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This story has been reimagined with the help of AI. As anything done by AI can contain errors so it is possible that there may be errors in the book. If you notice a mistake that appears in the book, please email me at doctorsdoctor1@gmail.com, and in shāʾ Allāh, I will correct it as soon as possible. Jazākallāhu khayr.
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Chapter 1: The Hungry Traveler and the Grumpy Town
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Bismillah. This story begins on a cool evening in October. The sun was going down, and the sky was turning purple. A man walked into the town of Green Valley. He was walking on foot, and he looked very, very tired.

This man’s name was Brother Abdullah. Brother Abdullah looked like he had wrestled a camel and lost. He was forty-six years old, but his beard was tangled like a bird’s nest. He wore a cap that covered his head, which had very short hair like the bristles of a brush. His shirt was yellow and made of rough cloth, and his chest was hairy. His trousers were blue and very old; one knee had a hole, and the other was worn thin.

He carried a big bag on his back, buckled up tight, and held a thick walking stick in his hand. He was sweating so much that he looked like he had just taken a shower in his clothes. He was dusty, dirty, and scary-looking. The people in the town peeked out of their windows and whispered, "SubhanAllah! Who is that scary man?".

Brother Abdullah was thirsty. He had stopped at a fountain earlier to drink water like a thirsty camel. Now, he walked to the town center. He went into the government office to show his papers. He saluted the guard respectfully, saying, "As-salamu alaykum," but the guard just stared at him suspiciously and didn't smile back.

Abdullah was very hungry. His stomach was making noises that sounded like a lion roaring. Grrr-rumble-roarrr. He saw a nice hotel called " The Happy Ostrich." The owner was a man named Brother Ahmed.

Brother Ahmed was cooking dinner. It smelled like delicious lamb stew. Abdullah walked in.

"As-salamu alaykum," said Abdullah.

"Wa alaykum as-salam," said Brother Ahmed, without looking up. "What do you want?".

"I need food and a soft bed," Abdullah said. "My feet hurt."

"Do you have money?" asked Ahmed, looking at Abdullah’s ripped clothes.

"Yes, Al-Hamdulillah, I have money," Abdullah said. He pulled out a big leather bag of coins.

"Okay then," said Ahmed. "You can stay."

Abdullah sat down near the fire to warm his toes. He was cold because the town was in the mountains. But while he was sitting, Brother Ahmed sent a little boy to the government office with a note. The boy ran fast.

Abdullah asked, "Is dinner ready? My stomach is talking to me."

"Immediately," said Ahmed.

But then the boy came back with a message. Brother Ahmed read it and his face turned pale. He looked at Abdullah with big eyes.

"Brother," Ahmed said. "You cannot stay here".

Abdullah stood up. "What? I have money! I will pay you before I eat! Look at my coins!"

"It is not about money," Ahmed said.

"Do you have no rooms?"

"I have rooms, but not for you."

"Then let me sleep in the stable with the horses," Abdullah begged. "I am good with animals".

"No," said Ahmed. "The horses are very shy. You will scare them with your face".

"Just a corner in the attic? A pile of straw?"

"No," said Ahmed. "I cannot give you food either."

Abdullah stood tall. "But I am starving! I walked thirty-five miles today! I want to eat!".

"I have no food," Ahmed lied.

Abdullah laughed loudly. "Haha! No food? I see the fire! I smell the lamb! I see the pots!".

"That food is for the other guests," Ahmed said. "Twelve of them."

"There is enough food for twenty people in that pot!" Abdullah argued. "I am staying!"

Brother Ahmed leaned in close and whispered, "Brother, stop talking. I know who you are. The government office told me. You are a troublemaker. If you don't leave, I will call the guards. Go away!".

Abdullah looked down. He picked up his bag and walked out slowly. He was sad. He felt like a balloon that lost all its air.

He walked down the street and saw another place. It was a small eating house, not fancy. He thought, Maybe they will feed me here. He sneaked in through the back door.

"Who is there?" asked the owner.

"A hungry Muslim who wants supper and a bed," said Abdullah.

"Come in, brother! Warm yourself!" the owner said kindly.

Abdullah sat down. But alas! A fish seller was eating there too. This fish seller had seen Abdullah getting kicked out of the fancy hotel earlier. The fish seller whispered to the owner, pointing at Abdullah.

Suddenly, the owner’s face changed. He walked over to Abdullah and put a hand on his shoulder.

"Get out," he said.

"But why?" asked Abdullah. "Please, for the sake of Allah, let me stay. The other hotel kicked me out."

"And I am kicking you out too," said the owner. "Go!"

Abdullah left. He was so tired he could barely lift his feet. Some naughty children saw him and started throwing small stones at him. Abdullah turned around and waved his stick, shouting, "Go home and read Quran!" The children ran away like scared chickens.

Abdullah saw the town prison. He thought, Prisons have beds. He rang the bell. A guard opened a small window.

"As-salamu alaykum," said Abdullah politely. "Can I please sleep here tonight?".

The guard laughed. "This is a jail, not a hotel! You have to do a crime to come in here! Go get arrested, then come back!" Bam! He slammed the window shut.

Abdullah kept walking. He saw a nice little house with a light in the window. He looked inside (but he lowered his gaze quickly when he realized a family was there). He saw a man holding a baby. The table had soup and bread. It looked so cozy.

Abdullah knocked on the glass. Tap tap.

The man inside didn't hear.

Tap tap tap.

The man, whose name was Brother Zaid, opened the door. Brother Zaid's wife, Sister Maryam, was in the back of the room wearing her full hijab and niqab because a stranger was at the door. She held her baby tight.

"Excuse me," Abdullah said. "I am very tired. I have money. Can I buy a bowl of soup and sleep in your garden shed?".

"Who are you?" asked Brother Zaid.

"I am a traveler. I walked all day. Please."

"Why don't you go to the hotel?" asked Zaid.

"They kicked me out," Abdullah admitted.

"Did you try the small eating house?"

"They kicked me out too," Abdullah said, looking at his feet.

Brother Zaid looked at Abdullah closely. He saw the rough beard and the scary eyes. He remembered stories about a bandit.

"Are you... that man?" Zaid gasped. He grabbed his hunting gun from the wall. "Go away!".

"Please, just a glass of water?" Abdullah asked.

"I will give you a bullet if you don't leave!" shouted Zaid. He slammed the door and locked it with two heavy bolts. Click-clack!.

Abdullah sighed. "SubhanAllah, everyone is angry today."

He saw a small hut in a garden nearby. It looked like a tiny house for tools. Abdullah climbed the fence. He was desperate. He crawled into the little hut. It had straw on the floor.

Finally, he thought. I can sleep.

He started to unbuckle his bag to use as a pillow. Suddenly—GRRRRRR!

Abdullah looked up. A huge dog was staring at him! He had crawled into the dog’s house!.

"Oh no!" Abdullah yelled. The dog barked loudly. Abdullah scrambled backward, using his bag as a shield. He ran out of the garden faster than a cheetah, ripping his clothes even more on the fence.

He sat on a cold stone in the street. "I am not even good enough for a dog's house," he said sadly. "I have no home, no food, and everyone hates me".

He walked out of town to the fields. He found a hill with a weird-looking tree. But it was too cold and windy. There was no shelter. He felt very lonely. He knew Allah was watching him from above the Arsh (Throne), and he made a du'a in his heart: "Oh Allah, help me find a place."

He walked back into the town. It was late now. He went to the big square near the main Masjid (mosque). He lay down on a stone bench near a printing shop. He was so tired he couldn't move.

Just then, an elderly woman named Sister Khadija came out of the Masjid. She was wearing a long black abaya and covering her face. She was not alone; her ten-year-old grandson, Little Omar, was with her, holding her hand, because a Muslim woman should travel with a mahram or be in safe company.

Sister Khadija saw the man on the bench.

"As-salamu alaykum, my brother," she said kindly from a safe distance. "What are you doing here?".

Abdullah answered grumpily, "I am sleeping! Can't you see? I have a mattress of stone!".

"Have you been a soldier?" asked Sister Khadija.

"Yes, I was a soldier once. Now I am nothing."

"Why don't you go to the hotel?"

"I have no money," Abdullah lied, because he was angry.

"I only have four small coins," said the kind lady. "Here, take them." She gave the coins to Little Omar to hand to the man.

Abdullah took the coins. "You are kind, sister. But the hotels won't take me. I have knocked on every door. I have been chased by dogs and shouted at by cooks.".

"You knocked on every door?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Did you knock on that one?" She pointed to a small, humble house next to the Masjid.

"No," said Abdullah.

"Knock there," said Sister Khadija. "That is the house of the Imam. He is a good Salafi Muslim who fears Allah and follows the Sunnah. Knock there.".

Abdullah looked at the little house. He grabbed his stick and his bag. Maybe, just maybe, Allah had answered his prayer.

"JazakAllah Khair," he said to the old woman.

He walked toward the door and raised his hand to knock.
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​Chapter 2: The Imam and the Dusty Traveler
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In a beautiful village nestled in the green mountains, lived a very wise and kind man named Imam Mansoor. He was the leader of the local Masjid and spent his days teaching people about the Quran and the Sunnah of the Prophet (peace be upon him). He was a very humble man who believed with all his heart that Allah is above His Arsh (Throne), as described in the Quran.

One evening, shortly after he had finished his walk around the village to check on the orphans and the elderly, Imam Mansoor was busy in his study. He was writing important notes on tiny pieces of paper, using a big book as his desk. Even though he was an old man, he worked very hard because he wanted to help everyone.

In the kitchen, Sister Fatimah, the housekeeper, was busy getting the table ready. She was a very funny woman who talked a lot and was always worried about safety. She was talking to Sister Amina, who was Imam Mansoor’s sister. Both ladies were wearing their beautiful, full-covering abayas and niqabs.

"Sister Amina," Fatimah whispered loudly, waving a silver spoon in the air. "I heard at the market that a very scary-looking man is in town! They say he looks like he hasn't combed his beard in twenty years! He is walking around, and the police are all busy eating sunflower seeds instead of watching the streets! We must lock every door and bolt every window!"

Sister Fatimah was so scared she started checking the locks on the cabinets. "We need big, heavy locks! Locks that need three keys! Maybe a dragon to guard the door!"

Imam Mansoor walked into the room, smiling gently. He sat by the warm fireplace to heat his cold hands. "What is all this talk about dragons and locks?" he asked with a chuckle.

"Oh, Imam!" Fatimah cried. "There is a dangerous wanderer out there! He has a very scary face and big, dusty boots! He tried to stay at the local inn, but they kicked him out because he looked like a bandit!"

Imam Mansoor just smiled. "Allah is our Protector, Sister Fatimah. Don't be so worried."

"But Imam!" Fatimah protested. "Our door latches are so old that even a polite cat could open them! We need bolts! We need a fortress!"

KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK!

The sound was so loud it made Sister Fatimah jump and accidentally drop a spoon. Clatter!

"Come in!" shouted Imam Mansoor.

The door swung open with a WHOOSH! In walked the man we saw before—Brother Abdullah. He looked even scarier in the flickering light of the fire. He was covered in dust, his bag was heavy, and his stick looked like it could knock down a tree. Sister Fatimah’s mouth popped open so wide you could have parked a toy car inside it! Sister Amina jumped a little, but then she saw how calm her brother was and she felt better.

Abdullah lowered his gaze respectfully because women were in the room. Abdullah stood there, breathing hard. His stomach made a sound like a hungry tiger: RUMBLE-BUMBLE-ROAR!

"Listen to me!" Abdullah shouted. "My name is Abdullah! I was in prison for nineteen years! I was a very bad man once. I have been walking for four days. I have walked thirty-five miles today! Nobody wants me! The hotels kicked me out! Even a dog chased me out of his house! I tried to sleep on a stone bench, but a kind woman told me to knock here. Is this a hotel? I have money! I have 109 silver coins! I can pay! Just please, give me some soup!"

Imam Mansoor looked at him with very kind eyes. He didn't look scared at all. He turned to the housekeeper.

"Sister Fatimah," he said calmly. "Please put another plate on the table. We have a guest for dinner."

Abdullah blinked. He was so confused his eyebrows almost touched his hair. "Wait! Did you hear me? I am a convict! Look at my yellow ID paper! It says I am a dangerous man! It says I stole bread and tried to run away from prison four times! Why are you being nice to me?"

Imam Mansoor smiled warmly. "Sister Fatimah, please put clean, soft sheets on the bed in the guest room."

Then he turned to Abdullah. "Sit down, my brother. Warm your toes by the fire. Dinner will be ready in a minute. You are not a 'dangerous man' here. You are a guest."

Abdullah started to shake. He couldn't believe it. "You called me 'Brother'? Usually, people call me 'Hey, you!' or 'Get out, you smelly goat!' You are a very strange and good man. Are you the Imam of this big Masjid?"

"I am a simple servant of Allah," the Imam replied. "And you can keep your money. Nineteen years is a long time to work for those coins. You must be very tired."

Sister Fatimah came back with the silver forks and spoons. The Imam told her, "Put them right here near our guest. He needs to feel welcome." He even had her light two extra candles so the room was bright and happy.

Abdullah looked at the candles. "You lit extra lights for me? Even though I told you I was a prisoner?"

Imam Mansoor touched Abdullah’s hand gently. "This is not my house, Abdullah. It is the house of Allah. And Allah’s doors are always open to those who are in need. You are hungry, you are tired, and you are our brother in Islam. I don't need to know your name to know that you deserve a warm meal."

Abdullah’s eyes filled with tears. He told the Imam about the heavy chains he used to wear and how he had to sleep on hard wood. "I am forty-six years old, and my life has been very hard," he sobbed.

Imam Mansoor nodded. "You have suffered much. But remember, Allah loves it when a person turns back to Him. If you leave your past with a heart full of peace and love for people, you are better than all of us."

Then, it was time for the best part—FOOD!

Sister Fatimah brought out a huge tray. There was hot lentil soup, fresh bread, a big plate of lamb with rice, sweet figs, and cheese. She even brought out a special jug of chilled honey-lemon water.

"To the table!" the Imam cried happily. He sat Abdullah in the best seat on his right. Sister Amina sat on his left, keeping her niqab on and staying modest. The Imam said, "Bismillah" and began to serve the soup.

Suddenly, the Imam looked at the table. "Oh! Something is missing!"

Sister Fatimah knew exactly what he meant. She went and brought out the extra-fancy plates and spoons that were only for very special guests. She lined them up perfectly. Abdullah looked at the shiny silver and then at his own dusty hands. He felt like a king!

After they finished eating and thanked Allah (Alhamdulillah), the Imam stood up. He gave Abdullah a candle. "Come, brother. I will show you your room."

They walked through the Imam's room to a cozy little corner with a bed that had fluffy white pillows. "Good night, my brother," said the Imam. "May the angels protect you. Tomorrow, we will have fresh warm milk for breakfast."

Abdullah looked at the Imam with a funny, sharp look
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