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In the Name of Allah, the Most Gracious, the Most Merciful.
Oh Allah, reckon us with an easy reckoning.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Silence Mill: The Adept and the Boy
[image: ]


You cannot achieve all your goals, but you can achieve goals greater than your goals.

-A novel from the realm of imagination-
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Introduction:
It was Sunday morning, ﬁve-thirty, Salim's house. He was lying on his left side in his
bed, as if it was time for his birth, his exit from his mother's womb. When he heard the
call to dawn prayer, he rose with closed eyes, a dry, withered face. He left his small,
clean room, which contained an old bed made of red wood, placed next to a white
wall, and a small round table in the middle with two chairs next to it, and a bouquet of
ﬂowers in its center. On one of its walls was an artistic painting drawn by hand, and we
must not forget the small wooden and gray wardrobe where he put his clothes and
belongings. Under the painting drawn on its right was a black desk with a collection of
colorful paints and books, and special papers for study, and a chair placed next to it,
where a fourth window faced it, open, overlooking the outskirts of Rotterdam. At the
end of the room, there was a red wooden door from which Salim had exited, heading
to the bathroom to wash and perform ablution, with the aim of performing the dawn
prayer, and then traveling to Amsterdam, the Dutch city, to register and study at the
University of Amsterdam, Faculty of Humanities.
Salim is a brave man, calm, and not nervous, twenty-one years old, attractive in his
black and blue clothes, calm in his morals, slender in body, his weight does not exceed
seventy-ﬁve kilograms, white-skinned, elegant in stature, his facial features are stable,
sometimes showing sadness and depression. He has a black beard on his face, two
dark brown eyes, and thick dark brown hair interspersed with white strands. On his
neck is a black necklace. He is a handsome, gentle young man.
After a few minutes, he came out of the bathroom with a towel around his neck, wiping
his wet face. He returned to his small, somewhat narrow corridor of the house. When
he settled on his chair, put on his shoes, and changed his appearance, he went out of
the house, heading to the mosque, which was not far from the house, only a few
meters away. His house was located in the heart of Rotterdam, an elegant and clean
area where he lived, with large buildings, huge malls, and luxurious houses built in a
comfortable and suitable style. There were beautiful trees, varied and colorful, placed
in the city's corners, in the gardens and streets, in front of the houses. The streets were
almost empty at that time, and silence almost spread throughout the city, especially
as he walked on the empty sidewalk.
When Salim arrived, he entered and prayed two rak'ahs of greeting the mosque and
then the dawn prayer. The Imam then stood to lead them in prayer. When he ﬁnished,
he continued to glorify and remember Allah until he ﬁnished that. He then left the
mosque, returning to his house, remembering Allah in his heart and soul again. After a
few minutes, he arrived and entered the house. He then noticed that his mother had
woken up and was now preparing breakfast in the kitchen. He immediately went to
her, kissed her forehead, and said to her:
"Peace be upon you, mother."
"Peace be upon you, my son, how are you?"
"I am ﬁne, praise be to Allah, mother."
Then he sat on the chair and began to eat his breakfast, which she had placed for him.
She stood saying:
"So you are going, my son!"
He replied with conviction: "Yes, mother, I have decided, I must go to achieve my goal
as I told you."
"What can I tell you, my son, to be a man?"
"Fine, mother."
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When Salim ﬁnished his breakfast, he prepared himself well, packed his belongings,
and his special book in his bag. He then left the house, bidding farewell to his mother,
heading to the train departing for Amsterdam. The station was crowded that morning
with travelers who came from all over the outskirts of Amsterdam, of diﬀerent ages
and nationalities. The moment he arrived at the station, he entered the warehouse to
buy a travel ticket, and then settled down to wait for the train to arrive. He was sitting
calmly, like those who sit calmly at the beginning of their day. The sky was clear, free of
clouds, and the weather was elegant. The crowd and noise were almost ﬁlling the
place, with feet constantly moving on the ground. After a few minutes of observation
and wandering, the image of his day became clear to Salim, as his mind settled like the
sea in the twilight from the creatures. At that moment, the train arrived, whistling its
warning and safety whistle to the station, then stopped. He rose from his place, left the
warehouse carrying his book and belongings in his hand, and then boarded the train in
the ﬁrst blue seats. It contained four seats in each corner and a long, clean corridor.
The travelers had boarded a few moments ago, with their mothers, fathers, and
friends.
He sat next to the window overlooking the warehouse and the large trees that were
planted, and their simple shape and branches on the sidewalk. After three minutes,
the train began to move slowly, whistling, announcing the time. The areas it passed
through were at the height of beauty, with green grasses and ﬁelds, colorful ﬂowers,
and trees that appeared in constant motion as it sped. But what Salim saw through the
window was nothing but fantasies narrated by his mind from one side to another. It
seemed as if he was thinking of nothingness, but for another person, the ﬂowers,
trees, and ﬁelds would appear to him as something. He looked, contemplating the
scenes, searching for beauty, the natural beauty. But he was not celebrating those
buildings and scenes. All he cared about was reaching Amsterdam, and registering at
the university, Faculty of Humanities.
He was sitting, and next to him was a black-skinned man holding a newspaper and
reading. He was met by a man of his age, a woman and a married couple, people
standing next to each other, holding on to the pole installed on the back of the train to
help passengers stay stable.
After about forty minutes, the train arrived in Amsterdam. He then rose from his
fantasies, which seemed vague and complex, took his bag and held his book, then got
oﬀ and continued walking in the clean and elegant streets, full of green and dry, and
decorated gardens full of families and children. He was walking, observing with his
eyes the suitable place that would help him in his journey, and to explore the secrets
that Amsterdam hides.
He passed by one of the markets in its vicinity, and it was a good market, with its
various shapes and types, organized and arranged. It contained many meats, fruits,
vegetables, and other things, clothes and shoes. The view was blooming and
comfortable, with the shouts of merchants and the goods displayed in their types and
shapes. They were smiling and reconciled, cooperating for good, far from deceit and
hatred in selling.
All that Salim noticed and found was that they were kind, diligent, and reconciled,
saying: "Take what you want and please, brother, buy at the price you want."
This was his ﬁrst tour and visit in Amsterdam. After he passed the market, heading to
the university, he found a woman sitting, beautiful as the light, with her beautiful small
baby, on the ground next to the mosque door (special for Muslims), which faced the
clean square that contained solid iron trees and steel trees placed here and there. A
needy person, asking for money, eyes, and enough money for her child's growth and
life. The baby was crying loudly in front of the mosque, in the street of the elegant city.
It was strange that at that moment he stopped for the ﬁrst time in front of a poor,
needy woman, with her baby, and he was ashamed of himself and confused!
In fact, it was up to the people of the city and the good people or oﬃcials to help her
and protect her, and to ﬁnd a place for her to sleep with her baby, and even those like
her have the right to live in peace and security. And what was it for simple Salim to do?
He didn't have money at all, so he couldn't give her much of what she needed, clothes
and food for life.
But he had some money, so he expressed his love and concern for the poor, giving that
amount to the baby, whom his mother was placing on her warm lap, holding his small
hand. He looked at him with a strange look, and the woman looked at him with joy and happiness, while he was crying. While he was looking at her with a look of mercy and
shame:
"May Allah bless you from His grace and kindness, sister, I will not ask you about the
reason for your presence here, but know that this child is a person who is despised and
humiliated."
He looked at the baby again, with tenderness and delicacy in his eyes, and said:
"Why are you crying, my son? Don't be afraid as long as you are next to your mother,
isn't that right?"
The poor woman replied with a nod, saying: "Thank you, doctor."
Then he prayed for them in his heart and continued his walk to where he came.
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Salim arrived at the university at exactly ten o'clock in the morning, except for a
quarter. The university of Amsterdam, clean and elegant from the inside, with its
beautiful trees, its high buildings painted in white and red, especially the wide square
that contained fountains of fresh water, and colorful ﬂowers of all kinds, placed next to
the rose bushes, and on the sidewalks of the main and secondary roads, which were
crowded with students and workers who came to spend and register their interests.
The main door was large, with a name and a special slogan for the university above it.
Salim entered from it with joy and amazement, from the beauty and elegance of the
area with its organized design and views. As he walked on the wide road leading to the
faculties and administration, he met one of the assistants who worked there in the
security and control department, who was wearing a blue work suit, a gentle and
humble man,
with signs of observation and control on his dark brown eyes. He greeted him and then
asked:
"Can you help me reach the Faculty of Humanities? I am new here and want to register
there."
"Yes, welcome, student. Go from that side, then go straight until you reach a staircase.
You will ﬁnd it on your right. Look up at the building, and you will ﬁnd the faculty."
Salim thanked him and then followed what he told him until he reached it. He found
several people there exchanging roles and talking in front of one of the warehouses.
He then went to the registration oﬃce and submitted the papers. After a few minutes,
he ﬁnished his work and left it, and began to wander around the faculty, which was
large and beautiful in size and design, with trees and ﬂowers on its sides and edges,
and springs of fresh water, and students came from everywhere. He then headed to
one of the nearby springs to wash his face and drink, as he had felt a little tired due to
the travel that had exhausted him and the sun that had revealed its light and shone.
At that moment, Salim washed his face and drank a little, then lay down on the ground
under the green oak tree, which was surrounded by grass and plants. He placed his
head on his bag and looked up at the sky, which was clear, free of clouds. He was
thinking about what he would do after he ﬁnished registering at the university. But he
quickly took his book from the ground, then rose to his feet, and continued his walk,
searching for a hotel to sleep in, outside the university. He bid farewell to the guard at
the main university gate:
"Thank you very much, I have ﬁnished my work."
"Praise be to Allah, this is a duty, may Allah help you."
As he continued his walk on one of Amsterdam's streets, he began to search for the
simplest hotels that do not require an expensive price. After half an hour of searching
near one of the cafes and restaurants, Salim found a building that was not large, with a
sign on it written "Rest Hotel". Its shape was triangular, appearing beautiful in its
design and simplicity. In front of the building on the road, there were many cars, some
moving and some stopped.
At that time, he greeted the security guard and entered:
"Welcome."
"Welcome, brother, what do you need?"
He moved closer to his desk:
"I want a simple room, is there a vacant one for a few days?"
He replied calmly: "Yes, welcome, one minute, I will check the register."
After the guard checked the register, he found that room number seven was vacant
and no one was staying in it. He told him that, then gave him the key to the room and
the license to stay. He took it in his hand and headed to the room. The moment he
arrived, he opened the door and entered. He found the room small, clean, and tidy. At
that moment, Salim felt the comfort that that room gave him, with its white walls on
one side. It had a window that allowed the cool air of Amsterdam to enter.
In the room was a long wardrobe, a small desk facing it, and a wooden bed with round
legs, wide and soft, for two people. When Salim found himself alone and tired, he
threw himself on the bed, and said to himself, addressing the bed:
"If I were not alone, I would not have leaned on you, because I know that if you were
like a human, you would have broken your teeth with my weight. But unfortunately,
my friend, the freedom I enjoy alone now, is to do what I want. I am tired now, I want
to sleep, so forgive me."
What Salim said was a connection from the heart. He felt that he had made a small
mistake that might worry someone from his morals and manners, knowing that the
bed was an inanimate object that does not speak. But he had to ask for forgiveness.
Indeed, pure souls and good natures often feel what you feel when you see them
sleeping with a pure, innocent face, free from mistakes and grudges. But we know that
at the present time, only a few understand that, from a relative or a stranger. We often
ﬁnd people who do not have a mind to think with, and no awareness or health to
evaluate them from their negligence, and their bad failure to forgive others.

In the Café:

After two hours of sleep, the cheerful Salim rose like a man full of vitality, who
performs two meters of exercise in a green garden, with a wide, open breeze to
discover the hidden facts behind the curtain, and from the side of life that has no
comment at the present time. When he took his clothes from the wardrobe, he
immediately went to the bathroom, showered quickly, then performed ablution and
prayed the Dhuhr prayer. Then he put on his clothes and shoes, and went out heading
to one of the cafes next to the hotel and the shops. His watch was pointing to a quarter
past two. At this time, the sun was in the middle of the sky, strong and bright, smiling
and cheerful in the face of every ambitious and calm person.
It is known that Salim knew exactly what he was doing here, and on what basis. As
long as he was thinking with his conscious mind, he wanted to get out in the end. If
one of you saw him, he would ﬁnd him a strange and mysterious person at ﬁrst. He did
not like to talk much or mix with people. All that made him a human being was a
decisive thinker. He often found himself alone in diﬀerent places, and he did not care
about the opinions of others, as long as he was convinced of what he was doing.
He often found himself alone in speciﬁc places like the sea or a garden, where he
would ﬁnd thoughts and ideas swirling within him. Sometimes he would want an
answer to a matter, but he would not feel it until after much suﬀering and hardship.
That is why you see him preferring isolation, so that he can gain more time. This does
not mean that he is an introverted person; on the contrary, he is an initiative, guiding,
and advising young man. He loves others and helps them according to the nature of
the other person. He is calm and compassionate, for both humans and animals. He
possesses several qualities like the coﬀee he ordered, in which he put three spoons of
sugar.
The cafe was spacious inside, organized and tidy, containing many tables and chairs,
and some means. Some people were sitting there in diﬀerent ways, some holding a
book and reading, some talking with their friends, and some you would ﬁnd with their
child, sitting and playing with them, or their daughter. As for him, he chose to sit
among them, outside the cafe, in the clean square that contained several round, black
tables, enough for four people to sit. There were trees around it, a fence.
After he settled down, he called the waiter again at his table, drinking his sweet coﬀee:
"I want a newspaper and a glass of water."
The waiter, who was wearing a special red work uniform with white buttons, replied
lightly. He looked elegant in his appearance and form, and on his face were signs of
gentleness and kind treatment:
"Yes, I will be back."
The waiter quickly left to bring the orders. Salim looked at all the people around him in
the cafe. They were strangers, yes, strangers, because no one knew anyone in this big
city. When he saw a group of friends eating light meals in a group, laughing and having
fun, he felt a disgusting feeling, a hidden inner sadness. He turned his gaze away from
them and looked in the opposite direction, towards the main road, which was
crowded with cars and means of transport. He remained silent for a while. Then the
waiter came to him with a glass of water and a newspaper folded in a plate, and he
took it from him.
"Thank you, brother."
"You are welcome, we are at your service."
Then he opens the newspaper, burying his head in it completely to read. The witness is
Salim, who, when he felt sadness and disgust, did not want to talk to anyone, or
needed something to make him happy, or had hatred or resentment in his heart. This
feeling usually makes a person feel strange towards a matter. As long as he lives in this
ﬂuctuating life, then let us live as it is destined for us and for our likes. He was reading
calmly. Then a strange person came to the table where he was sitting, a man with a
black hair, wearing black sunglasses on his eyes, slender in stature, graceful in body,
wearing a black summer suit from top to bottom. If you saw him, you would say he is a
decisive young man, his age does not exceed twenty-ﬁve, brave, working in the state
sector, residing in one of the outskirts of the city. He sat at the table and kept looking
at him. Salim was busy reading, as the newspaper completely covered his face. Then
the strange man greeted him, with his cheek pressed against him.
He heard him, then lowered the newspaper and looked at him, returning the greeting
without looking at the people sitting there on his side. He took a sip of his coﬀee,
looking at him with a piercing gaze, waiting for what this stranger, who appeared
arrogant at ﬁrst, would bring.
"It seems you don't belong to this city? Which city are you from?"
"How did you know, brother?"
The man took oﬀ his glasses and placed them on the table, saying: "Don't you know
who owns this place you are sitting in?" He pointed with his hand. "No, but I
understood something. You are from Amsterdam, right?"
"No, I am from Rotterdam. I came as a student of knowledge, and I haven't started
yet." The man laughed at him in silence, mocking him. When Salim felt his disdain and
mockery from his facial features and the way he behaved, he realized that he was
uneducated, ill-mannered, and ignorant, just a street man. It also seemed to him that
he had secrets behind that laughter that revealed him, which defeated him internally.
He said to him:
“My brother, what makes you laugh, or do you hate knowledge? Is it true that
laughter begets failure?”
“I was just surprised by those people who come from diﬀerent cities to seek
knowledge, and they don’t ﬁnd positions, nor even work. Don’t you see that you
have spent your life seeking knowledge without earning a single penny? Even if you
get a certiﬁcate, you won’t ﬁnd work as you wish or plan. Work now is for the high
class. From the features of your face and your calm words, you appear to be a simple
and honest person who does not possess enough money to deal with those who bribe,
who fall on their knees just to give them that. Tell me, how will you bear it when you
are a poor and miserable person?”
He replied to him with ﬁrmness and dignity, placing his hands on the table:
“So you rely on money? Does money beneﬁt you if you know it is forbidden? And how
will you earn money if you do not suﬀer in this life? And you trust in Allah and rely on
Him! Is it not so? And the favor always returns to Him. Indeed, money is not everything
in this life, my friend.”
It is one of the most important things in life to believe that Allah provides for whom He
wills and humiliates whom He wills. And those people you are talking about, who are
working now, most of them live in humiliation and disgrace, perhaps even in complete
servitude. And if Allah provides for us, then praise and thanks be to Him. And if Allah
does not provide for us, then praise and thanks be to Him. He is our Lord, and we are
His servants who have good thoughts of Him, as you say, without work or bribery.
Forgive me, I think I have exaggerated in my words because you did not understand
things well, and you are looking from the negative side, and you do not know that
good deeds and beneﬁcial knowledge make a person distinguished and worthy of
mention. And you will ﬁnd money and work, my friend, if you only hold on to your
Creator, and leave these ﬂeeting negative matters. My brother, I hope you understood
me, how will I solve them now?
To learn this. I am deﬁnitely armed.
The man suddenly smiled and said in amazement: "You have illuminated the city with
your words. In fact, this is the ﬁrst time I sit with a person like you and hear such
positive words. I usually feel that I am a lost person."
I am rebellious, and most of my opinions are wrong. You rarely ﬁnd positive things in
me. I am almost completely isolated because of the ignorance that shocks me. After I
dropped out of school in the ﬁfth grade of primary school, I became friends with those
who have no goals, like me. My parents often guided me to study, but I did not listen to
them or follow their orders. I followed my own desires and found myself surrounded

by people like me who do not know how to read or write, all they know is theft and
robbery, or all forbidden money with various misfortunes. What can I tell you, my
friend? I am leaving. It was a pleasure talking to you, stranger.
He then stood up, put his sunglasses on his brown eyes, and held them with his right
hand. As he stood up from his chair, he said:
"Stop for a moment, we haven't met yet. Don't grieve over the past, but think about
and implement change in what remains of your days. My name is Salim, by the way.
And you?"
He approached and whispered in his ear: "As for me, my name is Khalil, and I want a
friend like you, who helps me face the obstacles and stumbles of life. In fact, you seem
to be a guiding and advising young man to me. If it weren't for my knowledge of this, I
would have told you what I told you."
Then Salim placed the coﬀee and newspaper on the table and stood up from his chair,
saying to him:
"Come on, my friend Khalil, let's go and cause trouble now... your words."

In the Cafe (Continued):

The right choice for friends does not need a plan or thought. Indeed, I have seen
everything as it is revealed to him according to a secret from the secrets of life. It is
rewarded that there is a tremendous attractive force that makes the relationship
between strangers friends, and between enemies friends. Don't you ﬁnd that this
happens in this life? Have you ever felt that everything happens according to a divine
wisdom? Have you made a principle for yourself? Have you set a goal? And have you
worked to achieve it and earn it? Most of them will say no. Indeed, achieving anything
and earning it must be according to a plan. It illuminates our dark path and makes a
person truly feel the happiness of having a right. In this life, he must take it. In addition
to that, how was the life of Khalil, who did not listen to the words of his parents who
loved all good for him, and did not set a goal in his life? He followed his own desires
and his heedless self, which led him to live in the street. Obedience plays a big role. If
he had obeyed his parents that day and listened to them, their words would have been
the opposite of what he is now. I am certain that they are the support and the source of
truth and satisfaction.
Unfortunately, he chose his own path. And now, can he change himself after what has
passed? The past is gone and sterile! Meeting Salim, the owner of love and goodness,
advice and guidance.
It is not appropriate for a person to wait for others, especially in our current time.
Rather, a person should rely on himself, and the light that Allah Almighty has instilled
in him. He can touch it with his will, and
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