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Chapter 1: The Boy, the Butter-Colored Donkey, and the Three Brothers
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Once upon a time, in a sunny land far away, there lived a young man named Dawud. He was a brave young Muslim who knew with all his heart that Allah is the Most High. Dawud was ready to leave his village to become a guardian of the Sultan, but he had a very embarrassing problem: his ride.

His father, a pious old man with a white beard, stood by the gate holding the reins of a very strange animal. It was a donkey, but not a normal donkey. It was the color of old yellow butter that had been left in the sun for three days.

"My son," his father said, handing him a letter. "This letter is for Sheikh Tariq, the Captain of the Royal Guards in the Capital. He was my friend. Trust in Allah, establish your five daily prayers on time, and never fear anyone except your Creator".

Dawud kissed his father’s hand. "InshaAllah, father. But... does the donkey have to be yellow? The neighbors are staring."

"It is a unique blessing!" his father said with a smile. "Now go, and remember to say Bismillah before you start!"

Dawud climbed onto the yellow donkey. The donkey groaned loudly, as if it were carrying an elephant instead of a skinny boy, and they wobbled down the road.

The Incident at the Tea Shop

After many days of riding, Dawud arrived in the town of Meung. He was tired, and the yellow donkey was walking sideways because it was stubborn. Near the entrance of a hotel, a tall man with a scar on his face was standing with his friends. They looked at the yellow donkey and started laughing very loudly.

"Look at that color!" the Stranger with the scar wheezed, slapping his knee. "It looks like a giant banana that fell out of a tree!".

Dawud felt his face get hot. He was trying to be patient, as a Muslim should, but mocking his ride was too much. "Oh, uncle!" Dawud called out politely. "You are laughing at the donkey, but perhaps you should not laugh at the master!".

The Stranger stopped laughing and sneered. "I do not speak to children who ride bananas."

Dawud jumped down, but his foot got caught in the stirrup, and he did a funny little hop. "Wallahi, defend yourself!" Dawud cried, reaching for his sword. But before he could even get his sword out, the Stranger’s friends grabbed cooking pots and old broomsticks and chased him.

Bonk! Someone hit Dawud with a stale loaf of bread so hard that he saw stars. He fell to the ground, unconscious.

When Dawud woke up, his head hurt, and the Stranger was gone. He checked his pocket. "La hawla wala quwwata illa billah!" he cried. "The letter! The thief stole my letter to Sheikh Tariq!".

He looked outside. The yellow donkey was also gone; the innkeeper had sold it to pay for the broken broomsticks. "Alhamdulillah in every situation," Dawud sighed. He stood up, dusted off his thobe, and began the long walk to the Capital.

The Headquarters of the Guards

Dawud finally reached the Capital. He went straight to the house of Sheikh Tariq. The courtyard was filled with the Sultan’s Guards. They were not doing haram things like drinking alcohol or gambling, for those are major sins. Instead, they were loudly debating whose beard was longer and drinking strong tea with mint.

Dawud squeezed through the crowd and finally met Sheikh Tariq in his office.

"So," said Sheikh Tariq, looking at the young man. "You say you are the son of my old friend? And you had a letter, but a man with a scar stole it while you were fighting him over a yellow donkey?".

"Yes, O Sheikh," Dawud said honestly.

"That sounds like a story a child tells when he forgets his homework," Sheikh Tariq said, raising an eyebrow.

Suddenly, Dawud looked out the window. "SubhanAllah! It is him!".

Walking in the street below was the Stranger with the scar!

"Excuse me, Sheikh! I must catch the thief!" Dawud yelled. He spun around and ran out of the room, completely forgetting to look where he was going.

The Three Collisions

1. Abdullah (The Serious One)

Dawud ran down the stairs like a gazelle. At the landing, a tall, serious guard named Abdullah was standing. Abdullah had injured his shoulder earlier and was trying to look tough and silent.

Bam! Dawud ran full speed into Abdullah’s bad shoulder.

"Ouch!" Abdullah gritted his teeth, his face turning pale. "Brother, do you have eyes, or are they purely for decoration?".

"Forgive me, brother!" Dawud shouted, not stopping. "I am in a hurry!".

"A hurry to learn manners, I hope!" Abdullah called out. "Meet me behind the old ruins at noon. We shall see if your running is as good as your apologizing!".

2. Hamza (The Giant)

Dawud kept running. Outside, he saw a huge guard named Hamza. Hamza was wearing a magnificent cloak with gold trim. He was standing with his hands on his hips, showing off the front of the coat to everyone.

Dawud tried to squeeze past him, but a gust of wind blew Hamza’s giant cloak right into Dawud’s face. Dawud got tangled in the fabric like a kitten in a blanket.

"What are you doing inside my clothes?!" Hamza roared.

As Dawud struggled to get free, he pulled the cloak open. He revealed that the back of Hamza’s expensive outfit was actually made of cheap flour sacks. Hamza had only paid for the front part to look rich!.

"You exposed my budget secrets!" Hamza whispered furiously, his face turning red. "Meet me behind the old ruins at one o'clock. You will pay for this humiliation!".

3. Abdur-Rahman (The Student)

Dawud finally untangled himself and ran down the street, but the Stranger was gone. Panting, he stopped to catch his breath near a third guard, a handsome and quiet man named Abdur-Rahman.

Abdur-Rahman was standing near a carriage. Inside the carriage sat a fully covered sister wearing a full niqab, and standing right next to the carriage, guarding her like a lion, was her elderly uncle with a large stick. This was proper, as unrelated men and women cannot be alone together, and Abdur-Rahman was lowering his gaze respectfully.

Suddenly, Dawud looked at the ground. He saw a handkerchief with funny embroidery on it near Abdur-Rahman’s foot. Dawud thought he was being helpful.

"Brother Abdur-Rahman!" Dawud shouted loudly. "You dropped your handkerchief!".

Abdur-Rahman’s eyes went wide. He quickly stepped on the handkerchief to hide it because it was a bit embarrassing—it had a picture of a cute little flower on it.

"I do not know what you mean," Abdur-Rahman said through his teeth, trying to look cool in front of the uncle.

"Yes, you do! It is right under your foot! The one with the flower!" Dawud insisted innocently.

The large uncle in the carriage glared at Abdur-Rahman. "Why do you have a flower handkerchief, brother?"

Abdur-Rahman sighed deeply. He looked at Dawud. "You are very loud, young man. Meet me behind the ruins at two o'clock. We need to discuss the virtue of silence".

The Gathering at the Ruins

At noon, Dawud arrived behind the old ruins. He saw Abdullah waiting.

"So," Abdullah said, holding his sore shoulder. "You are the boy who thinks shoulders are doorbells."

"I am truly sorry," Dawud said. "But before we have our contest with sticks, I must tell you—I have an appointment with Brother Hamza at one o'clock."

"With Hamza?" Abdullah asked.

"And with Brother Abdur-Rahman at two o'clock".

Abdullah laughed. "MashaAllah, you are very ambitious. You want to be flattened by all three of us in one afternoon?".

Just then, Hamza and Abdur-Rahman arrived. They were surprised to see they were all waiting for the same skinny boy.

"Gentlemen," Dawud said nervously. "I am ready to accept my punishment for being clumsy. But please know, I love the Sultan and the believers!".

Before they could start their contest, a group of five men in red uniforms appeared. It was the guards of the Vizier, who was the rival of Sheikh Tariq.

"Stop!" the leader of the red guards shouted. "It is illegal to gather in groups behind ruins! We are arresting you all!".

Abdullah looked at Hamza and Abdur-Rahman. "Brothers, there are five of them and three of us. The math is not good".

Dawud stepped forward, drawing his sword. "Excuse me, brother. There are four of us".

The three guards looked at the boy. His knees were shaking, but his heart was firm.

"Allahu Akbar!" shouted Abdullah. "To the defense!".

The Great Scuffle

The fight began! But because they were good Muslims, they did not strike to kill, only to teach a lesson.

Hamza grabbed one of the red guards and simply sat on him. "Say I am lightweight! Say it!" he demanded. The guard squeaked, "You are light as a feather, I
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