
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Minaret Adventures

        

        
        
          Ashiq Alibhai

        

        
          Published by Moonstone Minarets, 2023.

        

    


Copyright © 2023 by Ashiq Alibhai.

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact the authors directly.

The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.

Paperback ISBN 9798223507673

Published by Moonstone Minarets



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​The Beast of the White Days

[image: ]




As dawn broke, Omar, the young and devout man, was on his way to the masjid when he discovered a small crowd near the entrance.

"What’s going on?" he asked as he stepped forward. He looked down, and his mouth froze.

Aziz's lifeless form stared back at them. Omar’s heart sank with sorrow and fear, his mind racing to make sense of the gruesome sight before him.

"What a horrible thing!" an old man said.

"Horrible?" another said, a cobbler. "That’s Aziz, the wanted criminal! He’s off the streets, thank Allah!"

"That’s not how it works," a middle-aged man said. "We don’t take the law into our own hands." Kneeling beside the body, he whispered a silent prayer for the departed soul.

"Make way, please," Inspector Rashid said, as he and Constable Yusuf pushed their way through the crowd. They knelt beside the corpse, their faces reflecting the grim reality of their task.

"Another one, Yusuf," Inspector Rashid sighed, his eyes narrowing as he examined the body. "This is the third such incident in as many nights. Something unnatural is at play here."

Constable Yusuf, a seasoned officer with a penchant for folklore, nodded. "Some say it's the work of a jinn, but I've heard whispers of an enormous beast roaming the streets under the full moon."

Omar listened intently, curiosity overcoming his fear. "What could be the reason behind these attacks?" he asked, his voice tinged with concern.

"It's hard to say," Inspector Rashid replied, shaking his head. "All the victims were known criminals, but that doesn't justify such brutality. We’ll figure it out; you’d all best hurry along for the Fajr salah."

With that, the crowd dispersed, most of them entering the masjid for the pre-dawn Fajr prayer.

As the day wore on, the city buzzed with the news of the mysterious deaths. Superstitions mingled with reality, and the tale of a vengeful creature lurking in the moonlit shadows spread like wildfire.

The next evening, a gathering of curious onlookers stood around the scene where Aziz had met his tragic end. Among them was Omar, determined to uncover any clues that might reveal the truth. As he pondered the events that had unfolded, an old shopkeeper named Mahmood approached him.

"Terrible business, isn't it?" Mahmood said, shaking his head. "I've lived in this city for decades, but I've never seen anything like this."

Omar nodded in agreement, and Mahmood continued, "Some say the beast is a punishment from Allah, sent to punish the wicked. Others believe it's a test for the righteous."

"Do you believe in such tales, Mahmood?" Omar inquired, seeking the wisdom of the elder.

Mahmood's eyes gleamed with knowledge as he replied, "I believe in Allah's mysteries, young man. Whether it's a beast or some other calamity, we must seek Allah's guidance to understand its purpose. And who better to ask than our scholars?"

Nodding, determined to seek answers, Omar ventured to the masjid. After he prayed Maghrib, his eyes caught sight of a figure in the corner - a man with a calm presence, observing the congregants with a serene gaze.

Their eyes met, and something passed between them. After the prayers, Omar approached the elderly man with a smile.

"As-salaamu ‘alikum," Omar greeted warmly.

"Wa’alikum as-salaam, young man," the elderly man replied, returning the smile.

As the night sky draped the city once more, Omar and the elderly man sat together in the masjid courtyard, the moon casting a soft glow upon their faces.

"May I ask about your thoughts on these mysterious deaths?" Omar asked, hesitantly broaching the topic.

The elderly man, who introduced himself as Shaykh Ibrahim, leaned back thoughtfully. "These events are indeed troubling, my young friend. The city is engulfed in fear and darkness, and it is up to the righteous to seek Allah's guidance and protect those around them."

As the nights passed, Omar found himself drawn to Shaykh Ibrahim's wisdom. They would sit together in the masjid courtyard, engaging in profound discussions about faith, destiny, right and wrong, and the struggle against evil.

"I believe Allah's divine plan is at work here," Shaykh Ibrahim said, his voice gentle yet firm. "The beast’s actions may seem brutal, but perhaps it serves as a test of the city's faith and resilience."

"Do you think it's a punishment from Allah?" Omar questioned, his mind wrestling with the possibilities.

Shaykh Ibrahim placed a reassuring hand on Omar's shoulder. "Allah is merciful, my dear friend. While we may not fully comprehend His wisdom, we must trust in His divine plan and seek guidance through prayer and reflection."

With each passing day, Omar's respect for Shaykh Ibrahim deepened. The old man's unwavering faith and wisdom, as well as his knowledge of the Qur’an and sunnah, provided solace in times of uncertainty.

One evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon, casting an orange glow over the masjid courtyard, Omar's curiosity got the better of him. "Shaykh Ibrahim," he began hesitantly, "forgive me if this is impolite, but you don't look like you're from around here. Where do you come from?"

A faint smile touched Shaykh Ibrahim's lips, and his eyes glimmered with memories from distant lands. "No offence taken, my dear Omar," he replied gently. "You are perceptive. I am indeed from a far-off, distant land called Al-Qadima, a place that lies beyond the horizons of this city."

The young man's eyes widened with intrigue. "Is it the same city that stories claim was destroyed by jinns?" he asked, his voice hushed.

Shaykh Ibrahim nodded, his gaze momentarily distant. "Indeed, it is the same," he affirmed, "although it has nothing to do with jinns. I come from the ancient city of Al-Qadima, a place that once thrived with culture, wisdom, and prosperity. But alas, time and Allah’s decree have a way of shaping the course of civilizations, and that city is now but a memory."

As the days of Muharram wore on, Omar felt increasingly comfortable at the masjid. The days slipped by as he prayed in the masjid, recited Qur’an, and studied with Shaykh Ibrahim.

One evening, as they sat in the masjid courtyard under the moon's gentle glow, Omar broached a different subject. "Shaykh, I cannot help but feel disheartened by the state of our little town at the edge of the Islamic empire," he said with a hint of sadness in his voice. "The khalifa's neglect to enforce law and order has left us with lawlessness and chaos."

Shaykh Ibrahim nodded thoughtfully. "Indeed, my dear Omar, the absence of justice has cast a shadow over our community. It is during these trying times that our faith and adherence to Allah's teachings become even more critical."

Omar leaned forward, his eyes filled with earnestness. "But Shaykh, I wonder if these events were somehow brought upon us as a consequence of the wickedness that has plagued our streets?"

Shaykh Ibrahim smiled and placed a reassuring hand on Omar's shoulder. "We have discussed this idea many times. It is natural to seek meaning and reason in the face of adversity, but we must be careful not to confuse divine justice with our human understanding. Allah's wisdom is beyond our comprehension, and it is not our place as individuals to take justice into our own hands."

"The Quran teaches us that taking a single life is like killing all of humanity," Shaykh Ibrahim continued. "As believers, we must cherish the sanctity of human life and place our trust in Allah to mete out justice as He deems fit." He frowned. Omar nodded.

As the days of Saffar came, Omar noticed Shaykh Ibrahim became less talkative and increasingly worried.

"Is something bothering you?" Omar asked, on the 12th of Saffar. "Is it because tonight is the 13th, and the beast will appear again?"

Shaykh Ibrahim stayed silent for a long time. "Yes," he said. "What’s more, Khalid Al-Kalb, a ruthless gang leader, was spotted near our town. I fear what this means for us. I do not think the constable and inspector, honest as they are, capable of dealing with such dangerous outlaws. You best run home, Omar."

Frowning, Omar said "it’s almost Maghrib time. I’ll pray in the masjid so I get the 27 times reward, then I’ll go," he said. The shaykh looked sharply at him, but nodded, and said nothing.

After salah, as darkness fell, Omar stayed close to the masjid, determined to see the fearsome beast. He rounded the corner and smacked into someone big.

"Well, look what we have here boys," Khalid Al-Kalb said. His huge hand grabbed Omar, engulphing his face. "Time for a little fun, eh boys?" Cheers erupted around him. He threw Omar into the masjid wall, then drew his dagger.

As the moon reached its zenith, a long, low howl sounded from nearby. Omar stood, his face bleeding, and turned.

Khalid lunged at Omar with a dagger. Before the blade struck, a huge shaggy werewolf sprang between them. Claws and teeth ripped at Khalid, who backed away, bleeding.

"Get him, boys!" Khalid said. He turned. His crew stood, wide-eyed and shaking, then turned and fled.

Trembling, Omar stared at the beast. In the moonlight, it resembled a huge beast. It towered over him, easily nine feet tall, and every inch of its dark grey fur showed rippling muscles. A patch of white fur extended from beneath it’s massive snout..

Khalid scowled and turned back. "Cowards! I ain’t afraid of you!" Khalid said, and drew his sword. He rushed at the beast.

With a swift strike, the werewolf raked its claws across Khalid. He dropped his sword and stepped back, both arms bleeding. He stepped forward again, and the beast rushed him and knocked him backward through the air with one massive arm.

Khalid slammed into a wall and stumbled to his feet. He shook his head. "You ain’t seen the last of us," he sneered, and turned and ran.

The werewolf turned toward Omar, who stood completely still. The creature glanced at him, then turned and melted into the shadows.

Stunned, Omar hesitated, then ran after the werewolf. Something about the way it behaved confused him. He ran, but found only dark, empty streets.

As dawn approached, frustration gnawed at Omar. So far, no other sign of the werewolf. A strange noise drew his attention near the masjid. Curiosity overcoming his weariness, he cautiously approached the source of the sound.

There, amidst the dimly lit masjid courtyard, the werewolf twisted and turned in pain. The fur slowly receded, the snout shank. It fell, and Shaykh Ibrahim stood on the floor

"Shaykh!" Omar said. He rushed to his friend. "You’re ... you ..."

As the adhaan echoed through the air, calling the faithful to prayer, Omar was torn between fear and disbelief. 

"Leave me," shaykh Ibrahim growled. Confused, Omar took a step back, then turned. He fled, not sure where he was going, until he found himself at the entrance to the masjid.

Later that day, as the sun painted the city with its golden hues, Omar mustered the courage to confront Shaykh Ibrahim. He found the elder scholar sitting in the masjid courtyard, deep in contemplation.

"Shaykh," Omar began, his voice tinged with concern, "I have witnessed the truth. Will you kill again tonight?"

Shaykh Ibrahim looked at Omar with a heavy heart, knowing that the burden of his dual identity weighed on both of them. "Omar, my dear young friend," he replied solemnly, "I have struggled with this test that Allah has bestowed upon me. I fear that I may have no choice but to confront evil when it threatens this town and its people."

"But Shaykh," Omar interjected, "your teachings have always emphasised mercy and restraint. You have taught me that taking a single life is like killing all of humanity. Is there no other way?"

Shaykh Ibrahim nodded, acknowledging the wisdom in Omar's words. "You are right, Omar. And I understand the gravity of my actions. I seek guidance from Allah in every moment of doubt. I wish there were another path, but my transformation is beyond my control. I can only pray for strength, patience, and guidance."

"I don’t know," Omar said. "Didn’t Prophet Yusuf spend many years in jail? Didn’t prophet Yaqoob spend decades looking for his son? How can you give up?"

"I am not giving up," shaykh Ibrahim said, and for a moment, Omar saw the powerful beast within. "I struggled with this, every month, for many years now. Sometimes, my nafs overpowers me, and I kill," he whispered. "It requires tremendous strength of will to resist."

"Then take the advice you gave me," Omar said. "Ask Allah to help you, and keep trying. I believe in you."

Shaykh Ibrahim stared at the boy, teary-eyed, then nodded.

As night descended once again, the streets of the city were eerily quiet. Horse hooves pounded in the distance, as Khalid Al-Kalb and his gang charged toward the town. They charged into the town, swords drawn.

The werewolf, a vigilant guardian, sensed the impending danger and swiftly intervened. With swift, non-fatal strikes, it incapacitated the attackers. One by one, injured and unable to fight, they mounted their horses and retreated.

Omar watched in awe as the werewolf defended the town with a purpose that transcended the darkness that possessed it. There was a newfound harmony in the creature's actions, a balance between its primal nature and the wisdom of Shaykh Ibrahim.

As the night drew to a close, Omar ventured into the shadows of the masjid courtyard, where he found the werewolf once more. The werewolf, its eyes filled with an ancient understanding, nodded to Omar,  acknowledging his presence and support.

With a sense of solemn acceptance, Omar understood that Shaykh Ibrahim's struggle was far from over, but there was hope. Hope that the werewolf, guided by faith and compassion, could protect the city without succumbing to the darkness within.

The next morning, the sun rose over the town, illuminating the paths of its inhabitants. Among them was Omar, who walked with a newfound understanding of the complexities of humanity and the power of faith in guiding one's actions.

And deep within the masjid, Shaykh Ibrahim stood, silently offering prayers for strength and guidance as he faced the trials of the white days ahead. As the sky brightened and the adhaan resounded once more, the werewolf transformed back into the venerable scholar, a living testament to the eternal struggle between light and darkness, and the unwavering power of faith and redemption.
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​The Waste
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Bilal and Amir stood at the edge of The Waste, unwavering, courageous, against the monsters lurking within. The sky blazed orange, a backdrop to their daring spirits.

Bilal adjusted the grip on his blade, Dawnbringer, and exchanged a glance with Amir. Their friendship ran deep, carved by the years of battling side-by-side in the Waste. They shared a bond that transcended words, and their eyes spoke of an unspoken promise to protect their town from the horrors of The Waste.

"Ready, Bilal?" Amir's voice held a spark of anticipation, his daggers glinting in the desert sun. His sand-coloured cloak flowed like a warrior's flag, and his stance exuded confidence.

Bilal's response was a determined nod, his heart echoing with the same readiness. The memory of his family, lost to the monsters of the Waste, fueled his every move.

"Always," Bilal answered, his grip tightening on Dawnbringer's hilt. He and Amir shared a common resolve about the monsters that emerged daily from the Waste, and attacked anyone they saw. Entire towns fell to the monsters.

Amir's gaze flickered to the sign above his potion shop, the words "Amir's Elixir Emporium" painted in bold letters. A sense of determination and regret warred within him as he locked the door of his shop. The tinkling of glass vials and the scent of brewing potions seemed to echo in his ears.

"Bilal, I've made a decision," Amir said, his voice tinged with conviction. "This place, my business – it's been my life for the past few months. Alhamdulillah, Allah made me rich through brewing potions using rare ingredients from the monsters. But," he said, "there are things more important than gold right now. I can't stand idly by while the Waste continues to spill forth its horrors."

Bilal nodded, his eyes reflecting the weight of their shared mission. "What are you saying, Amir?"

Amir took a deep breath, his gaze unwavering. "You said you know where to find it, right? The Heart of the Abyss - the source of all monsters. Well," he said, "I'm shutting down the shop. The elixirs, the potions – they won't save this world. But if I fight alongside you, and we destroy the Heart, for the safety of our people, that's something I can believe in." He shut the chains around the door and locked the heavy padlock.

Bilal nodded. "I bought this map from a shifty merchant a couple of days ago," he said. "It’s the third such map I bought. They’re all different, but they all say the Heart is somewhere in the north-east side, in some sort of cavern."

Amir nodded, drew his daggers, and twirled them with a grin. "Well then, what are we waiting for?" he said. "Bismillah! Let’s go!"

Together, they stalked past the stalls of the makeshift town: merchants hawking weapons and armour, workshops of pounding blacksmiths, silent fletchers, even a fresh fruit supplier. They left behind the town, which squatted near the entrance of the Waste, and ventured into the Waste itself.

Their boots crunched on the shifting sand. The hot sun bore down on them. The air felt tense, alive with the possibility of danger.

Suddenly, a high-pitched shriek sliced through the silence. From the swirling sand, a Sandshrieker emerged, and reared its venomous head.

It resembled a giant sand-coloured scorpion, with dusty-brown scales. With a hiss, a long, dark stinger stabbed through the air at them. 

With practised precision, Bilal and Amir leaped into action. Amir's daggers blurred through the air, and found their mark between the scales on the tail, stopping the tail. Bilal sliced through the air and decapitated the creature. Black-green ichor fell to the sand, which immediately soaked it up.

As the dust settled, Amir chuckled, his eyes alight with camaraderie. "One down, a thousand to go."

Bilal wiped sweat from his brow. His grin mirrored Amir's enthusiasm. "Let's forge ahead, then."

Days blurred into nights. As they travelled deeper into The Waste, sand gave way to cracked and pockmarked earth, which gave way to small craters.

By day, increasingly dangerous creatures attacked them. By night, they took turns alternatively resting, praying, and keeping watch. The thrill of combat mixed with the exhaustion of constant vigilance, but they pressed on, determined to bring safety to their town.

Occasionally, they saw other figures in the Waste, no doubt adventurers drawn by the lure of glory, combat, or vengeance. Some exchanged friendly words and information about the monsters nearby, while most stared suspiciously at them and moved on without a word.
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