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Foreword  

In Falling for Uzza, a posting on my website boreal.ca (see Prologue), I 

wrote  that I owed you, but particularly  my wifeõs friends, an explana-

tion  as to why,  when I told  Lucette that a young African  working  girl  

was crashing at my apartment in Montréal,  all she said was she would  

lik e to meet her. My  explanation took on a life  of its own and that is 

how I found  myself writing,  during  the coronavirus  (Covid -19) pan-

demic, a book about love, sex and Islam.  

The dozen or so adult  situation  stories in PART I  ð Sex in  the Here-

And -Now , some of which  may bring  more than a smile to your  face, 

are not gratuitous.  Despite the purposeful  nature of my disclosures, I 

found  it  difficult  writing  about some close encounters.  

I particularly  hated admitting  to being intimate  with  anyone other than 

my beloved Lucette. However,  I am sure she will  forgive  my telling  the 

world  if  marrying  sex and scriptures gives non-Muslims  a better un-

derstanding  of the latter and convinces believers who  may be contem-

plating  martyrdom  because of what  they have been told  about sex in 

the Hereafter not to be in such a hurry  to get there only  to be disap-

pointed.  

Except where otherwise requested or for security purposes, actual 

names (first  names only)  are used. As unlikely  as it  is, if  you recognize 

yourself  in a character, I hope you will  be flattered, not upset, that I 

remember our  time together after all these years. 

PART II  ð Sex in  the Hereafter  uses the experiences revealed in PART 

I to compare sex in the now with  sex in the Hereafter with  Allahõs 

vaunted houris. 



 

 

 

 

PROLOGU E 

Falling  for  Uzza  

Part 1 

Hers is a Koranic name, meaning it  was derived  from a chapter in the 

Koran. Her name is about emotions, strong emotions, some evocative 

of the passion a grieving  man once felt  for a cherished departed partner 

when she was alive and well.  She asked for assistance in dying  at the 

beginning of July once she realized that the first  full  draft  of Remember-

ing Uzza was complete. I said she couldnõt leave because there was still  

much to do; still,  I did  not insist when, a few days later, she called the 

number that would  bring  the doctor who  would  end her suffering  to 

our  apartment. 

I spent most of the sunny summer of 2019 at the bar and restaurant pa-

tios that dot both sides of the street close to where we used to live 

working  on that draft  and thinking  about her, and, later, the girl  with  

the Koranic name who, with  only  a few words  and a smile, soothed my 

longing  for  my beloved Lucette. 

It  was my first  visit  of the year to this particular  bar and patio. It  would  

not be my last. I sat down  at an out-of-the-way table some distance 

from  the serving area when I first  spotted her: a beautiful  tanned vision  

of confidence, in what  I think  was an imitation  of the proverbial  little  

black dress, making  her way to my table, a gentle breeze kissing her 

hair. While  taking  my order she glanced at my draft  copy of Remember-

ing Uzza.  

[Beautiful  girl]:  Is that a book about Islam? 

Me: Yes. 

[Beautiful  girl]:  Who is the author? 

Me: That would  be me. Itõs not published  yet. I am making  corrections. 

[Beautiful  girl ]: Oh! I am Arab and Muslim.  

Me: Thatõs nice. 
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What else was I going to say? For the rest of the afternoon the service 

took on a decidedly  matter-of-fact quality.  The subtitle If Islam Was Ex-

plained to Me in a Pub may have had something to do with  it. I donõt 

know,  and I didnõt care. 

A  week or so later I found  myself sitting  in a different  section when she 

rushed over and asked the waitress who was about to take my order if  

she could  have this table. She was actually  smiling  when she inquired  

how my book was coming along. That is how it  started, our  mostly  

random, maybe once-a-week conversations at her workplace  about Is-

lam and about her. 

I canõt tell  you much except that she was twenty -something, beautiful  

and smart, and had the academics to prove it; I want  her to remain 

anonymous. I was very much interested in her as a person but also as a 

Muslim.  Nearly  two  decades of studying  Islamic scriptures and I am 

still  trying  to understand how ostensibly rational  individuals  can em-

brace a religion  steeped in incongruities,  whose core theology stripped  

of all pretences can be summarized  in three little  words:  worship,  war 

and sex, the latter being mainly  a manõs commensurate reward  for his 

level of commitment  to the first  two.   

Itõs probably  a generational thing,  but  my interest in her was only  re-

ciprocated by her interest in the book that was, in so many ways, about 

her and young forward -thinking  Muslim  female immigrants  like  her. It  

became even more so as the parallels between her and the heroine of 

Remembering Uzza could not be avoided. I once remarked that, if  Uzzaõs 

character had been Arab instead of Pakistani, she could be Uzza.  

She made me promise I would  let her read my book as soon as it  was 

published.  I said I would  love for her to read it  and let me know  her 

thoughts. I even stoked her interest by revealing elements of the story 

with  which  she could identify:  they were about the same age with  simi-

lar backgrounds, one was behind the bar serving customers and the 

other sitting  at it  being served, and so on.  

As my self-imposed publication  deadline approached, I started having  

second thoughts; these morphed  into a small panic when a man who 

bore a strange resemblance to the Islamic vigilante  in Uzza, big and 

balding,  came to say the Asrñthe late afternoon prayer for Sunnisñ

beneath the branches of a large tree across the street from  where I lived.  

This had never happened before.  
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He laid  his prayer mat down  facing east in the direction  of Mecca and 

began the prostrations,  kissing the ground  and all that, reciting  verses 

from  the Koran which  I could  not hear from  behind the double-pane 

bay window  where I sat at a desk writing  while  watching  the world  go 

by.  

All  done, he picked up his matñbut rather than return  the way he 

came, he crossed the street and slowly  walked in the direction  of my 

condo building,  looking  up (my apartment is on the second floor)  and 

moving  his head from side to side. If  I had leaned across my desk and 

looked down,  I could have told  you the colour of his eyes. Like in hor-

ror  movies, I was afraid  to come face-to-face with  my worst  nightmare.  

When I finally  did  glance at the sidewalk  beneath my window  to the 

world,  he was gone. 

Had he returned  the next day or the day after, I would  have assumed 

he had simply  found  a place conducive to communing  with  Allah  and 

left  it  that; however, he never returned.  Was it  because the message 

had been delivered:  that they knew where I lived  and there was no 

need to risk further  exposure? 

I know  that, should Uzza find  an audience, violence will  find  me and 

my government  will  agree with  the extremists that I had it  coming. It  is 

inevitable; it  is a sign of the times. I would  rather that, when the inevi-

table knocks on my door, it  be after Uzzaõs reputation  has spread fur-

ther than my neighbourhood  and Riyadh, a regular visitor  to boreal.ca 

where I posted excerpts of Uzza prior  to publication ñincluding  the 

chapter No Scarf, No Service where the vigilante  makes an appearance 

with  his stealthy burka-clad sidekick.  

Riyadh is a regular; undoubtedly  so are members of my cityõs large 

Muslim  community,  which  could explain the manõs resemblance to the 

character in Uzza. It  should not have mattered, except that it  fueled a 

reluctance to follow  through  on a promise made to a beautiful  girl.  

I started making  excuses. I published  Remembering Uzza: If Islam Was 

Explained to Me in a Pub in September. October came and went  and I 

was running  out of excuses. I know  what  youõre thinking:  if  the local 

ummah was already aware, why  not give her the book and be done 

with  it? You may be right.  Maybe it  was the sex, in the book that is. 

Needless to say, no explanation of Islam would  be complete without  a 

discussion about Islam and sex, and Uzzaõs character is not afraid  to 

talk  about it.  Maybe it  was these discussions that worried  me. Little  did  
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I know.  With  that in mind,  once, when I again showed up without  the 

book, I said it  was because I wanted her father, who was out the coun-

try,  to read it  first.  He could order it  from Amazon and have it  deliv-

ered to wherever he was at the time, then decide if  it  was suitable read-

ing material for his daughter. She looked at me as if  I was from another 

planet. 

The sunny warm  summer and early fall  of 2019 gave way to a contrari-

an November.  One cold early November  evening, I left  her workplace  

thinking  it  was too busy for  her to find  the time to talk  to me. I was 

more than a short distance out the door  when I heard a voice calling, 

òBernard, where are you going?ó I turned  around to find  her next to 

me in attire totally  unsuitable for the weather, asking if  I wanted to 

come to back in and, I think,  whether I had the book. 

I hit  upon another delaying  tactic when we next met. I put  fifty  dollars  

and a letter containing  an excerpt from my wifeõs eulogy in an enve-

lope. You could or could  not deduce from  the letter, about keeping an 

open mind  and mutual  respect and understanding,  that my Lucette 

was dead. Her underwhelming  curiosity  about the life  of an old man 

made it  easy to avoid  mentioning  that I was recently widowed.  It  

would  probably  have led to a display  of emotions which  could only  

have damaged a relationship  that was evolving  based on a mutual  in-

terest in Islam. 

I gave her the envelope. She read the letter while  I explained that, be-

cause she was busy with  more important  things, she might  take the 

fifty  (Uzza retails for  $19.50CDN on Amazon.ca) and purchase a copy 

of my book when she had the time to read it. She kept the letter and 

handed back my fifty  dollars. No more nonsense. She wanted the book, 

and she wanted it  from  me. 

Needless to say, the next time we met I brought  the book, and yes, an-

other envelope, this one containing  two  hundred  and fifty  dollars and 

nothing  else. I explained that I was purchasing her opinion  for  five 

hundred  dollars; she would  be in effect my consultant, and she would  

get the remainder  when she reported  back with  her impressions of Re-

membering Uzza after having  read the entire dialogue. If  she accepted 

my conditions,  her opinions  about the book, for  the time being, were 

for me alone. 

She agreed, and I gave her the book. She promised  to give it  back. I 

said no, that it  was hers to keep and I expected her to scribble all over 
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it,  and she would.  She then hugged the book, beaming as if  I had given 

her the Hope diamond.  What a heartwarming  sight that was. How  

could I not find  her endearing? 

As expected, the next time we met she had been too busy with  her own 

life -changing priorities  to read more than twenty  pages, but she was 

okay with  itñwith  Uzza, that is. I had not seen her for more than a 

week when it  happened. She had obviously  been to the hairdresser or 

been with  someone skilled  in doing the impossible: improving  on per-

fection. 

As she made her way to the stool next to me, the one nearest to the 

wall,  she firmly  stroked my back with  the flat  of her hand, from shoul-

der blade to shoulder blade; the type of greeting that you would  expect 

from one who is more than a friend,  or a very good one at the least. I 

had forgotten  what  that felt  like. For the last few years of Lucetteõs ex-

istence even that commonplace, somewhat forceful  gesture of affection  

was beyond her capabilities. A feeble bruised hand behind my neck 

was the best she could  manage when I leaned over to kiss her good-

night.  

In the four  months or so since that serendipitous meeting on the patio 

on a street of patios, the only  greeting we had exchanged was a light  

handshake, and now this. She sat down  next to me and turned  towards  

me, sometimes leaning against the wall  or forward,  sometimes sitting  

up straight.  It  didnõt matter; even when I looked into  her eyes, I could 

not help but take in the exposed curvature  of what  the Prophet loved 

most in young women: their  breasts. Maybe three buttons of her blouse 

were unbuttoned.  Nothing  unusual; we were not meeting in a convent 

and it  was only  how we found  ourselves sitting  next each other that 

offered my peripheral  vision  something truly  inspiring.  

It  was as if  the gods were conspiring  to make this old  man long for 

something that was very much a distant  memory.  And  they were not 

finished.   

She brought  the book in anticipation  of, I assume, a serious discussion. 

She placed it  on the counter. She left it  openñor maybe it  was me who, 

perhaps inadvertently,  after helping  her find  an endnote, left it  openñ

at page 119, which  was folded  upon itself  and acted as a bookmark.  

Page 119 concludes the chapter No Paradise for Old Men, a prophetic  

title  as it  would  turn  out, where Uzza answers a question from Bob 

about whether òin Paradise they do it  that way.ó Page 119 also marks 
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the end of a discussion about how holy  warriors  use rape, with  virgins  

the preferred target, as a means of coercing innocent young girls  into  

becoming suicide bombers. Nothing  sexy about that either, but it  didnõt 

matter. 

That man beneath my window  had me thinking  conspiracies. If  she 

wanted to spend a disappointing  night  in bed with  a guy twice her age 

and then some, all she had to do was ask. What do they say about peo-

ple who assume too much? That they make an òassó of òuó and òmeó, 

but mostly  themselves. 

Instead of continuing  the discussion about what  she had read so far, I 

started to talk  about how I had spent much of the afternoon at Ottawa 

University  arranging  a memorial  scholarship in my wifeõs name. While  

I talked, she buttoned  her blouse all the way to the top, and when I was 

finished, she said she had to go. As she got up to leave, she again 

stroked my shoulders, but this time in a more hurried  way. 

For someone who  has lost a partner of more than thirty -eight years, the 

hardest thing  to get used to is going to bed alone and waking  up alone. 

Had I passed up an opportunity  not to wake up alone? The thought  

was too much to bear. I had to find  out. 

The next time we met was a few days before Christmas. She greeted me 

in the same way she always had, except for that one time, with  a smile 

and a òhow are youó or something equally  engaging. I think  she was 

wearing  that same little  black dress as when we first  met. It  was the 

end of her shift. I asked if  we could  go someplace else, someplace more 

quiet. She got her coat and we walked  to a nearby, nearly empty  bar in 

the next block.  

We sat down  in a banquette across from  each other. I wasted no time in 

asking her about what  happened the last time we met. Her answer was 

both a relief and a disappointment.  No, she had not tried  to seduce me 

and she was sorry if  I got that impression. But what  about the book left 

open at that chapter? òYou mean the one about anal sex; what  about 

it?ó Just like  my Uzza, nothing  fazed her.  

Just like  before, I changed the subject and started talking  about me, on-

ly  me. She seemed to be as attentive as if  I was talk ing about Islam. I 

stopped myself. She had better and more fun  things to do than listen to 

me talk about me. I knew her friends were waiting  for her. This time I 

was the one who  decided it  was time to go. Before we left, I handed her 
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a small box containing  some of Lucetteõs more whimsical  jewelry:  gold 

plated charm bracelets.  

She opened the box and asked òWhy?ó I explained that during  one of, 

if  not the most difficult  times of my life,  the two  constants had been 

two  Muslims,  her and Sohrab (Appendix:  Sohrab), and I wanted  to 

show my appreciation for  being, among other things, a welcome dis-

traction. To keep my emotions in check, I half-jokingly  reminded  her 

about what  the Prophet said about people who wore gold jewelry  in 

this world:  that they would  not be allowed  to wear gold  in Paradise. 

òThat was for men only,ó she said with  a smile. Iõll have to look that 

up. 

She told  me that after Christmas she was going away for a few weeks, 

during  which  time she would  be able to finish  reading my book. Some-

thing  I both look forward  to and dread; after then, what  will  we talk  

about? Will  she still  be interested in seeing me? 

We walked  to where I knew her friends were waiting.  She stood there 

and I stood there, neither quite knowing  what  to do. What the hell, I 

thought,  and gave her hug, then turned  around  and went  home. 

Except for an artistic  rendering  of my Lucetteõs beautiful  smiling  face, 

which  I hung at the end of the corridor  leading to my bedroom and to 

which  I say goodnight  and good morning,  I could  not bring  myself to 

put  up any more pictures of her or us together. When I got home that 

night,  however, I took out a framed photograph  of the two  of us in 

more carefree times and put  it  on my desk. Itõs been there ever since. It  

was there while  I wrote  this. 
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As to my other beautiful  girl:  no matter what  she said about that night  

when life again imitated  art, when she made me feel that I was more 

than an acquaintance, I still  think  it  was an Uzza-moment. To under-

stand what  that means, you will  have to read the book. 

Part 2 

The Green Bay Packers were playing  the San Francisco 49ers in the 

NFC Championship  game when I showed up at her place of work.  I 

had not been there since our last get-together before Christmas. The 

place was wall -to-wall  with  fans watching  the game on walls  covered 

with  TVs. The only  seat to be had was at one end of the bar. If  you were 

there to watch the game, the sight lines were not very good. It  didnõt 

matter; I wasnõt there for that purpose, even though  I am a fan of 

American football.  They were dr inking  beer, eating their  nachos, chick-

en wings  and ribs; I ordered a salad and a glass of wine,  settling in with  

my iPhone and the BBC.  
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I was poking  at some lettuce with  my fork  when I looked up and saw 

her at the other end of the bar waiting  on an order. She acknowledged 

my presence with  what  I thought  was a tentative wave, but there was 

no mistaking  that Mona Lisa smile. Maybe I should  have let our last 

time together at that other place where mostly  young people go to eat, 

talk  and have fun be our  last time together. Maybe I should  leave.  

All  misgivings  vanished when, maybe ten minutes later, she made her 

way to my end of the bar and told  me how nice it  was to see me again. 

She said she had finished  reading the book, but tonight  was obviously  

not a good night  to talk about it,  and to come back later in the week. 

When I returned  a few days later, I waited  as she suggested until  her 

shift  was over, when she got her coat and said she was ready to go. 

When we got outside I suggested my place just a few blocks away. She 

gracefully  declined. Perhaps I should  have known  better than to extend 

such an invitation,  even if  my intentions  were realistic, except for  a for-

lorn  hope which  springs eternal in old  fools.  

But those long ago days when I was a much younger older man and 

the girl  who started it  all and to whom  Uzza is dedicatedñwith  my 

regretted Lucetteõs approval,  I might  addñwould  knock on my door 

after the bars closed and ask if  she could spend what  was left of the 

night.   

After  a while,  she didnõt bother to ask if  she could come in. With  a 

sleepy comatose host to greet her, she simply  made her way to the bed-

room, got naked and slid  under  the covers. What I consider inadvertent  

sex was inevitable  (her story in Sex in the Here-And-Now). I told  my 

Lucette about her. She said she would  like to meet her. 

I wish my Lucette was here now; then maybe my other beautiful  girl  

and I would  not have ended up discussing Uzza at a place I go for 

brunch on Sundays. We would  definitely  have been better off at my 

apartment and I would  not again be left  wondering,  òWhat just hap-

pened?ó  

It  was like  night  and day, literally.  Not  quite what  I expected. The 

lights  were much too low  but the music was not too loud  when we sat 

down  at a banquette across from each other and started talk ing about 

the book. During  our conversation I handed over an envelope with  the 

remaining  $250 owed, saying that she had completed what  I consid-

ered a contract to my satisfactionñin ways she will  only  understand if  

she reads this. 
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Our  conversation about Uzza started innocently  enough. She wished 

thatñspoiler alertñthe story had not ended so abruptly,  that she could  

have gotten to know  Uzza better. She praised my knowledge  of Islam 

as superior  to hers. I donõt know  if  that was a good thing.  It  was shortly  

after what  I took for praise that she said that my portrayal  of the 

Prophet hurt  her deeply, that she was raised on believing  Muhammad  

to be a good man, the perfect human being in fact, not the person in my 

book.  

What she said reminded  me of another young woman about her age, a 

little  taller  perhaps, with  blond  hair  about the same length as my beau-

tiful  brunetteõs, a vision  of serene loveliness strolling  in a long white  

chiffon  dress, on what  I believe was Les Champs-Élysées, next to a 

moving  mass of grey shouting  its murderous  rage for the cartoonists at 

Charlie Hebdo. She attracted the attention  of a journalist  who  caught 

up with  her and asked what  she was doing  there. She stopped and 

looked at him as if  he had asked the stupidest of questions. òMais, ils 

ont insult é mon proph ète!ó (But, they have insulted  my prophet!)  she 

responded with  visible indignation.  

My  beautiful  girl  may have attended primary  and secondary schools in 

the Middle  East but she did  her undergraduate  degree in Canada, and 

Islam was not part  of the curriculum.   

What she said about my honest portrayal  of the historical  Muhammad,  

which  is based on what  he said and did  in authenticated hadiths (say-

ings and example of the Prophet) that are part of the Sunni Cannon, is 

probably  the strongest argument I could make about letting  religion  

have its way with  kids. It  is as if  an Islamic education and upbringing  

canõt help but create the equivalent  of the Manchurian  Candidate with  

the trigger  being anything  bad said about Muhammad.   

I am not saying that my beautiful  girlõs reaction was the result of indoc-

trination  equivalent  to brainwashing,  for I could  not tell  if  what  she 

said was in anger or sadness. 

I was trying  to explain that my depiction  of the Prophet Muhammad  

was not something I made up when whatever I was saying was 

drowned  out by the disk jockey who had just set up his equipment;  

speakers were now belting  out the tunes at a decibel level to rival  the 

noise made by jet engines on takeoff. I shouted to be heard by the man 

serving our  drinks,  that with  only  us and few people at the bar maybe 

he could  get the music man to turn  it  down  a bit? òNo can do,ó and 
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besides, he explained, the music was meant to be heard outside to 

draw  people in from the street.  

The noise level meant we had to hunch forwa rd  to be heard. Even then, 

because of the darkness, I could  not tell  by the look in her eyes how she 

really  felt when she spoke those words.  

There is a scene in Remembering Uzza where Gerry detects that Uzza is 

troubled  by what  they have discussed and reaches out to touch her 

hand. You guessed it;  that is what  I did  after hearing my beautiful  girlõs 

cris de coeur. Her hands were flat  on the table. As I leaned forward  to be 

heard, I could not resist doing  what  Gerry did  for my Uzza. The char-

acter Gerry was the right  age to do something like  that and not be mis-

understood  or look like a creep to an outside observer; if  what  she had 

said was in anger, I was adding  insult  to injury.  When I took my hand 

off  hers to take a sip of wine,  both hands moved out of reach. I apolo-

gized. 

It  was getting late and the noise was making  a meaningful  conversa-

tion  next to impossible. We decided to leave, but not before I managed 

to ask her if  she had read Falling for Uzza. She wasnõt aware of the post-

ing so I texted her the link.  When we got outside we went  our  separate 

ways, but not before I again hazarded a hug, which  I think  was recip-

rocated. Then again, it  may be wishful  thinking.  I do more of that now 

than ever before and for  good reason. 

My  Prologue is an excerpt from  a posting to my website titled  Falling 

for Uzza. It  was after posting it  that I realized I owed visitors  to bore-

al.ca, but particularly  my wifeõs friends, an explanation as to why,  

when I told  her a young African  working  girl  was crashing at my 

apartment in Montr éal, all she said was she would  like to meet her. My  

explanation took on a life of its own and that is how I found  myself 

writing,  during  the coronavirus (Covid -19) pandemic, a book about 

love, sex and Islam. 
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The  Broken  Condom  

The year was 1993. It  was early in the first  year of two  consulting  con-

tracts that would  keep me in Montréal  five days a week for  the next 

five years or so when, after more than 10 years of marriage, I had my 

first  one-night  stand. It  was a one-night  affair  that would  prove to my 

wife  that I still  loved her and loved her very much.  

1993 was also the year the Montréal  Canadiens won the Stanley Cup. 

No Canadian team has won it  since. I was at one of Montr®alôs land-

mark bars on Crescent Street when the Canadiens hoisted the trophy  

symbolic of hockey supremacy. The crowd  at Winnies not only  erupted 

in cheers, but it  was hugs all around. The last person I hugged, or 

hugged again, was a thirty -something female lawyer  with  whom  I had 

gotten acquainted while  watching  the game. When it  was time to leave, 

the celebrating around  the corner on St. Catherine Street, Montr®alõs 

main commercial east-west thoroughfare,  had gotten out hand with  

looting  and an overturned  police car on fire. We decided to retreat to 

my apartment at the Chateau Royale, the only  apartment hotel on 

Crescent Street. 

She had condoms, but not very good ones, as it  would  turn  out. Some-

thing  didnõt feel right,  but it  felt  good and she didnõt seem to mind  so 

we continued  doing  what  we were doing.  When it  was all over I no-

ticed that the condom was rolled  up like a wrinkled  cellophane wrap-

per at the base of a drooping  culprit.  The AIDS scare was at its zenith 

and I had just had unprotected sex, for  all intents and purposes, with  a 

stranger. 

It  was only  the second time since our  wedding  night  that I had intimate  

relations with  a woman other than my wife.  The first  indiscretion  was 

not a one-night  stand, and it  left my Lucette doubting  that I still  loved 

her. A busted condom would  set her mind  at ease. 

Needless to say, I felt  a bit  sheepish when she met me at the Ottawa 

train  station that Friday around supper time. As usual, she had pre-

pared everything  for a most romantic  dinner,  a prelude  to a special 

night,  and often a special weekend to make up for  the five days I had 

been away. I was not hungry.  She asked what  was wrong.  I told  her 

about the condom incident  and that sex was out of the question for  at 
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least ten days (from what  I understood at the time was the earliest the 

AIDS virus  could  be detected) if  she still  wanted  have sex with  me. 

She rose from  her chair, stood next to mine and asked me to move it  a 

little.  She then sat on my lap, put  her arms around my neck and kissed 

me. It  was a lovely  and totally  unexpected gesture which  left  me won-

dering.  

òYou must really  love me,ó she said, òto admit  having sex with  another 

woman to protect me.ó  

I didnõt know  what  to say.  

She got up and took my hand. òLetõs go upstairs,ó she said. òWe can 

use those leftover  condoms in your  night  table from when Margaret 

used to visit  you at your  old  place.ó  

I met Margaret  in Vancouver (Burnaby) where we both attended Simon 

Fraser University.  She was from  Windsor,  Ontario.  She had chosen Si-

mon Fraser because it  was about as far as she could get from a man 

who would  shortly  be released from  prison. 

She had rented a room with  a bathroom and kitchenette across the 

street from where I was staying. It  wasn't long before I was spending 

many an evening at her place, lying  on her bed, smoking one of her 

Craven M's while  watching  her strum her guitar  and hum the lyrics  to 

Mr.  Bojangles or Janice Joplinõs Me and Bobby McGee. 

I never tired  of hearing her sing out of tune, or watching  her struggle 

with  a difficult  chord and never get it  quite right.  She started opening 

up to me. She talked about the reason for her coming to Vancouver. 

She had been sexually assaulted while  hitchhiking  between Windsor  

and Toronto. One of the two  men was about to be released from custo-

dy, and she did  not want  to be around when that happened. 

When we first  became intimate, she said that it  was the first  time she 

had been with  a man since the assault. We had been friends  for maybe 

a month before the apparent glorious  reawakening of Margaret  to the 

joys of sex. Our love-making  progressed from  a romantic  type of int i-

macy, and it  had nothing  to do with  me, to one less so. I knew that rape 

changes the victim,  but I didnõt expect it  to be that way. I was not into  

rape fantasies but I still  thought  we had something good together.  

I didnõt have much money, but this fellow  Rakesh did.  Neil  Diamond  

was in town  for a performance at the old  Queen Elizabeth Theatre. She 

asked if  I would  mind  if  Rakesh took her to see Neil  Diamond.  I said 
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okay. When I went over to her place the next morning,  she wasnõt 

there. Rakesh rented a room in the student residence and that is where 

I found  her, in bed with  Rakesh.  

Margaret would  eventually  return  to Windsor  and I would  move to 

Ottawa. 

Lucette and I were intimate  (more on that memorable evening in what  I 

hope is respectful prose) on our thir d date. I called her for a fourth  

date, andñI kid  you notñshe couldnõt make it; she had already agreed 

to go with  this Ion friend  of hers to a concert. In my mind,  it  was 

Rakesh all over again. We had only  been seeing each other for  a short 

time, but I was falling  for her. That did  not stop me from telling  her 

that I didnõt want  to see her again as she tried  to explain that Ion was 

just a friend.  Rakesh was just a friend.  I hung up the phone.  

The phone kept on ringing,  but I didnõt answer. An  hour  or so later 

there was a knock at the door. It  was my Lucette. It  was obvious that 

sheõd been crying.  She said those three little  words.   

I felt  bad, not because of those three little  words,  but because I had 

made her cry. She had, of course, cancelled her date wit h Ion. It  is only  

as I am writing  this that I realize that when she told  me, before she 

died, that she had always loved me and never stopped loving  me, she 

meant from the very beginning.  

Our  first  and only  real breakup turned  out to be a blessing in disgui se. 

It  got us talking  about what  mattered to both of us and why  we did  the 

things we did.  Talking  about us made it  possible for our  relationship  to 

survive  the return  of Margaret. 

Almost  as important  as trust  in a relationship  is fairness, and that 

means equity  when it  comes to sex, including  sex with  other people. 

Before I met Lucette I had gotten in touch with  Margaret. Lucette knew 

all about her and me when she first  came for  a visit.  We had come to an 

understanding.  When Margaret  was in town,  if  she felt like  it,  she 

would  visit  with  an old flame, whom  I never met, by the name of Sid. 

When I asked her what  every man in such a situation  wants to know:  

òWho is better in bed?ó she paused for  a minute,  enjoying the moment. 

òSid,ó she said, in a refreshing frankness about intimacy  that was our 

little  secret, òlikes to read his newspaper after sex, while  you like  to 

talk,  so I guess that makes you better in bed.ó I also believe it  was be-
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cause she loved me and not Sid that made the experience that much 

more memorable.  

During  our time together she proved  her love in tangible ways that 

made those other things that lovers do to express their  affection for 

their  partner  pale in comparison. One of those profound,  undeserved 

expressions of how she felt  about me occurred on the Sunday following  

that Friday admission of infidelity.   

We were in bed. I would  again be leaving on an early train  to Montréal  

the next morning.  I had already put  on a condom when she reached 

down,  and instead of doing  what  I thought  she was going to do, she 

pulled  it  off.  

òI donõt think  you have AIDS,ó she said, òand even if  you did,  and I got 

it,  it  wouldnõt matter as long as we are together.ó  

As to her needing assurance that she was loved, it  all had to do with  

my first  indiscretionña serious one. 



 

 

 

 

Anne  ð Part  1 

We had been married  for  more than seven years when I found  myself 

in bed being intimate  with  someone other than my Lucette. If  you love 

your  wife,  you never plan on these thingsñthey just happen.  

I was the prime contractor on a project to install  a computer -based 

management information  system at a government  department,  which  

shall remain nameless, when a member of the team, a government em-

ployee, took a liking  to me. I donõt recall exactly how it  happened, but 

one evening, after workin g late and having  a few beers at a pub close to 

where she lived,  I found  myself in her bedroom, at the top of a long 

flight  of stairs, watching  her do a hurried  striptease. When all she had 

on was a smile, she walked  over to help me get my clothes off.  

When we were both at the same disadvantage, we embraced and fell  

unto that damned waterbed of hers. I had never made love on such a 

thing  where your  aim is constantly being tested, even in the missionary 

position,  as you try  to match the rhythm  of the waves rocking  her, and 

you, up and down.  Thrust with  too much enthusiasm and you only  

create bigger waves.  

To survive  that first  encounter, I kept my hips glued to hers, executing 

only  short strokes, barely venturing  outside a soaked entrance, afraid  

of not being able to quickly  stumble my way back in. Needless to say, 

this being the first  time with  another woman in so many years, I came 

and she didnõt, even if  her excitement was palpable.  

I flopped  over on my back and she sat up facing me. She put  both 

hands and forearms on my chest and leaned forward.  A  few inches 

from my face, she purred:  òDid you like it?ó  

I really  liked  the way she asked if  had liked  it. I said it  was alright.  

Just what  a woman, or a man for that matterñusually  the ones to ask 

that questionñwants to hear! My  Lucette said it  was impossible for  me 

not to tell the truth  if  asked a straightforward  question. I guess I had 

just proved  her right.   

I followed  up my tepid  approval  of a performance that was not her 

faultñI blame the bed and my lack of sea legsñwith:  òI am probably  

the worst  lover youõve ever had.ó 
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She did  not contradict  me. 

Iõve slept on other waterbeds since, where the wave motion  is nothing  

like  what  I experienced on Anneõs contraption.  Hers may have been an 

early economy model. If  there was one good thing  about her waterbed, 

it  was that it  was low  to the ground.  I had gotten better at riding  the 

waves when I asked if  we could  do it  with  her on her hands and knees.  

She rolled  off the bed and assumed the position , perhaps afraid  that a 

moving  target could lead to a sudden pain in her attractive posterior . I 

donõt remember if  the floor  was carpeted but it  must have been.  

In Paradise everything  will  be carpeted, so the only  thing  you risk if  

you decide to get off the couch and do it  on the floor,  or the ground,  is 

your  houris  getting carpet burns. 

88:10 In a lofty  Garden; 

88:11 Wherein no idle  talk  is heard; 

88:12 Wherein is a flowing  spring; 

88:13 Wherein are upraised couches; 

88:14 And  cups ranged around, 

88:15 And  cushion in rows; 

88:16 And  carpets spread out. 

Tainted  Lips  

Another  time, Anne did  not have to ask if  I liked  it. Her eyes seem to 

seek my approval  as her head went  up and down,  and I was happy to 

give it  when she was done and returned  to lie next to me. What I was 

not ready to do was kiss her.  

A  lovely  young woman who  worked  for  me part -time when I worked  

out of our house would  often join my Lucette and I for  supper. She 

once volunteered that she liked  to give head but didnõt like it  when 

men came in her mouth,  which  is why she warned them to let her 

know  when they were about to come. We had friends over at the time. I 

donõt remember what  someone said to prompt  Chantal to admit  to 

such a thing.  

She was not finished.  One time, she said, the man she was with  ignored  

her warni ng. òI showed him,ó she bragged. òI rolled  it  up into  a ball, 
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kissed him  on the mouth  and gave it  right  back, then asked how he 

liked  it.ó  

I didnõt know  you could do that with  semen; roll  it  up into  a ball that 

you could actually  roll  from one mouth  into  another. Not  that I ex-

pected Anne to do that, as it  was evident when her face was next to 

mine, lips slightly  parted, that there was nothing  left  to roll.   

I softly  told  Chantal, who was seated to my left, that maybe we should 

change the subject, so we never found  out what  the guy thought  about 

her return  volley.  

Anne said it  was her small mouth  that made it  that much more pleas-

urable. It  was not only  her mouthñif  the size of a womanõs buccal cavi-

ty has anything  to with  itñthat kicked it  up a notch, but  the visual  of 

her kneeling at the end of the bed, head down,  bottom up, her eyes 

looking  up at me, never once letting  her lips let go, no matter the tem-

po, with  her heart-shaped, creamy white  behind swaying  as if  in a light  

breeze, then coming to a standstill  as she concentrated on the grand 

finale. 

The Koran talks about sex and guarantees that it  is better in Paradise 

but doesnõt go into  specifics and that includes oral sex. Even Uzza is 

unsure if  it  is halal in the here-and-now,  let alone in the Hereafter. 

Uzza: Muhammad  considered flutes phallic  symbols. He 

warned the believers about the seductive power  of musical 

instruments  that resembled a man's penis into  which  you 

blew and used your  fingers to coax out a tune.  

Bob: That brings up an interesting question. 

Archie : Iôll bet! 

Bob: Can Muslim  girls  do that, blow  it  or play with  it  until  he 

comes? 

Uzza: When it  comes to a girl  putting  a manõs penis in her 

mouth  with  the purpose of pleasuring her lover, scholars are 

all over the place.  

Bob: What other purpose is there? 

Uzza: There is more of a consensus around a man performing  

cunnilingus,  but still  many disagree. The main objection to 

both cunnilingus  and fellatio  is that lips  and tongues are used 
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to recite the Koran and touching  another personõs private  

parts renders them unclean for that purpose.  

Archie : That is why  God invented  mouthwash,  I am sure. 

A Back Passage Adventure  

We had been doing  it  for maybe a couple of weeks when Anne invited  

me to sample what  Norman  Mailer  characterized as the most intimate  

form  of sex a woman can offer a man.  

We were having intercourse from the back with  her lying  on her side, 

the so-called spooning position,  when a body quake centred on where I 

was still  doing  my best to keep up signalled that she had arrivedñbut I 

hadnõt. With  the last aftershock, she more than intimated  that she 

would  like me to move it  up a little.   

Did  she really  want  it  that way?  

òWhat did  you just say?ó I whispered  into her ear. 

She replied  with  emphasis: òf___ me in the a__!ò  

I still  canõt bring  myself to say it  in polite  company, let alone write  it  

down  knowing  you might  be offended. Uzza, on the other hand, like 

Anne, is not squeamish and doesnõt mince words.  She can help you fill  

in the blanks if  you are still  struggling  to figure  out the phrase like a 

confused contestant on Wheel of Fortune.  

The following  is part of Uzzaõs response to Bobõs question about 

whether  they did  it  the way Anne had requested in Paradise. 

Bob: [awkwardly] In Paradise, do they do ité that way? 

Uzza: [knowing where he is going with this and feeling mischie-

vous] What do you mean, òthat way?ó 

Bob: The thing  the Backstreet Boys sang about wanting  it  that 

way? 

Gerry : Is that what  the song is about? 

Archie : In Bobõs mind.  

Uzza: Come on, say it.  What way would  that be? 

Bob: You know,  sex, in the you-know -where? 
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Uzza: You mean will  those blushing  maidens and houris and 

what -not get fucked in the ass? 

Bob: [stunned] Yes, but I would  not have put  it  that way. 

Uzza: Do not be such a prude.  Children  of believing  parents 

learn about anal sex from  their  mother before the age of sev-

en as part of the sex education they get from their  first  full  

reading of the Koran. It  cannot be avoided with  Allahõs rants 

against homosexuals and sodomy. 

Bob: Well, will  they? 

Uzza: Will  they what? I forget. 

Bob: Men do to women what  Allah  forbids  men to do to oth-

er men. 

Uzza: I would  not know.  In the Koran there is nothing  about 

making  love to a woman that way, but Allah  is probably  

against it. 

Gerry : That brings up an interesting question. 

Uzza: I cannot wait  to hear it. 

With  only  a coating of lubrication  from  the place I withdrew  to ease the 

way in (not recommended), I did  what  she askedñnot once, but twice.  

Is Uzza correct when she says Allah  is probably  against penetrating a 

woman that way? 

God is not clear on the concept when women and girls  are on the re-

ceiving end, but Muhammad  assures us that Allahõs rantings in His 

Koran against those who  commit  sodomy includes those who would  

bugger females. In fact, Allahõs spokesman said that penetrating your  

wife  that way is as big a sin as having  intercourse with  your  wife  while  

she is menstruating.  

Narrated  Abu  Hurayrah:   

The Prophet (peace be upon him)  said: If  anyoneé has inter-

course with  his wife  when she is menstruating,  or has inter-

course with  his wife  through her anus, he has nothing  to do 

with  what  has been sent down  to Muhammad  (peace be upon 

him).  

Abu Dawud 29.3895 
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The following  is one of more than a handful  of revelations concerning 

the impurity  that is a womanõs discharge of materials that makes the 

creation of babies possible. 

2:222 And  they ask you about menstruation,  say: òIt is an im-

purity.ó So keep away from  women during  their  menstrua-

tion  and do not approach them (do not have sexual relations 

with  them) until  they are clean. Once they get clean get to 

them as Allah  commanded you. Allah  loves the repentant 

and loves those who purify  themselves. 

òAs Allah  commanded youó includes what  in the West we would  con-

sider rape, or at least coerced sex.  

2:223 Your  women are a tillage for  you. So get to your  tillage 

whenever you like. Do good for yourselves, fear Allah  and 

know  that you shall meet Him.  And  give good news to the 

believers. 

A  wife  must not deny the ploughman,  even if  she is busy preparing  

supper. 

Ali  reported  God's messenger as saying, "When a man calls 

his wife  to satisfy his desire she must go to him even if  she is 

occupied at the oven." 

At-Tirmidhi 

Obey your  husband in everything  or you risk a beating in this world  

and an eternity  on fire in the next for denying  him  what  Allah  revealed 

was his absolute right  to demand at any time. 

4:34 é And  those of them that you fear might  rebel, admon-

ish them and abandon them in their  beds and beat them. 

Should they obey you, do not seek a way of harming  them; 

for Allah  is Sublime and Great! 

Some enterprising  scholars have used an observation by a companion 

of Muhammad  to argue that òget to your  tillage  whenever you likeó 

has to do with  avoiding  giving  birth  to a òsquint-eyed child.ó 

Narrated  Jabir: 

Jews used to say: "If  one has sexual intercourse with  his wif e 

from the back, then she will  deliver  a squint -eyed child."   
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So this Verse was revealed: "Your wives are a tilth  unto you; 

so go to your  tilth  when or how you will."  (2.223). 

Bukhari 60.51  

òFrom the backó is how Anne and I were doing  it, unaware that, by her 

insisting  I switch  furrows  while  maintaining  my relative position,  she 

was eliminating  not only  the risk of giving  birth  to a child  born with  a 

condition  known  as strabismus, but an unplanned  pregnancy.  

Sodomy as a form  of birth  control  is undoubtedl y not why  Shia hus-

bands, as oppose to Sunni husbands, are allowed  to do more than just 

rub the tip  against the entrance to what  scholars refer to as a womanõs 

òback passageó and not risk burning  in Hell  for an eternity.   

In Islam, even coitus interruptus  as a means of birth  control  is frowned  

upon, even if  it  is meant to lessen the risk of pregnancy among female 

captives intended for  ransom, which  would  adversely impact  the 

amount  someone would  be willing  to pay. 

Narrated  Abu  Said Al -Khudri:   

that while  he was sitting  with  Allah's  Apostle he said, "O A l-

lah's Apostle! We get female captives as our  share of booty, 

and we are interested in their  prices, what  is your  opinion  

about coitus interruptus?"  

The Prophet said, "Do you really  do that? It  is better for  you 

not to do it. No soul that which  Allah  has destined to exist, 

but will  surely come into  existence." 

Bukhari 34.432 

In a hadith  collected by the illustrious  but less authoritative  Imam 

Mu slim  (yes, that is his name), where the reason for holy  warriors  prac-

ticing  coitus interruptus  is made clear, Allahõs spokesperson is less ad-

amant about those who  fight  in Allahõs Cause leaving it  inside the cap-

tiveõs òfront  passageó until  there is nothing  left  to spill  on the ground.   

Abu  Sirma said to Abu Sa'id al Khadri  (Allah  be pleased with  

him):  0 Abu  Sa'id, did  you hear Allah's  Messenger (may 

peace be upon him)  mentioning  al-azl? 

He said: Yes, and added: We went  out with  Allah's  Messen-

ger (may peace be upon him)  on the expedition  to the Bi'l -

Mustaliq  and took captive some excellent Arab women; and 

we desired them, for we were suffering  from the absence of 
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our wives, (but  at the same time) we also desired ransom for  

them. 

So we decided to have sexual intercourse with  them but by 

observing azl (withdrawing  the male sexual organ before 

emission of semen to avoid conception). But we said: We are 

doing  an act whereas Allah's  Messenger is amongst us; why  

not ask him? 

So we asked Allah's  Messenger (may peace be upon him),  

and he said: It  does not matter if  you do not do it, for every 

soul that is to be born up to the Day of Resurrection will  be 

born. 

Imam Muslim 8:3371 

Notable Ayatollahs  have condoned, with  some reluctance, full  penetra-

tion  of a wifeõs back passage even if  she is okay with  it,  for whatever 

reason.  

Grand Ayato llah Sistani: òAnal intercourse between a mar-

ried couple is permissible but ôis bound to wifeõs agree-

menté [the act itself]  is strongly  undesirable.õ" 

Grand Ayatollah  Sadiq Hussaini Shirazi: "Anal  sex is allowed  

with  her (wife's)  permission. Although  very hated and dis-

couraged."



 

 

 

 

Huguette  

Lucette was a romantic  lover  who  did  for  me one of the most signif i-

cant things a woman can do for  a man, and that is to give him  back his 

confidence, a lifetime  of confidence.  

The last woman I befriended before my Lucette was an elementary 

school teacher, Huguette,  who lived  on the same floor  in my building.  

Her boyfriend  was an out-of-towner  who usually  visited  on weekends 

and holidays. We did  what  friends without  benefits do together: we 

shopped for groceries, shared meals, played tennis, went to the 

beaché Spent what  was, for  me, a magical summer evening sitting  

under  a tree in Gatineau Park listening  to legendary Québec poet, 

song-writer  and singer Gilles Vigneault  as the night  fell  and a canopy 

of stars lit  up the sky.  

After  moving  closer to the school where she was teaching, Huguette  

invited  me over. When she opened the door  to let me in, she was wear-

ing a bathrobe. I thought  nothing  of it. Iõd seen her in a bathrobe before. 

No big deal. She gave me a tour  of her new place, ending in her bed-

room where, like in a song popular  at the time, Stay Awhile by The 

Bells, she dropped  her robe on the floor.  Unlike  in the song, it  did  not 

end well.   

All  these months as friends  with  no benefits, all she had allowed  was a 

pat on the behind when congratulations  were in order. I had dreamt of 

this night  and becoming her boyfriend,  later maybe even her husband. 

It  would  turn  out to be the most disconcerting night  of my life.  

Huguette  was a dark-haired, dark-eyed, full -breasted beauty who 

could rightly  have expected that when we were both naked and I 

grabbed her by her patting place and pulled  her against me, she should 

have felt something between us.  

It  may have been her first  time with  someone who could not rise to the 

occasion. How  else could you explain why,  lying  atop the covers of 

what  was not a waterbedñit  was way too early to turn  in and this was 

an invitation  to sex, perhaps even love-makingñshe just looked on as I 

tried  to coax it  into  cooperating, to no avail?  
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Perhaps I could have tried  pleasing her with  my fingersñnot that I 

would  not have done that anyway, once I knew I could  count on it  to 

do its part  when the time came to find  a replacement.  

Islam allows pleasing a woman through  penetration with  your  fingers, 

but not with  anything  other than an appendage of the human body, 

such as a dildo.  Whether an object shaped like  a manõs penis can be 

used during  sex actually  came up during  a discussion between Uzza 

and the boys: can an impotent  husband use his fingers as a substitute to 

pleasure his wife,  and can she pleasure herself with  artificial  devices? 

Bob: I had a girlfriend  who  swore off sex with  men after dis-

covering sex toys. She bragged about having a different  man 

every night  of the week who  never disappoints.  

Uzza: The type of sex toys I think  you are referring  to are out 

of the question, such as dildos  and latex penises that come in 

all sizes and shapes and that simulate the real thing.  

Bob: So you know  about those? 

Uzza: It  is not what  you think,  and even if  it  was, what  diffe r-

ence does it  make? 

Archie : To that virgin  of yours, a hell of a lot. 

Uzza: Well, SHE CANNOT  HAVE  THEM!  

Bob: WHY  THE HELL  NOT? 

Uzza: The young sex slave of an old  man who could  not get it  

up asked him  to put  his fingers in her vagina and stimulate  

her that way. He went  to see his imam, who  was not any 

imam but Ali  ar-Reza, a descendent of Muhammad,  to ask 

him  if  that was okay.  

Archie : Let me get this straight. An old guy has a young girl  

who  is willing  to have him touch her that wayñbless herñ

and he has to go to ask his imam if  itõs okay. Is there any part 

of a Muslimõs existence in which  your  religion  will  not stick 

its fingers, eh, I mean nose? 

Uzza: No, I do not think  so. A  golden rule of Islam based on, 

you guessed it, a saying of Muhammad,  is, if  you do not 

know  if  something is illegal,  do not do it  until  you have con-
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sulted a religious  authority  of some kind 1. With  more than six 

thousand revealed truths  and twice as many sayings of Mu-

hammad to inform  a believer's every waking  moment, if  you 

are a believer, it  is actually  not bad advice. 

Bob: So, what  did  the imam say? 

Uzza: He said it  was okay, as long as whatever he put  in 

there was part  of his body, and that ruling  has remained a 

mainstay of all four  mainstream schools of Islamic law. 

òAs far as the methods of mutual  stimulation  in foreplayé 

no foreign object should be used. The restriction  on the use of 

foreign objects is based on the following  hadith:   

Ubaydullah  bin Zurarah says that he had an old 

neighbor who  owned a young slave-girl.  Because of his 

old  age, he could  not fully  satisfy the young slave-girl  

during  sexual intercourse. She would  therefore ask 

him  to place his fingers in her vagina as she liked  it. 

The old man complied  with  her wishes even though  he 

did  not like this idea. So he requested ôUbaydullah to 

ask Imam ôAli ar-Reza (A.S.) about it.  When Ubaydu l-

lah asked the Imam (A.S.) about it,  the Imam (A.S.) 

said, ôThere is no problem as long as he uses any part 

of his own body upon her, but  he should not use any-

thing  other than his body on her.õó 

Sayyid Athar Husayn S.H. Rizvi, Islamic Marriage Handbook 

Not  only  can the wife  of an impotent  man not relieve her sexual tension 

with  something artificial,  but  like every other believing  woman, unless 

her husband is at home and willing  to take the time to please her, she is 

out of luck. Of course, she canõt demand that he put  those fingers to 

                                                
1 Narrated An-Nu'man bin Bashir: 

The Prophet said, "Both legal and illegal things are obvious, and in between them 
are (suspicious) doubtful matters. So who-ever forsakes those doubtful things lest 
he may commit a sin, will  definitely avoid what is clearly illegal; and who-ever in-
dulges in these (suspicious) doubtful things bravely, is likely to commit what is 
clearly illegal. Sins are Allah's Hima (i.e. private pasture) and whoever pastures 
(his sheep) near it, is likely to get in it at any moment." 

Bukhari 34.267 
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work  on her behalf, but he can demand she please him that way at any 

timeñeven, you may remember, if  she is busy getting dinner  ready. 

Self-abuse, which  Woody Allen  described as òhaving sex with  someone 

you love,ó is not permitted  in Islam. It  all has to do with  Revelations 

70:29-31, which  scholars and clerics have interpreted  as Allah  restrict-

ing òthe way of fulfilling  the sexual desire only  to wives or slave wom-

enó (Fatwa 81167): 

70:29 And  those who guard  their  private  parts; 

70:30 Except from  their  wives or what  their  right -hands pos-

sess (their  slave-girls); for  they are not therein blameworthy.  

70:31 He who  seeks [pleasure] beyond that ð those are the 

transgressors. 

No amount of self-abuse would  do the trick,  and Huguette  was no 

help. Frustrated, I broke down  in tears, as if  not being able to get it  up 

wasnõt embarrassing enough. My  dream was slipping  away and there 

was nothing  I could  do about it. Perhaps it  was serendipity.  If  things 

had gone the way I imagined, Lucette and I may never have gotten to-

gether.  

They say you have to quickly  put  what  is a traumatic  experience for 

most men behind you if  you donõt want  it  to have a lasting psychologi-

cal impact. But how do you do that if  you fear another failure,  which  is 

almost a guarantee if  that is where your  mind  remains?  

A few weeks after that infamous evening, I got a call from  my sister. 

She was in town  with  her husband for  a teacherõs conference and invi t-

ed me and a girlfriend  to join them at Ottawaõs premier  hotel, the Cha-

teau Laurier,  for the closing ball. I couldnõt ask Huguette  to go, obvi-

ously, but there was that beautiful  girl  in an enclosed office still  wor k-

ing away on a Friday afternoon. 

I went over and asked her if  she liked  to dance. I had said the magic 

words.  Lucette loved to dance, and she would  have been good at it  

even without  the ballet lessons. 

There would  be a second date, then a third  at her place. She shared an 

apartment with  her parents. I felt  safe. No chance of another embar-

rassing failure  that night.   

We sat down  on the couch in the living  room. We talked, we kissed a 

little,  then we kissed a little  more; then a long, passionate kiss with  her 
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arms wrapped  around  my neck, my hands hold ing onto her waist, her 

long skirt  draped across my lap hiding  what  was going on underneath, 

should  her parents enter the room unexpectedly. 

I had not even dared to unbutton  her blouse. Somehow, she knew this 

was not the time to have me overthinking  what  mightñor might  notñ

happen. Often, I felt  she knew me better than I knew myself, and not 

only  in matters of intimacy.  

She made me feel like  a better man in every way, and that is what  I told  

her on our wedding  day. As I placed the ring  on her finger  and looked 

into  her sparkling  blue eyes, I said something totally  unrehearsed: that 

I was marrying  her not only  because I loved her, but because I liked  the 

man I became when I was with  her. 



 

 

 

 

Joyce  

The first  time I had sex was also my first  time on a horse. It  was Joyceõs 

idea. She was still  infatuated  with  my brother and knew that he loved 

to go riding  on the Tk'emlups Indian  reserve across the river,  less than 

a mile from  downtown  Kamloops, British  Columbia.   

Girls like  Joyce were not usually  attracted to guys li ke me. Like most 

attractive, outgoing  young women, she preferred  the strong, physical 

type with  the pleasant personality  who knew how to danceñthat was 

not me. My  brotherõs interest in Joyce had waned as his interest in an-

other young lady blossomed, and he was looking  for  a way to let her 

down  gently.  He suggested to Joyce that she might  want  to date me. 

For Joyce, that was a no-brainer. If  dating  the brother  meant being close 

to the man she was still  in love with,  that was a price she was willing  to 

pay. 

The riding  instructor  reminded  me as we left the corral, that if  I ever 

wanted to enjoy sitting  again, I must ride with  my legs, letting  my bum 

go up and down  in rhythm  with  the motion  of my horse's back.  

About  a mile into  our slow trot  in the direction  of Mount  Peter and 

Paul, Joyce, an accomplished rider  just like my Lucette, decided she 

had had enough of this slow, single-file  canter and peeled off  at a gal-

lop heading towards  the river,  waving  at me to follow.  Once I had my 

ride pointed  in the right  direction, it  understood.  All  I could do was 

hang on. 

I was gaining  on Joyce as we approached a bend in the Thompson Riv-

er when her charging horse stopped suddenly,  and a pair  of flying  

hooves narrowly  missed knocking  out my mount's front  teeth. An at-

tempted sucker punch if  there ever was one! The now insulted  and an-

gry  beast beneath me was not about to let it  go. It,  too, stopped, swiv-

elled  180 degrees, and before we knew it,  both horses were knocking  

hooves. Joyce quickly  regained control  of her mount  and, to my sur-

prise, I managed to do the same with  my rambunctious  stallion.  

About  a mile into  our slow trot  in the direction  of Mount  Peter and 

Paul, the aboriginal  leader of our little  posse had galloped back toward  

me. 

"Whatõs the problem?" he shouted. 



39 JOYCE  
 

 

 

"My  horse wonõt go where I want  him to go," I shouted back. 

He came close enough to grab the bridle,  and twisted  my horse's head 

until  its nose almost touched the tip  of one of my boots. 

"You have to show your  horse where you want  him  to go," he ex-

plained. "You have to show him who is the boss," and he galloped back 

to the head of the line. That lesson was undoubtedly  the reason I man-

aged to regain control  of my charger.  

With  our rides under control,  we made our way back to the stables. 

Back in the car, Joyce was not ready to go home just yet. She suggested 

I drive  to a secluded place on the reserve where we could talk and 

watch, unobserved, others riding  by.  

Maybe she was still  under  the influence of the adrenaline rush, or 

maybe it  was my unexpected competence as a cowboy, but Joyce was 

in the mood. I was lying  on my back, propping  myself up on my el-

bows. Joyce sat next to me, facing me, when one hand grabbed the top 

of my pants and held them taut; another reached for  the zipper,  slowly  

pulling  it  down  before feeling for  the opening of my boxers.  

This being our first  date, and never having  had sex, she caught me 

completely  by surprise, which  made drawing  it  out a simple operation 

for  a woman who  obviously  knew what  she was doing.  Once she had it  

in hand and showed it  the clear light  of day, it  quickly  stood erect, firm  

and proud  like  never before.  

Joyce wasted no time, and I might  have done the same had I known  I 

was about to hit  a home run  my first  time at bat. She got up, undid  her 

belt and unbuttoned  her jeans before pushing  them down,  along with  

her panties, to the tops of her knees. Then she turned  around.  

Before I knew it,  I was looking  at something I had only  ever seen in a 

Penthouse spread slowly  descending toward s, dare I say it,  my man-

hood. I could  make out, among a camouflage of pubic hair, the outline  

of a twinkling  aperture. Unless one of us did  something, she was going 

to miss it  altogether.  

Before she had a chance to intervene, I made like I knew what  I was 

doing  and nudged it  forward.  The strands of hair near her entrance 

parted and, BINGO!  For the first  time, I felt the tip,  as Joyce continued 

her descent, make its way into  what  scholars of the faith  refer to as a 

womanõs òforward passage,ó easily sliding  between her outer lips. 

Then came the sensation of the smaller inner guardians of the holy  of 
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holies reluctantly  giving  way, allowing  the full  length to slowly  disap-

pear into  what  was, until  then, the great unknown.  

Having  taken it  all in, she paused and leaned forward,  giving  me even 

more of an eyeful. I couldnõt believe that was me inside there, and what  

a wonderful  òthereó it  was. Her back arched as she raised her rear, un-

til  only  the tip  of a glistening  shaft was still  inside, then she brought  it  

back down,  and raised it  up again, and away we went.  Then it  hap-

pened. I thought  it  would  all remain inside her, way up there. Little  did  

I know!   

While  all this was happening, her hip  motion  sped up just as a couple 

of riders appeared on the horizon . Then she came to a grinding  halt, 

not caring that pubic hairs might  get caught in the open zipper.   

In Muhammadõs day, and like  many young women continue to do to-

day, wives epilated or shaved their  pubic areañnot to avoid hazards 

such as open zippers, which  did  not yet exist, but to please their  hus-

bands with  a pubic area that resembled that of a pre-pubescent girl  

(personally, like  most men of my generation, I find  that pubic  hair  adds 

to a womanõs appeal). 

Narrated  Jabir bin  Abdullah:  

While  we were returning  from  a Ghazwa (Holy  Battle) 

with  the Prophet, I started driving  my camel fast, as it  was 

a lazy camel. 

A rider  came behind me and pricked  my camel with  a 

spear he had with  him, and then my camel started run-

ning as fast as the best camel you may see. Behold! The 

rider  was the Prophet himself. 

He said, "What makes you in such a hurry?"  

I replied,  "I am newly  married."  

He said, "Did  you marry  a virgin  or a matron?" 

I replied,  "A  matron." 

He said, "Why  didn't  you marry  a young girl  so that you 

may play with  her and she with  you?" 

When we were about to enter (Medina), the Prophet said, 

"Wait  so that you may enter (Medina)  at night  so that the 

lady  of unkempt  hair  may comb her hair  and the one 



41 JOYCE  
 

 

 

whose husband has been absent may shave her pubic re-

gion." 

Bukhari 62.16 

After  catching her breath, and with  no snagged pubic hair  to hold  her 

down,  Joyce stood up and bent over to pull  up her jeans and panties. 

Without  taking  my eyes off  her as she struggled  to fit  her saddle-

tempered buttocks inside a pair  of tight  jeans, I reached down  and 

zipped  myself up. Everything  felt  at bit  moist and sticky, but I didnõt 

give it  a second thought.  

This was all new to me, including  the fact that much of what  is ex-

pelledñespecially with  the recipient  on top, and gravity  being what  it  

isñleaks out, mixed  with  what  Muhammad  may have mistaken for  a 

womanõs ejaculate (actually fluid  that is sometimes expelled from  the 

urethra during  sex). Whatever he was referring  to, Godõs spokesperson 

claimed that if  this discharge occurred before her husbandõs, the child  

conceived would  look like  its mother. 

Narrated  Um Salama:  

Um-Sulaim came to Allah's  Apostle  and said, "Verily,  Allah  is 

not shy of (telling  you) the truth.  Is it  necessary for  a woman 

to take a bath after she has a wet dream (nocturnal  sexual 

discharge?)"  

The Prophet replied,  "Yes, if  she notices a discharge."  

Um Salama, then covered her face and asked, "O Allah's  

Apostle!  Does a woman get a discharge?"  

He replied,  "Yes, let your  right  hand be in dust (an Arabic  

expression you say to a person when you contradict  his 

statement meaning ôyou will  not achieve goodnessõ), and that 

is why  the son resembles his mother." 

Bukhari 3:132 

This statement about a womanõs ejaculate having  an impact on their  

childôs complexion is surprising  since, in the Koran, a woman is only  a 

warm  place where the man deposits his sperm. From the entire male 

ejaculateñnot from  a single flagellate whose existence was unknown  at 

the timeñAllah  creates a male or a female. The woman has nothing  to 

do with  it.  This may explain why  Allah  and His spokesman consider 
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her monthly  discharge of blood and other materials an impurity  

unrelated to her role in procreation. 

75:36 Does man think  that he shall be left unattended? 

75:37 Was he not a drop  of sperm released? 

75:38 Then, he was a leech; then He created and fashioned 

(him);  

75:39 Making  of him a couple, male and female. 

Um Salama, wife  number six, was thirty  years old when she accepted 

an offer of marriage from Godõs spokesman after her first  husband suc-

cumbed to battle wounds . Muhammadõs statement about what  causes 

a son to resemble his mother brought  a smile to the face of a mature 

woman who  may have known  better. 

Narrated  Abu  Salama:  

Um Salama said, "O Allah's  Apostle!  Allah  does not refrain  

from saying the truth!  Is it  obligatory  for a woman to take a 

bath after she gets nocturnal  discharge?"  

He said, "Yes, if  she notices the water (i.e. discharge)."  

Um Salama smiled and said, "Does a woman get discharge?" 

Allah's  Apostle  said, "Then why  does a child  resemble (its 

mother)?"  

Bukhari 55.545 

If  Joyce noticed anything,  she didnõt mention  it,  and if  she did,  she 

probably  assumed I had seen it  and would  take care of it  when I got the 

chance.  

I donõt remember a single word  said between us during  or after the 

blessed event. Maybe it  was because no words  were spoken; at least, no 

words  worthy  of commitment  to long-term memory. I know  I didnõt 

want  to betray that it  was my first  time, so maybe I kept my mouth  

shut. As for  Joyce, what  could she say? When she picked up the pace 

toward  the end, it  obviously  had nothing  to do with  what was happen-

ing with  me; rather, it  was the sight of the man she was obviously  

thinking  about when having  sex with  me as he rode into  view.  

In those days, most sports cars had separate seats for  the driver  and 

front  passenger. My  car was not a sports car; it  had a bench seat (one 
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seat from  door to door, not unlike  the back seat of most vehicles). 

When we drove into  the Tk'emlups Indian  reserve, she was sitting  by 

the door; when we drove out, she was sitting  next to me. The Universe 

had shifted, and in a good direction.   

I dropped  her off at her place, then went  home. A younger, more expe-

rienced sister was there with  her friends when I walked  in. Alice poin t-

ed to my pants and shouted out with  unrestrained amusement: òShot 

spots, Bernie just had sex!ó I looked down.  What a mess! I never told  

Joyce she was my first,  nor did  I tell  my sister that her exclamation 

marked a rite of passage. 



 

 

 

 

Anne  ð Part  2 

Anne whispered  what  I came to accept was a contrived,  òI love you.ó I 

think,  for her as well,  love, real or imagined, added to the sexual expe-

rience. I could not bring  myself to tell  her I loved her back, though  I 

liked  her lot, as a person and as a lover.  If  I had said I loved her, it  

would  have meant I cared for  her more than I cared for  my Lucette, 

and that was simply  not the case. Nonetheless, when she asked me to 

move in with  her, I said I would  talk  it  over with  Lucetteñas silly  as 

that sounds. 

That obviously  took her aback. òWhat do you mean you want  talk it  

over with  your  wife?ó she said. òYou tell  her youõre leaving, pack your  

bags, and come over to my place. You donõt drag this sort of thing  

out!ó  

Talking  about things that mattered is what  my Lucette and I did  all the 

time. When I brought  up the idea of leaving her, she said: òItõs Anne, 

isnõt it?ó Before I had a chance to answer, in the forthright  and confi-

dent manner that I admired,  she added: òShe is not the woman for you. 

I am!ó  

She would  grant me a divorce only  after we had gone to a marriage 

counsellor and been told  that our  marriage could  not be saved. I said 

my mind  was made up.  

òIn that case,ó she replied,  òI will  see a counsellor by myself.ó  

She may have been playing  for  time, hoping  that I would  come to my 

senses, which  I did,  but it  was a close thing.  During  what  turned  out to 

be a short affairñas affairs go, I assumeñI had never spent the night  

with  Anne. I always went home to my Lucette.  

It  was another late night  at work  and with  nothing  for  her to do, I 

asked Anne to wait  for  me at the bar across the street. When I arrived,  

she was having a drink  with  the barman and another guy. She got 

straight  to the point.  If  I didnõt spend the night  with  her, she would  

spend it  with  these guys, pointing  at each grinning  face in turn.  Lucette 

was right.  She was not the one for me.  

My  Lucette was already in bed when I got home. It  was not that late, 

but since the day I had told  her of my intention  to leave her for another 

woman, she had started going to bed earlier and earlier. 
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I sat on the floor.  She allowed  me to take her hand while  I apologized 

for what  I had put  her through.  She admitted  that the counselling had 

ended some time ago, and that the last piece of advice from the coun-

sellor had been that I wasnõt worth  it,  to divorce me and get on with  

her life.  

I also didnõt think  I was worth  it  at the tim e, but  I am glad my Lucette 

did.  

òBut what  if  it  happens again?ó  

A line had been crossed. The only  guarantee I could give her was that I 

would  never leave her. I would  always be there for her when she need-

ed me. She would  have to leave me.  

That I would  always be there to look after her, if  she needed looking  

after, she took for granted. I think  I proved  that during  the more than 

eight years she struggled  with  the twin  afflictions  of lung  cancer and 

kansasii that would  eventually  compel her to reluctantly  leave me for-

ever. Her respirologist,  in a final  report  on my Lucetteõs condition,  not-

ed what  he considered extraordinary  devotion  on the part  of a spouse. 

It  wasnõt. It  was her due and a promise kept. 

After  the episode with  Anne, my Lucette was obviously  doubtful  that I 

still  loved her the way I used toñat least, until  the broken condom in-

cident. 

Anne didnõt come into work  the next day. She called just before lunch 

and asked if  I would  come over. She met me at the door dressed in 

some sort of swimsuit  with  frills.  I didnõt care to come in and told  her it  

was over. She said she was sorry about the night  before, and turned  

around, asking  me to follow .  

The bottom backside of what  I took to be a one-piece swimsuit  was 

nothing  more than a piece of crinkly  fabric, slightly  wider  than a G-

string, stretched between two  squarish, kissing buttocks. It  reminded  

me of the behind that Cybil  Shepherd bared in The Last Picture Show 

when I was younger.  

She started walking  up the stairs that led to her bedroom, those attrac-

tive buns moving  to the rhythm  of her slow climb as if  begging me to 

follow.  I did.  

When I got there, she was already sprawled  across the bed, resting on 

her elbows and facing me with  legs spread apart and bent at the knees. 

There was no mistaking  that nearly  irresistible  come-hither  look. I 
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stopped looking  at her face when she surprised  me with  another fea-

ture of her outfit.  She reached down  and released a snap holding  the V 

of fabric covering what  Allah  and Muhammad  referred to as her 

òprivate  parts.ó  

I looked down  at an exquisite manicured patch of curly  hair  that poin t-

ed like  the tip  of an arrow  to a place that looked none the worse for 

wear despite Anneõs reputation  for  being nice. 

Even when there was no time for  foreplay,  Anne just oozed lubricat ion. 

I knew I could easily slide in there, a prelude to a no-holes-barred last 

session, and none would  be the wiser. But that would  have been 

disrespectful of my Lucette and taking  advantage of a person I also had 

feelings for, whether  she minded  or not.  

Anne inviting  me to enter her private  domain the way she did  was in 

keeping with  the stereotype Allah  and His spokesman have of women: 

that they are addicted to sex, and left  to their  own devices, would  open 

their  legs for  every Tom, Dick and Harry,  and even attempt to rape a 

man who would  rebuff  their  advances, then claim they were the victim.  

In Joseph, son of Jacobõs story in the Koran, Allah  explains why  women 

who  complain  of rape are usually  lying,  and how you can tell,  using 

the example of the wife  of an Egyptian  who bought Joseph. She would  

attempt  to seduce the reluctant  Joseph after being told  by her husband 

to make his stay an honourable one. 

12:21 And  the Egyptian  who bought him  said to his wife:  

òMake his stay honourable; perhaps he will  profit  us or we 

may take him  for  a son.ó Thus We established Joseph in the 

land and taught  him the interpretation  of dreams. Allah  has 

control  over His  Affairs  though  most people do not know.   

12:22 When he was fully  grown,  We gave him judgement and 

knowledge,  and thus We reward  the beneficent. 

12:23 And  the woman, in whose house he was, sought to se-

duce him.  She closed the doors firmly  and said: òCome.ó He 

said: òAllah forbid.  It  is my Lord  who gave me a good abode. 

Surely, the wrongdoers  do not prosper.ó 

12:24 Certainly  she made for  him  and he would  have made 

for  her if  it  were not for a sign from  his Lord.  And  that was to 

divert  him  from evil  and indecency. He was indeed one of 

Our  sincere servants. 
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A woman can also be expected to lie about a sexual assault, for  exam-

ple falsely accusing a man of attempted rape when, in fact, she was the 

aggressor. 

12:25 They raced to the door, and she ripped  his shirt  from  

behind. When they met her husband at the door, she said: 

òWhat is the penalty of one who  intended  evil  for  your  wi fe 

except imprisonment  or severe punishment?ó 

Exceptionally,  when relating this encounter, Allah  concedes that men 

can, in rare instances, be the aggressors and describes how you can tell. 

12:26 He (Joseph) said: òShe sought to seduce me.ó And  a 

member of her household bore witness: òIf his shirt  was torn 

from the front,  then she is telling  the truth  and he is a liar.  

12:27 òBut if  his shirt  is torn  from  behind, then she lies and he 

is one of the truthful.ó 

While  admitting  that men are, on occasion, forceful in the pursuit  of 

intimacy,  Allah  makes another generalization about women: that they 

are skilled in the art of deception. Notice the plural , òyou women,ó in 

verse 12:28: 

12:28 When he (the husband) saw that his shirt  was torn from 

behind, he said: òThis is part of your  guile, you women. Your 

guile is indeed very great.ó 

This perfidious  behaviour  and their  destructive,  insatiable urge is why  

women must be kept under  close supervisionñunder lock and key, if  

necessary.  

That Anne liked  sex is obvious. Itõs a natural  urge that, in my opinion,  

women find  easier to control  than men. Allah  perhapsñHis spokes-

man almost definitely ñwas projecting personal insecurities when urg-

ing women to cover up, and tasked their  fathers and later their  hus-

bands to make sure they did.  This is not to protect women from them-

selves, but from the weakness of men unable to control  their  lust  for 

females who expose even the most innocuous part of their  anatomy, 

with  Muhammad  the poster boy for  such men. 

Allah,  it  is clear, was extremely attentive to His spokespersonõs sexual 

needs. This is evident, for example, in a revealed truth  (an immutable  

fact communicated to a mortal  by a god) where he laid  out, in some 

detail,  all the females Muhammad  could have sex with,  including  òbe-

lieving  womenó who threw  themselves at him  because of his exalted 



LOVE,  SEX AND ISLAM  48  
 

 

 

position.  I interpret  the phrase òwho gives herself freely to the Proph-

etó in the following  revelation as allowing  Muhammad  to break one of 

Allahõs most strict  prohibitions:  sex outside of marriage. 

33:50 O Prophet, we have made lawful,  for you, your  

wives, whose dowry  you have paid, what  your  right  hand 

owns (slave-girls) out of the spoils of war that Allah  gave 

you, the daughters of your  paternal uncles, the daughters 

of your  paternal aunts, the daughters of your  maternal 

uncles, the daughters of your  maternal aunts who emi-

grated with  you, and any believing woman who gives 

herself freely to the Prophet, if  the Prophet desires to mar-

ry  her, granted exclusively to you, but not the believers. 

We know  what  We have prescribed for  them, regarding  

their  wives and what  their  right  hands own,  so that you 

may not be at fault.  Allah  is All -Forgiving,  Merciful.  

Muhammad's  outspoken child  bride Aisha told  her husband how she 

felt  about Allah's  readiness to indulge  him in everything  sexual. This 

included  something as mundane as granting  her husbandñin the most 

sacred of scriptural  text, of all thingsñthe right  to reschedule a wifeõs 

turn  in his coitus rotation,  or even denying  a spouse the pleasure of his 

company for as long as he wished. 

33:51 You may defer any of them you wish, and take in any 

of them that you wish  or any that you may have cut off.  So 

you are not liable to reproach. For thus it  is more likely  that 

they will  be delighted  and will  not grieve, but be content 

with  what  you have given each one of them. Allah  knows 

what  is within  your  hearts; and Allah  is All -Knowing,  Clem-

ent. 

Narrated  Aisha:  

I used to look down  upon those ladies who had given them-

selves to Allah's  Apostle and I used to say, "Can a lady giv e 

herself (to a man)?" But when Allah  revealed: "You (O Mu-

hammad) can postpone (the turn  of) whom  you will  of them 

(your  wives), and you may receive any of them whom  you 

will;  and there is no blame on you if  you invite  one whose 

turn  you have set aside (temporarily).'  (33:51) I said (to the 

Prophet), "I feel that your  Lord  hastens in fulfilling  your  

wishes and desires." 
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Bukhari 60.311 

Allahõs most pathetic pandering  to His spokespersonõs all-consuming 

lust would  prove particularly  detrimental  to both the physical and 

emotional wellbeing  of orphans. 

Muhammad  was already married  to six women, not counting  concu-

bines and slave-girls,  who  could, depending on the circumstances, sat-

isfy any sexual yearning, when he walked  in on his daughter -in-law 

Zaynab when she was almost naked. He just had to have her.  

During  the time of ignorance (before Islam on the Arabian  Peninsula), 

men adopted orphaned boys who then became part of the adopted fa-

therõs lineage and were considered de facto progeny, e.g., a legitimate  

heir. Because laws and traditions  at this time did  not distinguish  be-

tween an adopted or natural -born son, the taboo against marrying  your  

natural  son's wife  extended to adopted descendants. 

A  legal way had to be found  for  Muhammad  to marry  his daughter -in-

law, who also just happened to be his cousin. The Law-Maker was only  

too happy to oblige His greatest and last spokesperson by changing the 

status of adopted sons from sons to òbrothers in religion,ó Revelation 

33:5.  

33:4 Allah  did  not create two  hearts within  the breast of any 

man; and He did  not make your  wives, whom  you compare to 

your  mothersõ backs; and He did  not make your  [adopted]  sons 

your  sons in fact. That is your  own claim, by your  words  of 

mouth.  Allah  speaks the truth  and He guides to the Right Path. 

33:5 Assign them to their  own fathers. That is more equitable 

in the sight of Allah;  but if  you do not know  their  real fathers, 

then they are your  brothers in religion,  your  adopted fellow  

Muslims.  You are not at fault  if  you err therein; but only  in 

what your  hearts intend.  Allah  is ever All -Forgiving,  All -

Merciful.  

Demoting  adopted sons to òbrothers in religionó made their  wives, up-

on divorce, eligible  to be taken in marriage by the adoptive  father.  

33:37 And  [remember] when you said to him  whom  Alla h fa-

voured  and you favoured:  (this is addressed to Zayd regard-

ing his wife  Zaynab) òHold on to your  wife  and fear Allahó, 

while  you concealed within  yourself  what  Allah  would  re-

veal and feared other men, whereas Allah  had a better right  
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to be feared by you. Then, when Zayd had satisfied his desire 

for  her, We gave her to you in marriage; so that the believers 

should  not be at fault,  regarding  the wives of their  adopted 

sons, once they have satisfied their  desire for  them. For A l-

lahõs Command must be accomplished. 

Leave it  to Allah  to come up with  an excuse for Zayd (also spelled 

Zaid)  wanting  to divorce Zaynab, which  neatly encapsulates His view  

of women as commodities.  It  has nothing  to do with  Zayd wanting  to 

please his father-in-law and the most powerful  Arab ever, but because 

he òhad satisfied his desire for her.ó This left God free to give her to 

His cherished spokesman so that he, in turn,  could quench his craving 

for his irresistible  cousin. 

After  Zayd prudently  divorced  Zaynab, Muhammad  was free to marry  

the object of his lust, Allah  having relegated her former  husband to no 

more than an acquaintance for  whom  His spokesman provided  room 

and board. 

Orphaned boys were almost unknown  in the Arab world  until  Allah  

changed their  status so that His spokesman could  marry  his adopted 

son's wife.  The revelation  changing the relationship  between adopted 

sons and their  surrogate parentsñallowing  Muhammad  to add his 

former  daughter -in-law to his collection of wives, concubines and 

slave-girlsñresulted in an untold  number of children  in the Islamic 

world  from that day onward  with  no living  person to call father. 

God may have regretted creating orphans, where before there were 

only  sons, so that His spokesman could  satisfy his lust for his cousin 

and daughter -in-law, to send more than a handful  of revelations about 

looking  after their  welfare. 

Muhammadõs adopted son, now brother -in-religion,  would  die in one 

of the innumerable  bloody,  pitiless battles waged to convert the people 

of the Peninsula and beyond. God's spokesman ordered that the wom-

en mourning  Zayd's passing a little  too loudly  be silenced, but  that 

proved  impossible. 

Narrated  Aisha:   

When the news of the martyrdom  of Zaid  bin Haritha,  Ja'far 

and 'Abdullah  bin Rawaha came, the Prophet sat down  look-

ing sad, and I was looking  through  the chink  of the door. A 

man came and said, "O Allah's  Apostle!  The women of Ja'far," 

and then he mentioned their  crying.   
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The Prophet (p.b.u.h) ordered him to stop them from crying.  

The man went and came back and said, "I tried  to stop them 

but they disobeyed."  

The Prophet (p.b.u.h) ordered him for the second time to for-

bid  them. He went  again and came back and said, "They did  

not listen to me, (or "us": the sub-narrator  Muhammad  bin 

Haushab is in doubt  as to which  is right)."   

'Ai sha added: The Prophet said, "Put dust in their  mouths."  

I said (to that man), "May  Allah  stick your  nose in the dust 

(i.e. humiliate  you). By Allah,  you could not (stop the women 

from  crying)  to fulfill  the order, besides you did  not relieve 

Allah's  Apostle from  fatigue."  

Bukhari 23.392 

Anneõs brazen exhibitionism  should  have, according to our  in-and-out-

of-this-world  dynamic  duo, caused me to experience a Pavlovian-like  

reaction, an uncontrollable  urge to dive right  in, then and there, and 

jump  her bones. Instead, I repeated that it  was over and went  back to 

work.   

Wanting  to experience the closeness, the physical intimacy  that only  

intercourse makes possible, let alone the desire to procreate, is an urge 

that both sexes use to influence the other. Anneõs provocative  display  

of what  Allah  and His spokesperson consider to be for  her husbandõs 

eyes only  was obviously  meant to influence my behaviour  toward  her, 

perhaps by reminding  me what  I would  be missing if  I broke up with  

her over what  had transpired  the day before.  

It  didnõt work,  but there is absolutely nothing  wrong  with  her sending 

such a clear and unambiguous,  not to say, memorable message. 

Anne was on probation.  The next day when she was supposed to re-

turn  to work,  there was no Anne. Dennis, the public  servant to whom  I 

reported, said that he had kicked her off  the team because she was a 

disruptive  influence (she wasnõt). Why  now? I donõt know.  

Being on probation,  she risked losing her job. A heated argument en-

sued and we almost came to blows. If  it was about the affair,  I was just 

as responsible, if  not more, and it  was none of Dennisõs business. I quit  

in protest.  
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Before I could make it  out the door, I was intercepted by Dennisõs boss 

inviting  me into  his office. He knew I was worried  about Anne losing 

her job. He assured me that, before that happened, he would  find  her a 

better one elsewhere, as long as I did  not quit.  He was true to his word.   

It  took a few weeks to secure the position,  during  which  time Anne 

would  have nothing  more to do with  me, avoiding  me like  the prover-

bial plague. The last time I saw her at work,  I was having  a cigarette (I 

quit  smoking a long time ago) in a place I used to go to be alone with  

my thoughts. She came by to say thank you. She would  shortly  be tak-

ing a new position  in another building  and had just found  out that by 

quitting  my jobñif  only  for a few minutes, as it  turned  outñI had 

saved hers. 

With  Anne, I had not yet learned to separate sex from love. When I was 

having sex, I was making  love. This meant falling  in love to a certain 

degree with  whomever  I was doing  it  with,  even if  I could  not admit  it. 

That would  have to change if  I was going to keep my promise to 

Lucette.  

It  would  change, thanks, in part, to the young woman who got me in-

terested in reading the Koran and to whom  Remembering Uzza is dedi-

cated. 



 

 

 

 

Mary  

On Crescent Street in Montréal,  there is a two -story building  with  two  

spacious outdoor  balconies. One is an extension of a well -appointed  

restaurant that takes up the entire top floor;  the other, an extension of 

the first -floor  Cheers-like  bar, only  bigger. Beneath it  all is a nightclub  

where disco went to die and found  a new lease on life  when I was 

there. 

The building,  which  encompasses the restaurant, the bar and the disco, 

is called Thursdaysñin French, "Les Beaux Jeudis,ó though  even its 

French clientele call it  Thursdays. Thursdays is where I met her. 

It  was late Tuesday night  and the place was not very busy. Not  because 

it  was Tuesday at Thursdays, which  was a party  every night  of the 

week, but because there was a raging snowstorm outside. I was nurs-

ing my second gin and tonic when she walked  in, the most stunning  

black woman I had ever seen. 

There was the white  of her eyes as they searched the semi-darkness 

that separated her from  me. There was her long, braided black hair that 

swung back and forth  as she made her way to the bar where I was sit-

ting.  

My  grateful  eyes took in that body with  nothing  but curves wrapped  in 

a short, tight,  white  satin dress covered with  a mesh-like  material, end-

ing in fr inges that stroked her skin as she walked.  

She sat two  stools to my left and crossed her legs, exposing a muscular 

black-as-coal thigh  straining  against the white  mesh.  

Her dress was square-cut along the top with  only  the crests of her am-

ple, perfectly round  breasts showing,  so close together that you 

couldnõt have slipped  a sheet of paper between them. 

It  was only  a matter of time before our  eyes met, and when they did,  I 

said hi; she said hello. I said bonjour;  she said bonsoir. She asked if  she 

could move closer. I said bien sur. 

Mary  spoke near-perfect French. Not  that high-pitched, hysterical, pre-

tentious French spoken by Parisian snobs and garçons de café, but a 

happy, melodious  French, not unlike  in tone to the English you might  

hear on a beach in Jamaica. 
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With  so few of us in the bar, the DJ didnõt mind,  after I slipped  him a 

few dollars, playing  a few tunes from my younger  days. I asked if  she 

would  join me on one of Thursdaysõ two  dance floors. She chose the one 

with  the disco ball and a circular  rotating  platform.  

I couldnõt dance then and still  canõt, but that was okay; she did  enough 

dancing for  the both of us. I was quite happy to stand there shuffling  

my feet and watching  her. She danced wildly,  she danced gracefully,  

she danced seductively, moving  around the entire space, never taking  

her eyes off me.  

Eventually,  still  swaying her hips in that sensual sideways motion  with  

just a hint  of back and forth  action, she moved closer and closer until  

she was near enough to wrap  her hands around the back of my neck, 

then thrust  those hips forward  so hard that I thought  she might  have 

broken something. 

When it  was time to leave, I offered to walk  her to her car. The snow 

had really  piled  up. The Chateau Royale, my hotel, was just across the 

street. She asked if  she could spend the night.  I agreed. 

I think  it  was when we were alone in the elevator that she mentioned 

that if  we got to know  each other better, there would  be a price to pay. I 

thought  I was doing  her a favour  only  to be told  that it  could  cost me! I 

had never paid  for  sex, though, like  many men, I have paid  for  expen-

sive dinners hoping  that intimacy  would  follow.  

As we were getting undressed, Mary  told  me her rate: $240 an hour. 

She was grateful  enough to only  charge me that amount  for the entire 

night.  It  was almost midnight  and I had to be at work  first  thing  in the 

morning.  Even if  I had been interested, it  was not a great deal. We 

spent the night  facing away from each other; she lay on one side of my 

king -sized bed and me, on the other. 

The next morning,  she was not smiling,  but I was. Is there anything  

more pleasing to the eye than a woman you first  saw naked the night  

before getting out of bed in the bright  morning  light  to take a shower? 

But she didnõt shower. I had to be content watching  her get dressed 

and walk  out the door. 

I thought  that was that. I donõt remember how many days had passed 

when there was a knock at the door  in the middle  of the night.  There 

she was, asking if  she could sleep over again. Sure, why  not? 
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She again got undressed and into  bed, still  on her side but a little  closer 

to mine. When I crawled over and put  my arms around  her, she didnõt 

seem to mindñshe even lightly  pressed her hips against my lap while  

reminding  me that anything  more came with  a price. No money wou ld  

again change hands, but it  was quit e pleasant not having  to sleep alone.  

The same scenario was repeated a few days later, except this time I 

didnõt have to crawl  halfway  across the bed. I just rolled  over and there 

she was. Again,  I wrapped  my arms around  her, my forearms beneath 

her breasts acting like a push-up bra, as if  they needed one. Even when 

moving  around  the room with  nothing  on, Maryõs impressive breasts 

seemed to defy gravity.   

This time it  was not a light  tap; her hips pushed back hard, and she 

started moving  them like a stripper  trying  to perform  a lap dance while  

lying  on her side next to her client. In no time at all, her posteriorõs im-

pressive twins  had trapped what  they had aroused in the narrow  can-

yon between them.  

An obstinate erection that didnõt care what  time it  was, or what  my 

brain wanted, would  have to be content spending the night  pressed 

against her backside, hoping  the sensation of being stretched out and 

more than half buried  between the soft and smothering buttocks of a 

young African  woman might  bring  release in a dream. But it  wasnõt 

over; far from it. 

There was no talk  of money when she raised the leg that was on top, 

bending it  at the knee and forming  an archway that easily allowed  a 

hand to come through.  Her behind moved out of the way just long 

enough to grab what  it  came for, taking  me to a place already moist in 

anticipation.  

There was no frenzied  thrusting ñjust a slow, silent back and forth  

with  only  the occasional peek outside the entrance of a tunnel  with  no 

exit. She didnõt moan much during  the entire time and I didnõt make 

any of the sounds that men make when they feel like  the dam is about 

to burst, plunging  in with  renewed vigour  as if  wanting  their  entire 

body to disappear into  that too-narrow  opening.  

I though t I heard a whimper  when her cushioning bum jerked forward,  

each cheek pressing hard against the other as they left  the comfort  of 

my lap. It  was not the spasmodic clench-and-release that is your  assur-

ance that you have made your  partner very happy and a testament to 

your  competence as a lover. Her hips returned  to my lap shortly  after, 



LOVE,  SEX AND ISLAM  56  
 

 

 

pressing hard against the base of what  was slowly  deflating  inside her 

before slipping  out to momentarily  rest on that black, muscular, 

smooth-as-silk thigh.  

Wow, unprotected sex with  a hooker?! That was bit  reckless, I hear you 

telling  me. When that working  girl  puts a condom on you before pene-

tration,  or even before oral sex, it  is not for  your  protection  but hers.  

When Mary  parked me outside the entrance to her vagina as an invit a-

tion  to press on and make myself at home, she knew an exchange of 

bodily  fluids  was inevitable.  But she also knew, from our  time together 

not having  sex, that I would  not put  her out of business for  any length 

of time. Still,  if  it  had not happened the way it  did,  I would  have insist-

ed on her sheathing it  before I went  in, or done it  myself. 

There was another thing  about Mary  that I would  later discover was 

unusual for a woman in her profession. She always smelled nice, even 

when all you could detect was her body odour  and not some light  fra-

grance that could  not have camouflaged anything.   

Hookers and cheating wives look to the same solution  if  they donõt 

have time to shower or bathe after sex: they pour  on the perfume to 

mask the scent of the man and the deed. That meant that whatever 

Mary  was doing  with  other men did  not involve  full  body-on-body 

contact, or that she met her clients at their  hotels, after which  she 

would  shower. This also explained why  it  had not been a priority  for 

her to do so before leaving my apartment to make her way home on 

previous mornings.  The reason for  her sporadic visits would  also be-

come evident:  those were the evenings she was too late to catch the last 

metro.  

She got up first  the next morning  and took a quick  shower while  I was 

still  wiping  the sleep from  my eyes. She asked for  money, but only  for  

a cab to get her home. She lived  off the Island of Montr éal so it  was an 

expensive ride. The underground  metro, with  a station less than a 

block from my hotel, would  certainly  get her there faster than a cab 

fighting  morning  traffic  all the way to Longueil.   

I was happy to give her the fare, even knowing  she would  probably  

take the faster, cheaper way home. I even threw  in money for  break-

fastña good breakfast. It  was still  a better deal than the price she quot-

ed me that first  night,  but this was never about the cost. Maybe sex 

with  me was not that bad, compensated by cab fare and breakfast, and 
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it  was not simply  the convenience of my apartment that made up the 

difference. Who am I kidding?   

I was in my forties and her, maybe twenty  years younger. I was not the 

young man a prostitute  might  prefer to the older man who  could  offer 

more for her favours, like  in the following  hadith  in which  temporary  

marriages are sanctioned by Godõs spokesman. 

Sabra Juhanni  reported:  

Allah's  Messenger (may peace be upon him)  permitted  

temporary  marriage for us. So I and another person went  

out and saw a woman of Bana 'Amir,  who was like  a 

young long-necked she-camel. We presented ourselves to 

her (for contracting temporary  marriage), whereupon she 

said: What dower  would  you give me? 

I said: My  cloak. And  my companion also said: My  cloak. 

And  the cloak of my companion was superior  to my cloak, 

but I was younger than he. So when she looked at the 

cloak of my companion she liked  it, and when she cast a 

glance at me I looked more attractive to her. 

She then said: Well, you and your  cloak are sufficient  for 

me. 

I remained with  her for  three nights, and then Allah's  

Messenger (may peace be upon him)  said: He who  has 

any such woman with  whom  he had contracted tempo-

rary marriage, he should let her off. 

Sahih Muslim 8:3252 

According  to another narrator,  that approval  is implicit  in Revelation 

5:87, which  Godõs spokesman recited when he allowed  temporary  mar-

riages. 

Narrated  Abdullah:  

We used to participate  in the holy  wars carried on by the 

Prophet and we had no women (wives) with  us. So we 

said (to the Prophet). "Shall we castrate ourselves?" 

But the Prophet forbade us to do that and thenceforth he 

allowed  us to marry  a woman (temporarily)  by giving  her 

even a garment, and then he recited: "O you who believe! 
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Do not make unlawful  the good things which  Allah  has 

made lawful  for you." Qur'an 5:87 

Bukhari 60:139 

The holy  warriors  from  the preceding hadiths had obviously not re-

ceived any femalesñwives or daughtersñas their  share of the booty. 

That would  have eliminated  the need to seek sex with  a prostitute.  A 

revealed truth  within  a hadith  (both reinforcing  one another) meant to 

reduce the reluctance of some believers to raping  wives in front  of hus-

bands who  survived  their  encounter with  the Muslims.  

The Apostle  of Allah  (may peace be upon him)  sent a mil i-

tary expedition  to Awtas  on the occasion of the battle of 

Hunain.  They met their  enemy and fought  with  them. 

They defeated them and took them captives. 

Some of the Companions of the Apostle of Allah  (may 

peace be upon him)  were reluctant to have intercourse 

with  the female captives in the presence of their  husbands 

who  were unbelievers. So Allah,  the Exalted, sent down 

the Qurõanic verse: (4:24) "And  all married  women (are 

forbidden)  unto you save those (captives) whom  your  

right  hands possess." 

Abu Dawud 2.2150 

In areas controlled  by the Muslims,  a prostitute  was usually  the slave-

girl  of a believer who  willingly  accepted to have sex with  men other 

than her owner for compensation. 

24:33 Let those who  do not find  the means to marry  be ab-

stinent, till  Allah  enriches them from his Bounty.  Those 

whom  your  right  hands own and who wish to pay for 

their  emancipation, conclude a contract with  them, if  you 

know  that there is some good in them, and give them of 

Allahõs wealth  which  He gave you. Do not force your  

slave-girls  into  prostitution,  if  they wish  to be chaste, in 

order to seek the fleeting goods of this life. Whoever forc-

es them, surely Allah,  after their  being forced, is Forgiv-

ing, Merciful.  

Sunni doctrine doesnõt allow  for temporary  marriages as a means of 

getting around Allahõs prohibition  against pre-marital  sex, in spite of 
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God implicitly  allowing  slave owners to pimp out slave-girls  who did  

not care to remain òchaste.ó  

As for  those sayings of Muhammad  allowing  it, respected Sunni schol-

ar and author  of The Lawful and Prohibited in Islam quotes a companion 

of Muhammad,  a fellow  by the name of Al -Juhani, who  claimed that 

after the conquest of Mecca, Godõs spokesperson abrogated his earlier 

ruling  and said, henceforth, all temporary  marriages were forbidden.  

Nonetheless, you will  find  the largest brothel in the world  in a Sunni 

country.  Itõs an entire village,  that of Daulatdia in Bangladesh, one of 

twenty  government  sanctioned brothels (as of 2019). 

The greatest number  of temporary  marriages are performed  in Shia 

Iran, held in unofficial  brothels where you will  find  an imam who is 

prepared, for  a price, to proffer  a temporary  marriage certificate. The 

payment for sex is deemed to be her dowry  so believers can avoid  go-

ing to hell for having  sex with  a woman outside of actual marriage. The 

hypocrisy  never fails to astound.  

I suppose that I, too, was being a hypocrite,  pretending  that paying for  

an expensive cab rideñwhich  she probably  did  not even takeñwas not 

paying  for sex. The pretending  stopped when her nocturnal  visits be-

gan interfering  with  the work  for  which  I was getting well  paid. 

I ended my nights with  Mary  somewhat abruptly.  I told  the night  clerk 

not to let her come up to my apartment anymore. To tell  her, if  neces-

sary, that I was no longer a guest of the Chateau Royale. I did  not ex-

pect him to go that far, but he did.  It  was inevitable  that I would  run  

into  her again and have to admit  that, no, I had not moved out. She 

was somewhat humiliated  and disappointed  that I had not had the 

courage to tell  her in person that I wanted to end òour arrangement.ó 

Sex was now out of the question. Instead, we started meeting for din-

ner where we eventually  had the conversation that resulted in my ded-

icating Remembering Uzza to her.  

I wanted to know  about the world  she left behind. I remember the first  

time I asked her about her home in Africa.  We were having  dinner  at 

Thursdays'  second floor  restaurant, enjoying the patio on a warm  sum-

mer evening. I wanted  to hear about the lions, the tigers, the tropical  

rainforest, the endless summers... 
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She laughed. Her country  was not like  that at all. It  was dirt  roads, arid  

dusty fields, and no wildlife  to speak of. As far as the tropical  forest 

was concerned, there was almost none left. 

On other nights, she talked about her family.  Her father and mother  

remained in Africa.  She hinted  at a relationship  that seemed to be her 

prime  motivator  for immigrating  to Canada: to escape a marriage in 

the Islamic tradition,  which  she once described as "god-sanctioned 

rape." 

Remembering Uzza is dedicated to that young woman from Africa  

whom  I met one snowy night  almost twenty  years ago, who inspired  

me to go on a voyage of discovery of a religion  like no other. Uzza 

should  have been the culmination  of that journey wherein  I imagined 

her spending an evening in a bar in conversation with  patrons talking  

about what  I have learned. 

I had a client who dated mainly  prostitutes  and avoided serious rela-

tionships. His motto  was òitõs cheaper to rent than to own.ó Bob in Re-

membering Uzza is based on his personality;  I gave him  a copy of the 

book. At  fifty -something, he expressed disappointment  with  how 

things had turned out. He envied what  I had had with  Lucette and told  

me how lucky  I had been.  

I was no longer having  sex with  Mary,  but another line had been 

crossed and I no longer cared about the money, which  I could  afford.  

After  Mary,  I became an easy mark for  all the young to slightly  older 

women who  dropped  by Thursdays looking  to entice a patron into  pay-

ing for  sex. I would  end it  all after, of all things, having  sex for free 

with  a young stripper  who  forced me to confront  the morality  of what  I 

was doing.  



 

 

 

 

 

Ja smine  

I donõt consider prostitution  an ignoble profession if  nobody gets hurt  

and itõs what  you want  to do, but itõs not for  everyone and it  should not 

have been for  me. Paying for what  Lucette gave freely out of love for 

me, and the pleasure she got when I returned  that love, should  have 

been sufficient.  If  I could  say no to Anne, why  could I not say no to 

these young women? Booze and loneliness obviously  played a role, but 

itõs no excuse.  

I donõt remember her name, but since Jasmine comes to mind,  that is 

what  I will  call her. With  Jasmine, I was to spend the most enigmatic 

night  of my life. 

Jasmine was a young stripper  working  the day shift  at a strip  club 

around the corner from Thursdays. I barely recognized her when she 

walked  into  the bar. It  was the first  time Iõd seen her there. She sat on 

the stool next to me and bought  herself a drink.  Being from Toronto, 

she didnõt speak much French, but she knew I spoke English when she 

spotted me at the bar.  

Jasmineõs skin was a dark brown,  not black. She had the curves but not 

the robust physique of Mary.  Mary  braided her hair, while  Jasmineõs 

hair  was all curls, a lot  like Little  Orphan Annie;  black curls, like  a halo 

surrounded  an angelic face, making  her look almost too young to be 

buying  a drink,  let alone stripping  for a living.  She was returning  to 

Toronto the next day. Her mood was somewhat sullen; not what  you 

would  expect from someone trying  to seduce you into  paying  for sex, 

which  I assumed was her intention  when she first  sat down  next to me. 

It  was early  in the evening and she was still  nursing  whatever  she had 

ordered when she turned  to me and said, òIõm tired  of this. Can we just 

go over to your  place and watch television?ó That is what  we did.   

She did  not sit at one end of the couch but toward  the middle,  so I did  

the same after turning  on the television and getting us each a beer. We 

put  our feet up on the coffee table and looked at each other, then she 

smiled. I put  an arm around her shoulders and gently drew her in. That 

sullen mood slowly  disappeared as we talked about I donõt remember 

what,  ignoring  what  was on TV. It  was inevitable  that I would  hazard a 
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kiss, something you donõt do to a working  girl.  She kissed me back, if  

only  a little.  Iõm not a fan of tonsil  hockey so it  was just fine. 

Maybe I was wrong  about her. She had not demanded any money up 

front  or mentioned any hourly  rate and what  was included.  She had 

done none of the things that working  girls  do when they get you where 

they want  you. Instead, it  was like taking  a girlfriend  back to your  

place for the first  time.  

She giggled  when I started unbuttoning  her blouse with  my free hand. 

There was no frenzied  undressing, just a slow, methodical removal of 

garments with  generous kisses to show my appreciation of what  was 

being revealed.  

She didnõt grab at it  or stroke it  using the classic three-finger  grip,  or 

any other grip.  She just lightly  touched it  now and then, as if  by acci-

dent, but the sensation was enough to add a few centimetres.  

I had her lay back in a semi-sitting  position,  her shoulders resting 

against an arm of the sofa, legs raised facing me with  her heels only  a 

few inches from  her bum. I usually  didnõt care toñwhat  is the 

phrase?ñgo down  on a partner who may have, even days earlier, had 

sex with  someone other than me. 

Wit h Jasmine it  felt  different.  With  Joyce I only  rounded  third  base my 

first  time at bat; with  Jasmine I would  get to linger  there a while  as if  

she were a high school sweetheart I hoped to persuade to go all the 

way. There was another reason my head was between her legs. I had 

already touched her there, gone inside hoping  to draw  out more of the 

natural  lubricant  that would  avoid me rubbing  her excitable ôlittle man 

in the boatõ the wrong  way but finding  what  I was looking  for  in short 

supply.   

At  this point , if  she had not done so at the beginning  of proceedings, a 

working  girl  would  have reached for  her tube of K-Y Jelly and gener-

ously coated the entire area, inside and out; not my Jasmine. I was now 

convinced she was not that kind  of girl,  at least not that night  with  me. 

I slowly  parted her legs and moved down,  giving  her belly button  

more than a passing kiss before reaching what,  in my dimly  lit  living  

room, stretched out before me like  a short, sparkling  rivulet  of pink  

barely visible  between two  brownis h, hair -free contoured ridges. 

There would  be no hands wrapped  around my head making  sure I 

stayed glued to it,  or hands pushing  me away because the sensation 
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was becoming too intense. She did,  however, play with  my hair, a sure 

sign that she was not total ly enthralled  by whatever I was doing down  

there. Nonetheless, my efforts were partially  rewarded  with  a sufficient  

increase in the lubrication  that would  ensure a smooth glide back and 

forth.   

I might  have taken the time to put  on a condom, but I had used up my 

supply  making  sure I was protected when Mary  crawled into  bed after 

our  first  time bareback. Jasmine didnõt have any protection  either, an-

other sign that she was genuine. 

I crept back up that incredible  body of hers until  I was again staring 

into  her eyes. There was no sign of disappointment,  just anticipation.  It  

was not just her eyes, but her smile and parted lips waiting  to breathe. 

Her expression never changed, except for  her smile, which  fleetingly  

became a grimace when I crossed the threshold and morphed  into  a sly 

grin  when she detected that it  was over.  

There was no warning.  I had not felt  any urge to increase the pace 

when suddenly,  I was flooding  her insides. It  felt  like the spasms that 

announced there was more to come, no pun intended, would  go on 

forever. It  was like  how it  happens in dreams, the best of dreams. 

The fact that I came and she didnõt even come close was to be expected. 

Even if  I had managed to last all night,  it  was not going to happen, that 

was obvious from the very beginning. Assuming  she was at least eight-

een, she could  have been making  love to a friend  of her father, some-

thing  that I suspect, for  most girls, is not a turn  on. 

What about a grandfather? That is what  the fifty -three-year-old  Mu-

hammad could have been to the child  he contracted to marry  when she 

was six, and first  had sex with  when she was nine. Jasmine knew what  

to expect and still,  I had some difficulty  getting her to a state of arousal 

that made for  at least a pleasant sexual experience, if  only  mind -

blowing  for yours truly.  

How  would  a man ten years older  than me prepare a girl  at least half 

Jasmineõs age to be bludgeoned by his manhood, if  he could even be 

bothered? It  is obvious that Aisha didnõt have a clue what  this old 

friend  of her fatherõs intended  to do to her, based on her account of the 

blessed day. It  was all hush-hush. She was taken off  her swing  set, her 

face was wiped  clean, and she was taken by her mother to sit on Mu-

hammadõs lap. 



LOVE,  SEX AND ISLAM  64  
 

 

 

"My  mother  came to me while  I was being swung on a 

swing  between two  branches and got me down.  My  nurse 

took over and wiped  my face with  some water and started 

leading me. When I was at the door she stopped so I could  

catch my breath. I was brought  in while  Muhammad  was 

sitting  on a bed in our house. My  mother  made me sit on 

his lap. The other men and women got up and left. The 

Prophet consummated his marriage with  me in my house 

when I was nine years old. Neither  a camel nor a sheep 

was slaughtered on behalf of me.ó 

Tabari IX:131 

Unlike  Muhammadõs many other marriages, the most famous and im-

pactful  was not publicly  celebrated, the meaning of òNeither a camel 

nor a sheep was slaughtered on behalf of me.ó The fact that the day 

Godõs spokesman took Aishaõs innocence was not òcelebratedó is a 

clear indication  that Muhammad  knew the whole thing  was unseemly 

and that his kinsmen would  not have been keen on toasting his having  

sex with  a child.  

Muhammad  could have easily picked up the child  sitting  on his lap 

and, remaining  sitting,  impaled  her then and there, but I doubt  that is 

how it  happened, and not only  because of the bloody  lap that would  

ensue from  the tearing of the childõs hymen and perhaps other tissues. 

He probably  instructed  her to get on her hands and knees, after which,  

if  he had not already done so, removed her dress, or simply  lifted  it  up 

and over, exposing her pristine  òprivate parts,ó for all intents and pur-

poses his property  to do with  whatever he fancied. 

In the mandatory  marriage contract under  Islamic law,  the bride guar-

antees the groom unfettered access to her vagina and whatever other 

parts of her body Allah  considers private  but her husbandõs to do with  

whatever is permitted  under  Islamic law. As Muhammad  makes clear 

in the following  hadith,  there is no derogation from this written  under-

taking.  

Narrated  Uqba: 

The Prophet said: "The stipulations  most entitled  to be abided 

by are those with  which  you are given the right  to enjoy the 

(women's) private  parts (i.e. the stipulations  of the marriage 

contract)." 

Bukhari 62.81 
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Without  further  ado, Godõs spokesperson would  have then grabbed his 

child  brideõs hips with  both hands, not only  to steady her but to keep 

her from  trying  to move away as he relentlessly pummeled  her from  

behind. A  squirming  child  beneath him  would  have made first  posi-

tioning  himself, then forcing his way inside her more difficult  than it  

need be. But this is not the only  reason Muhammad  probably  did  it  the 

way he did.  

From what  I remember reading in an issue of Le Point, a òFrench week-

ly  political  and news magazine,ó from  behind is how Muhamm ad and 

Arab men of his time preferred to engage in intercourse. There are at 

least three demonstrable reasons for  this preferenceñfour,  if  you count 

Muhammadõs plausible example on how to first  have sex with  a child  

to whose vagina you have been granted, via a legal document and 

Godõs blessing, exclusive and unrestricted  access. 

Arab man wore the equivalent  of long flowing  robes which  may not 

have been unlike  today's thawb or thobe, an ankle-length garment, 

usually  with  long sleeves. The female equivalent  could  be said to be the 

Abaya. If  you wanted a quickie during  the day, the wife  simply  lifted  

up her robe, exposing herself and leaning against something, or simply  

got down  on all fours. You then lifted  the front  of your  garment with  

one hand and used the other to guide your  manhoodñwithout  rub-

bing it,  for that could  be considered a sin, that of masturbationñinto 

her exposed finery,  another euphemism used by Allah  and His 

spokesman to describe the parts of a femaleõs anatomy that are for her 

husbandõs eyes and use only.  What could  be simpler?  

A variation  of the above, if  you were out in the open or in a communal 

tent and wanted a modicum  of privacy,  was demonstrated in a scene 

from  The Good Kill  about the use of drones in Afghanistan.  You should 

not need to hit  your  intended  with  a haymaker to get her to lie down,  

as in the following  example. 

In this scene, which  may or may not have been staged, a drone is fil m-

ing a woman in a courtyard  sweeping patio stones. A man dressed in 

what  appears to be a traditional  flowing  robe enters the courtyard  and 

without  so much as a òby your  leave,ó punches her, sending her crash-

ing to the ground  in a heap with  her back to him.  He then mounts her 

unresponsive body and reaches beneath his clothing,  then hers. If  it  

was not for  the assailantõs discernible rocking  movements beneath the 

tangle of fabric, none would  be the wiser. 
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He is obviously  a busy man, so after only  a few energetic thrusts, he 

gets up, makes a few adjustments to his clothing,  and continues on his 

merry  way. The motionless figure  then stirs to life, grabs her broom, 

and resumes sweeping as if  what  had just happened was nothing  out 

of the ordinary.  Maybe it  wasnõt; maybe it  was her husbandõs way? 

The first  levels of Paradise will  mostly  comprise believers out in the 

open, reclining  on couches next to and facing each other (houses and 

palaces being reserved for  the more worthy  such as martyrs  in Allahõs 

Cause). 

37:43 In the Gardens of Bliss; 

37:44 Upon couches, facing each other. 

Narrated  Samura: 

The Prophet said, "Last night  two  men came to me (in a 

dream) and made me ascend a tree and then admitted  me 

into  a better and superior  house, better of which  I have 

never seen. One of them said, ôThis house is the house of 

martyrs.õ" 

Bukhari 52.49 

In Paradise, of course, you will  not need to immobilize  your  houris be-

fore getting down  to business; how you have sex with  a lack of privacy,  

however, may be similar  to the man and woman in the courtyard.   

Finally,  as you get older, especially if,  like  Muhammad,  you have more 

than one wifeñand young ones, at thatñwhom  you must service on a 

regular basis, the position  that will  literally  get you the most bang for  

the buck without  tiring  you out is the one demonstrated with  Anne 

and Mary.  You both lie down  and the man enters the womanõs front  

passage from behind. The rest of the body can relax while  the hips do 

most of the work.   

As an added bonus, non-Muslim  women can surreptitiously  help get 

themselves there, if  that is problem, by discretely massaging the sensi-

tive nerve bundle  that does not get much attention due to the angle of 

penetration, the G-spot notwithstanding.   

For the young women and teenagers who were part of Muhammadõs 

coitus rotation,  his having  intercourse with  them from  the back un-

doubtedly  made it  easier for  them to imagine, if  they were so inclined,  
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that it  was someone much closer in age making  love to themñ

something they would  never get to experience. 

No man has had more of an impact on an imperfect  world  than the so-

called perfect human being. Muhammadõs every action, for  those who  

believe in his perfection, are to be emulated as closely as possible so 

that they, too, can come as close to perfection as its personification . In 

the year 6242 or thereabout, a fifty -three-year-old  Dark Age illiterate,  

revered as the perfect human, forced his manhood into  a nine-year-

oldõs vagina, and by his example, made it  the inalienable right  of every 

Muslim  man to do the same.  

In May 2006, the Iranian  Parliament voted to make it  compulsory  for  

girls  under  the age of 15 and boys under 18 to require court approval  to 

get married.  This vote was quashed by the Guardian Council  whose 

responsibility  it  is to ensure that all laws passed by Parliament are 

compatible with  Islam. It  overruled  the Parliamentarians because of 

Muhammad's  example, thus reaffirm ing the right  of men to take chil-

dren as wives. 

A  nine-year-old child  would  have had no idea what  to expect on her 

wedding  night,  and Muhammad  admitted  as much when he said that a 

childõs consent was her silence. 

Narrated  Abu  Huraira:  

The Prophet said, "A  matron should  not be given in mar-

riage except after consulting  her; and a virgin  should not 

be given in marriage except after her permission." 

The people asked, "O Allah's  Apostle!  How  can we know  

her permission?" 

He said, "Her  silence (indi cates her permission)." 

Bukhari 62.67 

Aisha knew from experience that this was a specious justification  for  

having your  way with  a child,  and told  her husband, in so many 

words,  only  to have him  repeat his revolting  claim. 

Narrated  Aisha:  

                                                
 There is some disagreement as to the year Muhammad first had sex with Aisha. I have 2

chosen the date agreed upon by Professor John Esposito, Justin Wintle, and obviously 
others.  
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I said, "O Allah' s Apostle!  A  virgin  feels shy." 

He said, "Her  consent is (expressed by) her silence." 

Bukhari 62.68 

Without  informed  consent, as silence supposedly implies,  a womanõsñ

let alone a childõsñvagina will  be mostly  dry,  free of the extra lubric a-

tion  that comes from sexual arousal and facilitates penetration to avoid 

abrasions, tears, and other such injuries  common in rape victims.   

The depiction  of then twenty -nine-year-old  Emilia Clarkeõs wedding  

night  rape scene from Game of Thrones (next page) caused quite an up-

roar. Imagine instead the face of an innocent nine-year-old girl  who is 

being mercilessly raped from  behind, looking  at you in fear and pain 

(image may be subject to copyright).   

 

It  should  leave you nauseated and outraged that this is still  happening 

to children  because Godõs alleged spokesman and acclaimed perfect 

human being did  it  first.  If  that doesnõt make you sick to your  stomach, 

there is something seriously wrong  with  you. 

In one way, Aisha was luckier  than many child  brides. Muhammad,  by 

favour ing quantity  over quality,  probably  never built  up an adequate 

sperm count, which  would  explain his difficulties  in conceiving. Per-

haps Allah  should  have been more specific when He said that He cre-
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ates humans from  water: that He meant what  is swimming  in the fluid  

itself. 

25:54 And  it  is He who created from water a human being; 

then he made him  a kin  by blood or marriage. Your Lord  is 

All -Powerful.  

In the sub-Sahara, where Islam is making  the greatest advances at this 

writing,  Modern Ghana news magazine reported on an extraordinary  

increase in a condition  called vesicovaginal fistula  or VVF, where the 

afflicted  experience "the continuous involuntary  discharge of urine into  

the vaginal  vault."  The magazine goes on to explain that the increase is 

mainly  a result  of children  giving  birth:   

Thousands of underage child -wives are abandoned by their  

pedophile  husbands when these little  girls  develop VVF and 

dribble  urine  - a complication  of obstructed labour during  

underage child  birth.  

Whatever the reason for  the perfect human being having  sex with  a 

child,  it  should  not be an excuse for  causing so much misery and suf-

fering to this day. 

Of all the religions  that have come and gone, and those that still  plague 

our existence, none has proven more detrimental  to the welfare of chil-

dren than the one whose founderõs example is very much the essence 

of the religion.  

It  is not only  a matter of creating orphans where once there were only  

sons; it  is not only  about sanctioning grown  men taking  children  as 

wives, and impregnat ing them before it  is safe for them to give birth.  It  

is so much more. It  is about creating a world  of violence and death that 

is unsafe for  children  because the religionõs founder  valued terror  as a 

means of getting people to submit  to his will  and to the will  of the god 

for whom  he claimed to speak. 

Narrated  Abu  Huraira:  

Allah's  Apostle  said, "I have been sent with  the shortest ex-

pressions bearing the widest  meanings, and I have been 

made victorious  with  terror."  

Bukhari 52.220 

*** 

After  resting in Jasmineõs arms for  I donõt remember how long, I got up 

and asked if  she was ready for  bed. She took my hand and I led her to 
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the bedroom. That night,  for  the first  time since arriving  in Montréal,  I 

was cuddled.  I imagined myself with  my Lucette. That, and what  Jas-

mine said the next morning  when I offered her some money, set me on 

a path to a renewed self-respectñredemption  if  you likeñand isnõt 

that what  angels are supposed to do?  

She refused to accept anything  from me. She was not a prostitute;  she 

was a dancer, and she hadnõt had sex with  me for money. She was 

lonely,  and it  just felt  right.  To accept my money would  make it  all 

wrong.  

She wrote  the name of the strip  club she normally  worked  at in Toronto 

on a piece of paper and handed it  to me, then walked  out the door. I 

never saw her again. 



 

 

 

 

Josée  and  Roberta  

Allowing  young women to seduce me into  paying  for  sex when I had a 

wife  at home whom  I loved and who loved me back was not right,  as 

my time with  an angel reminded  me. I had to do something. I would  

need some help, and one of the men behind the bar was more than 

happy to provide  it. 

My  regular  bartender had been at his job for more than ten years. He 

knew these mostly  young women who walked  in alone and left  with  

the proverbial  john. We agreed on a signal. If  the girl  who  cozied up to 

me was a working  girl,  he would  discreetly nod his head and, before 

she had a chance to even introduce  herself, I would  turn  to tell  her: 

òNo, thank you.ó  

Most just smiled, got up and walked  out the door, their  cover blown.  

As mentioned in the story of Mary,  Thursdays tolerated prostitutes  who 

could pass themselves off as regular girls, trolling  for  customers as a 

sort of service for  their  out-of-town  and foreign visitors  mostly.  They 

were, in effect, part of Thursdaysõ business model. This is one reason 

why  my bartender could not overtly  intervene and tell  them I was not 

interested. With  his surreptitious  assistance I became a trolling  wor k-

ing girlõs kryptonite,  and that suited me just fine. 

Pretty soon, the stools next to me were taken up by womenñand occa-

sionally  menñwho showed no interest in me. I returned  the indiffe r-

ence until,  one day, a voice to my left called out, òWhat are you, some 

kind  of snob that you wonõt talk to us?ó That voice belonged to a tall  

blonde named Josée sitting  next to a petite brunette whom  I will  refer 

to as Roberta.  

Josée and Roberta did  not normally  sit at the bar but at a table close by, 

usually  accompanied by people I took for  friends  when they made their  

grand entrance between 5 and 6pm. Josée and Roberta, I would  soon 

discover, were a two -person marketing  firm  specializing in promoting  

new drugs to the medical profession. When I met them, that new drug  

was Viagra.  

After  a short conversation, Josée asked if  I wanted to join them for  din-

ner at Thursdaysõ restaurant on the second floor.  When we got upstairs, 

the maître dõ rushed to welcome them as if  they were royalty.  We never 

had to wait  for  a table, and it  was a good one at that. 
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They began inviting  me to dinner  at least once a week, whenever they 

were on their  own or needed a fill -in. One such evening, with  a doctor  

whom  Roberta hoped would  offer Viagra to his patients when it  hit  the 

market, was especially memorable. During  these types of dinners, Rob-

erta, the brains of the operation, needed me to keep Josée amused 

while  she attempted to persuade a sceptical member of the medical 

profession to prescribe this impotence-busting wonder  drug.   

That nightõs hard sell was a urologist,  I believe. He was adamant; you 

could not cure impotence with  a pi ll!  Impotence, he argued, was an-

other symptom  of getting old and men had to get used to it. In fact, he 

had said just that to a fifty -year-old patient who had recently devel-

oped the condition.  He told  him  there was no cure, that his sex life,  as 

he knew it , was over, and to learn to live with  it.  

While  Roberta was trying  to convince her doctor  that his patientõs sex 

life  was not over, thanks to Viagra, Josée was, I think,  trying  to con-

vince me that my sex life  could only  improve  if  I got to know  her bet-

terñstarting  with  her left  knee, which  she glued to my right.  In Iran I 

could have had her flogged for  committing  khalwat, the sin of "close 

proximity.ó Under  Sharia Law, you are guilty  of khalwat  if  you are too 

close to or touching  a person of the opposite sex for  no good reason. 

Khalwat  is not a trivial  sin. In Iran, the punishment  for committing  

some forms of khalwat  is 99 lashes. 

The Islamic prohibition  against what  most non-Muslims  would  consid-

er innocent flirting,  a normal  process of getting to know  a potential  

romantic  partner, can have extremely violent  consequences for young 

women and girls, such as the repeated rape of mostly  young Muslim  

girls  in such a civilized  city  as Paris. Samira Bellil  wrote  about the phe-

nomenon in Dans lõenfer des tournantes, or In the Hell of the Gang Rapes, 

my not-entirely -accurate translation.  This novel depicts the practice of 

men befriending  girls  as young as thirteen in order to have sex with  

them, then inviting  their  friends to do the same.  

The young Muslim  men featured therein, whose religion  has denied 

them the opportunity  to know  the opposite sex as human beings, think  

of these "tournantes" as no big deal. They indulge  in this vicious and 

reprehensible behaviour  believing  it  to be sanctioned by the Koran 

since they target women and girls  not conforming  to Allahõs ideal of 

the perfect woman. It  is an ideal that even Mother  Theresa, if  she had 

chosen to become Muslim,  to marry  and stay at home, would  have had 

difficulty  living  up to. 
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Samira Bellil  fell  into  these "tournantes" when she tried  to escape a 

home where she was brutalized  by both her father and mother. Her 

story illustrates  the cycle that happens when women are beaten by 

their  husbands. Mothers, following  their  husbandsõ examples, beat 

their  daughters. The daughters grow  up expecting to be brutalized  by 

their  husbands and see nothing  wrong  in brutalizing  their  daughters in 

return.  It  is as if  an entire community  has been infected with  battered 

woman syndrome on steroids. 

Rather than come to the aid of their  daughters who  have been raped, 

the mothers in Bellil's book defend the rapists. The girls  must have de-

served it, just like  when they are raped and brutalized  by their  hus-

bands. 

In much of Islam, a woman who is raped dishonours her family  and 

therefore, the least she can expect is to be cast out of her former  home 

with  nothing  but the clothes on her back. There is a reason why  a large 

number of young Muslim  women in France choose to make their  

homes their  prisons. Outside the walls,  waiting,  are dangerous young 

Muslim  men with  the Koran on their  minds. 

Josée Stoquart of Gallimard  Editions, the publishers of Dans l'enfer des 

tournantes, doesnõt place the blame for  the rapes entirely  on the young 

men in her introduction  to the book. She blames the khalwat,  which  

does not permit  even innocent flirtation  and fraternization  between 

adolescent Muslim  boys and girls  in a society where young men are 

bombarded everyday by sexual and pornographic  images. This leads to 

a skewed view  of what  it  is to have a romantic  relationship. 

Here is how Stoquart explains it  (my translation):  

[Young Muslim  men] are caught in a contradiction  between 

the inflexible  demands of their  cultural  origins  (religious  

fundamentalism,  seclusion of women, polygamyé) and a 

cultural  environment  filled  wit h erotic images. Flirting  is not 

allowed,  nor is friendship  between boys and girls  thereby 

heightening  the sexual tension. The only  sexual education 

available to these young people is from  pornographic  films;  

they have no other representation of what  constitutes a ro-

mantic relationship.  

These young people have no barometer and no appreciation 

of the gravity  of their  actions. For them "la tournante"  is just a 

game and the girls,  the objects [of that game]. 
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The girls  who  are raped become, in the eyes of boys and the 

community,  "des filles a cave" [basement girls, since most of 

the rapes occur in basements] to whom  you can do anything.  

The violence for these girls  is not only  physical; é they also 

have to confront  the moral violence of a loss of reputation,  

the shame, the humiliation  and the fear of reprisals should  

they complain  [to the authorities].  

*** 

When the girls  were entertaining  a client, Josée kept it  to knocking  

knees. On other occasions when it  was just her, Roberta and me, she 

would  put  the leg closest to me on top of my lap, the floor -length table 

cloth obscuring her maneuver, and invite  me to stroke her thigh.   

Did  I tell  you that Roberta usually  wore a pant suit  and Josée, a dress 

that ended about six inches above the knee? The first  time she put  a leg 

over on me, I looked at Roberta, who just shrugged her shoulders and 

gave me a look that suggested I just play along. And  I did;  I didnõt 

want  to lose my dinner  invitation.  It  did  not progress further  than my 

placing a hand on her thigh  and stroking,  sometimes squeezing it  a 

little.  

Josée was a confident,  exuberant woman who expected me to come 

around eventually.  I remember one time it  was just Roberta and I on 

the outside balcony on a nice summerõs eve waiting  for Josée to show 

up. She drove up Crescent Street in her white  BMW convertible  waving  

to the crowd,  who  waved back. 

Josée drank  too much while  Roberta drank  very little.  They suggested 

that, if  I was in town  on a weekend, they could invite  me for supper at 

their  house in Westmount, the most exclusive and expensive part  of 

town.  There might  have been more to this invitation  than meets the 

eye. Josée, who was already outspoken about her desires when she was 

not drunk,  added, òBut you canõt spend the entire night;  I canõt hold  a 

fart  that long.ó I kid  you not. 

That visit  never materialized  but those invitations  didnõt stop until  I 

left  Montr éal, and I am grateful  for that. All  it  took was squeezing Jo-

s®eõs thigh  every now and then to avoid  dashing her expectations. 

 



 

 

 

 

The  Nurse  

My  apartment remained welcoming  to women in distress. Two of them 

stand out to this day. The first  was a nurse. That particular  morning,  

she had been giving  an elderly  psychiatric  patient his bath when she 

left  òfor only  a minute,ó but when she returned,  he had drowned.   

We talked for hours. I tried  to convince her that it  was not her fault,  

getting her to talk  about the good times. Still, every now and then she 

would  wipe  away a tear. When it  was time to go, she had enough of 

her wits  about her to realize that she was drunk;  maybe it  was not a 

bad idea to simply  cross the street, with  my assistance, and sleep it  off 

at my place, as I had suggested. 

I helped her get undressed, unfastening her bra and freeing two  im-

pressive milky  white  breasts. My  Lucette used to say that more than a 

handful  is wasted. My  nurse gave no sign that she wanted me to test 

that theory just then, and besides, my mind  was not there. Even if  it  

had been, I could not see myself taking advantage of her vulnerable 

state.  

She managed to remove her own pantiesñwhy  she didnõt keep them 

on, I donõt know,  and the mystery would  only  deepenñthen asked if  I 

had a t-shirt  she could  put  on.  

I had already pulled  back the covers when she got into  bed and laid  on 

her on her stomach with  one leg up facing away from me whil e leaving 

enough room for  me to lie beside her.  

She was somewhat of a big booty girl.  Unlike  Mary,  my nurse was 

more of a flat  big booty girl.  Nothing  wrong  with  either variation,  ex-

cept that her moderately curved behind and choice of sleeping position  

meant that my t-shirt  now reached not much further  than the small of 

her back, leaving nothing  to the imagination  as I drew  the covers up 

and over her bum, all the way up to her shoulders.  

I lay next to her and started stroking  her beautiful  blonde hair. Her 

eyes were closed as if  asleep, but every now and then she would  roll  

her hips into  mine before quickly  rolling  them back to their  original  

position.  She was obviously  struggling  with  a decision. Eventually  I fell  

asleep with  one arm across her broad shoulders. 
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What I like about the morning  after is talking  about what  did,  or did  

not, happen the night  before and why.  She was more than willing  to do 

that. 

First of all, she made it  clear that she did  not ordinarily  go to bed with  

married  men. She had dated one, hoping  it  would  lead to something 

more, but it  had proven a complete waste of time and she was not go-

ing to make the same mistake again. Last night  she had been tempted. 

However,  she liked  to have sex face-to-face and only  face-to-face. Itõs 

not that she did  not like  it  from  behind, but she hated anal sex and said 

you could  never trust  a man not to shove it  ôin thereõ, making  you 

scream in pain, if  you let him  near it.  I asked her if  that had actually 

happened. She said yes.  

She also said that, last night, she had been tempted, but couldnõt make 

up her mind.  This would  explain the rolling  hips and why  she took off 

her panties and exposed herself the way she did.   

Why  didnõt I stop playing  with  her hair and instead, with  her offering  

it  all on a platter,  so to speak, trace my way down  and help her decide? 

Iõll never know.  Sometimes, being a gentleman is not being a 

gentleman. 

I believe her when she said she didnõt care for the pain of anal inter-

course, but perhaps not that night,  when she may have wanted to be 

punished for  losing a patient but could  not go through  with  it. 

It  may be reaching, but it  is a way of linking  anal sex as punishment  in 

Islam. A Sunni Muslim  acquaintance intimated  during  a dinner  party  

that anal sex is halal if  done to chastise a spouse. Part of this conversa-

tion  was recounted in Remembering Uzza, where Gerry takes on my ex-

perience as his own: 

Gerry : I was at a party  where I was having a conversation 

with  the wife  of a reporter  from Tunisia. When her husband 

tried  to join our conversation, she waved him  off. He was not 

pleased. Later that evening, when I had a chance to talk  with  

him  with  his wife  within  earshot, he said she would  get it  to-

night.  I asked what  he meant by that. He said he was going to 

punish  her that way. 

Uzza: And  what way would  that be? 

Gerry : Oh, come on, Uzza, stop it.  You know  what  he meant.  

Uzza: You go to interesting parties. 
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Gerry : But is it  true? Do Muslim  husbands use anal sex to 

punish  their  wives? 

Uzza: I would  not know.  I am not married.  

Archie : You said that his wife  heard him. What did  she do? 

Gerry : She looked at him  and shrugged her shoulders as if  it  

was no big deal. 

Uzza: Maybe it  was not, what  do you say, that big of a deal. 

And  I am not saying that to disparage her husbandõs man-

hood. From what  I have been told,  it  can be quite painful  and 

the Koran does sanction pain as a way of disciplining  wives. 

And  Muhammad  did  say that you should  not beat someone 

about the face and we are definitely  nowhere near there. 

Archie : That leaves out a blow  job as puni shment. 

Uzza: Very funnyé 

You have to admire a womanõs courage when it  comes to sex, where 

just getting to the Big O is fraught  with  perils. When exposed and vul-

nerable, there is a risk of rape, such as when a partner decides to forci-

bly  enter the back passage without  consent or preparation  and then 

pound  away as if  it  was her vagina, causing unnecessary pain and suf-

fering. 

Some women, those whose fathers and brothers have a warped  sense 

of honour,  risk more than a pain in the ass for experimenting  with  in-

timacy in violation  of a sexless godõs rules as to when it  is appropriate  

for them to do so and with  whom.  Then you have the unfortunate  

women living  in countries where Hadd  offences define what  they can 

or canõt do when it  comes to interactions with  men wi thout  risking  

their  lives. 

Hadd  offences are violations  of God's law where both the crime and 

the punishment  are specified in scriptures. The most well -known  Hadd  

offence in the Koran has to be the following:  

5:38 As for the thieves, whether male or female, cut off  their  

hands in punishment  for  what  they did,  as an exemplary 

punishment  from  Allah.  Allah  is Mighty  and Wise. 

In the hadiths, the most infamous Hadd  offence has to be Muham-

madõs exhortation  to summarily  execute any Muslim  who abandons 

Islam. 



LOVE,  SEX AND ISLAM  78  
 

 

 

If  somebody (a Muslim)  discards his religion,  kill  him! 3  

This succinct incitement  to cold-blooded murder  is probably  the single 

most influential  scripture of all. When Muhammad  boasted that, òI 

have been made victorious  with  terror,ó it  was not only  about using 

normal  peoplesõ fear of a sudden brutal  death to get them to believe, 

but to keep them believing.  

Hadd  offences involving  sexual misconduct  such as adultery  or sex 

outside marriage, like  that of apostasy, invite  the death penalty. For a 

woman, this is usually  a sure thing.   

If  a cleric or Islamic scholar is available, he is typically  called upon to 

pronounce the death sentence. If  none can be found,  a holy  warrior  or 

any man able to quote a relevant revelation or hadith  (a saying or ex-

ample of Muhammad)  can substitute as both judge and executioner.  

This was the case in a gut-wrenching  video from Afghanistan  where a 

woman is seen standing before a holy  warrior,  her hands outstretched, 

pleading for mercy. She has been accused of having  what  Allah  in His 

Koran condemns as ôillegal intercourseõ. After  listening  to her supplic a-

tion,  the warrior  raises his rifle  and shoots her point  blank. 

Allowing  mostly  young religious  zealots to summarily  execute com-

batants and non-combatants, including  mothers and daughters, in-

creases the terror  factor, which,  in practical terms, means that a rela-

tively  small group  of determined,  pitiless individuals  can control  a 

large population.  

Then there were the pathetic scenes, which  may soon be repeated, of 

women being trucked  into  soccer stadiums following  the Taliban take-

over of Afghanistan;  they were forced to kneel on the ground  before 

being shot in the back of the head, to the obvious pleasure of the 

bearded men of all ages milling  around.  What most of these women 

were deemed gui lty  of doing  can easily be surmised. 

                                                
3 The full  hadith: 

Narrated Ikrima :  

Ali  burnt some people and this news reached Ibn 'Abbas, who said, "Had I been in 

his place I would not have burnt them, as the Prophet said, 'Don't punish (anybody) 
with Allah's Punishment.' 

No doubt, I would have killed them, for the Prophet said, 'If somebody (a Muslim) 

discards his religion, kill  him.'"  

Bukhari 52.260 
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*** 

My  nurse acquaintance and I got dressed and went out for breakfast. 

She was glad we hadnõt done anything.  I, obviously,  was not. When 

leaving the restaurant, she asked if  I would  divorce my wife  for her. 

After  Anne, I would  not leave my Lucette for  anyone, and that was a 

promise I intended to keep. 



 

 

 

 

Diane  

I was not going to include my time with  Diane because I could not ini-

tially  find  within  that relationship  a connection with  Islamic scriptures. 

Then I realized it  was staring me in the face. When this lovely  woman 

in her late twenties, early thirties,  with  maybe just a little  too much 

makeup, sat down  next to me, I looked toward  my bartender expecting 

a nod, but instead I got a head shake.  

When that pretty  round  face reminiscent of the happy face emoji 

turned  toward  me, I was the first  to say hello. She wore more makeup 

than I have ever seen on any woman, especially around the eyes. 

Mascara-enhanced lashes, charcoal eyeshadow on both lids  and under 

the brows, and a black eyeliner  finish  gave her a look one might  de-

scribe as a mild  case of raccoon eyes.  

She was kind  and nice to talk to, even if  our conversation was mostly  

small talk.  When she excused herself to go to the ladiesõ room, I turned  

to my bartender and asked: òAre you sure?ó  

Before she excused herself, she had asked a question I had never once 

heard in my now four  years in Montréal,  and it  took me completely  by 

surprise. There was still  time to back out. It  all depended on my bar-

tender confirming  that she was who she said she was.  

òYeah,ó he replied.  òShe works  the cosmetic counter at The Bay on the 

next block.ó That explained the excessive eye makeup.  

Muhammad  was a real fan of face paint  and fragrances. He used kohl  

around his eyes as adornment  and protection from  the sun. He used 

henna, a bright  orange natural  dye, to streak his beard. Women were 

allowed  to use kohl  as protection  from  the sunõs harmful  rays except 

during  the grieving  period  for a dead husband. No exceptions! 

Narrated  Um Salama: 

The husband of a lady died and her eyes became sore and the 

people mentioned her story to the Prophet. They asked him 

whether it  was permissible for her to use kohl  as her eyes 

were exposed to danger. 

He said, "Previously,  when one of you was bereaved by a 

husband she would  stay in her dirty  clothes in a bad un-
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healthy house (for one year), and when a dog passed by, she 

would  throw  a globe of dung.  No, (she should  observe the 

prescribed period  Idda i.e. waiting  period)  for four  months 

and ten days." 

Bukhari 71.607 

Women are expected to not wear any fragrances when going out in 

public,  as only  men are permitted  to do so.  

The Prophet of Islam stated: òAny woman who  perfumes 

herself and leaves the house, is deprived  from  the blessings 

of the Almighty  Allah  until  she returns home.ó 

Bihar al-Anwar 

If  a woman puts on perfume for any man other than her husband, she 

should  bathe before attending  prayers. 

God will  not accept the prayers of any woman who  puts on 

perfume for  a man other than her husband until  she bathes 

from her (having  applied)  perfume just as she bathes after in-

tercourse. 

Makarim al-Akhlaq 

Muhammadõs love of perfumes bordered on the obsessive: 

The Most Noble Messenger was so fond  of applying  perfume 

that he would  skip his supper so as to procure his needed 

perfume. If  perfume was not at his disposal, he would  soak 

the perfumed  scarf of his wife  and rub his face with  it  so as to 

be perfumed.   

Likewise, before going out he would  always look at himself  

in the mirror  or water, and groom himself  to such an extent 

as to always be an embodiment  of adornment  and dressing 

well.  He would  apply  so much perfume that his beard had 

turned  white  as a result. 

An-Nisaõi 

You must love not only  perfumes to be a Muslim,  but meat as well.  

Three women approached the Prophet one day. One of them 

said, òO Prophet! My  husband has shunned the company of 

his wife.ó 

The second said, òMy husband has stopped eating meat!ó 
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The third  said, òMy husband has stopped using perfume!ó 

Hearing  the women, the Prophet was upset. He saw that 

misguided  ideas were beginning  to take root amongst his fol-

lowers. 

Although  it  was not the time for any mandatory  prayer, he 

proceeded to the mosque. He went in such a great hurry  that 

even his cloak was not properly  placed on his shoulder  and 

one end of it  was touchin g the ground.  He ordered the people 

to assemble in the mosque. People rushed there leaving aside 

their  tasks. 

The Prophet ascended the pulpit  and said, òI have heard that 

my companions are getting wrong  ideas.ó  

He added, òI am Allahõs Messenger, I eat meat and delicious 

food! I wear good clothes! I wear perfumes and keep the 

company of my wives and have conjugal relations with  them! 

Whosoever opposes my ways is not my follower!ó 

The Prophet has repeated this sentence on several occasions: 

"One who does not adopt my ways is not a Muslim.ó 

Wasa'il 

*** 

Sohrab, whom  I introduced  in Falling for Uzza ð Part 1, had a Muslim  

manõs love of perfumes4. I could  never bring  myself to tell  him  that he 

was using too much of a good thing.  That was not a problem for  my 

                                                
4 One of more than a dozen warnings about not befriending unbelievers which Abbas 

ignored: 

3:28 Let not the believers take the unbelievers for friends, rather than the be-
lievers. Whoever does that has nothing to do with Allah, unless you guard 
against them fully!  Allah warns you to beware of Him (warns you of His an-
ger); and unto Him is the ultimate return! 

----  

"Allah has warned us in the Koran, do not befriend the kuffar (a derogatory 
term for unbelievers), do not align yourself with the kuffar; the verses are so 
many and so numerous I canôt recite every one of them." 

From an exhortation made to students from a British madrassa by Abu Yusuf 
Riyadh-ul-Haq, an Islamic scholar based in the United Kingdom, not to associ-
ate with Christians and Jews. 

BBC documentary, British Schools, Islamic Rules 
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Lucette. Sohrab referred to her as his sister. He needed to be told,  and 

being told  by a friend  was better than a stranger.  

Early one morning  when Sohrab came to see me, the fragrance he wore 

was particular  overpowering  and my Lucette had yet to have her 

morn ing coffee. Still  in her bathrobe, she shouted from  the top of the 

stairs that he smelled like a woman. Not  the words  I would  have used. 

Sohrab, the gentleman, took it  in stride, and they both laughed. He 

promised  to tone it  down  and he did.  

*** 

When Diane sat next to me at the bar, I thought  I had everything  under 

control  until  she asked that unexpected question. We had been talking  

for maybe an hour  or two  when she looked at me and said: òWould 

you like to come over to my place?ó How  could I refuse, especially  af-

ter my bartender had confirmed  that she was genuine? 

With  Diane I had the type of relationship  that bordered on the normal,  

and I liked  that. We would  meet after work  for  drinks  and, if  there was 

time, drop  by my place for  a bout of intimacy  before dinner  at Thurs-

days or another of Montr®alõs fine dining  establishments. When we got 

homeñfunny  that I would  call my hotel apartment homeñshe would  

do as my Lucette did,  getting ready for  bed by first  removing  her 

makeupñthough  with  her, it  was obviously  a more elaborate affair.  

Like my Lucette, I didnõt think  she needed any.  

The sex was nothing  exceptional but that was fine with  me, not that she 

didnõt want  to spice it  up. Once when I was at her place, I observed 

that she did  not have a VCR. òIf you buy me one,ó she said, òyou can 

rent which ever porn  you like  and weõll do whatever is on the tape.ó 

For some reason, I could  not be bothered. 

I should have bought her the damn VCR and more. It  was obvious 

from  her apartment furnishings  that working  the cosmetics counter at a 

department store was not all it  was cracked up to be. Her company was 

what  I needed at the time, and she freely gave of it.  I should have 

shown my appreciation beyond paying  for  dinner  and drinks.   

Back in Ottawa for the weekend, I had brought some work  with  me. 

When I did  that, Lucette was more than happy to empty  my suitcase. I 

was busy at my computer in an adjacent room when she appeared in 

the doorway  twirling  a scarf. òWhere did  this come from?ó she asked.  
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I had a good idea, but honestly  did  not know  for sure, so I replied:  òI 

donõt know.ó  

My  Lucette knew better, and she let me know  in her own way, one that 

was also a warning  for  me to be careful. She twirled  the scarf a few 

more times. òItõs not even silk,ó she said. òI would  be wary  of women 

who  leave cheap scarves in a married  manõs suitcase,ó and she went  

back to emptying  said suitcase.  

We never talked about it  again, but I knew I had let things go too far. I 

decided to do something about it  and, as usual, I would  make it  diff i-

cult  to go back on my decision and learn to live  with  the regret. 

We were back at Thursdaysñwhere else?ñhaving  an after-dinner  drink  

at the bar before turning  in when I noticed a young man eyeing Diane. 

He didnõt escape her notice either. When the young man took a bath-

room break, I followed  him  and stood at the next urinal,  then stated the 

obvious: òYou like the girl  Iõm with,  donõt you?ó  

He started apologizing,  perhaps worried  I was there to beat him  up or 

something. I put  his mind  at ease. òIf you like  her, you can have her. 

Follow  me and Iõll make the introductions.ó That is what  he did,  and 

that is what  I did.  I encouraged Diane to have a good time with  him 

because I had to leave. She knew I was dumping  her. God, how I hate 

that term! It  was now the sad face emoji staring up at me.  

Before walking  out the door, I took one last look back; her expression 

had not changed. The next morning  when I woke up, there was no Di-

ane next to me. What a horrible  morning  that was! There was no tur n-

ing back, which  was the whole point  of the way I broke it  off. Sorry, 

Diane. I hope you had a good time. 



 

 

 

 

Cancer  Girl   

I did  not know  it  then, but after almost five years, my time in Montréal  

was almost up when I met a young woman to whom  I will  refer as can-

cer girl . Just like  Norm  from Cheers, I had my favourite  seat at the bar. 

When I made it  to Thursdays after work  that day, the stool next to me 

was occupied by a young woman who  didnõt seem interested in talking  

to anyone. She may have been there most of the afternoon, judging  

from the way she was slumped over her drink.  She wasnõt drunk,  

though;  just despondent. That morning,  she had received confirmation  

that she had cancer, one of those below-the-belt types. Her prognosis, 

she was told,  was good but there were no guarantees. She might  need 

to wear a wig  at some point  during  her treatment. 

If  that was all, she was fortunate.  Muslim  women may not, under  any 

circumstances, add to their  god-given hair, even if  God decides to take 

most of it  back. Muhammadõs decision to ban wigs and hair  extensions 

for women had again to do with  his falling  out with  the Jews of Medina 

after they refused to accept him as a legitimate spokesman for the A l-

mighty,  that honour  being reserved for  the Chosen People. 

This break was formerly  recognized by Alla h in a series of revelations 

where He goes to great lengths to explain His decision to have Muslims  

prostrate themselves in the direction  of Mecca instead of Jerusalem. 

2:142 The ignorant  among the people (among the Jews and 

polytheist  Arabs) will  say: òWhat caused them (the Prophet 

Muhammad  and the believers) to turn  away from  the former  

Qibla towards  which  they used to turn  (Jerusalem)?ó Say: 

òTo Allah  belongs the East and the West. He guides whom  

He wills  towards  the Right Path.ó 

2:143 And  thus We have made you (the Muslim  nation)  a just 

nation, so that you may bear witness unto  the rest of man-

kind,  and that the Messenger may bear witness unto you. We 

did  not ordain  your  former  Qibla except that We may disti n-

guish those who  follow  the Messenger from  those who  turn  

on their  heels (return  to disbelief). It  was indeed a hard test 

except for  those whom  Allah  guided.  Allah  would  not allow  

your  faith  to be in vain. He is Clement and Merciful  to man-

kind.  
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2:144 Surely, We see your  face turned  towards  heaven (yearn-

ing for  guidance through  revelation). We shall turn  you to-

wards a Qibla that will  please you. Turn your  face then to-

wards the Sacred Mosque (the Sacred Mosque of Mecca, the 

Kaõba); and wherever you are turn  your  faces towards  it. 

Those who were given the Book (the Jews and Christians) 

certainly  know  this to be the Truth  from their  Lord.  Allah  is 

not unaware of what  they do. 

Muhammad  considered the Jewsõ use of wigs and hair extensions 

cheating. 

Narrated  Sa'id bin  Al -Musaiyab:   

Mu'awiya  came to Medina  for  the last time and delivered  a 

sermon. He took out a tuft  of hair  and said, "I thought  that 

none used to do this (i.e. use false hair)  except Jews. The 

Prophet labelled such practice, (i.e. the use of false hair), as 

cheating."  

Bukhari 72.821  

Godõs spokesperson cursed an unfortunate  woman who  only  wanted 

to improve  her appearance after a sickness caused her hair  to fall  out.  

Narrated  Asma (the daughter  of Abu'  Bakr):   

A woman came to Allah's  Apostle and said, "I married  my 

daughter  to someone, but she became sick and all her hair  fell  

out, and (because of that) her husband does not like  her. May 

I let her use false hair?"  

On that the Prophet cursed such a lady  as artificially  length-

ening (her or someone else's) hair  or got her hair  lengthened 

artificially.   

Bukhari 72.818  

In another account of the poor womanõs plea to allow  her daughter to 

wear a wig  to save her marriage, it  is an equally insensitive God who  

will  curse her if  she does. 

Narrated  Aisha:   

An Ansari  woman gave her daughter in marriage and the 

hair of the latter started falling  out. The Ansari  women came 

to the Prophet and mentioned that to him  and said, "Her  (my 
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daughter's) husband suggested that I should let her wear 

false hair."  

The Prophet said, "No, (don't  do that) for Allah  sends His 

curses upon such ladies who lengthen their  hair  artificially."   

Bukhari 62.133  

Allah  will  also curse the one who  assists in lengthening  the hair  of an-

other. Donõt do it;  itõs not worth  it!  

Narrated  Aisha:  

An Ansari  girl  was married  and she became sick and all her 

hair  fell  out intending  to provide  her with  false hair. They 

asked the Prophet who  said, "Allah  has cursed the lady who  

artificially  lengthens (her or someone else's) hair and also the 

one who  gets her hair lengthened."  

Bukhari 72.817 

Muhammad,  on more than one occasion, banned both wigs and tattoos 

in the same breath. 

Narrated  Ibn  Umar:  

Allah's  Apostle said, "Allah  has cursed such a lady as length-

ens (her or someone else's) hair  artificially  or gets it  length-

ened, and also a lady who tattoos (herself or someone else) or 

gets herself tattooed." 

Bukhari 72.820  

Just like  with  my nurse, I ended up at my apartment with  my cancer 

girl  but  on the couch, me on my back and her on top, both fully  dressed 

and talking  late into  the evening. I had to work  the next morning,  so at 

some point  I had to get to bed. She said she would  rather sleep on the 

couch if  that was okay. Getting a pillow  and a blanket, I made her as 

comfortable as I could. She kept her clothes on, if  only  temporarily.   

I donõt know  how long I had been asleep when I was awakened by the 

light  from  the bathroom. She was standing in my doorway  naked, the 

light  from the bathroom behind her silhouetting  her pleasantly curvy  

figure.  She turned  around to switch off the light  and crawled into  bed 

with  me.  

I donõt usually  sleep on my back but that is how I greeted her. She 

stretched out next to me and put  her head on my chest. I know  women 
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donõt usually  join you in bed with  nothing  on because they just want  to 

cuddle, but  sex was not where my mind  was at, and I was dead tired.  I 

fell  back asleep almost immediately,  only  to be awakened with  her on 

top, riding  me as if  her life depended on it. There was no mistaking  the 

urgency, but I didnõt let her finish.   

Maybe I was dreaming  of my Lucette making  love to me, which  my 

cancer girl  took advantage of. That would  explain my reaction when I 

was woken up by her frenzied  lovemaking  and didnõt see the woman I 

expected. I literally  picked her up and pushed her aside. I am sorry for 

that. I should have let her finish  and then taken her in my arms and 

told  her everything  was going to be alright.   

When my Lucette was mistakenly  diagnosed with  an aggressive cancer 

in both lungs and given four  to six months to live, then too, making  

love took on a renewed urgency while  she awaited the result of a sec-

ond biopsy. This would  reveal that she only  had cancer in one lung  and 

an infection  in the other. When her father died, through  tears, she had 

also asked me to make love to her; the same happened when her moth-

er died. What my cancer girl  and my Lucette wanted to do at a time 

when death was in the air was celebrate life. 

A man from the Dark Ages and the god for whom  he claimed to speak 

perverted the celebration of life that is consensual sex, transforming  it  

into  sex that will  be there for the taking  in Paradise as an incentive to 

kill  and be killed  on behalf of a pitiless, thin -skinned deity  who  canõt be 

bothered to do his own dirty  work.  

3:140 If  you have been afflicted  by a wound,  a similar  wound  

has afflicted  the others (the unbelievers). Such are the times; 

We alternate them among the people, so that Allah  may 

know  who  are the believers and choose martyrs  from  among 

you. Allah  does not like  the evildoers! 

3:141 And  that Allah  might  purify  the believers and annihi-

late the unbelievers. 

3:142 Or did  you suppose that you will  enter Paradise, before 

Allah  has known  who were those of you who have struggled,  

and those who  are steadfast. 

3:143 You were yearning for  death before you actually  met it. 

Now  you have seen it  and you are beholding it. 
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Kill  and die on behalf of Allah,  and you will  be beholden to death for 

the promised reward  of female facsimiles that will  provide  you with  

assembly-line sex for an eternity.  

56:22 And  wide -eyed houris, 

56:23 Like hidden  pearls; 

56:24 As a reward  for what  they used to do. 

Muhammadõs praise of houris was unrestrained and, like  the god he 

spoke for, shameless in using their  appeal to get gullible  young men to 

kill  and be killed  on their  behalf. 

Narrated  Anas: 

The Prophet said, "A single endeavor (of fighting)  in Allah's  

Cause in the afternoon or in the forenoon is better than all the 

world  and whatever is in it.  A place in Paradise as small as 

the bow or lash of one of you is better than all the world  and 

whatever is in it. And  if  a houri  from Paradise appeared to 

the people of the earth, she would  fill  the space between 

Heaven and the Earth with  light  and pleasant scent and her 

head cover is better than the world  and whatever  is in it."  

Bukhari 52.53 

For the cold-blooded killers  in Allahõs Cause, the so-called holy  warr i-

ors, itõs a win -win  situation  whether  they live or die. 

Narrated  Abu  Huraira:   

I heard Allah's  Apostle  saying, "The example of a Mujahid  

(Muslim  fighter)  in Allah's  Causeñand Allah  knows better 

who  really  strives in His  Causeñis like  a person who  fasts 

and prays continuously.  Allah  guarantees that He will  admit  

the Mujahid  in His Cause into  Paradise if  he is killed,  other-

wise He will  return  him to his home safely with  rewards and 

war booty."  

Bukhari 52.46  

Islam is the only  mainstream religion  that promises limitless  fornic a-

tion  opportunities  in exchange for the murder  of its detractors. The 

immorality  of killing  those who refuse to accept your  god as their  own 

and being rewarded  for  it  plumbed  new depths of depravity.  Claiming  
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that it  brings dignity  from on High  only  makes the incitement  to mur-

der more disgusting,  if  that is even possible. 

Narrated  Anas bin  Malik:   

The Prophet said, "Nobody  who  enters Paradise likes to go 

back to the world  even if  he got everything  on the earth, ex-

cept a Mujahid  who  wishes to return  to the world  so that he 

may be martyred  ten times because of the dignity  he receives 

(from Allah)."   

Bukhari 52.72 




