

    
        
          From The Book

        

        
        
          K. El Rashidy

        

        
          Published by K. El Rashidy, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FROM THE BOOK

    

    
      First edition. July 3, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 K. El Rashidy.

    

    
    
      Written by K. El Rashidy.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

From The Book

Chapter 1 - The Journey

Chapter 2 - The Hunt

Chapter 3 - From The Book

Chapter 4 - The Seal

Chapter 5 - The Inner Seal

Chapter 6 - Knowledge

Chapter 7 - The Threads


From the Book

––––––––
[image: ]


Don’t think too highly of yourself, but trust your instincts.

Move in the world, but make sure your footprints are yours.

The wise man keeps one eye on the road and one eye on the ground.

For the road is long and the stepping stones aren’t always around.

Take advice, then see it in your heart that it is your own.

The heart is a mirror, a compass and a throne.

Polished and maintained, it might guide you towards the light.

Even when embraced by the darkest shadows and the veil of night.
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​Chapter 1 - The Journey
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​The Moral Compass

There was once a child who grew in a land of pastures and sand. The child grew to learn from those around him and often wondered about distant lands, questioning what lay beyond the sand stretching into the distance. His father imparted lessons to him, but the boy was almost always wondering about other things. Some lessons he remembered, not because he wanted to, but because his father always caught him and made him pay attention. On the other hand, through his mother's soft-spoken words and gentle smile, he learned different lessons from those his father had imparted to him. One day, as he was accompanying his mother to the market, he noticed a man who was limping. The boy, being very young, found it funny and started giggling. The mother’s expression suddenly changed, and she landed a well-placed blow on his head. She said that if the boy were in the man’s shoes, he wouldn’t laugh so much, and that he, too, could one day struggle to walk. One afternoon, the father asked the boy to accompany him as he had something he needed help with. Both arrived at a forge, and the father asked the boy to help him forge a sword. It was a cloudy day, and a storm was brewing in the distance. The boy watched as the father worked in silence. The boy was astonished by his father’s skills, for he had never seen his father silent without trying to impart knowledge to him. He had always known his father as a merchant, not as a sword maker. This fact also fascinated the boy and showed him how little he knew about his father. The father took his son aside and sat down. Pointing at the sword, said, "Trust this", then he pointed at his hand and said "Trust this more." Then he pointed at his body and said, "Trust this even more." Then he touched his forehead with his finger and said, "Trust this." Then he touched his chest with his palm and said, “Listen.” He finally pointed at the sky and said, "Trust him beyond anything I pointed at before." The boy could not understand what the father meant. He was just happy to see his father in a calm and tranquil state. The rain had started to fall as they made their way back to their house. As soon as they arrived, the mother saw them and let them know that dinner was ready. His little sister came running towards them, jumping into his father’s arms, then running back, holding both their hands. Time shifts and seasons bring change, just as the winds change the shape of the dunes in the desert. The boy, now grown, knew the lands and absorbed its culture and customs, isolated in time from the outer modern world, which had not yet reached these borderlands. One day, he walked back to his house, and to his surprise, no one was there. No traces of his family; his father’s belongings were intact, and his mother’s clothes were still there; his sister's sandals were still by the door. It seemed the only thing that was missing was them. The young man waited for days and went asking the neighbors if they knew what had happened, but no one had seen his family. He didn’t know how to react to all of this; he felt helpless. Weeks passed, and the boy realized his family might not be back. Their sudden disappearance made him anxious. He often sat at the edge of the hill, as he used to when he was younger, wondering what might have happened to them and whether he should stay or try to find them.  He decided that he would no longer wait. In his mind, it was all out of the ordinary, almost like a dream. He realized that the only way to find out was to act rather than wait for something to happen. The young man packed a few of his belongings and set out, remembering his father’s words as he looked up to the sky. Something inside of him made him want to avoid the main roads. His intuition was strong, but he didn’t know why he had this gut feeling; he trusted it to guide him. But intuition alone could not prepare him for what was to come. So far, the traveler had been wandering for days; he stopped along small border towns when he had to grab supplies. The little money he had was not enough to afford him a sleeping spot. Oddly enough, he had been at this same market during one of his earlier stops. The traveler bought some snacks and water and was about to leave when he heard two men talking about desert navigation and how the winds caused the dunes to change shape. This new information made him realize he had been going around in circles. This realization led him to think of a solution: he bought a pen and a notebook and began sketching the shapes of the dunes he saw. He also started marking the rocks he had passed, serving as a clear indication that he had been through this path before. He bought a compass, allowing him to choose a direction, but he had no specific destination in mind. The wandering traveler was being guided but didn’t understand why. The traveler began to move differently; he used to move in the morning, when there was light, and it was easy to see. He later realized that the opposite was actually better. At night, visibility is low, but the traveler had the stars to guide him. 

He concluded that it is sometimes best to move when the world is asleep, and the weather is cooler. One night, the traveler heard the sound of a horse in the distance. He stopped and paid attention, holding his breath and focusing on the noise. He heard it again. He looked and saw that there was, in fact, a horse approaching with a man riding it. The traveler hesitated but decided to show himself and greeted the approaching horseman. The horseman greeted him back with a smile. The rider stepped down and approached the traveler. The man asked the traveler why he had been roaming these lands for days. The rider explained that this part of the desert belonged to him. The rider continued, saying that the brave souls roaming here were bandits and smugglers and that neither bandits nor smugglers traveled alone, yet he had seen lone wanderers and outlaws before. He asked the traveler if he needed help finding his way back home. The traveler told the man he did not know where he was going, nor could he go back home. The man looked at the traveler and pointed out that travelers always knew where they were going. The man took out some water and handed it to the traveler. He then asked him if he could join him by the bonfire. Grateful for the water, the traveler accepted. It was the man’s land after all. Both men stared into the bonfire. The man broke the silence. He told the traveler that all men needed guidance and direction. Any traveler needed a compass. But better than a compass, a traveler must know the terrain. It seemed as if the man was once a traveler himself.  The man spoke slowly, as if reciting something he had long memorized:

Knowledge of the land only mirrors the knowledge of oneself. With this knowledge, one must write down each lesson and chisel it in stone. A traveler can only trust solid ground and must be cautious of shifting sands and treacherous paths. 

Any traveler who doesn’t abide by their own ground loses their orientation. Morals are foundations that a traveler may trust when navigating rough and unfamiliar terrain.

Choosing morals over pride brings a certain joy to the heart. Choosing morals over evil strengthens the same stone they get chiseled on. Choosing morals over lies clears the mind of worries. Choosing morals over benefit gives you incredible insight. 

Choosing morals over noise sharpens the mind. Choosing morals over lust attracts love. Choosing morals over fear sharpens resolve. Choosing morals over silence brings one closer to truth. One who chooses morals over one’s desires is how one rules over oneself.

When one is moral, fearless, poised, loving, fierce, fair, just, and wise, morals are the solid ground one walks on. Morals are the stars that guide. Until one reaches a mountain, which cannot be crossed, nor destroyed with morals alone.  

When facing a mountain, one uses faith and calls upon the highest authority. A moral soul is faithful. 

The man’s words echoed through the silence of the desert and inside the traveler’s mind. The man looked at that traveler and noticed he was listening attentively. The man paused, looked across the horizon, then got up. He invited the traveler back to his tent. The traveler hesitated for a second, but the man carried himself with an authoritative, calm manner that made the traveler trust him. He also couldn’t help but notice there was something oddly familiar about him. The man told the traveler he had been hunting and invited the traveler to join him for the next couple of days. The traveler accepted, and both men made their way towards the man’s tent set between two rocky hills. 

​

​

​Faith

As both men approached the tent, the man invited the traveler inside. The traveler noticed many hunting tools, compasses, maps, and parchments. He also noticed armor in the corner that seemed not to have been worn for a while. He saw a blade there as well. The traveler asked the man about his tools and armor. The man first offered the traveler some food and asked him to prepare a place for him to rest. The man said that tomorrow is a new day. As the night thickened and the man’s breath settled into a rhythm, the traveler’s mind still rushed with questions. He was tired, but he couldn’t sleep. He noticed a half-open parchment in the corner with a broken seal. He was curious to know more about the man and to find answers to his questions. He decided to slowly and quietly open the manuscript. The parchment looked like a letter with an official stamp. The traveler started reading: 

An ordinary ruler answers only to rulers. A wise ruler answers to the words of his creator spoken through the needs and dreams of his people. When called upon, he answers. Thus, when he encounters a mountain, he can recall, remember, use his faith, and move the mountain or have it removed. 

Faith leads to trust. Trust leads to action. Action leads to growth. Growth leads to consequences. Consequences lead to issues. Issues lead to questioning. Questioning leads to doubts. Doubts lead to solutions, if you have faith. A faithful man remembers his promises. One must use remembrance and loyalty. One must remember his oaths. Loyalty and faith are separable only by doubt. But doubt can lead to solutions.

When one lacks faith, they are bound by the chains of their fate. When one has faith, one moves to fulfill their destiny. 

When one lacks faith, one brings war to days of peace. Faith breaks doubts, but doubts can break faith. Faith by itself is ethereal. Faith needs a source and direction. 

If Faith is placed where it doesn’t belong, it might not settle, for faith is ethereal, not like metal.  Faith is like water; it adapts to its container. Faith is the most valuable of gifts, more than wisdom or strength. Faith belongs to the creator. Faith belongs with the creator. Most faith in self is vain. All faith in the Most High is how a sovereign reigns. 

Suddenly, the man said, “I see you found my letter,” as he lay with one eye open. He said that when he saw the traveler moving at night, he knew he wanted to meet the traveler. He had been observing him. He said that the stars are great guides, but sometimes the clouds offer them rest. Even timeless guides need rest. We all need guidance, but the guides aren’t always there. All men need rest, just as we do. Rest well, for tomorrow brings a new day. The man told the traveler that this parchment had been sent to him by his former mentor and read it out loud. The man seemed to recall its phrases from memory, word by word.  The traveler looked outside and noticed a cloudy night. The stars he had depended on were not there. The man’s advice echoed his father's words, and they seemed to mirror one another. The traveler closed his eyes and rested for the first time in weeks. 

​

​Doubt

As the dawn breaks, the noise of movement wakes up the traveler. He looks up and sees the man already dressed, speaking to himself. He tries to listen but cannot seem to hear the words. The man notices the traveler and greets him with a smile. The traveler nods and jumps up to ready himself. The man asks him to gather some hunting gear from the corner and to follow him outside when he is ready. He points at a box in another corner and asks the traveler to bring its contents along. gathered the gear, then opened the box to find the manuscript tucked inside. This one seems denser than the previous one. This manuscript, however, is dusty and seems to have been stored for some time. The traveler wondered about what was inside.

As the traveler stepped outside, he saw the man and a hawk standing on his forearm. The man explained that any traveler must learn to integrate and master whatever he has available for his journey if he plans to reach his destination. Both men continued walking and reached a hill. Once at the top of the hill, the man released the hawk, who flew away immediately. The man stated that sometimes doubt can be an ally, but how many allies have led men to their downfall? Sometimes the only thing one can do to reach his destination is to have enough faith to let go, rather than keep holding on. The man looked the traveler in the eyes and said, “One who learns to hold on while letting go has comprehended what true faith really means.” The man said that with proper knowledge of the nature of beings and things and faith in his own abilities and relationship with the beast, the trusted hawk would return. The man grasped the hawk's nature and its aptitude for the hunt. The man added that he could also be wrong. The traveler seemed perplexed and didn’t quite understand the man’s words. The man noticed the traveler scratching his head and smiled. He asked him to pull the manuscript he had asked him to bring, open it, and read its words out loud as they waited for the hawk’s return. The man said that he had not heard someone read to him in a long time. The traveler started reading. 

Doubt can break faith, but faith can break doubt. Doubt can lead one to madness, but it can also lead one to trust and faith. Doubt is like a butterfly’s wings. Doubt can cause the waves to rise or cause a small breeze on a hot day. Doubt is like a shift in the earth’s plates. It can cause an earthquake or allow the plates to breathe. Doubt is like the creeping cold; it can cause you to freeze or remind you to close the windows. 

When in doubt, one should remember. When in doubt, one should seek knowledge. When in doubt, one must be curious or learn to split his inner realm in half. When in doubt, one should seek answers. When doubts are answered, the authority to quench doubts is obtained. 

One must address their doubts and never shy away from them. One who faces his doubts is one preparing for the journey to face his inner self. One must learn to face himself or face the consequences of not knowing himself. For one who has faced himself is ready to face any challenges with steadiness and resolve. Thus, facing doubts with interest and contemplation allows us to truly know and master the inner world. 

One who neglects his doubts neglects himself. When seeking answers, one must be sure of the purity of the source and apply the same critical doubt to question its origins, uniformity, patterns, and the personal gain of those transmitting the answers. 

For prophets and messengers never ask for financial gain to transmit their message. They can accept a helping hand but never request it. Thus, the instinct to mistrust men who ask for an exchange for salvation is accurate. It is one’s duty to seek their own salvation through faith,  diligence, vision, and discernment. 

The Creator does not ask men to give alms for his own benefit. He is all wealthy after all. He directs us to help others in need without needing intermediaries. Any man who understands this may never fall for the crafted stories of men. Thus, one truly walks one’s own path without being influenced. Such is how critical doubts can both bring ruin and confusion, or clarity and harmony. 

The manuscript ended with a signature, a name, a title, and a family crest. The traveler’s doubts had led him to the answers he sought about who the man was and the position the man had once held. It seems that this man was indeed someone of status and authority. And not just any authority, given the family crest and formal signature. 

What would a man strand himself in the desert of his own accord? The lands here seemed so barren, he thought to himself. He decided to give this encounter a chance and use his faith to answer his doubts later. He knew that in time, more doubts would be answered. The traveler handed the letter back to the man, simply acknowledging him with the word “Sir” and a slight nod.  

​Curiosity

One afternoon, both men made their way back to the tent. As they were walking, the man asked the traveler about his destination. The traveler, trusting the man, now explained that he did not know where he was going. In fact, he hoped to find his family along the way. The man listened quietly and expressed his concern, stating that the traveler had curiosity and courage on his side. But those traits could not suffice. If the traveler was serious about his journey, he must understand its nature. For his journey was the most difficult one can embark on, a journey with no destination. Many similar journeys have ended with tragedy, the man explained. He also said that he once knew someone like him. The man told the traveler about a Book that had guided him and always been there in times of need.  The traveler was eager to set out on his journey, but his curiosity made him think. He wondered how many things he could learn from this book. The traveler contemplated his decision and decided to satisfy his curiosity. He felt that this was a once-in-a-lifetime moment and that he might not have this opportunity again. The traveler sensed that he did not meet the man by chance; something seemed familiar to him, certain words and expressions, even certain scenery and advice. This feeling did not stem from his memory; it came from somewhere else. The traveler decided to trust his intuition and agreed. 

In the morning he would help the man with his hunt, and at night he would study the book and read from the other manuscripts.  The traveler had realized that instead of finding a destination, he could create one. The daily hunts would help him to learn skills he couldn’t learn elsewhere. This reminded the traveler that he had never liked studying, but he loved learning new things. He always got decent grades with minimal effort, and his father called him lazy for doing so. But the man was different. As the traveler was wondering about his situation, the man approached him, sat him down, and asked him to write down his words and keep them with him. These words were not part of the book but were the essence the man had learned from it. The traveler readied his pen to write down his mentor's words. 

Adventuring requires courage. Courage requires faith. Curiosity without care leads to folly. Folly can sometimes be the best teacher. The best students are those who are interested and attentive. Pay attention or pay otherwise. A believer never falls twice in the same hole. 

The arrival of knowledge is the departure of curiosity. Curiosity stays when interest is there to hold its hand. The arrival of new knowledge can open doors, but it can also steer you away from gateways. Curiosity remains alongside interest. Such is curiosity. 

A sharp mind stimulates action. A sharp mind is a young mind. A curious body is always in movement and maintains its youth and drive. A curious mind never stops searching and questioning. 

A curious man is always busy with what brings resolution to answers and peace. Curiosity breeds life. Action requires intent and will. A sharp mind is always ready for the consequences of curiosity. Courage without direction is wasted effort. Faith without interest is an act. 

The traveler wrote everything down and looked up to the man who was now his mentor. He then looked down at what he had just written. The traveler used the pen to scratch his head as he read the words aloud. He was surprised to hear his own voice articulate such ideas that he had sometimes wondered about, but didn’t know how to express. The traveler tried to thicken his voice and accent, trying to sound like the man as he was speaking. The man asked if he was mocking his accent, carrying a smirk and a look of a man who had perhaps spoken to the most powerful men in the land. A crack in the traveler’s voice and a sudden “No-no sir” jolted out in his original tone. The man said, “Good,” then asked him to prepare a fire and heat some water. Both men agreed that after each study session, the traveler would show his mentor what he had learned and written down and recite it aloud before they set off on their morning hunts. The man often corrected spelling mistakes and explained words he did not understand. Then he asked him to rewrite everything again with the new understanding he had gained. Each night the traveler could see himself improving rapidly. After three nights, the traveler seemed to synthesize the ideas so well and write them down in his own words. After four nights, the man didn’t correct him anymore. 
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