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    To every young heart who has ever stood between doubt and devotion—
May you always find courage in your voice, light in your prayer,
and hope in the call that returns you to your Lord.
And to my father—
Your adhan still echoes in my soul.
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Chapter 1: Dawn’s Echo
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The predawn sky lay like a slow-brewing promise over the quiet streets of Eastwood, its indigo veil punctuated only by the soft glow of streetlamps and the silhouette of palms swaying in the gentle breeze. Amina stirred beneath her light cotton sheet, the familiar vibration of her heart syncing with the deep, melodious tones of the adhan drifting through her open window. It was just before Fajr—before the first pale rays of dawn—and the call to prayer threaded through the air like a golden thread, beckoning the faithful to gather before the rising sun.

For a moment, Amina lay still, her chest rising and falling with the cadence of the muezzin’s voice. The words—Allāhu akbar, Allāhu akbar—echoed across rooftops and courtyards, winding through alleyways and gardens. She closed her eyes, letting each syllable wash over her, remembering how her father’s voice had sounded when he called her from slumber for the morning prayer. He had always risen without complaint, his devotion shining in the way he folded his prayer mat with care, in the hushed reverence of his supplications.

She inhaled the warm scent of jasmine drifting in through the window, and for the first time in months, allowed herself to remember him clearly: his easy laugh after fajr when he’d pour steaming cups of chai, the way he’d sit by her bedside reading her favorite passages from the Qur’an, fingers tracing the Arabic letters as though they were delicate petals. She could almost feel the weight of his hand on her shoulder, steadying, encouraging.

Yet this morning, the echo of his faith felt more like an ache than a comfort. Amina sat up slowly, her legs folding beneath her as she stretched, pressing her palms into the cool boards of her bed. The room was draped in half-light: the pale blue of dawn creeping along the walls, the shadows of her desk and bookcase standing guard in the corners. On her desk lay scattered revision notes—biology diagrams, math formulas, quotes from Shakespeare—testaments to the exams that loomed just two short weeks away. Her stomach knotted at the sight; every waking moment had become a balancing act of prayer schedules and study timetables.

She swung her feet to the floor and padded across the room to switch on the small bedside lamp. It flickered awake, shedding a soft circle of light on the open pages of her exercise book. For a second, she considered returning to sleep, pulling the covers tight and pretending that the morning could wait. But in that silence, the adhan’s final words—“Hayya ‘ala’l-falah” (Come to success)—resounded in her mind with an almost taunting clarity. Success. What did it mean for her? Success in the exams? Success in faith? Success in honoring her father’s memory? The questions formed a jagged knot in her chest.

She rolled her shoulders, shrugging off the lingering weight of dreams, and climbed down. Her bare toes touched the cool floorboards as she moved toward the window. Outside, the first faint blush of dawn tinged the horizon, a promise and a challenge all at once. Even the birds seemed awake before the sun, trilling their morning songs from the eaves of the mosque next door. Amina closed her eyes and breathed deeply, willing herself to feel something more than uncertainty. She whispered softly, “Bismillāh,” and stepped outside.

The courtyard was still dewy, the grass glistening like scattered diamonds under the streetlamps. A handful of neighbors—mostly older men wrapped in shawls—were already gathering on the prayer mats laid upon the stone paving. A child’s slipper squeaked on the tile as she crossed the courtyard, the sound almost startling in the hush. Amina paused at the edge of the gathering, her heart fluttering. She wore a fresh hijab—pale lavender, the color of morning blossoms—pinned neatly beneath her chin. Her abaya was new, too, a gift from her grandmother; its fabric brushed her ankles softly as she moved.

She offered a hesitant salaam to the women standing by the west wall—a small group of mothers and daughters. One of them, bright-eyed Fatima, gave her a warm smile and a nod. Amina returned it, though her thoughts drifted back to the exams. Algebra formulas swirled in her mind, threatening to distract her from the moment. She closed her eyes and let her hands rest on her knees, reminded of how her father had guided her fingers through Qur’anic recitation—each word pronounced with reverence, each pause a moment of communion.

The imam’s footsteps sounded against the stone platform at the front of the mosque. The hush deepened, and Amina straightened her back. The imam raised his hands, and for a heartbeat, the courtyard stood in silent unity, hearts beating in anticipation of the first takbīr. Then, quietly, he began the adhan himself—this time live, intimate, the same call that first roused her from sleep. His voice was clear and steady, a living thread connecting past and present. At each declaration—“Allāhu akbar,” “Ashhadu an lā ilāha illā-llāh”—Amina felt the tension in her shoulders slip away, replaced by a cautious calm.

By the final words—Hayya ‘ala’l-falah—she was alone with her prayer, her whispered duʿāʾ weaving through the quiet crowd. She prayed for guidance in her studies, for clarity in her heart, for strength to balance her responsibilities. And she prayed—for the millionth time—so that she might hear her father’s adhan once more.

When the prayer concluded, the women moved aside to allow the men into the mosque for the ṣalāt. Amina lingered at the courtyard’s fringe, watching the shifting hem of abayas and the steady rhythm of congregants filing in. For a love-born moment, she thought of turning back to her bed, snatching just half an hour more of rest before diving into revision. But the sky was brightening now, the horizon streaked with pale orange. The day would not wait. Neither, she realized, would her faith.

She stepped back inside her home, closing the door quietly behind her. Inside, her mother had already lit a small lantern in the corridor, its warm glow illuminating the framed family photo on the wall: her father seated in the mosque’s courtyard, his face peaceful in the evening light. Layla, her mother, appeared from the kitchen doorway, hair covered in a soft white hijab, hands wrapped around a steaming teapot. Bilal, her younger brother, sat at the low dining table, eyes heavy and shirt rumpled, fumbling with his school uniform.

“Amina!” Layla whispered, relief and gentle admonition mingling in her tone. “You’re early.”

“I wanted to make fajr,” Amina said, smoothing her hijab. “And I—” She hesitated, because she didn’t want to disappoint her mother with doubts she wasn’t prepared to voice. Instead, she hoisted herself onto the cushioned bench at the table, careful to keep her skirt modest. “Thank you,” she whispered as her mother poured her a cup of sweet, spiced chai.

Bilal yawned, pushing a strand of unruly hair from his eyes. “Do we have to get up this early every day?” he complained, rubbing his face. “I have history test today. I’ll never make it through.”

Amina offered a small, wry smile. She understood all too well: the early mornings made her bones ache, and the constant churn of information left her head spinning. Yet she also knew the significance of these moments—the sacred stillness before the world stirred, the chance to breathe in faith before the demands of the day took hold.

“Try closing your eyes before you sleep,” she teased lightly. “Maybe you’ll dream of the test answers.”

Bilal grinned, but his eyes remained heavy. “Or I’ll dream that I’m drowning in formulas.”

Layla placed a plate of warm flatbread and scrambled eggs before them. The eggs glistened with a sprinkle of turmeric, the bread smelled of hearth and hearthside laughter. Amina took a bite, letting the flavors ground her. She scanned the kitchen: the clay pots stacked by the sink, the little prayer rug rolled up beside the stove, the calendar on the wall with its Quranic verses for each month. Each detail was a testament to the life her father had built for them, one of prayer, community, and love.

She forced her attention to the day ahead. Exams would demand every ounce of focus. Algebra, biology, English literature—each subject required mastery, and she felt the weight of expectation resting on her shoulders. “I need to study today,” she said, swallowing. “I can’t afford to fall behind.”

Layla nodded, setting down her own cup of tea. “Of course, habibti. But remember to take breaks. And pray dhuhr on time, yes?”

“I will,” Amina promised, though a part of her worried: would she truly find the peace of midday prayer when her mind was preoccupied with cell division and Shakespearean sonnets? Or would the adhan become just another interruption in a crowded day?

After breakfast, Amina gathered her books into her backpack. Her grandmother, Umm Khalid, emerged from her room, leaning on her walking stick yet radiating a quiet strength. She reached out to pinch Amina’s cheek, her eyes soft behind delicate gold-rimmed glasses. “My dear,” she murmured, “your father would be so proud to see you rising with the adhan.”

Amina’s throat tightened. “I miss him,” she whispered, voice cracking. “I don’t know if I can do this—faith and exams both.”

Umm Khalid’s hand smoothed her hijab. “Belief and hope are not burdens, child; they are wings. Let your faith carry you over the challenges. And if you stumble, remember that prayer is the wind beneath your wings.”

With that, she pressed a small, folded note into Amina’s palm. Amina unfolded it, revealing a single line of calligraphy: “Indeed, with hardship \[comes] ease.” (Qur’an 94:6).

A surge of warmth pulsed through her chest. She slipped the note into her pocket, feeling her father’s presence in the looping script. She straightened her shoulders and offered her grandmother a grateful smile.

Outside, the sky had brightened into the soft rose of early dawn. Amina locked the door and set off down the street toward Westwood Secondary School, her backpack heavy with textbooks and heart buoyed by hope. With every step, she heard, beneath the hum of passing cars and morning laughter, the echo of the adhan. It rang in her ears like a promise, a call to awaken not merely in body, but in spirit—to believe that in every dawn there lay the possibility of healing, of growth, and of faith renewed.

And as she rounded the corner, the sun crested the rooftops, spilling its first golden light across the street. Amina raised her face to the sky, inhaled the promise of a new day, and whispered, “Here I am, Lord. Guide me.”

Thus began her journey—one foot in faith, one foot in the world of teenage dreams and anxieties, each step echoing the call that had first stirred her soul.
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Chapter 2: Voices at Home
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Morning light filtered through the gauzy curtains of the family’s small dining room, casting soft geometric patterns on the mosaic-tiled floor. The aroma of freshly brewed cardamom tea and warm flatbread drifted from the kitchen, weaving through the air like an unspoken invitation. At the low wooden table, surrounded by cushions embroidered with delicate floral patterns, Amina settled into her place, smoothing the folds of her lavender hijab. Across from her, her mother, Layla, ladled steaming bowls of harira—rich tomato and lentil soup—into delicate ceramic bowls.

“Bismillāh,” Layla murmured, her voice even and calm as she dipped the ladle. She offered a gentle smile to Amina before adding, “Let us begin with duʿāʾ, my dearest.”

Amina bowed her head, folding her slender fingers in front of her on the table’s woven runner. The prayer was familiar, a tapestry of words taught by generations of women in their family: “O Allah, bless this food, increase it for us, and accept it as sustenance for our bodies and souls.” Layla intoned each phrase deliberately, weaving in verses from the Qur’an that had comforted their ancestors. When the final “Āmīn” echoed in the stillness, the world beyond the dining room door seemed to draw near, as though it were a distant realm that could wait a while longer.

Bilal, Amina’s twelve-year-old brother, rolled his eyes. He hunched forward on his cushion and stabbed at a piece of flatbread. “We’re wasting time,” he complained, his
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