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For my brother and sisters, 


Hamza, Maria and Fatima.  


Thank you for always being there.
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Chapter 1


‘Sticky, crunchy 


drumsticks,’ Musa said.



‘No, spaghetti meatballs,’ I insisted.


‘Can drumsticks be 


sticky and crunchy


at the same time?’ Dad asked.


‘They were that time Musa decided 


to coat them with apricot jam,’ 


Mum laughed.


‘Yeah, that was 


sooooo


disgusting!’ I shrieked, 
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shoving my twin’s arm playfully.


‘They were 


the best I’ve ever had,’ Musa 



grinned.


We were planning what we should have for 


dinner, as Dad parked in the car park for a 


community meeting at our mosque. Community 


meetings were the best. We got to complain 


about things without sounding whiny. I had 


planned to complain that there were never any 


toilet rolls in the girls’ toilets, but just the day 


before I saw Mr Saleh, the 


caretaker, wheeling 


in a 


lifetime’s 


supp ly and 



smiling a slightly 


evil smile, as if he 


knew. 
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Lots of other people had already arrived, 


including our arch-nemesis Salma, aka 


Slime-ah, and our friend Zayaan Butt from 



madrassah. That’s sort of like an after-



school club to learn 


Qur’an and how to be 



the best you. He’s the only one in our 



entire class who gets called by his full name, 


because even though it doesn’t sound very 


cool, he made it cool the very first day he 


started, by not caring what others thought, 


being comfy in his own skin and 


always having a tiny little smile on 


his face.


Imam Abdull ah came in 



while everyone was settling down and, 


as it always does when he enters, the 


room lit up with his 


warm smile.
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His beard was like balls of 


cotton wool, 



even though it wasn’t fully white. It seemed 


soft and gentle and full of comfort. And his 


clothes were always crisp and clean, as if he 


lived in a dirt-free world.


The community meeting started and 


everyone quietened down and sat on the 


carpeted floor of the prayer hall to hear the 


imam speak. 


‘Assalamu alaikum; 


hello, all. I pray you are 


all doing well. I have a couple 



of announcements to make and then we 


can open up for your 


comments and 


suggestions.’


He never called them complaints, 


even though they usually were. Mrs Qureshi 
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snorted and folded her 


arms in preparation for 



hers.


Imam Abdullah talked 


about how the car park 


was sometimes full and 


asked people to be considerate 


of the mosque’s neighbours if they had to park 


on the street. He 


congratulated all the 



food bank volunteers for their hard work that 


month. Sadly, there had been long queues of 


people coming and he was proud of how neatly 


it was all managed. He also announced happily 


that there would be new carpets in all the 


prayer areas coming soon. There was a 


cheer


from the room and a little chatter broke out, 


just like it does at school whenever the teacher 
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says anything slightly exciting. Imam Abdullah 


smiled and waited patiently for it to die down 


before he continued.


‘Now, does anyone have anything they want 


to share?’


Mrs Qureshi wasted no time in standing 


up before anyone else did. She 


stumbled 


clumsily to her feet but spoke loudly 



at the top of her voice on her way up to 


make sure she went first. I waited for her 


to say something that needed 


urgent 


attention. 


‘Is it about the loo roll you keep going on 


about?’ Musa whispered to me, amused.


‘No. Sounds way more important than that,’ 


I said.


Mrs Qureshi was on her feet, pulling free 
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the kind of 


wedgy that 



had even eaten up her 


long baggy shirt called 


a kameez. Then she 


turned her attention to 


her foot. ‘Just a second, 


I have 


pins and 


needles,’ she said, shaking her leg out 



and almost kicking Slime-ah in the head.


I saw a look of awkwardness flash across 


Imam Abdullah’s face, but he smiled and 


observed something on the floor while 


he waited for Mrs Qureshi to get her act 


together. Mrs Qureshi’s husband wasn’t as 


understanding. He impatiently glared at her 


from over the rim of his glasses.


‘The floor tiles in the mosque entrance are 
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too   clean!’ Mrs Qureshi finally announced.



‘Too ... clean?’ Imam Abdullah asked, 


thinking he must have misheard.


‘Yes! So 


squeaky 


clean I saw my own 



face in them and it 


made me jump!’ 


‘Oh. I’m sorry, Mrs 


Qureshi. We’ll try to, er ... leave them 


dirtier ...’ The imam blushed.



‘Thank you,’ Mrs Qureshi mumbled, but she 


seemed dissatisfied with the imam’s reaction.


Imam Abdullah asked if there was anyone 


else who wanted to say something. Nobody 


put their hand up. Then a small child with a 


squeaky voice and huge eyes stood up and 


walked carefully over to Imam Abdullah, 
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cupping something in his hands.


‘It might be a 


chick,’ guessed Musa.  



‘Oooh, I hope it’s a 


chick!’ I agreed.


The child 


shyly held 


his hands 


up to the imam 


and opened them 


like 


an oyster, and what was inside was just 



like a 


pearl. A small, beautiful ornament in 



a ball shape, similar to a big marble but not 


as smooth, and painted with the 


teeniest, 


tiniest patterns I’d ever seen. ‘I made this 



for you. It took me one week,’ the little boy 


squeaked.


Imam Abdullah gently picked up the 















ornament, his own eyes growing huge in awe. 


‘It’s the most wonderful 


thing I’ve ever seen,’ he said, as 



he wiped a little tear from his eye. ‘Thank you, 


dear child. Allah bless you.’


Everyone was at the 


edge of their 


seats, trying to see it better. But their seats 
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were the carpet, so basically everyone slid 


forward. The imam proudly held the little 


ornament up to the room between his finger 


and thumb as if he was handling the most 


valuable treasure in the world.



Then he tucked it into his pocket and said, 


‘If there’s nothing else, I’ll just pop out for 


a break while you all have some 


refreshments, but I’ll be back to say 


goodbye before I leave for my trip.’ 


He smiled, waited to see if somebody 


wanted anything and then walked out 


of the room.


And that’s when Imam 


Abdull ah completely 


disapp eared.
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Chapter 2


Everyone waited and chatted as they ate the 


yummy snacks we are given after every 



community meeting. But soon Mr Saleh came in 


to clean up. It was 11.15 a.m. The meeting had 


finished at eleven and we’d had fifteen minutes 


of eating snacks and greeting others. 


Mr Saleh seemed cross that people were 


still in the prayer hall. ‘I need to clean room 


so, everybody, 


please go away,’ 



he announced loudly. He was doing that thing 
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where he was trying to sound polite by using 


‘please’ and couldn’t quite manage it or 



didn’t really care. Mr Saleh’s English wasn’t 


perfect, but he spoke five languages, and 


everyone I know only speaks one or two max.


‘We were just waiting for Imam Abdullah,’ 


Dad explained. ‘He popped out but said he’d be 


back to wrap up.’


Mr Saleh laughed. ‘That just what people say 


when want to get away. Everyone know 


that.’


‘I don’t think so ...’ said Mum.


‘Well, meeting did finish, 


yes, yes?’ Mr Saleh asked, 


leaning importantly on a 


broom, whose bristles looked 


just like his 


moustache.
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‘Er, yes, I guess it did. It did,’ Dad admitted.


‘No!’ Slime-ah appeared. ‘Imam 



Abdullah always does what he says. 


We’re waiting for him to 



come back!’


‘Let’s call him,’ Musa 



suggested.


So Dad did, but 


he didn’t 


answer. 


‘I’ll go look for him,’ I said. ‘He’s 


probably just forgotten.’


‘Imam Abdullah never forgets,’ said 



Musa. ‘But I’ll come with you.’


Musa and I left the room to go and check in 


Imam Abdullah’s office. He wasn’t there. His 


cosy chair was 


empty.  



‘Oh, look. 


His phone is here.’
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I picked it up from his desk and put it back 


down.


‘Let’s look everywhere else,’ Musa said.


So we walked around a bit and Musa 


checked in the men’s toilets and 


wudu-


making area, where we wash up before 



prayers. But he wasn’t there either. 


‘This is strange,’ said Musa.


‘And mysterious,’ I added, still 



peering into rooms as we walked. ‘Let’s just go 


back and tell everyone we can’t find him.’
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We made our way back to the room where 


the meeting was. Most 


people looked tired and 


bored of waiting, but 


Slime-ah was 


charged 


with frantic 


energy. ‘Well, where is he 



then?’ she demanded.


‘We couldn’t find him,’ said 


Musa.


‘Did you even look properly?!’ 


Slime-ah 


snapp ed. She was 



always acting as if nobody but her could do 


anything right and telling the teacher things 


to get other kids in trouble in our madrassah 


class. 


‘Yes!’ I snapped back. 


‘We looked 
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everywhere. Even the 


toilets.’


‘Everywhere?!’ Mrs Qureshi 


gasped, holding on 


to her 


dupatt a


as if it was a life 


jacket.


‘Yep!’ Musa confirmed. 


Mrs Qureshi seemed more 


worried than everyone else.


‘Did you check if his 


bike


is still there?’ a voice said from 


across the room. We turned our heads to see 


Zayaan Butt casually leaning against a wall, 


arms folded.


‘Good idea!’ said Dad. ‘He’s 



probably just left.’
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