
  
    [image: YUSUF AND YUSRA’S SPOOKY DILEMMA]
  


  
    
      YUSUF AND YUSRA’S SPOOKY DILEMMA

    

    
      
        A. DAWOOD

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Shaherazad Shelves]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Published by Shush Books

        Shush Books is a division of Shaherazad Shelves

        shaherazadshelves.com

        Copyright © 2023 by A. Dawood

        All rights reserved.

        Our books may be purchased in bulk for promotional, educational, or business use. Please contact your local bookseller or Shaherazad Shelves or by email at publishing@shaherazadshelves.com

        Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available.

        First edition, 2023

        Cover design and art by Fatimah Farooqi

        Interior art by Fatimah Farooqi

        ISBN 978-1-960323-05-7 (paperback)

        ISBN 978-1-960323-06-4 (ebook)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY A. DAWOOD

          

        

      

    

    
      The Say SubhanAllah Series:

      Super Spiders

      Mighty Mountains

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        1. The Spooky Season

      

      
        2. Party Pooper

      

      
        3. Wonderful Wings

      

      
        4. Loathsome Lie

      

    

    
      
        Read More Holiday Dilemmas

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            THE SPOOKY SEASON

          

        

      

    

    
      It was October 30th, and Yusra’s face was plastered to the car window.

      “Nineteen, twentyyy, ohhhhh, twenty-one!” she counted.

      “What are you counting?” her younger brother Yusuf mumbled. “You’re not letting me sleep.”

      “Annnnddd, that’s twenty-three! We’re not even halfway to school yet.”

      Yusuf sat up. “What are you counting?” he asked again, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.

      “Skeletons,” Yusra replied, changing her voice to make it sound eerie.

      “Let me see,” he pushed Yusra to the side.

      Yusra pushed him back. “You have your own window!”

      Mama said in a warning tone from the driver’s seat, “Kids.”

      Yusuf shuffled over to the other window. “This house has five in the front yard.” He turned around and tugged at the ends of Yusra’s dark hair. “At midnight, they’re going to come alive and chase you.”

      “Stop it, Yusuf,” Yusra growled.

      The car stopped, and Mama turned around in her seat to face them.

      “Have a nice day at school,” Mama said, smiling.

      Yusuf and Yusra grabbed their backpacks and jumped out of the car. A group of boys waved at Yusuf, and he started to go over to them when the car window lowered.

      Mama shouted, “Yusuf, jaan, your lunch!”

      Yusuf hurried back to take it from her. “Mama, don’t call me jaan in front of my friends,” he muttered.

      “Please,” Mama snorted. “Their mamas say it also.”

      “They’re not all Desi like us.” Yusuf shook his head and took his lunch. “JazakAllah, salam,” he mumbled and rushed off before Mama could embarrass him further.

      He zoomed past Yusra, shouting at his friends to wait up.

      Yusra skipped along behind him. It was a sunny autumn morning. The air was as crisp as an apple, and the leaves crunched beneath her feet. She scanned the ground ahead for pretty leaves she could add to her Fall collection in her scrapbook. She looked left and right, and suddenly her heart stopped.

      They had followed her all the way to school.

      A giant skeleton grinned at Yusra. The skeleton’s hands stretched out as if it wanted to grab her and throw her inside the black cauldron at its feet.

      “That makes thirty-five,” Yusra said to the skeleton decoration outside the school building.

      “YUSRA!” Amanda, one of Yusra’s best friends at school, waved to her from the school steps. “You have to see what they did to the school this year!” Amanda squealed as Yusra caught up to her. It’s scaretastic!” She jumped up and down, her blonde curls bouncing along. “I loooooovvvee Halloween.”

      As they entered the school, the two girls came across zombies with stringy hair and blood on their lips standing next to the doors of the classrooms. Spiders and bats hung from the ceiling.

      “Wow, you weren’t kidding,” Yusra said to Amanda.

      “I heard Miss Jessica saying that our new principal, Principal Conner is a big fan of Halloween. He set this all up,” Amanda replied. Miss Jessica was their fourth-grade teacher.
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        The decorated hallway of Cedarcrest Elementary School.

      

      Suddenly, there was a loud, spooky scream. Yusra’s heart began to thump-thump-thump. A girl a few feet ahead of them had dropped her books and was backing away from a-a—

      “Is that a real vampire?” Yusra said, grabbing Amanda’s arm in excitement.

      Amanda’s blue eyes widened, but then her shoulders started shaking as she laughed.

      “A vampire that wears a tie?” she whispered in Yusra’s ear. “I don’t think so.”

      The vampire lowered his mask and smiled. “Gooooood morning, students!” he greeted them.

      “Principal Connor!” the students chorused.

      “What do you think? Scary enough?” Principal Connor grinned again.

      The students crowded around him, eagerly talking over one another as they congratulated him and discussed the school Halloween party.

      Yusra hung back, a funny feeling in her tummy.

      “Amanda,” she called out after a while, but Amanda couldn’t hear her. She was too busy chatting with the principal and the other students.

      With her head hung low, Yusra turned away and went to class. She was the first one there. She saw Miss Jessica hanging up string spiderwebs on the bookcase along the wall.

      “Good morning, Yusra!”

      “Good morning, Miss Jessica.”

      Miss Jessica smiled and went back to putting up more decorations from a box at her feet. Yusra sighed and put her head on her desk.
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            PARTY POOPER

          

        

      

    

    
      Later, the students piled into the hallway when the bell rang for lunch. Yusra took her home-packed lunch out of her backpack and began to walk toward the lunchroom.

      “Boo!” Somebody shouted right behind Yusra.

      She shrieked and turned around. Yusuf burst into laughter.

      “Yusuuuf!” Yusra scowled.

      “Are all these skeletons and ghosts scaring you?”

      “No way!” Yusra replied.

      “Look how much candy my teachers gave,” Yusuf grinned, popping a sour candy into his mouth. “But don’t you think it’s annoying? Mom already said, no Halloween parties, and everybody’s only talking about the party tomorrow.”

      "Mom did?” Yusra asked, frowning.

      Yusuf emptied the candies in his mouth. “Yup. Oh, there’s my bro Umar. He’s not coming to school tomorrow, so I’ll tell him to come over to our house.”

      Yusra looked to where Umar was standing. “They’re back from their doctor’s appointment! That means Fatima is here, too.” Umar and Fatima were twins and close friends with Yusuf and Yusra.

      “Don’t let the vampires bite.” Yusuf chuckled at his joke, then ran over to Umar.

      Yusra followed him into the cafeteria and saw that Amanda and Fatima were already sitting at their usual table. Yusra could hear Amanda’s voice even before she reached them. Yusra’s mama once joked that if medals were handed out for always talking, Amanda would win first place.

      “Scaretastic—that’s the word of the week,” Amanda was saying to Fatima, her words pouring out of her mouth faster than Niagara Falls. “This is the most scaretastic Halloween ever. My mom has Instagram, Twitter, and a blog. She posted pictures of the school that I sent her from my smartwatch. Our school is trending!” Amanda clapped her hands as their classmates turned around to listen to her. “This is going to be the best Halloween ever! Principal Connor also said that he has more surprises and that there will be lots of fun for everybody at the party.”

      “Not for everybody,” Fatima said.

      Amanda’s smile faltered. “What do you mean?”

      “I’m Muslim. I don’t celebrate Halloween, and all of this is making me uncomfortable.”

      Amanda chewed her bottom lip, looking from Fatima to the three giant ghosts just a few feet away. “It’s just for fun. Yusra thinks it’s scaretastic too, right, Yusra?”

      Everyone turned to look at Yusra, who was still standing. Heat crept up Yusra’s neck, and her cheeks turned red.

      “Uhh, yeah, it’s not a big deal. It’s just decorations.” She quickly sat down, ignoring Fatima’s wide eyes and frowning mouth.

      “See,” Amanda beamed. “Yusra, check out my costume! Help me choose which color sandals I should get.”

      Amanda scooted closer to Yusra, holding out her arm to show her the screen of her smartwatch.

      “I’m not hungry. I’ll see you guys later,” Fatima said loudly. Yusra’s stomach clenched as Fatima walked away.

      “I didn’t think Fatima would be such a party pooper,” Amanda said. “We’re just having some fun.”

      Yusra nodded but wondered why it felt the opposite. It was strange—knowing one of her friends wasn’t having a good time.

      Every year, Mama and Abbu reminded them that, as Muslims, their family didn’t celebrate Halloween. But she wasn’t really celebrating. She was just helping her friend celebrate. That was okay. Right?
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        * * *

      

      As school ended, students rushed through the doors and into the breezy late afternoon. Cars lined the school lot, and fallen leaves decorated the car roofs. A gust of wind blew them into the air.

      “Brr.” Yusra shivered, pulling up her sweater hoodie.

      “Ohh noo, I forgot my sweater,” Fatima complained.

      “Abbu’s here!” Yusuf said, jabbing Yusra with his elbow. He fist-bumped Umar. "I’ll see you tomorrow, inshaAllah.”

      “I’ll come over too,” Fatima said to Yusra as Yusuf ran over to their waiting car.

      “I might come to school tomorrow,” Yusra said quietly.

      Fatima’s eyes widened. “Huh? Why—”

      “Salam!” Yusra said quickly, hurrying down the sidewalk after Yusuf.

      “Abbu, I’m not going to school tomorrow,” Yusuf announced as he put on his seatbelt. “They’ve turned the entire school into a Halloween carnival, so we shouldn’t go, right?”

      “Oh, really?” Abbu said, his eyebrows knitted together. “Unless you guys don’t have anything important on that day, you two can stay home.”

      “Okay—”

      “No!” The word left Yusra’s mouth before she could stop it.

      “No?” Abbu raised an eyebrow.

      “Oh, um, I mean no, I can’t miss class. I have a quiz tomorrow,” Yusra quickly said.

      “Tomorrow?” Yusuf scoffed. “The only thing happening tomorrow is one giant party.”

      Yusra slumped low in her seat.

      Exactly. Tomorrow was going to be scaretastic, as Amanda would say. Yusra didn’t want to miss it. Plus, Amanda was counting on her.

      “Abbu, this isn’t the way home. Where are we going?” Yusuf asked.

      “I need to grab a few groceries, so we’re going to make a quick stop at Walmart,” Abbu answered.

      “Abbu, can you turn on the nasheed I like?” Yusuf asked.

      As the vocals filled the car, Yusra wondered again why she felt so…odd at the thought of going to school tomorrow. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach, and different voices seemed to be yelling in her mind.

      She didn’t even feel like her usual, bubbly self. She felt…sneaky.
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            WONDERFUL WINGS

          

        

      

    

    
      Yusuf and Yusra followed Abbu into Walmart. They helped him pick out the onions, tomatoes, and potatoes Mama would need for the biryani she was making.

      But with each passing minute, Yusra’s shoulders sank lower. Jack-o-lantern cookies! Cupcakes with black frosting! Party-size bags of goodies. All of this—and more would be at the party tomorrow. 

      Then, Yusra froze. 

      A long rack hung heavy with costume after costume. A shiny cape, a witch's hat, superhero outfits, and—the most beautiful, glittery fairy wings EVER.

      
        
          [image: Yusra looks at the hanging fairy wing costume beside other costumes.]
        

        Yusra looks at the hanging fairy wing costume beside other costumes.

      

      Yusra couldn’t help herself. Her feet moved as if on their own. Her brain conjured images of her looking beautiful in those wings. With shaking hands, Yusra touched the sparkling wings. They looked like they were covered in real gems. 

      “Cool, look at this,” Yusuf joined her by the rack. He grabbed a shield and a sword. Yusuf swung the sword around, and the blade made noises and lit up.

      “Yusra, Yusuf, what are you doing over there? Come here, please,” Abbu called out.

      Yusra took a slow step back. The little gems on the wings winked at her.

      Abbu stopped the cart beside her. “These are Halloween costumes,” he said gently. “Let’s go to the frozen food section. We need milk and cereal.”

      Yusra nodded. Abbu moved along. Yusuf put the sword and shield back. But Yusra couldn't stop her hands from reaching out and touching the wings again. 

      “Hi, Yusra!” A familiar voice said. Amanda from school was standing behind them. 

      “Are you getting a Halloween costume?”

      “I-uh-no-uh,” Yusra stammered.

      Amanda’s eyes widened. “Is that going to be your costume?” she asked, her mouth hanging open. “You didn’t tell me you were getting a costume! It’s so beautiful! I would definitely get those wings if I didn’t already have a costume.” She nodded her approval. “Guess what? I found the perfect sandals for my queen costume.” She picked up the ends of her shirt like it was a dress. “So, you’re coming tomorrow, right? I heard Fatima and Umar aren’t.”

      “We don’t celebrate Halloween,” Yusuf said, appearing next to Yusra. “Even though I like eating all the candy the teachers give.”

      Amanda frowned. “Oh. That’s a bummer. Fatima said that, too… Well, I can’t wait for tomorrow’s party at school. It’s going to be the talk of the year. Oh, there’s my mom. Gotta go. Bye!” Amanda skipped away.

      “Kids!” Abbu called.

      Yusuf went back to Abbu, but Yusra stayed put. She longed for the wings.

      Abbu pushed the cart over and stopped by Yusra. He put a hand on Yusra’s shoulder. “How about we get those wings just for fun?” 

      Yusra’s eyes lit up. “Really?”

      Abbu nodded, smiling.

      “Awesome!” Yusuf said. “Then I want the sword and shield.”

      Abbu laughed. “Fine, put them in the cart.”

      Yusuf tossed it inside, whooping as he did so.

      “But remember, kids, we don’t celebrate Halloween because it goes against our beliefs. It doesn’t make us closer to Allah like our holidays do, so it’s not right to celebrate it, even if it’s just for fun. Do you two understand?”

      “Yup.” Yusuf gave a thumbs up.

      “Yusra?” Abbu asked.

      Yusra nodded as she gently picked up the wings and held them close to her chest. She couldn’t wait to show Amanda what she looked like wearing it.
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            LOATHSOME LIE

          

        

      

    

    
      “Yusra! Phone call! It’s Amanda,” Mama said.

      Yusra took Mama’s phone and held it to her ears. “Hi, Amanda!”

      “Yusra, ohmygosh guess what? I have the funniest, scaretastic pranks planned for tomorrow! You’re going to help me, right?”

      “Um…I’m probably not—”

      “My mom’s also baking her famous cookies,” Amanda interrupted Yusra. “We had so much fun shaping them into jack-o-lanterns and bats. Even cute black cats.”

      “Well, save me some cookies because I won’t be coming tomorrow,” Yusra said, trying to keep her voice from sounding glum. “But I have some good news too!”

      “What, what?”

      “My dad bought me those beautiful wings!”

      There was quiet on the other end.

      “Amanda? Hello? Are you there?”

      “Yusra,” Amanda whispered.

      “Why are you whispering?” Yusra asked. “We’re on the phone.”

      “You. Have. To. Come. To. School. With your wings! It’ll be so much fun! You’re my best friend, and I can’t have fun at the party without you there tomorrow.”

      Yusra’s heart started to thump-thump-thump.

      “Amanda, my parents won’t let me bring the wings to school. My dad said he got it for me but not for Halloween.”

      “It’s okay! You’re not really celebrating Halloween. It’s not serious. It’s just for fun. You told them we have a quiz tomorrow, like how I told you, right?”

      "Yeah, I told my dad in the car.”

      “Great! So, they’ll let you come to school and tell them I asked to borrow the wings because my costume didn’t come on time.”

      Yusra finally hung up after promising Amanda she’ll think about it.

      After dinner, Yusra lay in bed, tossing and turning. Amanda’s voice echoed in her mind. Yusra looked at her wings shining in the moonlight. She sighed and closed her eyes.

      That night Yusra dreamt about a classroom full of skeletons laughing at her.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “What’s in the bag, jaanu?” Mama asked as they headed out the door the next morning.

      Yusra reddened. “Oh, in this? Amanda had a last-minute problem with her costume, so I’m letting her borrow my wings.”

      Mama frowned. “I see. Yusuf isn’t going to school today because of the Halloween party. Are you sure there’s a quiz today?”

      “Yup, there is. There’s a small party after lunch, but we have our regular classes in the morning. I’m in the fourth grade, y’know. Also, the party won’t be that big.” Yusra hoped that sounded convincing.

      Mama stared at Yusra until she could feel sweat beading on her forehead. 

      “If you say so.” Mama opened the front door and stepped out.

      Yusra exhaled loudly, glad that Yusuf was still in the kitchen having breakfast. She hurried out of the house. 

      As Mama started driving, Yusra’s foot tapped anxiously. She couldn’t wait to wear her wings at school, but why did she feel like there were rocks in her stomach?

      The rocks in her stomach got heavier and heavier the closer they drove to school. And then, as they pulled up in front of Cedarcrest Elementary School, Yusra realized there was a problem.

      “Not that big of a party, huh?” Mama said, looking at Yusra’s classmates dressed in all sorts of costumes. They were all talking and giggling outside in the schoolyard.

      Yusra quickly unbuckled her seatbelt. “See you later, Mama. Assalamu’alaikum!” Yusra dashed out of the car.

      She searched for Amanda amongst the witches, ghosts, vampires, and superheroes.

      Somebody tapped her on the shoulder. Yusra turned around and came face to face with the Queen of Hearts as if she had just stepped out of Wonderland.

      Yusra’s mouth dropped open. “Wow! You look amazing!” she told Amanda.

      Amanda beamed.

      “Thanks. I’m so glad you made it! Come, let’s go to the bathroom and put on your wings! I also brought you matching glitter face paint!”
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        The school cafeteria table with a tray of cupcakes, plates, and cups, and the doorway with dark-colored balloons and jack-o’lanterns.

      

      

      By lunchtime, Yusra couldn’t ignore a terrible truth. She was the only Muslim kid who had come to school today. No Yusuf. No Fatima. No Umar.

      “Cookie, Yusra?” Amanda asked, holding one out to her.

      Yusra looked at the cookie shaped like a witch’s hat. “No, thanks,” she whispered.

      “What’s wrong?” Amanda asked Yusra.

      “Umm, nothing.”

      “Yusra!”

      Yusra frowned. The voice of the person calling her sounded very familiar. But it couldn’t be. Slowly, she turned around, the wings heavy on her back.

      Yusuf stood there, arms crossed, looking surprised and disappointed. Fatima was next to him, mirroring his expression.

      “Umar and Fatima came over to our house,” Yusuf said as he walked over to her. “You lied.”

      “There’s no quiz today,” Fatima added. “I can’t believe you just wanted to join the party. And you’re wearing a costume!”

      Amanda stepped in front of Yusra. “So? It was all my idea. She’s my best friend. We just wanted to have fun together.”

      “If you were really her best friend, you’d understand and respect that she doesn’t have to celebrate Halloween,” Fatima said, hands on her hips.

      Amanda whirled around. “Tell them, Yusra. It’s not a big deal. It’s just for fun, right?”

      Yusra swallowed. The entire cafeteria was staring at them now. She took a deep breath and thought, ya Allah, help me.

      Her palms were sweaty, and her stomach was queasier than ever. Was she getting sick?

      No.

      Yusra realized she was feeling guilty. And she had been all morning. As much as she had tried to fit in with Amanda and her classmates, this wasn’t part of who she was. It wasn’t part of her faith.

      “I’m sorry, Amanda…but they’re right. I tried to tell you but felt too shy to explain it.”

      Amanda’s eyes widened. “But…but!” she stammered.

      “I thought you might be right, and we could have fun together,” Yusra said, “but this really hasn’t been fun for me. It doesn’t feel good to do something against what I believe.”

      “Finally, some wise words, sis,” Yusuf said. He poked at one of her wings.

      “Okay, I get it!” Yusra shrugged out of the wings and wiped off the glitter Amanda had put on her face.

      Amanda’s eyes filled with tears. “So, you haven’t been having fun? You’ve just been pretending…for me?”

      Yusra nodded.

      Amanda was quiet for a while; her eyebrows furrowed in thought. And then she said, “I’m so sorry, Yusra. For not being respectful of what you believe.”

      “It’s ok, Amanda. I know you were just very excited.” Yusra hugged Amanda. “And you wanted to share that excitement with me.”

      “Come on, Yusra. Mama’s waiting for us outside,” Yusuf interrupted.

      “Okay, okay, but shouldn’t I tell the teacher?” Yusra asked, following them out of the cafeteria with Fatima at her side.

      “Don’t worry. Mama already called and talked to them.”

      “Oh, cool. Where are we going after this?”

      “Mama said it’s a surprise.”

      Yusra turned around and waved goodbye to Amanda. Amanda waved back.

      They stepped outside, and Yusra’s smile faltered. “I hope Mama won’t be too mad,” she said glumly.

      Fatima squeezed her hand. “Don’t worry.”

      When they reached the car, words exploded out of Yusra’s mouth like a volcano.

      “I’m so sorry, Mama,” she said. “I didn’t want to feel left out. But I hated lying too. I’m so sorry, Mama.”

      Mama was quiet as everyone put on their seatbelts. With each minute, Yusra grew more anxious.

      “I’m sorry, Mama.” She whispered it this time.

      Mama started the car and began to pull out of the school parking lot. 

      “I know you are, jaanu. And I’m so glad that you’re strong enough to say that. You, too, Yusuf and Fatima. I know it wasn’t easy for you guys, either. That’s why I want to show you all something.”

      A little while later, Mama stopped the car.

      Yusra, Yusuf, and Fatima looked at each other. The pretty building said CEDARCREST ART AND CULTURAL HISTORY MUSEUM.

      “A museum?” Yusuf inquired.

      “Shh, we’re not there yet,” Mama said, leading them to a specific art gallery in the museum. When she stopped, she said, “Now, look around you.”

      Yusuf, Yusra, and Fatima studied the paintings in front of them. Each painting showed something different and unique. They told stories from different cultures, cuisines, clothing, and even plants and animals unique to a certain habitat.
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        A row of three paintings at the From Around the World exhibit shows Turkish lights, Mexican dresses, and a Japanese country landscape.

      

      They stayed there for a while, letting the diversity of the world’s people and animals soak in. Then Mama took them to another room.

      The paintings in this room sent a cold shiver down Yusra’s back. Fatima frowned. The images in these paintings were very similar.

      Everything was black and white, with hints of gold here and there. One painting showed a street with identical houses and perfect lawns. But something felt missing. The room was missing color.
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        A row of three paintings from The World Around Me exhibit shows identical houses in modern styles.

      

      “The other room was way better,” Yusuf said.

      “Yes, and that room was called From Around the World. This one is called The World Around Me. When you visit the rooms one after the other, it shows you how important and beautiful living differently is. Living similarly can help you make friends and go to parties, but when different people can respect each other, that’s a community.” Mama bent down and put her hands on Yusra’s shoulders. She looked up at Yusuf and Fatima. “I’m showing you all this because I want you to embrace who you are. And I want you to be proud of it. We shouldn’t have to feel left out. In fact, we, you,” Mama prods Yusra in the chest, “All three of you have so much to offer to the world by seeing the world as a Muslim!”

      Mama spread her arms out. “We should think about the bigger picture—our faith. Not being a part of a celebration should never make you feel left out. Instead, think of the millions of Muslims who are not celebrating.” 

      They were quiet for a bit, letting Mama’s words sink in.

      “JazakAllah for explaining it to us, Amina Khala,” Fatima said to Yusuf and Yusra’s mom. “I don’t celebrate Halloween because my parents said not to, and they would get really upset if I did. But I never really knew why.”

      “I never thought of it that way, Mama,” Yusra agreed, stepping into Mama’s embrace. She pulled Fatima in for a hug too.   

      Mama ruffled Yusra’s hair. “Your cousins, Furqan and Duha, don’t celebrate. Neither does Maryam and Taha. And what about your friends at the masjid?”

      Mama was right. Yusra straightened her shoulders. “I understand, Mama. I feel a lot better about this now.”

      “And I think some lunch out will help with that, too,” Mama said, winking.

      “Yay!” Yusuf jumped, rubbing his belly and smacking his lips. They laughed as they left the museum together.   

      “You’re not mad, Mama?” Yusra asked again on their way back to the car.

      Mama shook her head. “I was disappointed, but your father and I let you go to school today because we wanted you to understand your mistake all on your own, which you did, so we’re very proud of you.”

      “Oh, so you knew I was lying?” Yusra asked, her cheeks red.

      Mama just smiled.

      Yusra hung her head low. “I’m sorry, Mama, inshaAllah, it won’t happen again.”
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        * * *

      

      After burgers, fries, and brownies for dessert, the four lingered at the table. Yusra didn’t want this moment to end. She had felt so out of place the entire morning, but now she wanted to hold on to the pride and peace she was feeling right here with Mama, Yusuf, and Fatima.

      “I have an idea!” Fatima suddenly said. She grinned at Yusra. “We can have a party for all the kids who don’t celebrate Halloween! Not a Halloween party, obviously, just a fun party.”

      Yusra’s eyes widened. “Yes! Can we, Mama? And I’d like to share with them what you told me.”

      Mama smiled and leaned forward. “And what’s that?”

      “That it’s perfectly fine not celebrating Halloween. Or even Christmas or Easter because we believe differently. And not participating in those doesn’t mean we’re alone. We have Allah and each other.”

      Mama beamed. “Nicely said. And I think having a party is a great idea.”

      Fatima poked Yusra in the ribs. “We can invite Amanda.”

      Yusra giggled. Yusuf drummed his fingers on the table. “Let’s have a scavenger hunt and eat cake, lemonade, and samosas!”

      “Yeah!”

      And so they talked about the party all the way home.

      

      
        
        THE END
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