
Mohi Grant

Islamic Morality Tales for Young Hearts 


30 Timeless Stories of Faith, Kindness, and Wisdom





  
    First published by Saidali Mohiyudeen Kutty 2025

  

  Copyright © 2025 by Mohi Grant


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Mohi Grant asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  
    Mohi Grant has no responsibility for the persistence      or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not      guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

  
    Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks.      All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks      and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any      product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the      book.

  

  
    This book is a work of fiction. All stories, characters, and settings are products of the author’s imagination, written to illustrate authentic Islamic moral values. Any resemblance to real persons or events is purely coincidental.


  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  





  To all young hearts seeking light in a world of confusion —

may these stories guide you toward truth, compassion, and courage.

To the parents and teachers who plant the seeds of faith —

may your hands always find blessings in nurturing the next generation of believers.

And to the noble Companions — men and women whose sacrifices built this Ummah —

this book is a humble tribute to your eternal legacy.







  
    
      “My Companions are like the stars; whichever of them you follow, you will be guided.”

— Prophet Muhammad ﷺ
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  Foreword



The generation of the Sahabah was the most blessed in human history. They were ordinary people who became extraordinary through their faith. This book aims to revive their legacy for young Muslims in a language of warmth and simplicity.




Every story in this collection is built upon authentic narrations and historical sources, carefully adapted for children’s understanding. The purpose is not only to tell what happened, but to show why it matters today — how their faith can guide our own lives, choices, and values.




May this book serve as a bridge — connecting past to present, faith to heart, and knowledge to action. And may every reader remember that the Companions were not distant saints, but real believers who stumbled, struggled, and rose again — just as we do — but always for Allah.




— Mohi Grant







  Preface





When I began writing this book, my intention was simple — to bring the shining examples of the Sahabah closer to today’s families. Many children grow up hearing about heroes from distant lands, yet few know the true heroes of Islam — those who walked beside the Prophet ﷺ, whose faith, courage, and kindness changed history.




These stories are written not only to educate but to inspire. Each chapter tells a tale of sacrifice, wisdom, or devotion — lessons that touch both the heart and the mind. They have been carefully simplified for children while remaining faithful to authentic Islamic teachings.




I believe that storytelling is one of the most powerful forms of teaching. It awakens imagination, empathy, and reflection. The Sahabah were real people — some wealthy, some poor, some warriors, some scholars — but all united by one purpose: to please Allah.




It is my hope that every young reader who turns these pages finds not just knowledge, but inspiration — and that these stories help strengthen the roots of faith within every home.

— Mohi Grant
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In every age and every home, stories have been the gentle teachers of the heart. They are how values are passed from one generation to the next — not through commands, but through the quiet wisdom hidden in a tale well told.




The Prophet Muhammad ﷺ often taught through stories and parables — lessons of mercy, patience, justice, honesty, and humility. His words reached not only the minds of his listeners but their souls, inspiring them to reflect and to act with sincerity. These timeless values remain as essential today as they were in his blessed time.




This book, Islamic Morality Tales for Young Hearts, was born from the desire to rekindle that light of storytelling — to bring children and families together through tales that nurture faith, compassion, and reflection. Each story in this collection draws its roots from Islamic teachings and the noble character of the Prophet ﷺ. They are not historical accounts, but reflections of timeless truths, written to awaken a sense of awe and goodness in every reader.




Here, you will meet humble farmers, kind merchants, patient potters, brave shepherds, and curious children — each one discovering a divine lesson in their journey. Some learn gratitude from the smallest blessing; others learn forgiveness, hope, or trust from life’s quiet moments. Through their eyes, we see how faith (īmān) transforms ordinary days into paths of light.




These stories are meant to be read slowly — one tale at a time, perhaps before bedtime or after Maghrib — allowing young minds to reflect and hearts to absorb. Parents, teachers, and caregivers will find in them opportunities for gentle conversation and meaningful lessons.




Every story concludes with a Moral & Reflection, discussion points, and a short duʿāʾ — to help young readers connect what they’ve learned to real life, and to remember that every moment is a chance to draw closer to Allah.




May this book be a small garden of light for families — a place where faith is nourished, kindness is cherished, and the beauty of Islamic values blooms anew in every heart that reads it.


“The most beloved deeds to Allah are those done consistently, even if small.”

— Prophet Muhammad ﷺ




Let these stories be your small, consistent steps toward goodness, gratitude, and growth.




——Mohi Grant
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Theme: Honesty (Ṣidq)

Qur’an reminder: “O you who believe, be mindful of Allah and be with the 

truthful.” (Qur’an 9:119)

Prophetic wisdom (meaning): “Truthfulness leads to righteousness, and 

righteousness leads to Paradise.” (Bukhari & Muslim)


Yusuf found the pebble on a morning that smelled like wet earth and cardamom tea.


His grandmother had rinsed it in a brass bowl and left it to dry on the windowsill, a river-smooth oval the color of a clouded moon. When Yusuf picked it up, it felt cool and perfectly shaped for his palm.


“Your grandfather carried it when he traveled,” she said, folding a washed prayer rug. “He used to say, ‘Truth is like a pebble: light when you hold it, heavy when it slips into your shoe.’ Keep it in your pocket, Yusuf. Let it remind you to be straight with Allah and with people.”


Yusuf slid the pebble into his pocket, felt its gentle weight, and smiled. “I’ll remember, Nani.”


The whole town was preparing for the spring fair by the canal, where the school would hold a model-boat race. Yusuf wanted—more than anything—to build a boat that would skim the water like a swallow. He’d drawn plans in the margins of his notebook, measured balsa wood with his father’s tape, and watched videos on how to make a tiny sail catch wind.


At breakfast, his father said, “We’ll visit the carpentry stall after ʿAsr to buy you thin wood. But Yusuf, remember—no rushing. Measure twice, cut once.”


Yusuf nodded, but his heart beat quickly and brightly. The prize was a blue ribbon and a book voucher. He imagined handing the ribbon to Nani, who would tuck it beside her Qur’an.


That afternoon, they walked through the bazaar where stalls bloomed with colors—spices like scattered sunsets, copper pots that caught the sky, and strings of paper lanterns. They bought wood strips and a small tube of regular glue. On the way home, Yusuf saw a boy from the older class, Amir, holding a gleaming silver tube. “Waterproof marine glue,” Amir said proudly. “My uncle sent it from Dubai.”


Yusuf’s chest sank. Water seeped into everything by the canal. What if his glue loosened? What if his boat sank like a stone?


At home, his father put coins in the tea tin on the shelf and went to the courtyard to fix a creaky hinge. Yusuf stared at the tin. The pebble warmed in his pocket.


I only need a little, he thought. Just enough to buy better glue. I’ll replace it later.


He lifted the lid, took one coin, and then another—his fingers moving faster than his thoughts. The pebble suddenly felt heavy, as if it had grown inside his pocket. He pressed it with his palm, swallowed, and slipped out.


The shop that sold school supplies smelled of paper and plastic. Behind the counter, Mr. Rahim smiled, his smile as white as chalk. “What can I get you, Yusuf?”


“Do you have…waterproof glue?” Yusuf asked.


Mr. Rahim placed a small silver tube on the counter. It gleamed like Amir’s. The price was higher than Yusuf had hoped. He counted the coins—he was short by a small amount.


“Hmm,” Mr. Rahim said, rubbing his beard. He handed back a few coins with the bag. “There you go.”


Outside, Yusuf re-counted and froze. Mr. Rahim had given him too much change. A mistake. He could go back. The pebble nudged his thigh like a whisper: Return it.


But the race is tomorrow, he argued with himself. It’s only a small mistake. He shoved the coins deeper into his pocket, alongside the pebble, and hurried home.


All evening he worked. He sanded the hull until it felt like a shell. He glued the mast and checked the lines of the sail. But the boat never quite looked right; the mast leaned as if unsure. Yusuf’s thoughts leaned too, toward the coin tin and the extra change. Truth is light in the hand, heavy in the shoe.


He slid the pebble out and placed it on the table beside the boat. “Just till the race,” he whispered to it, as if the pebble could hear.


In bed, he dreamed he was at the canal, his boat ready. But when the wind came, the boat refused to move. It sank slowly, and the pebble in his pocket dragged him down with it. He woke tangled in sheets, the morning call to prayer floating through the window like a gentle hand.


At the masjid after Fajr, the imam recited: “Be mindful of Allah and be with the truthful.” The ayah from Surah At-Tawbah settled in Yusuf’s chest like a lantern. Later, the imam spoke about trust and keeping amanah. “If we drop a small truth,” he said softly, “it becomes a stone in our shoe.”


Yusuf’s heel actually ached.


He spent the morning at the canal with other children, testing boats. Amir sailed like a little moon, silver and self-sure. Yusuf’s boat floated, but the sail stuttered, the glue lines shone unevenly. He adjusted, trimmed, adjusted again.


“Nani,” he said at lunch, tracing circles in his curry with a piece of bread, “if someone made a mistake at a shop—say, gave too much change—what would you do?”


Nani’s eyes were kind and sharp. “What would you want someone to do if you were the shopkeeper?”


“Return it,” he whispered.


“And if you had taken money without asking?”


Yusuf stared at his lap. “I’d put it back. I’d say sorry.”


Her hand rested on his head. “That pebble in your pocket—is it heavy today?”


He nodded.


“Then lighten it,” she said simply. “Allah loves the truthful.”


The race began mid-afternoon when the canal breeze woke. Parents and teachers lined the bank. Children crouched with boats like hopeful fishermen. Mr. Rahim stood near the judges, fanning himself with a cardboard program.


Yusuf held his boat, the pebble pressing in his pocket. His name was called for the first heat. He stepped forward—and then stepped back.


“Sorry,” he blurted to the teacher. “I’ll be right back.”


He ran.


The bazaar was bright and loud. He darted through shawls and fruit pyramids and breathless laughter until he reached the shop.


Mr. Rahim looked up, surprised. “Back so soon?”


Yusuf spilled the coins on the counter. They clinked like raindrops. “You gave me too much yesterday,” he said in one breath. “And I took money from my father’s tin. I’m sorry. I didn’t ask. I want to return this and pay the proper price.”


Mr. Rahim studied his face. For a moment, Yusuf thought he might be angry. Instead, the shopkeeper’s eyes softened. “It takes courage to come back,” he said. “We all make mistakes. Not all of us fix them.” He pushed one coin back. “And keep this—for the truth. But next time, bring your father, hmm?”


“I will,” Yusuf said, breath loosening in his chest.


He rushed home, found his father in the courtyard, and confessed again—about the tea-tin coins, about the extra change, about the pebble that had weighed and weighed. His father listened in silence, then pulled him close.


“Trust is a bridge,” his father said into his hair. “It cracks with a lie and mends with truth. I’m proud you chose truth. Come—put the exact amount back with me.”


They counted the coins together and returned them to the tin. The pebble in Yusuf’s pocket felt light as a leaf.


At the canal, Yusuf arrived just in time for the second heat. “Everything okay?” the teacher asked.


“Yes,” Yusuf said, and he meant it.


The boats lined up on the water, noses to the starting string. At the whistle, a dozen small sails caught the breeze. Amir’s silver-gleam boat shot forward. Others wobbled, turned in slow circles, or bumped reeds.


Yusuf’s boat moved…slowly. The sail trembled, then filled; the hull cut a neat line, and the bow made a tiny music of ripples. He was not first. He was not last. He was…peaceful. He found himself cheering for the boy next to him, whose boat always drifted left. “Trim your sail a little—yes, like that!”


The crowd clapped as the final race ended. The blue ribbon went to Amir, who grinned and lifted it high. Yusuf clapped until his palms tingled. He picked up his boat, turned it in the light, and thought how beautiful it was in its honest smallness.


The principal cleared his throat. “Before we close,” he said, “we have a special recognition. Today, one of our students left the race—he could have lost his chance—to return extra change to a shopkeeper and to fix a mistake at home.” He held up a small green ribbon with gold lettering: Integrity Award.


“Yusuf ibn Kareem.”


Gasps and claps. Yusuf blinked












 Moral & Reflection


	Honesty heals. A small lie becomes a heavy burden; returning to the truth brings relief and respect.

	Amanah (trust) matters. Money, time, and promises are trusts from Allah and from people.

	Do the right thing—even if it costs you. Allah replaces what you think you’ll lose with something better: peace, dignity, barakah.

	Mistakes aren’t the end. Owning them and fixing them is part of being a believer.

	Be with the truthful. Choose friends, shops, and habits that support honesty.






	What made the pebble feel “heavy” to Yusuf?

	Have you ever returned extra change or admitted a mistake? How did it feel?

	What does it mean to “win in the heart”?



















