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    To the seekers who look to the heavens for answers,
and to the believers who find them within.
May your journey—like the stars—remind you that even in darkness,
Allah's light is always near.
For every young heart learning to balance wonder with faith,
this story is yours. 🌙✨
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Chapter 1 – A Starless Night
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Layla Hassan lay on the hood of her mom’s old Subaru Outback, winter-black sky stretching overhead like satin. From her perch in the driveway of their North Seattle home, she scanned the firmament with practiced eyes, memorizing every spark and shadow. She’d been a stargazer since she could hold her father’s hand steady through Orion’s belt; now, at fifteen, her telescope had become both sanctuary and confessional.

Tonight, the sky felt empty. Not a single star blinked her father’s warm reassurance or her mother’s gentle laughter. Since the divorce, their home had settled into a brittle silence. Layla could hardly remember the last time all four of them—Mom, Dad, Noor—sat around the dinner table together without tensing at the slightest sound. She missed the unspoken chord that had once held their family in harmony.

She tightened her down jacket, breath steaming in the chill. Winters in Seattle could be soggy, but clear nights like this came like gifts. Her phone lay beside her; every vibration threatened to pull her away, so she’d silenced it. Even so, the emptiness in her chest pulsed louder than her phone ever would.

“Your Lord has not forsaken you, nor is He displeased.”

A text—no, an email—floated back into her mind: her grandfather, Yusuf Hassan in Istanbul, writing to reassure her. She swore she heard his Turkish accent in every syllable. She closed her eyes, recalling the hot olive oil on his cheeks, his hands rough from teaching calligraphy, his voice as deep as the Bosphorus. She missed him, too—since the fights last spring, she hadn’t wanted to bother him with their family’s cracks.

A sudden slip of movement caught her eye—almost mid-sky, a pale green streak arced toward the northern horizon. “Comet,” she whispered, leaping up. She clasped her Nikon D3400, strapping on her headlamp to avoid fumbling. The green tail glowed like liquid malachite. Layla trained the camera on the comet and fired a rapid series of shots, breath coming short.

Her index finger shook; she steadied the camera on the car’s hood, long exposure enabled. When she examined the first shot on the LCD, her heart thudded: the green streak drew a perfect crescent, and just beside it—a tiny pinpoint of star—hung like the body of a celestial lantern. The two shapes formed a clear crescent-and-star motif, like the flag she’d drawn on paper as a child.

But why here, over Seattle’s normally washed-out skies?

She took another frame, then one more, until her fingers froze with cold. She kept shooting, mind racing: this had to be some fluke of lens flare, some optical illusion. But the shape was too precise. Too purposeful.

The comet waned, the green glow dimming as it receded toward the void. Layla’s pulse hammered. She thumbed through her phone to open her email app. Sure enough, an unread message from “Baba in Istanbul” blinked in her inbox.

Subject: The Crescent Star of Awakening

My dearest Layla,

I saw your photographs arrive—they took my breath away. In Ottoman lore, the Crescent Star comet appears once in a century to herald spiritual rebirth. Our ancestors believed that whoever witnesses its shape is next in line for a blessing the Prophet ﷺ taught: a heart restored.

Your Lord has not forsaken you, nor is He displeased.

I know you carry heavy burdens. I too faced nights when the sky seemed truest friend. Soon, in June, this comet will pass closest to Earth. I have arranged a small heritage program—scholars, astronomers, and seekers—to meet in Istanbul under its next appearance. I hope you will join. You are not alone.

With love,

Baba

Tears pooled in Layla’s eyes. She saved the email, fingers trembling. She looked out at the receding green trail, like a promise half-formed.

Not forsaken.

She packed her camera and headed inside, sloshing water off her boots. The house smelled unchanged: coffee dust, faint traces of dishwasher soap, her little sister Noor’s cotton-sweet shampoo. Layla crept past her sister’s open bedroom door—Noor’s music practice drifting through: a single violin note held like a question.

Mom’s light glowed under the kitchen door. Layla paused. Should she tell? Should she show the email? Should she let hope back through their broken door?

Mom looked up, bleary from grading essays. “Late night?”

Layla swallowed. “I saw something... I think I need to go to Istanbul this summer.”

Her mother’s eyebrows rose. “Summer? That’s—expensive.”

Layla held her breath. “I know, but Grandpa invited me. He said it’s rare, and... I think I need a change.”

Her mother’s face softened. “You miss him.”

Layla nodded, tears brimming. Her mother crossed the room and hugged her. “Allah sees your heart,” she whispered. “Perhaps He’s giving you a new star to follow.”

With hardship comes ease, Layla thought, recalling another verse. She had spent so many nights on her own, but the sky had just spoken: she was not abandoned.

Later, lying in her childhood bed, Layla opened her father’s worn Qur’an at random. The page fell on Surah adh-Dhuha, beginning:

> **والضُّحى وما وَدَّعكَ ربُّكَ وما قَلَىٰ**

“By the morning brightness and \[by] the night when it covers with darkness—Your Lord has not forsaken you, nor has He become displeased.” (Q 93:3–4)

She traced the Arabic with a trembling fingertip. Morning brightness, night’s glow—her spiritual eclipse might be ending. She whispered the translation aloud, voice cracking: “Your Lord has not forsaken you, nor is He displeased.”

Deep inside, a seed of peace took root. Tomorrow, she’d begin researching summer flights. Tonight, she would dream of comet tails and Istanbul’s domes. She closed her eyes and, for the first time in months, actually slept.

And somewhere beyond city lights, a comet arced again, painting its crescent-and-star promise across a world too often starless.
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Chapter 2 – Messages in the Sky
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The morning sun seeped through the high windows of Lincoln High School’s science lab, colliding with particles of dust to form glowing motes that drifted in the stale air. Fifteen-year-old Layla Hassan sat at a long black countertop, surrounded by classmates hunched over microscopes and laptops. Normally she loved the smell of vinegar from Bunsen burners and the quiet hum of collaborative discovery. Today, however, the room felt oppressive, as if her curiosity had been trapped behind smudged glass.

At the front of the class, Mr. Jensen, the physics teacher, adjusted the focus on a hand-built spectrometer. “All right, everyone,” he announced, voice echoing. “Tonight we’ll observe the green comet’s spectrum—identify its emission lines. A practical exercise in spectroscopy. Dismissed until 4:30 p.m., when we reconvene for after-school club.”

Layla’s heart thumped. She boxed up her notebook, careful to include her printed data from last night’s stargazing: tables of RGB values, wavelength approximations, sketches of the comet’s tail morphology. She’d spent hours measuring how the green hue floated against the inky background. She looked forward to guidance, but also to sharing with her science club—Orion’s Circle—they who worshipped empiricism above all.

By 4:30, the lab was a hive. Nolan grumbled about missing lacrosse practice; Priya tried calibrating a DSLR to capture the comet during sunset; even Marcus—the club president—had his nose in a thick astrophysics textbook. Layla approached Marcus, adrenaline spiking as she held out her notebook.

“Hey, Marcus,” she said. “I got last night’s calibration curve. I plotted intensity versus wavelength—”

He cut her off. “Oh, right, the whole ‘green comet’ thing.” His tone was neutral, but a glance at his friends revealed a twitch in his lips, as though he wanted to laugh. He turned to Aisha, whose drawing of the comet doubled as fan art, complete with sparkly dust.

Aisha smirked. “Still waiting for that astrological significance presentation, Layla. Or is astronomy club giving that talk next?” A few members snickered.

Layla froze. “I—” She cleared her throat. “It’s called an emission spectrum. I thought we could compare my data to the textbook lines for cyanogen and diatomic carbon.”

Priya interjected, “You did, but Marcus means astrology—like star signs. You really believe the comet’s shape means anything besides physics?”

Heat crept up Layla’s neck. She clasped her binder tighter. “I didn’t say that.”

Marcus folded his arms. “Come on, Layla. Last week you posted that crescent-and-star shot on Instagram with the Ottoman legend. It’s a neat photo, but astrology is superstition, not science.”

A low murmur of agreement rippled through the group. Layla’s stomach lurched. She remembered the exhilaration of capturing that perfect comet image, and the comfort she’d felt seeing her grandfather’s email. Now it felt like a confession of gullibility.

“Look,” Priya said, “I respect your passion for astronomy. But linking it to myths? That belongs in literature class or mythology club.” She
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Echoes of Doubt
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The Weight of Choice
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Science, Faith, and Signs
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A Stirring of Hope
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Counsel of the Heart
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Stars as Messengers
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