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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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​Chapter 1: The Bumping Goat and the Nervous Architect
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In the radiant city of Jeddah, where the beautiful and melodious call to prayer, known as the Adhan, resonated five times each day, lived a notably busy architect named Abu Abdullah. While his given name was Tariq, he was universally addressed as Abu Abdullah, a title signifying that he was the father of Abdullah. He was a tall and dignified man who consistently wore a white thobe, a traditional Arabian garment, and dedicated himself to living as a devout Muslim. He wholeheartedly believed that Allah is above the Arsh, or Throne.

One morning, Abu Abdullah was seated in his office, meticulously reviewing a large-scale drawing of a prospective new building project. He murmured to himself, contemplating the architectural plans, "We need to incorporate a ramp in this area to accommodate wheelchairs, Bismillah."

Suddenly, the tranquility of the office was interrupted by the shrill ringing of the telephone. Tring! Tring!

Abu Abdullah promptly answered the call. "Assalamu Alaikum?" he greeted.

"Walaikum Assalam," responded a serious voice from the other end of the line. It was Brother Kareem, a respected school principal hailing from a village nestled in the mountains. "Abu Abdullah, I implore you to listen with utmost care. Time is of the essence."

Abu Abdullah felt a sudden unease, a flip in his stomach. "Is everything alright?" he inquired.

"It pertains to Sister Mariam's will," Brother Kareem explained. Mariam was a woman Abu Abdullah had entered into a secret marriage with many years prior, with the intention of providing her with support and assistance as she was a widow. However, he had kept this marriage hidden from his first wife, driven by his own timidity. "She has passed away, may Allah shower her with mercy. Her son, Yusuf, has had his guardianship entrusted to you."

Upon hearing this revelation, Abu Abdullah inadvertently dropped his pencil. "To me?" he questioned in disbelief.

"Yes, indeed. Are you not his father?" Brother Kareem confirmed.

"Yes, yes, I am," Abu Abdullah whispered, glancing around cautiously to ensure their conversation remained private.

"Where do you intend to take the child now?" Brother Kareem pressed.

"I... I will bring him to my house in the city," Abu Abdullah replied, beads of perspiration forming on his brow.

"Do you reside alone?" Brother Kareem inquired further.

"No, I live with my family," Abu Abdullah confessed, swallowing hard.

"Will you be able to properly care for a young child at this stage in your life?" Brother Kareem questioned.

"Brother, place your trust in Allah. Kindly forward the necessary documents when they are prepared," Abu Abdullah said with a nervous tone, bringing the conversation to an end and hanging up the phone.

He remained seated in his chair, his body drenched in sweat as if he had just completed a grueling marathon through the desert. He realized that he had to inform his wife, Umm Abdullah, whose given name was Layla, about this sensitive matter. She was known to be a very strong-willed woman, and he feared that discovering the existence of his secret son could potentially trigger a volcanic reaction.

"I need to present a gift," Abu Abdullah pondered. "I need something that will bring joy to the children and elicit a smile from Layla before I disclose the significant news."

As he drove towards his home, he passed by a local farm. This sparked a brilliant idea in his mind. "They hold a deep love for animals. I will purchase a baby goat!"
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ABU ABDULLAH ARRIVED at his beautiful villa. As he entered the house, he announced, "Assalamu Alaikum! Look at what I've brought!"

With a flourish, he placed a small, brown baby goat onto the expensive carpet.

"Mummy! Make it go away!" exclaimed his daughter, Sumayyah, as she sought refuge behind the sofa, visibly frightened.

Layla rushed in from the kitchen, still wearing her casual house clothes. Upon seeing the goat nibbling on the curtains, her eyes widened in surprise.

"SubhanAllah!" Layla exclaimed. "Remove this animal immediately! Who is responsible for bringing it here?"

"Papa did!" chirped little Abdullah, erupting with laughter.

"You brought a farm animal inside the Majlis, the guest room?" Layla questioned, placing her hands firmly on her hips. "Have you lost your mind?"

"Are you truly scared of a tiny goat?" Abu Abdullah responded with nervous laughter.

"Absolutely not! I am not scared," Layla retorted, instinctively stepping back as the goat playfully attempted to tug at her sleeve.

"You're not, is that right? Then observe this!" Abu Abdullah exclaimed. He made an attempt to catch the goat, but it proved to be as swift as a Ferrari. It nimbly jumped onto the table, wreaking further havoc.

"No! I'll tell mummy!" Sumayyah cried out, threatening to escalate the situation.

"What mischief has the goat caused now?" Abu Abdullah asked, wiping his forehead with a tissue.

He glanced at the side table and noticed something was amiss. "Where has the flower vase disappeared to? Who has moved it?"

The house helper, a young boy named Bilal, entered the room. "I have no knowledge of that, Uncle," Bilal responded.

"It seems that nobody in this house ever knows anything!" Abu Abdullah sighed in exasperation. Just then, he heard a distinct crunching sound. The goat was devouring the flowers!

Later that evening, the atmosphere in the house was uncharacteristically subdued. Usually, the children were boisterous and full of energy, but they were now sitting silently on the rug.

"Why is everyone so quiet?" Abu Abdullah inquired, sensing that something was amiss.

"Can't we simply sit quietly at home?" Layla responded from the adjacent room, adding to the air of mystery.

"Indeed! But I am well aware of what it signifies when you all exhibit such unusual quietness!" Abu Abdullah declared. He knew that they were likely involved in some mischievous activity.

"Papa," Sumayyah whispered conspiratorially. "Mummy is going to the bathroom to wash her face."

"Layla... uh... are you heading to the bathroom?" Abu Abdullah asked in a raised voice, attempting to ascertain the situation.

Layla emerged from the other room, looking visibly annoyed. "What! Yes, I am.”

“Are you also planning to wash your face?"

"Why?" Layla inquired, seeking an explanation for his question.

"For no particular reason," Abu Abdullah mumbled evasively. "I heard... that excessive face washing can actually damage the skin."

"Where did you hear such a thing?" Layla demanded, unconvinced by his explanation.

"Well... Sumayyah was the one who mentioned it," Abu Abdullah lied, attempting to shift the blame.

"No, papa! He was the one who said that," Sumayyah countered, passing the blame back to her sibling.

"No! I didn't even say that!" Abdullah shouted, joining the chorus of denials. "Mummy, I heard it on the radio!"

"Yes! We heard it on the radio," Abu Abdullah quickly affirmed, seizing upon the convenient excuse.

"What is wrong with all of you?!" Layla sighed in exasperation. "And remove this goat! Who brought it into the house?!"

"I repeat, take the goat away! Who is responsible for bringing it here?!" Layla reiterated, her patience wearing thin.

"I knew it!" Abu Abdullah whispered to himself, realizing the gravity of the situation. "Please, let the goat remain here."

"Quiet!" Layla commanded, her voice firm. "The goat has already broken a photo frame, shattered a flower vase, and torn a curtain! And these disasters have all occurred on its very first day!"

"It will undoubtedly destroy the entire house in no time! Who will take responsibility for its care?" Layla questioned, seeking a solution.

"We can simply tie a rope around it," Abu Abdullah suggested, hoping to appease his wife.

"There is absolutely no need!" Layla declared emphatically. "I am warning you, I will not allow the goat to stay!"

She fixed her gaze upon Abu Abdullah, observing that his glasses were sliding down his nose. "How many times have I told you to get rid of those glasses!" she exclaimed.

"Hey! How will I be able to read the Quran then!" Abu Abdullah responded with a smile, defending his eyewear.

"You look remarkably like a peon or a library helper!" she teased him affectionately.

"So what if I do? Halal work is considered worship," Abu Abdullah replied gently. "How is your backache today?"?"It's alright now," she assured him, her voice now gentle and soothing. "However, I had to remain standing in the kitchen for quite some time to deal with it."

"I'll give it a massage later to help you feel better," he suggested with concern. "Why are you required to work such long hours?"

"Stop it with the complaints! I am working hard for you and our beloved children," Layla responded, her voice filled with affection and a light laugh escaping her lips. "We have everything we need, Alhamdulillah, thanks to Allah's blessings."

"Everything is precisely what we seem to be lacking," Abu Abdullah responded jokingly, a playful tone in his voice. "What is it that we truly need or desire?"

"A dazzling diamond necklace," Layla replied, her eyes sparkling with a hint of playful longing.
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