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            MOON MUBARAK

          

        

      

    

    
      It was the twenty-eighth day of Ramadan, and Yusuf and Yusra’s family were sitting on soft prayer mats with their hands raised, palms facing up to supplicate and say a few prayers.  The living room was lit up in a golden glow from the setting sun. The clock went tick-tock in the quiet. And the smell of fried pakoras tickled Yusuf’s nose.

      Abbu cleared his throat and began the duaa by saying, “Ya Allah, accept our fasts, prayers, and the Quran we recited this month. Forgive us and guide us and send salutations to Prophet Mohammed sallalahu alaihi wassalaam. Rabbana takabal minna innaka antas samiu’ alim,” Abbu recited and finished the duaa.

      “Ameen,” the family said together.

      Yusuf jumped up and raced to the dining table. He picked up a date. “Is it time, is it time?” he asked, bringing the date to his mouth.

      Mama glanced at the clock. “Yes!”

      The date was in Yusuf’s mouth before Mama finished saying yes.

      “You didn’t even say bismillah,” Yusra said, sitting down and taking a date. “Bismillah,” she said loudly before chewing on her date slowly.

      “I’m not going to miss feeling hungry, but I sure am going to miss iftar,” Yusuf said, snatching up a perfect, bite-sized crispy pakora. “Chutney, please.”

      Mama rolled her eyes but smiled as she handed Yusuf the bowl of yogurt and cilantro chutney.

      Abbu was the first one to stand after eating. “Yusuf, come on, let’s go pray magrib salah,” Abbu said while walking over to the sink to wash his hands.

      Yusuf shoved another pakora in his mouth and said with his mouth full, “Coming.”

      Yusra shook her head. “Too bad you didn’t learn any manners this Ramadan,” she said.

      As they left, Yusra helped pick up the iftar food.

      “Do you think it’ll be Eid tomorrow, Mama?”

      “If Allah wills,” Mama answered.

      They prayed maghrib salah together, and as soon as Yusra made salaam, she ran to the window to look for the moon.

      “It was a gloomy day today,” Mama said, walking up behind her. “I doubt we’ll see the moon here.”

      Yusra sighed. “I’ve never found the Eid moon. I really hope I do one day.”

      “InshaAllah,” Mama smiled.

      They looked out the window some more, and then Mama checked her phone for updates about the moon sighting.

      “I hope the news of the moon sighting doesn’t come late at midnight like last time,” Mama said.

      Yusra nodded with serious eyes. “I remember you didn’t get to sleep after that, making delicious Eid food.”

      Mama ruffled Yusra’s hair. “We have to celebrate Eid, right? After a month of fasting, the Rahim family wants to feast!”

      “I just want to wear my pretty dress and eat mithai,” Yusra said, twirling around the room. “I’m going to get my dress ready, just in case!”

      In her room, she opened her closet door. There it was, sparkling in the light. The rich red tunic and skirt were woven with golden gems and beads. Yusra couldn’t wait to put it on and transform into a princess. She touched the silky red dupatta she would wear when they went to the masjid tomorrow for Eid prayer.

      Yusra heard Mama’s phone ring, and at the same time, the front door burst open. Yusra ran into the hallway to see Yusuf rushing to kick off his shoes.

      “EID MUBARAK!”  Yusuf shouted, throwing his arms around Mama.

      Mama laughed and hugged him back.

      “Eid Mubarak! May Allah accept our fasts,” Mama said.

      Yusra joined them. Abbu entered the house and picked her up. He spun her around, and she laughed out loud.

      “Alright,” Mama said, clapping her hands. “We have a lot to do! Yusuf and Yusra, I want you to decorate the house. I’ll start cooking.” Mama went into the kitchen, and soon the sound of clattering pots and pans filled the kitchen, followed by the scent of spicy aromas.

      Yusra and Yusuf took out the box of décor from the closet and changed the Ramadan Mubarak sign on the front door to Eid Mubarak. They blew up balloons and hung streamers along the walls of all the rooms in the house.

      The doorbell rang.

      “Yusra!” Mama called out from the kitchen. “Can you get that?”

      Yusra ran to open the door. A young woman in a bright yellow hijab smiled.

      “Assalamu’alaikum, Khadija Khala!” Yusra greeted. “Eid Muabrak! Are you here to put mendhi on me?”

      Khadija Khala smiled and held up two henna cones. “I always keep my promises, don’t I?”

      Yusra nodded and stepped aside to let Khadija Khala inside. Mama came over, her sleeves rolled up to her elbows and her hands dusty with flour.

      “Ahh, the best sister in town. You’re right on time to help me with the roti I was just about to start,” Mama said, waving her hands at Khadija Khala.

      Khadija Khala grimaced. “You know I never liked making roti. Also, I’m on the way to the masjid to put henna on some of the girls waiting for me there. I thought I’d stop by and do my favorite niece’s hands first.”

      “Yes! Yes! Khala, you’re the best!” Yusra led her to the dining room table and sat down with her hands outstretched.

      She sat as still as she could while Khadija Khala decorated her hands with patterns. The mendhi felt cold on her hands, and Yusra wrinkled her nose at the smell, but she knew it would be all worth it. The red-orange lines were always mesmerizing to look at! She couldn’t wait to show her friends Fatima and Amanda.

      When Khadija Khala was done, Yusra admired the designs. “I love it, jazakAllahu khaira!” she thanked her.
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        Yusra’s finished henna design.

      

      Mama took a break from the kitchen to have her hands decorated as well.

      The evening flew by, and soon Abbu stood for the final prayer of the day. “I’m heading out for isha prayer,” Abbu said.

      “Abbu.” Yusuf jumped up. “Don’t forget the gifts!”

      “You’re right,” Abbu said. “Come help me load them into the car.”

      Yusra followed them to the door. “I can’t help. My mendhi will get messed up.” She held out her hands to show the still-wet paste.

      “That’s okay. Yusuf and I will be fine,” Abbu replied.

      Yusra watched from the window as Abbu and Yusuf gently placed the gifts they had wrapped last week into the car.

      Yusra was very proud of them. They had spent the last two weeks of Ramadan collecting new toys from the community to donate to the shelter on Eid day. Yusra had decorated Eid Mubarak cards as well and placed one with each gift.

      “Are you excited for tomorrow?” Mama came to stand next to Yusra.

      She nodded eagerly. “I wish I could see the smiles on their faces. I’m happy you suggested we do this, Mama.”

      “JazakAllah!”

      Abbu and Yusuf drove off.

      “Your mendhi is dry now. Let’s go wipe it off,” Mama said to Yusra.

      They went to the bathroom and carefully scraped the dry mendhi off. It fell into the sink like dark chocolate crumbs. Mama took a damp paper towel and dabbed Yusra’s hands.

      “Done,” Mama said.

      “It’s beautiful,” Yusra sighed happily, tracing the patterns on her hand.

      Mama took Yusra’s hands and gently guided her to the living room, where Mama had laid out a musalah. “Don’t forget the night before Eid is a very blessed night. Let’s pray isha and make duaa.”

      This time, after salaam, Yusra remained sitting on the musalah. Suddenly, she felt sad that Ramadan and all the special blessings that came with it were over. But the night of Eid was also special, so she took a deep breath, raised her hands, and poured her heart out in duaa, praying for her parents, her family, and the entire ummah.
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            TOY TROUBLE

          

        

      

    

    
      Yusra and Yusuf didn’t need to be told twice to wake up on Eid morning. They scrambled out of bed and raced to get dressed.

      Yusuf whooped as he reached the bathroom door first. “I got the shower first!”

      “Don’t take too long!” Yusra cried.

      “I never do.” Yusuf grinned and shut the door behind him.

      Yusra returned to her room. She made her bed and gently laid out her outfit. She then sat on the bed and counted out her bangles, dividing them equally into two piles for each wrist.

      “I’m out!” Yusuf banged on her door as he ran past her room on the way to his.

      “Thanks.”

      Once Yusra was showered and dressed, she carefully wrapped a red and gold hijab around her head. Yusuf yanked a comb through his flyaway hair and placed a topi on. They smiled at each other and went downstairs. Mama and Abbu were waiting for them in the kitchen.

      “MashaAllah.” They beamed. For once, the siblings didn’t fight.

      “Eid Mubarak!” Yusuf and Yusra said together.

      The family hugged and sat down at the dining table. In front of them were sweets and pastries and cups of milk sprinkled with crushed almonds and honey. It felt strange, after a month of fasting during the day, to eat breakfast.

      “Done?” Mama asked.

      “Yup,” Yusra jumped up.

      “Let’s go to the masjid,” Yusuf said.

      Mama and Yusra checked their hijabs one more time, and then they piled into the car.

      The masjid was decorated with a huge Eid Mubarak banner surrounded by an arch made with balloons. People dotted the lawn in colorful clothing, like flowers in a grassy field.

      “Eid Mubarak” drifted in the wind from person to person. The festive cheer was sure to bring a smile to the grumpiest of aunty.

      Prayer mats were laid out on the lawn to accommodate the large crowd. Abbu and Yusuf went ahead to join the men. Mama and Yusra hung back with all the women and were soon joined by their friends.

      The speakers made a squealing sound, replaced by the words “Allahu Akbar!”

      The buzzing crowd instantly settled down, standing in perfect rows like a honeycomb. Save for the sounds of cooing babies and twittering birds, silence descended. As one, they all bowed and prostrated, foreheads to the ground, no matter how fancy one’s attire was.

      Once salah was completed, the Imam spoke a few words. He ended the Eid Khutbah with a duaa.

      “Ameen!” The crowd said together.

      Yusra hugged Mama again. All around her, smiles were instantaneous, followed by hugs and air kisses and envelopes stuffed with money.

      “Here’s your eidi,” Mama said, handing Yusra an envelope.

      “JazakAllah!” Yusra happily put it in her purse. She greeted aunts and teachers and neighbors, and soon her purse was stuffed.

      Mama’s phone rang, and she beckoned to Yusra as she answered it.

      “We’re going to meet Abbu and Yusuf by the doors to the masjid. Come on.”

      As they approached Abbu and Yusuf, Yusuf held out a stack of envelopes. “Check out all the eidi I got!” he said.

      “Same here,” Yusra replied, opening her purse.

      “Nice!”
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        Yusuf and Yusra celebrating how much gift money they received on Eid.

      

      “Kids, say alhamdulilah,” Abbu reminded them.

      “Alhamdulilah!”

      “The donation truck is here,” Mama said, pointing to a blue and green truck pulling into the parking lot. The words Heroic Hearts were written on the side.

      “Let’s get the gifts. Show me the way, Yusuf,” Yusra said.

      They hurried into the masjid, skipping with excitement. Yusuf opened the door to a room, and they tumbled inside. There were rows of desks and a whiteboard at the front of the room. A poster of Arabic letters and numbers was taped to the wall, along with art of the ninety-nine names of Allah. There was a cubby shelf with a forgotten backpack hanging there. The teacher’s desk had a few foil pans on it.

      They looked around before facing each other with big, wide eyes.

      “Are you sure you put the gifts in this room?” Yusra asked, frowning.

      Yusuf nodded up and down so hard his topi fell off. He picked it up and dusted it off. “Yeah, it was this room. But let’s check the other rooms just in case.”

      They ran down the hallway, quickly peeping into the other rooms, but there were no boxes of wrapped gifts.

      Yusra’s shoulders drooped. “Oh no, what are we going to do?” Tears welled into the corners of her eyes. “The truck is going to leave, and we have no gifts to give them!”

      “It doesn’t make sense.” Yusuf stared at the ground. “Abbu and I put all the gifts here.”

      They trudged back to the front door, each step slower and slower and slower.

      “Yusuf, Yusra!” Mama called out. “Oh my, what’s wrong?” she asked with concern.

      “The gifts are missing,” Yusuf mumbled.

      “Did you say ‘missing?’” Abbu asked.

      The siblings nodded.

      Abbu went back the way they had come. They turned around and followed Abbu.

      Abbu was standing in the doorway of the classroom, just as confused and upset as the siblings.

      “Yusuf is right, the gifts are not there!”

      “I’m sure there’s a reasonable explanation,” Mama said.

      Yusra sighed. She thought about all the time and effort they had put into doing something good for the kids who didn’t have as much as they did.

      “Yusra,” Yusuf put his hands on her shoulders. “It’s okay, we’re going to figure this out.”
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      There was a knock on the door, and the volunteer poked his head inside. “Assalamu’alaikum, I’m Hamza with Heroic Hearts, here to collect the toys.”

      Abbu pulled on his beard. “About that…we’re not sure where they are.”

      “What?” Hamza frowned.

      “We put them here last night, and now they’re not here,” Yusuf explained.

      “Oh.” Hamza looked at his watch. “I’m expected somewhere else in about thirty minutes.”

      Yusra grabbed Yusuf’s arm. “We have to find the gifts before he leaves. It’s Eid, it should be happy for everyone!”

      “I know, I know. Let’s look and ask around some more.”

      Yusra faced Hamza with pleading eyes. “Please don’t leave, Mister Hamza. We’re going to find the toys, inshaAllah.”

      Hamza nodded. “I’ll be waiting by the truck.”

      Yusuf and Yusra checked the classrooms for a third time. They peered into the office window, ran to each corner of the prayer hall, and looked behind shelves and inside cabinets. But there was no sign of the brightly colored boxes.

      The two went back to the main prayer area.

      “Imam Tahir!” Yusuf said, gasping for air, hands on his knees.

      Yusra tugged at the collar of her dress. The skirt part kept getting caught in her legs, and the material felt sticky against her skin now.

      Imam Tahir turned around, and his eyebrows raised in surprise.

      “What’s the hurry, Yusuf? Yusra?” he asked.

      “Have you seen the toys we collected to donate to the shelter?” Yusra asked, her throat dry.

      “I saw them in the classroom this morning,” Imam Tahir replied.

      “The toys aren’t in the classroom anymore!” Yusra wailed.

      It was Eid day! She wasn’t supposed to be running around in a frenzy. She was supposed to be parading prettily outside. But she knew she wouldn’t be able to enjoy this Eid the way she did every year if they didn’t find the toys.

      This Eid was different. During Ramadan, they learned about the millions of refugees from different parts of the world: Syria, Rohingya, Mali, and more. Yusra hadn’t been the same then. She worried about the Muslims in Palestine, living in a war that had lasted for decades. She thought about orphans and made shukr for her parents. Mama introduced them to organizations that worked tirelessly to help people in need. Yusra and Yusuf had been so excited to do a small part in making someone else smile.

      And now…

      Yusra gasped.

      “What, what?” Yusuf looked at her from where he was sprawled on the carpeted floor.

      “What if someone stole the toys?”

      “Stole them?” Yusuf sat up. “I can only think of one grouchy person—”

      “Ah, ah, ah,” Imam Tahir wagged his finger. “We don’t accuse people without any proof, Yusuf.”

      Yusuf puffed his cheeks to pout. “Well, the toys couldn’t have just disappeared.”

      “Times like this, we should turn to Allah and make duaa,” Imam Tahir said kindly. “I have to go now. InshaAllah, you find the missing toys.”

      Yusuf was still frowning. Suddenly, he gasped and grabbed Yusra’s arm. “Look,” he whispered.

      Uncle Afzal was exiting the prayer hall, a wrapped package in his hand.

      “There he is! I knew it! Come on, let’s follow him.”

      The siblings tiptoed out of the prayer hall, keeping Uncle Afzal in view. He huffed a greeting at some people before putting on his shoes and heading out.

      “Even on Eid day, he barely smiles,” Yusuf muttered.

      “I don’t know, Yusuf,” Yusra said nervously. “Imam Tahir said we shouldn’t—”

      “He’s holding a package. That’s my proof. If the gifts are not in the masjid, they must be in his car.”

      Yusuf scurried outside with Yusra close behind. Yusuf ducked behind a bush and watched as Uncle Afzal opened the trunk of his car. There were other boxes there, too.

      “AHA!” Yusuf shouted, jumping out from behind the bush. “Stop right there! Those are the toys that we’re donating to the shelter. Where are you taking them?”

      Uncle Afzal’s bushy eyebrows flew straight up, and his face turned a bright and angry red.

      “The toys for the shelter,” he sputtered. “How—how dare, are you saying I STOLE them?” He roared the word.

      Yusra ducked behind Yusuf.

      Imam Tahir, who was standing by his car and talking to a couple of masjid-goers, paused. He looked from Yusuf to Uncle Afzal and quickly walked over.

      “These are my Eid gifts for my grandchildren,” Uncle Afzal said, scowling. He grabbed a box and tore the wrapping open. “You see? These are not the donation toys.”

      “Yusuf!” Reprimanded Imam Tahir. “What did I just tell you?”

      Yusuf took a few steps back and hung his head. “Sorry, Uncle Afzal. I shouldn’t have accused you.”

      “NO, you should not have.” Uncle Afzal stomped to the driver’s side and got into his car, muttering angrily the entire time.

      Yusuf and Yusra watched him drive off, feeling worse than ever.

      “That was a very unpleasant thing you just did, Yusuf,” Imam Tahir said. “We’ll talk about this more after Eid. I also need to go.” Imam Tahir sighed and walked away.

      Yusra stared at Yusuf. “Let’s go back inside,” she said quietly.

      They entered the masjid to find Abbu looking around frantically. “There you are! I’ve been looking for you two. Did you find the toys?”

      They shook their heads, too upset to reply.

      “Oh no, the volunteer, Hamza, said he’ll only wait another five minutes,” Abbu informed them.

      Now, Yusra really did feel tears in the corners of her eyes. “Let’s make duaa, Yusuf.”

      Yusuf nodded. They retraced their steps to the prayer hall, sat down, faced qibla, and raised their hands.

      “Oh, Allah, you are the Greatest. You are the Ultimate Helper. Please help us find the toys. On this blessed day, don’t keep the orphans sad,” Yusuf prayed.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            4

          

          
            A SWEET CLUE

          

        

      

    

    
      The duaa made Yusra feel better.

      “I have an idea!” she said. “Let’s look for a clue in the classroom.”

      “A clue?” Yusuf asked.

      “Yeah! Come on!” Yusra jumped to her feet with newfound excitement.

      They raced back to the classroom. Mama looked up from her phone.

      “I called a few people, but no one has seen the toys,” she told them sadly.

      Yusra took a deep breath. With a hundred percent trust in Allah, she looked around the classroom again.

      “Look for a clue,” she said again.

      They walked around inside, stopping by the teacher’s desk.

      “Hmm,” Yusuf stopped by the pans covered in aluminum foil. “These weren’t here last night.”

      Yusra went to stand next to him. She sniffed the air. “It smells sweet.” Slowly, she lifted a corner of the foil on a pan. “It’s mithai! Somebody must’ve dropped it off this morning for Eid…maybe they know something about the gifts!”

      “Good idea!”

      “But who dropped this off?” she put a hand to her chin.

      Yusuf looked at Yusra. “It’s got to be from Aunty Tasneem. She’s the best baker in town. Looks like her stuff.”

      “Oh! I saw her in the masjid courtyard. Let’s go!”

      They ran to the courtyard, where people crowded the dessert table. Aunty Tasneem was whirling around the crowd with a tray of sweets in her hands, her dark green dupatta trailing behind her.

      “Aunty Tasneem!” Yusuf caught up to her.

      She wagged a finger. “There’s more than enough for everyone, darling. Wait your turn!”

      “But I have a question, Aunty Tasneem!”

      “Yusuf, yes, what is it, dear?”

      They explained the missing gifts to Aunty Tasneem. She frowned and hmmed at the story. Yusra was nervous, waiting for Aunty Tasneem’s answer. Aunty Tasneem looked at their faces and then…

      Burst into laughter!

      Yusuf and Yusra looked at each other with puzzled expressions.

      “MashaAllah!” Aunty Tasneem cried. “It’s so beautiful to see such concern on your faces. May Allah Subhana wa ta’allah reward you for your generous hearts. When I saw the gifts in the classroom, I decided to donate some trays of sweets too. So I moved the gifts to here, beneath this table, with the trays of sweets I’ll donate. I’m sorry, I didn’t know you would worry.”

      Yusuf and Yusra exhaled in relief. The toys were still here!

      “We have to hurry, the truck is here, and he’s about to leave!” Yusuf hollered.

      Aunty Tasneem’s eyes widened. “Oh my, is he? I’ve been so busy I didn’t notice.”

      “Quickly, go tell him, Yusuf! I’ll get the toys.”

      Yusuf nodded and, for what felt like the hundredth time that morning, started running. He stumbled because of his thobe and stopped to roll it up. Holding the hem of his thobe in his fists, he ran as fast as he could.

      The truck’s engine started and began to reverse.

      “WAIT!” Yusuf hollered. Ya Allah, please!

      
        
          [image: ]
        

        Yusuf shouting at Hamza to stop the truck from leaving before the gifts can be sent.

      

      Yusuf put on another burst of speed and reached the parking lot just as the truck was about to turn. He waved his arm frantically, jumping up and down.

      The truck stopped. The window rolled down. “I’m sorry, but I have to leave,” Hamza shouted from the driver’s seat.

      “We found them! We found them!” Yusuf cried.

      “Alhamdulilah!” Hamza smiled. “Fantastic job.”

      Hamza parked again, and Yusuf led him to where Yusra, Mama, and Abbu were. They helped the volunteer load the gifts and the trays of sweets into the truck.

      “Would you like to come to the shelter with me to hand out the toys?” Hamza asked Yusuf and Yusra. “You worked really hard for them, mashaAllah.”

      Yusra clapped her hands. “Oh, Mama, can we?”

      “Hmm, we do have a party to attend, but this is important as well, right?”

      Yusra nodded.

      “Would you like to go, too, Yusuf?”

      Yusuf tilted his head and then grinned. “You bet! Butter chicken and falooda can wait.”

      Everyone laughed.

      Abbu took the address from Hamza, and they got into the car. Yusra couldn’t wait to see the smiles on the faces of the children.

      “We’re almost there,” Mama said, “Yusra and Yusuf, remember to be respectful.”

      “Yes, Mama.”

      “I’m a little nervous,” Yusra said.

      “You’re doing a good deed, my darling. Make your intention for the sake of Allah Subhana wa ta’allah and be happy you’re following in the footsteps of our Prophet sallalahu alaihi wa salam. Charity, whether it’s food, gifts, or money, is a beautiful sunnah.”

      Mama was right. Yusra hopped out of the car. Her stomach twisted at the sight of the lonely-looking building.

      Hamza opened the door and stepped aside.

      “Why don’t you two go in first?” Hamza said to Yusuf and Yusra. He pointed to the gifts in the back of the truck. “And take one with you.”

      The siblings took a gift box each and entered the building. The room was brightly lit, and someone had hung up a few balloons. In the corner was a shelf with some books and board games. Two sofas had been pushed to the center of the room, and a few chairs had been randomly arranged. About ten children, from as old as fifteen to as young as five, sat together watching a movie.

      “Children, let’s pause the TV and welcome who’s here,” an elderly woman in a white hijab said.

      There was silence as the movie was paused. The children turned around and looked at Yusuf and Yusra.

      “Eid Mubarak,” Yusuf and Yusra said shyly, smiling.

      The children stared at the gifts in their hands.

      Hamza walked in, pushing a trolley with the remaining gifts on it. “Gifts for everyone!” he announced.

      
        
          [image: A room decorated with balloons, a full bookshelf, a sofa, and a TV. Yusuf and Yusra are standing holding gift boxes.]
        

        Yusuf and Yusra offering gifts to the other children.

      

      The eyes of the children brightened, and some of them jumped up, hands over their mouths. They squealed and hurried forward. By the time all the gifts were handed out, everyone in the room—child or adult—was smiling.

      “We can’t forget the mithai!” Abbu said, holding out the tray.

      “Yay!” the children cheered.

      “I’ll hand them out,” Yusra said. She placed a few on a tray and mimicked Aunty Tasneem whirling around a crowd. Everyone laughed.

      When all the gifts had been opened, and all the mithai were eaten, Yusuf and Yusra waved their goodbyes.

      “Please visit us again,” a little girl said, holding her new doll close to her chest.

      Yusra looked at Mama, and Mama nodded.

      “We will, inshaAllah,” Yusra promised.

      They left the shelter, their hearts full with the gift of giving.

      “Alhamdulilah,” Yusuf whispered in Yusra’s ear. “Alhamdulilah, for all that we have and for finding the gifts.”

      Yusra nodded.

      The Eid dilemma couldn’t have turned out to be happier.

      
        
        THE END.
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      Now a mother of three little girls, she loves to see the joy on their faces when embarking on literary adventures.

      When not writing or teaching, and if the weather is nice, you’ll find the Dawood family hiking, looking for woodland elves, and epic views while escaping tantrums and toddler woes (hopefully!).
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This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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