

    
        
          The Prophet’s Legacy

        

        
        
          Young Adult Fiction: Religious – Muslim, Volume 6

        

        
        
          Zahra Malik

        

        
          Published by Arcane Horizons Publishing, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE PROPHET’S LEGACY

    

    
      First edition. July 1, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Zahra Malik.

    

    
    
      Written by Zahra Malik.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1 – The Weight of Mercy

Chapter 2 – The Heirloom’s Secret

Chapter 3 – Scales of Justice

Chapter 4 – The Scholar’s Lesson

Chapter 5 – Beneath the Olive Tree

Chapter 6 – Broken Trust

Chapter 7 – Shadows of Doubt

Chapter 8 – Night of Reflection

Chapter 9 – Voices of the Oppressed

Chapter 10 – The Community Covenant

Chapter 11 – Mercy in Action

Chapter 12 – The Court of Conscience

Chapter 13 – A Justice Restored

Chapter 14 – The Legacy Unveiled

Chapter 15 – Walking the Path

Sign up for Zahra Malik's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every young soul who stands for truth when it's hard,
who chooses mercy when anger feels easier,
and who dares to believe that one voice—rooted in faith—can change the world.
And to the beloved Prophet ﷺ,
whose legacy of compassion and justice continues to light our path.
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Chapter 1 – The Weight of Mercy
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The pale light of dawn slipped through the edges of the bedroom curtains, painting the walls of the Qureshi household in muted shades of blue and silver. Fifteen-year-old Amal lay curled beneath her duvet, the resonant call of the Fajr adhan still echoing in her mind. Even at this early hour, her heart was restless—an ember of worry that wouldn’t dim. She slipped from her bed and folded back the covers, careful not to wake her younger brother, Hasan, who slept with the soft rhythm of childhood dreams. As she stepped onto the cool hardwood floor, Amal felt the stillness of the pre-dawn hour settle over her like a gentle cloak.

In the bathroom mirror, she traced the curve of her hijab against her cheek, smoothing the cotton fabric with deliberate care. “Bismillah,” she whispered, recalling the words her mother taught her before every prayer. The morning ritual—a quiet ablution, the softness of water over her skin, the whisper of intention—was never merely routine. It was a moment to remind herself that each breath and heartbeat were gifts from Allah, to be received with gratitude and shared through kindness. As she finished her wudu, Amal’s thoughts turned to the day ahead and, more painfully, to the scrap of memory she carried from yesterday: Hasan’s wounded expression after being taunted by one of his classmates.

Downstairs, the kitchen was already alive with clinking spoons and the rich aroma of cardamom tea. Her mother, wearing an apron dusted with flour, set out slices of warm chapati alongside bowls of spicy potatoes and fresh cucumber salad. Her father, in his crisp work shirt, sipped his tea slowly, eyes hooded with focus as he read the morning newspaper. “Assalamu alaikum,” Amal greeted, slipping quietly into a chair. Her mother offered a gentle smile. “Wa alaikum salam, beta,” she replied, using the Urdu term of endearment. “You’re up early.”

Amal nodded, her appetite dulled by concern. She stole a glance at Hasan, who sat on her other side, rubbing sleep from his eyes. At twelve years old, Hasan had arrived at secondary school with boundless enthusiasm, eager to make new friends and cadge extra screen time from his teachers. But yesterday, Amal had seen the hurt deepen his usual brightness, and she feared it might linger longer than the pain of scraped knees or spilled lunches.

Over toast and tea, father spoke of the day’s schedule: early meeting at the office, mother had to pick up groceries later, and everyone needed to be punctual for the afternoon Quran class at the mosque. Amal offered to drop Hasan off at school on her way to her own classes, a role reversal she relished. “Thanks, Amal,” Hasan had said, ruffling her hair before she left the kitchen. His casual affection warmed her, but it also heightened her protectiveness.

The streets outside were a jigsaw of cobblestones and slick pavement, still damp from last night’s showers. A cool breeze carried the scent of jasmine from a neighbor’s window box, and distant traffic hummed as early buses rumbled along. Amal walked briskly, her backpack snug against her shoulders. She entered the gates of Cedarwood Secondary—a sprawling complex of red brick and glass, where students of every background converged. Here, she and Hasan were two of the few Muslim faces in their grade, but that reality had never daunted Amal. It had, instead, instilled in her a fierce desire to embody the principles she cherished.

Morning lessons passed in a blur of textbooks and chalkboards. Amal found little solace in algebra today; her thoughts drifted to Hasan’s laughter fading into an uneasy silence, to the sharp sting of the words he’d confided in her after school. *Yousef said I’m too much like Dad, that I don’t belong here.* He’d said it quietly, voice breaking, as though the hurt was too heavy even for his own ears. Amal had wanted to throttle Yousef, the boy who carried a cruel grin as easily as he did his sneakers. But she knew retaliation would only honor the bully’s power. Mercy, she reminded herself, begins in the heart before it shows in our actions.

As the bell rang for lunch, Amal slung her bag over one shoulder and made for the canteen, where the scent of fried chicken and tomato sauce mingled in the air. She scanned the crowded hall until she spotted Hasan at a table near the window, lunch tray balanced on his knees. Three of his friends chattered nearby; he smiled when he saw Amal, relief flickering in his dark eyes. She slid into the seat opposite him, nodding to his friends, who greeted her with the polite respect she’d come to expect.

Then Amal noticed Yousef at the next table, leaning back in his chair, smirking. Hasan’s gaze dropped to his lap. Amal’s heart hardened; the room’s noise dulled to a hum. She watched as Yousef leaned forward, voice low, but Amal caught the curve of his lips and the malicious glint in his eyes. The words were clear, painfully so. “Nobody asked you to come back, Qureshi,” he said. “Keep your charity elsewhere.”

Hasan’s shoulders slumped. He kept his face neutral, but Amal could see the color drain from his cheeks. She felt a tug in her chest, a fierce, protective urge. Yet behind it, a gentler tension: the question of how to respond. She recalled the verse their imam quoted every Friday: “Allah is with the patient.” Mercy without wisdom, she knew, could sometimes enable further harm. But mercy wielded with courage, she prayed, could break the cycle of cruelty.

She placed a hand on Hasan’s arm. “It’s okay, Has,” she said softly, using his nickname. “Let’s talk after.” The words felt inadequate, a bandage pressed against a wound that ran deeper than cloth could cover. She turned to Yousef, drawing a slow breath that carried the weight of her decision.

“Yousef,” Amal said, her voice calm but carrying an authority he did not expect coming from her. The canteen fell silent around them as others noticed the rising tension. “I know we’ve had our differences. But that’s no excuse for hurting someone with words.”

Yousef shrugged, amusement dancing in his eyes. “Go back to preaching, Qureshi.”

Amal closed her eyes for a moment, recalling the words her mother had shared the night before. “God is merciful to those who are merciful to others.” The hadith whispered through her mind, a beacon in the storm of anger and indignation. Mercy, she reminded herself, begins in the heart before it shows in our actions. Taking a steadying breath, she leaned forward.

“What if I told you that true strength isn’t in tearing someone down, but in helping them stand?” Amal asked. The words surprised even her, carrying with them an unexpected gentleness. She reached out, placing her free hand on Yousef’s table. He looked at her, eyebrows raised in curiosity.

“Our faith teaches us to lift one another,” she continued, voice unwavering. “I’m not saying you have to like Hasan. But he’s in pain, and pain doesn’t make him less human. If you have something against him, talk to me. We’ll listen. But I won’t stand by and watch you hurt him for no reason.”

A hush settled over the cafeteria. Hasan watched his sister with wide eyes, as though seeing anew the quiet resolve she carried. Yusef shifted uncomfortably, the edges of his smirk fading. No one moved. Amal felt the weight of every gaze, the tension coiling like a spring.

Then Yousef sighed, leaning back and running a hand through his hair. “Fine,” he muttered. “I’ll leave him alone.”

“Thank you,” Amal replied, voice softening. “I appreciate it.”

Yousef shrugged again, uncertain whether to be angry or relieved, then stood and walked away. As the murmur of conversation resumed, Amal exhaled, the tension draining from her shoulders. She turned to Hasan, who looked at her with gratitude and something deeper—pride.

“Thanks, Am,” he whispered, his voice thick.

She smiled, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. “Anytime,” she said. “Let’s eat.”

They returned to their meals in companionable silence. Amal’s thoughts raced: she had intervened, yes, but what came next? Mercy was not a single act but a way of being. She knew that giving Hasan this moment of relief was only the first step. There would be days when he’d remember the sting of harsh words, and he’d need more than a one-time apology. He’d need to learn to stand tall, to forgive, and to show mercy in turn.

Later that afternoon, the siblings walked together to the mosque for their weekly Quran class. The sky above was a brilliant canvas of gold and pink, the early evening sun casting long shadows across the courtyard. Inside, the imam—an elder named Sheikh Abdulrahman—welcomed them with a smile that crinkled the corners of his eyes. As the class settled on prayer rugs, Amal reflected on the gentle cadence of the imam’s voice as he recited verses about compassion and justice.

After the lesson, which focused on Surat Al-Ma’un (The Small Kindnesses), Amal stayed behind to ask a question. “Sheikh, how do we balance mercy with standing up for what’s right?” she asked.

He regarded her kindly. “Mercy and justice are two wings upon which the soul rises,” he replied. “Without mercy, justice becomes cruelty. Without justice, mercy becomes weakness. The Prophet ﷺ was the embodiment of both—firm in truth, yet forgiving in heart.” He paused, then placed a hand on her shoulder. “You showed mercy today, Amal, by speaking your truth calmly and protecting your brother. Now help him learn mercy too—teach him to forgive, to seek reconciliation.”

Amal nodded, the imam’s words settling in her chest like warm stones. That evening, at home, the family gathered around the dinner table. The air was filled with the fragrant steam of biryani and the clink of cutlery against plates. Amal shared a pared-down version of the day’s events with her parents—how Hasan had been mocked, how she had stood up for him, how mercy had tempered her voice when anger might have prevailed.

Her mother’s eyes glistened. “I’m so proud of you,” she said softly. “That hadith—‘God is merciful to those who are merciful to others’—you lived it today.” Her father nodded gravely. “Mercy isn’t easy,” he added. “But when we choose it, we mirror the compassion of the Prophet ﷺ.”

Hasan reached across the table and squeezed Amal’s hand. “Thank you,” he said quietly. “For everything.”

Later, after prayers and bedtime routines, Amal sat by her window, notebook in hand. She wrote the words of the hadith at the top of the page, then beneath it penned her reflections: Mercy begins in the heart. It calls us to see beyond hurt, to choose kindness when we have every excuse to do otherwise. She paused, tapping her pen against her lips. Tomorrow, I will walk into the school as a sister, a student, and now a teacher of mercy. I will remind others that every person we meet carries their own burdens. If we choose compassion, we lift them. And when we lift them, we lift ourselves.

Outside, the world was quiet, the moon a silver shard in the deep indigo sky. In that moment of stillness, Amal made a silent promise: to carry the weight of mercy lightly, yet without ever letting it slip from her grasp. For in mercy, she believed, lay the truest path to justice—and in justice, the promise of healing for every wounded heart.
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Key Hadith: “God is merciful to those who are merciful to others.”
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Chapter 2 – The Heirloom’s Secret
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The late spring sun filtered through the lace-curtained windows of Grandmother Qureshi’s living room, casting delicate patterns on the faded Persian rug. Amal stepped from the porch into the cool hush of the house, her senses immediately embraced by the mingled scents of rosewater, cedarwood, and warm spices. It was early evening, yet the shadows lengthened across the floorboards as if the house itself were preparing for quiet reflection. She carried with her a small duffel bag—just a change of clothes and some schoolbooks—but inside her chest beat the steady drum of anticipation.

Her grandmother, Amma Jan, sat in her favorite rocking chair by the fireplace, wrapped in a soft shawl whose wool bore the faint, comforting aroma of lavender. Amma Jan’s silver hair was loosely pinned at the nape of her neck, and her dark eyes brightened when Amal entered. “Amal, beta, salaam alaykum,” she greeted, voice rich with warmth. Her lined hands opened in invitation.

“Wa alaykum salaam, Amma Jan,” Amal replied, stepping forward to embrace her. She breathed in the familiar scent—the very essence of home. It had been nearly a month since she’d visited, the intervening weeks consumed by exams and extra tutoring. Yet in that short time, something in Amal’s heart had shifted; the memory of standing up for Hasan had stirred questions she was not yet able to answer.

After settling in, Amal helped Amma Jan carry steaming bowls of lentil soup and fresh chapati into the
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