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CHAPTER 1
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There was a big puddle of spit on my little brother’s forehead.


 


[image: images]



 



It was mine.

But, [image: images], he was still sleeping.

Let me tell you what happened: I had been in my bed, attempting to have a good night’s sleep, when suddenly I was being chased through the playground by a teacher who had
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out of his ears and [image: images]for fingernails!
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It was a dream. A [image: images]dream, of course. When I woke up, I was extremely and very happy that I wasn’t about to be a monster’s dinner. I breathed slowly to get my heartbeat back to normal, instead of like it was on a
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I remembered that my mum told me to spit towards my shoulder three times if I have a nightmare. That’s supposed to get rid of[image: images], who is the uglyhead who causes bad dreams.




I [image: images]wanted to get rid of Shaytan! So I conjured up a bucketful of spit in my mouth [image: images]and it out over my left shoulder.
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I just hoped it would dry before morning so nobody would know I’d spat on my little brother by accident.

I put my head back on the pillow for an eighth of a second, but then I heard a really loud and really annoying sound.
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(See? VERY loud and VERY annoying.)

It was Esa. I guess he’d noticed the spit ball after all and wasn’t impressed.

Mum appeared at the door to our room in her pyjamas, looking all bleary-eyed.
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She said, ‘What’s the matter, Esa?’

Esa was still busy wailing, so I said, ‘Spit ball.’

‘Not again, Omar!’
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I covered my head with the pillow.
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Then Dad came in saying that it would be nice if we could have
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in the week where poor Esa isn’t woken up by my
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I asked him what that means for the [image: images] time. He rolled his eyes for the [image: images] time.

I heard my big sister, Maryam, growling in her room. (She definitely doesn’t like mornings very much.)

Mum said it was almost Fajr time anyway. I wondered if Allah was going to give me a reward for waking them up for Fajr.
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