
Love of Muhammad (sallallahu alaihi 
wasallam) 

 
“By  Allah, I cannot even imagine that a thorn should prick 
the foot of Muhammad  (PBUH), while I rest in my home.” 
  
Pagan Makkah was about to kill Khubaib bin Adi Ansari, Radi-Allahu anhu, who had been 
captured through a sinister and treacherous plot, then sold in the slave market so the buyers 
could exact their vengeance. 
 
 It started when some tribesmen from Uthul and Qara went to Madinah and requested the 

Prophet, Sall-Allahu alayhi wa sallam, to send some teachers with them who could educate 

their fellow tribesmen about Islam. The request was granted and about ten Companions were 
sent with them. When the group reached Raji’ two hundred armed men were lying in wait for 

them. Khubaib and Zaid bin Adathna, Radi-Allahu anhuma, were captured alive, while the 
others were martyred. Then they were sold in exchange for a hundred heads of camel. Both 

had fought in the battle of Badr and their swords had killed some pagan soldiers. Now the 
relatives of those killed in war wanted to get even. Of course, Arab traditions did not allow 

revenge for war like this. But their opponents were Muslims.  

 
 

Then, as now, the  world was ready to violate its own rules and 
traditions when the victims were Muslims.  
 
While facing death, Khubaib, Radi-Allahu anhu, said a poem that has been recorded by 

history. It includes these lines: “They say if I renounce Islam, my life will be spared. But it is 
better to die with belief than to live with unbelief.” 

 At the last minute, the pagans asked him: “Don’t you wish that you were spared and 

Muhammad (Sall-Allahu alayhi wa sallam) got this punishment? Would not you like that you 
were resting comfortably in your home, while he was killed in your place?” From the man 

who was about to be killed because he had accepted the Message brought by Muhammad, 
Sall-Allahu alayhi wa sallam, came this reply: “By Allah, I cannot even imagine that a 
thorn should prick the foot of Muhammad, Sall-Allahu alayhi wa sallam, while I 
rest in my home.”  (Hayaatus Sahabah, Maghazi by Urwah b. Zubair) 
 


