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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 Barakah Company and the Brother Who Looked at His Shoes
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In a sun-drenched city, celebrated for the five daily calls to prayer, the adhan, which resonated with profound beauty throughout its vibrant streets, stood a bustling office known as the "Barakah Halal Trading Company." This establishment held a certain degree of local notoriety, not necessarily due to an overwhelming volume of commercial activity, but rather on account of the uniquely colorful and intriguing personalities that comprised its workforce.

The officially stipulated company policy dictated that work should commence promptly at 10:00 AM each morning. However, in practice, many of the employees typically departed from their respective residences around 9:00 AM. This was done, not out of an eagerness to arrive punctually, but primarily to secure the most advantageous spots for a leisurely breakfast at a nearby cafe or to engage in relaxed, informal discussions about the prevailing weather conditions before dutifully clocking in for the day.

At the helm of this diverse organization was Brother Bashir, who held the esteemed title of General Manager. Brother Bashir was, by all accounts, a man of good character and intentions, but he harbored a persistent concern regarding the inexorable process of aging. In his younger years, his beard had been naturally jet-black, but with the passage of time, it had begun to exhibit an increasing number of silver strands. Driven by a desire to project an image of youthful vigor and dynamism befitting his important leadership role, he resorted to the application of henna to his beard and hair. On occasion, however, his efforts would backfire, as he would inadvertently leave the henna on for an excessive duration, resulting in his beard acquiring a startlingly bright orange hue, reminiscent of a carrot! While this comical effect was a source of amusement among the staff, no one dared to express their mirth openly, owing to his position of authority.

Another key figure in the company was Brother Pervez, the Chief Accountant, a man renowned for his meticulous attention to detail and his deep-seated affection for numbers. Several years prior, he had an unusual introduction to his future wife, Sister Hamsa, within the confines of the office canteen. It should be emphasized that their interaction was entirely within the bounds of Islamic propriety. Brother Pervez happened to be consuming his lunch at one table, while Sister Hamsa was seated at a distant table situated strategically behind a partition. Brother Pervez was particularly impressed by the mathematically precise manner in which she ordered her lunch, specifying each component with utmost clarity. Promptly thereafter, he approached her father with a formal proposal of marriage, and by the grace of Allah (mashallah), they were now the proud parents of three children and enjoyed a blissful marital union.

The Barakah Company also employed Brother Paju, a remarkably kind and compassionate man who served as the office helper. He was known for his abundant generosity of spirit. Demonstrating profound empathy, he had married a widow who already had children, motivated by a sincere desire to earn divine rewards from Allah by providing care and support to orphans. He consistently worked diligently to ensure that everyone had access to wholesome, halal food.

But the central narrative of this story revolves around a young man named Brother Ahmed. Brother Ahmed occupied the position of Supervisor Grade 2. He was a particularly affable brother. He harbored a deep reverence for Allah, acknowledging that Allah is above the Arsh (Throne) and is all-seeing. Brother Ahmed earnestly wished to get married, but he was excessively shy and introverted, which made it difficult for him to initiate conversations with others.

Each morning, Brother Ahmed faithfully boarded the Number 95 bus for his commute to work. And with remarkable consistency, something noteworthy would occur during his daily commute.

It so happened that this particular bus route was also frequented by a young lady named Sister Fatima. She was a very committed sister who observed the Islamic guidelines on modesty, and was always seen wearing a full black abaya and niqab, meticulously concealing her face so that only her eyes were visible. Brother Ahmed had come to the conclusion that she was the woman he wished to marry when he observed her engrossed in reading a book about Tawheed (Islamic monotheism) during one of their shared bus rides.

However, Brother Ahmed felt constrained by Islamic etiquette and ethics, and did not feel at liberty to simply approach her and engage in conversation, given that they were not related. Thankfully, Sister Fatima was never without the company of her younger brother, a ten-year-old boy named Zaid, who served as her mahram (male guardian) for the duration of the journey.

Zaid was a notably stout boy with an insatiable craving for sugary, sticky candies.

One Tuesday morning, the bus was particularly overcrowded. Brother Ahmed managed to squeeze his way onto the vehicle and paid for his fare. He noticed Sister Fatima and her brother Zaid standing near the front of the bus. Remembering the Islamic teaching which instructs men to lower their gazes (when in the presence of women who are not close relatives) Brother Ahmed immediately averted his eyes. Consequently, he intently studied his own shoes. He scrupulously examined the floor. He meticulously scrutinized the bus handle. In short, he directed his attention to virtually every object imaginable, except for Sister Fatima.

Suddenly, the bus driver applied the brakes with considerable force! SCREECH!

Brother Ahmed, who was still preoccupied with the contemplation of his footwear, lost his footing and stumbled forward. He flailed his arms wildly, in a manner vaguely reminiscent of a bird attempting to take flight. He narrowly avoided colliding with Zaid!

"Watch out, brother!" Zaid exclaimed, clutching his sticky candy bar protectively. "You almost made me drop my chocolate!"

"Astaghfirullah! I am deeply sorry, little sheikh!" Brother Ahmed responded, hastily straightening his cap. He was acutely embarrassed by his clumsiness.

Sister Fatima maintained a composed demeanor, quietly looking in the opposite direction, conducting herself with exemplary modesty.

Brother Ahmed considered seizing this opportunity to inquire about Zaid's father's phone number, with the intention of formally submitting a marriage proposal to Sister Fatima's family. He cleared his throat nervously. "Ahem. Excuse me, young man."

Zaid eyed him with a palpable sense of suspicion. "Do you have any snacks?"

"No," Brother Ahmed whispered, his voice barely audible. "But... is your father at home?"

Before Zaid could provide a response, a booming voice reverberated from the rear of the bus. "Move aside! Clear the path for the champion!"

It was Brother Nabil. Brother Nabil was also employed at the Barakah Company. He was known to be exceptionally arrogant and self-assured. He possessed an inflated sense of his own abilities and accomplishments, and frequently asserted his perceived superiority over others. He made his way through the crowded bus, gently but firmly pushing past the other passengers.

"Salaam Alaikum, Sister Fatima's brother!" Nabil proclaimed confidently, disregarding the commonly observed etiquette of maintaining a moderate volume in public spaces. He flashed a winsome smile at Zaid. "Here is a big chocolate bar for you, kid."

Zaid eagerly accepted the chocolate bar. "Wow! Thanks, Brother Nabil! You are the best!"

Brother Ahmed suddenly felt insignificant and despondent. He possessed no chocolate to offer. He was simply burdened by his characteristic timidity and reticence. He lowered his gaze once more and resumed his study of his shoes. Meanwhile, Nabil stood comfortably, radiating self-assurance, while the hapless Brother Ahmed found himself uncomfortably wedged between a portly gentleman carrying a basket brimming with live chickens and the unforgiving bus door.

Upon their eventual arrival at the office, Brother Ahmed realized that he was running late. He hastily ascended the stairs, repeatedly uttering "SubhanAllah, SubhanAllah" in an attempt to regain his breath.

He made his way into the office of Brother Bashir, who was seated at his desk, sporting his now-familiar bright orange beard and an expression of evident displeasure.

"Good morning, sir," Brother Ahmed said, still slightly out of breath.

"You are late again!" Brother Bashir exclaimed, his voice laced with irritation. "Is this the behavior of a responsible Muslim? Time is a sacred trust from Allah!"

"I apologize profusely, sir," Brother Ahmed stammered. "The bus..."

"Bus, bus, it's always the bus!" Brother Bashir interrupted, waving a document dismissively. "I require the financial accounts for the Blue Bird Company. Where are they?"

"I... I am currently working on them, sir," Brother Ahmed replied hesitantly.

At that precise moment, Brother Nabil entered the room. He appeared remarkably refreshed and cheerful. "Sir, here is the report you requested. I completed it yesterday as I value efficiency and productivity."

Brother Bashir smiled approvingly at Nabil. "MashaAllah, Nabil! You are an invaluable asset to this company. Observe Nabil, Ahmed. Why can't you emulate his example?"

Brother Nabil cast a knowing smirk in Ahmed's direction. Some people are simply slower than others, sir. Perhaps he was excessively occupied with a whimsical fantasy, metaphorically counting chickens while riding the bus.

Ahmed's spirits sank, and he felt a wave of sadness wash over him. He retreated to his modest desk, a space that felt smaller than usual in that moment. Recognizing the need for self-improvement, he acknowledged his shortcomings. His heart yearned to propose to Sister Fatima, a woman he deeply admired. However, a significant obstacle loomed before him: his inability to even converse with her younger brother, Zaid, without stumbling over words and feeling awkward. Furthermore, Brother Nabil consistently overshadowed him, always managing to be one step ahead, often flaunting extravagant chocolate bars and effortlessly charming those around him.

In a moment of sincere supplication, Brother Ahmed silently made du'a, a heartfelt prayer, within the confines of his heart: "Oh Allah, please extend your divine assistance to me. I acknowledge my clumsiness and shyness, but I assure you that my intentions are pure and honorable."

Unbeknownst to him, the future held unexpected challenges that would require him to acquire new skills and develop his character to triumph over the conceited Nabil and convey a proper marriage proposal to Sister Fatima's father, seeking his blessings for their union. But for the time being, he sought refuge behind a towering pile of papers, hoping to blend into the background and avoid further attention.
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​Chapter 2: The Screaming Scooter and the Biryani Showdown
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Life at the Barakah Halal Trading Company was steadily evolving into a trial of endurance for the unfortunate Brother Ahmed. With each passing day, the pompous Brother Nabil paraded through the office, exuding an air of ownership as if he held dominion over the entire establishment. Nabil's gait was not merely a simple walk; it was a flamboyant strut, akin to a peacock that had just been crowned the victor of a grand contest.

One afternoon, as the clock struck the lunch break, Brother Nabil seized the opportunity to showcase his ostentatious nature. While Brother Ahmed quietly sat tucked away in a corner, contentedly consuming a modest cheese sandwich from a plain brown paper bag, Nabil brazenly commandeered the office telephone. He dialed the number of the most upscale halal restaurant in the city.

"Hello? Yes, this is Nabil speaking, the undisputed champion of this entire office," Nabil announced in a booming voice, ensuring that every person within earshot could clearly hear him. "I would like to place an order for your signature 'Chicken à la Pous,' prepared with an extra generous portion of fragrant saffron rice. And I must insist that the chicken lived a happy and fulfilling life before it was, well, cooked! I demand nothing but the very best!"

Brother Pervez, the company's meticulous accountant, momentarily glanced up from his meticulously kept ledger. "Brother Nabil," he interjected with a hint of concern, "that extravagant meal sounds exceedingly expensive. Are you diligently saving a portion of your earnings for the sacred pilgrimage to Hajj?"

Nabil responded with a dismissive laugh. "Oh, Brother Pervez, money seems to gravitate toward me effortlessly, like a flowing river! By the way, did I happen to recount my epic Table Tennis triumph from yesterday? I valiantly faced three opponents simultaneously and emerged victorious, all while my left hand was playfully tied securely behind my back!"

Brother Ahmed released a deep sigh, his weariness evident. He knew that Nabil was prone to exaggeration and embellishment. Nabil consistently asserted himself as the champion of every imaginable endeavor, often fabricating achievements that defied reality. Ahmed concluded his simple repast and offered a silent du'a, beseeching Allah to bestow upon him the virtue of patience.

The true genesis of the unfolding predicament occurred the following morning at the local bus stop.

Brother Ahmed stood patiently, clutching his bag firmly, as he awaited the arrival of the Number 95 bus. He harbored a quiet hope of exchanging a courteous "Salaam" with young Zaid, who stood closely beside his sister, Sister Fatima. On this particular day, Zaid was enthusiastically devouring a bag of potato chips, producing loud, resounding crunches with each satisfying bite.

Suddenly, a thunderous burst of sound shattered the morning calm - VROOM! VROOM! - reverberating through the air.

It was Brother Nabil! However, he was not aboard the awaited bus. Instead, he was astride a dazzling, vibrant red scooter that gleamed in the sunlight. His eyes were concealed behind oversized sunglasses that obscured half of his face
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