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This book takes you on Mark's journey as he tries to prove to himself Islam is the true religion. It
shows the horror he feels as he faces the truth. It finally takes you to his greatest discovery,
Jesus is love, and Jesus is the God he was searching for his entire life. Having now lived and
ministered in America for years, he also has a message for America about the dangers to which
we are headed based on his intimate knowledge of life in a dictatorial country (Egypt) and what
he sees here.

About the AuthorDr. Mark Christian is a Christian convert who abandoned Islam as an adult and
fled his country of birth, Egypt. In the 2016 presidential election, he served as an advisor to
Governor Mike Huckabee and on an advisory team for Donald Trump. As a trained physician/
OBGYN in Egypt, Mark has worked for Assure Women's Center and the University of Nebraska
at Omaha Medical Center (UNMC). --This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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Endorsements for The Apostate“Mark Christian did not begin his life as ‘Mark Christian.’ And, as
the title of the book suggests, he did not begin his life as a Christian. One does not leave Islam
easily, especially with Mark’s background and his family’s strong ties to the Muslim Brotherhood.
Wow! What a story! Highly informative and painfully personal. I cannot recommend this book
highly enough.”—Bob McEwen, U.S. Congressman from Ohio.“In my years of ministry, I have
been honored to meet many converts from Islam, some even former terrorists. Every one of
these testimonies is a powerful monument to God’s grace. In The Apostate, Mark Christian tells
his story of being raised by a fiery Muslim father. His story is unique in my experience in that
Mark set out to intellectually prove Islam is the only true religion. Then he was confronted by the
reality of Jesus. You will not find a better or more inspiring book on this subject.”—LTG William G.
Boykin (ret.),EVP of Family Research Council, and author of seven books including his
autobiography, Never Surrender.“Mark Christian’s The Apostate is part religious inquiry, part love
story, and in large part a gripping, heart-stopping story of a father and his son. Although the
setting is exotic and the stakes are high, the drama at the heart of this saga is universal. You will
finish the book much wiser than when you start and much more appreciative of the religious
legacy we have been handed.”—Mike Huckabee, former governor of Arkansas, host of
“Huckabee” on TBN.“I came to know Jesus Christ as my Lord and Savior after having a Bible
slapped to my chest by my commanding officer as we boarded ships for an overseas
deployment. He told me, ‘You need to know your Lord and Savior, read this on the way.’ Like a
good Marine, I followed orders. For the first time in my life, I read the Bible from cover to cover. It
changed my life, forever. In The Apostate, Mark Christian describes how he found eternal life.
Mark was intent on bringing Islam to America with what he believed were iron-clad arguments.
But reading God’s word in the holy Bible dismantled Mark’s arguments favoring Islam and
pointed him to truth: Jesus Christ tells us ‘I am the way and the truth and the life. No one comes
to the Father except through me.’ This great book is a must read!”—LtCol Oliver L. North USMC
(Ret), bestselling author of We Didn’t Fight for Socialism.FIDELIS PUBLISHINGThe ApostateMy
Search for Truth© 2022 Mark ChristianCover Design by Diana LawrenceInterior Design by Xcel
Graphic—All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any
form whatsoever. For information, address info@fidelispublishing.com.No part of this publication
may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic or mechanical,
including photocopy, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system now known or to
be invented, without permission in writing from the publisher, except by a reviewer who wishes to
quote brief passages in connection with a review written for inclusion in a magazine, newspaper,
website, or broadcast.For information about special discounts for bulk purchases, please
contact , call 1-888-959-5153 or email—cs@bulkbooks.comFidelis Publishing, LLC Sterling, VA
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when my questioning of Islam became too much for this devoted Muslim leader to bear. He
refused to entertain my doubts and concerns and was enraged that I would dare challenge
Mohamed or Allah or our once shared devotion. As a result, I distanced myself from this man
and he from me. He spent many years hoping I would come to my senses and resume my place
of honor as a righteous believer. That was never going to happen. He once asked me, “You say
Islam is wrong and that it is not the truth. So, what is the truth?”Oh, how that question tormented
me! I had no idea what the truth was or where to find it. I was completely lost. I knew there was a
Creator and there was a God somewhere—but where? Who? Finding the meaning of life was
the one quest above all others driving me.I tried many times over the years to reconcile with this
religious man. I called him on his birthday, on my birthday, on random occasions, seeking some
sort of resolution. I am sure I should have known better. Islam would not allow him to budge so
much as an inch. If he had, he believed he would face the judgments of an unforgiving God. I
knew that, but I was too persistent not to try.When I got a phone call instructing me to meet him
in the early morning hours of March 29, 2003, I was surprised that for the first time in years he
wanted to meet with me—I was exuberant. Perhaps, for the sake of preserving some sort of
relationship, he was willing to call a truce. Perhaps he would satisfy himself with an “agree to
disagree” détente. I hoped deep in my soul this would be the day we reached our armistice.I did
not want to waste a moment lest he change his mind. I headed out the door that morning, telling
my wife, Dina, I would not be long. As I drove to his medical clinic and walked up to his office, I
couldn’t help but feel hopeful. I hadn’t felt hope for a very long time, and it felt good to have a
chance to think of the good times, the days of seeing eye to eye with him and meeting man to
man.The door to his office in the clinic was characteristically open. I took this as his overture to
indicate we could begin to meet regularly once again. I smiled to myself thinking it would be nice
to reach a truce of some sort. I opened the door of the darkened office, walked through the
hallway leading to his personal office, and tripped on the rug. I reached out with my hand to
break the fall, and my hand triggered what happened next. In that instant, I heard a sound like a
rush of wind, and everything before my eyes erupted in flames. Before I could determine what
happened, a surge of heat and an intense burning sensation overwhelmed me.This was one of
those out-of-body experiences you read about, the kind in which you feel as if you are looking



down on yourself as the scene unfolds around you in slow motion. I couldn’t process what was
happening and could only think in a disjointed, one-syllable sort of way. Fire. Burns. Hurt. Anger.
Why? Looking back at the explosion, I believe tripping probably saved my life.Gathering myself
from the floor, I thought for a second I should rush through the fire to save him from the blaze,
but it dawned on me I was the only one in the office. At times, a cloud of smoke blinding our eyes
is all our hearts need to see clearly. This was one such time. I ran from the building, out into the
street, dazed, confused, and screaming as I rushed headlong toward my car. The words, “Get to
the car, get to the car, drive home,” circled around and around in my head. I can only imagine
what the people on the street must have been thinking as they saw this fire-scarred monster
lunge out of the building toward his car, screaming like a wounded animal.I raced home, not
stopping to look at myself in the rearview mirror. To this day, I have no idea how I managed to
find my way through Cairo’s early rush-hour traffic. As I pushed open the front door, Dina’s eyes
met mine with a look of horror. “Go to the bathroom, hurry!” she said. “Don’t let Alex see you! He
will be frightened.” Alex, my son, had every reason to be frightened. His grandfather—my father—
had just tried to kill me. There was no reason to believe he wouldn’t try again.CHAPTER
1BECOMING A BOND SLAVEAllah will use your holy war and jihad to forgive you. Only by the
virtue of your jihad, Allah will forgive your past sin and what is to come. That will bear witness to
mankind to follow you in Islam and they will join you and fight a holy war for the cause of Islam.—
Quran 48:2 The Conquest*Iwas five years old when I first met him, the almighty Allah. On that
fateful day, in a dark room, my life began as surely as if I were emerging from the womb. I,
Mohammed Abdullah, can never erase that memory, and I’m certain I should not try. This day
marked the moment I first got to know Allah. On that day I first acknowledged my own status as a
Muslim, a status that if neglected merited only one outcome, an eternity of hellfire.My father
yanked my arms backward and tied me by his military-issue belt to the bed. In the creeping
darkness, I could still see the dresser, the closet, and the vanity where my mother would put on
makeup each day. I should have felt safe in my parents’ room. Instead, I was bound, alone, and
afraid. I trembled with the fear of what was to come, and my mind raced as the deepening
shadows loomed like so many monsters ready to tear me apart.I could hear my parents just
outside the bedroom—my father yelling at my mother, chastising her, she was dissolving in
tears, helpless to save me or herself. Only a few hours earlier, my mother and I and her older
brother were sitting in a movie theater. I was lost in the thrill of a police chase, all flashing lights
and wailing sirens, I had not a care in the world.Surprisingly, my father was waiting for us when
we got home. My mother was frightened to see him. My father was supposed to be at work. He
said Allah guided him to swing by the house. “Divine intervention,” he called it.Without saying a
word to me, he forcefully took me by the hand and pulled me into the bedroom, tied me up, and
left me in the dark to ponder what I did to deserve such a fate. I tried to see what was happening
outside the room, but there was only darkness. Mother continued to weep as my father shamed
her and her family, especially her brother, who was an accomplice in her sin. A good Muslim
man would have stopped her from sinning. He would not have sinned along with her. Once



finished scolding my mother, my father stormed into the restroom. I could hear him cleanse
himself, just as he would do before performing the salat, the ritual Muslim prayer.When Dad
pushed open the bedroom door, I sensed he was about to conduct holy business. I hoped
against hope he would remember he was my father and a father should love his son and not
harm him. But as I learned over time, it was precisely because he loved his son he had to harm
him. As Quran 64:14 reminds us, this was the true Muslim way: “O you who have believed,
indeed, your wives and your children are enemies to you, so beware of them.”My father sat on
the floor beside me and began to teach me the nature of Allah. He explained that mankind was
created for one reason—to worship Allah. “All of Allah’s creation is only created for himself. And
it is for Allah’s creation to totally submit to Allah and worship him,” he said, quoting from the
Quran 51:56. The meaning was clear: if I was not doing good, if my every action was not an act
of worship, then I was doing bad and deserved punishment. One can worship Allah through
religious rituals, but working hard can be an act of worship as well. So can studying.“I will beat
you,” he said solemnly, “so that Allah will see you are being punished for what you did.” With
those words, he unfolded his prayer rug, faced Mecca, and began praying. I watched in silent
wonder, daring not to move or draw his attention away from his prayers. Meanwhile, I was
considering his words. Even at such a young age, I acknowledged I deserved to be beaten and
readied myself for punishment. I knew I had to be cleansed.When my father finished his prayers,
he stood, folded his rug, pulled out his leather belt, and began raining down blow after blow on
my tender flesh. Tears streamed down my face as he recited verses of the Quran, chastising me
as fervently as he beat me. He was doing his duty to cleanse the evil out of me and teach me to
never make the same mistake again. Somehow, I understood he was right to do what he
did.“You shall not follow anyone blindly in those matters of which you have no knowledge, surely
the use of your ears and the eyes—all of these, shall be questioned on the Day of Judgment,” he
said, quoting Quran 17:36. He continued quoting verses from the Quran, placing curses on my
life and lashing me. “And whoever turns away from my remembrance—indeed, he will have a
depressed life, and we will gather him on the day of resurrection blind.”This was the day my
father became my teacher. He was not angry. He was merely doing his duty before Allah,
teaching me the correct path. Even at five, I could sense his passion and his righteousness. That
day my father helped me understand the depth of my sin. My education had begun. In time, I
learned the words the Prophet Mohamed said just before his death, “Today I have perfected the
religion, and completed my favors for you and chosen Islam as a religion for mankind” (Quran
5:3). The meaning was clear. No other religion mattered. Indeed, nothing that happened before
or since mattered. Nothing could be added to or taken away from the scripture. Every essential
word regarding how we should live our lives, he expressed therein.The Prophet also said, “Every
form of amusement which the believer engages in is forbidden, except for three: a man being
playful with his wife, a man being playful with his horse, and archery.” Music was forbidden.
Prophet Mohamed said those who played or listened deserved to have molten lead poured into
their ears. Acting was forbidden. It was only an elevated form of lying. Art in all its forms was



forbidden. The scripture told us every painter would go to hell, there to be assigned a personal
tormenter to punish him for the sin of creating art. Any entertainment for entertainment’s sake
was forbidden. The car chase I so enjoyed was forbidden. It was an affront to the Prophet.My
shame was great. My father said that by seeing and hearing things of which Allah would not
approve, I dishonored Allah, and he would never, ever, forgive me. Allah would punish me on
Earth, he told me, reciting Quranic scripture. He added that if my sin were not dealt with, Allah
would punish me beyond the grave and again on the Day of Judgment. The words from the
Quran were clear—Allah gives the gift of vision and hearing. If those gifts are not used in worship
or to honor Allah, he might as well take them away.I had an aunt who was blind. In those hours of
physical and emotional torture in that darkened room, I thought of her and feared my fate would
be the same. Although I did not know the nature of her sin, I assumed we were both sinners
unworthy of forgiveness. I was ashamed to have disappointed my father. I was crestfallen at
having caused him to deserve a punishment from Allah as well. My dad was my world, and I
wanted nothing more than his approval and love. I also wanted him to be favored by Allah and to
enjoy heaven ever after. The last thing I wanted was for Allah to turn his wrath on my father
because of me. If I needed this cleansing to be worthy of his love, and his own cleansing from
the sin I committed, then I would take it as bravely as any child could.With each blow, my
relationship with Allah and my father was being perfected. Through word and deed, my father
showed me vividly and accurately the nature of our god. Allah is judgmental. Allah is exacting.
Allah would rightfully crush me for my sin. As the man of the house, my father was doing his duty.
He was cleansing his family, and thereby himself, of all sin. The cleansing went on for hours. So
seriously did my father take his obligation to chastise me he skipped his afternoon work at the
clinic, one of the very few times I have known him to do this. I took notice.That day, I was
introduced to what it meant to be a devout Muslim, wholly submitted to Allah. Through my tears
and pain, I was learning my place in this world and how I was to live. My life’s journey of devotion
to Allah started in that dark room. I learned a life-changing lesson that day—Muslims, one and
all, are terrified of the wrath of Allah and will do almost anything to escape it. We hope against
reason we can hide our sin away so he will not see.Ultimately, though, Allah will exact his wrath
on everyone, even a five-year-old boy. There on the floor, battered, bruised, and awash in my
own urine, I signed over my life to Allah. I enlisted in the struggle, the lifelong struggle for
forgiveness from Allah for the heavy yoke of sin upon me. I was small, but my will was great. My
father, the man who prodded me by belt into the kingdom of Allah and who demanded complete
submission from my mother, was instructing us in how to live for Allah. From that day forward, my
mother and I were changed.Islam means submission, and I, Mohamed Abdullah, was learning
that submission to Allah comes with a very high price. That price is particularly high when you
are the firstborn son of a prominent imam. I was that son. My father was a man whose devotion
to Allah mandated he discipline his son even, yes, to the point of death.*When quoting from the
Quran throughout this book, I will be using my own Arabic translation skills to convey accurate
meaning.CHAPTER 2ACCEPTANCE AND TRANSFORMATIONThe Prophet of Islam said,



“Every one of you should be slaves to Allah and to Allah alone should you prostrate yourself. But
had it been permissible that a person may prostrate himself before another as he prostrates
himself before Allah, I would have ordered that a wife should bow as a slave before her
husband.”—Tirmidhi 285What does it mean to be human? The answer depends on who is being
asked. The response of a master will bear no resemblance to that of a slave. The response of a
son will bear no resemblance to that of his mother.Having been shamed for seeing a movie, my
mother and I began our journey of transformation and redemption. Our evolution was an upward
trajectory for me and a downward spiral for her—same destination, different outcomes. Every
Muslim man and woman traveled similar paths. The man’s journey elevates, the woman’s
journey diminishes. In either case, Islam requires total submission. My father, wholly devout and
submissive to Allah, understood and, for the sake of our souls, he wanted to make sure we
understood as well.My mother acknowledged her sin before Allah and began with new urgency
to cut out still more pieces of her soul. To become the properly observant Muslim wife, she sliced
with surgical precision. She began by severing again the bond with her own corrupt, profane
family. Yes, again!Truth be told, Mother began her journey years before by marrying my father.
During those early years, she tried diligently to measure up and be a good wife, but it was never
easy. To remove the residue of a life ill lived, my father had to take her in hand, shake her, and
threaten to beat her like a carpet. To my knowledge, he never did hit her, but the threat was often
in the air.At first, my mother rejected the facts presented to her by my father. She argued that
Islam could not possibly teach what my dad was revealing to her and insisted his ideas about
Islam were twisted. She thought those ideas might be the fruit of my dad’s poor farm life or his
harsh religious upbringing.My father responded by showing her proof. Unconvinced, my mother
asked other imams and religious leaders, even her own mother and father, and they all
confirmed what her husband was saying was true. Nevertheless, she continued to rebel. She
tried every trick she knew to lure my father to change his ways. When that strategy failed, she
tried to pretend, tried to just play along, but after her chastisement for attending a movie, the
days of pretending were over.My father judged everything and everyone through the lens of
Islam: what Prophet Mohamed said and what the Quran teaches. His faith demanded he remove
my mother from her old life in every way—from family ties, from old friends, from old habits that
did not reflect Islamic teachings. To compensate, he surrounded her with suitable friends. With
the guidance of other women who understood the dictates of Islam and the duties of a Muslim
wife, she set about rooting out her free spirit, her personal longings, and all the European or
Western influences in her life.The new women in her life were wives of my father’s devout
Muslim associates. They helped my mother see a better, more righteous path. Under their
tutelage, she began removing “inappropriate” clothing from her closets and learned to wrap a
proper hijab. She learned when, where, and for whom her beauty was to be exposed. She
understood she would no longer leave the house without the permission of her husband. And
she learned to suppress her free spirit until she, too, accepted the devout life as the better way.It
was hard for me to reconcile the woman I knew as my mother with the woman of her youth. Little



trace of that younger woman remained. At eighteen, she was beautiful, refined, happy, and intent
on studying philosophy in college. She shopped with friends, dined at fine restaurants, went to
the theater. She had no concept that seeing a play or watching a movie was wrong. Back then,
she had no understanding of Islam.She learned. By the time she took me to the movies she
understood Islam well enough to know it was an act of defiance. She consciously crossed a line
into the forbidden. And in Islam there is a price to be paid for every sin. At age five, I committed
only one such sin, but, as my father suspected, my mother had committed many. This time she
got caught red-handed. My father made sure she understood she could not close her eyes to
sin. He had to make her see.MOM’S EARLY YEARSMy mother’s family was Muslim, but not at
all devout or properly observant. Her father was a successful, self-made businessman in the
construction industry. He had amassed incredible wealth and was able to provide for his family
of twelve children in ways unimaginable to my father. Their home and lifestyle were grand, and
they lived as lavishly as Europeans if more conservatively in a Middle Eastern way.Mother
attended a prestigious French school in Cairo. Her personal driver took her there every day. She
wore the most expensive makeup available and had a stylish wardrobe that did not include a
single hijab. Hijabs were for the family’s servants, not for my mother and her friends. Forward
looking, mother hoped to attend college to study the great thinkers and to immerse herself in her
beloved French literature, just as her twin sister would later do. She was a romantic, my mother,
a dreamer, and a socialite who thrived on being the center of attention, admired for her beauty
and wit.When my mother was born, Egypt was still a British colony, and Cairo boasted beautiful
architecture, a dazzling cultural scene, and a rightful place at the center of the Arabic world. She
prospered in Cairo society, then a rival to Paris.This world was about to change. A 1952 military
coup drove the British out and brought the Communists in. In the 1970s, the sleeping giant of
Islam once again awoke after a half-century hibernation and started to scatter the Communists.
That same giant slowly choked the strength and beauty out of my mother and ultimately
enslaved her to Allah.Mother had nothing in common with a man like my father. Nothing. I
believe my father saw her as spoiled, which she was, but he was drawn to her, and she was
drawn to him. As it happened, one of my mom’s older sisters married my father’s older brother,
my uncle Ahmed. Three days after the wedding Ahmed was arrested and imprisoned for his
association with what the government considered “the wrong people,” the Muslim Brotherhood.
He spent many years in custody. When my father’s family learned that my mom’s sister was
pregnant, they urged my dad to check on her welfare.As an Ob-Gyn and young military officer,
my father was happy to oblige. He impressed my grandfather with his drive and determination. A
self-made man, my father respected the material achievements of a patriarch like my
grandfather, but he could not love a man who lacked a singular focus on Islam or, more
accurately, lived an Islam of his own making, not the one Prophet Mohamed created. This is why,
from the beginning, my father harbored deep contempt for my grandfather’s lack of piety.As for
my grandfather’s sons—my mom’s brothers—my father outright loathed them. The years never
softened his assessment of their failings, which under Islam destined them to torment in the



grave and a substantial time in hell. He saw them as spoiled, foolish, and unrepentant in their
lack of devotion to Allah. If Islam and the words of the Prophet were the standard, mother’s
family failed in every meaningful way.Grandfather struggled for many years with heart and other
health problems, and my father started attending to his medical care during his visits to check on
his sister-in-law’s pregnancy. Dad’s presence in the home gave my mother many opportunities to
admire him from behind doorways and around corners, and my father noticed her as well. How
could he not? She was beautiful, free-spirited, and nine years his junior. The attention of this
older, handsome man flattered my mother. Although not allowed to spend any time together,
their relationship discreetly blossomed.A WEDDING THAT CHANGED EVERYTHINGIn July
1968, my father, twenty-eight-year-old Abdou, married his love and gained the whole world, or
so it seemed. Their union brought great blessing, not the least of which was money to build a
new medical clinic in a prestigious neighborhood. While my grandfather wanted to donate the
money, my dad was too proud to accept it as a gift. He insisted it be a loan. According to sharia
law, however, there can be no interest charged on a loan. As Quran 4:160–161 clearly spells out,
charging interest on loans is a dirty Jewish heritage. A pure devout Muslim man would never
follow such a sinful practice.Following his wedding, my father moved out of his apartment, a
Muslim Brotherhood fraternal dwelling located near the famous Cairo University Medical School,
and into my mother’s family compound. This was an opulence he could previously only have
imagined. My grandfather built this cluster of homes with the singular goal of keeping his family
all together. The compound was—and is—in the same neighborhood as the president of Egypt,
and my parents’ home, furnished as it was with the finest offerings from Europe, looked like it
belonged.My father, who grew up poor, interpreted this 180-degree turn in his life as a sign he
was doing right according to Allah. Had he not found favor according to Allah, he would have
had nothing but misfortune. My mother was also introduced to a new way of life—a devout
Islamic life. The contrast was sudden and shocking. Her marriage, which initially seemed a
dream come true, quickly turned nightmarish.My mother’s frustration and sorrow over the
transformation required by Allah was obvious to anyone who cared to see. A budding
philosopher, she soon learned life was not what she hoped it would be. Little by little, with my
dad shaming her every step of the way, Islam was wiping away the thoughts, emotions, and even
physical attributes that made her who she was.As my mom was to learn, a Muslim woman does
not have the right to set her own boundaries. Those are for her husband, father, brothers, or
other male relatives to set. The law is clear and my father, in his devotion to the words of Allah,
made sure he fulfilled his obligations. Allah, he knew, would judge the male and female equally
according to their deeds and duties, but the duties and obligations of the male were quite
different from those of the female. The male’s role was to enforce the law of Allah. The female’s
role was to obey and to report the sins of other family members to the male. Quran 4:34 reads,
“Men are superior and supreme over women, because Allah has made men to excel over
women.”And “excel” my father did. My mother, used to sitting high on a pedestal, now had to bow
at the feet of Allah, represented here on earth by her husband, my father. He patiently instructed



her in the ways of Islam, ways as foreign to her as they would be to the average Valley Girl. I
believe she tried, in small ways, to regain her freedom by wearing makeup and sneaking off to a
movie theater now and then. Eventually, though, she grew to accept her old way of life was not
the life Allah willed.Her sin on the day of my introduction to Allah was threefold: First, she was
not obedient to Allah, and her actions were sinful. Second, she was not obedient to my father
and went out of the home without his permission. And third, she indulged in entertainment that
stirred the senses in ways not honoring Allah. She knew, if caught, there would be a price to pay
for what she did.A hadith is a saying of Mohamed. Sahih Al-Bukhari hadith 3.592 reads, “Every
one of you is a shepherd and responsible for your herd. The shepherd is fully responsible for the
deeds of his flock. If his flock obeys, the shepherd will be praised. But if the flock disobeys, the
shepherd shares in their sin and will likewise be punished.” My father was my mother’s
shepherd, and he took that responsibility seriously.DAD HAD A PLANNot long after marrying my
mom in 1968, my dad developed a family plan he felt would benefit himself, his wife, and any
children that would come along later. His dreams were for my mother to go to college and study
law. Perhaps she could become a professor, he reasoned. Initially, she followed his directives,
but after two semesters she was miserable. Law was too concrete for my mom, and she begged
my father to allow her to study philosophy. He wouldn’t agree to that idea, however, until she
couched her goal in terms of Islamic philosophy. That was a plan he could support.In the few
short years after their marriage, my dad’s new medical practice prospered. The fact that
everything fell into place was his assurance he was doing right by Allah. Things were not going
well on my mother’s side of the family however. In 1969, a terrible car crash killed her youngest
sister and two brothers-in-law while injuring her mother and one of Mother’s nieces.Then, late in
1970, Anwar Sadat ascended to power and immediately started to build up the military in
anticipation of a new war with Israel. Obligatory military contracts paid little, and many other civil
government contracts went unreimbursed. This put enormous financial stress on my
grandfather’s construction business and was compounded by financial mischief and
mismanagement of his brothers. With my emotionally-wrought grandfather stretched for money,
his sons leaned on my father to repay the interest-free loan my grandfather gave him.Dad was
indignant. He placed all blame for their straitened circumstances squarely at their own feet. “You
have never lived righteously under Allah, and your hardship is the penalty for your sin,” he told
them coldly. To my mom, he justified his refusal to pay the loan back—at least at this time—as a
way of awakening her brothers to their own sins and of guiding them all to the path of
righteousness and repentance. As further justification, he cited Mohamed’s example of raiding
the unbelievers’ businesses.When grandfather’s health took a dramatic turn for the worse, the
brothers began fighting about how best to manage the company and its assets. The infighting
got ugly, and my father said he would stand for no more. “Your family and the fighting about their
wealth is shameful,” he announced to Mom one day. “They do not honor Allah with either their
words or actions, and you must remove yourself from their sin. Their failures are solely because
they have not followed the words of Allah.” With that dictate, my mother had to cease all



interaction with her family members, including her twin sister. She felt helpless to save them or
herself, and she felt as if my father had torn her in half.The break with her family was so
complete in fact, in July 1971, when my mother was giving birth to me, her own mother and
sister could not attend to her. They hovered nearby, mere yards away, but my father would not
allow them to assist with the delivery of my mother’s first child. Instead, he had his hand-picked
“new” friends attend to Mom. I can’t imagine how hurtful (devastating) this was to my mother,
who undoubtedly felt scared, alone, and abandoned.Control and bondage are the hallmarks for
any properly devout, observant Muslim family; my family was no exception. My father mastered
his own life, seized control of my mother’s life right down to the womb, and demanded complete
submission from his children. That was as Allah willed. Mother struggled every day to live up to
what the Quran and my father instructed her to do and what she was to be, and every day she
failed. She did not practice the Muslim prayers until she married, and her recitation was clumsy
and often incorrect as she struggled with Arabic script. My father saw this as another sign of her
family’s failure to raise her as a good Muslim. But incorrectly reciting prayers was the least of my
mother’s problems.As an infant I helped bridge the gap between my mother and her family and
opened a small channel of communication. Although my weary grandfather dearly loved me and
welcomed my birth as a sign of renewed family fortune, the tension remained. When his heart
finally failed in 1973, my mother was not allowed to mourn his death properly. My father justified
his rigid decision-making as a way of sharing Allah with my mother and of shaming her family for
their lack of righteousness.Here was her greatest problem—my mother’s failure to understand
marriage was not necessarily monogamous. Her father, my grandfather, had the means to have
multiple wives. This would have been acceptable for a religious Muslim man, but he had only
one wife for whom he cared deeply his entire life. As a girl, that relationship was what my mother
knew. She dreamed of the same for herself, but she ultimately sacrificed that dream—and the
loyalty of her husband—on the altar of Islam.To make sure his goals for our family worked as he
planned, my father put my mother on birth control. As anticipated, the pill prevented her from
getting pregnant until she completed her university studies. However, the pill did long-term
damage to her body. She gave birth to my brother in 1975 when she was in her thirties and found
herself in early menopause, unable to have any more children. She longed to have a large family,
like her own, but that was not to be. With difficulty, she learned to content herself with me and my
younger brother. Eventually, she silenced her sorrow in the knowledge she was obedient to Allah
and my father.CHAPTER 3FORGIVENESS AT ANY COSTMuslim fathers must instruct and
guide their off-spring into the Islamic faith and ensure they grow up Muslims, and into a total
submission and obedience to Allah. Those are the only fathers who will ever be rewarded to
heaven.—Quran 52:21When I came out of that dark room in which my father beat me at age
five, my life looked very different. I viewed the world from a new perspective. Totally and radically
transformed, I saw everything in a different light. Everything! Islam became for me the only truth,
the only way. The walk of faith of my father and my forefathers was the only path to
righteousness, success, blessing, and a favorable afterlife. It was my one hope for redemption.I



was terrified. There was only one way to dig myself out of this hole I dug for myself through sin. I
would have to become the very best slave to Allah. I would never again invoke his wrath. To
embody Quran 66:8 was my desire, “O ye who believe! Turn to God with sincere repentance, in
the hope that your Lord will remove from you your ills and admit you to Gardens beneath which
Rivers flow.” Allah demanded sincere and faithful repentance, free from pretense and hypocrisy.
This was the first sign of tawba, the contrition and hard work leading to redemption. Guilt birthed
in me a burning desire to learn the path to righteousness. This meant beginning to observe the
five pillars of the faith, which are grounded in the word and law of Allah. If this foundation was not
strengthened through strict observance, the weak servant would be punished throughout his life
and for eternity after death.At this very young age, I had to become a new person, and I needed
to do it quickly. Fueling this sense of urgency was a mind-numbing fear Allah would strike me
deaf and blind for the error of my ways. To find the path of righteousness I began to learn the
“appropriate meek and humble” way to petition Allah in prayers.THE FIVE PILLARS OF
ISLAMThe first pillar of Islam is the shahada, “There is no god but Allah, and Mohamed is the
seal and the final of all the prophets.” The shahada became the cry of my heart, a constant
affirmation of Allah and Mohamed. I pledged the words of shahada would always be on my lips. I
uttered them over and over and over each day and fully intended to do so until I drew my last
breath on this earth.The understanding that Allah was to be my Master and I his slave guided my
practice of the salat, the ritualistic prayer said five times daily and the second pillar of Islam. I
came to long for the times of prayer. The prayers are specific, obligatory, and need to be
observed in order and at specific times. Prayer for us Muslims was not a petition to Allah but
rather an act of total submission of the body and the mind. The words and actions were
prescribed and were to be followed without addition or omission. On bended knees with my
forehead rubbing the ground, I assumed the position of a slave bowing before his master. I would
achieve closeness with Allah I could not otherwise achieve—so the Prophet told us.As a
beginner, I was not yet expected to know the prayers’ proper execution, but my dad was diligent
in my instruction. A hadith speaks expressly to this matter: “The Apostle of Allah (peace be upon
him) said: Command and order your children to pray throughout their first seven years old and
then beat them for missing prayer until they become ten years old.”1 After the age of ten the
standing order is that as long as the child is under your roof the head of the household is fully
responsible for that child’s actions and has to do whatever it takes to keep him/her on the
straight path and in complete obedience to Allah.The third pillar deals with the tithe, zakat. A
Muslim earns money to further Allah’s cause on the earth. Money has no other purpose. As an
act of worship I was expected to judge the obedience of other Muslims before I handed them my
tithe. They had to be worthy of furthering Allah’s kingdom in some way. If they were not deemed
worthy—or were not a Muslim or not in the process of becoming one—I learned not to share my
tithe with them. Although I had no income at the time, I knew tithing would be an important
component of the submissive life as it was to my father, and so I committed myself to learning
how to judge the worthiness of others. Mohamed said, “I have been ordered to kill the people



until they testify that there is no god except Allah, and that Mohamed is the messenger of Allah,
and they establish prayer and pay the Zakat.” Mohamed continued, “If they do that, their blood
and wealth are protected from me save by the rights of Islam. Their reckoning will be with
Allah.”This foundation strengthened me, guided me, and made me a wholly submitted servant.
Even as a child, I knew this was enslavement, but it was enslavement at will. I willingly laid aside
my own childish desires as much as I could and began to desire only what Allah had for my life.
When I drifted and began to look with envy or lust at what my cousins were doing, I quickly
reminded myself of the physical pain suffered that day in the dark room and the emotional pain
buried in my heart from fear of eternal punishment.I analyzed my day-to-day activities through an
Islamic filter, assessing whether each act was in obedience to Allah. And while I was going
through the prescribed motions, I begged Allah for forgiveness of my sins. Each day I ended
begging once more for forgiveness so if I died in my sleep, I would be found a faithful servant. I
wholeheartedly believed I was not worthy of forgiveness, but Quran 19:71 gave me hope that
once I paid my dues in the fires of hell I would one day see heaven.I considered myself one of
the lucky ones. I learned the foundational truths of Islam early on. I did not have time to commit
the whole spectrum of sins before I found the correct path. Others were not so lucky. As Quran
6:125 asserts, “Allah chooses those whose hearts he will open and those whose hearts he will
leave closed. All of the chosen come to the same understanding but not at the same time of their
lives. Some do not open their hearts until, after a lifetime of error, they are confronted with the
judgment that waits. Others do not open their hearts until they face the grave and the eternal
torments beyond.”At an early age I put the puzzle together. It was my father who faithfully helped
me assemble the pieces. My creator was Allah, and he alone was my master. I was created to
serve him and nothing more. Allah, in his perfect wisdom, judges according to the only
acceptable law, sharia, the path Allah has set for us through this life and into paradise. The
instructions for navigating Allah’s path were clear. Mohammad revealed them to us. There was
no room for compromise and no grace. Whether life was just or not was of no consequence. “It is
as Allah wills” was an honorable and true answer to any hard question I would ponder in the
years to come.Rather than spending my days in play with other kids, I spent my time thinking
about sin and how I could achieve some measure of forgiveness. My reflections all led me to one
place—the Quran. Within the holy text was the instruction I needed. If I was too young to be held
fully accountable, I was old enough to be held to account for sins of impurity, lying, and
disobedience, either to Allah or to my parents.My understanding led me to one conclusion: I
must go all-in and become a slave of Allah. I must pledge my allegiance to him above all others,
even my parents. The Quran taught me I should obey my parents as long as they obeyed Allah. If
they disobeyed Allah and his messenger, Mohammad, they had no right to my obedience. Abu
Bakr, the most revered of Mohammad’s disciples and his heir to Islamic state leadership, told us,
“Obey me so long as I obey Allah and his messenger. And if I disobey Allah and his messenger,
then I have no right to your obedience.”2Not only was I to test my parents’ will against that of
Allah, but, as a shrewd and obedient Muslim, I would test the will of all those around me. I was a



slave and a soldier. I obeyed Allah and made sure others did as well. I was going to be the best
child soldier for Allah anyone ever saw.I gained a great deal of insight into my father and his
actions on that day in the dark room. As an act of worship and a sign of obedience to Allah,
fathers were to inflict pain upon their children if those children failed in their Islamic duties and
especially if they committed sin.There was, however, a class of sin called hudud that demanded
severe retribution. These were the acts transgressing the limits Allah set and were specifically
proscribed in the Quran or in Mohamed’s divine sayings. They included theft from another
Muslim, highway robbery of another Muslim, drinking alcohol, illicit sexual intercourse, falsely
accusing a Muslim female of being unchaste, murdering a fellow Muslim, or, most grievous of all,
apostasy. Since Allah set these laws, no pardon was possible. Divine punishment had to be
exacted. If someone were to grievously disobey Allah through an act of apostasy, he was to be
killed. If Allah so willed, community, family, or even parents were to be the agents of retribution.
This was a truth I learned from the scriptures—Quran 5:38; 24:4, 6; 9:29, 66; 16:106; 5:33–34
among others—and accepted as did every devout Muslim.In a similar spirit, a mother rightly
rejoices when her sons die as martyrs in acts of jihad because those sons bring honor to Allah
and pave a way to heaven for both mother and son. Allah revealed as much, and none of us was
in a position to disagree. Quran 47:4 told us, “Those who are killed in the way of Allah martyrs
fighting in Allah’s holy war, Allah will never let their great deeds be lost and they will be rewarded
in paradise.”The Prophet Mohamed specifically reported the seven gifts Allah would grant the
shahid, the Muslim martyr. These included total forgiveness with the first drop of blood, immunity
from the punishments of the grave, and, of course, seventy-two voluptuous young virgins to take
as wives. Just as importantly, the shahid would be allowed to intercede on behalf of as many as
seventy family members. I accepted these truths from the scriptures as every Muslim must.Had
my sin not been dealt with righteously it would have been a stain on my father’s record. Given his
responsibility for me, my father would have earned Allah’s wrath and jeopardized his own place
in heaven had he not dealt with my sin as firmly as he did. The good my brother, mother, and I
did tilted the scales of judgment in the right direction. Likewise, the bad we did tilted the scales in
the wrong direction. Allah kept a count. “Please, Allah,” I begged, “forgive me and forgive my
father, who rightly inflicted your judgment on me.”To outsiders looking in—less than devout
Muslims or “normal” kids—my behavior didn’t make sense, but I didn’t care. I did whatever
represented pure devotion to Allah and his Prophet. Some called my behavior radical. Others
called me weird, a nerd. Others sneered in jealousy when I was called “blessed.” But I didn’t
care. Mohamed said actions like mine were examples of devotion, and that is all that mattered to
me. I figured that was all that should matter to any good Muslim seeking Allah’s reward. I wanted
to be the Muslim the Prophet Mohamed described in this hadith “as a man who says, ‘I fear
Allah,’ a man who gives in charity and hides it, such that his left hand does not know what his
right hand gives in charity; and a man who remembered Allah in private and so his eyes shed
tears.”3In the days and months after my introduction to Allah, I walked around in fear of going
blind. I believed I deserved the punishment. In fact, I felt privileged Allah chose to get my



attention by showing me my sin. If Allah wanted to make his slave blind, so be it. He knew best.
All my senses, even my very life, were on loan to me from Allah. If I used those gifts in a way that
did not honor him, it was his right to take them away.Allah was a just judge, I believed, and
Muslims were obligated to be his law enforcers. We imposed sharia law on ourselves first, then
on those who belonged to us, and then on those around us. As his soldiers, we were obliged to
spread his law to the farthest corners of his ever-expanding kingdom on earth and enforce it.
This was and is the heart of Islam, and I sincerely embraced it. Admittedly, this was not normal
behavior for a young child. In time, I would make the expansion of Allah’s kingdom my life’s
mission with consequences I could never have foreseen.For a Muslim, there is a binary quality
to life. People are either devout or sinful. They are Muslim or infidel. They are male or female. My
dark room experience changed everything. My intimate, personal, painful knowledge of the
heavy weight of sin allowed me to see the sin in others. I resolved in my heart I would do
anything for redemption. In time, that resolve took a very specific form, namely my personal
quest to expand Allah’s kingdom on earth.In the meantime, I needed to prepare myself for
Allah’s justified wrath. With great seriousness, when no one else was around, I closed my eyes
tightly and practiced walking around the house, trying to memorize the placement of the
furniture. Bruised knees and bumps on my forehead did not deter me from attempting to imagine
a potential life of blindness. I also tried to etch the images of my parents’ faces in my memory
just in case I woke and never had the chance to see them again.I can personally testify
anticipating Allah’s wrath took a toll especially since I did not know when it was coming. The
punishment my father delivered was immediate. He followed his words with actions, and I got
over it. But the Quran taught that Allah would deliver his wrath on his timetable, not mine. The
anticipation was agonizing—a never-ending punishment in itself. I learned Allah knew best how
to sanctify and purify his followers.I entertained a childish hope that my dad, being a prominent
Islamic teacher, would get me off the hook by telling me what I had to do to be forgiven. But that
never happened. It doesn’t happen for anyone. All sin requires a penalty be paid, and no one has
the power of redemption or forgiveness. All are prey and predator. All are prisoners and prison
guards at the same time. All are incarcerated within the walls of Allah’s law. His whip was—and is
—always at hand. My dreams of redemption faded with the realization my future was bleak
unless I took decisive action.THE 4TH PILLAR – FASTING DURING RAMADANThe summer I
turned six I had an opportunity. The holy month of Ramadan was coming, and everyone around
me was excitedly preparing to observe the holy fast from sunrise to sundown. I asked my mother
if I too should prepare to fast. “No,” she said. “You are much too young. You must wait for your
dad, and he will explain.”When I asked, my father explained to me I was not yet obliged to fast.
Allah ordained that fasting was not obligatory until puberty. Hearing this, I secretly breathed a
sigh of relief, but only for a moment. To be forgiven for my sin, I needed to take a step beyond
what was expected of me.That year the holy month fell in August, and a miserably hot August it
was, 110 degrees in the shade, day after day. Although our home had no air conditioning then, I
did not worry about my temporal comfort. I worried about my eternal destiny. Fasting, I figured,



would get Allah’s attention and maybe ease his anger toward me.Guilt is a remarkably powerful
motivator. It crushes like a giant rock placed upon one’s chest. I ceaselessly wondered what I did
to deserve that weight and how I could get rid of it. To lift the burden of shame from my soul I was
willing to do anything—even if I died in the process. Although not as redemptive as martyrdom
through jihad, dying while performing a holy ritual would relieve me of a life of guilt and sin. In my
mind, it would be a million times better than living as a man condemned.Guilt is also a powerful
weapon in the hands of the soldiers of Allah, who, on all fronts, use it to judge and condemn.
Wielding this weapon, they recruit others to become fellow soldiers, and the army swells one
Muslim at a time. Little do the recruits suspect they are not so much soldiers as they are slaves
to a “controller” and “conqueror,” two of the ninety-nine names Mohamed assigned to Allah.The
fast of Ramadan is a month-long journey in which the servant’s mind and body are cleansed
through submission, suffering, and endurance. It is the fourth pillar, and I wanted badly to
participate. Considered the best time of the year, Ramadan gives the faithful Muslim an
opportunity to show his master, Allah, the depth of his devotion by denying himself the basic
necessities required to sustain life.My mind was made up. I would fast. The ninth month of the
Islamic lunar calendar, Ramadan requires fasting from sunrise to sunset. This meant I would
completely abstain from any eating and drinking during this time. I didn’t have to, but I could see
no other way to show Allah how remorseful I was. Once I headed down that path, there would be
no turning back. A promise was binding, and if I promised Allah I was going to perform a ritual,
then I had better make good on that promise. I would be severely punished if I didn’t.It is difficult
for me to communicate how monumental this decision seemed at the time, but I had to do
something about my one sin. One sin, yes, but it was major. Again, it was all black and white.
Sins added up. Allah kept a running tally. Upon becoming an adult, every follower of Allah had
two angels sitting on his shoulders counting sins. The angels remained until the individual died
or was declared insane. Otherwise, the counting continued. I wanted my angels to look at me,
say, “One,” and then say no more!On the first day of the holy month, my mother called me to
come eat my breakfast. “I am going to fast,” I announced. “But you are too young! Didn’t your
father explain that to you?” she protested. “Yes, he did,” I shot back, “and I know, but I want Allah
to accept me and look at me with favor.” And that was that.I thought my mother would become
angry with me, but she was just the opposite. She called up her mentors, the women who were
helping her become a faithful Muslim, and announced proudly I was attempting this feat of
holiness. In her mind, it was a beautiful and worshipful act of total obedience, even if I did so at
my own peril. Though her mother’s heart feared, given my age, fasting might lead to death in the
August heat, her Muslim heart, budding with her own obedience to Allah, rejoiced in the
knowledge that she, too, would receive a reward for my obedience.The tremendous heat,
coupled with my hunger and thirst, was brutal, and I wondered a time or two if I had clearly
thought this through. My stomach rumbled, and my mouth became dry and parched. All I could
think about was having a bite to eat with a sip of water. No sooner, however, would an image of
food flash through my brain than it would be followed by an image of Allah crushing me. My



physical needs that day paled in comparison to my fear of being blinded for life or tormented in
hellfire for eternity.Throughout the stiflingly hot day I would turn on the bathroom faucet and gaze
in holy reverence at the water. I didn’t drink any—not a drop. I didn’t even touch it. But I took
comfort in watching the cool water pour out of the faucet and fill the sink. Then I quietly returned
to my room and felt sustained, if only for moments.My mother met my father at the door when he
returned from the military hospital. “Mohamed is fasting,” she said excitedly. I wish I could have
seen his face when she told him. The man who walked into my room that day was not the same
man who beat me not long before. This man was smiling, happy, overflowing with praise and
wonder. He hugged me, the first hug from my father I can remember.My father understood my
commitment to such an act of worship and obedience committed him to supporting me. That
afternoon, to reward me for my efforts and to strengthen me as the fast continued, he took me to
the mosque for his teaching.“Mohamed, did you commit to fast the whole day?” “Yes,” I
answered. As I spoke those words, my hunger and thirst evaporated, my hope for forgiveness
surged. “May Allah bless you,” my father said with joy, the pride shining from his eyes. “Go and
cleanse yourself and get ready for prayers. We will help each other go through the rest of the
day.”And just like that, I became a blessing to my father rather than a burden. I remember sitting
at the right side of my father, the leader. I saw the weight of my sin diminishing, the giant rock
breaking into a million tiny pieces. Gone was the fearful little boy whose eyes revealed a
trembling heart. In his place was a victorious young Muslim filled with a sense of power,
boldness, and authority. I stood taller and my eyes exuded the steely strength of a victor.
Righteousness is intoxicating. That feeling of being a faithful servant and the boldness flowing
from that feeling would soon become addictive.I did well. I was sure Allah was changing his mind
about me. The message I heard was loud and clear—when you do something extraordinary,
Allah, in his ultimate judgment, will perhaps love and care for you, at least not try to crush you.
As the weight of my sin lifted from my shoulders, my life began to transform. I learned the secret
to the successful Muslim life, and I was never going to forget it!I also discovered, as an
observant male child, I had power. My relationship with my parents and everyone who knew me
changed. Yes, I obeyed my mother, but only when I felt her directives were in accordance with
the word of Allah. Never, ever again would she be able to take me to a movie theater and cause
me to sin. When I told her, “No,” and there were many times over the years I did so, my father
praised me. I was walking in righteousness, and she was not. I became her de facto
guardian.But the truth is, no Muslim ever feels completely free from his sin. No Muslim is ever
forgiven. The stain of all sin remains on the heart for eternity. In the most unexpected times,
those demons from the past surface and force a Muslim to question whether or not he was truly
safe from Allah’s wrath. Sensing this, I knew I needed to walk that extra mile every day in hopes
of redemption. Nothing was more important to me than being a devout, upright Muslim.The Fifth
Pillar of Islam is going on Hajj at least once in your lifetime. I will go into that pillar in much more
detail later in this book.The lessons I learned beginning in that dark room and culminating in my
Ramadan fast became the foundation of my world. The years ahead, I was certain, were going to



be filled with extraordinary feats!CHAPTER 4FATHERHOOD AND BROTHERHOODI your God
Allah will examine you; I will challenge you in your material belonging, your properties, your loved
ones and even in your health. Sometimes I will let the Jews and the Christians, my and your
fierce enemies harm you, to see how steadfast you will be, but if you show resilience and strong
faith, I will make you prevail and stronger and will let you conquer all of them at the right time.—
Quran 3:186Iam, at my core, a product of my father. He was the single greatest influence on who
I was, am, and will be. The lessons he taught me weave through my story like threads that
cannot be cut out without unraveling my very being. No ordinary man, my father is the pure
product of the teachings of Prophet Mohamed, a modern exemplar of what a Muslim should be,
the living incarnation of Mohamed’s first disciples, Abu Bakr and Umar.As a doctor specializing
in women’s health, my father has had to adapt to the times we live in while at the same time
defining how women should be protected in Islamic society. He has had to pioneer this path
without ever losing sight of how to be a pure Muslim at all stages and at all times. This is what
has made him a unique and a much sought-after religious leader.My father understands what it
means to be extraordinary although he would never claim to be. He, above all else, knows Allah
requires him to go the extra mile to secure his place in heaven. As a child, I saw him as a giant
among men. And yet, he, like every other man, woman, and child under Islam, is consumed by
the fear of Allah’s wrath. Even the giants tremble and are driven to do greater things for Allah.
That is my father.
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Mrs. Debbie Blank, “I could not put the book down. Dr. Mark's compelling journey grabs your
attention from the very first story and keeps you captivated with his remarkable devotion to his
father and Islam. I appreciate how Dr. Mark shares his family and life experiences in a positive,
honest quest to share Islam with the world. In the process, however, he ran into many roadblocks
that opened his eyes to the truth about Islam, which changed his life forever. He sought the truth,
and he found it. Are we willing to examine the evidence behind our beliefs in order to find the
truth?”

DAH, “Fascinating Reading. I found Dr. Christian’s book a fascinating and enlighteningread. It
relates his early life as an intensely dedicated Muslim, gives an inside look atMiddle East politics
in our era, takes the reader on a fascinating adventure throughIslamic history, and tells the
riveting story of his intellectual/spiritual journey out ofIslam and into Christianity. It has been one
of the most interesting, relevant, andwell-written books of the year for me.  DAH”

Omaha Buyer, “Compelling. Whether you are a Muslim, former Muslim, or have any other
religious or secular background, if you are looking for the Truth, this book is for you. With an
aptly named subtitle, The Apostate: My Search for Truth, it will compel you not to give up your
search until you find it.”

B@@kworm, “Backdrop of Mideast history and a Faith Seeker's search for Truth. Gripping story
on many levels. I lived through the historical events that occurred in the mideast in the 70's and
beyond, but it was especially interesting to follow Dr. Christian's perspective of those events
given his family's ties to the Egyptian political elite and the Muslim Brotherhood. Read like a
novel as much as a memoir. To have developed a profound Islamic faith from youth and then to
face a crisis of faith as a young man is both a mesmerizing and somewhat tragic story. I found
his story very relatable as one who seeks the Truth - both religious and existential amid a world
of confusion and disinformation. Highly recommend.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Jesus leads to a like of love. What an important book that everyone must
read. Americans don't understand Islam and its threat. This brings the truth out that can't be
ignored. Islam makes coverts with fear and threats. It is a political system of repression that
seeks to conquer at any cost.”

Nancy P, “Dr. Mark seeks the Truth, the reality as seen through God's eyes. This book by Dr.
Mark Christian, once a Muslim man, is informative from a scholar's view of Islam. Dr. Mark's
journey is fascinating how he seeks the truth about man's morals, purpose ,and destiny. He
thought the answers were in Islam, but his journey of truth seeking led him to the God of love,
Jesus Christ.”



J Paul Landrey, “Best research on the lie in Islam - from one who wanted to be an apologist for
Islam!. This is more than one man’s search for truth. It is a ‘page turner,’ account of a very
personal journey. Once I began - I couldn’t put it down. May every searching Muslim read this
book!”

mwoita, “Amazing insight into the personal life of a devout Muslim family.. Disclaimer: I am
friends with Dr. Christian. Dr. Christian has been writing this book for around five years, and
turned out better than I had hoped. Very well written. I learned a great deal about Dr. Christian's
earlier years, but more importantly I gained much insight into the culture of devout Muslim
families. Lastly, I gained much insight into Islam itself, especially its' origins. The book was
riveting to read, hard to put down (testified by my friends also). Dr. Christian is an outstanding,
courageous human being, and I commend his compelling story to you!”
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