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Chapter one: 

The eviction warning  
 
As the sun cracked through the window of the bungalow, Inaya was woken by the chirp of 
the swallows outside; she got up and started her day by going out on her boat to catch some 
fish. 
Ever since her father died a couple of months ago, she had been left to provide her family 
with food, but they were extremely poor and day after day she did not catch anything. Hours 
went by and not a single fish got caught in her net. Inaya did not want to go back home 
empty handed again, her mother would be so disappointed. As she was dragging her boat 
up the shore, she saw all of the fishermen with buckets of large fish. Oh how she wished she 
could bring her family one of them home!  
 
Once home, Inaya broke the news to her family that she did not catch anything once again, 
then she became aware of distant hooves in the silent night; as they became louder and 
louder, something was approaching. Soon, a horse came into view. It was galloping down 
the alleyway. As it reached their house, a figure climbed off its back,  it was Aadil Faisal the 
landlord. 
 
“Sorry to interrupt your dinner, oh wait I forgot you don't have any. I am here to inform you 
that you have two weeks to pay your rent, otherwise I will be evicting you” he said in a mean 
sarcastic tone. He jumped back on his horse before he  bolted away down the dusty,dark 
alley. 
“Why has he always been so mean to us?” Inaya asked her mother  
“ That man has always been a nasty lying slithering snake in the sand” her mother spat. 
 

Chapter two: 
Tornado 

 
  

The next day Inaya made the tough decision of leaving her family and travelling to Baghdad. 
She set off in the early morning, It was going to take her at least three hours to get to 
Baghdad. She passed through many small villages that had children gladly playing in the 
streets and stalls of fresh fruit and vegetables. She had spent hours walking, her feet were 
blistering and she was famished. She hadn't eaten anything for a week, but finally the city of 
Baghdad wall came into view. Even though it was about one mile away, she had never been 
so happy to see anything at all in her life.  
 
 
But all of a sudden a loud whirring sound came from behind her she looked behind to see a 
large grey spiral. It was a tornado coming straight at her, she needed to find shelter and fast. 
There were a couple of houses about 300 yards away so maybe she could hide there until 
the tornado wore off. Immediately she ran  to the first house but it was locked. They all 
were. The tornado was getting closer and closer by the second. What was she going to do? 
But she saw something. A small bungalow. It was far away but she didn't want to stay out 
here. She couldn't. She would most likely be killed so  she ran as fast as her little legs could 



go, the tornado was hot on her tail now. She leapt for the handle and, to her luck, it opened 
revealing an old abandoned bungalow full of cobwebs the size of dinner plates. Inaya 
slammed the door, locking the tornado out. 
 

 
Chapter three 

Baghdad 
 

A few hours later people were coming out of their houses. The tornado had passed the small 
village. When Inaya stepped outside, pieces of wood and ceramic tile were all over the dusty 
road. Inaya needed to get to Baghdad, she had to find work. After another half an hour, 
finally  she had reached the walls of  Baghdad. When she stepped inside, she was amazed 
at everything could see: markets, colleges, libraries and even the house of wisdom. She 
couldn't believe all the jobs and opportunities that might be available. It was amazing but she 
had to focus. She was here  in search of work. 
She went to every door asking for work but every person turned her down. She mainly 
thought it was because she looked a mess. The smell of delicious fresh food filled the air but 
she didn't have any money she couldn’t by any. What was she going to do if she did not find 
any work at all? How was her family going to survive? She prayed to Allah asking him for 
help. 

 
Chapter four 
Aaban Sajid  

 
Tired and starved, Inaya lay there in an alleyway. She must have fallen asleep as she woke 
to a voice. It was quite a rough voice. Inaya rose up seeing a man with his daughter, the 
man was saying “Are you alright?” 
 Feeling embarrassed, Inaya said “yes”. 
 The man introduced himself to her as Aaban Sajid and his daughter was called Sonia. She 
told Aaban Sajid that she was called Inaya and why she was in Baghdad. She told him about 
the eviction warning and the tornado only to find the Aaban Sajid and his daughter Sonia 
had carved a lifesize statue of the king of France and that they needed someone to help 
paint the statue. They offered her the job and when they had finished it Aaban would pay 
Inaya twenty silver dinahs. Of course Inaya said yes that could pay a whole year's worth of 
rent.Sshe had had some painting experience so what could she lose.  

 
 

Chapter five  
work 

 
The next morning Aaban Sajid showed Inaya where his workshop was, she had spent the 
night at his, and Sonia gave her some spare clothes to wear. Aabans workshop was a small 
house that was full of carvings but in the middle was his main piece of work the lifesize 
carving of the king of france Leonard Tumas Jehan.  The sculpture looked completely real 
apart from it being made being brown from  wood, as she looked around the room she 
noticed that Aaban Sajid had an awful lot of paint tube, there was a huge variety of colours. 
“How long did it take you to carve this sculpture?” asked Inaya inquisitively. 
“Two months” he said  



“Wow, just so you know I am good at painting. I would paint little kids wooden toys for fun in 
my village” Inaya mentioned.  
 
They started off painting his face, first they started with one colour before they then used a 
tiny tipped brush to do the rest of the little details like his moustache and eyebrows. 
Once they had finished the whole head and hair they then moved onto his outfit, which was 
a navy blue coat with round gold buttons and black trousers and knee high shiny boots.  
 

 
Chapter six  

The Grand Caliph 
 
On the sixth day of painting, it was a hot summers day and they were all exhausted from the 
heat but they kept on painting until there was a strange knock at the door  
“Hmm I am not expecting anyone” said Aaban Sajid, but when he opened the door shock 
rose upon his face. 
“What can I do for you Grand Caliph?” trembled Aaban Sajid, 
“ I am here to check on the progress of the statue the king of france has informed me and 
my colleagues that you and the rest of the people who are giving a gift to the king himself 
only have six  more days to bring them to the ship were they will be sent off, and you don't 
need to call me the Grand Caliph just call me Caliph”  the Grand Caliph declared  
“Yes Sir I mean Caliph” 
“ Is this your helper? “ 
“Yes Caliph. Her name is  Inaya. She has been helping me and Sonia with  painting the 
statue” Aaban said more confidently than he did before. 
“ Well you look like you've done a excellent job” the Caliph exclaimed 
“Thankyou Grand Caliph, I used to paint children’s wooden toys for fun in my old 
village.”said Inaya 
“Really, I bet you did a good job at that”  
“ Yes well I think I did. All the little kids loved them” 
As the Caliph was about to leave he flipped a coin into Inaya’s hand. It was a gold dinah. 
She had never seen one in her whole life!  She had heard about them, and that many rich 
people had lots of them, but to be given one she thought he eyes might of popped out of her 
head.  
“ Buy yourself something nice with it, like some sandals or clothes. ” The Grand Caliph told 
her, but she had no intention of doing that. Oh no, she was going to pay six months worth of 
rent with that, maybe even save it until she got her twenty silver dinahs and buy her family a 
new house. 
 

Chapter seven  
Aadil Faisal 

 
The next day Inaya went to go and give her family the gold dinah. She was so excited to 
show her mother  and that they would be able topay the rent but when she got to the house 
something wasn't right, the house looked empty from the outside. She tried opening all the 
doors but they were locked. 
“Your family are gone” said a cruel voice from behind her, she turned around to see Aadil 
Faisal and his men. 



“What have you done?” cried Inaya  
“ I evicted them as you can see” 
“You said we had two weeks! its only been one week” 
“I know, but I had plans for this house and its wasn’t like you were going to be able to get the 
money to pay the rent was it” 
“ I have a gold dinah here which I was going to give to my mother so we could pay six 
months worth of rent” 
“ And where would you get that money? You must have stole it you are a lying thief” 
“I'm not. I got work and the Grand Caliph himself gave this to me” 
“Like anyone would believe that guards get her” announced Aadil 
Immediately Inaya ran through all the alleyways to try and lose Aadil’s men  
“ That girl is not going to live whilst I’m around” Aadil snarled 
 
 

Chapter eight 
The nice meal 

 
Once Inaya had lost Aadil’s men, she went to visit her mother and family who were staying 
at her grandmother’s house, Inaya could not stay for long, as she had to get back to Aaban 
Sajid, but she had enough time to tell her family everything that had happened and about 
how they wouldl be safe once Inaya got the rest of the dinahs. 
 
When she got back to Aaban Sajid’s workshop she then spent the next two days finishing off 
painting the sculpture and when they finished it, Aaban took Inaya and Sonia to the best 
restaurant in town -  Slimy Serpents.  
“Well everybody I hope you enjoy” said the waitress who  had a very low and dainty voice 
“I am sure we will enjoy it” Aaban exclaimed  
“Thankyou for everything you've done for me” stated Inaya 
“No problem we have enjoyed having you stay with us and I'm sure when people see what 
you have helped me and Sonia do you will become a well known painter” delightfully said 
Aaban Sajid  
“ And here are your silver dinahs” 
“Thank you Aaban. You do not know how grateful I am to have met you” 
“I just did what any kind person would do.” 
 

 
Chapter nine  

The fire  
  
That night Inaya was woken to a faint smell of smoke and screams. She ran to the other 
rooms only to find that Aaban and Sonia were gone. she raced outside and to the workshop. 
On her way she  thought she noticed that the faint smell of smoke was becoming stronger 
and stronger and the sound of screams were becoming louder and louder, that's when she 
saw it over the streets. The workshop was on fire! 
 
She stood outside the shop with Aaban and Sonia, the statue had somehow caught on fire 
but how? she thought. What made it set on fire? That's when it came to her. Aadil Faisal 
must have something to do with this; he must have had his men find out where she was and 



have them set the workshop on fire, anger filled her body so much that her cheeks became 
as red as a tomato. 

 
 

Chapter ten 
The desert 

 
“ What are we going to do about the statue?” asked Inaya  
“I don't know it took me and Sonia ages to carve it” 
“ Wait hang on I have family in the desert they are excellent carvers and they are only 5 
miles away from Baghdad at the moment as they are here for the annual trading fair. They 
also are highly skilled painters if they all helped they could get all of that done in twelve 
hours we could still make it in time if we go to the desert today” claimed Inaya  
“ Excellent Idea we shall head of to the desert in the next 15 minutes i just am going to get 
lulu and lydia and Josephine our camels” 
 
Once they had started their journey and got out into the desert, Aaban Sajid warned them 
about the desert and that it can be very hot and that people can have an extremely bad heat 
stroke. After travelling through the desert their journey was nearly at an end as they spotted 
a large colony ahead,  
“That looks like them, they are the largest colony in the desert that looks like a large colony 
doesn't it! shouted Inaya  
 “ It sure does” wondered Aaban 
Once they reached the tents, Inaya  asked a man who had long black hair and a bright green 
sapphire pendant .  
“I would like to see Grandma Basma please”  
“She is just this way” said a short chubby man 
He led them through a giant tent which used red rugs as curtains, when they got to the 
middle of the tent they saw old women with black hair, bright green eyes and a smile that 
looked like it could light up the whole world. 
“Inaya what a pleasant surprise I haven't seen you since you were seven years old, how are 
you doing? And where is your Mother?” 
“Hello Grandma Basma I am doing well but my mother and my brothers and sisters have 
been evicted from our house” exclaimed Inaya 
“ Oh really that's terrible dear”  
“ Yes and I am in need of a favour, this is who I have been working for his name is Aaban 
Sajid and he created a beautiful sculpture of the king of France that i have helped paint, but 
unfortunately it caught fire and we have reasons to believe that it is the dirty work of our 
landlord Aadil Faisal” cried Inaya. 
A shock of horror came over Grandma Basma's face, when Inaya mentioned the name Aadil 
Faisal  
“If you need help with carving a sculpture and painting it we will gladly help you and we will 
do it in one night”  said Grandma Basma fiercely 
Throughout the night  the colony helped Inaya, Aaban Sajid and Sonia carve and paint the 
sculpture and when it was finished they all agreed it looked  better than the first sculpture 
and when they finished they sat around a fire with  soup and  sung songs. 
 
 



Chapter eleven 
The death of a landlord 

 
 
As dawn broke Inaya sat there with  soup from the night before thinking of how happy her 
mother would be when she saw the twenty silver dinahs which were sitting in her pocket but 
she was so captivated by the thoughts  that she didn't even notice Aadil Faisil creeping up 
on her, dagger in hand. He was about to stab her but before he could, Grandma Basma had 
already plunged a sword through Aadil Faisal’s heart. With a shock, as she had just heard a 
scream of pain, Inaya turned around to see Aadil Faisal’s  corpse lying there. 
“Well that old snake is dead now” Grandma Basma  cackled. 
“Why did you just murder him?” 
“ when I was younger my father had his grandad and thirty other people in his colony killed 
for stealing fifty of our camels. For years now that family has only had hatred for this family 
and now you and your mother will never have to worry about him again. He was sneaking up 
on you and was about to murder you” Grandma Basma told Inaya.  
Feeling glad, but at the same time shocked, Inaya tried to forget about what had just 
happened as she was scared it might haunt her that her Grandma was a murderer and that 
she was nearly murdered. 
 

Chapter twelve 
Praise and glory 

When they got back to Baghdad they immediately took the sculpture to the ship otherwise 
they would not be able to give their gift to the King of France. When they did get it onto the 
ship, Aaban praised her for everything she had done and the Grand Caliph even gave her 

two more gold dinahs for all her hard work. With the money she had been given for her hard 
work she bought her mother and siblings a large house with all the food they would ever 

need and they never had to worry about Aadil Faisal or being evicted again.  


