

    
        
          The Prophet’s Light

        

        
        
          Young Adult Fiction: Religious – Muslim, Volume 9

        

        
        
          Farhan Malik

        

        
          Published by Faithful Reflections, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE PROPHET’S LIGHT

    

    
      First edition. September 22, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Farhan Malik.

    

    
    
      Written by Farhan Malik.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1 — Glimmer Beneath the Dust

Chapter 2 — Echoes on Badr Street

Chapter 3 — Blueprints of Compassion

Chapter 4 — Midterm Shadows

Chapter 5 — Mercy in Motion

Chapter 6 — Light After the Storm

Chapter 7 — Night of Returning Hearts

Chapter 8 — Windows of Compassion

Chapter 9 — Dawn at the Mercy Clinic

Chapter 10 — Lamps That Never Die

Sign up for Farhan Malik's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the youth who carry questions heavier than their years,
and to the elders whose quiet prayers light unseen paths—
this story is for you.
May you always remember that the Prophet's ﷺ mercy is not distant history,
but a living flame within every act of kindness,
every hand extended in compassion,
and every heart that chooses hope.
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Chapter 1 — Glimmer Beneath the Dust
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“We sent you only as a mercy to all worlds.” — Q 21 : 107
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The cinder–block walls of Roosevelt High’s library always smelled faintly of lemon–oil polish and aging paper, a fragrance Noura Khalil had come to love during her after-school volunteer shifts. At sixteen, she was not the kind of student teachers worried about: her backpack was neat, her grades hovered in the respectful B-plus range, and her smile—shy but genuine—left even the most irritable substitute softened. Yet lately she felt transparent, like one of the dust motes floating in the sunlit windowpanes. Her parents, Sudanese immigrants who ran a small halal café on Franklin Avenue, praised each report card but rarely had bandwidth to pry into her unspoken questions about identity, belonging, and the strange tug she felt whenever Friday prayers overlapped the afternoon drama-club meetings.

So she spent most late Tuesdays and Thursdays here, earning extra credit by shelving returns. It was a sanctuary of sorts: rows of book spines whispered passports to worlds where girls who felt unremarkable might find comet streaks etched behind their names. The head librarian, Mrs. Goldman—tortoiseshell glasses, silver bun—trusted Noura with the cramped back-room “sorting canyon,” a place students seldom saw. There, hulking cardboard boxes bristled with discarded atlases, water-damaged biographies, and outdated almanacs waiting for the district’s next recycling run. This afternoon, frost laced the windows and the heating system rattled; Minneapolis had surrendered to January in its customary dramatic fashion. Noura shrugged deeper into her mauve cable-knit sweater and slipped earbuds in one ear—just enough Qur’an recitation to steady her mind without drowning the creaks of the building.

She was sliding a 1996 Statistical Yearbook onto the “R–U” shelf when her gloved fingers snagged on something metallic behind the books. Curious, she pushed the row aside, unleashing a puff of dust that made her sneeze. Nestled against the concrete wall was a tarnished brass oil-lamp, larger than her palm and shaped like the stories her Teta had told her about Aladdin—though this one bore no cartoonish exaggeration. Its surface was rough with verdigris, but when Noura tilted it beneath the fluorescent light, delicate Arabic calligraphy shimmered through: ***رَحْمَة*** — Raḥmah, mercy. Beneath the word, minuscule numerals read 1910

A small shiver ran through her. Minneapolis had few relics of early-20th-century Muslim presence, and certainly none she had ever held in her own hands. The lamp’s weight felt disproportionate to its size, as though memories clung inside it like thick honey. She wiped the inscription gently with her sleeve, revealing an intricate filigree of vines around the word, each tendril ending in a crescent. Careful not to drop it, she hurried to Mrs. Goldman’s desk.

The librarian squinted at the object, intrigue sparking behind her spectacles. “Well, that’s something, isn’t it? Must have slipped down years ago when we replaced the shelving.” She thumbed the base, tracing its patina. “You know, libraries hold more than books; they archive forgotten corners of people’s hearts.”

“Do you think I could take it home to clean?” Noura asked, half-hoping, half-afraid of the answer.

Mrs. Goldman considered, then nodded. “Fill out a temporary removal slip. Bring it back in a week so we can decide whether to display it or contact the historical society.” Her voice lowered conspiratorially. “And make sure you research its story. Every artifact deserves its biography.”
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That evening, Noura perched at the kitchen table while her mother, Amina, diced tomatoes for ful and her father, Khalil, prepared cardamom coffee for late-night customers. The lamp rested between the salt cellar and a jar of cumin. Fluorescent bulbs threw golden halos over its uneven surface.

“Where did you find that, binti?” her father asked, curiosity flickering.

“In the school library. It says Raḥmah—mercy. And 1910. I thought maybe it belonged to one of the earliest Sudanese traders who came up the Mississippi, or maybe an Ottoman sailor who passed through.” She swallowed, uncertain whether her enthusiasm would sound childish.

Her mother set the knife down. “Mercy is Allah’s gift that travels farther than any ship,” she murmured. “Clean it gently—brass is patient, but harsh scrubbing erases stories.”

They soaked the lamp in warm vinegar and lemon water. Slowly, rich ochre dissolved, exposing latticed panels shaped like fig leaves. Something about the process felt sacramental; each swipe of the cloth whispered remembrance, as if mercy were a metal that could gleam again when tended.

After dinner, Noura posted a photo on her tiny Instagram account—mostly followed by cousins and the two friends who still cared about her feed. She captioned it: Found a word forged in brass. Maybe it’s a map home. Then she plugged in her phone to finish history homework.

She woke to seventy-three notifications. A popular senior, Shelby Grant—student-council treasurer, future Ivy Leaguer—had reposted the photo with: Are we turning the library into a mosque now? keepRooseveltSecular. Comments spiraled: Why always pushing religion? Public school = no shrine please. Cool relic tho.

Noura’s cheeks burned. She had no plan to create any shrine, but the nuance drowned beneath the algorithm’s thunder. At 6:45 a.m., as she boarded the city bus, messages continued pinging. Her friend Maya texted, Ignore them. They just need something dramatic before finals. But ignoring was harder inside the halls.

Second-period English brought whispers behind raised novels. At lunch, two freshmen pointed and giggled when she passed, unscrewing her thermos of lentil soup. She stared at the swirling steam, appetite evaporating. Had her simple wonder become ammunition? She remembered her mother’s warning: “Mercy without patience becomes brittle.”
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After school, a hastily scheduled student-council meeting convened in Room 204. Noura slipped into the back row out of curiosity. Shelby rapped a gavel against the table. “New business: a student is circulating religious artifacts on campus. Administration received concerns about proselytizing.” Eyes shifted toward Noura.

She stood, voice trembling. “I’m not proselytizing. The library found an antique lamp. I’m researching its origin for historical value.”

A senior named Miles twirled a pen. “But the inscription’s clearly religious. Some students might feel uncomfortable.”

Noura inhaled slowly. “It’s one Arabic word. Mercy isn’t exclusive to Muslims. Are we banning every cross necklace or Star of David pendant too?”

Shelby’s smile was tight. “Those are personal accessories, not public exhibits. We just don’t want lines blurred.”

Lines. Invisible fences cutting through nuance. Noura sank back into her chair, pulse hammering. She wanted to shout Q 21 : 107 into their careful faces—that the Prophet, peace be upon him, was mercy to worlds, plural, not just to the faithful. But quoting scripture would only deepen suspicion. So she swallowed the verse like a stone and walked out before the meeting adjourned.
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Snow drifted thick that night, muffling the city in a hush that reminded her of Khartoum’s desert nights from childhood visits—different elements, same vast silence. She sat at her bedroom desk with the lamp, laptop open to digitized Minneapolis directories. After two hours, she struck gold: an obituary from 1936 for a Hajji Yusuf El-Nur, owner of a Mississippi riverboat trading spices and textiles. The article mentioned “a brass lantern that guided nightly prayers on deck.” Proof, maybe, that a Sudanese Muslim had plied these waters long before Roosevelt High existed.

She printed the clipping, heart buzzing. If she could show the lamp as a piece of local history, not propaganda, perhaps the rumors would fade. She drafted a proposal to create a small “Immigrant Histories” display in the library—lamp included—inviting artifacts from all cultures. Mercy, she reasoned, lay in honoring every neglected narrative, not hers alone.

Her father knocked softly, bringing cocoa. “You are still awake, habibti. What burdens your brow?”

She explained the backlash, the lamp’s possible provenance, her tentative solution. Khalil listened, nodding. “Remember the Prophet’s ﷺ words: ‘Exchange gifts and you will love one another.’ Your proposal is a gift—an invitation to share.” He touched the lamp, eyes shining. “And mercy is strongest when shared.”
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Thursday morning, Noura arrived early, armed with the obituary, photographs, and a typed proposal. Mrs. Goldman read each page slowly, lips pursed in concentration. At last she smiled. “I’ll back this. But students must pitch it to administration. Are you ready?”

The school’s front office smelled of burnt coffee and bureaucracy. Assistant Principal O’Neill, broad-shouldered and perpetually overworked, skimmed the documents. “We’re sensitive about religious displays,” he said, rubbing his temples. “But this is educational. If you assemble an inclusive committee and adhere to district guidelines, I see no problem.”

Relief surged through Noura. “Thank you, sir. I’ll recruit volunteers from different clubs.”

The announcement went live that afternoon: “Seeking artifacts representing immigrant journeys to Minneapolis. Informational meeting Monday, library.” Reception was mixed. Some students rolled eyes; others—the Hmong-American honor-society vice-president, the Somali debate captain, a Ukrainian transfer cadet—expressed interest. Even Isaac Diaz, robotics whiz known
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