


HapcrBennoe ITucbmo Imupa

MyxurnHa cTos1 Ha yrily 0aszapa psSIoM C OXHUBJIEHHBIM MEPEKPECTKOM.
[ToxynaTenu ¥ TOProBIbI MPUXOJUIN U YXOAWIN, 3aHUMAsICh CBOCH KU3HbIO 0€3
MaJjeilero MHTepeca K HEMY WIH CJIENOMY HHILIEMY, CHIAAIIEMY Y CTEHbI B
HECKOJBKUX (yTax OT Hero. BHe3amHO OH BBHITAIIUI JAPCTBEHHBIM CBUTOK C
neyatbio OMupa Beicokoit CTenenn u, pa3MaxuBasi UM B BO3/1yX€E, TPOMKO KPUKHYII
npoxoxuM: «Kto-aHuOyap xouet 310?»

JIrom1 OCTAaHOBUJIMCHh U HETEPHEIUBO CTAIHM KAThCS BOKPYr HEro «YTo oH
cKazan?» - mpoOOpMOTall KTO-TO, 1 OH CHOBa ckazasl: «KTo-HUOyAb X04eT ATO?»
JIronu B TOJNIE KpUYaIu U JABUIIUCH BIEPEI, TIOTOMY UYTO OHH Cpa3y MOHSUIN, KaKOe
COCTOSIHUE MOKET CTOUTH 3TOT JIMCTOK OyMaru: «51 Bo3bMy €ro, MO#l Jpyr, - «, 1,
s, «IIO3BOJIbTE MHE TTIOMOYb BaM, YBaXKa€MBbIi...», KOKJIbIA TENEPh CTPEMUIICS CTATh

ero IPyroM.

TecHsCh 1 TONKASICh, OHK TSHYJIN CBOHM PYKH, KOTOPBIEC B3IBIMAJIM BEICOKO HaJT
roJIOBaMU U, BEPOATHO, OTHSUIM OBl Y HErO 3aBETHYIO Oymary, eciu Obl OH HE
IPOMKO, HO PEIIMTEIBHO KPUKHYJ «OCTaHOBUTECH!». HememieHHO HacTymuiio
MOJTYaHHE, U OH OTJISIIEN COOPABIIYIOCS BOKPYT HEro TOJITY; OH MEIJICHHO CMsUI
CBUTOK B pyKaxX HaJ TOJIOBOM, 4YTOOBI BCE€ MOTJIM BUAETH. [locubpImanuch B310XH, a
3aTeM IPOMKHIA CTOH pa3zouapoBaHusa. Ho Korma oH ckaszall «KTO BCe eIle X04eT?y,
OHH BCE TaK K€ HETEPIEINBO, KaK MPEeKIe, KpUJIaid, JaBUIUCH BIIEpE], MMBITAsCh
MIPUBJICYH €TO BHUMAHUE.

K ero cuactbio, OH ObLT 3HATHBIM YEJIOBEKOM M MOT JIETKO JIep>KaTh BCEX B
CTpaxe M OCTAHABIIMBATH TOJIIY, OH IMOJIOXKWJI CMSATBIA CBUTOK Ha 3EMJII0 M Hadall
TOMNTATh €T0, IBITASICh PA30PBATh €ro HOroM. HakoHe oH OAHII MOTPENTAHHBINA, HO
BCE €111 IIEJIOCTHBINA CBUTOK, BCE €I1I€ C SICHO BRIPAXKCHHBIMU OYKBaMHU JapCTBEHHOU
U Me4aThio OT OMHUpa, U CHOBaA ckazall: «KTo elie 3To XoueT?», U ToJina BHOBb C
DHTY3UA3MOM OTBETHJIA.
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«py3bst Mown», - CcKa3aJl OH, HAKJIOHUBIIKWCH U TOJIO)KUB CBUTOK B PYKY
CJIETIOr0 HMILETO, - TaBAWTE M3BJICYEM YPOK M3 OTOro. Bl XOTEenM, 1apCTBEHHBIN
CBUTOK DMUpA, KOTJa OH ObLI LEbId U HOBOM. BBI Tak e ero xoreiu, Korjaa s ero
cmsul. U BBI Takke ero XOTuTe, TeNnepb, KOIrja OH MOYTH rnopsaH. 160 BeI 3Haere,
YTO Hall OJaropoJHBI DMHUpP JEpKUT CBOe OOelIaHHe HEe3aBUCMMO OT TOrO,
pa3opBaHa WM IopBaHa Oymara ero yrepxaaromas. «Crosaa MmoJiHas THINWHA,
IOTOMY YTO TENEPh BCE YAUBISIUCH, KTO MOT OBITh 3TUM YEJIOBEKOM, KTO TOBOPHII
C TaKOW BJIACTHOCTBIO M OTHOCHJICA K OJHOMY M3 BBICOKO LIEHUMOTI'O TAPCTBEHHOTO
OMHpa ¢ TAaKUM HEYBaKEHUEM. »

«HezaBucumo ot TOro, 410 s CcAcjlajl CO CBHUTKOM, - IIPOJOJIKAJI OH
I[O6p0)K€J'IaTCJ'IBHBIM roJIoCOM, - Bbl TaK XOTCJIX €T0, IOTOMY YTO 3TO HC YMCHBIIINIIO
€ro 3Ha4YUMOCTh. Mou A0oporuc 6paTI)H, CCThb JII0AHU, KOTOPBIC MHOI'O pa3 B CBOCH
JKU3HHA OBLIN C6pOHI€HBI, CKOMKaHbl U MCTOIITAHBLI B I'PA3b HM3-3a HCIIPABUJIbHBIX
pGIHGHI/If/'I, KOTOPbIC OHH IIPUHAIN, U 110 O6CTOSIT€JIBCTB3M, KOTOPBIC TOJIBKO Annax
MOJKCT IIOJIHOCTBIO 3HATB». KaSEUIOCI), qTo 62133p ITOJIHOCTBIO C TUX U OCTAHOBHUIJICA,
BCC MOJI4a CTOAIN U C TPCIICTOM CJIYyIIAJIN.

« B Takue MOMEHTHI, - TIPOJIOJKAN OH, - HAIlIK OpaThsi YyBCTBYIOT, YTO OHU
O€CroJIe3Hbl U OHU JIEUCTBUTEIBHO CUMTAIOTCS OECMOJIE3HBIMU BCEMU, KTO CYIUT
WX, KaK ATOT CJICTON HMIIMI y BaIIUX HOT, 3a0BITBHIA M OpOIICHHBIN r0J0/1aTh B
TEUEHHE MHOTHUX JIET NIepe] BalllUMU IJ1a3aMH, KOTOPbIE 0J1arocaoBICHbI 3PEHUEM.

Tem He meHee, noporue OpaThs, HE3aBUCUMO OT TOTO, YTO MPOHU3OILIO B
MPOIJIOM WX 4YTO OyAeT C KaXIhIM M3 Bac B Oyayliem, 1Mo Bojie AJjuiaxa, BbI
HUKOT/Ia HE MOTEPSIETE CBOIO LIEHHOCTH 17151 Hero. ['psi3HbIe WK YUCTBIE, MSTHIE I
IpSI3HBIC, BBl MO-TIPEKHEMY OecIieHHBI Juisi Toro, KTo JtoOUT Bac OOJIbIIE BCETO.
[{eHHOCTH Bale )KU3HU UCXOAUT HE OT TOT0, YTO BBI JIEJIAETE, WIIA OT TOTO, KTO BAC
3HAET, a OT TOr0, KTO BbI caMu. BbI Bce 0cOOEHHBI B ri1azax Asuiaxa, mogo0HO 3TOMY
CJIETIOMY HUIIIEMY, KOTOPBIN JOJKEH ObITh OCOOECHHBIM JIJIsi BAC CETOIHS U KaXKIbIi
JICHb.
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Koraa oH nponomkui, B Iiia3ax, TOJIMHUBIIMXCA MPOCTYIHIIN CIE3bl TAXKE Y
caMbIX CWIbHBIX M3 Jojaed B Tonme. «Hukorma He 3a0bIBaiiTe 3TOT YPOK H
nepeaaBaiTe ero ToMy, KTO CIBIIMUT yiaMu. 00 BBl HUKOI/Ia HE y3HAETe, K 4eMy
Amtax nmpukacaetcs, K OOJbHBIM Cep/liaM, KOTOPbIX OH M3JICUUT, WK K HAJACK]IE,
KOTOPYIO OH JacT 3a0bIThIM. CumnTaiiTe cBOM 0JarocioBEeHUs, a HE CBOHM O€bl, U
BO3JIaiTE XBaLy AJIIaxy».

JIromu CTOSUIM M CMOTpENIM €lIe AOJIrOo, Tapamach B MOAHOM TumuHe. Ho
HUKTO HE 3aMETWJ, KaK Y4YUTelb cepiel, JereHmapHeii Myctadha Mynpeii u3
KopaoBbl, THXOHBKO NMPOCKOJIB3HYII Yepe3 JIBEPHOU MPOeM, YTOOBI €ro OOJbIIe HE
BUJICIIH.
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MAN STOOD ON A CORNER IN A

bazaar next to a busy intersection. Shoppers

and traders were coming and going,

pursuing their lives without the slightest

interest in him or the blind beggar sitting

against a wall a few feet from him. Suddenly he

pulled out a high value promissory note with the

Emir’s seal upon it, and waving it in the air shouted

loudly to the passers-by: “Does anyone want this?”

People stopped and eagerly pressed around

him. “What did he say?” some murmured, so he

said it again: “Does anyone want this?” People in

the crowd shouted and squeezed forward, for they

immediately knew what a fortune this piece of

paper was worth: “T’ll take it my friend;” “me, me,

me;” “let me help you sir...” for everyone was
suddenly eager to be his friend.

Pushing and shoving they reached for his
hand which was held high above them and would
probably have taken the promissory note from him
by force had he not shouted loudly and forcefully
“stop!” There was immediate silence and as he
looked around at the crowd; he slowly crumpled
the note in his hands held above his head so
everyone could see. There was an audible sigh and

then a loud groan of disgust from the crowd. But
when he said “who still wants it?” they were all as
eager as before, shouting, pressing forward and
trying to attract his attention.

Fortunately he was a big man and could
easily hold everyone at bay, and clearing the crowd
away a bit, he placed the crumpled note on the
ground and started stamping on it, tearing and
crushing it with his foot. Finally he held up the
tattered though intact note, still with the Emir’s
promise and seal clearly visible, and said again
“who still wants it?” to which the crowd again
responded with enthusiasm.

“My friends,” he said as he stooped and
placed the note in the blind beggar’s hand, “let us
take a lesson from this. You wanted the Emir’s note
of promise of fortune when it was crisp and new.
You wanted it just as much when it was crumpled.
And you want it still, now that it is tattered and
torn. For you knew that our noble Emir would
honour his promise no matter how tattered and
torn his note had become.” There was complete
silence, for everyone by now were wondering who
this man could be who spoke with such authority
and treated one of the Emir’s highly valued
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promissory notes with such disrespect.

“No matter what I did to the note,” he went
on in a kind voice, “you wanted it just as much
because it did not decrease in value. My dear
brothers, there are some people who many times in
their lives have been dropped, crumpled and ground
into the dirt by wrong decisions they made and by
circumstances that Allah alone can fully know.”
The bazaar was now at a complete standstill as
everyone stood silently and listened in awe.

‘And at such times,” he went on, “these
cousins of ours feel as though they are worthless
and indeed are treated as worthless by all who
would judge them, just as this blind beggar at your
feet, has been ignored and left to starve for years
before your eyes which were all blessed with sight.

Yet, dear cousins, no wmatter what has
happened in the past or what will happen to each of
you in the future, by the will of Allah, you will
never lose your value to Him. Dirty or clean,

| ‘;\ ITH ALL THE DEVOTION OF AN
o cight-year-old, I loved my cousin Myrtle, who
)y lived about a quarter of a mile away, and who
was critically ill. My mother went to stay there two
or three nights a week. I missed her when she was away
and many times I would tiptoe into the hallway, cup my
hands against the glass door and watch for her return.
One night, I woke to the sound of soft sweet
music coming nearer and I became conscious of the
room lighting up. Running to the door and pressing my
face tightly to its glass, I looked out on a mystic valley
lighted by many colours. I watched and listened as
music and light came over the house, completely
enveloping it. Then two angel children appeared.
They moved like a summer’s breeze, not

crumpled or finely creased, you are still priceless to
the One who loves you most. The worth of your
lives comes not from what you do or whom you
know, but by who you are. You are all special in the
eyes of Allah, just as this blind beggar should be
special to you today and every day.”

Tears welled up in the eyes of even the
strongest of men in the crowd as he went on.
“Don’t ever forget this lesson and pass it on to
whoever has a willing ear to hear. For you may
never know the lives it touches, the hurting hearts
it will heal, or the hope it will bring to the
downtrodden. Count your blessings, not your
troubles, and give praise alone to Allah.”

Some people stood and stared a while
longer while others shuffled away in silence.
Incredibly though, no one noticed as the teacher of
hearts, the legendary Mustafa the wise of Cérdoba,
slipped silently through a doorway never again to
be seen.

hurriedly nor slowly but without hesitation, straight to
my cousin’s house. There they seemed to hover like a
bright cloud before sunrise. At last, they turned back
towards me and I could see between them was my
cousin Myrtle.

To describe anything so lovely is not possible;
shimmering wings, sheer soft robes of mingled colours,
all in an oval of transparent light. They passed above me
and slowly ascended. When the music and light
disappeared, I crept back into bed and went quickly to
sleep.

In the morning, I was tactfully told that Myrtle
had died in the night, but I knew she was not dead. She
was surely an angel now, for I had seen her in their
company.

I behold the distant mountains, their snow-capped grandeur towering over the plain. The road leads to
the high passes; there shall we meet again and ascend together, hand in hand, joyfully facing the Light.
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