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First Edition: 2026

Preface

In the name of God, the Most Gracious, the Most Merciful. May peace and blessings be upon the most honorable of prophets and messengers—the noble, unlettered Prophet—and upon all his family, his companions, and those who follow them in righteousness until the Day of Judgment.

To proceed:

With the grace of God Almighty, I pick up my pen to write of that student who is colloquially bound to the title of the "Tawjihi student", (​[1]) yet, honoring his deep, unyielding love for Modern Standard Arabic, I shall deliberately crown him with his proper title: a "General Secondary Education" student.

I write of his journey over the course of a single year—a year that stretched out like long, grueling eras of torment. Even long after its sun had set, it continued to haunt his sleep like a recurring nightmare. In revealing this, I do not mean to amplify the severity of his terror, but rather to expose that lingering ghost which he loathes, and whose shadow still stalks the corridors of his imagination.

I do not write of him because he is great, nor because he stands as a prominent figure upon the world stage. He is an ordinary soul—a human being like any other, bound to the common dust of earth. He is a student of average intellect, far from a genius, whose cumulative average in his disastrous first semester did not cross seventy-three percent and a few cruel tenths. Back then, every single digit of that score felt like a deliberate stab to his bleeding heart.

In tracing his path through that fateful year, I write of what became of him; of what he desperately hoped for, what he envisioned in his quietest hours, and what he deeply desired and wished to grasp. Above all, I write of what God Almighty ultimately decreed for him.

I commit these words to paper so that perhaps, after the passage of time, he might glance backward and remember—remember those bitter, fleeting moments he lived through, preserved here in this incidental, passing record. I write for no grand, calculated reason, but perhaps merely to grant the reader a raw glimpse of reality. May God Almighty grant us the grace to write what is right and shield us from error; indeed, He alone is the Guardian of truth and the One Capable of all things
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His true year did not commence with the official ringing of the academic bell. Long before he ever crossed the threshold of his senior year, the phantom of Tawjihi hovered in the periphery of his life. He would constantly hear the collective murmur of society echoing the same relentless vocabulary: passing, failing, total averages, and future fates. Yet, none of it truly registered within his consciousness. Even now, as he commits these very memories to paper, he suspects he still does not fully comprehend the sheer weight of that year's gravity. Back then, he simply believed himself far removed from the fire, convinced he would effortlessly rise to the occasion whenever the clock struck the hour.

A particular memory from those untouched days stands out in his mind. Long before the burden of seniority fell upon his shoulders, he found himself riding to the mosque for the Fajr prayer in his neighbor’s car. Through the window, he spotted a Tawjihi student standing by his doorstep in the breaking dawn, his face twisted in utter distress.

The sight left him bewildered, and he muttered to himself: What could possibly be so monumental that it steals a student’s peace at the dawn prayer, leaving him looking so utterly ruined by anxiety? Is Tawjihi truly that significant? Will it reduce me to this when my turn comes? It is nothing but dramatic nonsense. This will never happen to me.

That fleeting thought did not spring from a fountain of arrogance, but rather from a profound detachment—a youthful dismissal of the agony that the stranger was enduring. Ironically, that very day happened to be the fateful morning when the national results for that year were being unveiled to the public.

What compounded this blissful ignorance was his position within his own family. As the eldest sibling, he was a solitary pioneer breaking uncharted ground; he had no older brother to warn him, nor did he possess a close relative or friend who had walked the fire of Tawjihi to illuminate the dark road ahead.

This fog of oblivion enveloped him until he walked into the eleventh grade. However, the moment he stepped into the first secondary year, the landscape shifted dramatically. The reality of what lay ahead began to dawn on him in slow, incremental waves, beginning with the crucial decision to choose his academic track. He experienced no hesitation whatsoever in choosing the Scientific branch.

Though his budding passion for the Arabic language, his growing fascination with classical poetry, and his natural flair for English could have easily steered him toward the Literary branch, he turned his back on those motives. He firmly chose the Scientific track and never looked back, justifying his choice with a characteristically pragmatic argument: I already master Arabic grammar and syntactic analysis, so why waste a year studying what I have already conquered?

Yet, during that preparatory eleventh-grade year, the atmosphere inside the school grew obsessive. Teachers and students alike could speak of nothing but the upcoming Tawjihi curriculum. The anxiety was so infectious that many of his peers began enrolling in private preparatory courses a full year ahead of schedule. As for him, he remained largely unfazed, still viewing the storm as a distant rumor.

Consequently, that school year devolved into one of the most undisciplined and lenient periods of his life. A culture of carelessness bred among the students, and he comfortably neglected his textbooks, showing a complete disregard for his own academic foundation. The teachers, equally checked out, matched their apathy.

During his final mathematics examination, he failed spectacularly because he had not opened a single page of the syllabus, while the teacher had spent the semester preoccupied with lecturing on advanced Tawjihi modules. Yet, the math teacher passed him anyway, fully aware of his own shortcomings as an educator.

He even struck a bizarre bargain with his biology teacher. Short on time and energy, the teacher offered to sell him a pre-determined mark of thirty-nine out of forty on the final exam. Our friend readily agreed, an arrangement that spared the teacher the tedious chore of grading a blank paper while securing the student an effortless victory.

On this exact pattern, the entire eleventh grade slipped away—with the sole exception of chemistry, led by a strict instructor who refused to play along. It was a remarkably easy year, hollowed of true substance, utterly calm and comfortable. It was so leisurely that our student scarcely felt like a student at all. Yet, that pervasive stillness was merely the deceptive calm before the Tawjihi hurricane; the student had an inescapable appointment with destiny.

As the summer drew near, the official Tawjihi results for the graduating class were released, sending violent shockwaves through the school corridors. The outcomes were profoundly sobering. One of the school's top scholars, who had boasted a stellar ninety-seven percent average in his first semester, watched his score plummet to a ninety-six. Meanwhile, the rest of the high-achievers barely scraped into the eighties, and a staggering number failed entirely. This brutal reality check shattered his illusions. The daunting monster of the Tawjihi year was no longer a distant rumor; it was standing right on his doorstep.

Sensing the shifting tides, our student made a few desperate, solitary attempts to preview the senior material. He picked up a physics textbook and tried to conquer it alone, an effort that met with instant failure. Next, he attempted to unravel the advanced mathematics syllabus, but he understood absolutely nothing from its pages. He was, after all, relying entirely on his own unguided intellect.

With the arrival of the summer vacation preceding the fateful year, his mother began persistently urging him to register for courses at the educational centers located in the nearby capital. He stubborn resisted at first, deeply reluctant to burden his father with exorbitant tuition fees. Ultimately, however, his mother’s maternal persistence wore him down, convincing him that starting early at the centers was an absolute necessity to survive what was coming.

He finally relented and journeyed to one of the neighboring centers. His choice was far from random; he had diligently researched the local options until he was directed toward a prestigious institution, arriving there exceptionally early, long before the chaotic registration rush had even begun.

Stepping into the center, he inquired at the front desk about the available courses, tuition fees, and the reputations of the instructors. The receptionist answered his queries with practiced eloquence, and when he expressed his intent to join, she informed him that a seat could only be secured through an immediate financial deposit. She then launched into a lavish eulogy praising the brilliance of the center’s faculty. Swept up in the momentum, the student hurriedly paid the deposit, secured his receipt, and returned home.

When he proudly shared the news with his mother, she unexpectedly blamed him for his haste, urging him to cancel the reservation immediately, reclaim the money, and seek out an even more prestigious institution. Crestfallen, he muttered to himself: What on earth possessed me to reserve a seat so quickly? The Tawjihi year hasn’t even officially begun, and the hardships are already raining down upon me!

Left with no choice, he resigned his affairs to God and walked back to the center, where he was ushered into the private office of the director:


-   Peace be upon you.

-  And upon you be peace. How may I assist you, young man?

-   Bashfully, his voice dropping: I reserved a
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