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    To the ones searching in silence—
who feel lost in the noise but still hope for peace.
And to every heart learning that the truest oasis
is found not in a place,
but in the remembrance of Allah.
This is for you.
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Chapter 1 – The Silence After the Storm
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“Indeed, with hardship comes ease.”

— Qur’an 94:5–6

––––––––
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The heat hit Ranya Ibrahim the second she stepped off the plane—thick, dry, unrelenting.

It clung to her skin like a memory she didn’t want, pressing down on her shoulders and fogging her glasses as she blinked into the blinding light of the Khartoum afternoon. Her hoodie, stylish and oversized, felt like a wool blanket wrapped in regret. Sweat dripped beneath her hijab, and the air reeked of dust and diesel and something ancient she couldn’t name.

She already wanted to go back.

The airport was chaos: people shouting in Arabic, children crying, luggage carts crashing, and heat rising from the pavement like the sun itself was exhaling.

Her father, tall and quiet in a light thobe, moved ahead of her like a ghost—silent, focused, carrying too many bags and too few words.

“Stay close,” he muttered.

Ranya didn’t answer.

She was too busy pretending not to cry.

In her pocket, her phone buzzed again.

Another message.

Another notification.

Another echo from the life she’d just been exiled from.

She pulled it out.

Samiya: Are you seriously in SUDAN? Like... what???

Leila: Girl... I’m praying for you but also? You kinda deserve it.

Zara: Anyway I backed you up. Told them the story was exaggerated. Can’t believe this happened though.

Ranya locked the screen without replying.

Because what was she supposed to say?

Hi. I got suspended from school for something that wasn’t entirely my fault, my parents think I’m spiritually bankrupt, and now I’m being shipped to the desert to “reflect.” Whatever that means.

Also, I’m not sorry yet. But maybe I should be.

The drive from the airport to the village took four hours.

Four hours of rattling wheels, sand-colored buildings, donkey carts, and a silence between her and her father so thick it could’ve suffocated them both.

He didn’t scold her.

He didn’t ask how she felt.

He just drove.

And she stared out the window, watching palm trees pass like sentinels, old and tired.

The further they drove, the more the modern world peeled away—streetlights became lanterns, buildings turned to brick huts, and cars disappeared altogether.

By the time they reached the edge of the village of Abo-Salih, Ranya felt like she had entered another century.

Her grandmother’s house was low and square, painted faded pink with a tin roof and a wooden door carved with the crescent moon.

A neem tree shaded the yard. Chickens roamed freely, clucking without fear. The only sound for miles was the distant call to prayer and the wind sweeping through the palms.

She stepped out of the car, legs stiff.

Her grandmother, Hajja Fatimah, stood at the doorway in a white tobe, hands outstretched, face radiant like the moon in full bloom.

“Ahlan wa sahlan, ya binti,” she said, voice soft as worn cotton.

Ranya hesitated.

Then hugged her—awkwardly, quickly.

The first night was hard.

The power went out three times.

The fan didn’t work.

There was no Wi-Fi.

No air conditioning.

The bathroom was outside.

Her bed was a mattress on the floor under a mosquito net.

And her father left after dinner.

Just like that.

“I’ll be back to collect you in August,” he said. “You’ll stay with Sitty and help around the house.”

Help what? Chase chickens?

He didn’t elaborate.

Just hugged his mother, kissed Ranya on the head, and drove back into the silence.

Ranya lay awake that night, staring at the ceiling.

No hum of electricity.

No soft blue glow from a charging cable.

Just stars—millions of them—scattered across the sky like broken promises.

She unlocked her phone.

No signal.

No bars.

No escape.

She tossed it aside.

And cried quietly into her pillow.

She woke up late the next day to the smell of cardamom tea and the sound of Qur’an recitation playing softly on a small radio.

Her grandmother sat cross-legged on a straw mat, eyes closed, head gently swaying as the verses filled the room.

“Indeed, with hardship comes ease...”

Ranya froze.

That verse.

She’d heard it before.

She had even written it in her Instagram bio for a month after acing her math exam last year.

But today... it hit different.

Hardship. Ease.

Which was which?

Sitty opened her eyes and smiled.

“Come, eat,” she said in Arabic.

Ranya sat beside her, quietly sipping tea and nibbling on a dry date.

She didn’t speak.

Not because she couldn’t.

But because her words felt like foreign currency here—useless, clunky, spent too often on things that didn’t matter.

Her grandmother said nothing either.

Just patted her knee and turned the radio volume down.

The rest of the day passed slowly.

She helped wash vegetables, refill the clay water jug, sweep the courtyard.

Everything was slower here.

Every task had a rhythm.

There was no rush.

No pings.

No pressure.

Just time.

Raw. Unfiltered.

By evening, the silence began to itch.

Ranya opened her phone again.

Still no signal.

She scrolled through her photos—filtered selfies, party shots, beach memories.

And then the screen that started it all.

A screenshot.

A private message.

Words she had sent in frustration. Mocking. Venting. Meant for one friend.

Leaked by another.

Spread to everyone.

Her words twisted. Reposted. Taken as truth.

Suspension.

Shame.

Silence.

She pressed her palms to her eyes.

The silence here wasn’t soothing.

It was confronting.

It forced her to hear her own heart.

And she didn’t like what it was saying.

That night, Sitty handed her a thin notebook.

Faded blue cover. Pages blank.

“You don’t have to talk,” she said in slow English. “But write. Even to Allah. Especially to Him.”

Ranya stared at the notebook.

She didn’t want it.

But she took it anyway.

Later, under her mosquito net, by candlelight, she opened it.

And wrote:

Day 1 – Exile.

I’m in the middle of nowhere.

Everything is quiet.

But my head is loud.

I don’t know who I am without Wi-Fi.

Without approval.

Without the noise of everyone else’s thoughts.

I didn’t come here to grow.

But maybe growth doesn’t ask permission.

She closed the book.

Set it beside her.

And whispered, “Ya Allah... I don’t know what I’m doing.”

The wind blew gently through the neem tree.

And the silence, for the first time, felt a little less empty.
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Chapter 2 – The House of Qur’an and Dust
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“Allah has sent down the best statement: a consistent Book wherein is reiteration. The skins shiver from it, then their hearts soften to the remembrance of Allah...”

— Qur’an 39:23

––––––––
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Ranya didn’t know what to expect from her grandmother’s village, but she definitely hadn’t expected to be sent to school.

Not just any school. A khalwa —a Qur’an school.

With no desks. No whiteboards. No phones. No “learning apps.”

Just reed mats. Wooden tablets. And kids chanting verses from memory under a thatched roof that let dust and sunlight pour in together.

It started the second morning.

Sitty folded a fresh tobe, tied her scarf tight, and handed Ranya a cloth bag with a notebook and pencil inside.

“You’ll join the halaqah today.”

Ranya blinked. “The what?”

“Halaqah. Qur’an learning circle.”

“I’m on summer break.”

Her grandmother smiled gently. “So is your soul.”

Ranya narrowed her eyes. “I already know how to read Qur’an. Kinda.”

Sitty’s gaze didn’t waver. “Then you’ll learn how to remember it.”

Ranya sighed.

“But I’m not good at memorizing things.”

“All the better,” her grandmother said. “You’ll rely on Allah.”

They walked through the narrow alleys of Abo-Salih as the morning sun baked the sand into gold. Children ran barefoot. Women hauled buckets on their heads. A rooster crowed like it was auditioning for the adhan.

Every corner of the village pulsed with a rhythm older than Ranya could comprehend.

They arrived at
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