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The Prophet (S) said, 'Learning something during one's youth is 
like engraving in stone, and learning something when one is old 
is like writing on the surface of water.’ [Bihar al-Anwar, v. 1, p. 

222, no. 6] 

Imam al-Sadiq (a.s.) said, 'I only like to see the young man 
from among you occupied in either of two states: learning or 
teaching, for if he does not [engage in either of these two], he is 
wasting his time; and by wasting his time, he will lose out; and 
by losing out, he will be committing a sin; and by committing a 
sin, he will dwell in the Fire, by the One who sent Muhammad 
with the truth.’[Amali al-Tusi, p. 303, no. 604] 
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FORENOTE 

As Salam Alaikum Dear Respected Reader,  

This downloadable ebook is a compilation of stories from our 
youth who participated in the Kisa Kids 2019 Writing 
Competition. Mashallah we had so many wonderful entries, 
many of which had creative stories and upheld incredible 
morals and akhlaq. We felt that we needed to showcase the 
talent of our youth, and so we present this anthology of 
selected stories from the competition. 

All stories have been edited for grammar, punctuation, and 
spelling. In some cases phrases were changed or added to 
assist with readability. The stories and ideas in these 
anthologies are the works of the young authors and do not 
necessarily reflect the beliefs, values and mission of Kisa Kids 
Publications. 

Please recite a Surah Fatihah for the Marhumeen of all our 
writing competition participants. 
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WINNERS 

We start by acknowledging the stories that scored 
highest with our judges on creativity, number of 
words, references to required words, grammar, Islamic 
references and general quality. 

  

MIDDLE SCHOOL FIRST PLACE WINNER 

“Time is Precious” by Maytham Alsudany 

In the Name of Allah, the Most Beneficent, the Most Merciful. 

Have you ever wondered how precious time is? Have you 
ever wondered how time affects your life and management? 
Salam alakum, I’m Kareem Salem! I am eight years old and I 
am from Iraq. I love everything that is related to dentistry 
and being a surgeon. That’s why my dream job is to be an 
oral surgeon. My favourite clothes are my doctors’ coat I 
earned after finishing my First Aid course, and my dentistry 
shirt, which represents a shiny tooth and a toothbrush.  
 
It’s time for you to get to know my older and wiser brother: 
Mustafa Salem. He is eleven years old and he is very 
passionate about engineering and construction. Mustafa’s 
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dream job is to be a civil engineer. Ok! Time to get on to the 
story. 
 
Mustafa and I had just come home from school. We were very 
relaxed and we had lots of time on our hands. Our homework 
was due tomorrow and we had certain home chores that we 
had to complete. The problem was that it was all boring and 
we didn’t want to do it. We left our work and we started 
playing with some Uno cards together. It was as exciting as 
watching a new movie! We played, and played, and played, 
until we tired ourselves out. After a while of competition, we 
fell asleep. “Zzzzzzz,” These were the sounds that we 
released as we were sleeping. 

After an hour worth of relaxation and sleep, we miraculously 
woke up, finding ourselves somewhere different. That place 
that we were on was full of all kinds of clocks: pocket 
watches, watches, alarm clocks, hang-up clocks, phones, etc. 
Just then, we saw a large red alarm clock quickly approach 
us. “Welcome to the world of time!” the alarm clock greeted. 
He had very efficient akhlaq when he spoke to us. The clock 
took us on a tour. He showed us lots of different things: 
houses, buildings, roads, shops, and especially the mosques. 
As we were enjoying our voyage around the amazing land, 
we saw a watch that wasn't working properly. The hour and 
minute hand were spinning fifty times faster than the speed it 
should be turning at.  
 
“Are you ok?” I asked. 
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“What’s wrong?” Mustafa requested. 

“You two are wasting time,” the broken watch replied, “it’s 
israaf of your time. You have lots of time but you never do 
and complete your set tasks, and instead, play games.”  

The watch lectured on, “Allah has given you the responsibility 
to manage your time yourself, but you are not doing what 
Allah intends to see. Your time isn’t being used correctly.” 

“Can you teach us?” I asked. 

“Of course, I definitely would love to teach you! That would 
fix my hands!” the watch shouted with excitement. Tears of 
joy flew happily across the sky as the her brain mixed joy 
with creativity. She happily celebrated the moment in her 
mind. The watch taught Mustafa and I that Allah, the creator 
of all, emphasised the importance of time and doing 
righteous deeds. 

“Have ever asked yourself about the meaning of this verse?” 
asked the clock, “By time indeed, mankind is in loss, except 
for those who believed and done righteous deeds and advised 
each other to truth and advice each other to patience.” (Al-
Asr 103:1-3) 

“No, not really,” replied Mustafa. 
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“The meaning of this verse is that ‘we’re on the clock’. From 
the minute we’re born, there is a timer counting down to the 
day we will leave this planet. And as a result, we look to 
succeed in the limited time that we have been given by 
Allah,” the watch educated. 

“Wow! That’s interesting!” Mustafa and I exclaimed in a 
simultaneous manner. 

“Always remember that the recipe of success needs certain 
steps to be done: believe, do righteous deeds, advise one 
another to the truth, and advise one another to patience,” the 
watch spoke. 

“I believe that that’s the roadmap to Jannah!” I declared. 

“Correct!” squealed the watch as she nodded with affection. 

“I am very thankful because you two can now understand the 
importance of time,” said the watch, “I am very proud of you 
two. Allah will give mercy to all of you!” We assured the 
watch that we would always manage our time and use it 
properly in the future. Then, I felt the strangest feeling. I 
blinked. Next, I found myself lying on the couch with my 
brother on the opposite side. I thought about the lesson that 
my brother and I were taught: time is precious, so use it 
wisely. I stored the wise words into my memory and 
promised myself that I would always comply with this helpful 
rule. 
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HIGH SCHOOL FIRST PLACE WINNER 

“Morality Shines in Difficulty” by Khadija Fatima 

Torrents of rain poured down from the sky. Thunder clapped 
overhead, and every few minutes the sky was lit up with 
flashes of lightning. Inside her house, Salma was finishing 
her Maghrib prayers. It had been raining for days and certain 
areas in her city were starting to flood. The sounds of 
thunder were faded to a soft rumbling inside her house and 
yet she could still hear its powerful noise. “And even the 
thunder glorifies Him with its praise,” Salma recalled. She 
had read this verse of the Quran from Surah Ra’ad before, 
but right after finishing her prayers it resonated with her 
even more. All creation acknowledged All-h’s might and 
power and worshipped Him in different ways, she pondered. 
The loud sounds of thunder demonstrate God’s majesty. Her 
thoughts were startlingly interrupted as everything went 
dark. Reaching out in the darkness, she found the light switch 
and flipped it on and off but to no avail. It seemed the power 
was out. Grabbing an emergency flashlight she got up and 
made her way downstairs. Salma’s parents had left the house 
earlier to volunteer and aid others whose houses had been 
flooded. They said it was their responsibility as Muslims to 
help their neighbours in such a time of need, plus it was good 
etiquette to help others in difficulty. 
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Alone the house was eerily dark, but Salma was thankful. 
Here she was in a safe and warm house, while other houses 
were flooded. Stumbling on her way down the stairs Salma 
heard the door open. As her parents entered, she greeted 
them respectfully with Salaam. “We just stopped by to get 
some supplies,” her mom said, “The flooding is really bad and 
many of our neighbours have had to leave their houses.” 
Salma remembered Imam Zainul Abideen’s Risalatul Huqooq 
in which he states about neighbours that, “You do not forsake 
him in difficulty.” Salma knew this meant that during times of 
trouble it was your duty to not abandon your neighbours. She 
knew her parents were fulfilling their responsibility, but what 
about her?  
 
“Do you think I could come and help?” Salma questioned. 
 
“Of course,” her father replied as they stepped out the door.  

Salma fumbled through the darkness for a jacket and 
umbrella. She stepped out of the house into fierce wind and 
rain that whipped her hijab into her face. The rain continued 
to pour overhead and Salma sloshed through the deep water 
to her friend Asma’s house. 

At Asma’s house, Salma rang the doorbell, but nobody 
answered. Salma tried again, and still no answer. Knowing 
her friend had said she was always welcome to come inside, 
she stepped into the dark quietness of the house. “I guess 
nobody's home,” Salma muttered. She was about to leave 
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when she heard strange noises, almost like… aliens. After 
listening for a few moments Salma deduced that the noises 
were coming from downstairs. She carefully crept down the 
dark stairway. When she reached the bottom she saw a light 
in the middle of the room that seemed to be emitting the 
strange noises. “Asma?” she called, “Where are you?”  
 
“I’m here,” Asma replied.  
 
Salma’s eyes adjusted to the darkness and she saw her friend 
sitting on a sofa with a game console in her hands. “Shh! 
don’t interrupt me,” Asma whispered urgently, “I’ve been 
playing for eight hours straight trying to beat the record on 
this Alien Attack game I just got. I’m so close.” 

“Eight hours!” Salma cried in surprise, “That’s israf.”  

“What?” Asma replied, finally looking up, confusion written 
all over her face. “I’m not wasting any food or anything.”  

“Israf is not just wasting food, despite the popular use of the 
word,” Salma countered. “You can do israf of time, resources, 
and energy. Using eight hours playing this game is a waste of 
time.”  

“I suppose,” Asma muttered in resignation. 
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“I was thinking we could go down to the flooded streets and 
knock on doors to ensure everyone has safely evacuated,” 
Salma said.  

“Alright, let’s go,” Asma agreed.  

After getting more supplies they both headed out. “I’m 
soaked, cold, and tired,” Asma grumbled. They had checked 
most houses on the street and they were all empty. Salma had 
to agree, it was getting late and the streetlights were on. 
They reflected in pools of water, making everything seem 
shiny and surreal. The water was deep enough that a gaggle 
of geese swam right by them.  

“Let’s just check that last house on the block,” Salma said.  

“Oh no,” Asma groaned, “not that house, all our neighbours 
stay away from that grumpy old lady’s house. She always 
yells at everyone. Once I kicked a ball onto her yard and I 
never saw it again. Nope! Not helping her.”  

“Asma!” Salma cried, “That’s not good akhlaq.”  

“Aklack? Did one of those geese just choke?,” Asma laughed. 

“No,” Salma groaned, “akhlaq is good morals and etiquette. 
And saying that about the lady was unkind. Besides, it’s good 
akhlaq to help others, even when they are mean to us. Even 
the Holy Prophet was kind to the old lady who threw garbage 
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on him and he had the best morals.” This convinced Asma 
and they both headed towards the house. 

A week later, Salma and Asma were walking through the 
neighbourhood. The sun was shining and birds were 
chirping. “Wow,” Asma whispered, “I guess the rain was a 
form of mercy that revived the Earth and benefitted it.” 

“Yeah, and in the same way, our Holy Prophet is a mercy 
towards mankind guiding us all and reviving our souls,” 
Salma replied, “If it wasn’t for his excellent morals we may 
never have decided to go into the house and the old lady 
would never have been found.”  

“And to think I was in my dark basement all day. I have 
learned that having good morals is important, even in times 
of difficulty. Like a bright light in the darkness,” Asma 
concluded.  

Smiling, they both walked on. 

  

MIDDLE SCHOOL SECOND PLACE WINNER 

“Have You Ever Met a Water Droplet!?” by Zainab Tarek 

Sarah who has hazel coloured eyes excitedly skipped with her 
decent long pink dress swaying in the wind. She was going to 
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the grocery store to buy a bottle of shiny, clean water. When 
she had only drank a bit of the water she threw the shiny 
blue bottle on the shimmering marble floor and carelessly 
continued walking, even though there was still precious 
water inside the bottle. Soon an old lady with eyes that were 
filled with mercy walked past and saw the water bottle on 
the street, though it didn’t look the same, it had lots of dents 
but the lady had no idea what that bottle had been through. 
She picked it up to put in the bin. As she did, the lady 
thought in her mind, “I wish people could just stop littering 
and wasting things like this, they should be responsible.” 

Back at her home, Sarah rushed to wash her hands, and 
turned the tap on all the way up thinking it will make her 
hands cleaner when it is just israf. She always spends ages 
enjoying washing her hands. Meanwhile, she was facing the 
clean white basin washing her tiny cute hands, she found 
herself surrounded by sprinkling clouds filled with crying 
water droplets. “Why are you crying?” Sarah inquired. 

One of the water droplets answered, “Because of your israf, 
you don’t know how precious we are.” 

“I don’t get it, what do you mean?” 

“Don’t you know that we are very important? Every living 
thing on Earth needs water, humans, animals, and plants! 
Everybody needs it, if you keep wasting us there will be no 
water left and no one will be able to survive.” 
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Sarah replied, “Oh, I get it now, my mum always tells me 
Quran verse about this;” 

َماَواِت َواأْلَرَْض َكانَتَا رَتًْقا فَفَتَْقنَاُهَما ۖ َوَجَعْلنَا ِمَن امْلَاِء  أََوَلْم يََر الَِّذيَن َكفَُروا أَنَّ السَّ

 ُكلَّ َشيٍْء َحيٍّ ۖ أَفَاَل يُؤِْمنُوَن

“Have not those who disbelieve known that the heavens and 
the earth were joined together as one united piece, then We 
parted them? And We have made from water every living 
thing. Will they not then believe?” Sūrat Al-anbiyāa - The 
Prophets (21:30) 

The water droplet’s tiny cute eyes were shimmering with 
delight as she heard these words from Sarah and she smiled 
then said, “We are essential but could disappear if people 
continue on wasting and abusing us. You should be thankful 
for Allah. All mighty Allah warned about this in the holy 
Quran when he said: 

 واََل تُفِْسُدوا ِفي اأْلَرِْض بَْعَد إِْصاَلِحَها َواْدُعوهُ َخْوفًا َوطََمًعا ۚ إِنَّ رَْحَمَت اهللَِّ َقِريٌب مَِّن
 امْلُْحِسِننَي

‘Do not destroy the land after it has been well established but 
pray to God, have fear of Him, and hope to receive His mercy. 
God's mercy is close to the righteous people.’ Sūrat Al-aʿrāf - 
The Heights (7:56)” 
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Sarah said, “I like you, my friend. I cannot abuse you.” 
The water droplet replied quickly, “You are using too much 
water, more than what you are supposed to, this is a kind of 
abuse.” 

Another droplet joined the conversation saying, “Leaving the 
water tap on while brushing your teeth or turning the tap all 
the way up is a kind of waste and it is abusing resources.” 

“Now I get it, I promise that from now on I will always try my 
best to save water and not waste it, just stop weeping please 
and smile,” pleaded Sarah. 

All the water droplets were optimistic and they smiled 
joyfully. Sarah thought about a bright idea to spread the word 
to remind and educate her friends as well, so she asked 
politely, “Could I have a photo with you water droplets?” and 
the water droplet agreed. At the top of the photo she wrote in 
a bold font a caption from the holy Quran and it said, “And 
We have made from water every living thing. - Quran 21:30.” 
Then she added at the bottom, ”Stop wasting water and be 
thankful." 

The next day at school, Sarah told all her friends about that 
exciting adventure with the intelligent water droplets, 
afterwards she stepped up and gave all her friends in the 
class a copy of her photo with the important captions to 
remind them as well.

�20



�

HIGH SCHOOL SECOND PLACE WINNERS

“Akhlaqi Dreams” by Mariam Mortada 

A breeze drifted in as Mahdi lay in bed, the covers drawn up. 
His mother stood in the doorway, making a du’a for Mahdi to 
always be on the path of the Ahlulbayt. She soundlessly 
closed his door, and Mahdi drifted off to the land of dreams. 
Suddenly, Mahdi’s heart drop into his stomach as he free fell 
through the sky. He braced himself for impact, but instead, 
landed on a giant cushion set out to catch his fall. Mahdi 
bounced off, and gradually stood up, wondering what 
happened. He looked up towards the place he fell from, but 
all he saw was the sky. Confused, Mahdi looked around. To 
his right was a charming meadow with shrubs and trees. To 
the left was a blackened piece of land, with tall dead trees. In 
front and behind him was a green cobblestone road that 
extended for miles. The color reminded him of his beloved 
religion, Islam. Mahdi searched for an exit, and found a sign 
pointing forwards, so he followed it. Eventually, the path 
ended, and Mahdi found himself in front of a brass door. He 
turned the knob, and pushed the door open before stepping 
into a small room. Directly in front of him was a door 
identical to the one he had just entered, and a man in white 
stood off to the side of it. Mahdi hesitantly approached him, 
and the man flashed him a smile. 

“Where am I?” Mahdi asked. 
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“Aren’t you forgetting something my child?” the man replied, 
“Always greet people when you meet them.” 

“I’m sorry!” said Mahdi shamefully, “Asalamu Alaykum, my 
name is Mahdi.” 

“Walaikum Assalam. My name is Mohamad! A verse in the 
Quran praises the Prophet (PBUH) for his superior akhlaq 
(morals). It says, ‘And indeed, you are of a great moral 
character’. We should strive to be like the Prophet, and one 
way to do that is to better our akhlaq!” 

Mahdi nodded in understanding, and the next door randomly 
opened. 

“It looks like it’s time for you to go! Here are some food and 
water for your trip. May Allah be with you!” said Mohamad 
with a gentle smile. 

Mahdi thanked the generous man, making sure to say, 
“Asalamu Alaykum,” before exiting the room. The door led to 
an indoor orchard with another door nearby. Mahdi sat 
down, eating his food under the nearest tree. Once full, he 
got up to throw away his leftovers. 

“Stop!” called an approaching man. 

Mahdi froze, waiting for the man to elaborate. 
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“Asalamu Alaykum! My name is Mahdi!” he said once the 
man arrived in front of him. 

“Walaikum Assalam, my name is Ali! What are you doing 
with that food?” 

“I was going to throw my leftovers into the orchard.” 

Ali shook his head, “No, this is israf (wastefulness). Many 
starving people would love to have your leftovers!” 

“But there isn’t even anyone here! What am I supposed to 
do?” 

“Save it for later! Allah says in the Quran, ‘Verily spendthrifts 
are brothers of the Evil Ones’. That means that those who 
waste are the brothers of devils! Israf can also be about time. 
Spending it wisely can help you in this life and the 
hereafter!” 

“Now I feel terrible for all the times I have committed israf!” 
exclaimed Mahdi. 

“But now you know, and that’s what counts. Time for you to 
move on!” said Ali, as the door swung open. Mahdi said his 
salams before exiting into a small room. An angelic-looking 
woman dressed in white was grinding wheat next to a fire 
pit. Mahdi greeted her. 
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“Asalamu Alaykum! My name is Mahdi!” 

The woman looked up and smiled, “Walaikum Assalam, 
Mahdi! My name is Fatima. Why don’t you sit down?” 

“Thank you! What are you doing?” 

“I’m making bread for my family!” 

“Your family doesn’t help?” asked Mahdi. 

“Each family member has a different responsibility. My 
children clean the house, I cook, and my husband earns 
money. Responsibility can also mean facing the consequences 
of your actions!” 

“Like if you broke something, tell your mother instead of 
lying.” nodded Mahdi. 

“Exactly!” beamed Fatima. She wrapped a piece of fresh 
bread and handed it to Mahdi as the door opened. He 
thanked her and continued on his way. He entered the next 
room feeling hopeless. Would he have to wander through 
various rooms forever? Upon entering the room, yet another 
person greeted him. 

“Asalamu Alaykum, my name is Hasan!” 
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“Walaikum assalam! My name is Mahdi!” 

“How was your journey so far?” asked Hasan. 

“It has been very tiresome. Allah put me here, which means 
he doesn’t love me.” sighed Mahdi. 

“You should never say that,” replied Hasan, “because Allah 
tests his mu’mineen out of love. You should always be 
thankful for tests that you face because it is a sign that Allah 
loves you! In the Quran, Allah says, ‘If you are grateful, I 
shall most certainly give you more.’” 

“ I didn’t know that Allah’s tests meant he loves me!” 

Hasan smiled and moved aside as the door clicked open. 
With a quick goodbye, Mahdi walked into the next room. A 
man stood between Mahdi and his next door, but this one 
was different. It was green with turquoise designs. 

“Asalamu Alaykum! I am Mahdi!” 

“Walaikum Asalam! I am Hussein. Congratulations! You have 
reached the end of your journey!” 

“I have?!” exclaimed Mahdi. 

Hussein smiled proudly, “Yes, you have!” 
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“What is my final lesson?” inquired Mahdi, awaiting new 
advice. 

“There are no more for now! Allah has put you on this path 
to learn along the way and has granted you mercy and 
salvation! There is a hadith that says, ‘Be merciful to those on 
Earth, then Allah would be merciful to you.’” 

“Thank you, and thank Allah for this wonderful journey! 
Salam Hussein!” called Mahdi as he twisted the knob on the 
door, and passed through it. He opened his eyes and found 
himself laying in his bed at home, the sun streaming in 
through the window. 

It was just a dream.

�

“Adventures of Akhlaq” by Nikki Mokhtari 

My family and I walk down the glittering blue cobblestone 
road towards town, taking in the beautiful sight of our home, 
Barakah Island. Fairy lights drape over the huge willowy 
trees. Magic lanterns float around, shining golden light that 
illuminates the night. The calming sound of Quran recitation 
whispers through the air. I twirl my silky hijab around my 
fingers and look at my twin brother, who looks nervous.  

“There’s nothing to worry about, Noah,” I assure him.  
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“Tomorrow’s the most important day of our lives, Asiyah.  
There’s plenty to worry about,” Noah snaps.  

"Remember, ‘jealousy destroys good deeds just like fire burns 
wood’,” Father says, quoting Imam Ali (AS).  

“Look! We’ve arrived,” Mother -the Queen- says, distracting 
us from our conversation. Our town is brimming with joy and 
liveliness. Adults walk around chatting while drinking 
moonlight tea in plastic cups. We stroll past stores of 
enchanted prayer rugs and arrive at the spiral stairs that lead 
up to a large balcony. When we reach the top, I gaze at the 
beautiful masjid in the nearby horizon. My family makes sure 
to go there everyday for prayer, as it’s said that the masjid is 
the house of Allah on Earth. I glance at my brother, who 
looks close to passing out. I nudge his shoulder.  

"Are you alright?" I whisper. He takes a small step away. I 
frown slightly.  

But before I can think about his strange behavior, Mother 
greets everyone then continues, "As you all know, tomorrow 
is the Princess and Prince's thirteenth birthday. As following 
Kingdom laws, it's the day of the competition for the throne.”  

As Mother goes on about the competition, I notice a hooded 
figure standing near the mosaic murals of the prophets. The 
stranger glances up for a second, and I see a flash of glowing 
green eyes. I gasp in disbelief. It’s a Forestparie! Forestparies 
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are creatures that live in forests and can control plants. They 
used to live on Barakah Island centuries ago until they 
disappeared. I scan the crowd for the Forestparie. It’s gone. 
Suddenly, the lanterns dim. Green vines are rising up from 
the ground and wrapping around them. It becomes nearly 
pitch black. The crowd murmurs in surprise. I widen my eyes, 
desperately trying to see. I hear a thump to my left. I spin 
around.  

“Noah?” There’s no reply. “Turn on the emergency lanterns!” 
Father shouts. They slowly flick on. I rub my eyes as they 
adjust to the light. Mother and Father look around, 
bewildered.  
“Muhammad, where’s Noah?” Mother asks Father, panic 
lacing her voice. I tell my parents about the Forestparie as we 
sprint down the stairs.  

“Take her home please,” Father says to a knight in a metal 
helmet standing guard near the bottom of the stairs. I let her 
guide me away while shooting my questions at her anxiously, 
but getting no replies. After a while, I stop, confused.  

“Why are we so deep in the forest?” I ask. The knight turns 
around slowly. I take a step back. It’s a trap! my mind 
screams at me. The “knight” lunges at me, grabbing my arm. 
I knee her in the stomach and yank my arm away. She dives 
forward and knocks me to the ground. My  
spine slams against the forest floor and I wince. I pull her 
arm towards me and thrust my hips up, throwing her off me. 
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I roll over and stagger up... and come face to face with the 
Forestparie. I freeze. I feel something stab my leg from 
behind and the world blurs. I hit the floor, everything going 
dark.  

*** 
I slowly open my eyes, my head throbbing. “Asiyah?” I sit up 
and see my brother, sitting in a cage next to mine. 

“Noah! Salam Alaykum! I found you!” I yell, my face 
breaking out into a smile. He returns my salam then grins.  

“Are you sure I didn’t find you?” he jokes. I laugh, then look 
around the forest.  

“Why are we here?” 

“There's a whole village of Forestparies here,” Noah says, 
leaning forward. My eyes widen. “They kidnapped us because 
of the israf. Everything that we waste goes into the forest and 
rivers, polluting their home. They’re angry and upset. That’s 
why they disappeared all those years ago.”  

“I... I didn’t know that,” I say, thinking. “I’m sure that Mother 
and Father don’t know either, or they never would’ve let it 
happen!”  

“I know,” Noah replies. “I think they took us to scare our 
parents.” He looks down.  
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“Look, I need to apologize for my akhlaq recently. I’m scared 
of losing the competition, but also afraid of winning as well. 
I’m not sure that I could take on all the responsibilities that 
our parents have. I just want to make them proud, and 
become closer to Allah and the Ahlul Bayt. You know, 
‘Whoever makes his mother and father happy has indeed 
made Allah happy.’ Anyways, it’s no excuse for my behavior. 
I’m sorry.” 

“‘When someone makes a mistake, forgive them,’ Prophet 
Muhammad (S),” I quote, “I forgive you.” Before I can say 
anything else, our cage door swings open. We startle. The 
Forestparie stands next to the trees, blending in perfectly.  

“You’re free to go. I’m starting to think this wasn’t the best 
idea. I’m truly sorry,” he says sheepishly. We crawl out of our 
cages. Noah takes my arm and turns to run, but I stop him. I 
nervously face the Forestparie.  

“Noah told me about the pollution that we caused because of 
all the israf.” I say to him, my voice trembling slightly, “Our 
parents don’t know about this, but I’ll tell them, and they’ll 
stop this. They’re merciful rulers.” He raises his eyebrows at 
me.  

“After all I did?” he asks. 

“There was surely a better way to fix this problem, but you 
realized your mistake. As Princess, and foremost, a Muslim, I 
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have a responsibility to make sure everyone in our kingdom 
is happy and safe. As the Holy Prophet said: The best people 
are those who are the most helpful to others,” I say, my voice 
now steady.  

“I don’t know what to say...I’m thankful!” he says graciously. I 
nod, and Noah and I walk away.  

"You did good," Noah says.  

"Just trying to follow the teachings of the Ahlul Bayt!"  

We smile and start to run out of the forest, towards home. 

�

MIDDLE SCHOOL THIRD PLACE WINNER 

“Don’t Be Wasteful” by Kulsum Dewji 

    Once there was a young Muslim girl, and her name was 
Zahra. She went to an all Muslim school in Toronto and she 
had lots of friends. It was Zahra’s birthday party; she was 
turning 8 years old. Zahra had invited all her friends, 
including her best friend, Leila. They went to the playground 
for her party, and she had lots of fun playing with her friends. 
She went down the slide, played on the swings, and she ran 
around the playground. Finally, her Mom told her and all her 
friends it was time to eat the food. Zahra and Leila got their 
plates, then took lots of pizza and cake. Zahra’s Mom always 
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told her not to take a lot of food, or to waste food, but, 
Zahra, didn’t listen to her. She usually listened to her Mom, 
but she didn’t think this was very important, so she sat down 
with all the food even if she knew it was more than she could 
finish. Zahra and Leila finished their cake, but they only ate 
some of the pizza, then threw the rest away. 

The next morning, Zahra sat down at the table with her 
Mom. Every week she sat down at the table with her Mom, 
and she taught her a lesson. She was always excited for the 
lessons, and she wondered what it was going to be about 
today. 

“Today we are going to be learning about wastefulness, or 
israf,” her Mom told her, “Learning not to waste anything is a 
part of akhlaq. Akhlaq is etiquette and morals of Islam. In 
Surah al-An ‘am, ayah 141, the Quran says, ‘And do not waste, 
for God does not love the wasteful.’ We should be thankful that 
we have yummy food to eat because some people don’t, 
because of that it is our responsibility not to waste the food 
we have.” Zahra was very upset that some people didn’t have 
all the food she did, and she had wasted so much of it 
yesterday!  

“Yesterday, I didn’t listen to you, and I wasted food. When I 
did that I was disobeying Allah (SWT)!” she told her Mom. 

“That is true, but Allah (SWT) has lots of mercy, and you 
didn’t know that it was bad. If you ask Allah (SWT) for 
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forgiveness, and He will give it to you.” When she prayed 
namaz that day she made sure to ask for forgiveness for 
wasting food at her party, and she promised not to do it 
again. 

After that day, Zahra didn’t break her promise, and she 
always made sure not to waste any food. She also did her 
best to help those in need after learning about people who 
couldn’t afford all the things that her parents could. When 
Zahra had dinner with Leila’s family a few days later, she 
made sure to tell Leila not to waste any food and told her and 
her family what her Mom had told her. She was very proud to 
be a Muslim after learning all about how Islam values helping 
others, and more.  

The lesson from this story was to never waste food, because 
some people don’t have access to enough food for their 
families. This is an important lesson for everyone to learn. 

�

HIGH SCHOOL THIRD PLACE WINNERS 

“Manifold Careers” by Maryam Rashid  

Adam Jamal, 23, comes from a well-to-do family, he grew up 
on a giant farm, and is very ardent about learning the Qur’an. 
He is currently an accountant working at his own accounting 
firm, the ‘Jamal & Co Chartered Professional Accountants’. He 
has a skinny build, and curly black hair. Adam had 
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memorized the Holy Qur’an when he was at the young age of 
ten. Since then, he constantly tried to speak the language of 
the Qur’an whenever he could.  

“Everything packed?” Bilal asked the other two. The three 
men in their mid-twenties were getting prepared to climb 
Jaffree Lakes, near Whistler, Canada. It is a six-hour hike 
which crosses through three beautiful lakes. Bilal, being a 
chef, was in charge of all the food that was being taken on 
the trek. He was busy carefully inspecting the food for its 
food safety.  

“Well, you’re the chef!” Hasan reminded Bilal, “you have 
most of the things that need to be carried.”  

Hasan, a fully certified paramedic with the British Columbia 
Ambulance Service was getting his first aid kit ready just in 
case of an unlikely emergency. Hasan was the only one from 
the three of them who had climbed Jaffree Lakes a few times 
prior.  

“You don’t think we will really need all of that, right?” Adam 
asked Hasan, as Hasan was packing the final items into his 
makeshift first aid kit.  

“I like to stay prepared,” replied Hasan, “this isn’t a very 
dangerous hike though.” The anxiety on Adam’s face seemed 
to relax a bit. The amity between the three men had lasted 
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for almost twenty years, given that their families are close 
family friends.  

The trip to the first lake had a small amount of elevation gain 
and it was only a 30-minute walk. It serves as a great fishing 
spot and a beautiful place to cool down in. As the group of 
men continued their journey to the second lake, the pathway 
was becoming more steeper and slippery. A woman hiking in 
front of them accidentally dropped her wallet, Hasan went 
running after her to return it. He showed Akhlaq and the 
woman was very thankful to God.  
“Masha’Allah, look at all of those ants marching to their 
anthill,” Bilal exclaimed. “Remember when Prophet Sulaiman 
showed mercy to the ants walking in front of him.”  

“Yeah, in Surah Naml, verse eighteen, Allah (swt) narrates 
that when Prophet Sulaiman's army arrived at the valley of 
the ants, one ant told the others to quickly run so they would 
not be crushed,” Adam replied.  

“And look at the responsibility they are showing, each one is 
carrying food that is almost double their weight,” Hasan 
added.  

As the cliff face grew taller, they noticed a person who was 
not showing responsibility by dropping their wrapper with a 
half-eaten granola bar inside. Adam showed some Akhlaq 
and picked it up. “That person also did Israf, they must have 
not heard the ayat from the Holy Qur’an in Surah A’raf which 
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says, ‘eat and drink, but do not waste,’” Adam thought, 
“However, I should not think bad of people, like it says in 
Surah An-Nour, ayat twelve. Maybe he accidentally dropped 
it.”  

The gravel started to become more slippery as the men 
turned the last corner before the second lake. All of a sudden, 
calamity struck, Adam had slipped off of the edge of the cliff. 
“Aaaaaaaaah,” he screamed.  

“Adam, no!” Bilal yelled, panicked. “Hasan, Hasan, Adam has 
fallen off the cliff.”  

“What?!” Hasan screeched, with a perturbed tone in his 
voice, “We have to find a way down there to make sure he’s 
okay.”  

In that grave moment, both Bilal and Hasan knew they had 
to stay calm in order to have a successful outcome. Bilal 
checked for cell service and started to dial 9-1-1. Hasan and 
some other people looked for a way to get down. Adam was 
barely visible from the pathway; however, Hasan finally 
spotted him. With audacity, he carefully began to climb down 
the cliff.  

“Adam, Adam, can you hear me?” Hasan asked, shaking 
Adam’s shoulders. “Adam, wake up, it is me, Hasan.”  
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Hasan’s training instantly kicked in, he checked Adam for his 
ABC’s (airway, breathing, circulation). However, he was not 
prepared to perform CPR on his friend. On the scene size up, 
Hasan could tell that there was an obvious compound 
fracture to Adam’s right arm. He also had many lacerations 
all over his body, some of them would require stitches.  

Despite all of the injuries Adam sustained during the ordeal, 
the most important thing was that he still had his ABC’s. 
After 30 minutes of anticipation on Adam’s condition, there 
was a fragment of hope. A faint groan came out of Adam’s 
mouth. He was alive, truly a miracle from Allah (swt). But he 
was not out of danger yet.  

Hasan could now start treating some of Adam’s injuries, but 
he did not pack many supplies. A bystander had also found 
their way down the cliff to help Hasan, they kept Adam’s 
neck stabilized incase of any spinal trauma.  

“Adam, can you tell me what hurts the most?” Hasan asked 
with a worried look on his face.  

“My arm,” Adam mustered up the courage to reply.  

“Okay, I am going to give you this green inhaler with 
methoxyflurane in it, it should assuage the pain for a bit,” 
Hasan said, assuring Adam, “Just keep taking deep breaths 
through the inhaler.”  
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After a few minutes of breathing in the analgesic gas, Adam 
seemed to be in a different world, he was chatting about 
flying an Airbus A380 at one point. This gave Hasan the time 
to thank Allah (swt) for keeping Adam alive, this nightmare 
could have ended very differently. Hasan also started to dress 
some of the gashes on Adam’s body.  

Bilal had managed to get an ambulance helicopter with a 
doctor on board for Adam. Hasan went with Adam, and all 
three men were very grateful to Allah (swt) for keeping 
Adam safe, and alive. 

�  

“Sparkle the Unicorn Leaves A Little Sparkle” by Fatema Walji

The shining sun’s rays smiled outside the window, seeping its 
light through the curtains into the room. It was Eid day! An 
exciting day which all Muslims around the world extremely 
looked forward too. So did Sparkle the unicorn! Stretching 
his arms and yawning noisily, the unicorn eagerly woke up, 
thrilled to open his Eid presents. Sparkle jumped out of his 
cozy bed and was just about to leap down the set of stairs, 
when he heard someone call out his name. “Sparkle!” his 
mum said beautifully. He happily ran into his mum’s room, 
saying salaam and gave his parents a big, warm hug and 
wished them Eid Mubarak. 
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Delighted that it was Eid Day, Sparkle couldn’t wait to have 
fun and spend time with his family. But first, he wanted to 
open those elegantly wrapped Eid presents with red ribbons 
that his family had prepared for him. So, Sparkle was just 
about to unwrap his colourful presents when his mum 
chuckled and asked, “Sparkle are you forgetting something?” 
He thought for 5 long unicorn seconds, but his brain had 
turned into coconuts and he couldn’t figure it out. Sparkle’s 
mum sweetly reminded him that he had forgotten to brush 
his teeth and wash his face. “Whoops!” the unicorn giggled 
and at that moment he remembered, the famous Qur’an 
saying which he learnt at Madrassah the other day: “Wallahu 
yuhibbul mutahireen, which means Allah loves those who 
make themselves clean and pure!” Sparkle enthusiastically 
reminded himself. 

He hurried to brush his teeth with his yummy, bubble gum 
flavoured toothpaste. The unicorn remembered his dentist 
emphasising that he must brush his teeth twice a day for 2 
minutes. Today, the 2 minutes seemed forever! Finally, 
Sparkle had finished brushing his teeth and he was now 
clean. He was just about to run down the stairs when his 
mum questioned, “Sparkle have you flushed the toilet?” 
Sparkle admitted that he had forgotten in all the excitement 
and quickly pressed the silver button and a loud ‘Whoosh’ 
sound was heard. 

At last, Sparkle was ready to open his Eid presents. There 
were so many, all wrapped up neatly, waiting to be opened. 
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As Sparkle opened the biggest present first, he thought of 
how lucky and thankful he was to receive so many presents. 
Thinking of the poor, Sparkle knew there were some children 
who would not have any Eid presents to open. Immediately, 
he knew what he had to do! It was his responsibility to 
donate some of his Eid gifts to Al-Ayn charity, who would gift 
them to the orphans and poor children in Iraq. This would 
definitely bring a big smile on their faces, making Sparkle 
very happy. 

“Grum,” Sparkles tummy rumbled. In all the excitement 
Sparkle had forgotten that he hadn’t eaten his breakfast. This 
was the first day he was eating breakfast, as he had been 
fasting for 30 days during Ramadhan, the month of mercy. 
The breakfast table was filled with yummy treats and 
savouries. He was really hungry and felt like he could eat 
everything. But Dad reminded him that he must only put on 
his plate what he could finish leaving no asraf. So, Sparkle 
recited “Bismillah,” and enjoyed his delicious chocolate chip 
cookies and his strawberry milkshake. Once again, Sparkle 
was thankful that he had been blessed by Allah with so much 
food and bounties. He cleared his plate and washed his hands 
remembering the beautiful verse in the Qur’an: “Allah loves 
those who make themselves clean and pure!” 

Now it was time for the Eid ghusl, a ritual bath for the day of 
Eid, to make Sparkle clean and pure. Bath time is Sparkle’s 
favourite part of the day. How he loves to play with his 
rubber ducky and bath toys whilst popping bubbles. He then 
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wore his new and clean Eid clothes ready for the Eid prayers. 
His mum combed his hair and sprayed some oud perfume on 
his clothes, “Puff! Puff!” Sparkle was all set to go to the 
mosque. 

As Sparkle entered the mosque, he noticed everything was 
squeaky clean and everyone seemed very happy. He said his 
salaams to all his friends and wished them Eid Mubarak. Just 
before the Adhan, Sparkle went and did his wudhu. As he 
opened the silver tap, he remembered the special ayah in the 
Qur’an, “Allah loves those who make themselves clean and 
pure!” 

After completing his Eid prayers, his dad dropped him to his 
friend Youssef’s Eid party. In the car, Sparkle’s dad reminded 
him not to eat too many sweets, otherwise he may feel sick 
and have a tummy ache. As Sparkle entered Youssef’s house, 
he was amazed to see the glittery decorations and all his 
friends eagerly waiting for him. He gifted his friends their Eid 
presents and exchanged Eid wishes with each other. He then 
enjoyed playing football with his friends in the back garden, 
but his favourite game was the egg and spoon race. 
Unbelievably, Sparkle won the race as he was the fastest 
unicorn. Everyone joyfully cheered and recited a salawaat for 
him sending blessings on Prophet Muhammad and the 
Ahlulbayt. Sparkle and his friends then played with balloons 
and party poppers. As they were playing, Youssef accidentally 
knocked a glass of juice, causing a puddle on the floor. 
Sparkle rushed and brought some tissues to clean the mess 
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up. Youssef’s mum was really pleased with Sparkle’s good 
akhlaq in cleaning up the mess, therefore she awarded the 
unicorn with a gleaming badge. The star shaped badge had 
shiny, silver writing which read, “Wallahu yuhibbul 
mutahireen. And Allah loves those who make themselves 
clean and pure!” 

Youssef’s mum chuckled and exclaimed that Sparkle had left 
a little sparkle wherever he went!  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ON MORALS 

These next stories present examples of good akhlaq 
and a sense of community. 

  

“A Learning Experience in the House of Worship” by Emaan 
Naqvi

“Allahu Akbar, Allahu Akbar.” As soon as the sun had 
set, the adhan had started, meaning it was time for Maghrib 
prayers.  The maulana’s voice chimed throughout the whole 
entire mosque bringing everyone to their feet knowing it was 
time for namaz.  Amina listened to the maulana’s voice, but 
the only thing she felt was tired.   

“Mommy, mommy!” Amina insisted tugging on her 
mother’s kameez. 

“I’m tired! Can I skip this namaz?”  Amina asked. 

“No, no!  Why ever would you want to skip 
namaz!? It is the very thing that keeps us muslims together as 
a family, it is also the very thing that keeps us close to Allah!”  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“Mommy, I’m really tired!” Amina complained.  

“My dear, it is our responsibility as muslims to do 
namaz, you are ten years old, meaning that you are old 
enough to do namaz. Can you imagine if all of us didn’t do 
namaz? That would be against all akhlaq!  Everything the 
Prophet has taught us!” Amina imagined what it would be 
like if everyone had been sitting around not doing namaz, 
and she imagined how bad it would be if no one had been 
fulfilling their duty to Allah. She realized it was her 
responsibility. And she realized she also wanted to be close to 
Allah, as close as possible.   

“Hayya as-salah hayya as-salah!” The maulana 
called, and suddenly Amina felt compelled to do namaz, she 
wanted to do namaz.   

“Mommy, let’s go do namaz!  We don’t want to be 
late!” Amina pulled her mom’s hand to where everyone was 
doing their namaz. And as she went through all of the 
motions of her prayers, Amina could feel she was close to 
Allah.   

When they were all done with their namaz, they all 
settled down for the maulana to give a lecture.  

  
“A long, long time ago, back when we were 

misguided when women would be pregnant with babies, the 
husband would only be wishing for a boy, back then if a 
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woman gave birth to a baby girl, instead of nurturing and 
taking care of the baby girl, they would shun the baby!  And 
even go so far as to bury it alive!” Amina sat up alarmed, did 
people actually do that?  Why would they do that?  Amina sat 
forward listening intently, wanting to hear what happened.  

  
“We were misguided into thinking that having a girl 

was bad, but really it was israf, which means waste. A waste, 
because those women would never tell the world what they 
were thinking, it was a waste because the world wasn’t given 
the beautiful minds of these girls who weren’t even given a 
chance. They hadn’t been given any mercy, and remember my 
brothers and sisters we must always have mercy, even to the 
worst of our enemies. Can you imagine what a world would 
be like if there were no women? No mothers to lovingly take 
care of their children. No sisters to love their siblings, and no 
daughters for their parents to love!  Allah will surely punish 
those people who shunned their daughters, not giving them 
one chance, they will burn in the fire of hell!  While those 
girls who were not given a chance will bask in the glory and 
light of heaven. Now I’m going to end with a Hadith from the 
Holy Quran, ‘Whoever does good, whether male or female, 
and is a believer, We shall certainly make him live a good life, 
and We shall certainly give them their reward for the best of 
what they did.’ (Holy Qur’an, 16:97).” 

 Amina sat soaking all of this information in, she couldn’t 
believe people would even think of doing that! Amina looked 
at her mother and realized she was so thankful towards her 
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parents for giving her a chance, she was thankful to Allah, for 
giving all of the things she took for granted. Closing her eyes 
Amina looked towards the sky, and whispered a thank you to 
God, she prayed to Allah that she would have the strength to 
do namaz everyday without complaining, and she thanked 
Allah once more for all he had given her. At the end of her 
prayer Amina had a smile on her face. 

�  

“The Trip to Abbey Park” by Hussein Walji

One sunny Saturday morning, the children at Madresatul Ilm 
from Class 8 boys, went on an exciting field trip to Abbey 
Park. The boys were extremely thrilled and couldn’t wait for 
this day to arrive. They woke up as soon as the sun rays 
shined, packed their lunches with sandwiches and red, juicy 
apples, arriving at Madressah right on time. Class 8 boys 
were so happy and looking forward to a fun day. Amongst 
Class 8 there were some students who were really excited to 
go on this journey: Hussein, Yusuf, Yaseen and Imran. 

The boys’ class teacher, Mr. Ahmed reminded the children to 
be on their best akhlaq. “As it says in the Quran, ‘Allah loves 
those who do good.’” Mr Ahmed modestly quoted.  
When the boys gradually got on the bus, they all greeted the 
bus driver, Mr. Mustafa, by saying, ‘Assalamun Alaiykum.’  
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Mr. Mustafa replied, ‘Wa Alaiykum Salam.’ After all the 
children had seated, Yusuf posed a question.  

“Mr. Ahmed, what does Assalamun Alaiykum mean?”  

Mr. Ahmed asked the class, “Does anyone know what 
Assalamun Alaiykum, means?”  

Hussein’s hand shot up. He answered, “Assalamun Alaykum 
means ‘Peace be upon you.”  

“That’s correct Hussein. Well done!” happily replied the class 
teacher. 

On the way to Abbey Park, Mr. Ahmed humbly reminded the 
class to recite Ayatul Kursi and the four Quls for protection 
and safety of their journey. On the way the children caught a 
view of the attractive countryside and waterfalls. 
“Subhanallah,” the children exclaimed and praised Allah. Mr. 
Ahmed took pictures of the beautiful mountains and lakes. 
The creation of Allah (s.w.t) was absolutely stunning! The 
minibus came to a halt, as they had finally reached the park. 
The boys were thankful to Allah for his mercy in helping 
them reach Abbey park safely. 

The students were eager to start playing. They first played 
cricket, their favourite sport. They all took turns in batting 
and bowling. They played fairly without any arguments. 
When it was Yaseen’s turn in batting, he accidentally scraped 
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the heavy bat on his knee which started to bleed. Yusuf 
informed Mr. Ahmed, so they stopped the game. Whilst Mr. 
Ahmed was retrieving the first aid kit, Imran complained, 
“Why can’t we continue the game, it was only him who got 
hurt?” 

Hussein replied, “We have to stop because to him it makes a 
difference, remember what it says in the Quran, ‘Allah loves 
those who do good,’ therefore we have to show good akhlaq.” 
Yaseen appreciated the boys for their thoughtfulness. Mr. 
Ahmed came with the first aid kit. The class teacher wiped 
the cut and put a plaster on it. Thereafter, the children 
continued playing. 

Soon it was lunch time, the boys were starving. They washed 
their hands and began to eat saying Bismillah. They all 
shared their lunch and fruits with each other. Mr Ahmed 
reminded them to not do any asraf and to eat in small 
portions. “Remember,” Mr. Ahmed stated, “The Quran 
beautifully mentions, ‘Eat and drink but do not waste,’ 
therefore, it is our responsibility to finish all our food.” After 
Class 8 had finished eating, they went to a nearby pond to 
feed the ducks. “Remember, ‘Allah loves those who do good,” 
Mr. Ahmed said, “These ducks and everyone else, even us, 
rely on Allah for food.” 

The boys explored the park, it was awesome! It had amazing 
gardens, a pet’s corner, a play area, miniature trains and 
boating. Alhamdulillah, they had a wonderful time. They 
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were thankful to Mr. Ahmed and Mr. Mustafa for bringing 
them to Abbey Park. Soon it was time to return back to 
Madresatul Ilm. On the way back the boys shared with each 
other what they enjoyed the most. They were very grateful to 
Allah for the bounties and blessings. They also decided that 
they will learn more about the Quran. “I’m going to recite 
some Quran when I get home inshaAllah,” Hussein decided. 

Mr. Ahmed was very pleased with the boys. He asked, “Does 
anyone remember the verse that I told you in the morning on 
the way to the park?” 

Hussein remembered it straight away, so he put his hand up. 
“Yes Mr. Ahmed, I remember, it was Allah loves those who do 
good.”  

“That’s correct! Hussein, because you have remembered the 
verse you can have this special, blue, shiny badge,” the 
teacher said. Hussein caught a glimpse of the badge and 
smiled. It read ‘Allah loves those who do good.’ 

 

“The Moral Akhlaq of Being Kind to Animals” by Rayyan 

Once upon a time, there was a very rich boy named Saahil. 
He lived in a town called Maple with his mother who was 
always boasting about her riches. Saahil was very excited 
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because the Summer holidays were here and his mother was 
taking him to the zoo. 

When they arrived, they began to view the animals and 
nature all around. They saw elephants, zebras, giraffes, lions 
and monkeys. Saahil poked the elephants with sticks, threw 
stones at the zebras and yelled at the giraffes. He even broke 
twigs from the branches of bushes. 

Soon it was lunchtime and Saahil was very hungry. His 
mother stopped at a picnic spot and they began munching on 
pastries. Saahil saw some ants nearby and began to crush 
them under his feet.  

After a nice lunch, they decided to visit the indoor part of the 
zoo which had a huge aviary of birds. Saahil saw the most 
magnificent colored birds chirping and flying around. Just as 
he was about to tip their food bowl, he heard a loud bang. It 
suddenly got dark and all the doors closed around him. 
Saahil found himself alone in the aviary. He called out for his 
mom but there was no answer. 

"Hoot! Hoot!" He heard an owl call out and as he turned 
around to look at it, the owl spoke, "And we have sent you O 
Muhammad not but as a mercy for all of humankind, jinn 
and all that exist." 

Saahil was speechless. He tried to turn away and run but he 
saw another bright scarlet colored bird swoop close to him 
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and as it did it spoke, “And the Earth he has assigned to all 
living creatures.” 

The wise owl began to speak again, “Oh child, do you not 
know the Akhlaaq our beloved Prophet Muhammad (S) 
showed to animals and birds? Treating animals 
with kindness is our responsibility. All of God's creation 
should be treated with love and respect. Did you not see how 
disturbed the animals were when you would throw things at 
them. Would you like to be treated in a similar manner?” 

Sahil began trembling and crying, “I am so sorry,” he said. “I 
never realized, I was upsetting them. I was only doing it for 
some fun.” 

A sparrow chuckled nearby and said, “My dear boy, animals 
cannot speak up for themselves but just like humans they 
have feelings and by mistreating them, you not only hurt 
their feelings, you also anger Allah (s.w.t). Allah has blesses 
you with riches. Be thankful to him, don’t be wasteful and 
instead use these blessings of Allah to educate your family 
and friends who visit the zoo. Each one of us have been put 
on this Earth by Allah (s.w.t) for a purpose. Let us all try to 
fulfill that purpose and follow the examples set to us by the 
Ahlul Bayt (a.s)!” 

“I promise,” said Saahil, “I promise that from now on I am 
going to be very careful not to hurt any creations of Allah. I 
will never be mean again even just for fun.” 
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“JazakAllah,” said the birds, “May Allah bless you,” and as 
soon as they said that Saahil found the aviary get brighter 
and heard the doors open. His mom was right next to him 
pointing to an empty spider's web. She was about to take a 
twig and break the web. 

“Don’t break it mom,” said Saahil. “Both the spider's web and 
the twig have been put on this Earth for a reason. Let's not 
harm either one of them, instead let’s sit back and enjoy 
Allah's wonderful creations.” Saahil’s mom nodded, and they 
left together.  

 

“Be Thankful Or Else” by Zaynab Muhamed Ali 

Once upon a time, there was a poor man named Ali who 
owned a prayer mat, a holy Quran, a book of hadith and a 
fishing rod. He lived with his wife on a small mountain where 
there were some trees with different kinds of fruits and a 
little stream. The poor man would eat these fruits when he 
got hungry and drink from the stream when he was thirsty. 

Ali was always thankful to Allah even though he had so little. 
He would try to fish in the stream to earn money to buy other 
belongings but he would barely get any business by that. 
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One day, a very rich person came to that mountain. He 
enjoyed the cool breeze until lunch time and then sat near 
the stream and ate his food there. When the rich man became 
full, he threw the rest of the delicious food in the garbage bin 
and climbed down the mountain.  

Ali had been watching the rich man’s actions and was very 
sad about how much food he had wasted, but he was happy 
because he would be able to eat it with his wife. Ali was 
about to take the bag of the rich man’s garbage when he 
heard him coming back. The rich man had left a bag of gold 
on the mountain and wanted it back. Ali then decided to 
advise him so that he does not do israf (wasting) any more. 
Ali stood where he was and started to tell him that israf is 
bad and that Allah told us in the holy Quran to eat and drink 
without doing israf. 

 ُكُلوا َواْشَربُوا واََل تُْسرِفُوا ۚ إِنَُّه اَل يُِحبُّ امْلُْسرِِفني

Eat and drink but don’t waste, indeed Allah does not like the 
people who waste. Sura A’raf, Verse 31 

These words made the rich man very angry, so he shouted, 
“My Allah gave me a lot, and I don’t need a lot, so I can do 
israf if I like.”  

Ali did not give up and said politely, “Dear rich man, we 
shouldn’t waste food even if we have a lot. If you want you 
can give the left overs to poor people and that will make 
Allah more happy.” 
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At this moment the rich man lost his temper, and smacked 
the poor man, and sent him away. Ali was very heart broken 
but he knew there was no point telling him again. The rich 
man picked up the bag of gold that he had forgotten and 
climbed down again. Ali took the bag of the rich man’s 
wasted food and ate it with his wife. 

After a while the poor man’s wife became pregnant. Ali knew 
that in Islam, the man has the responsibility of taking care of 
his family, so he had to find a different job which would give 
him more money. After a few weeks, he found a farm that he 
could work in. This was a very hard job but he knew he had 
to do it. He was always thankful and didn’t complain even 
though it was hard because he knew that Allah says in the 
holy Quran to always be thankful. 

 َلِئن َشَكرْتُْم أَلَِزيَدنَُّكْم

If you thank me, I will give you more. Sura Ibrahim, Verse 7. 

In two years’ time, Ali had two children and had earned 
enough money to move to the city. 

One evening, when Ali was coming back from work while 
reciting dhikr, he saw a poor man looking very hungry. Ali 
was looking at him because he thought he had seen him 
before. The poor man fell on his knees and said, “O good 
man, I am so sorry that I was mean to you on the mountain 
when I was rich and you were poor. I am also sorry to Allah 

�54



because I did israf.” Ali then remembered who he was. The 
poor man continued, “Now I know that israf is bad. When 
you told me not to do israf and I kept on doing it, and wasn’t 
thanking Allah for his blessings, I became poorer and poorer. 
Please have mercy on me!!!” 

Ali had good akhlaq so he said calmly, “O poor man I will 
forgive you and help you find a job. Come and follow me.”  
The poor man followed Ali to a big supermarket. Then, after 
talking to the person in charge Ali said, “You can work here 
and continue your life with the money you earn. Khuda 
Hafiz.” Ali left the poor man there and went home. 

After a few months, the poor man had earned enough money 
to live in a house right next to Ali! The two of them became 
friends and lived happily ever after.

�55



ON FAMILY 

The following stories remind readers of the importance 
of family, and the importance of having respect for 
your family as a means to Allah’s mercy and pleasure. 

  

“Kazim & Maryam” by Roshana Baradaran

Topic: The principal of our return to Allah in Islam and the 
road to and from this realization. 

Part 1: “[...] there are three things that whoever has will not 
regret: avoiding hastiness, consulting with others, and relying 

on Allah when determining something.”- Imam al-Jawad 
(a.s.) 

***

“Kazim, look! Baba gave me the coolest ball in the 
world. Meet you outside!” 

 Kazim runs after his sister Maryam. The morning sun 
shines brightly onto their focused faces. Maryam looks 
behind her and says, "Kazim, Kazim-y...this ball is amazing!   
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It's super-duper cool. It's like it can fly sky-high and never-
ever touch the ground. It says no, no, no to gravity–" 

 Bang! Maryam bumps into a pole. 

 Kazim softly sighs, "Sis, now I really want to see this 
strange ball, but–" 

 "But now I need an ice pack," Maryam finishes. 

 The two kids laugh and walk back inside.  

***

Part 2: "ا إَِليِْه رَاِجعوَن إِنّـَ   "... إِنَّا هللِِّ َو

-Qur'an 2:156  

*** 

 Maryam feels much better now, so she and Kazim 
slowly walk outside to the sidewalk again under the mid-day 
sun. They won't rush this time! 

 "Phew, finally I can show you this ball! Ready?"  

 "Ready." 

 "One...two...three!" 
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 Maryam throws her rubber, blue bouncy ball down 
hard! It hits the ground and bounces up, up, up into the air. 
Kazim's eyes widen into round pools of excitement. 

 "It's gone. I've never seen a ball more bouncy in my 
life," Kazim reflects.  

 "Yes my bro, I told you. It is a ball that says no to the 
ground, never to come back down–" 

 Bang! The ball falls on Kazim's head. 

 "Ahh, I'm sorry Kazim," Maryam apologizes. 

 "That's ok, but the ball can't just say 'no, no, no' to the 
ground. Gravity will bring it back eventually," Kazim explains. 

 Maryam pauses before replying, "Yes, but I want this 
ball to be different. I will bounce it even harder this time. In 
the name of Allah: Bis-mi-LAH!" 

 She gathers her strength and throws the ball down 
with all her might. The ball forcefully hits the ground and 
speedily shoots into the air.  

 Kazim continues, "Ar-rahman ar-raheem, the One with 
mercy. I wonder if this will fall on my head again." 

 Splat! The beautiful bouncy ball falls to the ground so 
hard that it isn't a ball anymore. It is a flat, rubber pancake.  
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 "It's torn. I'm so mad now! This is not fai–" Maryam 
suddenly stops talking as she stares at the hole of the broken 
ball. Kazim observes it closely, too. Shocked, the children spot 
a mysterious note hiding inside the ball. They plan to talk to 
Mama and Baba.  

*** 

Part 3: "Your Lord decrees that you worship none but Him, 
and be virtuous to parents…" - Qur'an 17:23 

*** 

 The children stare at the white walls around them. 
Their afternoon prayers finished, they sit on the ocean blues, 
the grassy greens, and the sunshine yellows of their prayer 
mats. Maryam whispers to Kazim, "Should I be mad or happy 
that the ball tore open? First, I was angry like a volcano, but 
now I'm happy that we found this note. I'm curious." 

 "Alhamdulilah. Sister, I'm thankful, so don't be mad. If 
you're mad, we can't find out what this note says. I choose 
happy," her brother replies. 

 Maryam nods her head, choosing to be thankful. 

 The two children roll their prayer mats, place them on 
the wooden shelves, and find their parents.  

 "Baba, the ball tore open and won't bounce anymore. 
Will we throw it away?" Maryam cries. 
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 "Mama, we found a secret note in the ball, but we 
can't read the message. We need to know what it says," Kazim 
exclaims.  

 Baba begins, "I remind you that your answers will stay 
far away if you don't have akhlaq, so keep your patience and 
lower your voice. Step one is to stay calm." 

 "Ok Baba. I'm sorry, I think we're rushing." 

 "Thank you, my boy. Living morally is our 
responsibility. Now let's find solutions! First, we won't waste 
this toy. If our toy broke, we will try to fix it. Then, we can 
keep it or give it to someone else." 

 "Do you mean no israf?" asks Maryam. 

 "Yes dear, no waste." 

 "Then how will we fix my ball, and will we understand 
this note?" 

 Baba and Mama stare at each-other, and smiles spread 
across their faces. The two children feel waves of curiosity 
crash into them.  

 "What's going on?" they ask. 

 Mama steps forward and announces, "Tomorrow, we 
will visit the Everything Doctor." 
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*** 

Part 4: "O Ali, no poverty is harsher than ignorance, no 
fortune better than the intellect, no loneliness drearier than 

pride, no victory like good counseling, no intellect like 
moderation, no lineage like good manners, and no worship 
like pondering (over things).” - Prophet Muhammad (a.s.)2 

*** 

 The next day, Baba, Mama, Kazim, and Maryam find 
the Everything Doctor's office. The family walks inside and 
greets the man; Maryam tells him the problem. Patiently, they 
wait for him to study the note. 

  "Maryam, your ball returned to the ground just as humans 
return to Allah. You, me, and your ball must listen to the 
nature of truth He created, but that's beautiful. Maryam, do 
you understand? If you understand this, you can bounce the 
ball properly to have better fun, and if we act properly, we 
can have better fun in our lives," the Doctor says. "Well, good 
news! The secret message was instructions for fixing the ball, 
so I re-wrote the note so you can understand." 

"Thank you!" the family responds as Maryam takes the new 
note and reads it: 

A ball once thought it flew away  
But fell upon the ground. 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We humans do that everyday,  
Forget to think and look around. 

But if the ball falls hard  
And loses a round shape,  
Remember who we are  
To Whom we all belong–  
Then take some Akhlaq tape. 

 The doctor pumps air into the ball and uses a special 
tape to cover the hole; the tape has the word "morals" printed 
on it. Maryam tests her ball and smiles to see her ball bounce 
nicely again.  

�  

“Jibraeel and Jannah’s Adventure at the Beach!” by Malika 

Salehmohamed  

Tick tock, Tick Tock. Time passed as Jannah continued 
brushing her teeth. “Hurry Jannah, said her Mom. “We don’t 
want to be late to the beach,” said her Father from the 
kitchen. Jannah’s twin brother Jibraeel was super tired and 
grumpy. “I don’t want to go to the beach,” he said as he 
slammed his door. Jibraeel continued to scream and shout at 
his parents. How rude, Jannah thought to herself. Her 
brother’s Akhlaq was very poor! Jibraeel should be thankful 
that his parents are taking them to the beach!  
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Jannah put her thoughts aside as she hopped in the car for 
their journey. Mom and Dad slowly followed with a frowning 
Jibraeel. Jannah was super excited to catch the ocean waves, 
play in the warm glistening sand and discover all the 
wonders of the beach.  

Finally the family arrived at the beach. Their father, Jawad, 
set up a picnic blanket on the sand and their mother, Jameela 
put out her famous cucumber & cream cheese sandwiches for 
lunch! “Yumm,”exclaimed Jannah as the J twins came to eat. 
Everyone finished their food, except Jibraeel.  

“What’s wrong?” asked his mother Jameela. “I hate 
cucumbers and I am not going to eat anymore!” shouted 
Jibraeel. Jannah reminded Jibraeel that it is Israf to not finish 
and waste food. Allah would surely not be pleased.  

Jannah shared with Jibraeel the verse from Surah A’raf (7:31) 
that says, “Eat and drink but do not waste!” His mom 
wrapped his leftovers for later.  

“Jannah, why don’t you and Jibraeel make a sand castle?” 
said their dad Jawad. Jannah obediently nodded and went 
off with Jibraeel to start building! They found an empty area 
not too far from the shore and began working on the turrets 
and towers of their castle.  

As the twins got water from the ocean for their castle moat 
they heard a sound.. “Jibreeeeeeelllll......” whispered a voice 
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from the water. Suddenly a sparkling fish jumped on the 
surface and eyed the twins with a smirk on his fishy face.  

“Jibraeel, you must be kind to your parents,” said the fish. 
The twins were surprised and stunned. The fish shared a 
verse from Sura Isra (17:23) which explains how Allah 
commands us to not even say “Uff” to your parents. With one 
crashing wave, the fish vanished into the deep blue ocean.  

Jibraeel thought about what the fish had shared. He felt sad 
about how he had behaved with his parents. Jannah told 
Jibraeel, “that was one wise fish that we met!” She filled her 
beach pail with water and went to collect seashells by the 
shore. Jibraeel followed and began collecting shells too. 

All of a sudden, a golden starfish glistening with shades of 
pink appeared. “Jibraeeeeeellll....,” said the starfish in a 
mystical voice. Both the J twins were shocked to hear the 
starfish speak! “Do you know how kind Sayyida Fatima was 
to her father, Prophet Muhammad?,” asked the starfish,  
“Prophet Muhammad has said that those that please their 
parents, please Allah.” With a gust of wind, the starfish 
disappeared into the deep sand.  

Jibraeel was quiet as he reflected upon his responsibility 
towards his parents. Jannah told Jibreel, “What a smart little 
starfish that was!” After hearing the advice given by the 
creatures of Allah, Jannah reminded Jibraeel about the mercy 
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of Allah for giving them loving parents and many bounties 
and blessings.  

As the sun set on the edge of the ocean, Jibraeel approached 
his parents. He told them he was very sorry and he promised 
to try and be more kind, polite and considerate just like Allah 
and the Ahlul Bayt have taught us. He hugged his parents 
and Jannah watched as she beamed with pride. Jibraeel felt 
lucky to have such parents and a wonderful and insightful 
sister like Jannah.  

On the drive home, Jibraeel and Jannah had lemonade and 
Jibraeel finished his cucumber and cream cheese sandwich! 
“No Israf Mom!,” Jibraeel shouted. Jannah smiled and 
winked at her brother! The car ride home was very quiet as 
the twins happily dozed off into a deep slumber. 

When they both got home, Jannah shared a dream she had 
about a talking fish while Jibraeel said he dreamed of a 
talking starfish!!! What an adventure at the beach! 

�  

“A Journey to Finding Faith” by Salma Moloo 

I am sitting at the hospital waiting to hear from the doctor 
whether my mom is going to survive or not. My dad takes me 
to see my mother in her room. She is on a ventilator. A doctor 
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comes in and says Mr. Aloo we are very sorry to inform you 
that we were not able to save the patient. 

I couldn't believe it, my mother, someone who I believed to 
be the holiest thing alive was no longer with me. I 
remembered all the good and bad times we had with one 
another. It was hard to accept the fact that she was gone. 
That was the day my life fell apart. It started becoming hard 
for me to pay attention in class. My grades started slipping. I 
was becoming more rebellious. Day by day I was becoming 
delirious. I felt empty and lost.  

One day after school my best friend Zainab came up to me 
and said, “Sophina we need to talk.”  

“Yeah sure. What’s up?” 

We sit on the bench and she starts, “Sophina this isn’t you. I 
get it your mom is no longer there, but you're going to have 
to accept the fact and move on. Right now all she needs is 
your prayers more than anything. Also, why haven't you been 
coming to Sunday school or the mosque?”  

“Zainab I just don't have the same kind of belief in our 
religion. Allah hurt me so much by taking my mom from me, 
and by not accepting my prayers, how can I love a God like 
that?”  
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“Sophina Allah does everything for a reason. This was a test 
for you from Allah. Allah says, 

 اَل يَُكلُِّف اهللُّٰ نَفًۡسا ِاالَّ ُوۡسَعَها ؕ َلَها َما َكَسبَۡت َوَعَليَۡها َما اۡكتََسبَۡت

 ‘Allah does not lay responsibility on anyone beyond his 
capacity.’ This means Allah will not burden you with anything 
you can’t handle. Our religion is the best.”  

“Wait, Zainab stop. How is Islam the best religion? What 
makes it better than the other religions?”  

“Sophina, how are you asking this question?! You've practiced 
this religion your whole life you should know this. Before I 
answer your question, I have a question. What is Islam to 
you?” 

“Islam to me is just like any other religion, I was brought up a 
Muslim, and was told this is my religion and I didn’t question 
it.”  

“Sophina, Islam is so much more than that. Imam Jaffer as 
Sadiq has said that Islam is the religion of fairness. It’s special 
because did you know that our holy book the Quran is the 
only holy book that can be memorized and that when 9/11 
took place the Quran was the most read book, also Islam is 
the second-largest religion in the world as well as the worlds 
fastest-growing religion. Sophina the problem is that you 
have lost faith, you don’t even know what Islam and being 
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Muslim is to you, because from our conversation you were 
born Muslim but don't know why your religion is so amazing. 
However, having faith will help you overcome your grief. I’m 
proud to be a Muslim and you should be too. Maybe this test 
came so that you could become closer to Allah. You should 
start with reading the Quran, but before that, the first step is 
having faith, and from there you'll see a change in your life.”  

“Thank you so much for this talk Zainab I needed it.”  

“Of course Sophina, anytime!” 

I had never seen Zainab this intense in a conversation before 
and some of her words stung deep and That’s when I took a 
leap of faith and started taking more of an interest in the 
religion of Islam. It was absurd, I only used to read the Quran 
in Ramadan and now I was reading it by choice. Reading the 
Qur'an in a language that I didn’t understand was not useful 
to me so I decided to also read the English translation to have 
a better understanding.  

It’s been a whole year since my mom has passed away. The 
Quran had helped me a lot, but I was still in search for that 
inner peace and tranquility, so my dad decided to take me to 
some orphanages in Africa to see people that are less 
fortunate than me. What I saw was traumatizing, there were 
kids who had grown up with no parents at all, and kids who 
didn't have a meal to eat three times a day, and that day I 
promised myself that I wouldn’t do israf and only take as 
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much I can eat because some people in the world were dying 
of hunger. This experience was life-changing for me, it 
showed me how lucky I was compared to them. One thing I 
noticed about all the kids was that they were all so happy 
despite not having parents. They inspired me to change as a 
person in so many ways, I started looking at life from a 
different perspective and had decided to take the 
responsibility of helping run a charity.  

Allah had shown his mercy to me in so many ways that I 
never realized, this was my way of showing that I was 
thankful to him. I also took more of an interest in Sunday 
School, my favorite subject being Akhlaq. Akhlaq had taught 
me to have good morals. I started excepting Islam in a more 
meaningful way and had found the pride of being a Muslim 
like Zainab had, and to show this I started wearing the hijab. 
The hijab reminded me that I was carrying the banner of 
Islam. My mother once told me that the Prophet has said, “I 
leave behind two worthy things, “the Quran” and “the 
Ahlulbayt” and when a person has found these two things 
they will never be misguided.” 

�  

“The Contest” by Diyaa

“That’s it Maryam! I don’t care what you say, you are NOT 
going to bed later than 10 pm. Do you hear me?” Mummy 
screamed at me one evening. 
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I was hurt. No one else my age went to bed at 10!!! Just 
yesterday Tessa smirked that her parents let her stay up as 
long as she wants on weekends. She didn’t have to miss ANY 
of the new sitcom that everyone else is watching at school. I 
was furious the next day when I had to sit through her 
blabbering about all the major plot twists. It’s like she had 
every word of it memorized. As soon as I got home I ran to 
the TV in hopes of catching at least some of the new episode, 
but Ahmad was already sitting on the couch in front of the 
TV screaming into his headset about how he had the most 
“epic win” in his latest Fortnite battle. 

As I continued to try and convince Mummy to let me stay up 
later, Soraya came waltzing into the room showing off the 
new tiara she had gotten for her 6th birthday. The crown was 
perched atop the messy brown curls that fell lightly over her 
shoulders. Her figure was almost doll like and she was 
regularly doted on by my parents. I watched with envy as 
Mummy quickly ran to Soraya in order to attend to her every 
need. ‘Soraya this, Soraya that’. She got everything she ever 
wanted! 

After being neglected by Mummy yet again I dashed upstairs 
in hopes of talking to the one person who actually cared. 

Aiman was one of my best friends since I was only Soraya’s 
age and we have helped each other out with everything. I 
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dialed her number from memory and she picks up the phone 
in seconds. 

“Salaam alaikum Aiman how's it going?” I ask. 

“Alaikum Salaam Maryam. What did your parents say about 
being able to stay up later?” Aiman replies. 

“Well…. I mean I guess you could say it went better than last 
time, when she didn't even get the chance to hear anything I 
said because she had to go do ‘adult stuff.’ Really, I think she 
just went to lie down and talk about how her life is so hard 
with her mom friends. This time, at least I could get past the 
first sentence before she exploded. Apparently I don't act 
responsible enough for her to let me stay up that late,” I 
snapped. 

“Oh Maryam it can't be that bad! Why don't you try 
babysitting Soraya for an evening? Maybe then she could see 
that you are quite responsible,” she suggested. 

“That actually wouldn't be a bad idea if mom would be able 
to part with Soraya for long enough that she would need a 
babysitter! I don't think she has even stayed without mom for 
a night! Well, enough talk about my family. What did I miss 
from Sunday school last week?" I questioned. 

“Well,” she explained, “Sister Fatima was talking about a 
video contest that's being held at the mosque next month! 
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Apparently there is going to be a big prize and the winner of 
the contest gets their name printed in the paper!” At those 
words my heart started to flutter like a butterfly. This would 
be the perfect way to show my mom that I'm responsible 
enough. Maybe if I keep it a surprise from her… 

“Are you entering?” I ask quickly not wanting to be rude. I 
knew Aiman wasn’t really good with computers and 
technology. “Maybe we can work together on the project?” 

“Well you know it’s not really my kind of thing Maryam,” she 
explained, “....but I think you could do really well with this. 
I’ll send you the link to the contest.” 

A few minutes later I’m scrolling through the rules for the 
contest. I notice the due date and realize I have about a 
month to work. Excited, I quickly pull out a notebook and get 
to work planning topics to cover about the video. The theme 
was strictly “Akhlaq.” Most of my memories aren’t too fond 
with the topic considering that elders always screeched about 
how us kids these days have no good morals. Well… except 
for Soraya. But I quickly brush away the thought of my 
annoying younger sister. As I continue with my search I find 
tons of interesting things on the topic, and surprisingly there 
were some good ideas in Islam on how to live your life. From 
the basic needs like food and sleep, to deeper topics on self 
identity. The topics even continued to major issues in the 
modern era like minimizing waste and planting trees! 
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As the weeks went on my excitement only grew. Everyday 
after school I would rush up the stairs and hurry to my room. 
I would slam the door shut and form my script, research, and 
eventually even start filming! I even got my friend Eshal to 
help me film and edit. Meanwhile, my family didn't ask many 
questions as to what I was up too. Most of the time I would 
just ignore Soraya's plea to play with her and Ahmad's 
teasing that I had become a zombie. Soon no one even 
thought twice when I boarded myself in my den. 

So I was surprised two weeks later when I came home to 
Mummy asking me to play with Soraya while she was 
cooking in the kitchen. Maybe I would have relented but 
today was a major film day and I wanted to be somewhere 
else. So I simply turned around and told her for the millionth 
time that I was busy. 

As I rushed up the stairs I felt a sharp plastic object pierce the 
sole of my foot. All of a sudden I was flying backwards, my 
legs rushing out from under me. I felt my stomach squeeze 
up in anticipation of cold, dark pain. Quickly I grabbed on to 
the stair rail and twisted my feet so that they could feel the 
kiss of the cold hard floor. My body sighed in relief as the 
sound of the pulse in my ear slowly came to a rest. 

Finally sure I wouldn't slip again I looked around for the 
source of my fall. That's when I saw it. The plastic rectangle 
with small circular grooves covering the surface. Soraya's 
Lego. Suddenly my humiliation and relief turned to hard 
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anger. In no time I was rushing back to the room that I had 
just left with only one thought. Revenge. 

When I got to the kitchen I registered Mummy stirring a pot 
of cooked veggies and Ahmad texting away on his phone. 
Finally I saw Soraya sitting on the floor playing with her 
blocks. I stomped towards her and slammed my foot to the 
floor. The kitchen seemed to have a warm family aura but I 
was too cold and angry to notice. Then I screamed, “Soraya 
what is wrong with you!? Why can't you learn how to pick up 
after yourself? You are 6 years old and you should stop acting 
like a spoiled princess. Your Lego pieces are all over the stairs 
and I nearly tripped on them. Did you want me to fall and 
hurt myself. Do you want to kill your own sister!?” 

Soraya looked up at me in shock. The shock slowly turned to 
panic and too soon her face scrunched up as tears poured 
down her cheek and flew to the floor. Tears I had caused. I 
had a sudden moment of guilt which overwhelmed me and I 
had the urge to apologize. But it was quickly scratched out as 
my mom’s shrill voice filled the now cold and empty kitchen. 
The warmth radiating from the kitchen was now snuffed out 
by my anger. Suddenly it was too much to bear and I was 
storming away once more to my sanctuary, my mother’s 
angry voice following me in my wake. Haunting me like a 
ghost. 

*** 
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The next few weeks were a blur as I worked to perfect the 
project. Finally, two days before the deadline I had finished 
the video. My friends and I agreed to meet each other at the 
fair before I would have to line up with the other contestants 
in order to present my video to the judges. I was so excited 
with the knowledge that soon the whole world would be able 
to see the amazing video I created. As I continued with my 
fantasies, a knock at the door suddenly jerked me awake, and 
a small face peeked through the door. It was Soraya but her 
usual cheeky smile was replaced with an air of seriousness 
that I didn’t expect from her. 

“Umm… Maryam do you mind if I could talk to you about 
something?” She asked quietly. At first I was surprised but I 
quickly got over it as I remembered the events from the past 
few weeks. She was probably just trying to get me to play 
with her again. 

Angrily I replied, “Soraya seriously, you should know by now 
that I just don’t want to play with you, Okay? It’s just not 
working out.” 

“But….” 

“No buts Soraya! You need to understand I just need some 
alone time. Please.” 

“I understand but…” 
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“Then you’ll understand that this is what I need.” At that she 
finally relented and left my room. 

I was surprised that I actually felt a bit sad watching her go 
but I really didn’t want to get into a fight with her once more 
and I knew it was for the best. A few minutes later I got up 
and pulled on my hijab before making my way towards the 
stairs. For a second I had a sudden déjà vu moment but I 
quickly cast it aside. Maybe the conversation with Soraya was 
still bothering me and this was just an after effect. I promised 
myself I’d make it up to her later. 

As I was clambering down the steps once more I got weirdly 
nervous. Soon, I realized the problem as a sudden 
unexpected pain charged through my foot. I cried out as the 
familiar sharp point of a Lego block pinched the sole of my 
feet. This time though, I was so surprised that I didn’t even 
think to stop myself. This time though, all I saw was 
darkness. This time, all I saw was my sister’s horrified face as 
I tumbled down the stairs…….. 

*** 
Hours passed by and I was still lying in a hospital bed with 
bandages wrapped around my head and my arm in a cast. I 
was miserable. When I had first woken up a few hours after 
the accident it had all come spilling out. The contest, and 
how I would never be able to follow my dream. At that point 
I hadn’t cared about anything. All I wanted was to find some 
comfort in any place possible. My mom had wrapped me into 
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a hug as the words and sobs came cascading out of my 
mouth. I wasn’t sure what was worse: the physical pain from 
getting stitches or the emotional pain from all of this 
craziness. My whole family tried to soothe me but even they 
could tell that nothing could cheer me up. They had 
promised to come visit me as soon as possible and got on 
their way. 

Now I was waiting in bed for my family to come and meet 
me. I couldn’t wait, considering I didn’t have much company 
besides the nurses. One of my favourite nurses (who told me 
to call her Jessica) actively tried to keep me company. She 
was an extremely cheerful person and was probably the most 
interesting thing in the four walls of my drabby and 
depressing prison. So I wasn’t very suspicious when she came 
into the room with a huge smile pasted on her face. No, I was 
more worried when she started to neaten up the room and 
helped to prop me up a bit more than usual. 

“What's going on?” I questioned. “You seem a lot more antsy 
than usual.” 

“Well,” she countered, “I would think you would know but… 
someone is coming to visit you.” I stared at her not 
understanding. Who would come now? I had already seen 
my family and friends the day before so it couldn't be any of 
them. 
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My thoughts were suddenly interrupted by a high pitched 
squelch voice. 

“HI hi hi Maryam!!!” Soraya screamed. “Guess what? Your 
movie won, your movie won!” I stared at her not knowing 
what to say or do. It took me a while to comprehend those 
words and slowly a group of people entered the room 
including my family and two other young women wearing 
beautifully wrapped hijabs. Both wore kind smiles as their 
eyes darted over all the bandages covering my body. 

My eyes wandered back over to my parents who were 
watching her with love and wonder. She realized that they 
were proud of her! But what for? Definitely not falling down 
the stairs! Then I remembered Soraya's words and my eyes 
widened in supreme. 

“Is it true?” I asked, still not believing the words Soraya had 
uttered. 

All of a sudden Ahmad was running towards her excitedly 
screaming, “It is. It is Maryam! Soraya thought of this idea 
and, and, Mummy and Papa they, they…” 

“That's enough Ahmad!” My parents interrupted. “Let her talk 
to sister Sabriyya and sister Sahar. They came to talk to 
Maryam. " I turned my attention towards the two ladies 
pulling up chairs to sit by my bed. 
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“Maryam,” sister Sahar started, “we wanted to talk to you 
about the video you created surrounding the topic of akhlaq. 
Your family approached us on the day of the contest about 
your situation and we decided that we could make an 
exception for you. Once we watched the video we found that 
we loved it and we wanted you to know that...well ... we 
decided that it really was amazing and we wanted to show it 
to the world! We just wanted to get your permission.” 

“I'd love to,” I reply, “but do you mind if I talk to my parents 
about it first?” 

“Sure Maryam. You can contact us whenever you are ready.” 

As the two ladies walked out of the room my family came to 
move close to the edge of my bed. I smiled up at them and 
Mummy and Papa pulled me into a tight squeeze. We talked 
about the video and decided we would take the offer. I soon 
figured out that it was actually Soraya who had seen me so 
sad and had originally thought of the idea. 

Surprised, I turned towards Soraya and smiled. She gave me 
a cautious smile back and I remembered that me and her had 
been on horrid terms with each other. I continued to ponder 
why she had done what she did when she quickly interrupted 
my thoughts. 
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“I'm really sorry Maryam, about me being so horrid to you. I 
really just wanted to make it up to you and you kept ignoring 
me every time I tried. And…” 

As she started to remake on about how it was her fault that I 
was in this situation I quickly decided to stop her. It was my 
fault and I should be the one to say sorry. I realized at that 
moment how lucky I was to have a sister who was willing to 
take the blame for something her older sister did. I realized it 
was time I showed her the respect she deserved. 

“Soraya it isn't your fault! It's my fault for being such a 
meanie. I didn't respect you…. Any of you in the family. I was 
just so jealous that you guys seem to have perfect lives. But 
now I see that's not true. I have my problems yes, but you do 
too, and I'm lucky to have you guys here to help me through 
it.” 

*** 
A few days later I finally submitted my video to the contest. I 
had decided to take my original video and change it a bit. 
When I had first asked Soraya to help me on an extra clip for 
my video she had been extremely confused. But I had slowly 
shown her what my plan was. I had decided that the video 
wouldn't be complete without a small part about the 
importance of respect towards my family. I was sprites to find 
that me and Soraya actually had an amazing time together! 
Soraya was patient with the camera and she was even 
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present in a few scenes! I found that this version of the video 
turned out better than the last one! 

Sure, me and Soraya now fight from time to time like normal 
kids, but a lot of the time I find that we are on the same 
team. We help each other out at each turn and support each 
other when needed. My mom and dad still yell at me but now 
I find that I have more patience with their decisions. My 
family came a long way together and I'm proud of it. When 
the time comes I know that I will always have them there to 
help me. They are the wind beneath my wings and I can 
count on them. As I changed, my parents changed along with 
me and eventually they decided to finally change my bed 
time to 11 and I got to watch the sitcom I had been dying to 
watch! But I soon found that it was a lot more enjoyable to 
watch the show a day late... with my family around me.  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ON PRESERVING OUR 
ENVIRONMENT 

These next stories speak to the importance of not 
wasting, of caring for our Earth, and keeping our deen 
green. 

  

“Saliha’s Speech” by Fatema Zahra Mithwani

Ever since we moved here, to the Lush Lands, I’ve felt lonelier 
than ever. The lakes of shimmering sapphire, edged with 
trees of striking evergreen, are lovely, but nothing will ever 
beat the breathtaking beauty of my true home. 

My name is Saliha, and I am 10 years old. Today, I start at a 
new school, and I’d do anything to give up my place. Will I be 
the only person wearing a hijab? Will people make fun of 
me? 

These worrisome thoughts kept boring holes into my brain, 
no matter how hard I tried to fight them. 
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“Still worried about school? Here, take this.” my mum 
insisted, pressing my well-worn 99 Names of Allah pocket 
du’a book into my hand. 

“We all go through difficult situations. It’s important to make 
the best of them and always stay hopeful. Allah is Al-Wadud: 
the All Loving! Remember that He loves you 70 times more 
than I do! 

And if you act responsibly and show good akhlaq towards 
others, by adopting qualities from His Blessed Names, you’ll 
do great! For our Holy Prophet has said, ‘Adopt in yourself 
the akhlaq of Allah.’ 

And did you know, that in doing so, you’ll get painted by the 
Greatest Artist Himself, in His Colours? ‘The Colours of Allah. 
And who is better than Allah at colouring? And Him do we 
worship.’ The Holy Qur’an 2: 138  

Now go, my sweet girl, and remember what I’ve told you.” 

As I left, I thought about my mum’s advice. 

Allah is Al-Mughni: the Enricher, and He’d surely enrich my 
life through all the knowledge I’d gain at my new school! 
Perhaps I could also then find a way to enrich others in the 
same way. 
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Finally, the moment I’d been dreading was at hand, for there 
it stood, looming over me, the entrance to the scariest place 
on earth! School! 

As I walked past the gates of doom, I felt heads turn and 
stare. I wanted to sink into the ground, or turn invisible, and 
didn’t even notice another girl approaching, until she 
cheerfully said, 

“Hi! I’m Jean! Are you new? I haven’t seen you around 
before? Where are you from? What class are you…I’m…sorry, 
I talk a lot!” 

“I’m Saliha, and yes, I’m new. There’s no need to be sorry! It’s 
good to talk.” 

As we spoke, the bell rang, so we made our way to class. I 
felt so thankful. Indeed, Allah was Ar-Rahman: the 
Compassionate! I finally had a friend! 

When we got there, our teacher, Mrs Brown, introduced me, 
before announcing that it was everyone’s favourite day – 
Story Day! We’d all get to show off how creative we could be 
by sharing stories in turn. 

Danny spoke of aliens, while Sunny took us on an Amazonian 
adventure. Soon after, it was my turn! Nervously, I began. 

�84



“There was once a group of islands that stretched out like 
jewels across the Optimism Ocean, but of these, the smallest, 
but most exquisite, was Taqwa Island, with its shining 
lagoons overflowing with sweet water, and silky sand to meet 
your wildest expectations. 

Allah is Al-Majeed: the Majestic, All-Glorious One! He is Al-
Musawwir: the Artist and Designer! For this was a place of… 

rolling hills immense with wonder 
where an elegance of emerald resides 
where tulips sway to bluebell chimes 
where nature, with colour, collides 

But trouble was brewing. The neighbouring islanders were so 
greedy that they had eaten up all the vegetation, and hunted 
out all the fish, on their own islands, by taking much more 
than they needed. Their wastefulness (israf) had led to 
devastation, but they still hadn’t learnt their lesson. 

Now they’d set their sights on Taqwa Island! At first, the 
kindly locals shared their produce, but they wanted more and 
more. Turning hostile, they attacked all who tried to stop 
them! There was no choice but to leave and seek refuge 
elsewhere. 

And so, one night, the signal was given: a lantern hung up on 
the Tree of Trust! The Taqwa islanders silently made their 
way to the harbour, grief-stricken. 
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Amongst the leavers was a girl whose name you’ll soon find 
out…but first, the story!” I said. 

“As they loaded their belongings onto small boats and set off 
towards the Righteous River, they were terrified, for 
treacherous rapids lay ahead! 

Foamy water slammed across ragged rocks, teeth bared, 
showing no kindness. 

Suddenly, the girl recited the following Qur’anic verse – 7: 
180: ‘And to Allah belong the best names, so invoke Him by 
them.’ 

Come on, everyone! Recite with me: Ya-Raqeebu: O Watcher! 
Ya-Hafeedhu: O Preserver! Help us! 

What happened next was miraculous. A huge protective 
bubble sprang up over them, and their boats glided smoothly 
over the crags! 

Allah was Al-Malik: The King! He was Ar-Rahim: The 
Merciful! Indeed, He was Al-Fattah: The Opener of the doors 
to relief… 

And so it was that they eventually reached a distant land, 
where they started over, as refugees. Truly, Allah is As-
Salaam: the Giver of Peace! 

�86



As for the girl in the story? Well…that wasn’t just any story…
that was my story. 

Now, us islanders miss our old lives, but today, I’m raising 
awareness and asking for funding, so that our land may 
thrive again! 

And as for this covering on my head? It’s called hijab, and I 
wear it proudly as a mark of my Muslim faith. 

So…who’s with me? Who will help the Taqwa Island 
campaign?” I asked, and was taken aback by the loud claps 
and cheers, accompanied by a resounding chorus of,  

“We will! We’re with you!” that reverberated throughout the 
class. 

It’s now the end of the school year, and, with the help of 
many charitable souls, £70,000 has been raised so far! Team 
work makes the dream work. 

And if you place your trust in Allah, there’s nothing you can’t 
achieve!

‘And whoever puts his trust in Allah, He will suffice him. Lo! 
Allah brings His commands to pass. Allah has set a measure 
for all things.’ The Holy Qur’an, Chapter 65, Verses 2-3.
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“Our Deen is Green” by Zahraa Mustapha 

Sara and her friends, Maryam, Zeinab and Malak, were 
having a blast at scout summer camp. They were canoeing, 
hiking in the woods and camp fires every evening while 
listening to the sheikh. 

Tonight’s lecture was about israf. After salat, everyone 
gathered around the campfire. The sheikh began with a 
Hadith, “There is no goodness in israf and there is no israf in 
goodness.” He spoke about how israf is a great sin and that 
we should never practice it. They heard about how the 
Prophet (S) used to wipe his plate clean after meals and not 
waste food or other resources. Sara listened carefully. Yet, she 
was one of the few who did. 

At salat al-fajir, she noticed that the water was still running 
while her friend Zeinab was drying her hands and talking to 
Maryam. She quickly reminded Zeinab to close the faucet in 
order not to waste. 
At lunch, she was shocked to see the amount of food that was 
being wasted. Some kids piled mountain loads of rice on 
their plate, definitely more than they could eat! 

That night Sara felt troubled. Would Allah SWT and the 
ahlulbayt be happy with the actions she witnessed that day? 
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Shouldn’t she do something about it? She raised her hands to 
the sky and recited a special duaa. Asking Allah SWT to guide 
her to good action. 

The next day, it was the end of camp. In the bus ride home, 
Sara turned over to her friends and scout leader Israa and 
asked: Don’t you think that we humans waste more than we 
are supposed to? Israa replied: Yes, I agree, Allah (swt) made 
us guardians over animals and nature. Our responsibility is to 
take care of them and not to waste them. 

When they arrived at the scout house, Sara came up with a 
great idea! She rushed to her scout chef and said, “How 
about we start a movement that helps us stop wasting? It is 
not part of our akhlaq as Muslims and as scouts to be 
wasteful! We could do campaigns to raise awareness. After all 
our Deen is green!”  

“That’s a great idea Sara!,” replied Issraa, “You should share 
your ideas at our next meeting.” 

After Sara’s presentation, everyone was so excited to get 
started. Let’s call ourselves the “Eco-sisters,” suggested 
Malak. Everyone loved the idea and they started 
brainstorming ideas together. 

During the next month, they distributed recycling bins to 
each group and taught them how to use them. 
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Zeinab came up with the idea of doing a competition 
between the scout groups on doing proper wudu without 
wasting water. The winning group demonstrated their 
technique in front of everyone and they all got to practice. 

The Eco-sisters then planned a trip to the nearest eco-center 
to learn more ways to be environmentally friendly. There, 
they learned about composting and gardening. Inspired 
Malak proposed starting a green roof on top of the scout 
house. 

The groups worked very hard for a few months building 
planters, planting seeds and nurturing them. They made a 
salad with their first vegetables. Everyone was so appreciative 
of the fruits of their labor that they did not leave one bite! 
Sara couldn’t help smiling when she saw this. How merciful 
is our creator that he keeps giving despite all our wasting! 
She thought. 

At the next summer camp, one year later, the eco-sisters 
received their eco-badges in honor of their hard work. In the 
midst of loud salawats and applause Sarah took a moment to 
whisper a prayer of thanks to the Almighty for his guidance. 
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“Waste Disgraced” by Maryam Allebban  

RRRRRRIIIIIIINNNNNNNGGGG! The bell sounded as lunch 
started at Beacon Middle School. Malik turned to Ali and 
said, “So what did you pack for the field trip?” as they 
grabbed a salad from the buffet.  

“Just some snacks, money, and a camera,” Ali replied. The 
two boys went outside to eat their lunch.  

“Whoa, man! Are you sure you’re gonna eat all that food?” 
Ali asked.  

“I don’t know but who cares? Anyway, I’m most excited about 
the wildlife. You know how much I love animals. How about 
you?”  

“Old Faithful, the Geyser, of course,” Ali replied. When the 
two friends went to throw away their trash, Malik dumped 
his entire tray in the garbage bin.  

“Hey man, you know the school divided these bins up for a 
reason. Take an extra few seconds to sort your trash and 
protect the environment!” Ali was concerned.  

“Eh, whatever. Who does it hurt? Nobody.”  
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“You know, ‘Allah does not love the wasteful’ (7:31) Plus, we 
have a responsibility towards our environment. Just saying,” 
Ali protested.  

The day of the field trip came quickly. “Come on, Malik! Let’s 
get good seats on the bus. I downloaded movies for the 
road!” Ali exclaimed.  

“I brought snacks! It’s a good thing we’re taking a tour bus 
instead of a lame school bus!” Malik replied, stepping onto 
the bus.  

“I can’t wait to go to Yellowstone National park!” exclaimed a 
student. “All right kids. You ready? Make sure to have good 
akhlaq by respecting others and keeping your hands to 
yourself. Bismillah!” the bus driver started moving.  

“Whew! After two hours, we are finally here. We’re in 
Wyoming!” Malik said whilst stepping off the bus. He felt the 
heat like a blast of wind. Malik could see the mountains in 
the distance.  

“Ok, class,” The teacher, Mr. Mark, got off the bus. “Let’s go 
to the Visitor Center first.” Everybody swarmed into the 
Visitor Center. They checked in and picked up a trail map 
guide. Then the class set off for their first hike.  

“WHOA!!” Malik screamed, “BISON!!” There was a herd of 
bison roaming on the grassland. “This is like a dream come 
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true! I’ve always wanted to see a bison! SubhanAllah!” Malik 
whispered to himself. The students continued on hiking lower 
in elevation as they approached Yellowstone Waterfall. They 
enjoyed the spectacular views and were amazed at how the 
river carved out the shape of this canyon. Ali stood in awe.  

“I am so thankful to Allah for coming here to see this,” he 
said to himself. The students were proud to complete this 
trail. They began the climb back up.  

Something caught Malik’s eye. It was a sign. He walked over 
to it and it read:  

PLEASE DO NOT WASTE OR LITTER. 
IF YOU DO, THERE WILL BE NO CLEAN HOME FOR ANIMALS TO LIVE 

IN AND THEY CAN POSSIBLY GO EXTINCT.  
THANK YOU.  

NATIONAL PARK SERVICE.  

It was then when Malik suddenly realized that he had been 
careless of the environment. He thought to himself: Oh man! 
I’ve been littering and wasteful, only thinking about myself.  

Malik spent the ride home reflecting on how he can become a 
better steward of the environment. He now realizes we share 
the Earth with all of Allah’s creations and we each have a 
responsibility to care for it.  
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When the bus driver made the final stop--Malik’s street--
Malik got down, ran to his house, and went straight up to his 
room. His parents noticed.  

“I’m going to check on him,” his mother said. Malik’s mother 
went upstairs to find him sitting on his bed. He was definitely 
deep in thought.  “Honey, can I come in?” No answer. Maybe 
he couldn’t hear her. She made her voice louder, “Honey, can 
I come in?” Malik turned.  

“Of course, mom.”  

She sat down by him, “How was the trip?”  

“It was great. The park was beautiful. I saw a bison,” Malik 
replied.  

“So then why do you look so sad?” Malik thought for a 
moment. Should I tell her? Then he decided to tell his 
mother what happened and he did.  

“I’m glad you are thinking like that,” his mom said. “It is good 
Akhlaq to reflect on your actions and to show God you are 
thankful for his blessings, and he will have mercy on you. 
After all, God is the most merciful. In the holy Quran, he 
reminds us, ‘And the earth, He has spread out for all 
creatures.’ (7:31)  
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“Israf” by Zoya Syeda Raza 

 “Come on Mariam, you’re going to be late for Inayah’s 
birthday party,” Mariam’s mother exclaimed.  

“Ok mom, I’ll be in the car in a minute,” replied Mariam. She 
picked up her best friend Inayah’s present, rushed to the car 
and buckled in. Very quickly her mother sped off and was on 
the highway. In thirty minutes they arrived at Inayah’s house. 
Mariam was super excited! She glanced at her watch. It said 
5:00. Perfect! She thought. She had arrived right on time to 
enjoy the entire party.  

Mariam rang the doorbell and Inayah quickly opened the 
door and hugged her tightly. “Mariam, you’re the first one 
here!” 

 Within no time all the other friends arrived and the 
party began. All the kids started playing games. Mariam 
grabbed Inayah’s hand and raced to the bouncy house. They 
bounced up and down for sometime until Mariam saw the 
face paint table. “Inayah, you want to get some face paint?” 
asked Mariam.  

 “Sure!” Inayah nodded. They both ran towards the 
face paint station. Mariam had a heart painted on her hand 
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while Inayah got a gold star painted on hers. Next, they 
headed off to get cake and pizza. 
  
 The other friends had already started eating. Mariam 
and Inayah both got a couple of slices of veggie pizza and 
joined their friends. They finished the first serving very 
quickly so Mariam went to get another one as she was still 
hungry. When she was close to the serving table, she noticed 
a girl who looked around her age but wasn’t wearing fancy 
party clothes. Mariam got her food and sat down. Halfway 
through eating her second serving of pizza, Mariam changed 
her mind and casually tossed away the pizza in the trash can. 
While cleaning her hands with the napkin, Mariam asked 
Inayah who the girl was. “She is the helper’s daughter, her 
name is Fizza,” said Inayah. Mariam looked at Fizza and 
smiled pleasantly.  

 Seeing the friendly face, Fizza sheepishly asked 
Mariam, “What does a pizza taste like?” Mariam was 
confused. A girl almost nine years of age didn’t know what 
pizza tastes like? No way. She was perplexed.  

 “It tastes like cheese and vegetables on bread,” 
Mariam replied quickly to break the silence. Then Mariam sat 
quietly and wondered what else Fizza might be missing out 
on in life. 

 Mariam kept thinking about how a small thing like 
pizza that she took for granted was something that another 
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girl of her age had never tasted. She felt extremely guilty. She 
wasted food so easily without giving it a second thought. I 
should not have thrown away the second slice of pizza she 
thought I should have saved it for later. Her casual attitude 
towards israf (wasting food) started bothering her 
tremendously. Mariam recalled how her mother repeatedly 
reminded her that it’s said in the quran, “And eat and drink 
and do not waste. Indeed people who waste are not liked by 
Him.” (Al-Araaf 7:31) But it’s significance had not sunk into 
her until now. Food is a blessing. Alhamdullilah, I’m one of 
the lucky ones to receive it in such abundance. Not everyone 
is fortunate enough to get good nutritious food so easily. 
There is no reason why I should waste food, Mariam thought. 
In her heart, she asked Allah for forgiveness and promised 
never to waste food again. 

 Suddenly an idea sparked in Mariam head. She ran 
towards Inayah’s mom and asked “Do you mind if I give a 
box of pizza to Fizza?” 

 “Sure, of course you can,” replied Inayah’s mom. 
Mariam handed a box of chicken pizza to Fizza and with an 
ear to ear smile on her face said, “The Holy Prophet (S) has 
said ‘The most loved food to Allah is that which is touched by 
many hands (shared).’” With tears of happiness sparkling in 
her eyes, Fizza grabbed the box and thanked Mariam. Fizza 
gave Mariam an affectionate hug while wiping the tears that 
rolled down her cheek. Mariam felt content for doing this 
small act of kindness. 
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 As soon as Mariam’s mother came to pick her up, 
Mariam got in the car and said to her, “You know mom, today 
I truly understand why you say not to waste food. Some 
people are not as fortunate as others and today I have really 
learned that.” Mariam told her mother all about Fizza and 
how shocked she was when she realized that Fizza had never 
had pizza before. Very excitedly she also told her mother 
about how she gave a box of pizza to Fizza.  

 Mariam’s mother was very proud of her and hugged 
her and said, “That’s an incredibly thoughtful deed! May you 
always think about the less privileged and share your 
blessings with them InshaAllah.”
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ON FANTASTICAL WORLDS 

These short stories explore fantasy worlds with 
important themes of good akhlaq. These works of 
fiction imagine different kingdoms and adventures, 
and showcase the truly creative side of our youth.  

  

“The Trampoline Portal” by Asiyah Arastu 

 Every day was garbage day in Barakah. Hidden behind 
the mansions on the main boulevard ran a narrow alleyway 
where trash bins overflowed and trash-ferries abounded. But 
even if it was garbage day every day for the rest of Barakah, 
for one ferry-girl, each day was a treasure hunt. And she 
always succeeded in her quest.  

 In the gloomy alleyway, Kawthar’s collecting cart 
shone with color. It had separate compartments, and she had 
hand-decorated and labelled everything. Above all the labels 
ran the following inscription in elegant calligraphy: Eat and 
drink, but do not be wasteful (Q7:31). 

 “Garbage? Any garbage?” she sang. “Any chaff? 
Riffraff? Rubbish, junk, scraps?” 
 Kitchen doors opened their tired mouths to reply, 
spewing forth leftover food, old clothes, new clothes, rejected 
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gifts…   

“Oi, you!” 

 Before she could turn around, a bulging sack nearly 
toppled her cart. Its contents spilled everywhere. Potato peels 
tumbled into fabric scraps. A string of pearls dove into the 
murk of spoiled milk. Soiled handkerchiefs fluttered to the 
ground.   

 “Don’t slink away without doing your job,” snapped 
the same voice.  

 “Yes ma’am,” Kawthar replied with dignity, 
remembering the akhlaq of the imams in the face of mockery. 
She gave her cart a good shake. The potato peels sailed out of 
the fabric scraps, rescued the pearl necklace, and fell into 
place. The handkerchiefs composed themselves and settled 
atop the fabric pile. Kawthar smiled and continued her 
singsong call.  

 Further down the asphalt, two girls hurried out with 
garbage sacks and downcast eyes, then darted back in. When 
they returned, one girl pressed something small and round 
into her hand. Kawthar returned their quick, shy smiles. With 
an extra spring in her step, she and her cart clinked on 
ahead.  
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A good many paces from the last of the houses stood 
an old, rusting gate. Deteriorating letters spelled out 
JUNKYARD. The girl fiddled with a latch and pushed the gate 
open, rolling her cart in as it clanged shut behind her. 

 “We’re home,” she said. 

 She pulled a dangling cord, and the perimeter of the 
junkyard lit up with miniscule bulbs, revealing a space unlike 
any other.  
 Instead of heaps of rubble, the lot contained stalls, 
tables, and even a simple kitchen. At the far end stood racks 
of clothes and displays of exquisite handmade treasures, all 
rescued and restored by Kawthar herself.  

 The Junkyard did not resemble a junkyard in the 
slightest, so, instead, Kawthar called it Gardenhaven. 

*** 
 She wheeled her cart into her warehouse. Anyone else 
would have squirmed before rummaging through what others 
had discarded, but Kawthar’s capable cart made managing 
their wastage (israf) easy. 

 Kawthar gave her trusty cart one last good rattle. Then 
she delved into its depths-- first, into Fabric Scraps. When she 
withdrew her hand, she held a self-folded stack of cloth. 
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 She plunged her hand in again, into a sea of crumpled 
paper. Out came a tidy stack of stationery, perfect for origami, 
or card-making. 

 Kitchen Waste was her personal favorite. Fearlessly, 
she wielded a scoop and entered the goop. She reeled in a 
handful of cherries, then sauteed brussel sprouts, then cheesy 
squash and zucchini coins. She dipped the scoop in again and 
salvaged bowls of peach and mango salsa, ladles of alfredo 
sauce, and mugs of hot chocolate. 

 Thankful for her findings, Kawthar selected what she 
needed and bustled out to prepare for her guests. 

 The redness of the setting sun’s reflection in the 
eastern sky rose overhead. Kawthar took her cue from the sky 
and opened the gates to Gardenhaven.  

*** 
 Slowly, her guests began to arrive-- mainly mothers 
with their children who owned little save for big hearts.  

 “Salam, Kawthar!” one girl called with younger 
brother in tow. 

 “Wa alaykum as salam, Sakinah,” Kawthar said 
warmly. “It’s good to see you again.” 

 “Oh, you work miracles,” Sakinah’s mother said. 
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 “It’s the least I could do.” Under her breath, Kawthar 
prayed that praise would never go to her head. She was 
fulfilling her responsibility to those around her, nothing 
more. 

 She welcomed each comer by name and guided them 
to rugs and blankets on the ground, first for prayer, then 
dinner. 

 With prayer, Gardenhaven sprang to life. Kawthar 
served steaming bowls of soup, warm loaves of bread, and 
fresh fruits and veggies. She helped young girls choose new 
hijabs. Before they all left, she had each child choose a 
handmade keepsake from her shop as a gift, to bring some 
sparkle to their mothers’ careworn eyes. 

 Slowly, Kawthar’s guests filed out, with lighter hearts 
and fuller stomachs than when they had come. Kawthar 
gently closed the gate behind them and pulled the cord. The 
light-spangled fence went dark, replaced by silver sparkles in 
the sky. 

 Escorted by fireflies’ lime-colored lanterns, she made 
her way to a dilapidated skeleton of a trampoline in the far 
corner, with colorful patches on the torn net. This was her 
bed, her playhouse-- a terrible trampoline, but a reliable 
portal. She slipped a pouch goodies from her cart into her 
pocket. With a deep breath, she dove into the opening of the 
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trampoline. A sea of black rubber swallowed her and she 
vanished. 

*** 
 Kawthar emerged in bright sunlight and golden sand. 
To her left white waves lapped the shore. To her right rose a 
sheer cliff. 

 She hopped between the rocks and sand and took off 
running until she neared the cliffs. They were bejeweled with 
gems, streaked with bold stripes of paint, and glittered with 
intricate mosaics.  

 Pink lemonade; uneaten carrots; tomato paste; dark 
roast coffee; chocolate syrup; paprika; molasses; scraps of 
paper, glass, plastic, metal-- every conceivable material she 
used to express her gratitude for God’s mercy and bounty. 
Here, she unleashed every last drop of creative power left in 
her, and all her hidden sorrows washed away. Here, she 
renewed  her hope and strength, so that when she dove into 
the sea to return to her trampoline, she would be ready to 
brave a new day.  

�

“The Greedy Prince” by Eshal Naqvi 

“If a son of Adam were to own a valley full of gold, he would 
desire to have two...”  - Prophet Muhammad (S)  

�104



There once was a kingdom, beautiful as can be, but in that 
kingdom was a child with greed. This child was the prince, 
whatever he wanted, he got. Nobody’d even bother giving it a 
second thought. “Mama, I want a horse,” he’d say, trotting up 
to her with a smile.  

“Sweetheart, of course you can have one! It won’t even take a 
while.”  

The prince smiled a big smile, “I want one with a twin.”  

“Of course love! We’ll even get them a stable to sleep in.” And 
so it went on.  

As he grew older the prince wanted even more. He’d travel 
the cities, going door to door. Somebody had what he 
wanted? Well now it was his. He’d take it away, after paying, 
that is.  More and more the prince got, still more he wanted. 
A castle, a masjid, an eagle, a lout? “Mine, I gotta have it!” 
he’d say with a pout. This prince, he had terrible akhlaq.  

His greed filled many castles, taking from house upon house. 
He was out of control, but stop he would not. Never use it all 
he did, all of it israf.  
One day when out on the hunt for new stuff, the prince found 
a small corner store, from the outside quite rough. On the 
door was a sign, We have what you need. In the name of Allah, 
enter as you please.  
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The prince shook his head, his teeth he did grit. “What I need 
I don’t have, meaning I must have it!”  

Entering the store he saw a lady in red, covered in shawl 
from toe to head. “You have what I need?” said the prince 
with a cry, “I’ll take what you got, no price is too high!”  

The red woman smiled, adjusting her scarf. “What you need 
isn’t an item, but rather a thought. True happiness comes 
from within, you see, it just can’t be bought.”  

“I won’t pay for that nonsense!” said the prince, shaking his 
head, “You must give me something I can hold instead.”  

The red woman nodded, turning to look through her shelf. “I 
might have what you need, something to help yourself.”  

After a little bit of searching the lady pulled out a box, gave it 
to prince to open the top. “This item is the greatest I have in 
my shop.”  

Inside lay a coin, brighter than any he’d seen, shimmering 
and glowing with a golden sheen. The woman said “Careful, 
you must be aware. This coin shall bring happiness, but only 
when used fair.”  

He frowned. Just this coin would bring happiness? (About 
the rest he didn’t care.)  
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“Be careful of greed prince, it’ll only bring sadness.” Waving 
his hand, the prince paid and left.  
Outside he saw a young man, begging for some coin. Seeing 
the prince he raised his head, “Good prince, could I get some 
coin for some bread?”  

The young prince just scoffed, tossing a stone his way. “Go 
earn your own bread, you ugly beggar.” The coin in his 
pocket grew heavier.  
Time passed by, and the prince’s greed only grew. Until the 
day the kingdom was attacked. Down upon their knees fell 
everyone before the knights, but the prince got lucky, he 
escaped just in time. Running and running, he eventually fell. 
His stomach was empty, mouth left dry. He checked in his 
pockets, and found just one coin. It was the one he got from 
the corner store.  

“I need to buy food,” said the prince out loud. But all of the 
shops were closed, not answering his pounds. The prince 
stumbled away, feeling like he would die. With no food or 
coin, all he could do was cry. Somehow he found the beggar 
once more, eating a chunk of bread.  

But when he asked for a piece, all that was said was: “Go 
earn your own bread, you ugly beggar.”  
Hours of walking left the prince’s feet sore. Yet after all that 
wandering, he ended up at a familiar door. A small corner 
shop, where happiness was sold. After just one knock the 
woman opened her door. Seeing the poor prince she 
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exclaimed with a shout, “Y’Allah, you poor child! Come in, 
you’ll catch a cold.”  

Collapsing on a couch, the prince told his tale of woe. All his 
stuff, gone, in one mighty blow! The lady just sighed. “What 
happened with your coin?”  

“My coin? It’s mine, the one thing I have left.”  

She saddened, “You were told to use it well.”  

“And I did!” said the prince, “I kept it with me, safe from any 
theft!”  

“Good prince, you saw the man, asking for bread?”  

He nodded, “He was ugly and filthy, toes to his head.”  

“Did you help the poor man, while you had the chance?”  

“...No,” said the prince, “and I think...that was bad.”  
“Yes,” said the lady, “that is Allah’s creed. It’s your 
responsibility, you must give back, do many good deeds. 
The world is for you, yes, that much is true. However, you 
took from others what they were due. “Your greed was too 
great, and thus all was taken away. Yet this is also a test, 
meaning now, you must pray.”  
“Pray?” said the prince, tears still in his eyes. 
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 “Pray to Allah, to forgive your sins. He is almighty, but also 
all merciful. He will forgive you, grant you another chance, 
for you are his servant, and he loves us all.  

The prince nodded his head, and pray he did. Pouring out his 
heart, he asked for forgiveness. He’d become a better person, 
give to those he could. He would hold no grudges, judge 
nobody he would.  
Once he finally finished, he bid the lady goodbye. “Khuda-
hafis, I’m thankful for all you have done. With yours and 
Allah’s guidance, I hope to do good, even if just by helping 
one.” As he walked out the door he gave the coin to the 
beggar man.  
“...and Allah turns with mercy to those who turn to him in 
repentance.”  

 

“Choose Your Own Path” by Khadeeja 

Alya was wide awake. It was late. She planned to stay up till 
namaz and listened to the sounds of clashing thunder, 
flashing electric blue light visible through the curtains every 
now and then. She sat in bed listening and admiring the 
nature of the thunder. It seemed to be raining needles! Alya 
was thankful that she had shelter to protect her from the 
rain. 
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She thanked Allah for providing this one very peaceful 
moment to sit and reflect upon everything she had been 
doing. She sat quietly awaiting Adhan for Fajir namaz. 
During the time she had to wait till namaz time, she decided 
to continue the computer game she was coding. She was 
about to release version 2 of the game called "Choose Your 
Path". She was in the middle of fixing problems with the 
program when she heard the Adhan. 

She was arguing with herself whether to go pray namaz or to 
continue coding the game for a few minutes, she then 
remembered that it was Allah that gave her all the things she 
wanted and went to pray namaz. She also remembered to 
wake up her mother for namaz. Her mother said, "How 
responsible of you to wake me and yourself up for namaz, I 
almost missed namaz! I am proud of you," and with that the 
two of them went to pray. 

At breakfast time, she helped her mother in the kitchen to 
prepare the breakfast for her family, "Thank you for helping 
me Alya! May Allah always bless you!" her mother smiled.  

"You’re welcome mom," Alya responded with a smile. Alya 
begun breakfast with a silent "Bismillah" and tucked into her 
food. 

Then Alya went back to her computer game since it was her 
holidays from school. She finished coding the game and 
launched it to test it out. Suddenly, the computer screen 
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flashed blank and then an error message came. Alya tried to 
fix the problem when the screen flashed green and she felt a 
strange sensation in her fingers, when she looked at them, 
they were disappearing into the computer. 
She looked around her and realized she wasn't in her 
bedroom.  

"Where am I?" She looked around. "Why am I in a forest?" 
The trees were tall and a dark shade of green. There were 
sounds of insects and creatures and when she looked up, 
there were colorful birds everywhere. She noticed she was 
wearing long pants and a long sleeved shirt, with a hijab that 
was tied neatly in a way that running would not cause it to 
fall off. She was also wearing a backpack with safari and 
adventuring supplies.  

Then suddenly a loud, slow tapping noise came and she 
heard a voice, "Hello User, Welcome to Green Alley. Use your 
camping equipment to protect yourself, and most 
importantly, choose your path wisely." Alya thought, Hmm, 
‘choose your path wisely’ sounds very familiar.' Then the voice 
resumed, "Now, you are standing in front of three different 
paths. One goes through the dangerous dark area, one goes 
through an area with sunshine and no problems at all, and 
one goes through the mysterious mid-forest. There is a 
question you must answer before entering the path you 
choose. You may begin." 
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Alya looked at the different paths. She thought hard, 
remembering that taking shortcuts always come with worse 
consequences, so she eliminated the area with no problems. 
Taking too much danger into her own hands was also not a 
good idea so she eliminated the dark forest, leaving the mid-
forest path. She walked into the mid-forest path. She was 
stopped by a large snake like creature. It was green, with 
black spots and stripes.  

It spoke, “You have chosen the mid-forest path. I am the 
guardian of the mid-forest path. You must answer this 
question, your answer will determine which way you go.” It 
gave Alya time to process the information, then began 
speaking again. “Your question; if you are stuck somewhere, 
it is namaz time, and your food is running low, what would 
your first priority be?”  

Alya thought, 'Allah is merciful, and if I was running out of 
food, he would forgive me for going to find food, but the only 
way to talk to him and the only way we get the right things or 
make right decisions is through namaz, where we sort thoughts 
and we become aware of what we are doing. So that means that 
namaz is more important.'  

Then she said, “I choose namaz as my first priority.” 

A door opened into another forest and she walked through. It 
was becoming zohr time, so she set up camp and prepared 
herself. She noticed a lake nearby and filled her bottle for 
wudhu and drinking. She remembered israf and took only as 
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much as she needed. She had to survive on only fruits and 
canned food. 

Suddenly, the tapping noise started again, it was slow and 
loud this time. Alya knew that the voice was going to say 
something again and she listened carefully. “You have now 
passed the first challenge. Congratulations. The next 
challenge will not be so simple as answering a question. Your 
next challenge: Survive the night.”  

Alya thought 'It sounds pretty easy, but I must be careful. It 
said SURVIVE the night, I wonder what it means?' Alya set up 
camp for the night and went to get some food. When she 
returned, she saw paw prints in the ground. Then she 
suddenly heard a low growl. She remembered how to stay 
safe from animals in the wild, so she set up fire on tall wood 
pieces, then cautiously headed toward the area where the 
low growl came from. Then she heard a strange hissing noise. 
Alya took a flame torch and headed toward the sound. It led 
her around the tent toward a bush, and she soon realized 
that she had forgotten to mount a flame torch behind tent. 
She was curious, and wanted to investigate, she went for the 
bush. A tiger and a cobra were fighting behind the bush, Alya 
nearly screamed. She quickly crept back to her campsite. She 
went into her tent but she couldn't sleep. 

By living in this hostile forest environment, she realized how 
privileged she was to have such a good place to live and 
regretted being picky about lunch at home. She remembered 
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Imam Ali's teachings, “Be happy with what you have, even if 
you can't get what you want.” 

She said “Alhamdulillah” (All praise belongs to Allah), for all 
the things she had when she was at home, and for the family 
she had. She remembered seeing poor people on the streets 
in some countries she visited and remembered Imam Ali 
Reza's teaching, “The best thing a person can do is good 
deeds and give poor people what they need.” All these 
thoughts made her tired, she soon fell asleep. 

The next morning Alya awoke in her tent. She said, 
“ShukarAllhamdulillah I survived the night!”  

The tapping noise came for the third time, “You actually 
survived. Well done. You have now passed the challenge! You 
have finished the game. Thank you for playing ‘Choose Your 
Path’” And that was when she knew she had been trapped in 
her own game.  

She looked around and was finally back home. She noticed, 
not a minute had passed!
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ENDNOTE 

Jazakallah Khair to all the participants of this competition, 
and to the parents who have raised their children so well to 
encourage them to participate in this task. May Allah bless 
the parents and the families of our authors! 

Subhanallah, we are so blessed to see the talent our young 
Muslims have, and we are so excited to see what the future 
will bring as each of these children grow up into the future 
leaders of our communities and inshallah future leaders 
under Imam Mahdi (AJ).  

Kisa Kids welcomes our young authors, especially those 
published in this anthology, to submit other Islamic stories 
and to participate in summer internships (for High School 
and above) at our office in San Jose, California. We hope to 
see more youth involvement at Kisa Kids as we expand our 
community outreach and continue to build the foundation for 
Islamic education. 

- Kisa Kids Team 
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