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Muhammad woke abruptly to the repetitive call of the Muezzin telling the people it 
was time for prayer. Muhammad pulled out his ragged prayer mat, kneeled on it and 
prayed to Allah. He wished for food and prayed for his parents to be safe in the 
afterlife. Muhammad was an orphan, his parents had died from an illness that struck 
the village they lived in. He survived but he was ten years old and struggling to find a 
job to take care of himself. In desperate need he fled to Baghdad to seek his fortune. 
His mum and dad used to talk a lot about Baghdad and how it was the land of 
opportunity. But for Muhammad it was two whole years of constant battle against 
thirst and hunger. 
 
As he prayed, he noticed the familiar smell of the fresh spices and fruit in the market 
as morning arrived. He looked around him and all he could see was the dark stone 
alleyway that he had lived in for the last two years. It was stifling in the scorching 
sun. Muhammed was breathless and weak with thirst. 
 
After another hour had passed by, Muhammed felt the last drop of sweat trickle from 
the top of his forehead down to his chin. Muhammad was so weak he could barely 
stand - he needed something to eat and drink. Out of the corner of his eye 
Muhammad saw a watermelon. A large, juicy, aquamarine green watermelon. Food 
and drink both wrapped up in one sweet, delicious package. The watermelon was 
discarded so surely no-one would mind if he took it and ate it? He knew he shouldn’t 
take it but he was so thirsty and hungry. It was either take it or die - a game of 
survival. 
 
Muhammad picked up the watermelon anxiously and cracked it open on a stone. He 
took a small mouthful, glancing around him nervously whilst trying to enjoy the piece 
of heaven melting in his warm, dry mouth. Before he could swallow it, a dark figure 
appeared in front of him. An outraged market trader - balding, pot bellied, his face 
distorted with angry lines. From his apron he pulled a large curved butcher's knife 
and shouted “THIEF! THIEF!” The market trader chased after Muhammad, lurching 
towards him aggressively with the knife. 
 
The chase went on for a few minutes  until Muhammad’s legs felt like rocks. As he 
reached the House of Wisdom in the middle of Baghdad, Muhammad looked behind 
him to see where the market trader was, resulting in him tripping over a step. The 
market trader stumbled over, out of breath and sweating like a dog. “Off with your 
hands you dirty thief!” he exclaimed as he raised his knife. Muhammad’s eyes grew 
wide with fear. 
 
All of a sudden, a scholar called Kaiser intervened, taking hold of the market traders 
arms. Kaiser wore an expensive robe entwined with golden thread. He glanced over 



at Muhammad and felt sorry for him, noticing his scrawny body and clothes made 
from rags. 
“What is the need for this?” he asked softly. 
“He stole from me,” replied the market trader angrily. 
“What is your name?” questioned Kaiser. 
“Jafar” said the trader, starting to feel a little intimidated by the scholar. 
Kaiser thought for a moment and then said “Why don’t we sort this argument out by 
a game that I have made?” 
 
“I call it the Game of Kings.” He handed both Muhammed and Jafar a small wooden 
figure of a King. “The winner is the person who captures the other player's king. The 
winner also gets a gold dinah and the rest of the watermelon.” Kaiser announced 
wisely. Jafar was a gambling man and he was arrogant and rude. He did not believe 
that there was any chance that the boy would win against him. Muhammad, faced 
with the choice of playing the game or getting his hands chopped off, gladly agreed 
to play. The group walked back towards the market street and Kaiser set out a small 
rug on the floor with chequers on it.  
 
Kaiser explained the rules and the game commenced. The game started with Jafar 
winning because he had captured more of Muhammad’s wooden figures but 
Muhammad was clever, and soon enough, he got the hang of the game. They didn’t 
even notice the massive crowd that had congregated to spectate the new game 
being played. Muhammad captured Jafar’s bishop. Then the knight. Then the queen. 
Piece by piece he cornered the king until finally it was a checkmate. Muhammad had 
won! The crowd cheered. 
 
A wealthy, well-known man stepped up from the crowd and asked to have a go at 
playing the new game. He played against an older man and the older man won. One 
by one the whole crowd played against each other. The game was played for hours 
until the sun started to disappear. Kaiser suggested that they all have a chess set of 
their own and went home to plan his new business. 
 
Muhammad and Jafar became good friends after that and worked as business 
partners to sell chess sets. Muhammad got quite good at carving and made all of the 
pieces. Jafar sold them at his market stall and they eventually made their fortunes in 
a way that none of them could have ever anticipated. 


