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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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I

Let us look at the roof of the Al-Barakah Apartment Building. It is a very high place in a busy city where many Muslims live. If you dropped a samosa from this roof, it would probably land on the head of a poet or a baker down below. This roof is flat and has tiles. At one end, there are metal stairs. If there is a fire, may Allah protect us, you would climb down these stairs. At the bottom, you would find "The Golden Teapot," a shop where men drink tea and talk about the news. There is absolutely no haraam (prohibited) drink there, only very strong tea and fresh milk.

On this roof, there is a small house. It has white walls. A young man named Jameel lives there. Jameel is from a small village, but his uncle passed away and left him a lot of money, so now he lives in the big city. Jameel wants to be a great artist. He tries to draw beautiful Arabic calligraphy to praise Allah. However, truth be told, he spills more ink on his thobe (long robe) than on the paper. He is probably the clumsiest artist in the world.

On the roof, there is also a large water tank that looks like a giant melon. There is a man sweeping the floor with a broom. This is Masood. He is Jameel’s helper and cook.

Suddenly, a door opens. A man walks out. He looks very serious. He is wearing glasses that shine in the sun. This is Hamza. Hamza is a very famous writer. He writes small books with titles like “How to Wake Up for Fajr in One Second” and “Use Your Brain or Lose It: A Guide to Success.”. Hamza thinks he knows everything. Even when he was ten years old, he told his teachers how to teach.

Hamza takes a deep breath through his nose. He looks at Masood sweeping the floor. Hamza shakes his head.

“All wrong!” Hamza shouts.

His voice is loud, like a camel complaining about a heavy load. Masood is very jumpy. He jumps up into the air and swallows the date seed he was chewing on. Masood wears soft shoes so he does not make noise, so he did not hear Hamza coming.

“All wrong!” Hamza says again. He is a man who speaks clearly. If he sees a camel, he calls it a camel.

“What is wrong, Brother Hamza?” asks Masood, shaking with fear.

“Your sweeping is weak! You are wasting energy! Allah loves that when you do something, you do it with Ihsan (excellence). You are only using sixty percent of your muscle power. Use your wrist! By the way, have you seen a guard up here?”.

“A guard?” asks Masood.

“Yes, a guard. Officer Zubair. He wants to become a writer of Islamic poetry. I am going to teach him,” says Hamza. “I could teach a rock to write poetry if it read my book. Zubair wrote to me asking for help to improve his mind”.

“I see,” says Masood.

“He is ten minutes late. A Muslim should be punctual. Where is Brother Jameel?” asks Hamza.

“He is out,” says Masood.

“He is always out! When will he be back?”

“I don’t know. It depends on the girl,” Masood whispers.

“Girl? Is he with a girl alone?” Hamza asks, looking shocked. “That is haraam (forbidden)! A man cannot be alone with a woman who is not his relative!”.

“No, no, Brother Hamza!” Masood says quickly. “He is not with her. He just went to look at her house from far away. He has never spoken to her. He just looks at the gate of her house to see if her father comes out.”.

“Explain yourself,” demands Hamza.

“Well,” says Masood. “Jameel has been acting strange. He changes his clothes five times a day. He puts on his white thobe, then his grey thobe, then his blue one. He combs his beard for hours. I knew something was happening. So, I followed him.”.

“You followed him? That is spying! But tell me what happened,” says Hamza.

“I followed him to the other side of the city. He walked back and forth in front of a big house. Then, a young lady came out with her mother. They were fully covered in niqab and abaya, mashallah. Jameel looked at them, made a du’a (supplication), and walked away. He does this every day. He stands there hoping to see her family so he can ask about her.”.

Hamza frowns. “This sounds like he wants to marry. I do not like it.”.

“Why not?” asks Masood.

“In my book ‘The Sensible Muslim Marriage,’ I explain that emotions must be controlled by the brain. You must choose a wife for her deen (religion) and character, not just because you saw her walking down the street. What does she look like?”.

“She is short and... well, she looks very kind and soft,” says Masood.

“Do not use silly words, Masood,” says Hamza. “You have a terrible vocabulary.”

Suddenly, Masood looks worried. A tall, thin man in a uniform walks onto the roof. It is Officer Zubair. He looks a bit like a long piece of string that has been tied in knots. His neck is very long, and his wrists are very red.

II

“As-salamu alaykum,” says Officer Zubair. “I am sorry I am late, Brother Hamza. There was a problem at the station.” He looks at Masood. “Wait. I think I know you.”.

“No, you don’t,” says Masood quickly. “I have a very common face.”

“No, I have seen you before,” says the guard.

“Come here, Zubair!” interrupts Hamza. “Stop chatting. Look at the view. What do you see?”.

Zubair looks down at the street. “I see the tea shop. They make good samosas.”.

“Forget the samosas!” yells Hamza. “I want you to be a poet. Look at the world! Describe it!”

Zubair looks at the sky and the roofs. He thinks hard. His Adam's apple moves up and down. “It looks... nice,” he says.

“Nice? Only nice?” Hamza is angry. “It is not nice! It is serious! It reminds us that this life is temporary. We are high up, but Allah is above the Arsh (Throne) and sees everything. When you look at the city, you should feel your heart soften. Write that down!”.

“Yes, Brother Hamza. I will be poignant,” says Zubair. He takes out a notebook. But he keeps looking at Masood. “Excuse me, but that man with the broom... his face is so familiar.”.

“His name is Masood. Focus on your work!” says Hamza. He walks away to do his exercises.

III

Masood sweeps nervously. Officer Zubair writes in his book for ten minutes. Then he closes the book and walks over to Masood.

“Brother Masood,” says Zubair. “I am sure I know you.”.

“You are mistaken,” says Masood.

“Do you have a twin brother?”

“I have ten brothers. We all look the same. Even our mother gets confused.”

“I feel like I have seen your picture,” says Zubair. “In a book of bad people.”.

Masood looks like he wants to run away. Just then, Jameel comes onto the roof. He is wearing a beautiful grey thobe. He is holding a white prayer cap (kufi) in his hands very gently, as if it is made of glass.

Jameel looks very kind but a bit shy. He has soft eyes like a sheep. He is not scary like Hamza.

“Masood,” says Jameel. “Take this cap.”.

“Shall I wash it, Sidi?”

“No! Do not wash it! Wrap it in soft paper and put it in a box. It is precious.”

“Yes, Sidi,” says Masood.

Officer Zubair steps forward. “Excuse me, Brother Jameel?”.

“Yes?” says Jameel.

“I have a sad duty. I must tell you something about your servant, Masood. He is a former thief.”.

“A thief!” cries Jameel.

“I have repented!” shouts Masood. “I pray five times a day now!”

“That may be true,” says Zubair. “But I remember his face now. He was in the ‘Book of Rascals’ at the police station. He was known as ‘Masood the Shoe Snatcher.’ He used to go to the mosque and steal the left shoe of everyone attending, just to be annoying. He went to prison for one year.”.

“Hamza recommended him to me!” says Jameel.

“Well, I just wanted you to know,” says Zubair. “I must go back to work now. As-salamu alaykum.”.

Zubair leaves. Jameel looks at Masood. Masood looks at his broom.

“Masood,” says Jameel. “Is this true? Did you steal shoes?”.

“Yes, Sidi. I did. I was very good at it. I could take a shoe while a man was still tying the laces. But I have repented. I fear Allah now.”

“Hamza should have told me,” says Jameel. “I leave my money and my best prayer beads out in the open!”

“It is a test for me, Sidi,” says Masood. “Every time I see your nice things, Shaytan whispers to me, ‘Take it, Masood! Take the miswak stick! Take the oud oil!’ But I say, ‘No! I fear the Hellfire!’ I have won every battle against Shaytan since I came here.”.

“That is good,” says Jameel. “But maybe you should find another job.”

“Please, Sidi! Do not fire me,” begs Masood. “I am saving money to get married. Her name is Hafsa. She used to be a pickpocket, but she has repented too! We want to live a halal life.”.

Jameel thinks. He has a kind heart. “Have you taken anything of mine?”

“Nothing, Sidi. Not even a date.”

“Okay. You can stay. Allah loves those who forgive.”.

“May Allah bless you, Sidi!” says Masood.

The sun is setting. It is time for Maghrib prayer soon. Jameel sighs.

“Masood, I am also in love,” says Jameel..

“You mean the girl in the big house?”

“Yes. I have been standing near her house. I found out where she lives. Today, something happened. She was walking with her brother—so it was all halal, don't worry—and she was carrying a cat in a cage.”.

“A cat?”

“Yes. Suddenly, the cage opened and the cat ran out! The wind blew my cap off my head. She stepped on my cap! This very cap!” Jameel holds up the crushed cap. “Then the cat ran away. I ran after the cat. Her brother ran too. I caught the cat and gave it to the brother. The brother thanked me. Then the lady said, from behind her niqab, ‘JazakAllah Khair’ (May Allah reward you with good).”.

“She made du’a for you!” says Masood.

“Yes! She did not just say ‘Thanks.’ She said a full du’a. And then she said, ‘This cat is very naughty, isn’t he?’ She asked for my opinion! She wanted to know what I thought about cats!”.

“This is very serious,” says Masood.

“I am going to change my clothes,” says Jameel. “I will go to her father’s house and knock on the door properly. I will ask how the cat is feeling. It is the polite thing to do. Get my best thobe ready.”.

IV

Just then, two heavy weights roll across the roof. Rumble, rumble, crash!

Then Hamza crawls out on his hands and knees. He was doing exercise but tripped over the doorsill. He stands up and fixes his glasses.

“There you are, Jameel,” says Hamza..

“Hamza!” says Jameel. “Why did you not tell me Masood was a shoe thief?”

“He has repented!” says Hamza. “In my book ‘Fresh Start for the Believer,’ I say that a man who has stopped stealing shoes is the most trustworthy man with shoes, because he knows the pain of walking barefoot. Forget that. Masood tells me you are chasing a girl.”.

“I am not chasing! I am seeking marriage!” says Jameel. “I want to complete half my deen.”

“Who is she?” asks Hamza.

“Her name is Maryam. She lives at Number 16, Olive Street. Her father is named Sameer.”.

Hamza stops moving his arms. He looks shocked.

“Sameer? Sameer Al-Fulan? Do not tell me you are looking at Maryam, the daughter of Sameer?”

“Yes! Do you know them?” asks Jameel.

“I know them very well,” says Hamza. “I have known Maryam since she was a baby.”.

“SubhanAllah!” says Jameel. “Can you introduce me? You must help me!”

“Sameer is a strange man,” says Hamza. “He is a city man, but he wishes he was a Bedouin living in the desert 500 years ago. He is a ‘Synthetic Bedouin.’ He has never ridden a camel, but he drinks camel milk every morning even though it makes him sick. He has a tent set up in his living room. He thinks he is a desert warrior.”.

“I can pretend to like tents!” says Jameel.

“It is not just the father,” says Hamza. “There is the stepmother, Auntie Fatima. She is very tough. She wants Maryam to marry a Prince or a very rich merchant. She is frightening. If she looks at a glass of water, the water freezes from fear.”.

“I am not afraid,” says Jameel bravely. “I have tawakkul (trust in Allah).”

“She has a friend, a rich Count from a foreign land, who she wants Maryam to marry,” warns Hamza. “You are just a small bachelor who spills ink. She will eat you for breakfast.”.

“Please, Hamza. Introduce me.”

Hamza sighs. “You have courage. I like that. I will take you to meet them. But not tonight. Tonight I am giving a lecture to the ‘Youth Group of Wisdom’ on the topic of ‘How to Organize Your Socks.’ But soon, I will take you.”.

“Tonight,” says Jameel, “I will just walk past the house again. Maybe the cat will escape again.”

“You are young and foolish,” says Hamza, picking up his weights. “But go ahead.”

V

“Masood!” calls Jameel..

“Yes, Sidi?”

“Did you iron my best white thobe?”

“Yes, Sidi. It shines like the moon.”

“And my beard oil?”

“It is on the table.”

“Masood,” says Jameel. “I found out that Brother Hamza knows the family. He is going to introduce me properly.”

“Alhamdulillah! That is good news,” says Masood.

“Life is beautiful, Masood,” says Jameel, looking at the stars appearing in the sky.

“For those who stay out of prison, yes, it is,” says Masood.

“Come,” says Jameel. “Let us go to the masjid to pray Maghrib first. Then... to Olive Street!”
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I

It was exactly seven-thirty in the evening. This is usually the time when good Muslims have finished Maghrib prayer and are waiting for Isha. But inside the big house at Number 16, Olive Street, a woman was walking back and forth very fast.

This woman was Auntie Fatima. She was the stepmother of Maryam and the wife of Uncle Sameer. Auntie Fatima was a very strong woman. Mashallah, she was very large. She was not tall, but she had grown wide in every direction. If she stood in front of the sun, the whole street would become dark. If she sat on a sofa, the sofa would scream for help. When she went to the market, the fruit sellers would hide their melons because they looked small next to her.

Auntie Fatima was pacing the floor because she was very stressed. She was shaking like a bowl of jelly. Her husband, Uncle Sameer, was giving her a headache. When she married him, she had been thin. But Uncle Sameer had a lot of money, and Auntie Fatima spent most of it on biryani, samosas, and very sweet kunafa.

Suddenly, the door opened. A man walked in.

“Brother Hamza,” announced the house helper, Bilal.

Brother Hamza looked very neat. He was wearing a thobe (long white robe) that was so white it hurt your eyes to look at it. His beard was combed perfectly. He smelled like expensive oud perfume. He looked like a man who never makes a mistake. If
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