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    To the youth who search for meaning in a world of noise—
may you find peace in the Prophet's ﷺ example
and strength in the knowledge that every step toward Allah is never lost.
And to my beloved grandfather,
whose notebook of wisdom inspired this story—
your prayers and teachings continue to guide me,
just as light from a lamp continues long after the flame is gone.
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Chapter 1 – The Lost Notebook
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It started with the smell of fresh printer ink and half-erased pencil shavings, the uneasy perfume of sophomore year at Hamilton High. Yasmin Khalid sat in the front row of AP Chemistry, eyes fixed on a swirling diagram of covalent bonds while her mind unraveled like stray yarn. Mr. Weaver’s monotone lecture drifted past her as if carried by a breeze she could not feel. On the desk beside her textbook lay a color-coded study planner—twelve subject tabs, sixteen exam dates, and a column labeled “College Apps : Deadlines.” Every square inch blazed with neon reminders: scholarships due, SAT tutoring, debate-team research.

Yet in the very center, a single unfilled box screamed back at her: Fajr Reflection. She had penciled it there out of hope, a promise to start each dawn with Qurʾān recitation before sunrise. For three weeks in September she’d managed—but ever since midterm season swallowed her alarm clock, those delicate minutes had vanished beneath extra problem sets and late-night flashcards.

Maybe next week, she told herself, underlining Mr. Weaver’s formula even though she already knew it by heart. She was the sort of student who collected honor-roll pins like charms on a bracelet, the sort teachers called “driven.” Driven was just a polite synonym for running on fumes.

When the final bell rang, lockers burst open, spilling scarves, jackets, and whispers of weekend plans. Yasmin threaded through the hallway traffic toward the library, her chosen refuge against cafeteria clamor. She pushed the heavy oak doors and inhaled silence. Rows of books towered like solemn guardians; somewhere beyond them the old grandfather clock chimed 3 p.m.

At her usual table, she unloaded her backpack: chemistry notes, a geometry proofs packet, the novel assigned in English—then paused. Something was missing. She rummaged through side pockets once, twice, heartbeats accelerating. Notebooks slithered across the varnished surface like shuffled playing cards—spiral-bound physics, soft-cover Arabic vocabulary—but not the one she sought.

A chill climbed her spine. “No, no...” she whispered, voice swallowed by the hush of reference stacks. She lifted the backpack upside down; pens clattered, a water bottle thudded, cough drops skittered across wood. Still no sign of the slim, weathered leather notebook the color of dark coffee, edges worn smooth by decades of page-turning.

Her grandfather’s notebook.
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A Legacy in Ink

Grandfather Khalid had passed away two summers earlier, leaving behind whispering memories and a Boston apartment that smelled of cardamom tea. He had been, in Yasmin’s eyes, equal parts scholar and adventurer: a Turkish imam who spent sabbaticals traveling from Fez to Kuala Lumpur collecting rare books and recording prophetic sayings (ḥadith) he heard in dusty libraries and gatherings of erudite teachers. Each page he filled with graceful Arabic script, followed by an English translation in careful block letters so future generations would not struggle. On the inside cover he wrote only a duʿāʾ:

“My Lord, increase me in knowledge.” (Q 20:114)

Yasmin had recited that verse beside his hospital bed on his final night, her fingers tangled with his frail ones. He pressed the notebook into her hands like a torch passed forward, telling her, “Knowledge is trust, little light. Hold it close.”

She had promised she would.

Now the torch was—lost? The word tasted bitter.
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Flight Through Memory

She retraced the day: morning homeroom, where she’d pulled homework from her bag; second-period world history, where she lent Hannah Ruiz an extra pencil; lunch under the maple trees; chemistry; library. At each point she pictured the notebook resting safely inside her backpack, but certainty narrowed to a pinprick. Panic blossomed.

With sudden purpose, Yasmin scooped her belongings and darted back into the corridor. She scoured her locker—nothing but ankle-muddy gym shoes and half-eaten granola bars. She raced to the lost-and-found, a plastic tub beneath the main staircase brimming with mismatched gloves and dented water bottles. Her fingers skimmed over forgotten possessions; leather never greeted her touch.

She ran to the front office. “Has anyone turned in a brown notebook? Medium-sized. Very old.”

The receptionist shook her head with absent sympathy, eyes glued to spreadsheets.

In the cafeteria, tables were already being wiped down for custodial rounds. Yasmin scanned the floor, checking under benches, beside trash cans. A few students still lingered; she forced herself to ask them. None had seen it.

Her lungs burned by the time she reached the school courtyard. Crimson leaves spun through chilly October air. She leaned against a metal bench, fists curling. Oh Allah, please. Tears threatened, but she steadied her breath, remembering Grandfather’s gentle admonition: “The believer does not despair—even when the lamp flickers, its light belongs to God.”

Wiping her eyes, she pulled out her phone and opened Notes, typing a quick inventory of places yet to search—school bus, home study desk, mosque youth lounge. She set reminders for each. It was systematized hope, but hope nonetheless.
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Reflections on the T Train

Boston’s Orange Line rattled beneath the city as evening commuters filled the cars with tired faces and earbud soundscapes. Yasmin hugged her backpack to her chest, watching shadows smear across tunnel walls. In the plexiglass reflection she noticed how strained her own eyes looked, how her navy hijab sat slightly askew after all the running. What would Grandfather think, she wondered, seeing me treat his gift like an overdue lab worksheet?

Guilt nested in her ribs, pecking at her heartbeat. Yet amid the self-reproach another realization flickered—perhaps the notebook’s disappearance was not mere misfortune. Maybe it was an invitation to pause, to measure what she truly valued beyond transcripts and accolades. She remembered the Prophet ﷺ saying that Allah elevates people through knowledge only when it humbles them. Had she treated the notebook as a family heirloom or as a guiding lantern?

She whispered Q 20:114 under her breath, letting the Arabic syllables brush her tongue: “Rabbi zidni ʿilman.” The verse felt heavier than usual, edged with longing. Her mind replayed Grandfather’s stories—how he spent nights in far-off libraries where dust danced in moonlit windows, copying manuscripts with numb fingers simply because each word connected him to centuries of seekers.

True knowledge begins with valuing what we already have. She had typed that maxim into her planner last week; now it echoed with wry clarity. Only hours earlier she had viewed Fajr Reflection as another task competing for space. Suddenly it resembled water to a desert traveler.
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Allston Nightfall

Home sat on a quiet street in Allston, a triple-decker where aromatic rice and traffic horns mingled. Yasmin’s mother greeted her with a smile that twitched into concern as soon as she saw her daughter’s face.

“What happened, habibti?”

Yasmin collapsed onto the kitchen stool, recounting her frantic search. Her mother listened, kneading dough for samosas, nodding gently. At the end she rinsed flour from her hands, poured two glasses of mint tea, and set one before Yasmin.

“I know how precious it is,” she started. “But remember, the words inside are not gone. You have read them, some even memorized. Allah’s knowledge cannot be misplaced.”

“I know,” Yasmin whispered, curling fingers around warm ceramic. “But losing it feels like failing Grandfather.”

Her mother reached over, brushing a curl of hair that had escaped the hijab. “Your grandfather loved you, not the notebook. He would say: ‘Bismillah, start where you are. Search with tawakkul, not panic.’”

The samosa dough rested, allowing the kitchen a lull. A single fluorescent bulb hummed above. Yasmin inhaled the peppermint steam and offered a silent duʿāʾ: Guide me to its pages if it is good, and guide me to patience if it is not.

After Maghrib prayer she ventured into her bedroom—walls lined with college banners, but also with watercolor qurʾānic calligraphy she had painted in middle school. She checked drawers, shelves, even the narrow slot behind her headboard. The notebook did not appear.

Finally, near midnight, exhaustion pinned her eyelids. She decided to perform a short qiyām prayer before sleep, laying her forehead on the cool carpet. In sujūd, tears returned, softer this time—tears of surrender rather than fear. She rose and climbed into bed. Sleep came like a tide, carrying verses and memories in its undertow.
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Sunrise Realization

Her phone alarm chimed at 5:10 a.m., echoing through pale pre-dawn. Normally she would hit snooze; today she sat up instantly, heart thrumming with renewed resolve. Missing the notebook had awakened something—a thirst that no GPA could quench.

In the dim glow she unrolled her prayer mat toward the east. After making wuḍūʾ, she stood for two rakʿahs of Fajr, reciting Sūrah al-ʿAlā and Sūrah al-Kāfirūn. The corridor outside her room was silent; the campus deadlines outside her window felt distant. When she completed the prayer, she remained seated, palms open.

She reached for her Qurʾān, flipping pages until she landed—almost by instinct—on Sūrah Ṭā Hā, verse 114. The calligraphy of the duʿāʾ shimmered beneath the lamp:

“Rabbi zidni ʿilman.” — “My Lord, increase me in knowledge.”
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A New Ally
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Evening Search
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Seeds of a New Dawn













d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





