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    For my grandfather, whose quiet wisdom first taught me that true strength comes from faith—and for every young seeker of knowledge: may this scroll guide your heart toward courage, compassion, and the light of understanding.
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Chapter 1 – The Hidden Manuscript
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Zara Khalid’s sneakers squeaked on the polished maple floor as she climbed the narrow stairs to her grandfather’s attic. The late-afternoon sun slanted through the small gabled window, catching motes of dust that danced like fleeting sparks of light. She paused at the top, inhaling the familiar scent of cedar and old paper. It was a smell she had known since childhood—her grandfather’s attic, where forgotten memories and heirlooms lay stashed beneath blankets of moth-chased plastic.

Her grandfather, Baba, was already there, hunched over a battered steamer trunk. His silver-white hair gleamed in the sunbeam, his back bent with the weight of years—and perhaps with stories too long untold. Zara carried two cardboard boxes: one labeled Winter Clothes and the other Books for Donation. Her older brother, Bilal, had volunteered to help but had fled instead to an evening soccer practice. Zara didn’t blame him: attic duty was far less appealing than chasing a ball across the turf under stadium lights.

“Careful there, habibti,” Baba said in Urdu, voice warm with gentle admonition. “Those old trunks bite.”

Zara smiled and set down the boxes. “I’ll watch my step, Baba.” She glanced around at the cluttered room: antique trunks, stacks of yellowing photo albums, a rusted bicycle rim leaning against the rafters. Here and there, the edges of Persian rugs peeked out, their rich colors dulled by age.

She crossed to a wooden crate stamped Karachi—1930 and brushed aside a moth-eaten shawl. Her fingers found a leather-bound tome, its spine cracked, Arabic script embossed in silver. Zara lifted it reverently, imagining the hands that had held it decades ago—perhaps her great-great-grandfather’s.

Baba hobbled over. “Ah, you found one of my treasures.” He peered at the cover. “That’s one of the diaries I brought from Sindh. Your great-grandfather was a judge, and he wrote reflections on courage and faith in times of trial.”

Zara opened the book to the first page. Ink—faded to sepia—flowed in tidy lines. She recognized Qur’ānic verses, interwoven with stories of pilgrims facing persecution and travelers braving deserts. Her heart fluttered: could these old words speak to her own struggles?

“Those to whom the people said, ‘Indeed, the people have gathered against you, so fear them.’ But it [merely] increased them in faith...”

(Qur’an 3:173)

Under the verse lay a margin note in small, elegant script: “Fear not the slander of the masses; hold fast to the Rope of Allah.” Zara read it twice, marveling at the clarity of the handwriting. She had memorized that verse years ago in Sunday Qur’ān class, but seeing it centuries-old and handwritten infused it with new power.

The Weight of Expectations

Downstairs, the sound of her mother stirring spices in the kitchen drifted up. Zara closed the book gently and set it aside on a wooden stool. She settled onto an old oak trunk and stared at the leather binding. Her family’s piety was not merely tradition but a living legacy—morning prayers, Qur’ān recitation, family iftars at Ramadan’s close. Yet Zara had always felt the weight of expectations: excellent grades, perfect hijab folds, volunteer hours at the mosque’s outreach. At school, she was known as the “model Muslim kid”—a reputation that felt more burden than blessing.

Last week, a classmate had snickered, “Zara Khalid—our resident sermonizer.” The comment stung, even though she’d laughed it off. Beneath the laughter lay a current of judgment. To some peers, her faith was a show, not a source of genuine strength. And sometimes Zara wondered if the endless striving—to balance dua and calculus, service hours and social life—was worth it. Was her faith a wellspring of courage or a chain of burdens?

Her gaze returned to the scroll. Perhaps the past held answers.

The Discovery

“Baba,” Zara said, voice trembling with curiosity, “what other writings are here?”

He smiled, proud of her interest. “I have another trunk with scrolls. Be careful—those are fragile.”

He unlocked a nearby chest and lifted the lid. Inside were several scrolls tied with faded ribbons. One in particular caught Zara’s eye: its parchment was soft and golden, the edges frayed. She carefully untied the ribbon and unrolled it on the oak trunk.

Ink had bled in places, but the Arabic script remained legible. This was no ordinary legal diary; it was a manuscript titled Sobāt al-Qulūb —“Fortitude of Hearts.” Its pages interspersed Qur’ānic verses with short reflections and narrated hadiths about the Prophet ﷺ’s trials. One passage spoke of the Battle of Uhud, when enemies had surrounded the fledgling Muslim community, a moment of collective panic. The Prophet ﷺ himself had shown calm resolve despite wounds and mourning.

Zara’s pulse quickened as she read:

“When the faithful fled, the Prophet ﷺ stood firm, saying: ‘Stand firm, for paradise is beneath the shades of swords.’ His courage illuminated hearts and rekindled resolve.”

Her eyes blurred with tears. The world felt so far removed from seventh-century Arabia, yet the soul’s trials seemed universal: fear, isolation, betrayal. Zara placed her hand on her heart. Could the same courage guide her through modern battles—exams, bullies, the struggle to be true to herself?

Baba watched her with gentle pride. “This scroll was lost after Partition. I nearly sold it by mistake.”

Zara closed the parchment with care. “It’s more precious than gold.”

Unease and Hope

That evening, Zara lay on her bed, propped by pillows, scroll in lap. The Key Verse—Q 3:173—simmered in her mind. Tomorrow, she’d face her largest math test yet, a challenge she feared would expose her inadequacies. She thought of the Prophet ﷺ at Uhud, weapon in hand against overwhelming odds. She felt a flicker of resolve: failure was not surrender; it was a chance to renew her faith in effort and reliance on Allah.

She reached for her misbāḥa, running chilled wooden beads through her fingers: Subḥān Allāh... Al-ḥamdu lillāh... Allāhu akbar... Each repetition was a small beacon dispelling doubt.

In her mind’s eye, she saw the centuries-old script dancing with life. This was no relic to revere from afar; it was a living guide.

Morning Revelation

The next day, the air was crisp with autumn’s promise as Zara arrived at school. Golden leaves skewed along pavement edges, a reminder that change could be beautiful. She carried the scroll’s weight in her backpack, discreetly wrapped in cloth so its secret remained between her and her grandfather.

First period was AP Calculus. Mr. Brennan droned on about integrals; Zara’s pencil scribbled formulas, but her mind drifted to the scroll. The Prophet ﷺ standing under flaming arrows—unshakable faith. Of course, she thought, I can stand firm through this test.

At the bell, she handed in her calculator and blank sheet: her brain believed the scroll’s ancient counsel over fear’s whispers.

“Your work is... unexpected,” Mr. Brennan said after class, scanning her answers. “You’ve found the correct solutions to the most challenging problems. Well done.”

Zara smiled, heart lifting. “Thank you, sir.”

Sharing the Gift

At lunch, Zara’s friends gathered in their usual courtyard circle. Aaliyah doodled flower designs, Leila scrolled through social media. Zara sat quietly, gazing at the scroll’s cloth-wrapped parcel. She felt the pull to share her discovery—yet hesitation gripped her. Would they dismiss it as odd?

Finally, Zara reached into her bag, drew forth the scroll, and unwrapped it. A hush fell as the parchment glowed amber in sunlight. She read aloud the Key Verse:

“Those to whom the people said, ‘Indeed, the people have gathered against you, so fear them.’ But it [merely] increased them in faith...”

Aaliyah’s mouth dropped open. “Zara, where did you get that?”

Leila leaned forward. “This is ancient. What is it?”

Zara told them the story: helping her grandfather, the attic, the diaries, the scroll’s discovery. She described the Prophet ﷺ at Uhud, the lessons on courage. Her friends listened, rapt.

“Wow," Aaliyah said. "That’s... powerful.”

Leila nodded slowly. “Can I touch it?”

Zara passed it gently to her. As Leila’s fingers traced the script, sunlight danced on the lines. A moment of reverence passed between them.

“Do you think it still applies?” Leila asked quietly.

Zara closed her eyes, feeling conviction rise. “Yes. Courage isn’t just for battles. It’s for every challenge—tests, fears, standing up for what’s right.”

Aaliyah smiled. “I want to learn more.”

Zara returned the scroll to its cloth and tucked it away. In that instant, her doubt melted: she would share this legacy, not hide it.

Evening at the Mosque

After school, Zara walked to the local mosque for the weekly youth circle. The sanctuary glowed under lantern light, familiar faces greeting her warmly. Mr. Khan, the youth leader, asked for reflections on that day’s Qur’ān recitation.

Zara raised her hand. “I found something that helped me face my calculus test without panic.” She told them of the scroll and



Night of Revelation







d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
¢4 Thre
Prophet’s)
s N Scroll

A JOURNEY TO
- KNOWLELGE AND
P 3 STRENGTH. O §

- Ty

) N






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





