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    For every young soul learning to trust Allah in seasons of silence, storms, and slow growth.
To my grandmother—whose hands sowed seeds of sabr (patience) and whose prayers watered every bloom in my life.
And to the readers: may your hearts become gardens where faith, peace, and trust take root and flourish.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – The Withered Seed
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Hana Aziz stood in the narrow hallway of her grandmother’s old house, heart pounding like a desert drum. The mahogany floorboards creaked beneath her weight as she tiptoed past doors that had once opened to childhood memories: the parlor where she and her cousins played hide-and-seek beneath lace curtains; the kitchen where countless cups of mint tea had eased her tears; the sunroom where Nana’s hanging ferns spilled emerald tendrils across white wicker chairs. Now, the house felt hollow, its laughter rooms silent since her parents’ divorce had splintered the family’s harmony.

She reached the final door at the end of the hall: the attic. Hana paused, hand trembling on the tarnished brass knob. Every fiber of her being wanted to turn back, to escape the suffocating swirl of emotions churning within—fear of this new city, dread of tomorrow’s first day at Crescent Ridge High, grief over her parents’ split, and an unnamable anxiety that made her chest tight. Yet something drew her upward: the promise of buried things that might heal her heart.

With a firm inhale, Hana opened the door and flicked on the single bulb dangling from the slanted ceiling. The attic lay bathed in sepia light, dust motes dancing like fireflies in the narrow beam. Boxes were stacked in haphazard columns; antique furniture draped in white sheets looked like sleeping ghosts; trunks with rusted latches promised secrets long forgotten. She slipped off her backpack and set it on a creaking wooden chest, then began her search.

I. Unearthing the Past

The first boxes she opened held old photo albums—musty pages filled with black-and-white snapshots of her parents on happier days: her mother’s bright laugh as she rode a camel in Morocco; her father’s broad grin at her tenth birthday in their London flat. Hana traced her finger along the edges of each photograph, longing for the warmth it once held. But the ache in her chest only deepened.

She moved on, opening a battered wicker trunk stamped “Aziz Family Heirlooms.” Inside, she found an assortment of treasures: her grandmother’s silver tea set, enameled brooches in the shape of peacocks, an embroidered shawl with crimson roses. Each piece carried Nana’s touch, but none spoke to the emptiness inside Hana.

Disappointed, she sighed and turned to a narrow corner where a rickety bookcase leaned against the wall. The shelves sagged under the weight of leather-bound books. Classics: Les Misérables, Pride and Prejudice, One Thousand and One Nights. But on the top shelf, half concealed behind volumes of poetry, lay a small, green-leather journal. Its cover was embossed in gold script:

“The Gardener’s Secret: Whispers of Patience”

Beneath the title, a single sentence curled in ornate calligraphy:

“Patience bears the sweetest fruit.”

Hana’s breath caught. She reached up on tiptoes and carefully lifted the journal from its shelf. The leather was soft from decades of handling, and the spine creaked as she opened it. The first page, yellowed with age, bore a faint scent of rosemary and earth.

At the top, in elegant script, were the words:

“To the one whose heart seeks peace: plant your seed of intention, and water it with patience.”

Below, an index listed five chapters:

1. Planting with Purpose

2. The Rhythm of Water and Prayer

3. Weeds of the Heart

4. Sunlight and Shadow

5. Harvest of Hope

Her pulse raced. A gardening journal—what could it mean for her? But within "Planting with Purpose," she saw a date in faint pencil: **April 12, 1924**—the day her grandmother first began her own garden in this very courtyard below.

Hana traced the page with her fingertip. “Patience bears the sweetest fruit.” How simple those words sounded, yet how profound they felt in her trembling hands.

II. Seed of Intention

Below the opening declaration, the first entry began:

“Your garden is your soul’s mirror. Before you sow seeds in soil, plant in your heart the intention for which you seek solace. Let each seed you plant be an offering: of gratitude, of hope, of trust in the One who brings forth life.”

Hana closed her eyes, the attic’s hush wrapping around her like a cloak. She whispered the words:

“Plant in your heart the intention for which you seek solace.”

The phrase settled deep in her chest. Her life had become a whirlwind of disorientation: uprooted from the only home she had known in London, transplanted to Crescent Ridge with its unfamiliar faces and echoing hallways. Her parents’ divorce had torn at her sense of security. Now, as she faced a new school, new friends, and the ache of broken family bonds, she realized she needed to anchor herself—plant an intention far more vital than any seed.

Hana carefully set the journal on her lap and, in her own cursive, wrote in the margin:

“My intention: to cultivate patience, trust, and peace in my heart.”

The words felt like a prayer—an invocation of her desire to grow amid turmoil. She closed the journal and let its promise of a journey at least begin to lighten her spirit.

III. The Key Verse

On the next page, the journal’s author had included a Qur’ānic verse, inscribed in delicate Arabic script:

> **وَاصْبِرْ وَمَا صَبْرُكَ إِلَّا بِاللَّهِ**

“And be patient, for indeed, Allah is with the patient.”

– Q 8:46

Beneath the verse, a note clarified its place:

“Let this verse be the bedrock of your garden. When storms blow through your life, return to it and find shelter in divine companionship.”

Hana’s eyes filled with tears as she read and reread the verse. She placed her hand over her heart and recited it aloud, careful with each syllable of the Arabic:

“Waṣbir wa-mā ṣabru-ka illā bi-llāh.”

As she spoke, the attic’s air seemed to pulse with gentle reassurance: Allah is with the patient. Her chest expanded with a breath deeper than any she had taken in weeks.

She bowed her head in respect and placed her palms together in quiet duʿā’:

“O Allah, grant me patience in this time of upheaval. Be with me as I learn to plant my seeds of intention.”

When she rose, the attic felt less foreboding—more like the threshold of something new.

IV. The Call of the Garden Below

Hana descended the attic stairs with the journal clutched to her chest. At the bottom, Nana stood in the sunroom, fingers moving deftly among potted rosemary and jasmine. Nana’s silver hair was swept into a loose chignon, and her violet eyes glimmered with gentle curiosity.

“My old gardening journal,” Hana said as she entered. “I found it in the attic.”

Nana’s face softened into a warm smile. “Ah, my child. I wondered when you’d uncover that. It guided me through many seasons of life—and I hope it will guide you, too.”

Hana sat at the round table, brushing a coil of hair from her face. “How did you use it, Nana?”

Her grandmother lifted a sprig of rosemary, inhaled its fragrance, then placed it back in its terra-cotta pot. “I began each season by writing down my intention: Why do I plant this garden? At first it was simply to feed my family, but over time, it became something deeper—a place to learn patience, to trust in Allah’s timing, to find peace in every new bloom.”

Nana’s gaze held a mixture of pride and tenderness. “This journal isn’t just about soil and seeds. It’s a spiritual practice. Each time you plant a seed, you plant a prayer. Each time you water, you return to duʿā’. Each time you toil, you practice sabr.”

Hana nodded, lifting the journal’s worn leather. “I need that, Nana. My life feels like a storm right now. Can gardening help me find peace?”

Her grandmother’s smile deepened. “More than you know. Come, I’ll show you the terrace garden.”

V. Planting the First Seed

On the rooftop terrace, kitsch wind-chimes played in the afternoon breeze. The city lay beyond walls of white stucco: minarets, apartment blocks, and the distant silhouette of the desert hills. But here, amidst earthenware pots and raised beds, greenery flourished: basil, tomatoes, nasturtiums, and a small citrus tree heavy with green fruit.

Nana handed Hana a pot filled with dark, rich soil. “Here,” she said, handing her a small packet of seeds. “These are marigolds—flowers of joy and resilience. Plant three seeds, each symbolizing a prayer: one for patience, one for trust, one for peace.”

Hana knelt and pressed her fingers into the soil. Her heart fluttered as she placed the three golden seeds in a neat row. She covered them gently and patted the earth.

Nana placed a watering can in her hand. “Water with intention, my dear. As you sprinkle each drop, recite your intention: ‘O Allah, let patience, trust, and peace grow within me.’”

Hana closed her eyes and whispered with every bead of water:

“O Allah, plant patience in my heart.”

“O Allah, strengthen my trust in You.”

“O Allah, grant me peace in my soul.”

When she opened her eyes, the sunlight

VI. A Duʿā’ for New Beginnings








VII. The Path Ahead
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