

    
        
          The Hidden Rose of Medina

        

        
        
          Young Adult Fiction: Religious – Muslim, Volume 7

        

        
        
          Zahra Malik

        

        
          Published by Arcane Horizons Publishing, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE HIDDEN ROSE OF MEDINA

    

    
      First edition. July 2, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Zahra Malik.

    

    
    
      Written by Zahra Malik.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1 – Dawn in Medina

Chapter 2 – The Secret Garden

Chapter 3 – A Stranger’s Wisdom

Chapter 4 – Whispers of the Past

Chapter 5 – Mirage of Doubt

Chapter 6 – Water from the Well

Chapter 7 – Night of Vigil

Chapter 8 – The Wali’s Blessing

Chapter 9 – Storm on the Sands

Chapter 10 – Petals of Mercy

Chapter 11 – Ties of Friendship

Chapter 12 – The Scholar’s Test

Chapter 13 – Bloom at Last

Chapter 14 – A Promise Fulfilled

Chapter 15 – Legacy of the Hidden Rose

Sign up for Zahra Malik's Mailing List

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To every young heart seeking beauty in faith,
and to those who quietly nurture love, hope, and devotion
—like roses blooming in hidden courtyards.
And to Medina,
the city of light and mercy,
whose soil still whispers stories of the beloved ﷺ.
May your journey always lead you closer to Him.
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Chapter 1 – Dawn in Medina
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A pale ribbon of light unfurled across the horizon as Safiya al-Khatib peered out the window of the family’s caravan. The dunes of western Arabia glowed soft rose, then gold, pushing back night’s last shadows. She pressed her forehead to the cool pane, breath catching at the sight: in the distance, the delicate silhouette of the Prophet’s Mosque gleamed in the early light, its green dome and twin minarets rising above Medina’s walls like a promise.

Fifteen years of life in Tunis had never prepared her for this moment. The city of her birth, nestled against the Mediterranean, had its own beauty—the sea breeze, the whitewashed houses with blue shutters, the citrus groves—but none held the weight of history she felt here. Medina was different. Every pebble, every date palm seemed stained with the footsteps of the Companions of the Prophet ﷺ. Here, even the air whispered prayers.

Safiya turned to her mother, Amina, who was adjusting a silk shawl around the shoulders of Safiya’s younger brother, five-year-old Hamza. His dark curls framed a round face already flush with excitement. “Look, Mama,” Safiya whispered. “There it is.”

Amina smiled, her own eyes misting. “Yes, my child. Al-Masjid an-Nabawi. May Allah grant us barakah here.” She placed a gentle hand on Safiya’s shoulder. “Breathe deeply. This is the city where the Prophet ﷺ found refuge. Now we seek refuge under His mercy.”

Safiya inhaled, letting the desert air fill her lungs. It smelled of dust, date palms, and something else she could not name—a sweetness that seemed woven through dawn itself. She nodded, though her throat felt thick with awe and something else: uncertainty. They had left all they knew in Tunis—grandparents they’d adored, friends she’d grown alongside, the comfort of Qasbah’s winding alleys—and embarked on this pilgrimage of relocation at her father’s new work appointment. Her father, Khaled al-Khatib, had been offered a position teaching Arabic and Islamic studies at the new madrasa near the Prophet’s Mosque. It was a blessing, they said, but blessings sometimes felt heavy.

Their caravan rolled through Medina’s gates as the azan for Fajr prayer drifted on the breeze, the muezzin’s call neither city nor desert but something between—a bridge between worlds. Safiya saw the faithful streaming through the narrow streets, carpets slung over shoulders, lanterns swinging gently. She ducked her head automatically, feeling the solemnity of sacred space settle over her.

When the caravan halted in a courtyard behind their new home—a modest townhouse set just south of Masjid an-Nabawi—Safiya hopped down, her legs stiff from the journey. The courtyard’s flagstones were cool beneath her slippers. She’d arrived hours before, as the household staff carried trunks and bundles inside. Now, in the early quiet, she felt the city opening its arms to them, a thousand possibilities glittering in the dawn light.

Her father appeared, lantern in hand. His face was lined with both fatigue and anticipation. “Welcome home, my children,” he said, sweeping his arm toward the open doorway. “Medina awaits.”

Safiya followed him inside. The house was simple: whitewashed walls, arched doorways, and a central courtyard ringed by columns that opened onto living spaces. A small fountain burbled in the center, its water reflecting the lantern’s glow. Behind the fountain, a narrow staircase led upward to the rooftop terrace, where she would pray her first Fajr in this city.

Her mother ushered them in. “Wash your faces and pray,” she instructed kindly. “Then we will share a meal before exploring.”

Inside the wudu room, hot water steamed from brass taps. Safiya knelt before the font, hands cupped, washing away dust and expectations. She recited the supplications softly:

“Bismillah... Allahumma ij‘alni min at-tawwabeen, waj‘alni min al-mutatahhirin.”

In the name of Allah... O Allah, make me of those who repent often, and make me of those who are purified.

As she scrubbed her face, she let go of the memories of home—the muezzin’s call from her Tunisian masjid, the dusty courtyard where she played with Hamza, the sweet scent of orange blossoms in the medina. She surrendered them to Allah’s plan. New beginnings, she reminded herself, flourished when rooted in trust.

Clean and calm, she followed her mother into the sunlit living room. Cushioned benches lined the walls, a low table held dates and honey, and a pot of mint tea steamed on a brazier. Her grandmother, whom they had brought with them, sat cross-legged, reading from a Qur’an with careworn hands. Grandmother Zahra looked up and smiled.

“Welcome, my dear,” she said, voice gentle. “Medina receives you with love.”

Safiya bowed her head. “Asallamu ‘alaykum,” she replied, grateful for her grandmother’s warmth, a tether to familiarity in this new world.

They broke fast with dates and tea—though time for Ramadan had passed, each meal in Medina felt sacred. Safiya stood by the window, watching the sky pale from indigo to pearl. In the distance, the Prophet’s Mosque glowed greener, the courtyard flooded with pilgrims circling the Rawdah, the Garden of Paradise. She longed to join them but restrained herself until after school and settling in.

After their simple meal, her father took her and Hamza by the hand and led them downstairs, out through a side gate, and into the labyrinthine streets. Medina at dawn was quiet: turrets and windcatchers cast long shadows, cats lazed on sun-warmed stones, and the scent of fresh bread drifted from bakeries. As they neared the mosque, the crowd thickened—first a trickle, then a torrent: men in busily pressed thobes, women in colorful hijabs, children in gleaming uniforms. Prayer mats spread like geometric flowers across the courtyard floor.

Safiya’s chest tightened at the sight. She tugged her father’s hand. “It’s... it’s more than I imagined.”

Her father nodded, pride shining in his eyes. “You will learn that faith is rooted in places like these—where hearts gather in devotion.”

They paused at the entrance. Guards in dark green robes nodded respectfully. A black iron lantern hung nearby, bearing an inscription:

“Enter with peace, for the Messenger of Allah ﷺ is near.”

Safiya swallowed. She’d memorized so much about Medina in her classes—how the Quraysh fled Mecca, how the Prophet ﷺ built the city anew, how the Companions formed bonds here that shaped the Ummah. Yet now, standing at the threshold, she felt history press upon her with curious weight.

Her father placed a hand on her shoulder. “Remember, Safiya: sacred spaces call us to sacred actions. Keep your heart humble.”

She nodded, then stepped forward.

Inside the mosque, the air was cool and serene. Marble floors gleamed under polished lamps; arches soared overhead adorned with calligraphy from Surat Yasin. Prayer rugs lay in neat rows. Safiya found a spot between a kindly-faced woman in blue and a pair of young university students sharing whispered Qur’anic commentary. The imam’s voice rose and fell in measured cadence:

“Allahu Akbar... Ashhadu an la ilaha illa Allah...”

Safiya closed her eyes and let herself sway with the congregation, surrendering to the remembrance of Allah. In that moment, the uncertainties of relocation faded. She was part of something greater: a living Ummah unified by faith and the words of the Qur’an. The echoing of prostrations—heads touching the earth—reverberated through her bones.

When the imam concluded with “Assalamu ‘alaykum wa rahmatullah”, Safiya rose, light-headed with awe. She whispered to herself:

New beginnings flourish when rooted in trust of Allah’s plan.

On the steps leading from the mosque’s inner courtyard to the Rawdah, she paused. A group of elderly women knelt on worn prayer mats outside the chamber. Beneath the green dome’s shadow, she felt the pull of history. Generations of believers had pressed their foreheads to these stones; here, prayers hung in the air like embers waiting to ignite. Safiya gently touched the cool marble, feeling its smoothness under her palm. She offered a silent du‘āʾ:

“O Allah, grant me the steadfastness to embrace Your plan. Let my life in Medina be blessed and my faith blossom.”

When she rose, her heart felt lighter, though her mind hummed with questions. How would she find friends here? How would she navigate new school and language dialects? Would the rose she planted in her soul—trust in Allah’s plan—be enough to see her through?

Her mother emerged from a side gate, eyes bright. “Are you well, my daughter?”

Safiya nodded. “Yes. I—I feel I’m home.”

Amina smiled. “Then let us seal this new beginning. There is a ced overarching the Prophet’s Mosque—the lantern of Abu Ayyub’s tomb. We shall light a candle there in gratitude.”

Under a blossoming almond tree near the mosque’s edge, they lit a single candle in a glass lantern. Its flame danced in Safiya’s reflection. She pressed her hands together, breathing in the incense’s sweetness.

When the lantern was secure, Safiya asked her mother, “Mama, do you think... can I ever be a gardener here? To tend something beautiful in the courtyard behind our home?”

Amina ruffled her hair. “Of course. Perhaps one day you’ll cultivate more than roses—maybe love and faith will bloom wherever you sow.”

Safiya glanced toward their home, remembering the overgrown courtyard she had spotted from the roof. A single wild rose—a stubborn promise—stood among thorns. She imagined her fingers coaxing its petals open, gentle ministrations of water and prayer. Yes, she decided, she would be its gardener.

That evening, after dinner of harira and dates, Safiya found her grandmother knitting prayer beads beside the fountain. She joined her and reached for a strand of green beads. As Zahra counted them, she told Safiya of Aisha’s prayer garden—how the Prophet’s wife ﷺ had cultivated roses in Medina’s courtyard and tended them with her own hands. Safiya listened, fascinated, as the beads slipped through her fingers:

“Even a single rose,” her grandmother said, “can remind us of Allah’s mercy. Its fragrance lingers long after the bloom fades.”

Safiya closed her eyes, envisioning rose petals drifting on a breeze, their scent carrying prayers. In that courtyard, she would nurture both flower and faith. New beginnings, she repeated in her heart, flourished when rooted in trust of Allah’s plan.

Later, in the quiet of her new bedroom, Safiya knelt beside her bed and opened a small notebook. She penned her first diary entry in Medina:

“Today, I arrived in this blessed city. I felt the weight of history and the warmth of faith. I am small, but Allah’s plan is vast. May I grow here as the Hidden Rose in Medina’s heart—rooted in trust, blossoming in devotion.”

She closed the notebook, placed it on her nightstand next to a pressed rose she had tucked inside, and lay down. The call to Isha prayer hummed through the city, a lullaby of devotion. Wrapped in her hijab’s soft folds, Safiya whispered, “Allahu Akbar,” and drifted to sleep, dreams scented with rosewater and sunrise, the promise of new beginnings blooming in her heart.
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