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Selected Excerpts from 
Seeking Allah, Finding Jesus: A Devout Muslim’s Jou rney to Christ 

By Nabeel Qureshi 
 

 
Prologue: Seeking Allah 
I lay prostrate in a large Muslim prayer hall, broken before God. The edifice of my worldview, all I had ever known, 
had slowly been dismantled over the past few years. On this day, my world came crashing down. I lay in ruin, seeking 
Allah. 

 
Fading footsteps echoed through the halls of the mosque as the humid summer evening drew to a close. The other 
worshipers were heading back to their homes and families for the night, but my thoughts were still racing. Every fiber 
of my being wrestled with itself. With forehead pressed into the ground and heart pounding in my chest, my mind 
scrutinized each word my lips whispered into the musty carpet. 
 
These were not new words. I had been taught to recite this Arabic phrase 132 times, every single day, from a time 
before I even knew my name. It was the sajda, the portion of the ritual prayers in which Muslims lower themselves 
before Allah, glorifying His loftiness. The words had always flowed with ease, but this day was different. As my lips 
exercised their rote rituals, my mind questioned everything I thought I had known about God. 
 

subhana rabbi al-ala 
Glorified is my Lord, the Highest 

 
“Glorified is my Lord... Who is my Lord? Who are you, Lord? Are you Allah, the God of my father and forefathers? Are 
you the God I have always worshiped? The God my family has always worshiped? Surely you are the one who sent 
Muhammad as the final messenger for mankind and the Qur’an as our guide? You are Allah, the God of Islam, aren’t 
you? Or are you…” I hesitated, instinctively fighting the blasphemy I was about to propose. But what if the blasphemy 
was the truth? 

 
“Or are you Jesus?” 

 
My heart froze, as if indignant at my mind for risking Hell. “Allah, I would never say that a man became equal to You – 
please forgive me and have mercy on me if that’s what I said, because that’s not what I mean! No man is equal to 
You. You are infinitely greater than all of creation! Everything bows down before You, Allah subhanahu wa'tala. 

 
"No, what I mean to say is that You, O Allah, are all powerful. Surely You can enter into creation if You choose! So 
did You enter into this world? Did You become a man? And was that man Jesus? 
 
O Allah, the Bible couldn’t be right, could it?” 

 
As if on two parallel timelines, my lips continued to pray in sajda while my mind relentlessly fought with itself. The 
Arabic phrase was to be recited twice more before the sajda would be complete. 
 

subhana rabbi al-ala 
Glorified is my Lord, the Highest 

 
“But how is it conceivable that Allah, the highest being of all, would enter into this world? This world is filthy and sinful, 
no place for the One who deserves all glory and all praise! And how could I even begin to suggest that God, the 
magnificent and splendid Creator, would enter into this world through the birth canal of a girl? Audhu billah, that’s 
disgusting! And then to have to eat, and use the bathroom, and to grow fatigued, and to sweat and spill blood, and to 
be finally nailed to a cross! I cannot believe this, God deserves infinitely more, His majesty is far greater than this!” 

 
“But what if His majesty is not as important to Him as His children are?” 

 
subhana rabbi al-ala 

Glorified is my Lord, the Highest 
 

“Of course we are important to Him, but Allah does not need to die in order to forgive us! Allah is all-powerful, and He 
can easily forgive us if he chooses. He is al-Ghaffar and ar-Rahim! His forgiveness flows out from His very being! 
What does coming into this world to die on a cross have to do with my sins? It doesn’t even make sense for Allah to 
die on the cross; if He died, who was ruling the universe? Subhanallah, He cannot die! That is part of His glory. There 
is no need for these charades, He can simply forgive from His throne!” 
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“But how can Allah be just if He 'simply forgives' arbitrarily? God is not arbitrary, He is absolutely just. How would he 
be just if he forgave arbitrarily? No, He cannot 'just forgive us if He chooses'. The penalty for my sins must be paid.” 

 
Rising from the ground and sitting on my heels, I recited the takbir.  
 

“Allah-hu-akbar” 
God is great 

 
“God, I know that you are great in reality, but some of what the Holy Qur'an teaches is far from great. I am having a 
very difficult time understanding it all, Allah. Please, have mercy on me – I don’t mean to doubt You, and I ask for 
Your mercy on my lack of knowledge and understanding. Please, Allah, may all this doubt not anger You! I must have 
misunderstood something, but there’s no way You, being good and loving, would have given some of the commands 
found in the Qur’an. I have found so much violence and contempt in its pages, the pages of a book I have read and 
loved every day because it is Your word." 
 
“But maybe you are showing me that the Qur’an is not Your word after all? So much of what I’ve been taught about it 
has turned out to be false. I was taught that it has never been changed, but hadith and history show that it has! I was 
taught that it has supernatural knowledge of science and the future, but when I asked you to help me see it with my 
own eyes, I could find none! So much that I thought I knew about the Qur’an is simply not true. Is it really Your book? 
O Allah, have mercy on me. 
 
“Who are You?” 
 
“At-taḥiyyātu lillāhi, waṣ-ṣalawātu waṭ-ṭayyibātu. As-salāmu 'alayka ayyuhā n-nabiyyu wa-raḥmatu llāhi wa-barakātuh. 

As-salāmu 'alaynā wa-'alā 'ibādi llāhi ṣāliḥīn.” 
"All compliments, prayers, and good things are due to Allah. Allah's peace be upon you, O Prophet, and His mercy 

and blessings. Peace be on us and on all righteous servants of Allah." 
 
"I praise You, Allah. All homage is certainly due to You. But there is so much I do not understand. Why am I speaking 
to Muhammad in my prayer? He cannot hear me, he is dead! I should not be praying to any man, even if it is the 
Prophet. And why am I wishing peace upon him? I am not his intercessor. I know these words were first recited when 
he was alive, but why does your greatest prophet need anyone to pray peace over him? Could you not have given 
him assurance and peace? If he cannot have peace and assurance as the Prophet, what hope is there for me?" 
 
Following the traditions of the Prophet and the guidance of my parents, I pointed my forefinger skyward while reciting 
the proclamation: 

 
"Ashhadu allā ilāha illā llāhu wa-ashhadu anna Muḥammadan 'abduhū wa-rasūluh" 

"I bear witness that there is none worthy of worship except Allah, and I bear witness that Muhammad is His servant 
and messenger." 

 
"O Allah, have mercy on me. How can I bear witness that Muhammad is Your messenger? It used to be so easy! 
Ammi taught me to love Muhammad because he was the greatest man who ever lived, and there was no close 
second. She taught me that his generosity was abundant, his mercy was incomparable, and his love for mankind was 
beyond measure. I was taught that he would never wage war unless he was defending the ummah, and that he 
fought to elevate the status of women and the downtrodden. He was the perfect military leader, he was the ultimate 
statesman, and he was the exemplary follower of Allah. He was al-Insan al-Kamil, the perfect man! He was Rahmatu-
lil alameen, God's mercy personified for all the world! It was easy to bear witness that such a man is Rasul Allah, the 
messenger of God. 
 
"But now I know the truth about him, and there's too much to sweep under the rug. I know about his first revelation, 
his raids on caravans, his child bride, his marriage to Zainab, the black magic cast on him, his poisoning, his 
assassinations, his tortures, and..." 
 
My thoughts suddenly slowed as they arrived at the one issue that I simply could not overlook. "And how could 
Muhammad, my beloved Prophet, have allowed... that?"  
 
Awash in empathy, my mind drifted from the prayers. I was still grappling with what I had come across while 
investigating the Qur'an. How could he? I envisioned the horror from the vantage point of the victims. What if that had 
been my family? Where was the Prophet’s famed mercy?  
 
I imagined that I was there, under the red sky of the desert, at the very moment. Anger quickly swelled within me as I 
surveyed the ruins of my people. Blood and death. A few young soldiers hungrily made their way through the corpses 
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and approached Muhammad. They made their barbarous desires known, and asked Muhammad for his guidance. 
Muhammad's face slowly flushed and began perspiring. He was receiving revelation from Allah. When he announced 
it to his soldiers, an evil glee spread across their faces. They disappeared into their tents, eager to proceed. Allah had 
sanctioned their activities. For a moment, all lay calm.  
 
Suddenly, an unbearable noise pierced the sky and my soul.  
 
It was my mother, screaming. 
 
My eyes shot open as I snapped back to reality. I was still in the mosque, still praying the salaat. My overwhelming 
revulsion toward Muhammad suddenly met with immediate contrition. I had been impudent before Allah. Muhammad 
was still my prophet, I still swore allegiance to him. I had gone too far. 
 
How could I continue like this? Astaghfirullah. 
 
Quickly, I finished the rest of the ritual prayers, ending by turning my head to the right and the left while reciting  
 

As-salaamo alaikum wa-rahmutallah 
"The peace and mercy of Allah be upon you" 

 
After a moment's pause, I let my face fall into my hands. Tears blurred my sight. The ritual prayers had ended, and 
now it was time for my heart's prayer.  
 
"God, I want Your peace. Please have mercy on me and give me the peace of knowing You. I don't know who You 
are anymore, but I know that You are all that matters. You created this world, You give it meaning, and either You 
define its purpose or it has none. 
 
"Please, God Almighty, tell me who You are! I beseech You and only You! Only You can rescue me. I lay down 
everything I have learned at Your feet, and I give my entire life to You. Take away what You will, be it my joy, my 
friends, my family, or even my life! But let me have You, O God.  
 
"Light the path that I must walk. I don't care how many hurdles are in the way, how many pits I must jump over or 
climb out of, or how many thorns I must step through. Guide me on the right path. If it is Islam, show me how it is true! 
If it is Christianity, give me the eyes to see! Just show me which path is Yours, dear God, so I can walk it."  
 
Although I did not know it, that peace and mercy of God which I desperately asked for would soon fall upon me. He 
was about to give me supernatural guidance through dreams and visions, forever changing my heart and the course 
of my life.  
 

-------------- 
 
The Father is Greater than Jesus 
By the time I was in tenth grade, my personal life was changing significantly. I began to spend far more time with 
friends, both on the phone and at school during activities. I was much more concerned with my clothing, which Ammi 
was still picking out for me. I started to ask Ammi if I could wear contact lenses instead of glasses in an effort to 
combat the “nerd” reputation that I had acquired. No success. 
 
The tug of Western culture was becoming difficult to handle. I was still not allowed to go to sleepovers, nor was I 
allowed to go to school dances. My friends and I had grown really close, and that made my absences from these 
events all the more difficult.  
 
But I still represented Islam proudly, especially when my beliefs were directly addressed, as they were one day while 
I was in Latin class. 
 
At Princess Anne High School, Latin was taught by two teachers, both of whom were thrilled when their students 
enjoyed the class. The teacher who taught Latin 2, Mrs. Earles, was far more kind and lax with me than she ought to 
have been. I loved Latin, and I loved her class, but I was getting more mischievous by the day, goaded by lack of 
reprimand. I was the kind of student who forgot to do his homework quite often, and upon remembering a few hours 
before it was due, tried to squeeze in a way to get it done. Mrs. Earles’s class was right before Spanish, and I often 
did my Spanish homework while she was lecturing. I would hide my Spanish textbook under my Latin textbook, 
working on it whenever she turned her eyes to the chalkboard, thinking her oblivious. Halfway through the year I 
realized she wasn’t oblivious at all, just highly tolerant of my shenanigans.  
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I was working on my Spanish homework on one of these occasions when the girl in front of me turned around and 
said, “Nabeel, can I ask you something?” Her name was Betsy, and she was the outspoken Christian in our grade. 
Everyone knew she was an evangelical Christian and she often stood up for her faith. Despite her regular kindness 
and desire to help others, she had a soft yet adamant demeanor that made the rest of us feel uneasy. We thought 
she was a bit loony. 
 
“Yeah, sure.” I had no idea where this was going. Had she wanted a pencil, she wouldn’t have asked to ask me 
something, she would have just asked for the pencil. Nor would I have been the one she’d ask, for that matter. I 
always forgot my pencils.  
 
She paused for moment, steeling herself before asking, “Do you know about Jesus?” 
 
Now I knew she was crazy. We were in the middle of Latin class! All the same, I immediately gained respect for her. 
Why had the other Christians never asked me? They did think I needed Jesus to go to heaven, right? Were they 
content with letting me go to Hell, or did they not really believe their faith? 
 
I considered how to approach my response in the present context. I looked up from my Spanish homework to assess 
the situation. Mrs. Earles had apparently stepped out for an indefinite period, and most of the students were chatting 
around us. I didn’t know how far I wanted to go, because I knew I could quickly get passionate and carried away. I 
decided to keep my answers short.  
 
“Yes.” 
 
Her eyes went wide. That was clearly not the answer she was expecting. “Really? What do you think about him?” 
 
“Well, I’m Muslim, right? Muslims believe that Jesus was sinless and born of the Virgin Mary. He cleansed the 
leprous, gave sight to the blind, and raised people from the dead. Jesus is the Messiah, the Word of God.” 
 
Betsy was stunned. I must have gone off-script, because she did not know where to go from there. So I proceeded for 
her. 
 
“But Jesus was not God. He was just a man.” I had drawn the battle lines for her and waited to see how she went to 
war.  
 
“Wow, you know a lot more about Jesus than I thought. That’s great! I believe a lot of the same things, but I don’t 
agree completely. Would you mind if I shared my view?” She responded softly yet adamantly, employing the very 
sneaky maneuver of being herself. That threw me off.  
 
“Sure, go ahead.” This was getting interesting.  
 
“Well, I don’t know if you know, but I’m a Christian.”  
 
“Yeah, I thought so.” I smiled, thinking to myself, “the whole world knows you’re Christian, Betsy.” She beamed, 
genuinely happy that I knew she was Christian.  
 
“We believe that Jesus is the Son of God, and that’s very important to us. Because he was the Son of God he had no 
sin and he was able to take our sins upon himself.” 
 
I had many problems with that statement, but I had already drawn the battle line, so I stuck with the issue of Jesus’ 
deity. I decided to take a concessionary approach. 
 
“Betsy, I don’t think the Bible we have today is the word of God. It’s been changed too many times throughout history. 
But for now, let’s just say I did think so. Where does Jesus say, ‘I am God’?” 
 
Betsy thought for a moment. She didn’t seem too troubled, but it was clear to me she couldn’t remember him saying 
it. After a an uncomfortable moment passed by, which she seemed totally comfortable with, she said, “In John’s 
Gospel, Jesus says ‘the Father and I are one.’”  
 
That was the one I expected her to go for, and I was ready. “Yeah, but also in John, Jesus prays for his disciples to 
be one just as he is one with the Father. So he clarifies exactly what he means by ‘one.’ He means unified in spirit 
and will. If he meant ‘one’ as in ‘one being,’ would he be praying for his disciples to be ‘one’ in the same way? He’s 
not praying for his disciples to all become one being, is he?” 
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“That’s a good point,” she said thoughtfully. Good point? I was in the process of dismantling her worldview, and she 
was being congenial? Did this girl ever get agitated?  
 
“Well, I can’t think of it right now, but I’m sure it’s there. I can look it up and get back to you.”  
 
“I’d love for you to, Betsy, but you won’t find anything. Jesus never said he was God,” I argued. “He made the 
opposite quite clear to us. He felt the pangs of hunger, thirst, loneliness, and temptation. He cried and he bled. He 
didn’t call himself ‘the Son of God,’ he called himself ‘the Son of Man.’ He was very obviously human.”  
 
Betsy was nodding along, “Yes, I agree. Jesus was a man, and he was God, too.” 
 
“How can someone be man and God? Man is mortal, God is immortal. Man is limited, God is infinite. Man is weak, 
God is omnipotent. To be Man is to not be God, and to be God is to not be man.” 
 
This seemed to give her some pause. She was off balance, so I decided to push a bit harder. 
 
“When Jesus went to Galilee, Mark’s Gospel tells us he could do no miracles. Not that he chose not to, but that he 
couldn’t! Can God not do miracles? When a woman in a crowd touched him, he had no idea who it was. Would God 
not know something that simple?” After pausing to let her process, I continued. 
 
“When a man called him ‘good,’ he said that he is not good, only God is good. He draws a distinction between himself 
and God! He does it again when said he didn’t know when the world will end, and that only God knows! He’s making 
it very clear that he is not God.” 
 
Betsy said nothing. She had not thought of this before. I decided it was time for the coup-de-grâce. 
 
“Betsy, in case there is any question, in the Gospel of John, Jesus said, ‘the Father is greater than I.’ And I agree with 
Jesus. God is greater than he is. I think you ought to agree with him, too.” 
 
Betsy didn’t know what to say. I waited. 
 
“Well, I don’t know what to say.” She was sticking with her signature maneuver. “I’ll tell you what, I’m going to look 
into these things. In the meantime, I’d like to invite you to a play I’m a part of at our church. Would you like to come?” 
 
“Sure, sounds like fun! But I don’t have a driver’s license yet. Mind if my dad comes along?” 
 
“Of course not! Bring as many people as you’d like. Here’s the information. Let me know what day you’re coming 
when you get a chance.” Betsy handed me a flyer for the event and smiled.  
 
I saw something behind the eyes of her smile which I hadn’t seen in her before. She was agitated. I smiled back. 
 

-------------- 
 
The Cost of Embracing the Cross 
For a Muslim to accept the Gospel, the cost can be tremendous. 
 
Of course, following Jesus meant that I would immediately be ostracized from my community. For all devout Muslims, 
it means sacrificing the friendships and social connections that they have built from childhood. It could mean being 
rejected by one’s parents, siblings, spouse, and children. 
 
This becomes exponentially more difficult if the Muslim has no person to turn to after following Jesus, no Christian 
who has reached out. I know of many Muslim women who recognize their need for Jesus, but have nowhere to turn if 
their husbands abandon them, or worse. They often do not have the financial means to survive the next day, let alone 
fight for their children in court. They would have to do all this while reeling from an emotionally violent expulsion from 
their extended families. 
 
What many do not realize, what I did not realize when I was making these decisions, is that these costs are not 
considered consciously. They form part of the knee-jerk reaction against the Gospel. I never said, “I choose to remain 
Muslim because it would cost my family if I were to follow Jesus.” Far from it. I subconsciously found ways and 
means to go on rejecting the Gospel so I would not be faced with what I would have to pay. 
 



Page 6 of 6 
 

But I was not the only one who would have to pay for my decision. If there were traits my family was known for in the 
Muslim community, it was my parents’ joyfulness, our close-knit relationships, and the honor we had garnered by 
faithfully following Islam. My choice to follow Jesus meant razing all three to the ground. 
 
My decision would shame my family with incredible dishonor. Even if I were right about Jesus, could I do such a 
terrible thing to my family? After all they did for me? 
 
It is this kind of familial dishonor that drives many in the Middle East to commit honor killings. Although there is no 
command in the Qur’an or hadith to carry out “honor-killings,” there are commands in the Qur’an to kill mischief 
makers, and plenty of commands in the hadith to kill apostates. 
 
These kinds of killings are not limited to the Middle East. A few months after graduation, I received a phone call from 
Mike telling me about an entire family of Middle Eastern Christians who had just been slaughtered in New Jersey for 
bringing dishonor to Islam. He asked me if I thought I’d be safe were I to accept Jesus. I appreciated his concern, but 
I told him that was the least of my worries. My family would never do such a thing, and in reality the killings are not as 
common as some fear. Besides, in my view, martyrdom would be an honor. 
 
The greatest concern for me, were I to accept Jesus as Lord, was the fact that I might be wrong. What if Jesus is not 
God? I’d be worshiping a human! That would incur the wrath of Allah and merit my abode in Hell.  
 
Of course, that is exactly what the Qur’an teaches. In Islam, there is only one unforgivable sin, shirk , the belief that 
someone other than Allah is God. 5:72 specifically discusses shirk in the context of Jesus. He who believes Jesus is 
God, “Allah has forbidden Heaven for him, and his eternal abode will be the Hellfire.” 
 
These are the costs Muslims might have to pay when considering the Gospel: losing the relationships they have built 
in this life, potentially losing this life itself, and if they are wrong, losing their afterlife. It is no understatement to say 
that Muslims often risk everything to embrace the cross.  
 
But then again, it is the cross. There is a reason Jesus said, “Whoever wants to be my disciple must deny themselves 
and take up their cross and follow me. For whoever wants to save their life will lose it, but whoever loses their life for 
me and for the gospel will save it.” (8:34-35) 
 
Would it be worth it to pick up my cross and be crucified next to Jesus? If He is not God, then no. Lose everything I 
loved to worship a false God? A million times over, no!  
 
But if He is God, then yes. Being forever bonded to my Lord by suffering alongside Him? A million times over, yes!  
 
Now more than ever the stakes were clear, and I needed to know who He was. Everything hinged on His identity. I 
began begging Him to reveal Himself. Standing, walking, praying, lying in bed, I implored Him to show me His truth. 
Because He had supernaturally guided me before, I had full faith that He would guide me once again.  
 
But the interim was agonizing. I travelled from mosque to mosque, asking imams and scholars to help me with my 
struggles. None came close to vindicating either Muhammad or the Qur’an, all of them selectively denying traditions 
that were problematic and cherry-picking traditions that fit their views. They did not help. 
 
While waiting to speak with them, I read book after book from Muslim scholars on hadith methodology, sirah, and 
Quranic history until my eyes were scorched. Then I would flood my eyes with tears during salaat, pleading with God 
for His mercy. 
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