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Start:

The morning sun struck my face sharply, pulling me out of sleep.

“Oh no... did I miss my prayer?”

I looked around. The boat was still moving steadily across the water. Then, straight ahead, something caught my eye—a distant mountain rising from the horizon.

I reached into Ali’s bag and pulled out the binoculars. Holding them up to my eyes, I focused carefully. The formation looked like an icy mountain, shaped by freezing conditions.

Our boat was heading straight toward it—fast... too fast. The way it moved reminded me of a dry autumn leaf being pushed helplessly by the wind across a green field.

I shook Ali awake.

“Ali! Hey, Ali! Wake up! We’re in serious danger, brother!”

He rubbed his eyes and sat up.

“What? What danger?”

“There’s an ice mountain right ahead, and we’re heading straight toward it. God forbid... we might crash or sink!”

I quickly stood up and moved toward the lower deck on the left side. Leaning over, I dipped my hand into the sea with effort and splashed some water onto my face.

Ali called out,

“Don’t do that! Washing your face with seawater can damage your skin. It’s salty—and full of residues from marine life.”

I laughed.

“Man, your science is driving me crazy. Whatever we do, we trust in God first... and then we do it. You can keep your modern science—I have my Lord, and that’s enough for me.”

Ali replied firmly,

“Listen... if it weren’t for science, you probably wouldn’t be sitting this calmly in the middle of the ocean right now.”

I answered,

“All of this exists because of faith. If only you had been guided and studied the Holy Quran, you would know that the first ship was built by Prophet Noah (peace be upon him).”

Ali looked at me thoughtfully.

“You keep your faith in your God. One day, Insha’Allah, I’ll reach the truth myself—who controls all of this... and how this vast universe runs with such perfect order.”

I nodded.

“Yes, Insha’Allah, you will.”

Then suddenly I snapped back to reality.

“The mountain! It’s getting closer! I got distracted talking to you—how did you forget?! Hurry!”

We rushed up to the upper deck.

Ali grabbed the steering wheel and turned it sharply to the left with all his strength. But just as he did, a massive whale burst out of the water on that side.

Startled, Ali lost control. The steering shifted back—straight toward the mountain.

The boat slammed into it.

What followed was beyond anything we had imagined.

As one mountain collapsed, it triggered a chain reaction. More and more icy masses began falling apart. What we thought was a single mountain turned out to be an entire range hidden behind it.

One by one, they toppled and melted into the sea.

As they dissolved, the water level began to rise gradually.

Ali stared at me in shock.

The boat jolted violently. Waves grew stronger, faster, more aggressive than before.

For several moments, the sea battered us mercilessly.

Those frozen mountains, now melting in the warm waters of the Red Sea, released thick steam and smoke that rose into the sky. Dark clouds formed quickly above us, turning the bright day into something that felt like night.

Heavy raindrops began to fall.

The ocean, as if enraged by the storm, grew even more violent. Thunder roared. Lightning tore through the sky.

Water started flooding into the boat.

Ali ran frantically from one side to another.

We were on the edge of sinking.

Far away from the world, in the middle of the ocean, Allah had placed us in a test filled with fear and uncertainty.

The force of the waves kept throwing me across the deck. I struggled to stay on my feet.

Shouting over the noise of crashing water, I called out to him:

“Ali! Do something! You’re the scientist—save the boat!”

He couldn’t hear me.

I shouted again, louder this time.

Finally, he replied,

“Hassan... I’ve never learned anything in science about a moment like this. I don’t have any solution for this!”

I forced my way toward him. Even in that chaos, I tried to calm myself. We both grabbed onto a wooden rail of the boat.

I said to him,

“Islam came fourteen hundred years before modern science. The solution is there.”

He looked at me, frustrated.

“We’re in the middle of a disaster and you’re talking philosophy? This isn’t the time for poetry or storytelling—tell me what to do!”

I gestured to him.

“Take water into your mouth three times... and into your nose three times.”

Holding the rail with one hand, he did as I said.

The rain was pouring heavily, so I thought—his full purification must already be complete. I did the same.

Then we both raised our hands in prayer.

With trembling voices, we called out:

“O Protector, our Lord!

Just as You saved Yusuf (peace be upon him) in the well,

Ibrahim (peace be upon him) in the fire,

and Yunus (peace be upon him) in the belly of the whale—

protect us here in the same way!

My Lord, I truly believe that today, upon witnessing Your power, Ali will recognize You... and accept faith.”

We placed our heads down, still holding tightly onto the boat.

Then... something changed.

Slowly, the violent shaking of the boat began to ease.

When we lifted our heads, the ocean looked as if it had been commanded:

“Enough... be still.”

The waves calmed.

The rain disappeared.

The surface of the sea returned to peace, as if nothing had happened.

It felt like a miracle.

The green waters obeyed the command of Allah—and we were saved from death.

Ali looked at me... then at the ocean.

Suddenly, he covered his face with his hands and broke into tears.

“I found Him today... the Lord I have been searching for, wandering for twenty-five years.”

“SubhanAllah...”

Tears filled my eyes too.

Ali was not just a friend—I had never left him alone in any situation. I couldn’t bear the thought of him facing the fire of Hell.

“Thank You, my Lord,” I whispered,

“for guiding him to Your blessed religion... Islam.”

Very soon, the clouds cleared from the sky, and the sun revealed its beautiful face again.

I wrung out my clothes, water dripping back into the boat. When I looked around, the entire boat was still filled with water.

Ali sat quietly, his head buried in his knees.

Without wasting time, I grabbed a bucket and started throwing water out of the boat.

While I was busy, Ali spoke.

“Should we go back to Aden?”

I paused.

“What did you say?”

“Yes... let’s return to Aden. We’ll worship your God—and share this religion with others.”

I realized then—something inside him had changed.

“Science is useless,” he continued. “Congratulations, my friend... truly, congratulations. We’ll go back to our village. I’ll become the light of Gul Meena’s eyes again. I miss the city of Saba in Yemen... my homeland...”

He sighed deeply.

“I wish I had listened to you earlier. We wouldn’t have suffered this much.”

I smiled slightly.

“Alright... now take out your phone. Let’s check the location.”

“Okay.”

I pulled out my phone and turned it on.

“Oh no...”

Water had gotten inside. I quickly removed the battery and placed it under the sunlight.

Ali looked at me, confused.

“What are you doing?”

“Adnan told me—if a phone gets wet, remove the battery immediately and let it dry in the sun.”

Since the sun wasn’t very strong after the rain, it took some time to dry.

Meanwhile, I kept emptying water from the boat with the bucket.

After a while, I reassembled the phone and turned it on.

It worked.

I opened the location.

Ahead of us, there was a peninsula in the Red Sea.

The boat kept moving forward. Ali was sitting at the back, lost in his thoughts. I turned toward him.

“Ali... there’s an island ahead. High mountains. Let’s go there. You’ll also see how warm the sea is between Africa and Arabia. The water temperature here is unusually high... and we can rest a bit too.”

He nodded.

“You’re right. And we have no food left—the rain ruined everything. Maybe we can catch some fish there and cook them.”

Soon, we reached the island.

We set up a small camp, gathered dry leaves from the ground, and lit a fire using a cigarette lighter.

We placed oil over the fire to heat it.

Then we took the emergency raft from the boat and sat on it to catch fish.

As we moved a little into the water, we began to see colorful fish swimming beneath us.

Ali dipped his hand into the water and, on his very first try, caught a small decorative fish—its colors shining red and green.

The fish struggled, its tiny body flapping helplessly. It was still young... it probably thought we were playing with it, unaware of human intentions.

I gently took it from Ali’s hand and released it back into the water.

It flicked its fins in relief and disappeared into the depths within seconds.

I caught a few fish as well.

Since we knew which types were safe to eat, we selected only the good ones.

Soon, our sack was filled, and we returned to the island.

I separated four fish, cleaned and cut them with a knife, and placed them into the pan.

When I lifted my head from cooking, I saw Ali checking something in the water.

It was a thermometer.

He came closer and said,

“Hassan... our people are careless. Look at this—the temperature of this water is rising. If this continues, the water everywhere will become polluted. It’s not just us... the whole world needs to care about nature.

People should plant trees—to absorb the carbon dioxide produced by humans and the environment.

And no one should dump waste into seas and rivers. Otherwise, the water temperature will keep rising... and ice mountains will continue melting into the oceans.”

I waved it off slightly.

“Leave that for now. The location shows there’s a city on the right side. They must have a radio. Let’s hear what’s happening in the world.”

I placed the radio beside me while stirring the pan.

Then I heard something...

Seawater had flooded coastal areas... half of a nearby city had been destroyed.

Ali grabbed his head.

“Oh God... what have we done?”

He looked devastated.

“All those people... they died because of our mistake. The same waves that trapped us in the ocean reached their village and destroyed everything.”

I shook my head slowly.

“No... it’s not just our mistake. This is everyone’s mistake. If people had protected nature... planted trees... stopped pollution... this wouldn’t have happened.”

After a moment, I said,

“I’m going to that cave over there—it looks like it has a small water source. I need to take care of something. You watch the food.”

I walked into the cave.

I picked up a small stone. For a moment, I playfully imagined myself like Fazalhaq Farooqi—the Afghan bowler I admire—getting ready to throw a ball.

I took a short run and threw the stone toward the far end of the cave.

As soon as it hit, dust rose into the air.

At first, I thought it was just from the impact—but the dust kept increasing... thicker and thicker.

Soon, the entire cave was filled with it.

Then suddenly... something appeared.

A door.

Old... rusted... as if it hadn’t been opened for centuries.

A loud sound echoed.

It felt like the door was opening.

And then—it did.

Inside... there was a massive, ugly figure lying down.

I could hear a sound... like a human snoring in deep sleep.

But this was different.

Each breath it took shook the cave itself.

Fear gripped me.

I ran out immediately and rushed toward Ali.

“There’s something inside!” I said. “A huge... terrifying thing!”

Ali frowned.

“Why are you talking like a child? Where is it?”

Without hesitation, he walked toward the cave.

He entered.

I watched him from a distance.

Suddenly, his eyes widened in shock.

I ran to him, grabbed him, and pulled him back to the boat.

At that moment, the giant creature began stepping out of the cave.

Each of its footsteps shook even the boat beneath us.

Then it spoke.

Its voice was thin... yet incredibly powerful.

“Where are you going? Take me with you.”

I froze in place.

“You... you understand Arabic?”

“Yes,” it replied calmly. “Do not be afraid. Come—let’s have breakfast together. I will solve your problems... and you will solve mine.”

Its voice, though soft, carried far—like it could reach an entire village.

Ali whispered to me, half in shock, half in disbelief,

“Did you just find Aladdin’s lamp or something?”

I kept my eyes on the creature and replied quietly,

“That was just a story... this is real.”

Then I added,

“Whatever this is... Insha’Allah, it might help us.”

Ali leaned closer.

“But what if it deceives us... and turns us into its food?”

I looked up at the massive, strange being—its face marked by a large hollow opening—and said carefully...

“Ali...

If we survive this, we’ll live like kings.

And if we die... we’ll die as martyrs.”

He looked at me, confused.

“What do you mean?”

“This isn’t the time for explanations,” I said. “Come—let’s go.”

We followed the giant figure into the cave.

Once inside, the enormous being spoke in his thin yet powerful voice:

“I am an Ifrit from the jinn. During the time of Prophet Suleiman (peace be upon him), I committed a mistake. As punishment, I was imprisoned here... and I have remained here ever since.
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