAS NOT FOOD  tour guide. I also visited her family,
OP PRINK BUT  Who welcomed me warmly.

vty .We spokf: once about the habit of

eating pork in Europe and the West-

OF THE HEART! ern countries. Tina said something

& that astonished me. She told me that

the Lord Jesus Christ said that what

made a man unclean was not food or drink but what came

out of the heart and the intentions!

This visit dotted the i’s and crossed the t’s for our rela-
tionship. We realized that we were not just friends but also
romantic lovers. So, we decided to get married. Getting mar-
ried wasn’t an easy decision for me, but rather it was the
first milestone in the long journey of taking responsibility.

. When I went back to Al-Quds to prepare for our mar-
riage, my mother was anxiously waiting for me. My mother is
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a conservative Muslim with a strong personality. My mother
told me that she opposed my travel to Europe to get mar-
ried, and that Tina should come to Al-Quds, so it would be
an Islamic marriage according to the law of God and His
Prophet. It was common in Palestine that if a Western wo-
man married a Muslim man she automatically became a
Muslim, wore the veil, and learned Arabic and the Qur’an.

At that same time Tina repented and renewed her rela-
tionship with her God and Savior Jesus Christ. She became
a Christian in the full meaning of the term, becoming a true
believer. After preparing everything, I traveled to Europe and -
we got married. Our marriage was actually the most im-
portant and wonderful step I have ever taken in my life.

Tina did not fall into the category of typical Christian
wives who are married to unbelieving husbands; that is, she
did not preach at me day and night or rebuke me for my
evil and negative deeds from her point of view. She did not
even make me feel inferior to her. She was a godly wife, an
encouragement toward changing and reflecting God’s own
image. :
She was submissive to me. She knew how to treat an
Eastern man who is very proud, protective of his opinion,
self-esteem, and manhood. All these virtues of hers affected
me but didn’t totally change me. I was still leading a sinful
life. I would get drunk and spend all night in bars, which
made me very moody.

What suffering Tina had with me! It was beyond the
capacity of any human being, but she was really a woman
like Jesus. I wish I only got drunk but I even used all kinds of
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drugs. My years were spent in slavery to the devil, but in the
middle of thorns stood a firm flower with a never-ending
love—my wife, Tina. I was proud of her faith and morals
before all people. I was lost for five years, as if anticipating
death, as if I was slowly putting myself to death. Tina was
praying for me. She was asking God to save and rescue me.

She could not be silent and she could not let God keep
silent either. In fact, heaven answered her prayer on the last
day of 1984. I was staggering on the street after a long night
of drinking when a person met me and invited me to his
house for a cup of tea. I was drunk, but I agreed to go with
him that night.

We talked for a couple of hours or more. The next morn-
ing, I remembered only a small part of our conversation. I
remembered that he had asked me about my belief in God
and that I answered him, “Yes, I believe in God, His Messen-
gers and Prophets: Moses, Isa, and Mohammed.”

He said, “I know only one way to heaven. It is our God
and Savior Jesus Christ, who has completed reconciliation
between God and man. Without Jesus Christ you cannot
enter heaven no matter how good you are or how much you
give to charity.” Then he asked me to read the Gospel of
John. I also remembered that I was mad at him when I left,
but I likéd his boldness and honesty. I invited him to my
home and I gave him my address. We set an appointment
for the following Friday.

I actually looked for my wife’s Bible and I started to read
the Gospel of John. I read it several times. I tried to be well-
prepared for our Friday conversation. On the following Fri-
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day, I decided to stop drinking so I would be fully alert dur-
ing the conversation.

The man came accompanied by another person named
Nels. They started to talk to me about God’s love for me and
for all nations, how God cared for each one of us, and how
the selfishness and evils of man brought about all the suf-
fering on earth—the fallen earth.

God is not pleased with either the evil of man or the re-
sults of that evil. God does not want us to go through the
sufferings that we cause ourselves. A man reaps what he
sows. God, the true love, does not tempt anyone with evil.
God is the source of good, virtue, holiness, and providence.
I listened attentively; my heart was thirsty.

With my wife and the Bible, I met with these two men
quite often, to the extent that religion became my preoccu-
pation after long years of wasting my life.

Tina wanted me to come to know Christ, the awaited
Messiah of the Old Testament (Torah). She wanted to prove
to me that Christ is the center of the Old Testament and the
" New Testament, the center of divine inspiration. Tina knew
that I was fluent in Hebrew, the language of the Old Testa-
~ment. She started to quote all the prophecies that spoke
about the Christ. Almost three hundred prophecies spoke
about the Christ: His miraculous birth, His life, His suffer-
ing, His crucifixion, His death, and His wonderful resurrec-
tion. I discovered that all these existed hundreds and thou-
sands of years before Christ.

This discovery shook my whole being. I was puzzled.to
see the Jews not believing in the Christ (the awaited Mes-
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siah) though they read the Old Testament every day. It is
actually God who guides and not the mindless recitations.

I began to realize that Christ is not an ordinary person.
He is the core of the Old Testament and the Jews are still
waiting for Him. We Muslims are also waiting for the Christ
as a just ruler to judge all nations. Christians are certainly
waiting for Christ to return to judge all mankind and reign as
King of kings. Who is this person anticipated by all nations
—by Jews, Christians, and Muslims?

If Jesus were an ordinary man, He would have taken
more than He deserved when compared with other religions
that have prophets like Moses in the Old Testament and
Mohammed in Islam. It would have been more appropriate
for the Jews to wait for Moses and the Muslims for Mo-
hammed, but this was not the case and everybody is still
waiting for Jesus Christ.

Even the miracles that Christ performed were different
from those of other Prophets. The difference was not one of
prophetic messages or recipients, but rather that Christ was
the only Prophet who resembled God in His divine attrib-
utes and power to the extent of being one'and the same. So,
- how can God give a prophet, whatever his status or message
may be, such a privilege—the privilege of being a partner
with God, not only in His attributes, power, and holiness,
but also in His love?

My inner struggle came to a head, even though I was
not a fanatical Muslim. I was an infidel most of the time.
How powerful religion in the East is! It is deeply rooted in
our genes, blood cells, and bone marrow. There is nothing
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more difficult than changing one’s beliefs that have been en-
- graved throughout the years of c¢hildhood and upbringing.

I was thinking that if the good deeds really outweigh the
bad deeds, I would need another life to do enough good
deeds to erase my evil ones. Therefore, there is no way for
me to be saved by good deeds or charities. Who will rescue
me from my sins and vanities? Who

will save me then? W
At that time, I was unaware that HO IS THIS
the love of Christ was growing in me, PERSON

and finally I could not bear the strug- ANTICIPATED BY
gle anymore, so I cried out-to God,  A[L NATIONS
“Let me know th.e Fruth. Where is th.e —BY JEWS, .
real and true religion? Heavenly reli-

-gions believe that You are one, but the CHRISTIANS,
question is, are You still far away from AND MusLIMS?
us in the seventh heaven, or have You O
incarnated and drawn near us?”

[ also said to Him, “Oh, Jesus Christ, if You are really my
God and Savior, change my life and turn my black heart
into a white one, from a heart full of hatred to a heart full of
love, from an unclean heart to a heart full of holiness, puri-
ty, and cleanness.” My life actually started to change in a way
I never dreamed of. I started to experience a joy that filled
my inner being—without drugs or any kind of alcohol. My
whole life started to change.

Now I have clear goals, principles, and a new meaning
of life. Now there’s a God I am ready to lose everything for;
He is all-sufficient for me. Finally, my wife rejoiced, for she

55




INTO THE DEN OF INFIDELS %&2

saw the harvest of her tears and prayers. Now our home has
become a church, the bride of Christ. We started a new life,
a life of service for the glory of Jesus Christ!

Yours,

Rl
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of CHRIST

hen we were little kids, our father taught us how to
pray. He was always committed to prayer. My par-
ents were simple people, but sincere in their worship and
lifestyle. My father was a clerk who provided us with a rea-
sonable living. I did not know much about my religion
other than praying and wearing the veil. I was never con-
cerned with Christianity or Christians. I thought it was for-
bidden to think of a religion that was corrupted.
I attended nursing school. After graduation, I worked at
a private hospital, where I lived on the premises with some
Christian nurses. For the first time in my life, I had contact
with people of that religion. I lived with them most of the
month, except for the few days I took off every month. Con-
trary to my expectations, they treated me in a loving, friend-
ly manner. I thought they would mistreat me since they
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were the majority at the hospital, and we Muslims were the
minority.

I was attracted to these Christians. I started asking one
of the doctors about little things that caught my attention,
such as the picture of Christ on the cross. He answered all
my questions, and I wanted to know more. He started giv-.
ing me cassette tapes of sermons that explained so many
things that I used to hear but did not understand. I listened
to these tapes secretly. Many things started to make sense. I
noticed the character of Christ in the Qur'an and started
looking for all the Qur’anic verses that spoke of Him.

" I used to read these verses and meditate on their mean-
ing. I found out that they attributed to Christ some charac-
teristics that had never been attributed to a prophet—they
were actually attributes of God. I felt as if I were reading
these verses for-the first time. My eyes were opened to a
deeper meaning and significance in these verses than the
shallow explanation I grew up believing.

I became more convinced, so I asked that doctor to ex-
plain to me the meaning of the Trinity and the crucifixion.
He answered all my questions. Everything he said pointed to
the fact that Christ was really God, and even the Qur’an gave
that implication.

My doctor tutor traveled for a year, but I still continued
to read and search. Every day I became more convinced that
Christ was God, until I found myself praying to Jesus and
.. confessing Him as my Lord! One night, I was at the nurses’
dorm lying on my bed, thinking of Christ and what I had to
do to get baptized and change my religion. I wanted to live
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that new religion with all my heart, but I was afraid of what
, would happen to me if my family found out.

I got tired of thinking and decided to sleep. The room
was dark, but suddenly I saw Christ standing in a vast mead-
ow stretching out His hand to me, while I was drowning in
a deep sea, surrounded by many people, but none of them
could save me. I saw that vision three times in a row before I
came around. I was ecstatic. I kept shouting that I saw Him
and that He appeared to me. When my friends asked me
what had happened, I laughed but told them nothing. I felt
that night was the happiest in my life.
I was filled with a joy and peace that I '
had never experienced before. Thiest CURAE

I then faced a real crisis. I did not ~ YERSES ATTRIB
deny my faith and my family accused UTED TO CHRIST
my of being insane. For three years CHARACTERISTICS
they kept arranging for me to get mar- AT HAD NEVER
ried and I kept refusing. One HIGA | e A i
man proposed to me, and my family
insisted that I marry him. We werein 1O A PROPHET.
the summer resort of Alexandria, play- 204
ing on the beach, when my father and
my brother took me into the sea. They tried to drown me. I
cried and asked them why they did that. They said, “We
won'’t kill you, but we wanted to show you that we can if
you don’t come to your senses and marry that man.”

Under pressure, I lied to them and told them I would
marry the man. I got engaged and went back to my job.at
the hospital. I'm sure things will change. I stopped contacting
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my family and I don’t know what will happen next. I only
know that I love Christ and live for Him, whatever troubles
I may face.

ﬁy:;
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From CHRISTIANITY to
[SLAM to CHRIST

We are mostly affected by our childhood and by our
parents’ lifestyle. I remember many things from my
childhood as if they were yesterday—many painful memo-
ries. I witnessed so many bad arguments between my father
and my mother. I had one sister. Many a night, she and I
cried ourselves to sleep, without even having supper be-
cause of our parents’ fights.

My father was a wealthy man who provided our family
with a good living. We were Christians, but did not know
anything about Christianity. I cannot remember my father
or mother ever talking to us about God or Christianity. They
never encouraged us to go to church.

I was an introvert with many psychological problems.
When I became an adolescent, I decided to lead my own life
my own way, away from the stiffness of my family. My sister,
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like me, was full of rebellion and hatred, but she had many
close friends. She spent most of her time going out and hav-
ing fun with them.

I decided to follow my sister’s example.-I wanted to have
my own world, my own relationships, whether good or bad.
From the time I was sixteen until I became twenty years old,
I started smoking, drinking, partying, and having affairs
with women. I could not find myself in all these pleasures.
Happiness was nothing but a few ephemeral moments. My
dreams vanished and I felt miserable. I felt like a schizo-
phrenic with two parts: the outward one having fun and
getting drunk, the inward one sad and depressed.

I grew very distant from my sister, but each of us felt for
the other. We shared the sadness, deprivation, and agitation
of our home. We had no relationship with God. I was never
concerned about Him. I never knew Him, and nobody told
me about Him. My idea about God was that He had created
us and left us alone. I believed that God lived in heaven and
did not interfere with our lives. He placed the right and the
wrong before us, and one day He would use His authority
to reward those who did good and punish those who did
bad. My sister and I graduated from the university, but our
lives were still the same. Many men proposed to my sister
but she always refused them categorically. My parents did
not know the reason for her refusal and I did not care.

One day, I came home drunk at 3 a.m. to find my par-
ents in a very bad condition. I did not pay much attention
and tried to go to bed, but they shook me hard and woke
me up very rudely. I was surprised, since they were familiar
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with my lifestyle. When I sobered, I understood that they
were so angry because my sister had not come home. We
looked for her and filed a missing-person report at the po-
lice station, but it was in vain. She vanished without a trace.

I felt so sad when my sister disappeared. Although our
relationship was shallow, I loved her so much. She was my
partner throughout the painful times we experienced but
never talked about. I felt that my father and mother were
heartbroken, in spite of their continued arguments and
fights, each blaming the other for causing my sister’s disap-
pearance. They did not talk much about how they felt, but I

.could see it in their eyes.

After a month, my sister called us with a big surprise.

She had gotten married to a Muslim man and had joined
‘Islam herself! It was a red flag for me, and got me thinking:
Who is God? What is the true religion? Why did my sister
do that? What is the enticement of joining another religion?
I had so many questions consuming my thoughts.

When my sister called a second time, my mother cried
and my father begged her to come home. She told them that
she was determined, that she already changed her official
papers and now had a Muslim name, and that she was preg-
nant and wanted to raise her children as Muslims. I was sur-
prised to hear that and wanted to meet her; so she gave me
her new address.

I went to visit her and she welcomed me warmly, like
never before. Her husband welcomed me and was so friend-
ly to me. I asked them about Islam and they started telling
me about all the positive teachings in it. They tried to con-
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vince me that Christianity was infidelity and polytheism. I
actually knew nothing about my own religion so I could not .
compare and was very susceptible. They easily influenced
me and I received all their ideas into my empty mind and ill
soul. I told them that I was convinced but needed more
time to think things over in order not to regret my decision
afterwards.

I started thinking about the whole thing. I saw my sister
happily following her new religion. I started wondering: Is
she really happy? Do the rituals of the new religion satisfy
her? Does God respond to her prayers? I was struggling with
these thoughts but no one knew. I had already made my de-
cision, hoping to find God and myself through this new re-
ligion. I arranged for everything and prepared my papers.

Before I went to bed the phone rang. My mother an-
swered and told me it was for me. When I held the receiver I
heard nice music and Christian songs, and a lady’s voice,
“Would you allow me to meet you now?”

I was surprised and said to her, “Do you know me? I
certainly don’t know you. Who gave you my phone num-
ber? Why do you want to meet me?” She told me that she
wanted to pray with me.

By then I had already told my family and some of my
friends that I was going to embrace Islam. I no longer feared
the authority of my parents, the church, or even God. I felt
that I was following the “true” God in Islam. My main con-
cern was to save my soul after the empty life I had led.

. My friends tried so many times to talk with me, pray
with me, or take me to church. I refused bluntly and insisted
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that I was free to make my own decision. This time things
went differently. With no hesitation, I welcomed that lady to
visit me and gave her my address. Fifteen minutes later the
doorbell rang. After the typical introductions, she asked to
pray with me. I was unusually quiet and agreeable. I did not
even ask her how she knew about me; I was silent and re-
spectful in a strange way. She was praying and I was crying
my eyes out. She was asking the true God to stand beside
me and guide me to make the right decision.

This lady was accompanied by her husband and their
‘young daughter. I was amazed when the little girl looked at
me and said that she could see Jesus
pouring water on me. They explained
that this picture of Christ baptizing Do THE RITUALS
‘me showed that He still wanted me OF THE RELIGION
because He loved me. They asked me SATISFY HER?
to meet them in the morning to go to Dotes Gob
church, bec‘ause I. had. to start. a per- RESPOND TO
sonal relationship with Christ and 9
learn everything about my religion. BER ERAERY
Then they left. R0

They called me in the morning
and I told them that I was not sure. They came around and
took me to church. As we were entering the church, a lady
came up to me and said, “I have to tell you something...”
She seemed hesitant. She looked at me again and stated,
“Jesus says to you: I am the way, the truth, and the life.” I
broke down in tears. I was so overwhelmed with what was
going on. I did not expect God to answer my questions in
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this way, telling me that Christ was the way, the truth, and
the life! -

My life took a turn for the better. I started going to church
regularly, and I came to know God in a new way. I had
thought that God was far away, but He came down to save
me because He loved me. I got away from all the bad things
in my life like drinking and fornication. I started a new rela-
tionship with my father and mother. I led them to have a
true relationship with God. Suddenly, everything changed.
We now go to church together and pray at home. Argu-
ments and fights are gone for good from our house because
God has touched each one of us. We pray fervently for my
sister, asking God to save her and bring her back.

i
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I am the seventh child out of fourteen. We live in one of
the poor, densely populated areas, where Muslims and
Christians live together. I grew up in a Muslim family. My
father worked hard to make ends meet, working day and
night to earn a living. We boys used to spend most of our
time hanging around on the streets. Hunger would motivate
us, in many cases, to steal loaves of bread or bottles of milk
that had been distributed early in the morning in front of
the closed shops.

As a child, I was not fond of education. Before long, I
was kicked out of school. I still remember very well a pious
Christian lady who used to gather the children off the street
to give them Sunday school lessons. She used to teach us
about the love of Jesus Christ for all people, show us spiritu-
al films, and read us passages from the Bible. At the end of
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the meeting, she would give us candy and drinks. She treated
us very kindly and gently; therefore, we would feel ashamed
of ourselves had we done anything improper before her!

There were no children’s activities provided by cultural
institutions or clubs, only that loving lady. As a boy, I en-
joyed the Christian festivals on Christmas and Easter. They
were joyful occasions for me.

After being kicked out of school, I started to work as a
laborer in the seaport and some other places. Yet I was living
in a big vacuum. It was a terrible vacuum. I was lonely with
no friends or companions to care for me. I was brought up
in a family with one foundation—the love of money. I was
materialistic. I was enslaved by money.

Being kicked out of school had a negative effect on me. I
took refuge in alcohol to forget my problems. I tried to find
solutions in gambling and drinking. I saw life in terms of
having fun and collecting money. My brothers joined the
trades and started to make good money; I was green with
envy so I decided to start my own business. I managed to
open a small shop, and money knew its way to my pockets,
but I had no peace or tranquility.

I felt a deadly emptiness for six years. Family problems
began to surface. My brothers and sisters had marital prob-
lems, my father grew old, and my mother fell ill. All the
problems rested on my shoulders. In 1982 I was up to my
ears in debt. All the constant pressures of the various prob-
lems led me to a severe depression. Finally I collapsed in
1986.

Looking back at my life before the collapse, I realize I
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was an alcoholic. Between 1982 and 1984, I drank heavily
and frantically. In 1984, I traveled to France to get treatment
for severe psychological problems. I was treated for a month
and then returned home. I was shocked to find the shop and
the business I established completely demolished.

In August 1986, I began to feel a terrible pain in my
stomach and other parts of my body. I became unconscious
and had to be hospitalized. I was in a serious condition; the
mechanism in my body nearly stopped. For over two weeks,
my friends and relatives visited me in the hospital, expect-
ing me to die soon. One of them was a Christian clergyman.
I still remember him for his love and humility. Some other
Christian friends also visited me and prayed for me.

At this time, the nurses went on strike in my hospital
and they had to get rid of the patients who were not serious-
ly ill. I, however, had to remain in the hospital. After seven-
teen days of medical treatment, I became hysterical, jumping
out of bed and attacking all those around me. I cut the oxy-
gen tubes and soon lost consciousness. Physicians thought
that my end was coming,.

Doctors examined me and after an hour they decided
that I was dead! They called my family to come in order to
issue my death certificate. While I was in that condition, I
saw an intense light touching me, and I heard a voice three
times saying, “Stand up!” I saw the person of Jesus Christ.
He appeared to me through that great light.

My family brought a casket to take my apparently dead
body from the hospital. Whatever my condition, weak or
dead, after Jesus appeared to me, life surged into my body
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and I recovered. When doctors came and saw me, they were
shocked. They wrote a medical report and described my case
as “a very rare, freak, inexplicable case”! I am sure it was
Jesus Christ who restored me to life. He said, “I am the way
and the truth and the life” (John 14:6).

I left the hospital in a feeble condition, but I was newly
born, for I came to believe in Jesus Christ as my Savior. I
told Him, “Lord, if You want to give me life, let it be for the

glory of Your name.” I became, once

] BECAME, again, childlike. I began to see everything

from a new viewpoint. I wanted to be

with Christian brothers. When 1 walked

CHILDLIKE. I on the street, people would point at me
BEGAN TO SEE  and say, “He was dead but now he lives.”

EVERYTHING In fact, the Lord Jesus has changed my

life. One day I was walking by a book-

store. After some hesitation, I knocked. A

gentle lady opened the door and wel-

& comed me in. Among the other books, I

saw a Bible. I remembered the Christian

lady who used to teach us at Sunday school classes when I

was a boy. I thought this lady might know something about

her, so I asked. She said, “Of course, I know her. She is in a

nursing home, although she may be dead by now.”

I decided to visit her the following day. I entered the
place to see a woman sleeping on a chair. I remembered the
songs of Sunday school, and I started to sing. She opened
her eyes and asked, “Who are you?”

I answered, “I am Sayed. Do you remember me? It was

ONCE AGAIN,

FROM A NEW
VIEWPOINT.
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thirty-five years ago.” I told her my story and how I became
a Christian.

She said, “Great, but be careful, Sayed. Be faithful in your
life with the Lord!”

[ started my walk by putting my faith in Jesus Christ. I
started to read the Bible and experience real life with the
Lord. I was so thirsty. I used to read to quench my thirst with
the Word of Life. With all my weaknesses and shortcomings,
I could see the Lord restoring me. It was God who gave us
the promise, “And surely I am with you always, to the very
end of the age” (Matthew 28:20). He also said, “I am the light
of the world. Whoever follows me will never walk in dark-
ness, but will have the light of life” (John 8:12).

Experiential fellowship with God is really great. When I
sought God, I had an unimaginable inner peace filling my
innermost being. I can really identify with the father who
said about his prodigal son, “‘For this son of mine was dead
and is alive again; he was lost and is found. So they began to
celebrate” (Luke 15:24).

I once was dead, but now I am alive; I once was lost, but
now I am found.

J;%
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he best way to start my testimony is to thank God from

the bottom of my heart for such a great conversion in
my life and in the lives of all those who faithfully seek Him.
God has led me with His mighty power and rescued me
from the lions’ den. Strangely enough, this conversion was
not the result of an initial desire of mine, a reaction to some-
thing I heard or a sermon by a pastor or an evangelist. On the
contrary, while I was running around attacking His Word
and His people, He had prepared everything to catch me with
a net from which I could not escape!

He is the Living God who seeks the prodigal son. He
stretches His hands to anyone who repents; He spreads His
light to anyone who is lost in the world; He knocks softly on
the door of every poor and ruined house to fill it with spiri-
tual wealth, purity, and holiness. He gives abundantly and

73




INTO THE DEN OF INFIDELS %

does not regret doing so. He does not give us according to
our actions, but according to His mercy.

I was very hesitant every time I tried to write down my
testimony. I was afraid to exaggerate; I did not want to be
put on a pedestal. I don’t deserve any of the credit; all glory
belongs to God. I also had some pride left in me. I thought
proclaiming God’s work in my life would be an insult to my
ego, since I was the one who was cruel toward followers of
the Living God—the same God who sought me and opened
my eyes to see the light that I had never known before.

As you will read on the following pages, I had no logical
choice but to surrender in this battle between a demon, who
lived inside me, and a Holy God who offered me His salva-
tion and opened His arms to hold me. I was really able to
say with Job, “My ears had heard of you but now my eyes
have seen you” (Job 42:5), and ask with David, “Create in
me a pure heart, O God, and renew a steadfast spirit within
me” (Psalm 51:10).

This is the Lord Jesus Christ, God’s eternal Word. He is
the way, the truth, and the life; whoever believes in Him
shall not die; whoever comes to Him shall not thirst or hun-
ger; He is the first and the last, the Alpha and the Omega,
the Lord Jesus Christ!

My Life Before I Believed in Christ

I have to talk first about my life before I believed in Christ
because it will show how much He loves us, even while we
are fighting against Him. He seeks us like a shepherd who
searches for His sheep that has gctten lost in the wilderness.
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I was born and raised in an extremely fundamental fam-
ily. I followed their example by my free will, though perhaps
my family influenced me. I started at the small Kottab (Is-
lamic learning place) that was in a remote area near our lit-
tle village in Upper Egypt, 200 km south of Cairo.

In the beginning, my interests were focused on just
memorizing the portions of the Qur’an that were part of
our school curriculum. Gradually, my interest became more
personal. I was motivated by my love
for the words of God. At that time, the HE SEEKS US
Supreme Council of Islamic Affairs
ran an annual school competition in _
memorizing the Qur’an, and all the WHO SEARCHES
schools of the Republic participated. ~ FOR HIS SHEEP
My mother asked me to take part in THAT HAS GOTTEN
it. I did, and I got the best grade—I
won first prize, which was a financial
award of 10 Egyptian pounds. My fa-
ther was very happy to hear that. He &ex
encouraged me to continue participat-
ing in that competition every year just to get the financial
award.

I continued to study the Qur’an diligently. I ended up
memorizing more than fifteen parts of the Qur’an before I
finished prep school. I completed memorizing the whole
Qur’an during high school. At that time, I lived with my
parents in the house with our extended family, including
the rest of my uncles and cousins. One of my cousins was a
fanatical Muslim who attended El-Azhar Islamic University.

LIKE A SHEPHERD

E@STRINEREE
WILDERNESS.
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He used to persuade me to read books. Sometimes he would
buy me books to read.

At one point, our immediate family moved into a sepa-
rate house away from the extended family. My cousin also
traveled to an Arab country to work as an Islamic preacher
in one of the mosques. He lived there for two years. When
he came back, he told me that we did not know the true
Islam through which we could go to the Jannah (heaven),
since we knew very little. He also told me that he had met
with some of the Islamic leaders and Imams who managed
to escape from the tyrannical ruler here. He asked me to go
deeper into my studies of some books by the Imam Ibn
Tammemabh, Sheikh Sayed Kotb, and Ibn Hazem Al-Zahery.
In spite of the difficulty of some of those books, I admired
them so much. They proposed a path incredibly challenging
for anyone to follow. For example, I found one of the Hadiths
that said, “Whosoever would eat with or live with an infidel,
becomes like him/her.”

From that moment on, I was initiated into a new phase
in my religious life. I began to examine people around me
to know who was an infidel and who was a Muslim. I also
started to gather the Qur’anic verses that would help me to
differentiate between the true Muslims.and non-Muslims; I
wanted to delineate the nature of my relationship with each
type. Eventually, I ended up in a very tight situation, discov-
ering that my father, according to the criteria of that Ha-
dith, was one of the infidels since he smoked and did not
grow a beard. My mother did not pray; she used to call peo-
ple names frequently. My brothers were also infidels since
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they would watch TV or smoke. Some of them did not per-
form the five daily prayers or grow a beard. Although non-
Muslims such as Christians are called infidels (unbelievers),
I also zealously placed my family in the same category.

I was so upset with my brothers that I prevented them
from continuing in certain phases of their studies. I also
asked my father to divorce my mother because she did not
obey me, which was likely to anger my father very much. I
came to the conclusion that my father, mother, and brothers
were all infidels. I asked my cousin whether I had to stay
away from them, and he answered me in the affirmative. I
asked him where I could go if I ended my relationship with
them, and he invited me to come and live with him.

“Do you have any doubts about your uncle and his wife
regarding their faith?” he asked me.

I said, “No, they are really true believers.”

“Come and bring all your belongings and live with me
away from the life of infidelity and unfaithfulness in your
house.”

So I packed my luggage and left my family. With tears,
my mother and brothers said good-bye to me. I did not pity
their tears. I was fully determined not to be around infidels
any longer. I was beside myself with joy in leaving my home
for the sake of God.

My cousin settled in Cairo and rented an apartment near
El-Azhar University. He was in the final year of academic
studies so I had to go back to my father’s house in shame and
humiliation. I asked my cousin, “Don’t you think that my
coming back to my father’s house is a transgression?”
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He replied, “No, since necessity knows no law and need
justifies the forbidden.” He recited:

But if one is forced by necessity, without willful
disobedience, nor transgressing due limits,—then is
he guiltless. For Allah is Oft-Forgiving Most Merciful.
(Surah 2:173)

I was on cloud nine, hearing that. I was in the final year
of high school, and I decided to study hard so that no one
would say that religion was an obstacle to academic success.
I succeeded in earning high grades in the General Certifi-
cate of Education; I managed to join the Medical School at
Cairo University. ‘

Tittle by little, my mind was set free from all the thought
patterns that my cousin used to stress. I read many books he
used to forbid because they carry thoughts of the Islamic
group “Al-Takfeer and Al-Hijrah,” the outlaws of the twenti-
eth century. His words motivated me to go and discover
what those people had to say.

In medical school, I came across many political currents
represented by small legal groups. I made up my mind to
join the religious group to keep the equilibrium with other
groups. The group leader was a member of the faculty, and
was also the general secretary. We had another man respon-
sible for making contacts within the group members.

I faced lots of difficulties inside the group. They led a
traditional Islamic life that was far away from the right un-
derstanding of Islam in relationships with non-Muslims (I
do not mean Christians but rather nominal Muslims). Thus,
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my religious ambitions grew more and more. I was frantic
in my endeavor to reach a statys like those who had adven-
tures against the government and the regime. So, I started a
nucleus, a small group. I taught them Islam, as I understood
Islam to be. I felt their obedience and commitment. We used
to pray together in a remote place away from mosques, since
we came to the understanding that these were tantamount to
what the Jews had built to hamper the Prophet Mohammed.

So I started to sort out my relations with people accord-
ing to their position and understanding of Islam. If anyone
rejected what we said, he would be considered an infidel and
would be treated like one:

Let not the believers take for friends or helpers un-
believers rather than believers. .. (Surah 3:28)

I had no difficulty doing that. We were driven by a great
desire and enthusiasm to follow the example of the Prophet
Mohammed.

We always visualized Abu Obeida, son of Garah, de-
scribed by the Prophet Mohammed to be the nation’s lead-
er, killing his father when the latter refused to join Islam;
Mosaab, son of Omair, who never listened to his mother’s
begging and left her to die because she rejected Islam; Abu
Bakr, who told his father he would kill him if he did not
join Islam. All these pictures made us crueler toward our
families and our friends if they refused our version of Islam.
Even in my zeal, it was painful to shout at my mother and
father, and to swear at my brothers and sisters, threatening
to kill them, but my only motive was to obey Allah and the
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Prophet. I wanted to reach the status of those who obeyed
God. I kept reminding myself of the Prophet Mohammed’s
Hadith, “Anyone of you has not become a true believer until
he loves Allah and the Prophet more than his money, his
children or even himself.”

There was a sect of people with whom we needed to de-
fine our relationship according to the Qur’an and Sunnah.
It was the People of the Book, and Christians in particular
since no Jews lived in Egypt; even if some of them lived

there, they had no relationship with

THE ONLY THING any one. After searching the Prophet

Mohammed’s attitude toward Chris-

CHRISTIANS . ;

tians, we found the picture was very

COULD DO WAS  dark. However, it was fine with us be-

TO CUNNINGLY  cause we were jealous of their simplic-

AND MALICIOUSLY ity, courtesy, and their remarkable so-

ciability with nominal Muslims. They

had a strange kind of calmness when

facing all the hassles and assaults we

& caused them. We interpreted that as a

dirty attempt on their part to get out

of their seclusion as a minority among a Muslim majority.

We reasoned that the only thing they could do was to cun-

ningly and maliciously treat Muslims nicely; otherwise, they .

would have no place among us. That is exactly what the
Qur’an said about them,

TREAT MUSLIMS
NICELY.

They were covered with humiliation and misery:
they drew on themselves the wrath of Allah. (Surah
2:61)
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Our hatred toward Christians took the form of harass-
ment and assaults against them on the streets, but they an-
swered our assaults with disgusting meekness. We responded
by being more aggressive against them, and we started to plan
how we could torture and intimidate them. We learned that
God had legalized killing them, plundering their possessions,
and looting their houses. According to the Qur’an, all their
belongings were to be considered “a gift” from God to the
Muslims.

What Allah has bestowed on His Messenger and
taken away from the people of the townships,—be-
longs to Allah,—to His Messenger. (Surah 59:7)

It means that all their belongings are to be taken from
them without war just as the Prophet did with the Jews of
Bani Kuraizah when he encircled them, killed their young
men, took captive their women, and occupied their land
with all the palm trees and kicked them out of their city.

Although we could not do what the Prophet did, we
managed to break into the shops of the Christians and rob
them. The enmity and hatred in our hearts reached the peak
when we attacked their churches in different parts of the
village where I used to live. The top of operations was the
plan to attack and destroy one of the churches. This attack
disturbed the government when the Coptic Christians dem-
onstrated against that incident. At the same time, the gov-
ernment seemed to be happy about that incident since they
treated us very well in prison.

After we served our sentence, the villagers received us
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like heroes. This was a good motivation for us to go on per-
secuting the Christians but with more wisdom and prudence
to avoid being arrested by the police. All these events took
place in such a short time. I got more involved and the news
went on like wildfire among my fellow students. As a result,
orie of the top leaders of the Islamic group “Al-Takfeer and °
al-Hijrah” wanted to sit with me to express his deep thanks
and appreciation for my distinguished courage and love to
God and His Prophet. I knew that he belonged to Shukri’s
group and I became so happy about that. I wanted to be one
of them. That leader was very careful in his conversation
with me. In one of the summer vacations, we arranged a
camp for the medical school’s Islamic group. We got the
financial support for that camp from the school’s adminis-
tration. The goal of that camp was to spend much time dis-
cussing the concepts of Islam.

After the camp, my friend asked me my viewpoint re-
garding the Islamic group and wondered if I would like to
join them if I got the chance. He kept on quoting Hadiths
avout the necessity of joining a group following God, His
Sunnah, and His Prophet. One statement was, “He who dies
without having a fealty, dies like a Pre-Islamic infidel” He
also said, “There is no Islam without a group; no group
without an Emir.”

I felt, since I loved God and the Prophet, that the best
thing to do was to join the Islamic group. This particular
group was the closest to my idea about Islam. They arranged
for me to meet the group’s Emir at the house of a member
in Cairo. I shook the Emir Shokry’s hand and told him, “I
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commit to you to hear and obey, through thick and thin, and
to put you ahead of myself, unless I witness public infidelity
from you.” Fealty was not just words you repeat; you practi-
cally put your life in the hands of the Emir. You would sell
yourself to God and the Prophet.

I was so ecstatic that day; the only time I was happier was
the day I got baptized later. Fealty made me submit to the
Emir without any fear. I did anything he wanted without
even thinking of the pain and struggles I would face, be-
cause I felt I was obeying God and the Prophet. I was ready
to do even more than I was asked. I began to treat my family
harshly and'I stopped greeting them. When they questioned
me, [ would recite to the_m,

Shall we tell you of those who lost most in respect
of their deeds? Those whose efforts have been wasted
in this life, while they thought that they were acquir-
ing good by their works? (Surah 18:103)

My father asked me to tell him what, in my opinion,
would make him a real Muslim. I told him to grow his beard
and not to listen to the radio. He agreed. I then said to him,
“My mother does not pray; therefore, she is an infidel and
you cannot live with her.” My father was outraged. He shaved
his beard and almost hit me with a big stone, but I ran away.

- 1 have to say that the first thing that motivated me to
join the Islamic Group was that they were so hostile toward
Christians, whom I hated very much. I always searched for
Qur’anic verses to justify my hatred and give me a clear con-
science in what I did.
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Shokry appointed me an Emir for a smaller group in a
Cairo suburb. He was so proud of me and my commitment
to the cause. He called me “Abu Obeida.” Each one of the
group members had a nickname; we never knew each other’s
real names. .

Shokry trusted me more and more. He sent me to some
Arab and foreign countries to make contact with members
of the group. We cooperated together to attract new mem-
bers to join the group and receive their fealty on behalf of
Emir Shokry Mustafa.

The government was hassling us; therefore, we had to
escape for a short time to the hills outside Menia, Badary,
and Assiut. Every time we got arrested, we were sent to Cairo
and then released. We all felt the necessity of moving our
location, because we could no longer live among the infidels,
according to the Prophet’s Hadith, “I reject anyone who lives
among infidels” We had to send a member to check out the
best place to emigrate to. We were looking for a permanent
place to live, coming back only to execute judgment on the
secular regime that did not follow God’s commandment.

One day in 1977, another member and I were ordered
to look for a furnished apartment in a poor, highly populat-
ed area, no questions asked. We found a suitable apartment
and rented it, still not knowing why. The following day we
knew that Sheikh Mohammed had been kidnapped by some
of our members. A few minutes later, another member visit-
ed us and told us the whole story. Sheikh Mohammed al-
ways attacked our group. He used to write false things about
us, such as that we marry one woman to more than one man.
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Our group warned him many times to stop these attacks,

. but he took it lightly.

We were t6ld that the purpose of that operation was to
pressure the government to release some of the leaders who
had been arrested in connection with the incident of the
Military Technical Academy. Our group also wanted to ask
for a ransom to cover some of our many expenses.

A few hours later, most, if not all members of our group
were arrested all over Egypt. Even people who just had a
distant relation to our group were arrested as well. We were
transferred to the Kalla jail, where we spent two years being
tortured and questioned for “belonging to an anti-govern-
ment group.” When we were released, we had to leave the
country immediately. We divided ourselves and scattered in
some Arab countries, waiting for orders from the Emir whom
Shokry appointed in his place. That was the beginning of the
end for the group. I can honestly say that if it weren’t for the
“Sheikh Mohammed Operation,” our group would have had
great power in running things in Egypt.

As I mentioned before, some of us were looking for a
town to which we could emigrate in preparation for the great
Jihad. We were told that the place was found, and many
brothers were already there. At the beginning of 1980, I joined
the rest of the group at that area. It was a desert area with no
one around, except some Bedouins who passed through. We
prepared a place to stay and started moving in small groups,
since we had only one car. Many of our members had grown
up in this area so they helped us a great deal to get to know
the terrain and the traditions of this new community. We
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managed to dig water wells in our camp. We had a secret
password to get in and out, and we took turns in guarding
the camp. We trained in shooting weapons and provided
everyone with a rifle to defend himself in case of an attack.

For the first few days, things went fine and we were hap-
py. We remembered the time when the Prophet Mohammed
immigrated to Medina. We looked forward to the day we
could go back to Egypt and conquer it as the Prophet did
Mecca. We had a tradition that each one of us, having left
his infidel family and emigrating for the sake of God, would
repeat the following poetic stanza:

Good-bye, my homeland; it might be a long time!
Your people and mine have abandoned God’s Book!
It’s hard for me to leave, but I’'m seeking the Truth!

We repeated these words with full enthusiasm. We cared
for nothing but the Islamic Call. We were ready to face any
difficulty for the sake of God. We thought that if we died we
would go to heaven; otherwise, we would win the battle.
This poetic stanza filled us with joy and pride, but filled our
eyes with tears and sadness, as we missed our friends and
families.

The town that we emigrated to suffered from troubles,
unrest, and guerrilla warfare. All of the townspeople were
armed, which made it easier for us to carry weapons with-
out any hassle. The local authorities got wind of our pres-
ence through the Bedouins, who sometimes got lost in the
desert in this area and usually came to us so we could show
them the way back. One day, one of our guards saw through
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his telescope two armed cars coming toward our camp.
When they were a few meters away, he stopped them and
asked them what they wanted. They wanted to meet us to
find out who we were, why we stayed in that area, and to
which group we belonged. They feared that we belonged to
* the dissidents of that area. During a long conversation, 'in
which I took part, they found out that we were not locals
but newcomers to the area, which made them more suspi-
cious. After a lot of discussions, we sadly had to leave our
camp and abandon our dream in that area.

Since we were in a country next to Egypt, going back
was easy and cheap. We had no choice but to continue our
plan. We decided to go back to Cairo, but some comrades
and I, for some unforeseeable reasons, stayed behind for a
long time. During that time, we got to know some brothers
who participated in the Afghanistan war. We managed to
convince them that the Afghanistan war against the Russians
was not for the sake of God and Islam. They proclaimed
fealty to our group and helped us greatly until we returned
to Egypt at the beginning of 1990.

As we approached Cairo, we were arrested and taken to
the Ministry of Interior. After a time of questioning, they re-
leased us. We tried, together with those who remained faith-
ful, to rebuild the group. We met twice a month to study and
reformulate the main ideas of the group, which we accom-
plished by February 1990.

One day, one of our brothers came to us. His task was to
review books, magazines, and newspapers to gather infor-
mation about similar Islamic groups all over the world. He
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was upset and his face was red as he asked us, “Have you read
the papers today?”

We said, “No, what’s the matter?”

“They arrested a group of missionaries who converted
nominal Muslims to Christianity by alluring them with mon-
ey, or involving them in sexual relationships.”

We were so ashamed, especially since it was the holy
rmonth of Ramadan. We had to take a stand against those
who promoted evil. But how could we change evil? By hand?
That would be so difficult. By words? That would be the
least we could do. But how and when?

The Beginning

When we read that newspaper, we felt humiliated that we fell
short of standing for God. We decided to play an effective
role against Christian evangelism in order to stop it at any
cost. After long arguments, we ruled out the military solu-
tion for many reasons. For example, the state security system
had developed in Egypt much beyond where it used to be in
the 1970s; the active leaders of our group, who managed to
sneak any brother in danger outside the country, were gone
and we had no adequate replacement. Some of those leaders
were executed; others were serving life sentences.

Therefore, we excluded the military option and searched
for another way to counteract Christian evangelism. Finally,
we thought of the “logical confrontation”—to expose the
false teachings and corruption in the Torah and the Bible.
All the leaders hailed that approach and we started looking
for the person who would assume this great responsibility
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of highlighting the truth and defeating the infidels. I never
expected to be a candidate for that task, not for lack of ability,
but because everyone knew how much I hated Christians.
After a long time of tense silence, the Emir announced the
name of the person chosen to do that job. I almost fainted
when I heard my name. I was beside
myself with anger. How could they ask
me to do that job, one which entailed, To COUNTERACT
~of course, reading Jewish and Chris- CHRISTIAN
tian Books? EVANGELISM,
Our Emir looked at me and said, \w pecIDED TO
“This is an order! You have no choice
but to comply if you really believe in
Allah and the Last Day.” He quoted TEACEMNGS
from the Qur’an, THE BIBLE.

EXPOSE THE FALSE

It is not fitting for a believer, a bex
man or a woman, when a matter
has been decided by Allah and His Messenger, to have
any option about their decision. (Surah 33:36)

I tried to convince the Emir to choose someone else, but
he refused. He told me, “I feel that you’re the best man for
this task. If you do it well, you will kill two birds with one
stone. First, you will educate all Muslims and open their
eyes to the facts they can't see; second, you will earn a lot of
good money, because your research will be translated and
published all over the world.”

His words made me so anxious to get to the topic and
nature of the research. The Emir explained, “Your research
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start. I did not have a specific method to approach the two
parts of the research. For example, regarding the issue of
proving Mohammed’s prophethood, I expected to find the
exact name “Mohammed” in the Torah and the Bible, or at
least “Ahmed” or “Mahmoud.” I did not know where or how
to start. Things were muddled up in my mind. I was not
sure which name I should look for in the Torah.

I got really confused, so I decided to move on to the sec-
ond part of my research: to look for differences and contra-
diction proving that the Torah and the Bible were not from
God. Likewise, I failed to define a standard by which I could
measure the Torah and the Bible and refute them. I was
upset because these things somehow made me feel inept in
doing this research. Giving in was not one of my qualities,
so I decided to focus and spare no effort to achieve my goal.

The Emir and I met once a month to discuss the re-
search. Each time I asked him to change his mind and assign
it to someone else, and I would assist. Yet he would strange-
ly insist that I was the one for that job.

I prayed and asked God for strength. I felt unusually
brave and started to read the Bible, but without any system
or method. I started with the book of Genesis and I did not
know what I was supposed to look for. I found strange
names that I had never heard before in my life, which made
me upset. I threw the Book in the corner and said angrily,
“Those Jews and Christians are stupid. How could they say
that such a strange Book, full of strange names, is from God?
They are crazy!” I stopped reading.

Two days later, I went back to reading the Bible. This time
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I did not read in Genesis because I did not want to come
across those difficult names and words. I flipped some pages
and continued reading. I was impressed by the writings in
the books of Numbers, Exodus, and Deuteronomy. I found
a lot of information about Moses, Pharaoh, and the Israelites,
written in detail, which satisfied my curiosity.

I finished reading the Old Testament in two months,
but it was a superficial reading, nothing in-depth. I read it
once again, this time looking for anything relevant to Mo-
hammed, Ahmed, or Mahmoud, but I found nothing. I
moved on to reading the New Testament. I read it complete-
ly but did not reach any conclusions. I could not stand the
whole thing. I felt angry with the Emir who got me caught
up in this research from the beginning.

When the Emir visited me, I told him that I could not
find any clue that could lead me to what we were looking
for.1 had read the Torah and the Bible and did not find any-
thing. The Emir told me that there was a book, which we
used to study abroad, that would help me a great deal in my
research. It was called Revealing the Truth, written by the
late Sheikh El-Hindi. I looked for that book in my personal
library until I found it.

Revealing the Truth was a valuable reference for us, espe-
cially when we debated with Christians to convince them
that Islam was the true religion. It contained erroneous quo-
tations from the Torah and the Bible, which we used to tell
Christians who converted to Islam. We used it successfully
with three people in a row.

I started a new way of research, with the help of some
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other books that the Emir gave me, such as Sects and De-
nominations by Shahristani, Deciding on Sects and Cults by
Ibn Hazm, and some other historical and biographical writ-
ings that attacked Christianity. I wrote down all the verses
that Ibn Hazm said were contradictory and looked them up
in the Torah and the Bible. Most of the verses I found were
phrased differently, or referred to different people. I did find
many verses that had some contradictions, but if we used
these verses as a basis to prove that the Torah was not au-
thentic, we would have to accept similar verses in the Qur’an,
and that too would not be from God. (I later wrote my find- -
ings in a research titled “In Reply to Ibn Hazm.”)

I searched sincerely, motivated only by my love toward
God and the Prophet. My group- noticed my increasing'fas-
cination with the Bible. They always asked me about it and I
always lied to them. I had to concoct an excuse, so I told
them that we were meeting some Christian young people to
invite them to Islam and we had to know their background.

After failing in my attempts to undermine the Torah by
proving its contradictions, I decided to try the second part
of my assignment: to establish from the verses of the Torah
and the Bible that Mohammed was the Messenger of God. I
looked into the El-Hindi book, Revealing the Truth, and was
ecstatic to find what I desired. I joyfully prayed and thanked
God that He led me to these verses. I started to write them
down in the following order: ‘

Genesis 17:20; 49:10
Deuteronomy 18:18-20; 32:21; 33:1-3
Isaiah'42:9; 54:1-3; 65:1,2
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Psalm 45:1-3; 149:3

Daniel 2:31,32

Matthew 3:2; 13:31; 20:1; 21:33
John [4:15

Revelation 2:27

These were not the only verses that El-Hindi mentioned
to prove Mohammed’s prophethood. I excluded other vers-
es because they were not as clear. [ studied these verses very
carefully and objectively. We, as a unique group of believers,
never accepted any information without strong proof from
a reliable source. These verses were, on the surface, very ap-
pealing to any Muslim to accept, but through scrutinizing
—the method of fundamental Muslims—one would find
that the deduction based on the proof was invalid.

Therefore, I collected all the books that I thought would
help me in my research. I started to imagine my future after
the success of my research. I would have done God and the
Prophet a great favor and gained a handsome amount of
money. Speaking of money, the Emir and I went to the Sun-
nah Advocates bookstore and explained to them the idea of
my book. They were impressed. They asked for one chapter
as a sample and offered to buy its copyright. I dreamed of be-
coming rich and famous because of the book I was to write,
but my main motivation was to proclaim victory for Islam.

I started reading the Bible once again. I became an ad-
dict of Bible reading. I wrote many evidences to prove, with
logic and corroboration, that the Torah and the Bible con-
firmed Mohammed’s prophethood. The outcome was not
good because I was too meticulous in my research, I think,
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for the sake of absolute confirmation of Mohammed’s di-
vine message. I depended on many references, such as The
Dictionary of Countries by Yakot El-Hamawi. I came across a
town named Faran. I checked it out to see where it was and
what its modern name was. I also used linguistic dictionar-
iés such as Arabs’ Tongue, and even Hebrew dictionaries to
understand meanings of words like “Shelon” for example.
I wanted to produce a book that no one could refute,
not even one word of it. Unfortunately, things did not go the
way I wanted. All my logic and lin-
COULD IT BE guistic deductions fell, one after the
possiBLE THaT  Other. I could not find a single verse
that emphasized my theory. (By the
AL WESR BEROIS way, | wrote another booklet called
HAD DECEIVED US  “The Stifled Truth,” in which I men-
AND PRESENTED tioned all the verses that I studied and
US WITH AN how I reached a conclusion that they
did not refer to the Prophet Moham-

IMAGINARY
5 med.) ;
i Sl I finished studying all these verses,
&Ex but did not find what I was looking

for. My feelings were a mixture of sad-
ness, despair, anxiety, and confusion. It never crossed my
mind that Mohammed was not a prophet. I tried to soothe
myself with the conclusion that I failed to connect the evi-
dence to the character of the Prophet.
I decided to give the matter another try. This time I used
other books, such as Evidences of Prophethood, Dictionary of
Countries, and The Arabic Encyclopedia. 1 tried my best not to
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fail this time. Failure, after all the trouble I had been through,
. meant destruction of my whole life. Well, the second time
was no better than the first, but even worse! In the second
time, I came across many points that opposed my theory.

Sometimes I would look at the huge number of Islamic
books and references and wonder, Could it be possible that all
these books had deceived us and presented us with an imag-
inary character? If that were the case, God would not deserve
to be worshiped. I would not go down this path. Then I would
quickly pray and ask God for forgiveness.

Suddenly, I found myself overlooking the subject of my
research and going back to reading the Bible for the third
time. I found a strange ecstasy in reading the Bible, so much
so that I feared I was falling under a spell. We used to say
that Christians were sorcerers who derived their magic from
the Torah and the Bible. Nevertheless, the Bible attracted me
in a strange, irresistible way.

The Emir visited me regularly. Each time, I expected
him to be upset with me for not achieving my goal and to
relieve me of my assignment. On the contrary, each time he
seemed more enthusiastic than before, assuring me that I
was the best one for the job.

I started reading the Gospel of Matthew and already
stumbled even before I finished the first chapter. I saw that
they traced the genealogy of Christ back to David. I thought
they were crazy. I consoled myself with this thought, hoping
to find what I was looking for. I was really fascinated by chap-
ters 4, 5, and 6 of the Gospel of Matthew. I had read that part
twice before, but this time I felt as if I were reading it for the
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first time. I felt as if there were a hand tapping my head and
opening my mind. I heard a voice inside me saying, “It’s
about time you undetstood what you're reading without be-
ing concerned about who’s right and who’s wrong.” I shiv-
ered for no apparent reason.

I found the Bible speaking about what we did with Chris-
tians as if it recorded the present events. I read what the Bible
said about persecution, humiliation, and murder—our idea
of obeying God. How strange that this Bible knew what we
said and did to Christians! Could it be that Christians re-
cently added that part?

We always interpreted Christians’ love and humility as
fear of us Muslims because they were a weak minority; as
the Qur’an putit,

They were covered with humiliation and misery.
(Surah 2:61) 7

I found many verses promoting love, obedience, sub-
mission, and even love toward enemies. I was puzzled; how
could someone write down the cause of his own humiliation?

Whenever I read God’s commandment to Christians to
love their enemies, I remembered my harsh treatment of my
parents. I was too cruel to them. I always found new ways to
hurt them. One time, I became ill and underwent a serious
surgery at a hospital. My father wanted to see me, but I re-
fused and said that I did not want to see an infidel. My moth-
er used to send me food through a third party; otherwise, I
would refuse to accept it. She used to stand for hours out-
side my hospital window, in the scorching heat, just to steal
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alook at me through the window.

These memories always made me cry and curse the day
I knew Allah. There was a war within me. I used to console
myself by thinking of what Abu Obeida and Abu Bakr did
to their own fathers, and Mosaab to his mother. That would
calm down my feelings.

I finished reading the Gospel of Matthew, but its words
were carved into my memory. They chased me day and
night, especially whenever I wanted to do something bad. 1
read the rest of the Gospels and the Epistles and was amazed
to find philosophy and rhetoric superior to those of the
Qur’an. Since the Bible was written 630 years before Islam,
how could we say that the Qur’an was unique in rhetoric?

One chilly winter night, I was reciting a Surah from the
Qur’an, hoping to erase the words of the Gospel of Matthew
from my mind. The brothers and I were jealous, always en-
vying Christians because they enjoyed close relationships
with many people. In contrast, we could not establish even
casual relationships with minimum tolerance, so as to invite
people to join Islam. This was a great obstacle in our way.
The Islamic Call did not allow us any leeway for building re-
lationships that would bring us closer to people—the very
thing we needed in order to attract them to Islam.

Our life was full of violence, cruelty, and terrorism. This
was not our normal behavior. We felt that if we did not act
this way, we would not be obedient to Allah. Allah had stated
in the Qur’an how we were to treat the infidels, whether Peo-
ple of the Book, polytheists, or false Muslims. The Qur’an
says about People of the Book,
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O ye who believe! Take not the Jews and the Chris-
tians for your friends and protectors: they are but
friends and protectors to each other. And he amongst
you that turns to them (for friendship) is of them.
Verily Allah guideth not a people unjust. (Surah 5:51)

As for the other kinds of infidels, such as Muslims who
did not pray, tithe, or grow beards, or who committed a sin
and refused to repent, the Qur’an says,

O ye who believe! Take not for friends unbelievers
rather than believers. (Surah 4:144)

As for family members and relatives, the Qur’an states,

O ye who believe! Take not for protectors your
fathers and your mothers if they love infidelity above
Faith: if any of you do so, they do wrong. (Surah 9:23)

Thou wilt not find any people who believe in Al-
lak and the Last Day, loving those who oppose Allah
and His Messenger, even though they were their fa-
thers, or their sons, or their brothers, or their kindred.
(Surah 58:22)

If we add to these Qur’anic verses the authentic Hadith
told by El-Bokhary, Muslim, and El-Termezy, according to
Omar, the Prophet Mohammed said, “Do not shake hands
with People of the Book; do not return their greetings; if
they meet you on the road push them off the side.”

There were scores of these verses that defined our rela-
tionships with our families, friends, and non-Muslims. We
had no say or choice in defining these relationships simply
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because Islamic thinking in general, and the Qur’an in par-
ticular, did not give the Muslim any room to use his mind.
On the contrary, anyone who used his mind to explain a
verse or a Hadith would be labeled an infidel. You had to
accept things as Mohammed interpreted them. If there was
something that Mohammed did not mention, you were to
stay away from it. El-Bokhary mentioned a Hadith; accord-
ing to Ibn Abbass, the Prophet Mohammed said, “Whoever
expressed his own opinion of the Qur’an, would have re-
served his place in Hell”

After all these Qur’anic verses and Hadiths, how could
we be nice or friendly toward those who differ from us? We
could not do that, as the Qur’an says,

And incline not to those who do wrong, or the Fire
will touch you. (Surah 11:113)

Therefore, my heart filled with anger and resentment
whenever I read in the Bible any verse that talked about love
and forgiveness. Many times I felt ashamed while reading the
Bible which we claimed was corrupted. I wondered, if Chris-
tians altered the Bible and still gained people’s love and re-

“spect, how did we, who did not alter God’s word, fail in that?
Something had to be wrong.

[ tried to brush aside these thoughts, yet a thought kept
coming back. What if I did not reach a conclusion in my re-
search? I was struggling so much that every time I had these
thoughts I cried out loud, “May God forgive me. I proclaim
that there is no God but Allah and Mohammed is His Mes-
senger.” I would then quickly pray to get rid of these thoughts.
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I told myself that Mohammed was actually the Messenger of
Allah, even if I could not prove*it from the Torah and the
Bible.

My problem became more serious. Instead of looking
for evidence to prove Mohammed’s prophethood, I found
myself attracted by the sweet words of the Torah and the
Bible. I wondered how I could get rid of their influence on
me, and how I could prove that the Torah and the Bible
were not from God. All ideas recorded in both of them were
good and could not have been written by man. How could
people penetrate the depths of the future and speak, two

thousand years ago, about things hap-

J‘[OW couLp  Pening in the present time? If we as-
sumed, for the sake of argument, that

RECIRE ShaA LK. the Torah and the Bible were com-
TWO THOUSAND  piled by man, we would have put man
YEARS AGO, on the same level with God in knowl-
ABOUT THINGs  ¢dge and wisdom. We certainly know
" that God is omniscient, omnipotent,

HAPPENING IN
and has no equal.

THE PRESENT? I suddenly found myself reading
(0 the book of Psalms, and then the book

“of Proverbs. I memorized some verses
from Psalms 23 and 143 and repeated them in my prayers.
Anyone who heard me praying was touched by these verses,
and would ask me to write them down so they could use
them in prayer. I still tried to find evidences of Mohammed’s
prophethood and the Bible’s fallibility, but could not find
anything. I struggled with doubts and conflicting thoughts.
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I tried to ignore them but they were growing stronger every
day. I loved God, but my background and my love of my re-
ligion always prevented me from thinking that Islam might
not be the true religion given by God. I became confused
and restless, and I could not enjoy a good night's sleep like
before.

One time I was praying at dawn. While reciting the
Qur’an, I suddenly stopped and my mind wandered. I asked
myself, “What would you do if, for example, Islam turned
out not to be the way to heaven?” I tried to brush aside this
question, but I could not. I could not even finish the dawn
prayer. I cried my eyes out until I fell asleep on the carpet. A
couple of hours later, my mother woke me up. I went to
work absent-minded. I did not know where I was walking
or to whom I was talking.

When I came back home, I felt a strong desire to read
the Bible. I read in the Gospel of John, chapters 1 to 15. I
found the highest kind of rhetoric, philosophy, and linguis-
tic expressions that were very elegant and cohesive—espe-
cially when the Bible talks about the sheep and the shep-
herd; the vine and the gardener; the branches that bear fruit
and those that do not, which are thrown into the fire.

In my frustration, I shouted loudly in my empty room,
“Oh, God, have mercy on Your servant! Please tell me where
You are and on which side: are You with the Jews and Chris-
tians? or with Muslims? Please have mercy on me. I am Your
servant; I committed my life to follow You. I am grateful for
all Your favors. I cannot stand before You, and You would
not step down to stand before a breath of Yours. You are Al-
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mighty God and I am the helpless human being who cannot
do anything until You allow nie to. You are the Most Merci-
ful, Most Compassionate, and I am Your servant with no
power or wisdom. My whole life is in Your hand. I have
loved You since childhood. I sacrificed myself for the sake of
heaven and Your love. I did not care about prison or torture
—even the whole world could not stand in the way of my
seeking You. Why do You treat me this way? I loved You and
tried to please You the way Your Prophet Mohammed taught
us, but here I am—helpless and unable to continue. Each side
says that You are their God. I don’t know who’s right and
who’s wrong. Oh, God, shall I swear to You that I love You? I
think not, because You know everything. Oh, how much I
suffered in my search for You! I left my studies, my family,
and my friends. I wandered like a stranger. I was imprisoned
and tortured for Your sake; why didn’t You answer me? If You
are the God of Muslims, take out everything from my mind
except Islam, and if You are the God of Christians, give me
some light to follow.”

In this agonizing journey, I hardly slept and my mind
was spinning: What if Islam is not God’s way? What if God’s
way is the Torah or the Bible? Would I follow Christians? I
shivered thinking of what could happen to me, as if God
and people would blame me. One day, I brushed aside all
my fears and told myself, “What do you want? Enough is
enough! You are no longer as you used to be. You have two
ways before you, and both seem straight. Don’t waste your
time and look for God’s way with all your strength. It does-
n’t matter if it is the Jews, Christians, or Muslims; the only
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important thing is that it would be God’s way—that is, if
you really search for God, This is your destiny and you have
to accept it. Be sure that God will respond to you according
to your sincerity. Forget that you are a Muslim and start
searching afresh. What would prevent you?”

I thought about it and said, “Oh, God, please lead my
steps and give me strength because I'm facing a hard trial. If
You don’t help me, demons will tear me up. I will wander
the earth, aimless and restless. Oh, God, please help me. I
promise to follgw You wherever You are, even with the Chris-
tians, whom I can’t stand...” I suddenly felt a certain peace
and tranquility overwhelming my whole being. For the first
time I was thinking logically.

I reached a conclusion: Christians went astray and be-
came infidels for two reasons. First, they said that the Christ,
Isa, son of Mary, was God; second, they said that he died on
the cross and rose to redeem people from their sins. Why
don’t I focus my research on these two issues and examine
them from an Islamic point of view? I was curious to know
what the Islamic scholars thought of these issues.

I started going through books of Islamic history, biogra-
phy, and exegesis. I looked for anything related to Christ
and whether he manifested God’s attributes as mentioned
in the Qur’an. I used reliable and authentic references like
The Interpretation by Ibn Kathir; History of Islam by Dha-
habi; Beginning and End by Ibn Kathir; Sects and Denomi-
nations by Shahristani; Deciding on Sects and Cults by Ibn
Hazm (also known as Abu Mohammed); Holy Books Before
Islam; and Christianity Between Logic and Recount. As a re-
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sult of my intensive research, I found some attriputes of
Christ that even Christians did not deal with in their books.
For example:

1) The ability to create:
The Qur’an says,

That is Allah, your Lord! There is no god but He,
the Creator of all things. (Surah 6:102)

For verily it is thy Lord who is the All-Creator,
knowing all things. (Surah 15:86)

Those on whom, besides Allah, ye call, cannot cre-
ate (even) a fly, if they all met together for the pur-
pose. (Surah 22:73)

Those whom they invoke besides Allah create noth-
ing and are themselves created. (Surah 16:20)

Is then he who creates like one that creates not?
(Surah 16:17)

These are only some of the verses that restrict the ability
to create to God. When God wanted to distinguish Himself
from other gods, He highlighted this attribute of His that
surpassed all other gods. Meanwhile, the Qur’an states that
Christ created things:

Thou makest out of clay, as it were, the figure of a
bird, by my leave, and thou breathest into it, and it
becometh abird by my leave. (Surah 5:110)

When I read this verse I thought in my heart: it was God
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who gave Christ this ability;«it was not part of His essence.
Nonetheless, Christ was the only one on whom God be-
stowed one of His divine attributes. Why Christ and not Mo-
hammed? God said to Mohammed,

Canst thou cause the deaf to hear the call? (Surah
27:80)

Causing the deaf to hear is a lot easier than creation.
God did not give Mohammed, the best of His people and
the Seal of the Prophets, the ability to make the deaf hear.
He challenged people to create a fly, but gave Christ the
ability to create birds. Birds are small creatures, although it
is not a matter of size, but of principle. He who creates a
small creature can create a big one. This cannot be of man,
but of God.

2) Knowing what is hidden:
God spoke of Himself in the Qur’an,

Say: none in the heaven or on earth, except Allah,
knows what is hidden. (Surah 27:65)

With Him are the keys to the unseen, the treasures
- that none knoweth but He. (Surah 6:59)

In the first verse, the Qur’an emphasizes beyond any
doubt that knowing what is hidden belongs only to God and
no one else. The second verse underlines the fact that only
God knows the unseen and the future.

Meanwhile, the Qur’an teaches that Mohammed used to
rebuke anyone who attributed to him the ability to know
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what was hidden,

Say: I tell you not that with me are the treasures of
Allah, nor do I know what is hidden. (Surah 6:50)

One time Moaz said to Mohammed, ... if Allah wills and
you will,” and Mohammed interrupted him saying, “How
could you make me equivalent to Allah? No one in heaven
or on earth knows what is hidden but Allah.”

As for Christ, we find all limitations removed. He knows
and does what the rest of the people cannot. The Qur’an says,

And I declare to you what ye eat, and what ye store
in your houses. (Surah 3:49)

It is very unusual that in these verses Christ speaks in
the first person; it must be God Himself speaking. On the
other hand, Mohammed was always told what to say. Christ
was unique because He spoke of Himself, which means that
His abilities were His and not acquired.

In Beginning and End by Ibn Kathir (part 2, p. 86), I
read a story that made me ashamed. It was a proof beyond
any doubt that Christ possessed supernatural powers to know
what was hidden. (It is a long story; those interested may re-
fer to the book by Ibn Kathir.)

3) Healing the sick:

The Qur’an mentions Abraham’s words that God is the only
healer,

And when I am ill, it is He who cures me. (Surah
26:80)
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Mohammed said in an authentic Hadith, “Oh, Allah,
there is no healing but yours.” Meanwhile, in the Qur’an we
find Christ saying about Himself,

I heal those born blind, and the lepers. (Surah 3:49)

4) Giving life and death:
God is the only one who holds life and death in His hand;
no one else can give life or death. The Qur’an says,

And verily, it is We Who give life, and Who give
death: it is We Who remain inheritors (after all else
passes away). (Surah 15:23)

Verily, We shall give life to the dead, and We record
that which they leave behind. (Surah 36:12)

Verily it is We Who give Life and Death; and to Us
is the Final Return. (Surah 50:43)

As for Christ, the Qur’an mentions that He said about
Himself,

And I bring the dead into life by Allah’s leave. (Sur-
ah 3:49)

Ibn Kathir tells a story that proves Christ had the au-
thority to give death as well as life. It is told that Christ saw
a woman crying over her daughter, who had died long ago.
He asked her, “What makes you cry, woman?” She said, “My
daughter died and I have no more children.” Christ asked her,
“Would you like me to raise her from the dead?” She said,
“Yes, O Spirit of God!” So, Christ stood by the grave and
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called the girl three times. On the third time, the little girl
came out and talked with her mother. Then the girl asked
Christ to let her return. He told her, “Go back!” The grave
closed and she was dead (Beginning and End, part 2, p. 84).

5) Giving sustenance:
The Qur’an says,

For Allah is He Who gives (all) sustenance, Lord of
Power, Steadfast (for ever). (Surah 51:58)

It is clearly stated that God is the only one who can give
sustenance. God rebuked anyone who claimed the ability to
give sustenance to people. As for Christ, Ibn Kathir men-
tioned that He had a special ability to give sustenance to
whomever he wished. The best example was feeding the five
thousand people with a few loaves of bread and a couple of
fish.

6) Matchlessness:
The Qur’an says about God,

There is nothing whatever like unto Him, and He
is the One that hears and sees. (Surah 42:11)

As for Christ, it goes without saying that He is match-
less. He was born from a virgin without a man. He was the
only one described as “God’s Word and a Spirit from Him.”
He was the only one over whom Satan did not have any au-
thority. He was the only one who had divine characteristics.
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7) Commanding authority:

The Qur’an mentions this attribute of God,

For anything which We have willed, We but say
“Be,” and it is. (Surah 16:40)

When He decreeth a matter, He saith to it: “Be,”
and it is. (Surah 2:117)

It is a unique attribute of God to be able to call some-
thing into existence. According to Ibn Kathir, Christ mani-
fested this attribute when He changed the water into wine
(Beginning and End, part 1, p. 85).

8) His throne over the waters:
The Qur’an says about God’s throne,

And His throne was over the waters that He might
try you, which of you is best in conduct. (Surah 11:7)

Kortobi and El-Hadathi said that this verse also applied
to Christ, whose throne was made by God on the water in
order to test people’s faith. Christ walked on the Sea of Ti-
berias toward His disciples in order to test their faith. He
later said to them, “You of little faith” (Matthew 8:26).

9) Judge and Ruler:
The Qur’an says about God,

The Command rests with none but Allah: He de-
clares the Truth, and He is the best of judges. (Surah
6:57)
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Hold yourselves in patience until Allah doth de-
cide between us: for He is the best to decide. (Surah
7:87)

El-Bokhary explained that he heard from Ibn Abbas, who
had heard the Prophet Mohammed saying about Christ, “The
Last Day will not come until the son of Mary comes back as
a fair judge to administer justice and wipe out injustice.”

10) A grasp over all visions:
The Qur’an says about God,

No vision can grasp Him, but His grasp is over all
vision; He is subtle well-aware. (Surah 6:103)

This is another attribute of God that Christ manifested.
Ibn Kathir and Kortobi told a story that Christ was on a
mountain one day and the Romans wanted to arrest Him.
He went right through them and they could not see Him,
but He saw them all (Sects and Denominations by Shah-
ristani, p. 27).

11) Most Gracious and Most Merciful:
The Qur’an says,

And your God is one God: there is no god but He,
Most Gracious, Most Merciful. (Surah 2:163)

Not one of the beings in the heavens and the earth
but must come to the Most Gracious as a servant. (Sur-
ah 19:93)
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In their books Sects and, Denominations and Proofs of
Prophethood, Shahristani and Azraki mentioned that Christ
was after the image of God. He was compassionate. He
raised the daughter of Jairus from the dead and healed many
sick people. He created eyes to one born blind by putting
mud on the man’s eyes, because that’s how God created in
the beginning.

12) Speaks in parables:
The Qur’an states that only God can speak in parables.

Allah doth set forth Parables for men: and Allah
doth know all things. (Surah 24:35)

So Allah sets forth Parables for men, in order that
they may receive admonition. (Surah 14:25)

In El-Kashaf, Ibn Kathir, Kortobi, and Zamakhshary say
that God used parables to bring people closer to Him, and
so did Christ. The New Testament is full of parables that no
other prophet told.

13) Sends messengers and gives them power:

The Qur’an says,

Set forth to them, by way of a parable, the (story
of) the Companions of the City. Behold, there came
messengers to it. When We (first) sent to them two
messengers, they rejected them: but We strengthened
them with a third. (Surah 36:13)
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Ibn Kathir and all interpreters agreed that the mentioned
city was Antioch, and the men were messengers of Christ.
They had authority from Christ. What other man has such
authority?

14) To be worshiped:
The Qur’an says,

The Jews call Uzair a son of Allah, and the Chris-
tians call Christ the Son of Allah. That is a saying from
their mouth; (in this) they but imitate what the Unbe-
lievers of old used to say...they take their priests and
anchorites to be their lords beside Allah, and Christ
the son of Mary. (Surah 9:30)

Ibn Kotaiba sees this as a problematic verse, because it
puts worshiping God and Christ as a commandment. So,
Ibn Kotaiba thought that in order to avoid this problem the
»hrase “Christ the son of Mary” should be syntactically in-
terpreted as a “second object” to the verb “take,” and not an
“annexment” to the word “Allah.” This way the verse would
not support the Christian view of Christ’s deity.

ts) Comes in clouds:
The Qur’an says,

Will they wait until Allah comes to them in cano-
pies of clouds? (Surah 2:210)

Ibn El-Fadl El-Hadathi said that this verse referred to
Christ who would come back on the Last Day on clouds. He
interpreted the following verse as referring to Christ too:
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And thy Lord cometh, and His.angels, rank upon
rank. (Surah 89:22)

As a matter of fact, I found out more than I sought or
wanted. I wrote my findings in a separate booklet that I
originally called “Christ’s Divinity,” _
but after I finished my research I had AFTER |
to change the title to “The Inevita- FINISHED MY
bility of Christ’s Deity.” I concluded
the booklet with this sentence: “Even
if Christians did not claim Christ was ~ TO CHANGE THE
God, He had to be God” TITLE TO “THE

As for the second part, namely  [NEVITABILITY OF
Chris.t’s death asa s_acriﬁce f'or.sinners, CHRIST's DEITY.”
Muslims always rejected this idea be-
cause of what the Qur’an said: &

RESEARCH | HAD

No bearer of burdens can bear the burden of an-
other. (Surah 17:15).

How could an innocent die for sinners? Well, we had
another dilemma: did Christ really die? I don’t know why,
but I was very confident that I would not find anything to
prove the death of Christ. If I searched and did not find any
evidence, that would appease my conscience and strengthen
my faith in Islam. Therefore, I was so anxious to counter the
evidence of Christ’s deity by proving that He did not die,
and could not have died for sinners.

I was trying to refute the idea of sacrificial death when I
came across the following verse in the Qur’an:

And remember Moses said to his people: “O my
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people! Ye have indeed wronged yourselves by your
worship of the calf: So turn (in repentance) to your
Maker, and slay yourselves (the wrong-doers); that will
be better for you in the sight of your Maker.” (Surah
2:54)

I read Ibn Kathir’s interpretation of this verse. He said
that the Israelites wanted to repent of their sin of worship-
ing the calf, but God did not accept their repentance. When
Moses mediated, God told him to tell the Israelites that the
only way to get forgiveness was that each man should kill
everybody he met. It is said that they put on blindfolds so
they would not have mercy on their families but would have
the courage to obey God’s order. Ibn Kathir said that at least
seventy thousand were killed that day, and bleod ran like a
stream. When God saw that it was enough, He told Moses to
teii the Israelites to stop. God accepted their repentance
through the blood of those who died. If someone did not
worship the calf and died as atonement for those who did,
why would we reject the idea that the sinless Christ died for
sinners, and that He was still alive?

I felt God was encircling me with evidences and I had
no way to reject Christ’s call for me to follow Him. I even
found many references to the death of Christ. I read Ibn
Kathir’s interpretation of Surah 4:157 and other verses from
Surah 3 that spoke of the death of Christ. Actually, people
differed not on the death of Christ, but on how long it was.
The stories varied from three hours, to one day, to two days.
This proves the actual death of Christ. .

I grew more frustrated because I wanted to find any-
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thing to refute Christian beliefs. I was proud of my religion
and myself, and I hated Christians. Meanwhile, I had no
choice but to adjust to the new situation, but how?

I never stopped reading the Bible; it became a friend of
mine. The more I read, the more I tastec its sweetness. One
time while reading I was stunned by the following verses:

And when you pray, do not be like the hypocrites,
for they love to pray standing in the synagogues and
on the street corners to be seen by men. I tell you the
truth, they have received their reward in full. But when
you pray, go into your room, close the door and pray
to your Father, who is unseen. Then your Father, who
sees what is done in secret, will reward you” (Matthew
6:5550)):

I was amazed that the Bible recorded, two thousand years
ago, these things that were happening in the present time. I
remembered when I used to put something hard on the
floor under my forehead when I knelt down during prayers
in order to brag about my “prayer mark,” the bruise I would
get from bowing and hitting this object. I used to boast
about my fasting and worship. I even wore certain outfits to
show that I was religious.

I searched the issue of Christ’s death and crucifixion,
and whether Christ actually died. I studied all the Christian
books and references that dealt with the sacrificial death of
Christ. Finally, my mind was almost convinced of Christ’s
divinity and crucifixion. Some people might think that I
was pleased with my findings. On the contrary, I was so up-
set, frustrated, and tense. I wished God had killed me before
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I found out that I had lived all my life with false beliefs. It
was very hard on me to find out that those repulsive, filthy
Christians were right and I was wrong.

I slept little. I roamed the streets talking to myself.
Thoughts tore me apart; doubts shook my being whenever I
started to pray. I did not know what to do. I asked the broth-
ers to visit me less often. I invented an excuse that I was
under police surveillance. Gradually I grew apart from the
whole group. I would feel sleepy whenever I recited the
Qur’an every day as usual. On the other hand, I could not

read enough of the Bible. I was very
. ] NOTICED THaT ™Much attached to that Book. One day,
the Emir visited me and found that I
THE VERSE STATED a4 not 1ade any substantial prog-
THAT OUR GOD  ress in my research. He told me, “It’s
AND THE PEOPLE  the will of Allah! Give us the Bible and
OfF THE Book’s  we’ll find somebody else to do the
GOD WERE ONE job instead of you. It seems you're not
cut out for such a task.”
AND THE SAME. I should have been happy because
e that was what I originally wanted, but
things were different now. I asked him
to give me one more month because I had managed to put
my fingef on some essential clues. The truth was that I did
not want to lose my permission to read the Bible, and the
Book itself. The Emir agreed. I did not know why I did so. I
could have agreed to give the Bible back and save myself all
‘the strain and the unknown future that I was heading for.
Every time I got ready to pray, I heard an inner voice asking
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me, “How could you pray to a god you are not sure exists?”
At times it made me cry. Something was breaking inside of
me.

One time, I resisted that inner voice and started reading
the Qur’an. I came across a verse that captured my attention:

And dispute ye not with the People of the Book,
except in the best way, unless it be with those of them
who do wrong but say, “We believe in the Revelation
which has come down to us and in that which came
down to you; our God and your God is One; and it is
to Him we submit (in Islam).” (Surah 29:46)

I wanted to study this verse more in depth, so I referred
to the commentaries written by Ibn Kathir, Kortobi, and
Zamakhshary. The first thing I found out was that they all
agreed that this verse was abrogated (annulled) by the fa-
mous verse of the “Sword” in Surah 9. Abrogation was only
part of the problem. I noticed that the verse stated that our
God and the People of the Book’s God were one and the
same. I could not go on; my mind stopped! The Muslims’
God had abrogated all previous kindliness toward non-
Muslims and replaced it with killing, torture, and hurting.
He even made us, Muslims, His instruments of torture:

Fight them, and Allah will punish them by your
hands, and disgrace them. (Surah 9:14)

In the Qur’an there are at least 27 verses speaking about:
the fact that Muslims are obliged to fight non-Muslims.
Meanwhile, the God of Christians says,

119




INTO THE DEN OF INFIDELS E

But I tell you who hear me: Love your enemies, do
good to those who hate you, bless those who curse you,
pray for those who mistreat you. (Luke 6:27,28)

But I tell you, Do not resist an evil person. If some-
one strikes you on the right cheek, turn to him the
other also. And if someone wants to sue you and take
your tunig, let him have your cloak as well. If someone
forces you to go one mile, go with him two miles. (Mat-
thew 5:39—41)

[ started comparing these verses to what the Qur’an says:

If then anyone transgresses the prohibition against
you, transgress ye likewise against him. (Surah 2:194)

Against them make ready your strength to the ut-
most of your power, including steeds of war, to strike
terror into (the hearts of) the enemies of Allah and
your enemies. (Surah 8:59)

Mohammed is the Messenger of Allah; and those
who are with him are strong against Unbelievers, (but)
compassionate amongst each other. (Surah 48:29)

It is impossible that white and black would be one; or
good and evil would be one; or day and night would be one!
Each must be distinctly unique. So, there must be only one
God. I was sure to find that God, because I loved Him. No
one would prevent me from believing in the One True (),
even if He were the God of Jews! i

In my mind, I talked to God, “Oh, God, I need Your
help. Do not forsake me for I'm now confused. I don’t know
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where You are. If I was misled, it was not on purpose. You
know how much I love You, and how much I suffered for
Your sake. Oh, God, if You’re punishing me for some sin I
committed, I ask for Your forgiveness. You are the only God
and I am Your servant who obeys Your commandments. I
confess my sins and repent. Please don’t be so harsh in Your
punishment.”

Certain thoughts made me shiver out of awe and fear. I
thought that the Qur’an and the Bible could not both t= the
Word of God; one had to annul the other. I panicked when
this thought crossed my mind. Whenever I heard a strange
sound, I thought that God would destroy the house and
make it fall on my head because of my attitude toward the
Qur’an. My life became unbearable! It was even harder than
the time I was imprisoned and tortured.

Soon, this feeling subsided and I decided to study the
Qur’an afresh in order to review every possible aspect, and
to evaluate the verse objectively:

Had it been from other than Allah, they would
surely have found therein much discrepancy. (Surah
4:82)

As a matter of fact, I was not objective. I wished to find
something in the Qur’an to lead me to believe that it was
from God. I had a deep bitterness toward Christians. I would
have accepted anything but to become a Christian. The word
“Christian” provoked me, and aroused in me a strong desire
of aggression and revenge toward anything related to Chris-
tians. I did not know why I felt this way; perhaps it was due
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to my upbringing in a strict family that loved Islam and hated
Christianity, assuming the latter was infidelity. Our parents
used to warn us not to play with Christian kids because they
were traitors, and not to eat their food because they could
poison us. We were raised to think that Christians had no
god, no faith, and no trust.

I started to study the Quran in depth and I found out
amazing things that I had never noticed before. I compiled
my research and titled it “Is the Quran the Word of God?”
It took me about six months to finish.

One day the Emir paid me an unexpected visit. I was in
the restroom when he arrived. My mother let him into my
room because he was well known to my family, since we had
been in prison together. The Emir saw papers scattered
around the room and thought that I had finished a good
part of my assignment. I heard him saying, “Allah bless you!
You're the man! I was right; you're the only one who could
do it!” I thought, You don’t know what’s on these papers!

A moment later, I came out to meet him. His face was
red and he seemed flabbergasted. He grabbed me by the col-
lar and screamed in my face, “What is this? Did you write
that? It could not be you. Who deceived you? Who tricked
you? Who tempted you to sell out your religion?”

I said to him, “If there was deception, it would be yours;,
if there was temptation, it would be from you; if I commit-
ted a sin, it would be on your head! You’re the one who
pushed me into all this. I wanted to be relieved of this re-
search and you refused. You knew how much I hated Chris-
tianity and Christians, but you insisted that I read their Book.
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I swear to you [ wish everything I found out were untrue.
You and I shared the most difficult time of our lives, didn’t
we?”

~ Hesaid, “Yes”

“Did you notice anything unusual?”

“No.”

“Then excuse me, it’s out of my hand. It’s not just a
matter of information; it’s my heart, over which I have no
power. I wish you would read what I read and learn what I
learned!”

He went berserk and wanted to tear all my papers (the
deity of Christ, the Qur’an is not the Word of God, etc.). We
had a major argument that brought my mother to the room.
Before leaving my house, the Emir said to me, “Now we know
what’s wrong with you, but I have a request if you want to
stay alive.”

“What is it?”

“Don’t you ever tell your group about this poison you're
writing. I will tell them that you apostatized, but I won’t
give them any reasons. If you tell them anything else, you
know best what will happen to you.”

I replied, “What you don’t know is that things have
changed; the time has changed. You know best that I don’t get
threatened because you're not able to carry out your threats.
For your information, I was faithful to my brothers when I
asked them not to visit me. I could not continue teaching
them something I wasn’t sure was true. I pushed them away
because I cared for them. I assure you, I love God, and I pray
that He would bring me back if I have gone astray.”
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I broke into tears as I remembered our beautiful memo-
ries, our life together in prison, and how we faced hardships
together. To be honest, it was too much for me to stand. But
if this is the will of God, good-bye to all good memories
away from Him and welcome to all thorns I would face with
Him. ‘

The group cut all ties with me. Members avoided me,
and did not even greet me on the street. I knew immediately
that I had been pronounced an infidel. They took back the
money they used to give me from the group’s “House of
Treasury” for my personal expenses. They thought that would
break me and force me back to the group. They never un-
derstood me.

The Emir and I, together with some other people, had an
investment company. We used the large amounts of money
that we brought from abroad to buy and sell clothes. I was
the official manager who signed checks. I was legally re-
sponsible for the business. When I refused to repent, they
did not pay their share and took me to court. They expected
me to apologize and repent for my infidelity. At the court-
house, the Emir came to me and whispered, “We could drop
the charges if you came to your senses and repented to Al-
lah, and told us who misled you.” I didn’t answer.

The court sentenced me to repay the money in monthly
installments of 160 Egyptian pounds. It was a blow to them
because they wanted me to go to jail. I thanked God that the
trial went well, but I spoke to God in a bitter, angry way:
“Oh, God, why do You do this to me? Why do I have to suf-
fer? I have suffered and struggled since I was a child. I have
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no more friends because they don’t believe in You. I lost the
love of my family because they do not accept You. I lost my
studies because they stood between You and me. Now, I
don’t know what pain You have in store for me. Please, have
mercy on me. I'm weak and powerless. Don’t leave me for
the waves to throw me around in this rough sea. I don’t
know where to go. Tell me where You are. Are You the God
of Christians? the God of Moses? the God of Mohammed?
If You were the God of Mohammed, why would You leave
me to suffer and doubt You? Please, God, don’t leave me
alone. I promise to follow You wherever You are. I fear no-
body but You, and You know that very well.”

Suddenly my train of thought was interrupted by my
mother’s voice asking me to take my food. I didn’t eat with
my mother because I believed a Muslim should not eat with
an infidel—and according to the group, my mother was one.

I then came to a very critical matter: if the Qur’an was
not from God, then who was Mohammed? He had to be a
false prophet. But how do I prove that? I suddenly panicked
and thought, It couldn’t be! Mohammed is a false prophet?
What about his miracles and his empire, and all the multi-
tudes who followed him?

I felt like I was about to face God’s wrath and torture.
When I calmed down, I felt a strange courage and a strong
will to focus my research on who Mohammed was, and
whether or not he was a prophet. I learned that Mohammed’s
claim to prophethood was based on two aspects: 1) he was
illiterate but he received the Qur’an; and 2) he was infallible

-—before he became a prophet, he never committed a sin.
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Illiteracy
It was not in my mind to find a proof that Mohammed
could read and write. All I knew was that it was impossible
that Mohammed would read and write. This issue motivat-
ed me to read once again the Prophet’s biographies. In fact,
I found many issues I had not noticed before, to my great
astonishment. I discovered that Mohammed used to go to
the same place where El-Nadr Ibn El-Hareth, Waraka Ibn
Nofal, and Ibn Sa'eda, the well-known priest, used to go. I
also found that Mohammed used to
]T WAS NOT conduct business with the rich lady
Khadija and that he made lots of con-

LOG,?AL ON tracts and agreements with the mer-
GABRIEL'S PART TO  chants of Yemen and Greater Syria.
ASK MOHAMMED It was said that Mohammed car-

TO READ, ried with him a stamp that he used

KNOWING THAT  instead of a signature, which meant

that he was illiterate. However, carry-

HE WAS ILLITERATE! ing a stamp did not mean that he was

HEL illiterate, since it was commonplace

among merchants of that day to write

a contract with the customer and then stamp it for authori-
zation like the Seal of the Republic nowadays.

I discovered that, after the peace treaty of Al-Hudaibiya,
Mohammed wrote the reconciliation treaty with his own
hands, that he was under the custody of his uncle Abu Taleb,
and that he was older than Ali. Ali could read and write, so
it was unimaginable that Mohammed would not learn even
the minimum basic level of reading and writing.
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[ found out that Mohammed used to sit with Yassar Al-
Nusrani (the Christian) and to take from him the texts of
the Bible and read them. I realized that according to Muslim
writings, when the angel Gabriel came to Mohammed and
asked him to read, it was not logical on Gabriel’s part to ask
Mohammed to read, knowing that he was illiterate! If you
add all the abovementioned issues to what I discovered re-
garding the authenticity of-the prophethood of Mohammed,
you will come to the realization that Mohammed was neither
a prophet nor a righteous man. You can find all the details
of this issue in a book I prepared titled Mohammed in the
Torah and the Bible.

Infallibility

As for Mohammed’s infallibility, there are many biographies
such as Al-Seera Al-Halabiya, Al-Tabakaat Al-Kubra, and
Seerat Ibn Hisham, and even commentaries that deal with
Surah 16:

And from the fruit of the date-palm and the vine,
Ye get out strong drink. (Surah 16:67)

There are many authentic Hadiths stating clearly that
Mohammed drank wine and recommended that his friends
put some water into wine if it was highly concentrated. He
used to eat from the animal sacrifices offered by Kuraish at
El-Ka'ba for idols. He allowed the forbidden and forbade the
allowed by God. He made eyes at the women of his friends,
and he never hesitated to take any one of them if she pleased
him. At the Day of Kheibar, Safiyya, daughter of Yehiah Ibn
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Akhtab, came under the lf)t of Abdallah Ibn Umar. But Mo-
hammed took her from him and married her. He also took
Zainab daughter of Gahsh, the wife of Zaid (his adopted
son), to be one of his wives.

All those events demolished any hallowed picture of Mo-
hammed and destroyed the sacred status I used to ascribe to
the Prophet Mohammed. To be honest, I was in pain when-
ever I discovered anything like this.

With all that I found out about Mohammed, honestly
speaking, I was still hoping to find any virtues in Islam to
clutch at in order to remain a Muslim. It was hard for me to
leave the religion of my childhood. Whenever I toyed with
the idea of leaving Islam, strange feelings of fear, confusion,
and turmoil would assail my mind. Whenever I read any
magnificent and meaningful text in the Bible, this battle
within caused my hatred, hostility, and cruelty to increase
against Christians. Anytime I found something great in the
Bible, my anger was kindled and I destroyed the belongings
of a Christian colleague to release my frustrations. I even
paid money to others to conspire against him and send false
complaints against him to the high authorities. One day, I
set all his clothes on fire and he had to go back home in his
work uniform, but the real fire was within me.

I used to stand in front of a shop owned by a Christian
man, preventing people from buying from him and accus-
ing him of being a cheater. I would say tc people on the
street, “Do not buy from Christians; they are evasive swind-
lers. They want to destroy Islam. The Qur’an said, ‘They have
no faith.” That old Christian man used to say to me, “Oh,
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my son, what have I done to you? Have mercy; I have to
earn money to raise my children.”

Other times, I would warn my friends not to shake
hands with Christians, observing the Hadith, “Do not shake
hands with the People of the Book; do not greet them and
make their way narrow.” I often would shout, “They are ma-
licious, showing a fake love, but they are arch enemies to
Allah and to true believers. Don’t be deceived by their coun-
terfeit humiliation. God said, ‘They were covered with hu-
miliation and misery.”

On one of those hectic days, teeming with all such deeds
against Christians, I felt a hunch in my heart of hearts. There
was an inner voice telling me, “Be honest with yourself. Do
you think all such acts could remove all that you have learned
from their Books? You said that you would follow God wher-
ever that would lead you; so why, whenever God would re-
veal to you some light of inspiration, do you try to put it
out? Be honest with yourself in order to have a clear con-
science. Check your inner motives. Do you really want God?
If not, what do you really want? It is all up to you. It is all in
your hands and no one will force you into anything”

I went back home, weighed down with many burdens. I
tried to pray but couldn’t. I began to read the Bible and I
came across the prayer of Christ in the Gospel of Matthew.
When I read that prayer, I suddenly felt a strange sense of
peace, tranquility, and calmness covering me. It was as if
someone had poured water to cleanse my memory from
something. I said in my heart of hearts, “Oh, my Lord, can
You give me that kind of peace, patience, love, and endur-
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ance that the Christians have if I pray exactly as it is written
in the Bible?”

I was beside myself with joy as if I had heard the answer,
“Yes.” My face lit up with pleasure and I made up my mind
to pray the Lord’s Prayer regularly. I would rise early at
dawn, the same time as ritual prayers, but would pray the
Lord’s Prayer instead. I would also complete my ablution
and spread the prayer carpet on the ground as I used to do.
Then I would stand on it and say:

Our Father in heaven,

Hallowed be Your name,

Your kingdom come,

Your will be done

On earth as it is in heaven.

Give us this day our daily bread.
And forgive our debts

As we forgive our debtors.

And do not lead us into temptation,
But deliver us from the evil one.

Finally, in this difficult journey between faiths, I would
conclude by saying, “Peace be upon you and the Mercy of
God; Peace be upon you and the Mercy of God” (the Islamic
conclusion of prayers).

I continued like that for quite a long time but I did not
notice any change in my character. I was still aggressive with
my family and with Christians. So I decided to put away all
religions. Neither Islam nor Christianity worked. Perhaps
after converting to Christianity, I would read a book, only to
find some other better religion after awhile, spending all the

130




E.;‘#a How I Came to Know God

1y

rest of my life jumping from one religion to another. The
best thing to do in such a case, I thoaght, was to lead a nor-
mal life like others, like ordinary people. Why should I over-
load my mind with all that religion stuff? Let. me enjoy a
carefree life and when I die, let God do whatever He wants
with me!

But that was not a real solution. Suddenly, an idea came
to my mind. I said to myself that the source of all my prob-
lems and confusion was that Book—the Torah and the Bible
(Old Testament and New Testament)—so I would tear it
into pieces and be done with it forever. I was about to do so,
but I felt a shiver in my body and an inner voice whispering
in my mind: “Leave it. You may need it sometime. Why do
you want to get rid of that particular Book? The Qur’an has
caused you far more trouble; why didn’t you tear it into
pieces?”

Whenever I would ride in a car, I would pray that the
car would be in an accident and everyone in it would be res-
cued except for me. I also wished, from the bottom of my
heart, that the house would tumble upon my head, that I
alone would die. “Oh, Lord,” I said, “If You do not wish to
give me guidance, it is better that You would finish my life
and let me get out of my dilemma.”

I was in the midst of that turmoil of conflicting thoughts.
It was four o’clock in the afternoon on a summer day in
July. I was sitting alone, reminiscing about my long associa-
tions with Islam, Islamic groups, and terrorism, and finally,
with the New Testament and the Torah. I prayed, “Oh, God,
You know that, in all these events, I was searching for You. Is
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it fair to leave me in such a condition? Where is Your justice
and love? Even if You want to punish me for a crime I com-
mitted, I think, by now, I have already paid for all my crimes.
What crime requires such a severe punishment? Please, God,
do not leave me alone in such a struggle.”

Suddenly, I saw the door of my room open. I thought it
was my mother bringing me something to eat. And behold,
there was a hulk of a man with long hair and a heavy beard,
and a pillar of white light radiating beside him. It was like
the light coming from a great number of florescent lamps
put together. I could not look at his face or fix my eyes upon
him. I heard him calling me, “Stand up; the Christ wants
you.” I immediately jumped up and ran out of my room.
Flabbergasted, I called my father, mother, and brothers to
come and see the Christ (our Master Isa) because it was writ-
ten in Al-Bukhari’s book that he who would see a prophet
had seen “guidance,” since demons did not take the form of
prophets. I thought that my family might believe if they saw
the Christ.

I went back to my room to see nothing. I was deeply
distressed; how could I prove this to my family? I blamed
God for not helping me: “Why didn’t You wait in the room
so they would see You and come to believe? They would
think of me as one who has lost his mind.”

That is exactly what happened. All my family members
w.nt into my room only to find nothing unusual. My moth-
er said, “Oh, Lord [Allah], why do you allow all this to hap-
pen to us? We were glad to have our son back and now you
let him go mad!” She started crying bitterly and hugged me.
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My brother told me not to worry because he would take me
to the best psychiatrist In Egypt. My sisters said, “All that
because of what you write during the night. The end of all
this is madness. Oh, God, please heal him. .

After all of them finished their lamentations, I asked my
father, “Aren’t you my father?”

He said, “Yes.”

I went to my mother and asked, “Aren’t ycu my mother?”

She answered, “Yes.”

I did the same with my brothers and sisters, then I said
to them, “If I were insane as you think, how could I know all
of you by name? Why don’t you believe me? I have seen Him
as a great light. He spoke to me.” But their viewpoint was
stronger than my argument. Finally, I started to believe them.
I must really be mad. So I went to my bed and stayed there.
I remained in my room and my brothers came to me to
comfort me, but I uttered nothing. I resorted to complete
silence.

The following morning, my brother took me to one of
the best psychiatrists in the country. We went to his clinic and
I awaited my turn. Finally, they called me to see the doctor. I
sat before him and he asked me, “How can I help you?”

I told him, “I don’t know. My brother decided to bring
me to you.”

“Your brother said that you have seen our Master the
Christ!”

“Yes, I have seen Him indeed.”

“Can you describe Him to me?”

I asked, “Have you seen Him before?”
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“No.”

“If you don’t know what He looks like,” T responded,
“how can you know if I am right or not?”

He replied, “Your case is a very hard one.”

He called for my brother from the waiting room. When
he came into the examining room, the doctor told him that
I had a severe case of depression and I needed electric shock
treatment quickly. I was to start with six sessions of treat-
ment which would gradually be reduced to two. He asked
my brother to bring me to the hospital twice a week. My
brother told him that it was hard to do so since we lived in a
town far from Cairo and it would take us two and half hours
of driving. My brother suggested that the doctor tell us how
we could have such a treatment in our town through any
other doctor. He agreed and so did I. I told him that I was
not afraid of shock treatments; I had already experienced
them when I was tortured in concentration camps. I was
sure that medical treatment would be less severe than those
electric shocks we used to endure in the torture rooms.

I did not find any reason to refuse the shock treatment.
If I really were mad, this would help me regain ny sanity. If .
not, this pain would be added to other painful experiences I
had during my search for God; hopefully God would take
that into consideration and have mercy on me.

Eventually, I completed my treatment sessions and I
took all the medications that my doctor prescribed. I ex-
pected that I would be healed by then and would forget all
the thoughts that used to torment me if they were brought
by madness or psychosomatic tension. However, I found
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myself urged to read more in the Bible. I couldn’t sleep un-
less I read a part of the Bible. I decided to keep all my find-
ings to myself and tell nobody of any experience I might
have from that time on. I decided to live as a Christian to
see the work of God. If this was the way, surely I would see
the fruits of it. I wanted to see God’s support of this choice;
otherwise, I would brush it aside. ;

As I previously said, I used to pray regularly in my own
way five times per day: at dawn, noon, dusk, sunset, and
evening. I did not read anything in my prayers but the
Lord’s Prayer. But I was perplexed about which religious
practices I had to perform to make my prayers complete and
acceptable in order to gain some merit before God. I decid-
ed I had to go to a church to learn how to worship God, but
I did not like the idea of going to church. How could I go to
church in such a state? How could I go to church in a state
of humility and submission as I was so antagonistic in the
past? No, I will not go to church. Maybe some other time, |
thought.

I tried to ask some Christians for help, but who would
agree to speak with me after all that I had done to them? All
of them refused to meet me. They thought that I wanted to
either kill them or force them to convert to Islam. Finally,
one of them agreed to meet me in a month. I had to wait for
that time. I decided to use that time in reading more about
Christian beliefs and concepts. I wanted to know what they
said and whether they had their own Christian books simi-
lar to what the Muslims had.

First of all, I decided to shave off my beard just to look
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normal. I borrowed a shirt and a pair of pants instead of
wearing the galabia (Islamic outfit) that I had worn all my
life. I went to the bookstore where I got my Holy Bible. I did
not like any of the books in that bookstore, so I decided to go
to another one nearby. I began to look through the shelves,
from outside the store, to see what kind of books they car-
ried. I did not dare to enter a “Christian” bookstore. I could-
n’t even look at anything Christian, so how could I now enter
a Christian place? I was afraid they might ask to see my ID
(IDs in Egypt state one’s religion) and call the police. I would
then fall into the hands of the Secret State Intelligence, which
was like going to the bottomless pit.

After a long time of hesitation, I took heart and entered
the bookstore. Some books caught my attention. I did not
know what sort of books I wanted to read. Whenever I came
across a title that would catch my attention, I would buy the
book. I took books called Evidence That Demands a Verdict,
My Faith, and Atonement of Christ. As soon as I finished
reading a book, I burned it at once.

When I finished all those books, I went back to the
bookstore to get some more. I found two books: Monothe-
ism and Trinity and Biblical Theology. When I looked at the
prices of those books, I realized that I did not have enough
money to buy them, so I returned them to the shelves. At
that moment, an old man approached me and asked, “Why
have you put back the books?”

I replied, “I don’t want them.”

“If you don’t want them, why have you taken them in
the first place?”
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“That’s none of your business. Are you interrogating
me?”

He put his hand on my shoulder and his face showed a
trace of a gentle smile. He said, “My son, take those books
and I will pay for them for you. I will give you my address. If
you like them, you can pay me back. If not, you can get rid
of them or burn them and you have nothing to lose.”

I asked him how he knew that I did not have the money
to buy the books. He told me that it
was the Holy Spirit who told him. I « LQRD’ s IT
thought in my heart of hearts, What |
might that Holy Spirit be? I thought POSSIBLE. IF |
much about that subject. I went with RECEIVE YOU AND
him to his house where we sat to- WALK ACCORDING
gether for a few minutes. I was afraid 1o Your BIBLE,
he might ask to see my ID, in which
case he would know the truth. But all i LM
things went smoothly, thank God.
The man did not even ask my name. &ex

I kept reading those books and
others diligently, either at home or in a hotel room I would
rent to enjoy the time reading on my own without distur-
bance. I did not want to waste a minute even to eat. I want-
ed to devour all the Words of Christ that would take me at
least one step closer on the road to my new life. I used to
frequent a coffee shop where the customers were Christians.
There I would read all the Christian books I bought. I loved
the teachings of the Bible. To be more accurate, I loved that
type of person portrayed in the Bible. If I would live accord-

MAKE ME BETTER?”
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ingly, I would turn into an angel walking on earth. I was
preoccupled with one question: “Lord, is it possible, if I
receive You and walk according to Your Bible, for You to
make me better? Can I have some friends even if they don’t
believe as I do? Can I love my mother, father, brothers, and
sisters even if they don’t accept my new beliefs? Can I love
my friends even if they don’t share my faith or believe what
[ say? Can You do this for me, Lord? Can I love my country
and feel the same loyalty as other people?” I wish this could
happen.

The first step the Islamic group took to disciple any
newcomer was to uproot any other loyalty, whether to the
homeland, family, or anything else. One should have no
other loyalty but to Allah, and no other devotion but to the
Emir. That’s why I did not believe I could change or love. My
vision of light and of that person who said to me, “Stand up;
the Christ wants you” caused me much perplexity. I knew
that any vision of one of the prophets was divine guidance,
but what kind of guidance was it at that particular phase?
Was it guidance toward the Christian or the Muslim faith?

My mind was so tossed by all those waves of thoughts
that I walked the streets with a quick pace as if someone
were chasing me. I did not know where to go. It was a very
difficult time. At last, I made up my mind to go to a church.
I wanted to be the man God wanted me to be. I heard an
inner voice saying, “Now you have heard the voice and you
have to follow it. You have lived in Islam all your life, but
you haven’t yet lived in Christianity to know what it is like.
You haven't lived the Christian faith to know which is better
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or nearer to God, Christianity or Islam.”

I went to many churches, which was not easy to do. I
had to struggle against the devil whenever I decided to enter
a church. The devil would whisper in my ears, “Have you
reached such a miserable status as to go to a church? Shame
on you! How much difference between going to the church
now in humiliation and when you went there to exalt the
Word of Allah! Have you forgotten what you did to the
church in the past? If you forgot, I can remind you. You used
to say: ‘Truth has (now) arrived, and Falsehood perished;
for falsehood is (by its nature) bound to perish. Where is
that truth for which you have exposed your life to death?
You have nowhere to go but to the church—the den of infi-
delity, polytheism, and blasphemy. Are you going to believe
in more than one God after that long journey of loyalty and
faithfulness to the only God? Wake up; repent to God and
ask His forgiveness, and repeat the two Shehadas (Testimo-
nies): ‘I witness that there is no God but Allah and that Mo-
hammed is His Messenger.” Get up and wash yourself of all
these evil thoughts and take refuge in Allah against the abom-
inable devil.”

After that, I found myself unconsciously going to church.
It was still difficult and I would feel as if someone was pull-
ing me back to prevent me from going there. I even would
shout loudly, “I will go to church. I will go to church, come
what may. I will go there no matter what.” It was enough
that I had no more friends and no more family members. I
had not known about mercy in my entire life. I killed and
robbed and now I stand without relatives, friends, compan-
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ions, or any of God’s creation. Could God be happy with me
in such a condition? Could God approve of killing, hatred,
hostility, and vandalism toward all who refused to accept
what we say?

I said, “Oh, God, have'mercy on me. I am a miserable,
lonely person. I want to lead a normal life loving my coun-
try, family, and friends, but how can I do so? In which of the
two ways can I do so?”

So I decided to go to church even if it would have cost
me my life. I dashed quickly toward the church. The attitude
of the pastor was not as I expected. He refused to listen to
me, which added fuel to the fire and aggravated the devilish
attacks against me. When I left the church that day, I felt
some sort of inner relief within me despite having failed to
convince the pastor to listen to me. That encouraged me to
try again. But, unfortunately, I failed in all my attempts to
sit with any pastor and to learn what I could do to deserve
the salvation of Christ. The text says, “Whoever believes and
is baptized will be saved.” I was preoccupied with questions:
How can I believe? What can I do? How can I pray, fast, go
to pilgrimage, or pay alms?

The last time I left church, I was very burdened and
heavy-laden, as they say, “covered with burning shame.”
Satan whispered in my ears, “They have rejected you. It serves
you right. You deserve more than that and God will show
you harder lessons.” But the demonic harassment did not
last long. I heard a quiet, gentle voice from within saying,
“You do not worship people; don’t be upset by their behav-
ior toward you. Since you worship God, only He will not let
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you down. He will never disappoint you or let you go astray.
Just be patient and hold firmly to Him if you are really
searching for Him. The days of your suffering will not be
long. God will never reject those who seek Him. Haven’t
you read, ‘Come to me, all you who are weary and bur-
dened, and I will give you rest’ (Matthew 11:28)?

I said to Him, “I have read it, Lord, if not now, at least I
have read it several times written on the wall of a church I
passed by every day on my way to medical school.” I knew
that verse by heart and I knew the place of that verse to the
extent that I used to close my eyes to try not to see it.

The voice said, “Give your life to God and He will bring
it to pass.” :

I said, “Oh, God, I give You my life. Please save me from
my circumstances. Teach me Your ways. I am at a loss; I am
perplexed. This happens to me quite often, Lord.” Whenever
I would experience a difficult time, I would go back to the
Bible to find a wonderful sense of peace and inner calmness.

I thought afterward to get in touch with one of the
Christians I used to work with, but none of them welcomed
me. They were afraid of me, and thought I would trap them
to hurt them as I did in the past. Some Christians refused to
talk with me, believing that I wanted to convert them to Is-
lam. But if God wants something, nobody can stand against
Him. I once went with friend, an engineer, to visit one of his
friends. On our way back, he sarcastically asked me to visit a
Christian friend of his. He knew how much I hated Chris-
tians. He thought by this sarcasm that he would make fun
of me, and he did not expect me to agree so quickly. He
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asked me again, “Are you sure you want to visit that person?
Do you know he is a Christian?”

I assured him, “Yes, I know, and I agree to go with you
to visit him.” He asked me not to mistreat that man. I prom-
ised to behave properly and decently.

We went to visit that Christian friend who knew me very
well. T used to accost him on the street and provoke other
Muslims against him, to try to force him to be a Muslim. As

soon as he saw me standing at his

f'[ERE . door, he was dumbfounded. He im-

: mediately closed the door and drew

BEGGING A back. My friend kept knocking on his

CHRISTIAN FOR  door, so he finally opened it and be-

SOME WORDS gan blaming my friend. He said, “How

can you bring that man with you to

my house? Have you forgotten what

he did to me? Have mercy on me.I am

[ USED TO FIGHT. 3 man of peace and I have enough
56y problems.”

After a prolonged debate, he al-
lowed us in. In his apartment, a big Bible caught my atten-
tion. It was situated on a small table in the middle of the
room. I took the Bible and turned some pages. I suddenly
~ asked him, “Is this your Holy Book?”

He mumbled and stumbled with a shaky voice, “Yes, it
is, and the Qur’an also is a Holy Book. All Books are from
God. All are okay—the Qur’an and the Bible, Mohammed
and Christ—all are good.”

It was clear that he was terrified. He was so afraid of me

THAT WOULD
LEAD ME TO WHAT
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that whenever I tried to approach him, he would step back.
We ended up making circles around each other, crossing the
living room to and fro as if we were playing hide and seek.
Finally he was in a corner and I stood right in front of him
so he could not go anywhere. I asked him, “Why are you
doing this? I just want to talk to you.”

Knowing that my friend had gone into another room to
get some rest, I took the chance and tried to start a conver-
sation with my host. My goal was to learn the Christian’s
road to God, but he did not cooperate with me. I asked him
if I could visit him some other time. He agreed, providing
that we would not be alone. He would prefer to have some
friends of his there at that time. I told him that it was fine
with me to have others present. He wrote down his address
and at the appointed time I visited him to find half a dozen
of his friends at his apartment.

He was so afraid of me. I talked with him for a while
and I did not deny that I was talking like a defeated military
commander making peaceful negotiations with the victori-
ous commander. I put my head down. I was so ashamed that
I looked down all the time. I remembered what I used to be.
Now here I was, begging a Christian for some words that
would lead me to what I used to fight. But it was the peace
of God and the desire for salvation that pushed me to sacri-
fice all in order to gain the privilege of entering the King-
dom of God, for which I had been unceasingly searching. I
searched every nook and cranny to reach my cherished and
long-awaited goal. Now I was only a stone’s throw from the
goal, which could be found nowhere but between-the pages
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of that Book that belonged to my Christian friend.

I was ready to leave no stone unturned to get to know the
way of the Lord. My friend had little knowledge of the Bible,
so he was not able to give me any more information. He had
some family problems. I heard from friends that he was
considering solving his family problems by converting to
Islam in order to be able to marry another wife. I was so ir-
ritated by such a solution. I was full of contempt toward him
and felt that he was unable to provide me with what I needed.

After awhile, my relationship with him grew stronger
and I had the chance to visit him more than once. He pro-
vided me with a quiet place where I could read freely. He did
not try to force me to accept any kind of particular thought.
I had one specific approach and that was to know the Lord
Jesus Christ apart from all factions and denominations, to
avoid what I suffered from in Islam.

Things did not go the way they should have. Our friend-
ship did not last long, but I came to know another Christian
who was well-versed in the knowledge of the Bible. How-
ever, we were at odds with each other, to say the least. In the
past, whenever he would ask me to do something for him in
my work, I would give him wrong information and further-
more I would incite others against him. I would even give
them gifts whenever they managed to do him any harm. I
did not expect him to be willing to meet with me. However,
he agreed to meet me one month later. He asked me to con-
firm my visit by calling him one week earlier.

I felt that the circle was growing smaller around me.
There were no pastors of churches to listen to me, no indi-
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viduals willing to meet with me. My picture was dubious in
the eyes of all Christians. It was difficult for them just to
mention my name. Anyone who wanted to threaten others
could simply tell them, “I will inform Mr. So and So.” I was
like a scarecrow scaring birds from the field. Three weeks
later, I wanted to contact that person to confirm my visit with
him. Since I did not have a phone in my house, I had to go
out to use a public phone.

Whenever [ would go out, I used to take with me all my
papers and memos to make sure they would not fall into the
wrong hands. It would be very dangerous if anyone saw those
notes since I had many pages of research about the deity of
Christ, the fallibility of the Qur’an, Mohammed’s prophet-
hood, etc. I used to carry all those papers, along with the
Bible, in a plastic bag whenever I went out.

After I called that person from a telephone booth in
front of the train station, I was shocked to find that the
whole plastic bag with all the papers had just vanished into
thin air. Everything was gone—my wallet, my ID, the Bible,
and all the research. However, I had a strange kind of peace
and calmness that I learned from my dealings with the secu-
rity officers and secret police. The sole preoccupation of my
mind at that time centered on two things.

First, the person who stole my bag might read all my
papers and send them to the State Security Investigations
Department. I would then be an easy prey in their hands;
my ID card was included with the papers, making it simple
to identify me. I could be executed for attacking the Qur’an.
Capital punishment is the only possible sentence in such a
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case. However, this thought did not bother me so much
since I was quite certain that when my time would come to
meet my Creator, I could not delay it even for a split second.
Every soul, for sure, would taste death.

Second, a sneaky whisperer entered my mind with the
subtle message that God loved me so much that He wanted
to give me crystal clear evidence that my walk toward Chris-
tianity was a fake one. I had a vague sense in the back of my
mind that Christianity was nothing but the path of the devil;
that’s why God had removed all attacks against His Holy
Qur’an and His Reverend Messenger, and removed all the
poisons of the Bible.

This whisperer went on to say, “Now you have an un-
mistakable proof that you walked in the sidetrack of Chris-
tianity and deviated from the Truth. Arise now and repent.
Do not tarry to ask the forgiveness of God since He is the oft-
forgiver and Merciful to all those who repent and do well.
Stand up and cleanse yourself from all the unclean thought
coming from the devil, defiling you and alluring you toward
polytheism, blasphemy, and infidelity.” I considered surren-
dering to the devil’s lies.

When my Christian friend knew that I had lost all the
papers, he was stricken by fear to the marrow of his bones.
He asked me not to see or contact him for some time until
we saw the result of losing those papers. Once again I ques-
tioned whether God wanted me to forsake this religion.

Although I enjoyed from the bottom of my heart and
the depths of my soul every word of the Bible and did my
best to keep the Lord’s Prayer diligently, nothing was gen-
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uinely changed in my character. I was still full of hatred and
envy toward Christians, and I could not forgive anybody. I
could not even say “Good morning” to my mother. I used to
leave my house with traces of anger, hatred, and hostility
painted on my face. I deliberately used to show anger toward
my parents and brothers so they would know they were infi-
dels and that I hated them for that reason. In this journey I
was so filled with the spirit of rebellion and hostility that I
even doubted the authenticity of what I read in the Bible.

All those factors came together with the losing of the
papers; it was a merciless attack to hinder the work of God
in my life, an attempt to break my determination and my in-
creasing love of the Bible. Once again I wept, blaming God
for all that was taking place around me. During this testing,
I began to wonder whether it was God’s doing that whenev-
er I took a step toward Him things would go wrong. “Why,
Lord, do all these things happen to me? Why me? What did
I do to deserve all that? If You are punishing me for some-
thing wrong I did to Christians, please forgive me now as I
repent before You. Please have mercy upon me based on
Your death on the cross for me, or else Your cross is nothing
but what we used to think of it. Who are You that You would
allow such a person as me to approach You? What can I do to
please You? My life has become so miserable. If it continues
like this, death will be easier for me than to live as I am.
Please, God, take my soul. If You don’t have mercy on me, I
will commit suicide. It will be no more harm to go to hell
for that; for if You don’t bestow Your mercy upon me, I will
go to hell anyway.”
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I wept, wallowing in my pain and agony. I stood up with
tears running down my face like rivers. My mother saw me
and patted my shoulders, and she cried with me. She asked
me what was wrong with me. I told her, “Just leave me alone.
I do not want to speak with anyone. I have once talked to
you and you accused me of insanity. May God forgive you.”
I went quickly to my room and took a shower, in the Mus-

lim tradition, in order to cleanse my
“ALL THE body from the uncleanness of Chris-
tian thoughts. I also needed to wash
] myself from all that I had done.
REACHED WERE I kept thinking and contemplat-
NOT OF YOUR ing whether God would forgive me
MANUFACTURING; for all that I had said regarding His
Prophet Mohammed and His Holy
Qur’an. I felt as if somebody was
speaking to me saying, “You did not
&er attack anybody or speak any kind of
falsehood. All the conclusions that
you reached were not of your manufacturing; they were
self-evident.” I stood up, spread my prayer carpet, and re-
peated the two Islamic Testimonies in order to go back to
Islam. I tried to pray but was unsuccessful. I could not utter
a word from the Qur’an. I could not bow down either. So I
placed my head between my palms for a while.

Then I went away saying just a few words, “Oh, Lord, if
You are not angry with me, nothing will do me any harm. If
You are punishing me now for some transgression I did, I
ask You to forgive me and alleviate my punishment. If You

CONCLUSIONS YOU

THEY WERE
SELF-EVIDENT.”
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are standing against my guidancg, that is foreign to Your na-
ture. Oh, Lord, I have no more power to deal with my situa-
tion. If You will not reveal Yourself to me, I will go astray. I
love You, Lord. I did what I was ordered to do. I did what all
the others could not, just to please You, as I thought. When
you revealed to me Your light and called me, I did not delay.
How long will You leave me groping in pitch darkness? All
that is taking place in my life is a test of love that You have
prepared for me to lead me to Your side. You are the Good
Shepherd. Please give me more of Your love and guidance to
bring me closer to meeting You.”

That night, I slept deeply, like never before in all my life.
When it was nearly dawn, I had a dream. There was a man
with wide shoulders, thick beard, bronze-colored face, long
hair, and a very beautiful complexion. He held my shoulders
and shook me gently, saying, “Do you still have doubts in
Me?”

I answered, “Who are you that I have doubts in you? I
don’t know you.”

“I'am He for whom you are searching.”

I said, “Please remind my failing memory.”

“Read in the Book. Why didn’t you read the Book?”

“Don’t You know, I have lost the Book and all my pa-
pers, so how can I read now?”

“The Book cannot be lost,” He said. “Stand up and open
your closet and you will find it there; all other papers will
come back to you within a week.”

I jumped awake and went directly to the small closet in
the corner of my room. To my great surprise, there I found
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the very Book I had lost. I stopped and shivered as if it were
a chilly night in winter. I hugged the Bible tightly in my arms
as a child who returned to his mother after a long time.

I immediately ran to my mother, waking her up and
smothering her with kisses. I told her with great joy what
had happened. I said, “I will never allow you to call me crazy
anymore.” I hugged her in my tears saying, “Forgive me,
Monm, for treating you harshly. I thought that was according
to the true faith. But now I know what the true faith is.
Please, let me kiss your feet. I will not accept anything less.”

She said, “Tell me, my son, what happened to you?”

“I will tell you, but please swear to me by all that is dear
to you that you will not think that I have gone mad. My
mother, God has guided me.”

She asked, “And where have you been before?”

“God who guided me is not the one I was following be-
fore.”

“Is there another God?”

“Yes,” I replied. “There is another God who instructs me
to love you and to obey you.”

“Who is that God?”

I told her, “The Christ, Isa, as the Qur’an says.”

She urged me, “Please, my son, don’t say so before your
brothers. They will think that you really are mad.” _

I said, “Okay, I will do as you say, but do you believe me?”

“Why wouldn’t I believe you? I have already seen the evi-
dence; you have never treated me like this in twenty years.
Go, and God will never forsake you. But keep the matter a
secret.”
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I replied, “Put yourself in my shoes, and you will un-
derstand my true feelings. I wish I could stand in a public
place and shout at the top of my voice proclaiming that
Christ is God and that He has changed me. He did what the
God of Mohammed was unable to do.”

She put her hand on my mouth to prevent me from
speaking. I waited until the break of dawn and the rising of
the sun to go out to people as if I were a newborn babe, see-
ing life for the first time. I went out early in the morning,
looking at everything around me. I was able to see every-
thing covered with Ezauty. All people were good in my eyes.
I started to shake hands with all the people I met, whether I
knew them or not.

I went to the Christian grocer. I used to harm him so
much that when he saw me, he thought I was coming to at-
tack him. He started to quickly close his grocery. I called to
him, “Don’t be afraid.” He was bewildered and said nothing.
I hugged him and asked him to forgive me. He couldn’t help
but to cry. He said some words that I couldn’t understand at
the moment. Only later did I realize their full meaning. He
said, “Hallelujah, praise the Lord.”

I asked, “What did you just say?”

He replied, “In His time, you will know what it means.”
After that, he went away.

I saw people from a new perspective. People stared at
me and wondered what had happened to me. Even my col-
leagues were fully amazed regarding the sudden, radical
change in my behavior. Their astonished look said, “This
man used to spit on us yesterday. Now look at him—he is
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like a gentle lamb! What is going on? Is it a new tactic or
plan against us?”

"I saw perplexity and confusion reflected on their faces,
their high brows, and wide-open eyes. They could not be-
lieve that my behavior could be changed 180 degrees. But I
did not give much attention to their reactions. All that I cared
about was to compensate those whom I had attacked, hu-
miliated, and insulted. I was beside myself with joy that filled
my heart. Meekness and calmness filled the inner curves of
my innermost being for the first time in my life.

Sometimes, I would think that I was in a beautiful dream.
I did not want to wake up from that dream. But it was the
power of God. I was in a rush to confirm that I was really
changed forever, not just temporarily.

I kept thinking about what the man I saw in my vision
had said—that I would find the papers within a week. Days
went by and I began to doubt that vision. I was afraid that I
might not find my papers. I kept counting the days until
there was one day left before the deadline given in the vi-
sion On that day, I was near the train station and I wanted
to make a phone call, so I had to go to the same phone
booth where I had lost my papers a week ago. I hesitated for
some time. I would go forward and then shrink back. The
owner of the booth noticed this, so he said to me, “I see you
are hesitating. Do you have a problem?”

“No,” I replied. “This phone is a bad omen for me since
I used it last week and I lost my bag. I don’t want to use it
again since I don’t know what am I going to lose.”

He inquired, “Was it your bag?”

192




‘.E:'; How I Came to Know God

L

“Yes, do you know where it is?”

“Give me some description of the bag to prove that it
really belongs to you and I will tell you where it is.”

I told him that it was a plastic bag with some papers, a
Book like the Qur’an, my ID, and my passport. There was
no money in the bag. He nodded and said, “That’s correct.”
He told me to come the following day and he would take
me to the one who had found it.

The following day was the seventh day since I had seen
the vision. We went to a village in the suburbs of Cairo
toward the south. We met the man who found the bag. He
gave it back to me. I quickly opened it but I did not find the
Book. I said to him, “There is a Book missing.”

He answered, “I swear by the name of God, I did not take
anything from the bag. It includes papers, passport, ID, and
a Qur’an [Holy Bible].” I was glad to hear that and I told
him that I really believed him. That meant that God had
fulfilled His promise to me that He would give me back the
very Book I had lost.

I was awestruck; in all my Islamic life, I had never expe-
rienced asking something from God and receiving an an-
swer. This small thing was a super miracle for me. I felt so
insignificant and humble before the grace of God. I said to
God, “Who am I that you would give me all these favors?”
Soon the answer came to me: “I did so and I will continue
to do greater things for those who love God.” I was thinking
to myself, wishing that God would let me go through an ex-
perience that would make me quite certain that I was really
changed. That would make me very glad.
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Soon God answered my prayers. He gave me my first ex-
perience in my new relationship with Christ. At my job, em-
ployees received periodic financial awards, each one in his
turn. I would bully the payroll personnel, forcing them to
place me at the top of the list. I also used to take a percentage
of all those awards because the money belonged to Christian
infidels; therefore, it should not be distributed equally.

One day, it was time to receive the money from the
company’s cashier. One of my colleagues had very hard cir-
cumstances at home; he went to the manager and begged
him to give the money to him this time so that he could get
out of the financial dilemma. The manager told him that
the list was already arranged and everyone had his turn. The
manager said, “Mr. X is at the top of the list and you know
that he is an evil man and we cannot let him wait. We have
to please him by any means to fend off his evil.”

At that moment, I entered the manager’s office to find
him whispering with my colleague. I asked them quickly, “Are
yo- speaking about the award?”

The manager answered in an awkward, clumsy way, “Yes,
but don’t worry. Your name is at top of the list.”

I asked him, “So what does my colleague want?”

“He wants to have his turn this month to get out of his
financial difficulty but I refused his request.”

“Why? You can put his name at the top instead of mine.”

The manager thought I was making fun of him. He said,
“Your name is at the top of the list and ho one can remove it.”

I said, “But I want to give it up to him this month.”

“That’s impossible. You...you can do s0?”
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“Yes,” I assured him.

“How?”

“I'm telling you—please remove my name and put him
in my place. It is better that all of our colleagues will also
give up their turns for him.”

I heard him saying, “Glory be to God who can change
circumstances. What is going on? What has happened? May-
be it is Doomsday today! That person could do so! I can’t be-
lieve it!”

I explained, “God is Omnipotent and He can get ‘out of
the eater, something to eat; and out of the strong, something
sweet.” My eyes were wet with tears in that situation, which
was the first of its kind in my life. I used to take the lion’s
share of everything, legally or illegally. But now Christ has
taught me how to give. I was thrilled to enjoy this new taste
of giving.

My family began to see the change in my life. They used
to turn off the TV and run away as soon as they caught
sight of me, especially my sisters. After that day of transfor-
mation, I would enter our house and let them watch TV. I
just asked them to avoid the indecent programs. They said,
“That’s impossible. You allow us to watch TV? No way!”

I answered, “Why not? If you know what I feel for you,
you would not believe how much I love you. I want you to
forgive me for all my misbehavior toward you.” This caused
them all to cry.

Whenever I went out, upon my return I would kiss my
mother, and would bring her a present every now and then.
She would cry. I am thankful to God that when she died we
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were on good terms and I managed to make amends for what
I had done to her. I was very grateful that God returned the
smile to all our family members, believers and nonbelievers.

My Christian friends were following all the events that
took place and were afraid that people of the village would
discover my situation; then it would recoil upon their heads
since they were my friends. So they asked me to leave Egypt
and travel abroad, but I refused. I was still aware of what I
had done against Christ and the Christians. Therefore, I told
them I had prayed from the first day my life was changed
that God would help me to serve Christ as much as I had op-
posed Him. I had persecuted His people in Egypt so I would
not leave Egypt. I promised them that I would not mention
their names if I was arrested.

One day, they asked me to go to a church I had never
visited before, and I agreed without discussion. I met some
of the leaders and I told them all that God had done with
me. Their faces lit up with pleasure and they were thrilled
for the great wonders God did in my life. I wanted to be
baptized, and they agreed. I was baptized on May 9, 1993. I
still remember that day since I consider it my real birthday.
It is closely connected with the time I was born again.

Fruits of Faith

I talked in detail about my life before my conversion. It is
more proper now that I speak about the work of God in my
life after I came to know Him. All of my relatives, friends,
and acquaintances could not believe that I could change so
radically. No one could believe what took place after my
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regeneration. Once I asked God to give me some experiences
to prove to me that I was really converted. Actually, God gave
me lots of experiences, not only to prove the change to me
but also to train me for the coming hard and thorny chal-
lenges. Initially I didn’t choose the new way, not even my
life with Christ. On the contrary, I tried to deny what I saw.
It was Christ who chose me. He did not choose me haphaz-
ardly but certainly for a specific purpose and ministry that
He had already prepared for me. [ am
sure He also prep.ared me for that kj_nd ]NITI ALLY |
of ministry. In this regard, I would like ,
to mention some of the perilous experi- DI, GHQCH
ences I faced and what God did with me. ~ THE NEW WAY.

I used to work in an office with three ON THE
other colleagues. We worked in shiftsso  coNTRARY, |
we rarely got together. We each had our
own locker in which to keep our per-
sonal belongings. One day I was shocked
to discover that some of my things were L
missing. I did not have any suspicions
toward any of my colleagues. The following day, the same
thing happened and I discovered the loss of some other
items. I used to put the blame on my wife, but when the
same thing took place for the third time and all of my salary
was stolen, I finally realized that the lock was broken. I knew
for sure that one of my colleagues was responsible.

I angrily started to swear and curse in my old manner as
I was before my salvation. I said, “If I have accepted Christ
and you have seen me meek as a lamb, that does not mean

TRIED TO DENY
WHAT | SAw.
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that you can make fun of me by making me an easy prey for
you.” I swore to get even with them and pay them back dou-
ble. I made up my mind to break into their lockers and take
all their belongings and burn them, leaving the lockers open,
like Abraham had done with the idols. I wanted them to
know the feelings of those who got robbed and looted.

I went and fetched a big hammer to carry out my plan. I
closed the office, making sure nobody was watching. Wanting
revenge, | grabbed the hammer with both hands and swung
it in the air. As it was about to hit the lockers, I heard a gen-
tle voice saying, “Do not repay evil with evil or insult with
insult, but with blessing; be a peacemaker.”

I turned around to see who was talking, but no one was
there. I said to myself, “Oh, Lord, do You agree with what
has happened to me? Your will be done. Please extinguish
my fury and quench the fire of my wrath. I can hardly con-
trol myself. Please give me peace.” Suddenly I felt a strange
peace enfolding me, as if nothing had happened. Guided by
the Lord, I wrote on a paper the following:

My dear brother who opens my locker,

I am sorry for not being able to meet your needs.
Please write down all that you need and I, by the grace
of God, will do my best to help you. To prove my good
intentions and honesty, I will not replace the broken
lock. I know that the love of Ged is exceedingly great
to all of us human beings.

Finally, I hope that the peace of God that surpass-
es all minds will keep your life forever.

Your brother
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After writing that letter, I put it in my locker and left it
as it was. I prayed and gave thanks to God for preventing
me from being misguided by satanic thoughts. I went home
and hugged my wife when she opened the door for me. She
said, “Don’t be afraid. If God is with us, who can be against
us? As for the stolen money, the Bible says, ‘I was young and
now I am old, yet I have never seen the righteous forsaken or
their children begging bread’ (Psalm 37:25). God can meet
all our needs since He is our Provider.”

Two days later we got a surprise. One of my colleagues
came to the office during my shift. That was unusual, so I
asked him, “What brings you now?”

He replied, “I'd like to talk to you.”

“What do you want to say?”

He told me that it was better to go to a quiet place to
speak. So we sat facing each other. He looked down and said,
“I don’t know what to say to you. I don’t know what to do.”

I said, “Tell me what happened.”

He opened a small bag and showed me all the items he
had taken from my locker. I couldn’t believe my eyes. It did
not occur to me that those things could ever be returned. I
did not expect a man like him to be a thief. He was a reli-
gious man who used to keep prayers regularly.

He explained, “Those are the things I took from your
locker; please take them back and don’t tell anybody. As for
the money, I cannot pay you back right now since my chil-
dren have been so ill and I had to take them to the doctor. I
can pay you back on a monthly basis.” :

“You can take all these things; they are yours now,” I
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told him. “I did not lie when I wrote yqQu the letter. God will
compensate me for everything; you take the money. I am
sure God will provide for everything. Had I been dishonest,
I wouldn’t have left my locker open with a broken lock.”

He said, “I just have one question. I want you to answer
me frankly.”

“Have I lied to you before?”

“No.”

I asked, “What is your question?”

“You speak like Christians saying, ‘Lord, Lord.” You use
the same words and expressions that I often hear from Gergis
the carpenter, my neighbor, who’s a Christian.”

I replied, “In fact, when I discovered that my items were
stolen, I had two options. One was to repay aggression with
aggression, tit for tat according to the Hadith that says, ‘He
who dies without his money, he is a martyr, and, ‘No one of
you shall be a sissy, just take your due rights and pay atten-
tion to nothing else’

“The other option was not to repay evil with evil and not
to avenge myself. If someone wants to sue me and take my
tunic, I must let him have my cloak as well. Which of the two
ways is better in your opinion?”

He admitted, “The second way is much better, of course.”

“That’s what I did. I behaved in a way so as to keep the
bonds of love and cordiality, regardless of whether that pat-
tern of behavior comes from Islam, Christianity, or Judaism.
What counts is the behavior itself. If I found such a behav-
ior in Islam, for example, I would have behaved accordingly
without hesitation.”
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He asked, “From where have you gotten this? Where have
you learned these concepts?”

“I will tell you later. Now you are tense. Sometime later
when-you are rested, I will share with you, maybe after a
couple of days or a month. If you are still interested in know-
ing, I will never hesitate to tell you.”

Two weeks later, after he finished his shift, my colleague
came to me and said, “Now I have simmered down and I am
still interested to know the source of your teachings as you
promised.”

I told him, “I will see you tomorrow to tell you all that
you want.”

The following day, he met with me and asked me the
same question. I said, “One moment.” I took out the Bible
and explained, “If you really want to know from where I have
learned all that, read this Book.”

“This is a Bible, God forbid!”

“Yes, this is the Bible and you are totally free to read it if
you would like to know. You can take it if you want. If not, it
is up to you.”

He picked up the Book and kept turning it on both sides
and looking at it in astonishment. Finally he took it and got
up to leave. I said, “If you encounter any difficulty, you can
ask me.”

For two weeks, he kept coming to me with several ques-
tions. He contir.ued to read the Bible until I noticed a big
change in his life. His love of the Bible remarkably increased.
One day he said, “This Book contains a great blessing. Since
I started to read it, my relationship with my wife has gotten
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better and all of our differences have vanished.”

I said, “Read more to know what you ought to do.”

He absorbed the Bible quickly. One day, he came to me
and asked me to teach him the Christian prayer. He wanted
to know what it was like. I told him that it did not have a

specific form. “You can pray in any
]T RaR position using any style,” I said.
After three months he came and
R S surprised me by hugging and embrac-
LEAD PEOPLE. NOT  ing me warmly. He asked me how he
TO DELUSION AND could be baptized. My friend had ac-
DECEPTION, puT  cepted the Lord and was now a tre-
mendous blessing to his whole family.
I was glad to feel that God had really
chosen me to work in His vineyard
RO and to be one of His sheep. It was a
privilege to be one of those who lead
sple, not to delusion and deception, but to salvation and
eternal life. In the past, I used to catch people to bring them
to destruction. How wonderful to work with the Lord, the
Rock ot Ages, the Savior Jesus Christ.

For the first time, I began to feel that I loved my country
and my people. I started to love forgiveness and tolerance.
Really, I was a new creation. God used me to attract many
souls to Christ, bringing back many sheep that had gone
astray. I went through many experiences that detected the re-
maining parts of the old self in my nature. With the remain-
ing parts of the old self came many attacks of Satan on my
spirit and body as well.

TO SALVATION
AND ETERNAL LIFE.
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One day, I took a minibus io visit my family. I heard the
driver calling the passengers to come and take their places
inside the minibus. So I entered and the man let me siton a
seat that accommodated three passengers—but I was the-
fourth. Next to me was a heavy, bearded, strict religious man
with his veiled wife beside him. The man was unfriendly
toward me. He looked hostilely at me and pressed me to a
very narrow space. He stretched his legs, leaving me only a
few inches. When I saw this, I left the car. The driver asked
me what was wrong. I told him there was no room for me.
He told me the seat is for four passengers and he asked the
Sheikh to give me some space. But I felt that the man did not
want anyone to sit beside him so that no one would bother
his wife. So I went out and paid for the fourth “place” so no
one would sit beside them. I asked the driver to give them
the whole seat so that no one would bother his wife. The
man noticed this and his chivalry and courtesy were sud-
denly awakened in him. He insisted that I sit with them. I
told him there was no need, that I would squash them, but
he insisted that I sit with them and he gave me enough space.

After the minibus had moved some distance, the man
asked me an unexpected question: “Are you a Muslim or a
Christian?”

I replied, “Why do you want to know?”

“I just want to know.”

“I am a Christian.”

He lamented, “Alas, were you a Muslim, your behavior
would have been more significant.”

I asked, “Do you know me?”
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“No”

“Neither do I know you,” I pointed out. “But why do
you think I would do this for you?”

“Well, I don’t know.” J

I told him that we have a text in the Bible that admon-
ishes us to love all people, including those who hurt us. “I
noticed how harsh you were with me and I just wanted to
show you the type of love that fills us toward all who hate
us. I can’t help but to behave in like manner.”

He inquired, “Do you have a book?”

“Yes.”

“Do you worship God?”

I answered, “Who else can we worship?”

“I know that you worship Christ, priests, and monks, as
the Qur’an said.”

“Not all that you know about us is correct. Otherwise,

1 wouldn’t have admired my behavior toward you. I have
1 suggestion.”

He said, “Yes?”

I gave him a Bible and said, “This Book includes the Old
and New Testaments. Read it and see what is inside. If you
like it, good. If not, you have nothing to lose.” I gave him the
Bible and we agreed to meet somewhere later.

We met every week to discuss his questions. After that we
began to pray together. He started to have arguments with
his wife and wanted to divorce her. I told him that divorce
was against the will of God. We prayed for his wife, and his
family sustained peace and closeness. I explained that Chris-
tianity was a type of life that gathered people, instead of scat-
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tering them, and quoted to him: “The unbelieving husband
is sanctified in his believing wife, and vice versa.” My friend
was euphoric about the teachings of the Bible. The Lord en-
tered his house and brought solidity, peace, and blessing.

I do not want to finisk my testimony. Actually, it is an
ongoing testimony. As long as the Lord is working in me,
the testimony continues.

In a nutshell, I want to say that God has given me this
life for free. If we consider the other options, we will find
nothing but destruction, devastation, and sin. God does not
mention our sins anymore. We enjoy freedom because the
Son has set us free; we have become free indeed. Life is Christ
and death is gain. I am filled with that feeling for the first
time in my life. In the past, death was an ugly, fearful ghost.
I was afraid of the torture of the grave and the judgment.
Now I say good-bye to you, my dear reader, until we meet in
a new thrilling experience of the endless, precious, divine
dealings of the Lord who is able to guard what has been en-
trusted to Him.

Yours,

ne
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STEADFAST

By Mozafar
(Translated from Arabic and excerpted)

wrote this poem while I was being persecuted because of

my faith in Christ. When a Muslim dares to make a deci-
sion to believe in Christ, he or she makes another decision
at the same time—to carry the cross, to enter a spiritual bat-
tle lovingly presenting the Messiah no matter the cost.

To the shame of the cross we go...against shame we

stand
From divine inspiration we write...on the sidewalks we

wander
Atheists, atheists. .. we don’t believe in strange gods of

authority,
Black circles of death or dreary maps...
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Stop the casket and say to the dead “stand up!”

Wake up ana shake the dust of your dazg to see the
beautiful city

Atheists, atheists. .. we don’t believe in the battalion’s
tombs,

That gala with no Imam or that Gypsy poetry...

My heart is a new revolution

I still stand in the lines of children

At schools and on the sidewalks

In the alleys, between the cog wheels...and in tragedies

Steadfast. .. steadfast

Even if they make the body a casket

Even if they put a bomb in every song
Even if they put out our smoldering wick
Even if they close the shops of the poor
And feed them shoes

Steadfast. .. steadfast

With our hearts we’ll fight

With Bible pages we’ll fight

With Christ’s promises we’ll fight

We’ll use all the universe’s white weapons
With praise the prayer we’ll fight...

Steadfast. .. steadfast

Even if they try to contain us

Like hay before us

Even if they tighten the siege

There is a home behind a million walls
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Revolution is there

That face surrounding us is defeated

Never learned victory except with silent bullets

Get together and be like a strong wall

Know that you are decent and not thieves

Get together; it’s the time of attack

Gather all small songs; they are the war’s dynamite
Fill your cellars with coffee [for a time of witnessing]
Birds’ wings and eagles’ poems

It’s the time for war. .. no escape

Steadfast. .. steadfast

On the corners

Between the lines. .. on the burning altar

It’s the time for war

They want to kill Abram and Isaac

Don'’t quiver, fellows, and don’t run away

We are able to conquer it

Don’t deny him like disciples at the cross

We are able, fellows

On the cross we’d sing a new song

Each song of us

Will bear a thousand new songs

Like a thousand martyrs at the hand of tyrant Nero
In the lions’ den there are men...and in the furnace
With Christ, we are able to conquer it

Let the voice shout

We are a voice of one calling in the desert
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Steadfast. .. steadfast

Don’t keep silent, comrade of revolution
Break the bottle of silence in your mouth
You're created for the mission

No time to bend...stand up

Jump and throw the stones

Goliath would be killed only by David...you’re he
Carry the torch and carry the trumpet
Don’t carry lots of stuff

Hurry to the battlefield with the gospel
Fill your chest and accept a blessed death

Steadfast .. . steadfast

No going back now... shame on the coward death
Yesterday you were brave

We know Him who exists yesterday, today, and forever
No escape now

The hungry call you... and the captive

The flower and the garden

No escape...we have to die

No escape...we have to martyr

. Let’s leave a presence in the casket

Christ in every song, in every house, and in every silence

Steadfast. . .steadfast

Even if they try to tempt us

Threatening or enticing

All temptation is a failure ... we don’t betray our dreams
. Let godliness stand... . let godliness stand
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Nothing lures us but the feet of children and the eyes of
the poor

The hunger of people to good news and the hunger of
land to rain

Tear up the dryland

And give it all your power to get a harvest

Harvest is plenty

Make good and set all the captives free

Advance! With the streams of living water... .it’s the
time of evangelism

Don't be afraid...it’s a dangerous time

Fill your heart with love. .. the revolution of love drives
away fear

Any other god is evil

Opium for people and naivete of the mind

Your Christ is a path of reformation and a sun of
enlightenment

Don’t be afraid... all the enemy’s wells are dry

Whitened tombs. .. decorated... papers on which death
is written

Steadfast. .. steadfast

We'll evangelize

In our cells, we’ll evangelize

In solitary confinement, we’ll evangelize our body cells

We’ll evangelize the particles of the air. .. we’ll baptize
the steel bars

We'll save the walls. .. we’ll light the tombs with your
light
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We won'’t keep silent

If we're silent, silence itself will evangelize

Earth...sky... mountains...hills...birds

Trees-...love...rain...jail cells will evangelize

Harvest us...harvest us!

Our blood learned to spill out

We'll give birth to men to stand in the gap...harvest
them too

We want to multiply. .. that’s the way

Harvest us...no more fear or defeat

Surround us with all your power

We’ll get away under your nose

Our God is a mighty God

Who can stand against Him?

Our God is King of kings and Lord of lords

He is the only All-Righteous...

Steadfast. .. steadfast

We’ll evangelize!

Redeemed sons of Ishmael
Coming back

To turn the world upside down.
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CONCLUSION

My dear brothers and sisters,

hat have you just read is not a fiction woven by our

imagination. It is reality. We lived these facts; these
are our lives. We don’t speak about a Christ that we do not
know, but we have spoken of what we saw with our own
eyes...touched with our hands...realized with our minds
...comprehended with our hearts.

Since we live in a country that does not give any free-
dom of faith in our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ, we are un-
able to pubi:sh our names, addresses, and photos. However,
let all people know that in those countries that blaspheme
against Christ by refusing to recognize Him as Lord and
God, thousands of knees shall bow, worship, and live for
Jesus Christ.

Faith in Jesus Christ as Lord and Savior is neither impos-
sible nor as difficult as you might imagine. You just need to:
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INTO THE DEN OF INFITIi,  fee

m Believe that Jesus Christ is God and Savior since He is the
only way, truth, and life. There is no one but Him and
no other gods.

® Proclaim your repentance for all your sins, selfishness,
and all things that have hindered you.

m Make a free decision to live for Him completely, allow-
ing Him to regenerate the intentions of your heart and
behavior. He will make of you a light in darkness, and
you will become the salt of the earth.

My dear brothers and sisters, I want you to know that
our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ is not forcing us to follow
Him as slaves. He does not want us to pray in public squares
or on street corners. He does not want us to fast and change
our faces to be known to others as people who fast.

Our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ is against all sorts of
pride, deceit, fake mannerisms, and hypocrisy. He is the
God who sees the secret desires of the heart and the inner
reality of your self. He requests that your faith be from the
heart and that you fast and pray secretly. Your relationship
with Him is a personal fellowship and it is far from being
just a hollow, fake motto.

What good will it be for a man if he gains the
whole world, yet forfeits his soul? (Matthew 16:26)

Ask and it will be given to you; seek and you will
find; knock and the door will be opened to you. For
everyone who asks receives; he who seeks finds; and to
him who knocks, the door will be opened. (Matthew 7:7)
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In the afterlife, nothing will help

us but' the truth

Read the compelling stories of Eight Muslims
in Egypt the intellectual capital of Islam as they
persevered until they discover the truth

uslim zealot breaks into stores and homes belonging to
Christians and robs them. His hatred for Christians
peaks as he attacks Churches. Then he studied the Bible

to expose its “false teachings.” The One revealed in Scripture breaks
his heart, and he chooses a new name for himself. - Paul

Realizing that is easy to proclaim a certain religion right or wrong
without a real search, Two Muslim friends ask common-sense
questions about which is the true faith. Seeking nothing but God,
they begin an honest, objective search, after many sleepless nights,
sometimes drowning in a flood of questions with no answers, they
finally find the object of their desires.

A young woman named Leila is beaten by her father and her
teacher for asking spiritual questions, but she finds the Answer in
spite of them.

Abraham, an Islamic Missionary, throws Christian books out of his 4
House, wanting to follow Mohammed wholeheartedly. When

Abraham later finds peace with God, his family and friends dj
him.
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