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    To every young heart learning that true wealth is not in what we keep,
but in what we give.
This book is for those who choose compassion over comfort,
service over self,
and faith over fear.
And to the givers who remind us that a single coin,
offered with sincerity,
can weigh heavier than mountains in the sight of Allah.
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Chapter 1 – The Awakening of the Heart
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Rania Mansour’s phone buzzed for the fourth time in five minutes, its screen glowing with another notification from her favorite study group chat. Even as the Casablanca sunrise filtered through her bedroom window, painting the walls in pale gold, her eyes remained glued to the screen:

Maghreb practice tonight at 6:30?

Guys, did you see the new calculus notes?

Don’t forget to upload your summer internship selfie by 9!

Seventeen and perpetually connected, Rania had mastered the art of multitasking: finishing her final IB mock exam, scrolling through Instagram reels, and replying to TikTok challenges—all before breakfast. Her mother appeared in the doorway, arms crossed, a disapproving arch to her brow.

“Rania, you’ll be late for Fajr,” she said, though it was well past dawn. The call to prayer had drifted through the neighborhood mosque hours ago, and everyone—except Rania—had heeded it.

Rania sighed, silencing her phone. “I’ll catch the sunrise later,” she mumbled, slipping her laptop into her bag. She grabbed a bottle of orange juice and a date from the kitchen table, then dashed out the door in her school uniform: crisp white hijab, tailored tunic, navy slacks.
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The Race to School

The morning air was already warm as Rania weaved through narrow streets. Vendors called out from fruit stalls, draping oranges and pomegranates in neat pyramids. The scent of fresh bread wafted from a boulangerie, promising the day’s first baguette. Rania debated a croissant, then remembered her mother’s instructions to pack a proper breakfast. She regretted her choice as she fished for small change in her pocket.

She arrived at Lycée Ibn Battuta just as the first bell rang, slipping in through the side gate with a flurry of classmates. In the hallway, backpacks collided, lockers slammed, and the chatter of teenage voices rose in a crescendo. Rania greeted her best friend, Leila, who waved a sheet of paper triumphantly.

“Culture exam grades are posted,” Leila mouthed. “Come see!”

Rania followed, heart pounding. Her palms felt clammy as they reached the bulletin board. There it was—her score: 72 out of 100. Respectable, but not the perfect 95 she had imagined. Her stomach twisted with a familiar ache of disappointment.

Leila nudged her. “Hey, it’s okay! I got a 68. We’ll study together and nail the retake.”

Rania forced a grateful smile. “Thanks,” she said, though inside she felt a sting: if Leila could do so poorly and be okay, why did Rania hold herself to impossibly high standards?
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Social Media and the Shadow of Comparison

By mid‐morning, the buzz of calculations and chemistry equations drifted through the air, but Rania’s mind wrestled with self–doubt. In French class, she watched the teacher’s lips move, but her gaze kept drifting to her phone, where she’d opened Instagram’s Explore page.

A carousel of perfect lives filled the screen: classmates sporting A+ badges, kids modeling expensive abayas, influencers boasting flawless makeup tutorials. Rania scrolled and scrolled, each image a mirror reflecting her own perceived failings. She tapped “like” on a video showcasing a fellow student’s 99.5% mock score, heart pounding with envy.

Down the row, Samir—her lab partner—nudged her with a grin. “Daydreaming again?”

She blinked and shoved the phone into her bag. “Just... motivation,” she lied.

Samir raised an eyebrow. “You need a break. You’ve been cooped up studying since 7.”

Rania nodded vaguely. She would take a break soon—after mastering the entire molecular orbitals chapter.
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The Unexpected Escort

It was during lunch that Rania’s morning haze was shattered by a request from her mother via WhatsApp:

Can you escort Madame Aisha home today? She asked if someone could help her cross the busy avenue.

Madame Aisha was the elderly neighbor who lived two blocks down. She often sat by her window, knitting sweaters for local charities. Rania had always waved in passing but never spoken to her beyond cursory greetings.

Rania rolled her eyes at the group chat’s ceaseless pinging, then slipped out a back door marked “Personnel Only.” The courtyard fell away to the dusty street, where cars honked and passersby bustled. She saw Madame Aisha perched on her walker near the crosswalk, fragile and small against the swirl of traffic.

“Bonjour, Madame,” Rania said, approaching. The old woman’s lined face broke into a delighted smile.

“Ah, ma chère Rania,” she croaked. “Merci for coming.”

Together, they navigated the zebra crossing, Rania’s hand steady on the walker’s handle. On the far side, Rania halted, expecting Madame Aisha to share directions. Instead, the old woman beckoned her toward a narrow alley.

“Come meet my family,” Madame Aisha said. “They live just here.”

Curious, Rania followed down a dim passage lined with weathered doors. She’d seen this alley bustling in morning markets but never ventured here after school. Today, peeling paint and cracked plaster framed humble doorways. At a modest entrance, Madame Aisha knocked softly.

A battered key turned in the lock, and a weary‐looking woman in outdated clothes answered, her face pale with worry. Behind her, two children peered from a small table where crumbs piled on the plate. The room beyond held a single dim bulb and threadbare tapestries.

“Mother,” the woman said with relief. “You timed it well.”

Rania offered her hand. “Madame, I’m Rania. I’m here for... to say hello.”

The woman stepped back, eyes flicking from Rania’s school uniform to her phone‐strap backpack. Embarrassment and pride warred on her face. “I’m Samira,” she said. “You must be Madame Aisha’s granddaughter?”

Rania shook her head. “No, not at all. I’m a neighbor. My mother asked me to help.”

Samira gave a tired smile. “Thank you.” She turned to her children. “Rania, these are my children—Amine and Fatiha.”

Amine, ten, offered Rania a shaky nod. Fatiha, seven, clutched a ragged doll as she gazed up with curious eyes.

Rania forced a smile and dropped to one knee. She spoke to the children. “Salam Alaikum.”

They echoed shyly. Rania felt the wall of separation crack.
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A Glimpse of Struggle

Samira led her mother, Madame Aisha, to a threadbare sofa. “Please, sit,” Samira urged Rania, who perched on a folding chair. She surveyed the room: a single small stove with a kettle that hissed, a bookshelf half‐full of chipped volumes, a kitchen corner with a sink that dripped. The children’s clothes were clean but severely worn—decorative patterns rubbed into monochrome. A thin plate of couscous sat on the table, perhaps yesterday’s dinner.

“Your family looks well,” Rania said, struggling for words. The weight of her own privilege—her school’s AC classrooms, her well‐stocked kitchen—stung her with shame.

Madame Aisha caught her eye and winked. “We manage,” she said. Her frail hand patted her daughter’s arm. “Samira is a widow—her husband passed two years ago.”

Samira dipped her head. “I work at the market each morning, weaving scarves. But prices are high, and I barely cover rent and school fees.” Her voice caught. Rania saw a faint bruise on her forearm.

Amine slumped, brow knitting. “Mama, I’m hungry.”

Rania rose and carried that thin plate to the table, offering a few grapes she had packed for lunch. Samira watched, gratitude and embarrassment mixing. Rania realized: this was not an exercise in pity but in compassion.

She retrieved her own lunch from her bag—leftover bread and cheese—and placed it alongside the couscous. “Please,” she said. “Share.”

The children’s eyes brightened. They sat and ate, their mouths moving in quiet thankfulness. Rania joined them, thinking of her mother’s admonition: *Zakah cleans our wealth*. But this was more than wealth—it was sharing one’s heart.
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The Stirring of Compassion

On the walk home, Rania’s thoughts swirled: exam strategies, social–media trends, group chat memes—all seemed hollow now. In their place floated questions: What if Samira had to skip her own school fees? What if Amine had no books? What if Fatiha’s doll was her only playmate? Each thought carved a hollow in Rania’s chest, yet also ignited a warmth—a spark of compassion she had never known.

That night, she opened her Qur’an to Surah Al-Baqarah, Verse 110:

“And establish prayer and give zakah, and whatever good you put forward for yourselves—you will find it with Allah.”

She traced the words with her finger, tasting their promise. Give zakah—not just a ritual, but an act of charity that cleansed and blessed. She felt the fibers of her heart stir, as though a new branch of her inner world was forcing its way toward light.

She scribbled in her diary: Today I met a family in need. In their eyes I saw hope, but also fear. My wealth—my time, my books, my food—can be a lifeline. If Allah commands zakah, then I must listen.
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The Turning Point

The next morning, Rania slipped into the kitchen before dawn. She found her father arranging his prayer beads and greeted him. Over the soft clink of teacups
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A New Dawn
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Reflection on the Key Verse
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