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FOREWORD FROM TUN ABDULLAH AHMAD BADAWI

Dr. Muhammad Abdul Rauf was my teacher. He was a scholar and a humanitarian who contributed 
immensely to the development of lslamic Studies in Malaysia and the development of a large class 
of ulamas steeped in the true lslamic tradition of being moderate and temperate. 

I was his student in the University of Malaya; and like the many others who went through the 
hallowed halls of Muslim College where Dr. Abdul Rauf started as Principal, and the lnternational 
lslamic University (llU) of which he was the first Rector, I am grateful to him. He endeared himself 
to us with his kindness, his genuine interest in our welfare and our studies, and his concern about 
lslamic issues.

I remember once, when some people had mooted a debate between the country’s two main 
Muslim political parties - UMNO and Parti lslam - on the kafir-mengafir issue, Dr. Abdul Rauf met 
me (l was then Minister of Education) and pleaded that the debate be cancelled. He wisely argued 
that this was an issue which could not and would not be resolved; it would instead create greater 
fissures amongst Malaysian Muslims. Suffice to say, the debate was called off at the last minute and 
Dr. Abdul Rauf ’s wisdom was greafly appreciated.

Dr. Abdul Rauf was regularly sought for advice by the respective state and national lslamic 
Councils, but perhaps his greatest contribution was his nurturing of the thousands of students who 
passed through University of Malaya, the Muslim College and llU, and those who went on abroad 
to prominent lslamic academic institutions like Al-Azhar. He somehow found the time and energy 
to do all these things and later, when he retired, he would still come back at least once a year to 
meet his former students who had joined the civil service or other professions. I know that he never 
failed to call me when he was here, and he never failed to offer a doa for me.

Dr. Abdul Rauf used to tell me: “God will enrich you with knowledge and wisdom to carry 
out your responsibilities.” But Dr. Rauf ’s wisdom and counseling and his concern for Malaysia - for 
which the country is grateful - has also helped many of us under his care to act responsibly when 
carrying out our duties. 

I will always remember Dr. Abdul Rauf as a teacher and humanitarian, as someone who 
espoused the true moderate values of lslam. I am honoured and blessed to be able to pen this 
foreword in his autobiography.

Abdullah Ahmad Badawi
26 August 2011
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FOREWORD FROM CHAIRMAN

Tan Sri Prof. Dr. M.A. Rauf means a lot to my personal and professional life.  He helped me discharge 
my duties and responsibilities during my tenure as a Malaysian Cabinet Minister.  I found him to 
be a person who skillfully used his wisdom and intelligence to reform the image of Malaysian 
Muslim society. In my opinion, he was the founder of moderation and a balanced-thinking Muslim 
generation in Malaysia.  Earlier generations were very much burdened with pre-Islamic customs 
and traditions.

He is my source of inspiration.  I learned many lessons from my association with him since 
he taught me in Muslim College Malaya in 1956.  In addition, I would like to thank his son, Imam 
Feisal, who on behalf of his mother, Madam Buthaina, and the family consented to allow USIM to 
publish this valuable book. It is really a very precious document.

I will always remember one of his teachings: when you are trying to impress people with 
words, the more you say, the more common and less in control you appear.  Powerful people 
impress and intimidate by saying less.  The more you say, the more likely you are to say something 
foolish.

Lastly, in order to respect his teaching, I would have to conclude that without his tireless 
efforts and wisdom the horizon of the present Malay Muslim society’s understanding of Islam 
would remain as it was in the 18th century.

I pray to Allah to shower his soul with unlimited blessings and forgiveness.

TAN SRI MOHD. YUSOF NOOR
Former Student of Tan Sri Muhammad Abdul Rauf
and
Former Malaysian Cabinet Minister
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FOREWORD FROM VICE CHANCELLOR

It gives me great pleasure to write the foreword of this book, “Autobiography of an Azharite 
American: From the Nile to the Potomac” for various reasons. Firstly, we are delighted and grateful 
that the Honourable Imam Feisal Abdul Rauf chose Penerbit USIM to publish the book.  It is indeed 
a great honour to write a few introductory words about the autobiography of such an exemplary 
figure. The late Honourable Tan Sri Professor Muhammad Abdul Rauf was instrumental not only 
in the development and progress of Islamic Education in Malaysia, but also in promoting greater 
understanding of Islam and Muslims throughout his career and through his writings and public 
work.

I strongly believe that the autobiography of the Honourable Tan Sri Professor Muhammad 
Abdul Rauf is not merely about himself. Through the sequence of his experiences and life story, it 
conveys the message that every Muslim has the choice to do the right thing. When I read this book, 
I was deeply impressed by the way he started from a narrow, yet respectable circle of an Egyptian 
agricultural society and rose to the status of popularity among widely separated societies in Kuwait, 
the U.A.E., and later among the Muslim community of the Metropolitan area of Washington, D.C. 
The stories of his determination, dedication and sincerity are inspiring to and acknowledged by 
many.  As such, during his time in Malaysia, this eminent scholar was given a huge responsibility 
to head the Muslim College of Malaya and later appointed as the first Rector of the International 
Islamic University Malaysia (IIUM). 

This autobiography is an attempt to put in print the life and character of the man through his 
memories, experiences, and observations which came through a long and meaningful journey. It is 
my sincere hope that this book can create interest and motivate every reader to serve his/her nation 
locally and globally. Last but not least, I would again like to express our deepest appreciation 
to the family of the late Honourable Tan Sri Professor Muhammad Abdul Rauf and  Imam Feisal, 
in particular, for giving us the opportunity to play a small part in this important and historic 
autobiography.

Thank you.

PROFESSOR DATO’ DR. MUHAMAD MUDA
Vice Chancellor
Universiti Sains Islam Malaysia
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FOREWORD FROM IMAM FEISAL ABDUL RAUF

My very dear and much beloved father died on Saturday December 11, 2004 at Suburban Hospital 
in Bethesda, Maryland, a suburb of Washington, DC, at 7:25pm—just sixteen days shy of his 87th 
birthday. 

The last time I had spoken to him was around 10am Thursday morning, the day of his medical 
emergency. He had called to tell me how much he found my latest book a continuation of his work 
and how much of a source of great pride it was for him. And he prayed for God’s blessings upon 
me. He was extremely cheerful and very lighthearted. 

My wife Daisy saw him for the last time five days previous to that when she visited Washington 
to be part of a women’s conference. Daisy found Dad cheerful, remarked on the emptiness of the 
house, and noted that Dad had donated his library away and was preparing to visit Malaysia and 
then Egypt with my mother. He was obviously shedding his worldly attachments. 

Dad had more frequently mentioned over the past year that his life work was done. Once I 
had mentioned to him that he was such a resource for us, and that he should do certain things. 
His response struck me to my soul: “I have done my life’s work, Feisal. All I want to do now is to 
prepare myself for my meeting with my Lord.” 

His thoughts revolved around making a final trip to his birthplace in Egypt and dying there, 
to be buried next to his father in our village of Abu Sir Gharbiyyah. It is apparent that dad wanted 
to die a beautiful death surrounded by us personally reciting the Quran for his soul’s comfort in 
departing, for God ultimately arranged the events towards that. 

Dad was rushed from his home in Bethesda to the hospital on Thursday night [December 9] 
around 11pm, after he complained of abdominal pain and turned unresponsive to my mother’s 
entreaties. The doctors discovered he had a ruptured aneurism of the abdominal branch of the 
aorta, a tear in the thinning wall of the artery that provides blood to the abdominal region. They 
were surprised to find him still alive, for this condition is one that normally results in fatality by the 
time the individual reaches the hospital. 

Due to the seriousness of Dad’s condition, the doctors ruled out the possibility of helicoptering 
him to another hospital more equipped to perform the kind of surgery needed, and instead opted 
to have the surgeon come to Suburban Hospital to perform the surgery. I received a call from 
my sister Salwa at 1:30am Friday morning, informing me of Dad’s serious emergency. Daisy and 
I immediately drove down to Bethesda from our New Jersey home to be in the company of the 
family. 

The surgery lasted four and a half hours, and at 6:30am the surgeon informed the family that 
the operation to place a graft on the aorta was successful and that Dad’s signs were now stable. His 
organs were functioning fine. They had replaced Dad’s 12 units of blood, the full blood volume of 
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xiv

a human body, in the course of the operation. Until 9am we had reason to hope that things were 
looking up. As the day progressed, however, it turned out that the required clotting of the blood 
was not taking place to stem the internal bleeding. 

Our doctor friends, including Dr. Mehmet Oz, added their thoughts, concern and 
understanding to that of my brother, Dr. Ayman Abdul Rauf, who flew in from Kansas City to join 
us. They consulted by phone with the excellent hospital medical staff, and took the time to explain 
to us the seriousness and details of Dad’s medical emergency. Similarly, they helped us ensure that 
while all that could be done was in fact done, we did not try to extend Dad’s pain or subject him to 
exercises in futility, such as subjecting him to CPR in the event his heart stopped. In spite of three 
doses of clotting factor and 30 units of blood transfusion, Dad was still hemorrhaging. Obviously 
his meeting with God was destined, a reality for which Dad was fully reconciled with and prepared 
for. 

During this period, Dad was generally aware of our presence. Although his eyes were closed, 
and he could neither speak nor move, I discovered he was able to communicate with us by 
squeezing our hands in his softly clenched fists. From about 10am onwards, my brother Ayman, 
friends, and family members recited Quran, with frequent recitations of Surah Yasin [Chapter 36], 
recommended by the Prophet to be recited for a soul in the throes of death, which he called 
the “heart of the Quran”. We also recited Surahs al-Fath (The Victory), al-Waqi`ah (The Event of 
Judgment Day), al-Mulk (The Kingdom), and other short surahs and assorted Quranic verses. 

I learned to understand his special communiqués, such as his squeezing my hand to express 
his desire and delight that I continue reciting the Quran to him. Five years earlier, Dad asked me to 
commit the time to recite the whole Quran to him so that he could ensure that I pronounced with 
as perfect a tajweed [accuracy of pronunciation] as possible, and we recorded the sessions, which 
continued off and on for about a year. His last published book was a book on tajweed, published 
in Malaysia. 

He also squeezed Daisy’s hand whenever she mentioned news of the manuscript on his 
autobiography. This book, his autobiography, was his last and final work, and he had been very 
keen to publish it. Whenever I mentioned to him my commitment to ensure that this autobiography 
would be published, he responded by squeezing my hand approvingly.

Therefore, when Tan Sri Dr. Yusof Noor offered to publish it, an offer he made when I met 
with him at his FELDA office, I felt overwhelmed with a deep sense of gratitude to him and to Allah 
for having enabled me to fulfill the promise I made to my father at his bedside during his last few 
hours. I almost felt as if my father’s soul was there with us, and I could feel his joy. 

I recited continually until 6:30pm, with my hand in his clasped hand, feeling his regular 
squeezings of my hand. That dad in a way “choreographed” how he wanted to pass on, surrounded 
by his family, and by me reciting the Quran, was evidenced by a number of things. When we agreed 
with the doctors around 11pm Friday night over the futility of giving dad more blood product 
transfusions, their expectation was that Dad would pass away within a few hours. He did not. 
When at 4:30pm the next day—more than 17 hours later— they stopped giving dad the pressors to 
maintain his blood pressure, they thought he would pass away in minutes to an hour. He still did 
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not. His heart kept beating regularly and powerfully, to most everyone’s surprise, more so for an 
87 year old. 

Finally, around 6:30pm, they decided to remove his respirator. I continued reading my final 
Surah Yasin holding his right hand, intoning it the way I knew he loved to hear it. Mum, Daisy, my 
twin daughters Leila and Amira and a few others also opted to remain in the room, holding his 
other hand and feet, with mum moistening his mouth with water. He was now breathing on his 
own. He breathed softly and intermittently during that hour, as his heartbeat gyrated and began 
slowing down on the monitor. As I recited the eight-verse section ending “salamun qawlan min 
rabbin rahim” —a greeting of peace from a Merciful Lord— his heartbeat flattened. Daisy patted my 
hand to point that out to me, and so we collectively repeated this verse 111 times. 

This eight-verse section of the Quran is worth reading: 

And when the trumpet on the Day of Resurrection shall blow, people shall rush forth to their 
Lord,~~ Saying, O Woe unto us! Who has raised us up from our repose? This is what the 
All-Merciful had promised, and the messengers are now verified~~ It shall take no more 
than a single Blast for them all to be brought up before Us!~~ On this Day a soul shall 
not be wronged in any way Nor shall you be rewarded except for what you did.~~Surely 
the people of Paradise on this Day will be busy rejoicing with their spouses, reclining on 
shaded couches, enjoying therein fruit and whatever they ask for— A greeting of peace from 
a Merciful Lord!

When I began to recite the next verse, his heartbeat began to kick in on the monitor, to 
the delight of my mother, another one of his communicative signs that he was indeed registering 
our presence and recitation. This was his final goodbye to us. His heartbeat slowed down within 
a minute, and I recited the remainder of the surah. He clearly died peacefully and beautifully, 
embraced by family and friends, prayers and expressions of love and respect. 

We were honored and deeply grateful to Tun Abdullah Badawi, who took time away from his 
busy schedule as Prime Minister to call me personally to express his personal sense of loss of the 
one whom he always referred to as “his teacher”; to Malaysia’s Ambassador to the United States, 
Tan Sri Ghazzali Sheikh Abdul Khalid, who visited my father in the hospital, and who after his death 
held a memorial tahlil service in the Embassy; and to all our friends in Malaysia and all over the 
world who wrote movingly to us and joined us in prayers for his soul. All this meant so very much 
to our family.

Dad was known for a religiosity steeped in and defined by deep spirituality and good ethics. 
It was not a piety that was self-serving, but that delighted in improving and transforming others 
towards their best behavior, overlooking their shortcomings, for he knew that we humans are 
imperfect and flawed creatures. He was never vindictive, leaving those who wronged him to Divine 
justice, and considered his patience in the face of others’ wrongdoings toward him as a means of 
drawing down upon himself God’s forgiveness for his own shortcomings. This is what he taught 
me when he once was wronged, and I asked him why he just took it in stride. He narrated to me 
the story of how the Prophet’s wife Aisha was accused of adultery; when the Quran revealed her 
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innocence, her father Abu Bakr wanted to avenge his sense of being wronged by punishing one of 
the people in his employ who had slandered her, whereupon verse 24:22 was revealed suggesting 
that he should “forgive and overlook; wouldn’t you love Allah to forgive you?” 

His years of work were marked by many delightful stories of how he sought to transform 
hatred into love, healing broken friendships and relationships. And he behaved in this way to all: 
from those who were at the highest level of government and academia, to his students and those 
behind him either chronologically or in the evolutionary ladder of spiritual ethics. I wish he had 
written more about this, but he could not speak about his accomplishments without feeling that it 
was bordering on the sin of pride.

In this way, he exhibited what one of my Sheikhs said: “Do not measure me by own 
accomplishments— by what I say and do— but measure me instead by what my students say and 
do— by their accomplishments.” My father loved his Malaysian students very much, took immense 
pride in all of them and in their accomplishments, and treated them all as family. 

We did our best to continue this. Life being what it is however, it was not always possible to 
keep up with all of them. Still, it was my privilege to have been able to keep up the family feelings, 
the deep sense of brotherhood— and the work I have been doing in advancing an understanding 
of Islam and bettering West-Muslim world relations— with Tun Abdullah Badawi, Tan Sri Dr. Yusof 
Noor, Tan Sri Abdul Hamid Othman and Dr. Mohammad Kamal Hassan, who kept in touch with 
my father throughout his years, and who I believe were among those who occupied the deepest 
recesses of his heart.

It is therefore more correct to say that his students were the most important accomplishments 
and imprints of his life. Nothing can express this better than the following words of an Arab poet, 
“Haadhihi aathaaruna tadullu `alaynaa Fa’nzuruu ba`danaa ila-l-aathaari”~These are our 
life-imprints, traces that point to us— So after our departure look at our life-imprints. 

May Allah the Benevolent Creator bless his beautiful soul, forgive him for his shortcomings, 
forgive us for our shortcomings against him, continue to reward him for the imprints of his good 
deeds, keep the blessings of his life-imprints that he left in the character and personalities of the 
many whom he touched and taught flowing upon us, and admit him into the Divine Presence at 
the highest level of Intimacy, in the company of the Prophets, the Saints and the Doers of Good.
Ameen.

IMAM FEISAL ABDUL RAUF
July 20, 2011
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My son Ayman and 
myself with the 
late Tunku Abdul 
Rahman, the first 
Prime Minister for 
Malaysia.

nile to potomac (15/3).indd   140 3/15/12   2:14 PM



141

With Tan Sri Dr. Mohamad Yusuf Noor.

With Zainal Abidin Ahmad (Zaaba).
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