
A Tale 

of 

Two Muslim Cities

Muddassir Khan  
Copyright 2026 Muddassir Khan

All rights reserved

No part of this publication may be reproduced or distributed in any form or by any means electronic or mechanical, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without prior written permission from the publisher. 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.If you find any error or mistake in the book or if you have any suggestions for improvement please email: doctorsdoctor1@gmail.com


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

A Tale of Two Muslim Cities (Classics Reimagined, #8)

Chapter 1: The Best of Dates, The Worst of Roads

Chapter 2: The Pomegranate Juice Calamity and the Shoemaker

Chapter 3: The Night Shadows and the Very Bumpy Nap

Chapter 4: The Trial of the Two Twins (Sort of) and the Miracle of the Wigs

Chapter 5: The Uncle with the Speedy Carriage and the Flying Gold Coin

Chapter 6: The Mystery of the Sandals and the Very Dusty Reunion

Chapter 7: The Man Who Needed Four People to Drink Tea

Chapter 8: The Nervous Teacher, The Arrogant Lion, and the Moody Cat

Chapter 9: The Heavy Secret and the Doctor's Very Loud Silence

Chapter 10: The Sister Who Knitted the Names of the Oppressors

Chapter 11: The Wedding, The Secret, and the Return of the Phantom Shoemaker

Chapter 12: The Great Switcheroo and the Herbal Tea of Deep Sleep

Chapter 13: The Great Escape and the Battle of the Giants

Chapter 14: The Best Deed and the Knitting that Knotted

​Introduction by the Publisher

––––––––
[image: ]


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 Best of Dates, The Worst of Roads
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It was the best of times for the believers, and it was a confusing time for everyone else. It was the age of wisdom where people knew that Allah is above the Arsh (Throne) in a manner that befits His Majesty, and it was the age of foolishness where people argued about what to eat for dinner for three hours. It was the epoch of belief, it was the epoch where people lost their shoes at the Masjid.

In two great cities, the Muslims were busy. In the City of Peace, everything was calm, Masha’Allah. But in the City of Chaos across the water, things were messy. The King there had a very heavy crown and a very light head for thinking. But our story begins on a muddy, bumpy road on a Friday night in the year 1189 Hijri (approx. 1775).

Brother Latif, a very serious banker from the Trustworthy Bank, was sitting in a carriage. He was a good man who prayed five times a day, though right now, he was struggling to just sit still. The carriage was shaking like a jelly pudding during an earthquake.

Bump!

"SubhanAllah!" cried Brother Latif, as his turban slid over his eyes. He pushed it back up. "Driver! Are we driving on rocks or giant falafels?"

The driver, a grumpy brother named Waleed, shouted back from the cold outside, "It is the mud, Sidi Latif! The rain has turned the road into soup! Make Dua we don't get stuck!"

Brother Latif sighed and adjusted his long thobe. He was wrapped in many blankets because it was freezing. He tried to remember his evening Adhkar (supplications), but the carriage hit another hole. Thump! Brother Latif bit his tongue.

"Astaghfirullah," he mumbled, checking to make sure his teeth were still there.

Suddenly, a sound came from the darkness behind them. Clip-clop, clip-clop, SPLASH!

"Stop! Stop in the name of... um... urgent messages!" a voice yelled.

Waleed the driver turned pale. "Oh no! It is a bandit! Or a Jinn! Or a bandit Jinn!" Waleed grabbed his miswak (tooth stick) and held it up like a sword. "Stay back! I have strong dental hygiene and I am not afraid to use it!"

"Relax, Akhi! It's me!" the voice shouted.

A rider on a very tired horse trotted up to the window. It was Brother Jamil, the bank’s messenger. Jamil was a funny man with spiky hair that looked like a pineapple, but he always covered his awrah and kept his promises.

"Brother Jamil?" Latif asked, opening the window and letting in a blast of cold air. "Is that you?"

"Yes, it is me!" Jamil panted. "My horse is exhausted. He wants a carrot and a nap. I have a message for you from the bank."

"What is it?" Latif asked. "Did I forget to lock the safe? Did someone steal the stapler?"

"No," Jamil said mysteriously. "The message is: Recalled to Life."

Latif paused. That was a very strange message. It sounded like something from a sci-fi book, but sci-fi hadn't been invented yet. But Latif knew what it meant. It meant a certain Doctor, who everyone thought was gone forever, was actually alive!

"Alhamdulillah," Latif whispered. He looked at Jamil. "Reply to the bank: I will meet the sister at the Halal Inn. Now go, before your horse files a complaint against you."

"Yes, Sir!" Jamil turned his horse around. "Come on, Lightning! I know you are slow, but your name is ironic!" And he galloped away into the mud.
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AT THE HALAL INN

The next day, Brother Latif arrived at the Halal Inn in the town of Dover. He felt very nervous. He ordered a cup of tea and sat on a rug, waiting. He checked his reflection in a spoon. His beard was neat. Good.

"I hope I don't faint," Latif muttered to himself. "I am a banker, I deal with gold and numbers. I do not deal with emotional family reunions."

Suddenly, the door opened.

Brother Latif immediately stood up and looked strictly at his own boots. He stared at his toes with intense concentration. Why? Because a lady had entered, and Brother Latif was a righteous man who lowered his gaze in the presence of unrelated females.

"Assalamu Alaykum," a soft voice said.

It was Sister Layla. She was the daughter of the missing Doctor. She was a pious young woman who wore full covering clothing, including a niqab that covered her face, so nobody could see her except her family. She was known for her kindness and for making the best hummus in the city.

However, she was not alone. That would be khalwa (improper isolation), which is strictly prohibited! Standing right next to her, looking like a bodyguard made of stone, was her chaperone and close relative—her fiery Auntie Hafsa.

Auntie Hafsa was a strong woman in a red hijab who carried a very large handbag filled with hard candies and, possibly, bricks.

"Wa Alaykum As-Salam," Brother Latif said to his boots. "Welcome, Sister Layla. Welcome, Auntie Hafsa."

"Look at him," Auntie Hafsa whispered loudly to Layla. "He is staring at the floor so hard he might burn a hole in the carpet. At least he has manners."

"Mr. Latif," said Sister Layla, her voice trembling. "I received a letter from the bank. It said you have news about my father's small property. But... my father died years ago. Why are we here?"

Brother Latif took a deep breath. He still did not look up. He gestured blindly towards a chair. "Please, sit. But not on the cat. Is there a cat? I can't see, I'm looking at the floor."

"There is no cat, Brother Latif," Layla said gently, sitting down.

"Okay. Bismillah," Latif started. "Sister Layla... prepare yourself. Trust in Allah's plan. The story I have to tell you is shocking. Like finding out your samosa is empty inside."

Layla gasped. "What is it?"

"Your father... Dr. Mansur..." Latif gulped. "He is not dead."

The room went silent. Even the crickets outside stopped chirping to listen.

"What?" Layla whispered.

"He has been in a prison in the City of Chaos for eighteen years," Latif explained, waving his hands excitedly but keeping his eyes down. "He was hidden away. But now, he has been found! He is alive! SubhanAllah!"

Layla felt dizzy. The room spun. She started to wobble.

Auntie Hafsa immediately jumped into action. "Oh no, you don't!" she yelled. She grabbed a bottle of Zamzam water from her handbag and splashed a little bit on Layla’s gloves. "Stay with us, Layla! Make Dhikr!"

"He is... alive?" Layla cried. "But is he okay? Does he have his miswak? Does he still know how to be a doctor?"

"He is very weak," Latif said sadly. "He has suffered much. He makes shoes now. He thinks he is a shoemaker. It is very sad, but we must go to him. We must bring him back to the land of peace and feed him proper soup."

Layla stood up, her heart filled with hope and fear. "I must go to him. Allah has returned him to me!"

Suddenly, a large waiter entered the room carrying a tray of tea. He didn't see Brother Latif, who was still looking at the floor and stepping backward to give the women space.

Crash!

Brother Latif walked backward right into the waiter. The teapot flew into the air.

"Watch out!" yelled Auntie Hafsa. She swung her giant handbag and—whack—knocked the teapot sideways like a cricket bat. The teapot landed safely on a cushion. Not a drop was spilled.

"Masha'Allah!" Brother Latif shouted, finally looking up because of the noise, then quickly looking back down at a different spot on the rug. "Auntie Hafsa, you have the reflexes of a ninja."

"I have the reflexes of an auntie who doesn't want tea on her niece's abaya," Hafsa grunted, straightening her red hijab. "Now, let us pack. We are going to the City of Chaos to save Dr. Mansur. And if anyone tries to stop us, they will meet my handbag."

"Insha'Allah," Brother Latif said, wiping sweat from his forehead. "This is going to be a very long trip."

And so, the banker, the pious daughter, and the terrifying auntie prepared to cross the sea, believing in Allah's protection, ready to rescue the man who had been recalled to life.
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