فَبِاَیِّ اٰلَآءِ رَبِّکُمَا تُکَذِّبٰنِ
(Surah Ar-Rahman: 14)
Translation: So which of the favors of your Lord will you both deny?

One More Time Before I Leave
I am thankful to the Life-Giving Lord who gave me this life—and especially thankful that even at this final stage of my life, my senses are fully intact. This is a tremendous favor from my Lord. I must keep saying with every breath:
لَا بِشَیْئٍ مِّنْ نِّعَمَتِکَ نُکَذِّبُ یَا رَبَّنَا فَلَکَ الْحَمْدُ
O our Lord, we do not deny any of Your blessings, so all praise is due to You.
(Sunan al-Tirmidhi & Sahih al-Albani)
All praise is due to Allah!
I am the daughter of very dear, devout, religious, and fortunate parents. I had no role in this—this is a special mercy and grace of Allah that I was born into a Muslim Ahmadi household. My parents, especially my mother, raised us—four sisters and a brother—with the best of their ability, teaching us how to live with dignity and honor in today’s world. I was given loving sisters and a youngest brother who both gave and received love. Alhamdulillah.
Not only were our sibling relationships filled with love, but by Allah’s grace, I received love and affection from all of their children too. I reciprocated from the heart and cherished all these relationships with joy. I pray from my heart for all of them. May Allah always keep everyone safe and in His protection. Ameen.
There are no words sufficient to express gratitude for all these blessings. From the heart I say:
I thank my Lord for every one of His blessings.

Family Ties and Upbringing
Allah granted me countless loving relationships, whether from my mother’s side or my father’s. Alhamdulillah, everyone I met, whenever I met them, always treated me with respect, sincerity, and love. Before marriage, my cousins—maternal, paternal, and otherwise—all shared bonds of deep affection. And Alhamdulillah, even today, those among us who are still alive continue to share that same love, no matter which country they reside in. Those who have departed did so with their prayers and love. Alhamdulillah.
Isn’t that a great blessing?
I am grateful to Allah for all of His blessings.

Neighbors and Community
Wherever we lived, Allah gave us such neighbors that it compels one to say: “They were like our own parents.” We lived like one family. Everyone knew what the other had cooked; every day, a plate would pass over the wall to share. A brick kept on the boundary wall served as a doorbell—when tapped, it signaled giving or asking for something. Though the houses were separate, our hearts were united.
Our father lived in Africa, and our brother was young, so we had no concerns about modesty. Our neighbors would freely come over. They cared for us so much that they would ask our mother who came and why—and our mother never minded their questions. To the one side lived Respected Chaudhry Ghulam Hussain Sahib, an overseer, who had six sons. Their mother and sister had passed away, so our mother loved them like her own. They could come to our home any time.
Later, when his elder son got married and left for London, his wife Bushra joined him six years later. Until their second son Rashid got married, that house barely had any women. Uncle Ghulam Hussain perhaps worked in Multan and once took his third son Majeed with him. When Majeed returned to Rabwah, he knocked on our door. I asked, “Who is it?” He replied, “Apa, it's Majeed.” I said, “Then come inside.” He said, “No, Apa, I’m now eighteen. You must observe purdah from me. I won’t come inside anymore.”
That child’s honor still resides in our hearts. He said, “It’s no longer appropriate for me to come to your home.”
Where does one find such love and respect anymore? Alhamdulillah.
I thank my Lord for all of His blessings.

On our other side lived Uncle Sheikh Muhammad Abdullah (may Allah have mercy on him). If a stranger knocked, he would inquire who they were and whom they wanted. Our mother was never offended; in fact, she felt reassured that we were so well protected.
Similarly, Respected Aunt Saira Begum, wife of Sheikh Abdullah, was also very kind. They were landowners. Their crops—wheat, rice—were sent to us regularly. Our mother would buy a year’s worth of rations from them and live peacefully. Since they also had buffaloes, we always had fresh milk and homemade butter.
We had loving ties with their daughters too. Most of the walls between our homes were made of mud and broken in places, making it easy to go from one house to another. In summer, we feared thieves; even a cat jumping from the wall would make us scream “Thief! Thief!” and then we’d laugh in embarrassment afterward.
What loving days those were.
I thank Allah for all His blessings.

Marriage and In-Laws
All us sisters eventually left home. Through our parents’ prayers, we were married into good homes. I moved to Peshawar after marriage and was warmly welcomed into my in-laws' house. Allah gave me in-laws full of love and affection. I had only one sister-in-law, and our bond was like real sisters until her final breath.
Alhamdulillah, I shared loving relationships with all my in-laws. Even after their passing, their children continue to treat me with the same warmth and respect. I too love them deeply. After seven years, we settled in London permanently. My parents also came to live in London.
I was a simple housewife, with no worldly or religious qualifications. But Allah gave me a very capable, educated, scholarly, humble, and soft-spoken husband—a graduate, MA in Urdu, and a trained writer. Without saying a word, he trained me and taught me how to live a good life.
Alhamdulillah.
He not only treated me with love, but also showed affection to my parents, siblings, and brother.
Alhamdulillah.

Children and Loss
By the grace of Allah, we had five children. Sami Sahib arranged the marriages of four, and he saw grandchildren—grandsons and granddaughters—and loved them dearly. They too gave him boundless love.
I thank Allah for all of His blessings.
Life is not a bed of roses. Just as we thank Allah for countless blessings, we are also tested. After Sami Sahib passed away, I went through very difficult times. I was shattered—but then recovered. Allah gave me strength. My youngest son was still a student when my life partner, whom I trusted more than myself—who trained me daily, guided me in difficulty and ease—left this world.
Two years after Sami Sahib’s death, my youngest son got married. Alhamdulillah, I got a wonderful daughter-in-law, and I now live with my son and his wife.
That was a very hard time. But Allah never leaves His servants alone. My children stood by me. On all unfamiliar paths of that time, they became my support. Sami Sahib was a writer; I had seen him write, but I had never used a computer. I didn’t even know how to write. I hadn’t studied beyond 6th or 7th grade. I don’t even recall ever passing school exams. I did love reading novels and magazines though—and still do.
My children taught me how to type on a computer. My daughter-in-law Arooge enrolled me in a computer course. I prayed to Allah to not leave me helpless or idle—I wanted to stay busy and use this God-given life in a good way. Allah helped me at every step. My family and friends helped me out of my grief and made me self-reliant. They held my hand and helped me live again.
Alhamdulillah, it’s been nearly 20–22 years that I’ve been using a computer. I write my feelings, type for loved ones. With Allah’s grace, I have no difficulty typing in Urdu, English, or Arabic.
I thank Allah for every one of His blessings.
A Memorable Incident
Let me share a delightful incident with you all—you’ll enjoy it.
A very honorable guest arrived from America, and in her honor, a group of highly educated, accomplished women arranged a beautiful evening gathering. They were all extremely well-educated ladies. I too was invited—because I usually type their articles in Urdu.
In my heart, I was very nervous—what business did I have among such intellectuals? But due to their love, I decided to go.
It was a beautiful and scholarly gathering—I enjoyed it along with everyone else. At the end of the event, the hostess handed out a folder and pen to everyone, asking each person to write down their thoughts about the evening.
Everyone was writing their impressions one by one. When the folder and pen reached me, I was mortified. In front of such sophisticated guests, I felt ashamed—I didn’t know how to write by hand!
Trying to hide my embarrassment, I politely excused myself, saying, “I can’t write without thinking it through first.”
Everyone was shocked: “But you’ve written two books! Your articles are published almost daily—how can you say you don’t know how to write?”
I was deeply embarrassed, but it was the truth.
The woman who had asked me to write kindly reassured me and said, “Okay, Aunty—starting today, you are our Digital Aunty!”
So yes—if someone were to test me today by handing me a pen and asking me to write my name or anything in Urdu or English—I would fail. Even today, when I sign my name, I think a hundred times before doing it. I often make mistakes.
Yes, this is my truth. This is my actual capability.
And still—I thank Allah for every one of His blessings.

Travel and Independence
Even during Sami Sahib’s lifetime, I traveled by air many times—mostly alone. I arranged the weddings of my sons in Pakistan, and I’ve written about those journeys many times before.
I can truly say that Sami Sahib empowered me—he gave me confidence and trusted me greatly. He always used to say:
“You can handle this better than I can.”
Only Allah knows why he trained me so thoroughly. Alhamdulillah, my loved ones in Pakistan supported me, and I succeeded. My dignity remained intact.
I thank Allah for all His blessings.
Wherever I needed to go, I went—America, Canada, Norway, Sweden—mostly traveling alone. One reason was that we never left our children alone at home, so one parent had to stay back. Another reason was financial—we couldn’t afford for both of us or the whole family to travel.
Except for once, Sami Sahib always traveled alone. When I traveled, it was always for a purpose—never stayed more than a month or six weeks. The children were still young; even the older ones were in school or college.
When I’d return from a trip, I’d always hear:
“Mom, Abu cooks better than you. You always make the same dishes, but he makes delicious and different food!”
I had no reply except:
“Okay, I’ll leave again—you all stay with your father then!”
What a sweet time that was. That playful teasing brought joy. Sami Sahib would beam with pride at their praise.
And now, ever since he left me in this world alone, who is there to accompany me? I no longer have a travel companion. I can go wherever I want, whenever I want. Every year I had something booked—Pakistan, Dubai, Germany, Belgium, the U.S., or Canada.
Allah even granted me the great honor of performing Hajj—Alhamdulillah.
So I’ve traveled a lot—sometimes for myself, sometimes for others. But now, at this stage of life, I no longer have the energy for long travels. Alhamdulillah, I don’t have any financial burdens, nor responsibilities. I’m a free bird—wherever I perch, that becomes my home.
Now, I book business class tickets on planes. Sometimes one of my children even travels with me.
Alhamdulillah.
I thank my Lord for every one of His blessings.

Visits to Canada
Most of my recent travels have been to Canada—whether every year or every other year. Since Bilal moved from Belgium to Canada 6–7 years ago, my other travels stopped. My sister who lived in Germany has also passed away.
When I visit Canada, I usually stay for 2–3 months. This time I stayed for five months—and I enjoyed it immensely. My two sons, their wives, and my grandchildren shower me with love.
When I stay at Munir’s house, we go out almost every evening for tea, a walk, or to big shopping malls. My daughter-in-law Shazia, who loves shopping like I do, insists on buying things for me—her affection and hobby combined.
She chooses clothes for me just like she does for herself. Sometimes they aren’t age-appropriate—but she still dresses me up, and I give in, because I too like to wear nice clothes.
This time, she spared me a little—but still filled my closet with nice clothes and cardigans.
Munir and Bilal have a system: When I move from one house to the other, one drops me off at a mall, and the other picks me up from there. With Munir, we drive via the highway. With Bilal, he always takes the countryside route—full of beautiful winding roads, scenic views, lush trees—so stunning that they can’t be described in words.
Human effort and honesty have made these countries like paradise. It fills the heart with joy.
And so, I thank Allah for every single blessing.
While traveling with Bilal through the winding, hilly roads and seeing colorful blossoms on lush green hills, I would arrive at his home and be welcomed with love and warmth. My heart would open with joy.
My daughter-in-law Mubashra is in the jewelry business. While Shazia dresses me up and chooses my makeup, Mubashra adorns me with jewelry. I love colorful bangles and earrings—and here, all my wishes are fulfilled! I now have a wide variety of bracelets and earrings in every color and style.
My son Bilal often takes me along wherever he goes. And even if I don't go, when he returns, he always brings me Tim Hortons coffee—and sometimes my favorite breakfast from there too.
In short, my grown-up children leave no stone unturned in serving me.
Alhamdulillah.
I thank my Lord for every one of His blessings.

Relatives in Canada
Many of my cousins—paternal and maternal—live in Canada. We spend a lovely time visiting and dining together. Though this time before going, I had informed everyone that I wouldn’t attend too many invitations due to fatigue from my age, I still ended up meeting many. And even when I didn’t go to gatherings, they came to visit me.
Alhamdulillah, Allah has blessed me with such loving and respectful relatives. They shower me with affection and honor—and I too deeply value their love.
And I thank my Lord for every one of His blessings.

Gratitude for the Country That Embraced Me
Now, let me express gratitude for the country that embraced me—the country where I spent my life, through joy and sorrow, and now stand on the last steps of life. This country gave me so much.
Here, I shared life’s ups and downs with my husband. Our children grew up here, got married here. After Sami Sahib's passing, during the very painful period of widowhood, it was my children who supported me and helped ease my grief.
When my two elder sons moved away from the UK, I began living with my youngest son Okasha and his wife—for the last 23 years.
Perhaps I will never be able to repay my children for what they have done. True, a son is obligated—but my daughter-in-law Arooge, though not obligated, stood by him and has been fulfilling all responsibilities toward me.
Without me having to say a word, she keeps everything I need at this age in my room. She ensures I have proper food, drink, and care in every way and in every aspect of life.
May Allah reward them with the best, and may He grant them great rewards for all their good deeds. Ameen. Allahumma Ameen.
I thank my Lord for every one of His blessings.

My Daughters’ Love
Alhamdulillah! Both of my daughters have also served me in every way they could. Of course, they are busy in their own homes with husbands and children, but they give me as much time as they can.
I often go to stay with Sarah. She knows how much I love shopping—but now that walking is difficult for me, she parks her car right in front of the mall and insists on taking me shopping.
Lubna also often takes me shopping. Alhamdulillah.
Where my relatives, siblings, and friends have shown love, I am especially grateful to this country that made me financially independent.
And always—without asking or even needing to say anything—Allah has provided for me.
I don’t even know when one month ends and the next begins. The funds simply appear in my account—Alhamdulillah, I have never had to suffer financial hardship in widowhood.
I spend as I please, give to whoever I want, whenever I want.
What more can one ask for in life? These funds come without accountability, and Allah keeps giving.
Alhamdulillah.
I thank my Lord for every one of His blessings.

My Beautiful Garden
Allah has turned my life into a garden of spring.
The garden of my life is filled with fragrant and beautiful flowers—obedient and loving grandchildren, grandsons, and granddaughters—who brighten and perfume my world.
Alhamdulillah, all of my grandchildren dwell in my heart. I cannot say who is the most beloved, or who is the most handsome, or who is the most beautiful.
One is dearer than the next. They shower me with love.
And Allah, as a bonus, has made me a great-grandmother to six children.
Alhamdulillah.
What more does a person need in life when Allah has blessed them so abundantly?
So, as a token of gratitude, I can only say:
O Allah the Pure!
I thank You for every single one of Your blessings.

Mornings of Gratitude
Every morning, I wake up, prepare my breakfast, and sit in the garden of my home. There, I acknowledge my Lord’s favor for giving me another beautiful day to live.
The grass glistens with dew. Tall green trees sway. Colorful little birds chirp, peck at seeds on the grass, and sit beside me for breakfast.
There are beautiful flowers, and countless vegetables that I’ve planted myself. When I see new sprouts, I sing praises to Allah and say:
“O Lord of the Worlds! You have blessed me with so many blessings.”
Then these words come from my mouth: “Alhamdulillah”
I fall into prostration and raise my hands, praying for all of my children and loved ones.
And I say:
O Allah!
I thank You for every single one of Your blessings.

Final Prayer
Now, in this departing and fleeting life, I have only one prayer and plea to my Lord:
Just as You have bestowed countless blessings upon me in this world, now wrap me in Your love and mercy.
Forgive my known and unknown sins.
Make my death easy and upon faith.
O Allah! Grant my children and descendants steadfastness in religion and ease in life. Ameen. Allahumma Ameen.

يَا أَيَّتُهَا النَّفْسُ الْمُطْمَئِنَّةُ (28)
ارْجِعِي إِلَىٰ رَبِّكِ رَاضِيَةً مَّرْضِيَّةً (29)
فَادْخُلِي فِي عِبَادِي (30)
وَادْخُلِي جَنَّتِي (31)
(Surah Al-Fajr)
Translation:
O tranquil soul!
Return to your Lord, pleased and pleasing.
So enter among My servants,
And enter My Paradise.
Safia Basheer Sami — London
(May Allah accept this heartfelt gratitude and grant her eternal peace)
