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    To the young hearts quietly preparing to lead—
May you find courage in the Prophet's ﷺ footsteps,
patience in your struggles,
and sincerity in every act of service.
And to every mentor, elder, and guide
who plants seeds of faith in the next generation—
this journey is also yours.
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Chapter 1 – The Dream of the Prophet
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Ḥassan awoke to the soft glow of dawn filtering through his window, the scent of damp earth drifting in from the courtyard below. For a moment, he lay still, heart pounding, as the remnants of his dream clung to him like the early morning mist. In that dream, the desert had stretched endlessly beneath a rose-tinted sky, dunes rolling like gentle waves. At the horizon stood a figure bathed in light so brilliant that it was impossible to discern the features of his face; yet Ḥassan felt, without question, that those unseen eyes were filled with compassion and wisdom.

In the dream, the figure had walked toward him, the hot sand brushing softly against his bare feet, and placed a gentle hand upon his shoulder. “Rise, lead with faith,” the voice had said, so gently that Ḥassan’s very soul had trembled at the invitation. The words had felt weighty yet reassuring, as though the One Merciful Himself spoke through this luminous messenger. He swallowed hard, recalling the vibration of those syllables, the torque of destiny that had spun his world on its axis.

He closed his eyes, willing slumber to reclaim him and grant clarity. But instead, he felt the soft pressure of his bedsheet against his shoulder and heard the faintest echo of that call. His breath caught in his throat. He reached out into the darkness of his bedchamber, fingers brushing cool cotton as the echo of the words “Rise, lead with faith” faded into the hush. It was only a dream, he told himself. Dreams were fragile things—shadows cast by a restless mind. Yet an irresistible current of unease clung to him.

The muezzin’s call to Fajr wove through the pre-dawn stillness, each syllable urging Ḥassan to stand. He felt the cool floor tiles beneath his feet as he slipped on his sandals and made his way to the small prayer rug in the corner of his room. The faint hum of crickets lingered in the courtyard outside, and a single lantern flickered by the wooden gate. He knelt, performing wudū’, each drop of water washing away the dust of sleep yet unable to cleanse the weight lingering in his heart.

As he lowered himself into sujūd, pressing his forehead to the rug, he whispered a silent invocation: “O Allah, if this vision is from You, grant me clarity and courage. If it is merely the whispering of my own desires, guide me away from exaggeration.” Instantly, his forehead tingled from the pressure of the prayer mat, and a small tremble ran through his frame. He recalled his grandmother Amīna’s gentle words: “When the heart stirs with something beyond reason, that is often a whisper of guidance.” She would say that dreams can be signs if one’s intention remains pure.

After completing the prayer, Ḥassan sat back on his heels, gazing at the Arabic inscription woven into the rug:

“And those who strive for Us – We will surely guide them to Our ways. And indeed, Allah is with the doers of good.”

— Qur’an 29:69

He traced the embroidered letters with his fingertip, as though seeking direction from the sacred text itself. The verse settled like a cool stream over his restless spirit. If he truly sought Allah, then perhaps Allah would guide him through this stirring dream. Or perhaps, he thought with a sigh, he was too young, too untested, to believe that divine guidance would come to someone like him—a sixteen-year-old boy who spent most days chasing footballs and helping his father in the olive grove.

His mother’s soft footsteps approached. Khadīja entered, carrying a brass tray with a cup of warm milk and a date. Albadi houses often rose early to greet the dawn; his mother insisted he eat something before starting his day. She set the tray on his small wooden nightstand and gently nudged him. “Eat, my son,” she said, her eyes filled with motherly concern. “You look pale.”

Ḥassan offered a small smile. He lifted the cup of milk to his lips, tasting the sweetness tinged with cardamom. “I had a strange dream,” he confessed between sips. “A man... his face covered in light... told me to rise and lead with faith.”

Khadīja nodded, smoothing back a lock of his unruly black hair. “Dreams can be windows if the heart is pure,” she said, recalling the teachings she learned from the local women’s halaqa. “Or they can simply be figments of a busy mind. Remember, my son, the Prophet  ﷺ himself had true dreams that guided him—his dreams were a part of revelation before the first verses came to him.”

Ḥassan pondered her words, then allowed himself a few more moments of quiet. Each tick of the clock on his wall reminded him of the world outside—school awaited, neighborly chores called, and the routine of daily life pressed down upon him. Yet beneath all of that, a question burned: Was there room in his life for something greater than routine—a calling to lead, to inspire, to serve his people?

His father, Sulaymān, knocked gently on the door and entered, carrying a small leather satchel with notebooks and pens ready for the day. “Father,” Ḥassan greeted him softly, “I had a dream that feels... different. A stranger in light spoke to me.”

Sulaymān studied his son’s face—eyes shadowed with uncertainty, lips pressed together. He sat down beside Ḥassan on the edge of the bed and placed a reassuring hand on his son’s shoulder. “Dreams are mysterious,” he said. “But what matters most is your intention—your niyyah. If Allah places something in your heart, it is because He sees goodness within you. Sometimes He tests our willingness to step outside our comfort zone.”

Ḥassan closed his eyes, recalling the warmth of his father’s hand. Sulaymān was known in the village for his honesty, his patience, and his steadfast faith. He often recited hadiths to Ḥassan, teaching him the ways of righteous youth. “Do you remember the hadith: ‘Allah will help a servant so long as the servant helps his brother’?” Sulaymān asked. “If the dream was to guide you to serve, then lean into it—seek knowledge, learn from the scholars, cultivate your heart.”

A tremor of both excitement and fear coursed through Ḥassan. He had always admired those who led the Friday prayers and taught children in the madrasa. But the weight of responsibility—speaking before the masjid congregants, mediating disputes, guiding others—felt impossibly heavy. “But I’m only sixteen, father. Who would listen to me?”

Sulaymān smiled gently. “Age is not the barometer of sincerity or capability. Look at the Prophet  ﷺ—he began guiding his companions in his early thirties, but his sincerity and trust in Allah carried him through. Every great leader was once a young soul with doubts. What matters is your devotion and your willingness to learn.” He paused, then recited softly from memory:

“And We will make them leaders guiding by Our command when they were patient and \[when] they were certain of Our signs.”

— Qur’an 32:24

Ḥassan sat in silence, letting the verse sink into his bones. If Allah chose him, even a frightened boy, to guide others, then who was he to refuse? He imagined himself standing before the masjid, guiding the tribe of Bani Isḥāq—or perhaps even beyond—offering counsel, teaching the Qur’an, and reminding others of Allah’s mercy. A thrill of possibility flickered in his chest, making his heart race.

That day at school, Ḥassan found it difficult to focus on his lessons. The chalkboard’s equations blurred before his eyes, and the laughter of his classmates around him sounded strangely distant. When the teacher asked him a question about algebra, he answered correctly but without enthusiasm, mind still lodged in the sanctity of his dream. At recess, his best friend Laylā approached him as he sat beneath the shade of a date palm.

“Hassan, you look like a ghost,” she teased, ruffling his hair. Laylā’s dark eyes glinted with mischief—she had a way of anchoring him back to reality. “You’ve been off since morning. What’s on your mind?”

Hassan hesitated, then lowered his voice. “Laylā, do you believe in dreams that call you to something more?”

Laylā cocked her head, one eyebrow raised. “What do you mean? Like those stories about the Salaf’s dreams? I mean, I’ve heard them, but those were saints long ago. You—” She noticed the seriousness in his eyes and grew silent.

“It was vivid,” he said, recounting the scene. “...the light, the desert, and that voice—‘Rise, lead with faith.’ It felt... real.”

Laylā studied him as if weighing his confession. Then she placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder. “Only you know whether it was a true calling,” she said gently. “If you believe it was from Allah, then ask Him for guidance. Pray two rak‘ahs after Fajr and ask sincerely.”

Ḥassan nodded, grateful she didn’t mock his vulnerability. He felt the gentle assurance of her friendship, a reminder that he didn’t stand alone.

That afternoon, after school, he lingered in the courtyard of the masjid. Wooden beams cast long shadows on the tiled floor where worshippers would soon gather for Dhuhr prayer. Shaykh Yūsuf, the imam renowned for his calm wisdom, noticed Ḥassan’s quiet presence and beckoned him closer. The imam’s beard was flecked with gray, and his eyes shone like polished amber.

“Ḥassan, my son,” Shaykh Yūsuf greeted him, folding his straw prayer mat behind his back. “You look deep in thought.”

Ḥassan bowed respectfully. “I had a dream—one that has lifted my spirit and left me with questions.” He recounted every detail: the luminous figure, the touching of his shoulder, and the call to rise. He spoke of his fears—of being too young, too inexperienced.

The Shaykh listened intently, nodding slowly. When Hassan finished, the imam stood in silence for a heartbeat before speaking. “Dreams can indeed be signs, my boy, especially if they align with the Qur’an and Sunnah. The Prophet  ﷺ said, ‘A good dream is from Allah, and a bad dream is from Satan.’ If this vision inspires you to draw closer to Allah, then it is worthy of reflection.”

Ḥassan exhaled, relief mingling with continued uncertainty. “But how do I know if I’m worthy of such guidance? If I’m meant to lead others?”

The Shaykh’s gaze softened. “Leadership is not a mantle to be donned lightly. It requires knowledge, humility, and tawakkul—trusting in Allah’s decree. If Allah places a dream in your heart, it is because He sees potential in you. Your task is clear: seek knowledge, perfect your character, and remain patient. In time, Allah will guide you to what He wills.” He paused, then placed a kind hand on Hassan’s shoulder. “Memorize this verse and let it dwell in your heart: ‘And those who strive for Us – We will surely guide them to Our ways. And indeed, Allah is with the doers of good.’”

The words settled over Hassan like a benediction. In that moment, the desert in his dream seemed less distant; he felt the sand beneath his feet even as he stood in the tiled courtyard. An ember of resolve ignited within him. He bowed respectfully to the Shaykh and retreated to the edge of the courtyard to recite the verse again and again, allowing its rhythm to echo within his heart.

That night, Hassan had another glimpse of the dream. Though the details were hazier, the luminous figure stood before him once more, hand poised above his shoulder. “Shaykh,” the figure said this time, using the Arabic word for “spiritual teacher,” “heed the path before you—and let compassion be your guide.” Then the light receded, and the desert grass rippled in a breeze Hassan could not feel. When he awoke, the words lingered on his lips like a prayer.

As dawn’s light spilled across his room, Hassan knelt before the prayer rug. Methodically, he performed wudū’ and recited his fervent dua: “O Allah, guide me on the path You have chosen for me. Grant me strength to learn, wisdom to serve, and humility to surrender to Your will.” He repeated the supplication until his tears fell onto the prayer rug, each drop washing away the last vestiges of doubt.

When he rose, he felt a quiet stillness in his heart—a peace he had never known. Though uncertainty remained, it was now tempered by trust in Allah’s decree. The dream had not disappeared; instead, it became a seed planted in fertile soil. Ḥassan resolved to tend it carefully by studying the Qur’an, attending lessons at the madrasa, and seeking the counsel of elders. He did not yet know where the path would lead him, but he felt the first stirrings of purpose take root.

That morning, he found his grandmother in the courtyard, gathering water for the small herb garden she tended beneath the olive tree. The courtyard walls were humming with bird song, and a few early risers had begun sweeping the pathways in preparation for Fajr prayer. Hassan approached, carrying a small book of hadith his father had given him.

“Grandmother,” he began, handing her the book. “I want to begin learning hadith—properly, from you and from the scholars. I want to understand what it truly means to lead with faith.”

Amīna looked at him with serene eyes, then smiled. “Alhamdulillāh, my dear boy. Your heart is open, and Allah guides those who seek Him. We will begin tonight after Isha. We will study the hadith of the Prophet  ﷺ—his words and deeds—to understand the character of true leadership.”

As they sat together beneath the olive tree that evening, the sky a tapestry of violet and gold, Hassan felt an unshakable gratitude. The dream had been more than a fleeting vision; it was an invitation to step beyond his fears and embrace a journey of faith and service. And in that moment, with the Qur’an open before him and his grandmother’s patient voice guiding him, he allowed himself to believe that when he strove for Allah, Allah would indeed guide him to His ways.

Ḥassan did not yet know the full scope of the path ahead—how many trials, doubts, and tests of character awaited him. He only knew that with every verse he memorized and every prayer he offered, the words of the Dream of the Prophet would echo in his heart: “Rise, lead with faith.” And with that echo guiding him, he took his first step into the waking world of possibility, determined to walk the journey laid before him, no longer merely a boy with a restless dream, but one who would strive for Allah with every fiber of his being.
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Chapter 2 – Questions at Fajr
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The first light of dawn painted the sky in pale hues of pink and gold as Ḥassan rose from his futon. The cool morning air seeped through the open window, carrying with it the fragrance of jasmine and the distant bleating of goats in neighboring courtyards. Though his body ached with residual fatigue, his heart throbbed with restless worry. The dream’s echo—“Rise, lead with faith”—played on a loop in his mind. Did those whispered words belong to Allah’s mercy, or were they merely the fanciful imaginings of an overactive youth?

As he slipped into his worn sandals and stepped into the courtyard, the tiles, still cool from the night, pressed softly beneath his feet. The sky had begun to lighten, and the faint sound of the muezzin calling Fajr drifted across rooftops. The courtyard felt hushed and sacred, as though the world held its breath before the sun’s ascent. Ḥassan performed his wudū’ with careful deliberation, the water’s coolness washing away both sleep and lingering doubt—yet the tremor of his heart remained.

He unfolded his prayer rug beneath an apricot tree whose branches swayed gently in the morning breeze. It had become a ritual: kneeling on those woven fibers, pressing his forehead to the ground, and seeking communion with the Merciful, the All-Knowing. But today, even as he lowered himself into sujūd, his mind wandered back to the dream—back to that desert, the figure in light, and the words that felt more directive than comforting.

His breath hitched as he rose into qunūṭ position, the verse Amīna had taught him the night before echoing in his mind:

“O you who have believed, seek help through patience and prayer. Indeed, Allah is with the patient.”

— Qur’an 2:153

He clung to those words as he rose to complete his rak‘ahs, his fingertips trembling at the edges of the prayer rug. In the final tahajjud-like moments of Fajr, he poured out his heart: “O Allah, if this dream is Your guidance, grant me clarity. If it is from my own wishful thinking, protect me from arrogance. Let my intentions be pure, and guide me to what pleases You.”

When he finished, Ḥassan remained seated, gazing at the sky as pastel strokes of light stretched across the horizon. In that stillness, the world felt both vast and intimately near. The courtyard’s earthen tiles grew warmer as the first tendrils of sunlight reached them. He stretched his aching limbs and rose slowly, the prayer’s scent of musk and sandalwood lingering in his nostrils. The prayer had imparted a fleeting calm, but doubt still danced in his chest like restless fireflies.

“Ḥassan, have you prayed?” came a soft voice behind him. He turned to see his grandmother, Amīna, standing at the door of her small room under the same apricot tree. She carried a brass bowl of warm water for him to rinse his face—an age-old gesture of love and care. Her silver-streaked hair was swept back beneath a simple headscarf, and the lines etched into her face spoke of decades spent in remembrance of Allah.

“I have, Grandmother,” Ḥassan replied, managing a small smile. He accepted the bowl and splashed water on his face, feeling the cool droplets trail down his cheeks.

Amīna approached, settling onto a cushioned mat under the tree. “What weighs on your heart this morning?” she asked, her voice as gentle as a lullaby. She lifted her own prayer beads—tasbīḥ—palming them between her fingers.

Ḥassan hesitated, then admitted, “I still think of the dream I had last night. The one I told you about... the figure in light. ‘Rise, lead with faith.’” His voice broke slightly. “I don’t know if I’m meant to lead, or if I’m simply misplacing confidence in a figment of my imagination.”

Amīna smiled knowingly, patting the ground beside her. “Sit with me, my son.” He obeyed, settling on the carpet of grass. She gestured for him to speak freely. “Dreams are powerful vessels, but they must be weighed against truth. The Prophet  ﷺ said that a good dream is from Allah, while a bad dream is from Satan. But a mere dream without true reflection is simply a dream. So, you must examine two things: your intention—niyyah—and what actions it prompts you to take.”

Her words wrapped around him like a comforting shawl. He nodded, eyes fixed on the dewdrops collecting on the
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