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This story has been reimagined with the help of AI. As anything done by AI can cotain 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 Strange Man with the Spaghetti Legs
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It was a quiet afternoon in the city of Al-Madinah Al-Tayyibah. The sun was shining on the palm trees outside. Inside a large, cool house, a young Muslim girl named Sumayyah was sitting on a soft rug. She was trying to read a very good book about the Salaf in Islam, but she could not sit still. She felt like an ant was crawling inside her socks.

“SubhanAllah (Glory be to Allah), I do not know why I am so jumpy today,” Sumayyah said to herself. “I have a strange feeling in my tummy. It feels like something big is about to happen.”

Sumayyah looked out the window. Usually, she loved to read beneficial books after praying Dhuhr, but today her eyes just kept jumping around the room. She was not completely alone, of course. Her father, Abu Sumayyah, was a hardworking man who feared Allah. He had traveled to another city to help resolve a disagreement between two merchants according to Islamic law. Their housekeeper, Auntie Fatimah, was visiting her sick cousin.

But Sumayyah was not alone because her younger brother, Bilal, was there. Bilal was ten years old and believed he was a secret ninja warrior. Currently, Bilal was trying to balance a plastic spoon on his nose while reciting the alphabet backward.

Sumayyah looked at the clock on the wall. It was a beautiful clock her father gave her after she found a lost cat for the neighbor. She smiled. “I know what is wrong with me,” she whispered. “I want an adventure! I want to solve a mystery, but only if it is halal and safe!”

She sighed and picked up her book again. She read one line. Then, suddenly—DING-DONG!

The doorbell rang. It was not a happy ring. It sounded loud and angry. DING-DONG! It rang again before anyone could move.

“Bilal!” Sumayyah said quickly. “Someone is at the door. Please go answer it. You are the man of the house right now.”

“I am on it!” Bilal shouted. He grabbed a toy sword made of foam. “I will protect the castle!”

Sumayyah quickly checked her clothing. She was wearing her long, loose house dress, but since a stranger was at the door, she immediately put on her full jilbab and covered her face with her niqab so that only her eyes were showing. A Muslim woman protects her beauty like a pearl in a shell.

Bilal opened the door. Standing there was a man Sumayyah had never seen before.

He was the weirdest-looking man ever. He was incredibly tall and very, very thin. His legs looked like two uncooked spaghetti noodles. He looked like a scarecrow that had run away from a cornfield. His coat was old and had spots of grease on it, probably from eating curry in a messy way.

But it wasn't his dirty coat that was bad. It was his face. He had a face that looked like he had eaten a lemon and forgotten to say "Bismillah" (In the name of Allah). His eyes were sharp and mean.

Before Bilal could say, “Assalamu Alaikum” (Peace be upon you) or ask who he was, the man did something very rude. He stepped right inside the house without being invited!

“Hey!” Bilal said, looking up at the tall man. “You didn't say the Salam! And you didn't ask permission to enter! That is not the Sunnah!”

The man ignored little Bilal and looked around. When he saw Sumayyah standing far back in the room, covered in her black clothing, he glared. Sumayyah noticed that he did not lower his gaze as a Muslim man should. Sumayyah realize that she had made a mistake by opening the door. She should have instead asked the person questions with the door closed and only if required she should have opened the door. 

“I am Nader Ghomedi,” the man said with a grumpy voice. “I want to see Abu Sumayyah.”

Sumayyah stayed far away, standing behind a chair to keep a barrier. She spoke firmly but politely. “My father is not here right now.”

“Where is he?” the man barked.

“He is out of town for work,” Sumayyah replied.

“I need to see him right now!” the man shouted, stomping his foot. He looked ridiculous, like a giant bird throwing a tantrum.

“Sir, please do not raise your voice,” Sumayyah said calmly. “My father will not be back until late tonight. You can come back tomorrow after Asr prayer.”

“Tomorrow is no good!” Nader Ghomedi yelled. “I want the papers! Did he leave them for me?”

“I do not know what papers you are talking about,” Sumayyah said.

“Oh, really?” The man laughed, but it sounded like a donkey coughing. “Your father knows! Ask him about Nader Ghomedi’s land by the river. Ask him about the bad deal he made!”

Sumayyah frowned behind her niqab. Her father was a good Salafi Ahle-Hadeeth Muslim. He followed the Quran and the Sunnah. He prayed five times a day and believed and acted knowing that Allah is above the Arsh (Throne) over the seven heavens. He would never cheat anyone.

“Sir, have you lost your mind?” Sumayyah asked. “My father fears Allah. He would never cheat you or take money that is not his.”

“Hah!” Nader sneered. “He is probably hiding in the kitchen right now!”

“How dare you!” Bilal shouted, waving his foam sword. “My father does not hide! And we do not lie! Lying is a major sin!”

“I am not leaving until I get my papers!” the rude man said. He sat down on the sofa without asking. He looked like a pile of dirty laundry.

“Please leave,” Sumayyah commanded. “It is not proper for you to be here.”

“I know the papers are here somewhere,” Nader said. His eyes got very narrow, looking evil. “If you don’t give them to me, I will find them myself!”

He stood up on his spaghetti legs and walked toward the father’s private study room. The desk was in there.

“Stop!” Sumayyah cried out. “You cannot go in there! That is private property! Theft is haram (forbidden)!”

“Oh, so that is where they are!” Nader said. He walked fast, taking giant steps with his long legs. He went into the study and pulled open a drawer. He started throwing papers everywhere like a mad chicken.

“Hey! Stop making a mess!” Bilal yelled. He ran forward and grabbed the man’s coat. “Get out of my house!”

Nader Ghomedi turned around fast. His face was red with anger. He looked very scary now. He raised his big hand as if he was going to hit the child.

Sumayyah was frightened, but she remembered that Allah is the Protector. She knew she had to be brave and smart to save the day, and she hoped her father would come home soon. Trusting in Allah when you are scared is like holding onto a strong rope when climbing a mountain; even if the wind blows and the rocks slip, the rope will not break, and you will not fall.
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​Chapter 2: A Warning of Trouble
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The strange man, Mr. Nader Ghomedi, did not hit Bilal, although for a second, it looked like he really wanted to. He stood very still, freezing like a statue in a park, but a very angry statue. He looked at Sumayyah with eyes full of hate, which is not how a Muslim should look at his sister in Islam. His face was all twisted up and scrunchy, looking like he had just bitten into a very sour lemon. He bent his knees slightly, looking like a hungry cat ready to jump on a mouse.

Sumayyah knew she had to be fast. She was wearing her full jilbab and niqab, covering her face so only her eyes were visible, but she was ready to move. She knew this man was extremely angry and had lost his temper completely.

"Bilal, stand back!" Sumayyah said to her little brother.

Bilal, who was ten years old, did not stand back. He stood firmly between his sister and the angry man. "I am the man of the house right now!" Bilal squeaked, holding up his foam toy sword. "If you try to hurt me or my sister, I will... I will break your knees!"

Nader Ghomedi did not look scared of the threat. He looked like he might try to hurt them if he didn't get the papers he wanted. Sumayyah knew she had to use her brain to stay safe. There were no neighbors close enough to hear them if they screamed.

"If only I could get my phone!" Sumayyah thought.

Her eyes looked at the phone lying on the small table. Mr. Nader saw her looking at the phone. He realized she was going to call the police.

His mouth twisted into a mean snarl, showing his yellow teeth. "Call the police? Oh no, you won't do that!" he shouted.

He lunged forward to grab her! It was very scary. But Sumayyah was fast. She stepped to the side quickly. Mr. Nader’s long fingers tried to grab her, looking like claws, but he only grabbed the air. Sumayyah moved so that a heavy wooden table was between her and the man.

She picked up the phone. "I am dialing 9-9-9!" she warned.

When Mr. Nader saw that Sumayyah was brave and not playing games, his face changed. The anger disappeared, and suddenly he looked very scared. He knew that if the police came, he would be in big trouble.

"Don't call the police!" he begged, sounding like a big baby. "Please, I will go!"

Sumayyah paused. She did not want to cause a big scene in their quiet city of Al-Madinah Al-Jameelah (The Beautiful City). She knew that having police cars at the house might make people talk, and that might not be good for her father. But could she trust this man?

"All right," Sumayyah said firmly, holding the phone tight. "I will give you twenty seconds to leave this house! If I see you standing around outside, I will call the police immediately!".

"One... two..." Bilal started counting loudly. "Three... banana... four..."

Mr. Nader Ghomedi quickly grabbed his dirty hat. He looked one last time at the desk of Abu Sumayyah (Sumayyah's father) with greedy eyes. Then he turned around and walked to the door.

Sumayyah and Bilal followed him to the door to make sure he didn't try any tricks. A Muslim must be smart and not naive.

At the door, Mr. Nader stopped and looked back. He did not lower his gaze.

"I will get what is mine!" he grumbled. "Your father has not seen the last of this! Not by a long shot!".

SLAM!

He shut the door so hard the pictures on the wall shook. He stomped across the porch and walked away. Sumayyah watched from the window until his skinny legs disappeared around the corner.

"Alhamdulillah (Praise be to Allah) he is gone," Sumayyah whispered.

"I think he was scared of my sword," Bilal said, nodding his head. "Did you see him run? He ran like a camel with a sore foot."

"Yes, Bilal, you were very brave," Sumayyah smiled behind her veil. "But I almost wish I had called the police. The things he said about our father were terrible! He thought he could scare us into giving him those papers."

Sumayyah felt very unsettled. She knew her father, Abu Sumayyah, was a righteous man, but this Mr. Nader could be a troublesome enemy. He seemed like a man who had no fear of Allah and no good manners. His lies were totally false, but if he went around the city telling lies to people who aren't smart, they might believe him.

Abu Sumayyah was a former judge who helped solve problems between people using the laws of Islam. He had a very good reputation in the city. He was known as a "fighter" for the truth. But because he always stood up for justice, some bad people did not like him.

Sumayyah was his only daughter. She was a very kind girl who covered herself properly. She had bright eyes and was known to be very clever. Ever since her mother passed away (may Allah have mercy on her), Sumayyah took care of the house. She made sure the food was halal and the house was clean for the angels to enter.

She also liked to help her father with his work. Her father always said, "Sumayyah, you have a gift from Allah for solving puzzles."

Just last summer, Sumayyah had solved a very big mystery involving a missing Will. She had helped some poor ladies get the money that was left for them by their uncle. It was a dangerous adventure, but she trusted in Allah, who is above the Arsh (Throne) over the seven heavens, and He protected her.

But now, she wanted a break. She did not expect another mystery so soon.

Sumayyah walked away from the window. She had a feeling in her heart that trouble was coming.

"If I hadn't told him I'd call the police, he might have hurt us," she thought. "I wish Father was here. I want to tell him about Mr. Nader."

She knew Nader Ghomedi had a dishonest plan.

"I cannot relax," Sumayyah sighed. She tried to read the Quran to calm down, which helped, but her mind kept going back to the angry man. She tried to do some sewing to fix Bilal's torn trousers.

"Ouch!" Sumayyah pricked her finger. "SubhanAllah, I cannot focus. I just sewed the pocket shut!".

Bilal laughed. "That is okay. Now my coins won't fall out."

Sumayyah looked at the clock. It was only four o'clock. Auntie Fatimah, their housekeeper, would not be back for an hour. Her father would be home late.

She stood up and looked at her father's big desk.

"Mr. Nader said he wanted a deed," she said to herself. "If that paper is actually in this desk, maybe I should find it and put it in the safe box so it doesn't get stolen".

She sat down at the desk. She said "Bismillah" (In the name of Allah) and opened the drawer. She started to look through the papers.

Suddenly—DING-DONG!

The doorbell rang loudly.

Sumayyah jumped in her chair. Bilal dropped his toy sword.

"Who is that?" Bilal whispered loudly. "Is it the Spaghetti-Legs man again?".

Sumayyah quickly shoved the papers back into the drawer and locked it tight. She did not want anyone stealing her father's documents.

"Wait here, Bilal," she said. She checked her niqab to make sure she was fully covered. Then, walking bravely, she went to the front door.



Islamic Teaching: A lie is like a snowball rolling down a hill; it starts small, but as it rolls, it picks up more snow and gets bigger and bigger until it crashes. This is why we must always speak the truth and stop the lies before they grow.
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