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This story has been reimagined with the help of AI. As anything done by AI can cotain 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. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Return of the Sailor and the Missing Lentils
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In the beautiful port city of Hikmah, where the minarets touched the clouds and everyone loved to drink chai, a big ship named The Barakah sailed into the harbor. It was a sunny day, and the seagulls were squawking loudly, probably asking for bread crusts.

On the deck stood a young, strong Muslim man named Brother Ahmed. He was the First Mate, which meant he was the second boss of the ship. He had a big smile because he was finally home, and he had made sure to pray all his prayers on time during the long voyage, believing firmly that Allah is above the Arsh and hears every dua.

The owner of the ship, a kind man named Sheikh Mansour, rushed to the dock. He waved his turban in the air. "Assalamu Alaikum, Brother Ahmed!" he shouted. "Where is Captain Kareem?"

Ahmed’s smile turned into a frown, and he looked down at his shoes. "Wa Alaikum Assalam, Sheikh Mansour. Verily, to Allah we belong and to Him we return. Captain Kareem passed away at sea. He had a bad fever, but he made a beautiful dua before he left us."

Suddenly, another man walked up. This was Brother Dawood. He was the ship’s accountant, and he had a face that looked like he had eaten a lemon with the peel on. He did not like Ahmed because Ahmed was smart and everyone liked him. Dawood was very jealous.

"Salaam," grumbled Dawood. "It is sad about the Captain, yes. But did Ahmed tell you that he wasted our time stopping the ship at the Island of Rocks for no reason? He thinks he is the Captain now!"

Ahmed lowered his gaze humbly. "I only obeyed the last wish of Captain Kareem, Brother Dawood. We must respect the elders. He asked me to deliver a package there."

"A likely story!" Dawood whispered to himself, stroking his beard suspiciously. "He is probably up to something fishy, and I don't mean the tuna in the cargo."

Sheikh Mansour patted Ahmed on the back. "Don't worry, Ahmed. You are a good man. Come for dinner later. But first, go see your father."

Ahmed ran through the streets, dodging camels and carts selling roasted corn. He arrived at his father's small house. His father, Abu Ahmed, was sitting on a rug, looking very thin.

"Oh, my father!" Ahmed cried, kissing his father’s hand. "Why are you so thin? Did you forget to eat because you were reading books again?"

Abu Ahmed sighed, his stomach rumbling like a tiny thunderstorm. "Alhamdulillah for everything, my son. But actually, I have no money. Our neighbor, Brother Qasim, came over and said I owed him money for the fence repair. He took all my gold coins! I have been eating only air and drinking water."

Just then, Brother Qasim walked in. He was a tailor who loved to gossip. "Ah, Ahmed! You are back! Yes, your father paid his debts. Very honorable. Why are you looking at me like that?" Qasim tried to look innocent but was sweating nervously.

Ahmed gave his father a bag of coins he had earned. "Here, Father. Buy the best lamb and rice. I must go now to see Sister Maryam. We are to be married soon, Insha’Allah!"

Ahmed rushed to the village of the Catalans to see his fiancée, Sister Maryam. She was a very modest woman who always wore a full abaya and niqab covering her face, so only her eyes were visible.

When Ahmed arrived at her house, he did not enter alone, for that is strictly prohibited. He knocked on the door and waited. Sister Maryam was sitting in the garden, but she was not alone. Her stern Uncle Abdullah was sitting right there, holding a large stick to chase away stray cats and keep watch.

Also in the garden was Brother Faisal, Maryam’s cousin. Faisal was wearing a fancy vest, and he looked very grumpy. He liked Sister Maryam and wanted to marry her, but she only wanted to marry Ahmed.

"Assalamu Alaikum," said Ahmed, looking at the ground to lower his gaze respectfully.

"Wa Alaikum Assalam," said Sister Maryam softly from behind her veil.

"Hmph," said Faisal.

"Clear your throat if you get too close!" barked Uncle Abdullah, staring at Ahmed.

Ahmed stood ten feet away. "I have returned, Sister Maryam. My father is well. Are you ready for our Nikkah (wedding) tomorrow?"

Maryam nodded happily. "Insha’Allah, Brother Ahmed."

Faisal could not take it anymore. He stood up, stomped his foot, and ran away. "I cannot watch this! It is too happy!" he yelled.

Faisal ran to a nearby juice shop. Sitting there at a table, drinking pomegranate juice, were Brother Dawood and Brother Qasim. They waved Faisal over.

"Why the long face, Faisal?" asked Dawood, slurping his drink. "You look like you lost your favorite sandals at the Masjid."

"It is Ahmed!" cried Faisal. "He will marry Maryam tomorrow. I am extremely upset."

Dawood’s eyes lit up with a mischievous spark. He leaned in close. "I do not like Ahmed either. He is too perfect. Maybe we can... play a trick on him? A joke?"

"A joke?" asked Qasim, chewing on a date.

"Yes," said Dawood. "We will write a letter to the King's Deputy. We will say that Ahmed is actually a spy working for the enemies of the Sultan! We will say he is carrying a secret letter from the Island of Rocks."

"Is that not lying?" asked Qasim. "Lying is haram!"

"We are just... testing the police," Dawood said, making up a silly excuse. "Look, I will write it with my left hand so nobody knows it is me."

Dawood grabbed a piece of paper and scribbled a note. It said: 'Dear Police, Brother Ahmed of the ship Barakah is a super secret spy carrying a bad letter. Go check his pockets. Salam.'

Faisal grabbed the letter. "I will make sure this gets to the police station!"

The next day, it was the Walima (wedding feast). Everyone was gathered at a large restaurant. The men were on one side of a partition, and the women were on the other side, so everything was proper. There were huge platters of spicy rice, lamb, and samosas.

Ahmed was sitting with Sheikh Mansour and his father. He was just about to eat a delicious piece of chicken when a loud knock came at the door. Boom! Boom! Boom!

Four guards marched in. They looked very serious.

"Which one of you is Ahmed?" the head guard shouted.

Ahmed stood up, wiping rice from his beard. "I am Ahmed. Would you like a samosa, brothers?"

"No samosas for you!" the guard yelled. "You are under arrest by the order of the Deputy Prosecutor!"

"SubhanAllah!" cried Ahmed. "Why? Did I park my camel in a 'No Parking' zone?"

"Silence! You are a spy!" The guards grabbed Ahmed.

Abu Ahmed dropped his spoon. "My son! This is a mistake!"

"Trust in Allah, Father!" Ahmed shouted as they dragged him away from the biryani. "I have done nothing wrong! Surely the truth will come out!"

From the corner of the room, Dawood drank his tea and smiled a wicked smile. He thought he had won. But he forgot that Allah is the Best of Planners, and poor Ahmed’s adventure was only just beginning.
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Chapter 2: The Deputy’s Secret and the Prison of Stone
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While poor Brother Ahmed was being dragged away from his delicious wedding biryani, another feast was happening on the other side of the city. This feast was very fancy. There was no loud music, of course, because that is haram. Instead, the room was filled with the pleasant sounds of people chewing celery and saying "Masha'Allah" very loudly.

At the head of the table sat Brother Bilal. He was the Deputy Prosecutor of the city, which meant he was very important and had a very shiny beard. He was sitting next to his fiancée, Sister Ruqayyah. She was wearing a beautiful modest gown and a niqab that covered her face entirely. Because they were not married yet, they were not alone. Sitting right between them was Sister Ruqayyah’s father, Uncle Zubair.

Uncle Zubair was a very strict man. He held a large wooden spoon and watched Brother Bilal closely. If Bilal did not lower his gaze, Uncle Zubair would tap the spoon on the table. Tap, tap.

"Brother Bilal," said Sister Ruqayyah softly, looking at her plate. "You look very happy today."

Bilal lowered his gaze and smiled at his carrot juice. "Alhamdulillah, I am happy. I have a good job, and soon we will be married. I pray that Allah blesses us."

Suddenly, a servant ran into the room. "Excuse me! A letter for the Deputy!"

Bilal opened the letter. His face turned as pale as a sheet of paper. "I must go to the office!" he
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