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a guest at the
ramadan table

    Ahmet l�ved �n a small ne�ghborhood w�th h�s mother and
father. It was the month of Ramadan, and every even�ng

the smell of cook�ng were com�ng from houses. Everyone �n
the ne�ghborhood was busy prepar�ng for �ftar. For Ahmet,
Ramadan meant fast�ng and spend�ng qual�ty t�me w�th h�s

fam�ly. H�s mother cooked every day, and h�s father was
try�ng to come home from work early and be home �n t�me

for �ftar.
 When he returned from school that day, he not�ced that

h�s mother was cook�ng more food than usual �n the
k�tchen. He asked cur�ously:

“Mom, are there guests com�ng today?”
 H�s mother sm�led and sa�d, “Yes, your father met an old
uncle on the road. He �nv�ted h�m to �ftar. That’s why I’m

cook�ng a l�ttle more.”
Ahmet was surpr�sed. “Who �s th�s uncle?”

 “Your father sa�d that he has been l�v�ng alone for a long
t�me. Ramadan means shar�ng, my son. We w�ll share our

table w�th h�m today.”
 Ahmet was a l�ttle surpr�sed but 

exc�ted 
to be break�ng h�s fast w�th a stranger. 
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 Ahmet sm�led sl�ghtly. H�s mother �nv�ted the guest �n.
They sat at the table and when the adhan �s rec�ted,

everyone prayed and broke the�r fasts. Old man’s eyes
f�lled w�th tears as he looked at the table.

 “I haven’t sat at a warm table l�ke th�s for a long t�me.
May Allah be pleased w�th you,” he sa�d.

 Ahmet felt a sense of happ�ness. Unt�l then, 
he had only seen �ftar as eat�ng, but now he understood

that Ramadan was about shar�ng and 
help�ng each other.

Dur�ng the meal, the old man told about the old
Ramadans. “In the past, everyone �n the 

ne�ghborhood was more fr�endly, ne�ghbors often got
together and the tables would be open

 to everyone, whether they were
 acqua�ntances or strangers,” he sa�d.

The doorbell rang close to �ftar. H�s father opened the
door and an old man entered. He was wear�ng old but

clean clothes. He looked at Ahmet w�th a t�red but
s�ncere sm�le.

“Hello son,” the old man sa�d.
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 When the meal was over and the tea was drunk, the
old man thanked them and wanted to get up. But
Ahmet d�dn’t want h�m to leave. He turned to h�s

father and sa�d, “I th�nk he should have �ftar w�th us
every n�ght.”

 H�s father sm�led, h�s mother nodded. The old man
was surpr�sed but happy. “It would be a great joy for

me,” he sa�d.
 And so, every even�ng dur�ng Ramadan, another

guest jo�ned the�r table. Ahmet learned that the best
part of Ramadan was not just eat�ng, be�ng together

and shar�ng love. And for the f�rst t�me, he felt h�s
heart full as he broke h�s fast.

SEVVAL ELİF KEGAN
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THE RAMADAN CHEST
   Once upon a t�me, there was a small town called Yeş�lköy.
Yeş�lköy was a l�vely place w�th k�nd-hearted people,
beaut�ful seasons, and bustl�ng streets. But the most
spec�al t�me for th�s town �s Ramadan. Because every year
dur�ng Ramadan, a myster�ous chest would appear �n the
garden of the mosque.

 Th�s chest would arr�ve on the f�rst n�ght of Ramadan.
Ins�de, there would be all sorts of food, money, and even

valuable ant�que �tems from t�me to t�me. The townspeople
called �t the “Ramadan Bless�ngs Chest.” As soon as the

chest was opened, �ts contents were �mmed�ately
d�str�buted to those �n need. But no one knew who was

br�ng�ng the chest. The people of the town bel�eved �t to be
a Ramadan m�racle.

 However, the most cur�ous ch�ld �n the town, Mert, dec�ded
to solve th�s mystery. Mert was fourteen years old,he has
curly ha�r and a quest�on�ng m�nd. 
H�s best fr�end, Ela, was 
just as cur�ous as 
he was.
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 One day, Mert turned to Ela and sa�d, “Th�s 
year, we w�ll f�nd who br�ngs the chest.”

 Ela’s eyes opened �n surpr�se. “How are we go�ng
 to do that?” she asked.

 Mert sm�led. “The day before Ramadan beg�ns, we w�ll h�de
�n the mosque garden and wa�t unt�l morn�ng.”

 Ela hes�tated at f�rst, a l�ttle scared,but then . “No one
succeeded th�s before. Maybe we w�ll!”

 And so, they made the�r plan…

 On the f�rst n�ght of Ramadan, Mert and Ela h�d �n the
most secluded corner of the mosque garden. The a�r

was cold, and the l�ght from the m�naret added a sense
of peace to the n�ght. The only sound �n the 

garden was the wh�sper�ng w�nd.

 To stay awake, ch�ldren wh�spered stor�es to each
other. But as the n�ght went on, the�r eyel�ds grew

heavy. Just as they were about to g�ve up, a shadow
appeared �n d�stance.

 It was a tall man �n a hooded cloak. He carr�ed a large
chest on h�s shoulder. W�thout mak�ng a sound, he

walked carefully �nto the courtyard. 
He set the chest down, opened the l�d, 

and checked �ts contents one by one. 
Then, he placed a small p�ece of paper 

on top of the chest.
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  In an �nstant, Mert sh�fted sl�ghtly, caus�ng the gravel
under h�s feet to rustle.

 The myster�ous man l�fted h�s head and looked around.
The ch�ldren held the�r breath, stay�ng completely st�ll.
The man glanced around for a moment longer, then
d�sappeared �nto the darkness.

 Mert and Ela rushed over and p�cked up the note.

 There was only one sentence wr�tten on �t:

 “Share so that your bless�ngs may �ncrease.”

 The next morn�ng, the townspeople gathered �n the
mosque garden, just l�ke every year, to open the chest.
Mert and Ela exc�tedly told everyone what they had
seen.

 Everyone was shocked. Who was br�ng�ng th�s chest?
And why d�dn’t he want to be seen?

 An elderly man took a deep breath and
sa�d, “Maybe th�s �s an old trad�t�on passed
down from our ancestors. Who knows? 
Someone may have been br�ng�ng 
th�s chest for years.”
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 One of the younger men added, “Or perhaps �t’s not just
one person, but an act of k�ndness shared by many.”

 But the oldest woman �n the v�llage, Grandmother
Fatma, sm�led gently and sa�d, “It doesn’t matter who
br�ngs the chest.We should cont�nue to share those.”

 As always, the townspeople d�str�buted the �tems �n the
chest to those �n need. But th�s year, someth�ng was

d�fferent. Everyone dec�ded to share a l�ttle more.

 Mert and Ela’s story had taught people an �mportant
lesson:

 “We don’t need a myster�ous man to do good. We can
all be a part of the Ramadan Chest.”

 The follow�ng year, when Ramadan arr�ved aga�n,
everyone gathered �n the mosque garden for wa�t�ng the
chest.

 But th�s t�me, there was only an empty space. 
The chest was gone.

 Confused, the townspeople looked 
around unt�l they found a small sack 
�n the corner of the garden. 
there was a letter:

One Year Later
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 “You don’t need more chest. Because 
now, you are the ones keep�ng �ts sp�r�t 

al�ve.”

 From that day forward, every household 
�n Yeş�lköy prepared a “Shar�ng Chest” dur�ng 

Ramadan. Everyone contr�buted what they could, and
those �n need could take whatever they requ�red.

 The Ramadan Chest had d�sappeared, but �ts sp�r�t had
spread to every home.

 And th�s year, Mert and Ela real�zed someth�ng:

 The real m�racle was the k�ndness w�th�n people’s hearts…

Yüsra Delican
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THE MISSING IFTAR

MEAL IN RAMADAN

The f�rst days of Ramadan were always exc�t�ng for
everyone �n the ne�ghborhood. The streets were f�lled

w�th the del�c�ous smell of freshly prepared food
com�ng from w�ndows, and ne�ghbors were send�ng

each other �ftar �nv�tat�ons as they slowly began the�r
preparat�ons. However, th�s Ramadan would be

d�fferent from the others.

Everyth�ng began at the home of Uncle Mah�r. Uncle

Mah�r was the oldest and most beloved person �n the

ne�ghborhood. Every Ramadan, he would �nv�te a

ne�ghbor and ensure that everyone came together

�nstead of break�ng the fast alone. Th�s year, he had

prepared h�s home, and as �ftar t�me approached, he

was busy �n the k�tchen, prepar�ng h�s famous d�shes.
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When the �ftar t�me approached, Uncle Mah�r
prepared the table. As he was about to close the

door, someth�ng caught h�s eye.He couldn't
bel�eve h�s eyes. There was a huge plate �n front
of h�s door! The plate was f�lled w�th a var�ety of
food: ol�ves, dates, warm bread, yogurt, sweets,
and even carefully prepared appet�zers. But the
strangest th�ng was, Uncle Mah�r was sure that

th�s plate d�dn’t come from h�s house.

“What �s th�s?” he murmured. “No one brought me
someth�ng l�ke th�s…”

The plate was s�tt�ng �n front of h�s door, but there was no
one around to be seen. Then, he found a note attached to

the plate;

"Enjoy your meal, Ramadan �s a bless�ng. Th�s plate w�ll be
wa�t�ng for you the next n�ght, but be careful, every n�ght

br�ngs a new surpr�se."

The next even�ng, there was another enormous plate �n
front of Uncle Mah�r’s door.

There was another note on the plate;

"Take your �ftar to your ne�ghbor's ton�ght!
Then a surpr�se w�ll wa�t you you."
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One even�ng, when he opened the plate, there were only a
few ol�ves, a sl�ce of cheese, and some bread. Along w�th �t,
there was a small envelope. He opened �t and read:

“Surpr�se, the g�ft �s not the plate, but the k�ndness you
offer.”

     Uncle Mah�r was even more 
surpr�sed now. He tr�ed to dec�de 
what to do. However, he dec�ded to do 
what was wr�tten on the plate.
That n�ght, he took the food to a d�fferent ne�ghbor. Every
t�me, the ne�ghbors tr�ed to f�gure out who was leav�ng the
meals, but no one knew. Uncle Mah�r cont�nued to br�ng
food to someone every even�ng. However, after a week,
someth�ng happened that caught h�s attent�on.

At that moment, Uncle Mah�r truly understood the sp�r�t of
Ramadan. Beh�nd these myster�ous �ftar meals was actually
the help, k�ndness and des�re to share of each person �n the

ne�ghborhood. In th�s process, Uncle Mah�r understood 
the true mean�ng of Ramadan 

better and d�scovered the goodness and 
compass�on w�th�n h�m.
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After a few even�ngs, Uncle Mah�r not�ced that
everyone had started to help each other. Everyone

was shar�ng �ftar tables, send�ng food to the�r
ne�ghbors, and support�ng each other wh�le fast�ng.
These myster�ous meals actually brought people �n

the ne�ghborhood closer together.

From then on, Mah�r knew that every Ramadan was

about more than just food—�t was about shar�ng the

love and k�ndness that brought people together. At

the end of Ramadan, everyone thanked each other

from the heart. Uncle Mah�r had completed th�s

Ramadan �n an unforgettable way, shar�ng not only

food but also k�ndness.

Sude Karabak
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Once upon a t�me, �n a small town where the stars shone

br�ghter than anywhere else, there l�ved a boy named Ahmet. 

 Ahmet was s�xteen years old and had always been fasc�nated

by the n�ght sky. Every even�ng, after break�ng h�s fast 

 w�th h�s fam�ly, he would cl�mb up to the terrace and gaze at

the stars, feel�ng a deep connect�on w�th the un�verse.

Th�s year, however, Ramadan felt d�fferent to h�m. As he grew

older, he started to see �t as more than just fast�ng; 

 �t was a journey of pat�ence and self-d�sc�pl�ne. One

part�cular n�ght, after a peaceful �ftar, Ahmet carr�ed h�s cup 

 of tea to the terrace. The warm breeze brushed aga�nst h�s

face as he looked up, search�ng for a fam�l�ar s�ght.
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H�s father, not�c�ng Ahmet’s usual rout�ne, 

jo�ned h�m on the terrace. “What are you look�ng at

ton�ght?” he asked 

 w�th a sm�le.

Ahmet po�nted at the glow�ng planet. “Saturn,” he sa�d. “It

rem�nds me of Ramadan.”

 H�s father ra�sed an eyebrow, �ntr�gued. “Why �s that?”

 Ahmet took a s�p of h�s tea and leaned aga�nst the ra�l�ng.

“Saturn �s the planet of d�sc�pl�ne and pat�ence. 

 It doesn’t g�ve rewards eas�ly. Instead, �t teaches lessons

through challenges, mak�ng sure you truly earn what 

 you des�re. Isn’t that exactly what Ramadan does? 

When we fast, we don’t eat just because we’re hungry—we

wa�t,  we control ourselves, and we learn pat�ence. 

The real reward comes not just at �ftar but at 

the end of the month, 

 when we real�ze how much stronger 

we have become.”

There �t was—Saturn. Small but sh�n�ng

stead�ly, as �f �t was watch�ng over h�m.
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H�s father nodded thoughtfully. 

“So, you’re say�ng that fast�ng �sn’t just about stay�ng

hungry—�t’s about 

 tra�n�ng our m�nds and hearts?”

Ahmet sm�led. “Exactly. Saturn �s str�ct, but �t teaches the

most valuable lessons. Just l�ke how Ramadan teaches 

 us self-control, Saturn teaches us that pat�ence and hard

work always lead to the greatest rewards.”

The n�ght was qu�et except for the occas�onal rustl�ng of

leaves. Ahmet took a deep breath, feel�ng at peace. 

 For the f�rst t�me, he truly understood that Ramadan wasn’t

just about food or prayers—�t was about growth, 

 self-d�sc�pl�ne, and learn�ng to wa�t for the r�ght t�me.

 Maybe, just maybe, Saturn was up there for a reason—to

rem�nd h�m that the best th�ngs �n l�fe always come 

 to those who wa�t.

And w�th that thought, Ahmet felt more 

connected to the un�verse than ever before.
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Ramadan And The
Eternal Night

     Kerem woke up early for sahoor, exc�ted for the f�rst day

of Ramadan. But someth�ng was strange. The sun d�dn’t

r�se. The whole was covered �n darkness and people

gathered �n the streets, wh�sper�ng �n fear.

At the mosque, the �mam spoke w�th a trembl�ng vo�ce:

“Accord�ng to anc�ent legands, �f the L�ght of Ramadan �s

lost, the sun w�ll never r�se and the World w�ll be trapped

�n Eternal N�ght…”

Kerem felt a strange feel�ng �n h�s heart. It was as �f he was

meant to do someth�ng about th�s. After sahoor, he

searched through h�s grandfather’s old boks and found a

dusty map. On the map, a place was marked: “The L�ght Of

Ramadan..”

“ I must f�nd �t!” kerem sa�d to h�mself.

He took a lantern, some dates and followed the map. After

walk�ng for hours, he reached teh deep forest outs�de the

town. As he walked through the trees, a 

myster�ous blue l�ght appeared �n the a�r. 

Suddenly, an anc�ent stone door rose 

from the ground.
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     On the door, glow�ng letters read: “ Enter w�th 

k�ndness and pat�ence” Kerem took a deep breath �n a

completely d�fferent World. The sky was purple, g�ant

lanterns floated �n the a�r and the streets sparkled l�ke

gold. But the strangest th�ng was there were

 no people. Then, a strange creature appeared before

h�m. It had glow�ng eyes and look lobe that 

moved l�kes waves.

“ Who do yoy th�nk you are?” the creature asked.

Kerem bravely repl�ed, “ I’m search�ng for the L�ght Of

Ramadan. If the sun doesn’t return, the World w�ll be

trapped �n darkness”

     The creature was s�lent for a moment, then sm�l�ed. “

The l�ght �s here” �t sa�d, plac�ng a hand over �ts chest.

“But to yake �t, you must pass a test.”

Kerem hes�tated. “ What test?” 

“Three tasks. If you fa�l, you w�ll rema�n �n Eternal N�ght

forever..”

Kerem took a deep breath “ I’m ready”
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THE FİRST TASK: He had to f�nd 

and feed three starv�ng b�rds 

h�dden under a rock. Kerem shared h�s

dates w�th them.

THE SECOND TASK: He had to look �nto a 

mag�cal m�rror and face h�s greatest fear. 

In the m�rror, he saw h�mself los�ng h�s fam�ly. 

But he took a deep breath and sa�d, “ Th�s �s only fear, 

I cannot change the future, but I can l�ve as a good person. 

THE THİRD TASK: He had to enter the darkest cave and

f�nd the L�ght of Ramadan.

     Kerem stepped �nto the cave and saw a small lantern �n

the center. Its flame was a deep, glow�ng blue. He reached

out and p�cked �t up. Suddenly, the cave f�lled w�th golden

l�ght and the World began to sp�n.

When Kerem opened h�s eyes, he was back �n the

mosque’s countyard. People were look�ng up at the sky,

gasp�ng �n wonder 

The sun had r�sen…

Kerem sm�led. He had brought back the 

L�ght of Ramadan. But more �mportantly, 

he had learned that ramadan wasn’t just 

about fast�ng. It was about pat�ence, 

k�ndness and courge sh�n�ng �n every heart.

Zeynep Ecmel Sancak20



JEFFREY IS
IN ISTANBUL

Jeffrey has been someone who always

wanted to check out d�fferent cultures

and unable to res�st any thought of

apply�ng or tak�ng part �n an Exchange

program �n Türk�ye. H�s f�rst t�me �n

İstanbul was electr�fy�ng but he real�zed

that �t was the�r holy month . the most

sacred t�me of Islam – Ramadan. H�s host

fam�ly welcomed h�m w�th opened arms

tos how the trad�t�ons to Jeffrey. 

He spent h�s f�rst even�ng watch�ng 

everyone prepare for �ftar. The table was 

la�d w�th lent�l soup, r�ce-stuffed grape leaves 

(yaprak sarma) , baklava and freshly baked 

p�de , a p�ta spec�al to Ramadan . The call to 

prayer sounded from w�th�n the mosque , h�s host fam�ly

broke the�r fast w�th dates and water before d�gg�ng �nto the

ma�n d�shes. Even Jeffrey , who hadn’t started fast�ng , just

followed them along w�th w�de ears to h�s host mother who

was tell�ng the whole rel�g�ous story of fast�ng.

Zeynep Demircan 
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The follow�ng morn�ng , an explos�ve 

bang�ng on drums along w�th some lyr�cs 

was enough for h�m to wake up and 

show up �n front of the w�ndow. 

Emre , h�s fr�end , �ntroduced the guys who 

were bang�ng on drums. He �ntroduced them 

as ‘’They wake people up for sahoor by bang�ng on 

drums and s�ng�ng along , after the sahoor the fast�ng

began. Suddenly, Emre sang along w�th them as; 

‘’Hoş geld�n ya Ramazan Uyandıralım s�z� davullarla

Acıkınca sızlanma Sabrını ver�r yaradan Ne yapalım ya

kardeşler Böyle yaratmış yaradan’’ 

It was the day when Jeffrey started to fast�ng for the f�rst

t�me. The �n�t�al hours went sw�mm�ngly. However, as the

afternoon sun hung over h�s head, h�s stomach started

rumbl�ng and blurred h�s v�s�on. He quest�oned Emre as

How could they manage to fast fort he whole month.

Emre answered h�m as �t was all about self-d�sc�pl�ne. H�s

host fam�ly took h�m to s�ghtsee�ng fort he rest of the

day. As they sat and wa�t fort he cannon to g�ve s�gnal

that �t was t�me for �ftar. After break�ng h�s fast, 

the whole fam�ly exper�enced a great n�ght full of

 happ�ness, jokes and food. It was an �ncred�ble 

memory for h�m and he wanted �t to cont�nue 

for the whole month.

22



The Mysterious Plate
      In old d�str�ct of Istanbul, there was a small ant�que
shop. The owner of the shop, Hal�l was an old but strong
man. He spent h�s l�fe collect�ng ant�ques and learn�ng the�r
stor�es. But among all the �tems �n h�s shop, the most
valuable one was an old copper plate d�splayed �n the
w�ndow. 

     Every year, dur�ng the month of Ramadan, Hal�l set up
�ftar table �n front of h�s shop. He placed a few tables and
�nv�ted everyone; strangers, ne�ghbors and passersby. But
th�s year, someth�ng was d�fferent. Everyone’s eyes were on
the copper plate. It had beaut�ful Ottoman des�gns worn
but st�ll sh�n�ng. 

       On the f�rst n�ght of Ramadan, a cur�ous customer
f�nally asked, “Hal�l, why don't you tell us the story of th�s
plate?” 

     The old man hes�tated for a moment. He looked at the
plate and took a deep breath. ”Th�s �s not just a plate, th�s �s
a plate of bless�ng and generos�ty.” 

Everyone at the table l�stened carefully:
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“There hundered years ago, there was a r�ch 
merchant �n Istanbul named Osman. He was 
famous not only for h�s wealth but also 
for h�s k�ndness. Every Ramadan, he opened 
h�s house to the poor and �nv�ted them to �ftar. 
Every even�ng, hundreds of people ate at h�s 
table. But one year, a great fam�ne started.Markets 
were empty, and people were hungry. Even Osman’s food
storage was almost gone.” The guests watched h�m w�th
cur�os�ty.

“One day, an old man came to Osman’s house. He was
t�red and hungry. He sa�d ‘Can you g�ve me some food?’
Osman went to the k�tchen, but there was only a bowl of
soup and a few dates left. He put them on a plate and gave
them to the old man.”

The l�steners were s�lent. Hal�l cont�nued: “The old man
sm�led as he drank the soup.’Do you know Osman th�s
k�ndness w�ll not go unrewarded. Ramadan �s not just
about fast�ng. It �s about shar�ng, pat�ence and bless�ng. If
you cont�nue to share, God w�ll make your table full.’
Then, he put the plate down and d�sappeared. From that
day on, Osman’s food never ran out . If he put one bowl of
soup on the plate, another appeared. Everyone ate, but
the plate never became empty.” 
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Someone asked �n surpr�se, ”Does �t st�ll have �ts
bless�ng ?” Hal�l sm�led. ”The bless�ng �s not �n the
plate. It �s �n the heart of the person who shares,” he
sa�d. “Ramadan does not only teach us hunger. It
teaches us pat�ence, grat�tude, and the power of g�v�ng.
If someone truly wants to share, there w�ll always be
enough for everyone.” 

That n�ght, the �ftar table was fuller than ever. People
shared not only the�r food but also the�r stor�es,
worr�es, and prayers. And maybe, just maybe, a small
m�racle happened: Everyone at the table was full, yet
the food on the plate st�ll looked untouched.

Hal�l touched the plate gently
and added: ”Th�s �s the same
plate from that story. 
It stayed �n Osman’s house ,
and f�nally came here, 
to my shop.” 

Yagmur Atas
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   Samet was a eleven years old boy, curious and a little
impatient. This year, he really wanted to understand the
meaning of Ramadan. The adults were fasting,
setting up iftar tables, gathering together, and praying.
But why? When he askedhis mother, she said,
“Ramadan is about patience, sharing, and gratitude. ”
But Samet still didn’t fully understand. One day, he
went to his grandfather, Grandpa Hasan. He was the
oldest and wisest person in the neighborhood. Samet
knew that he always had an answer for everything.

— Grandpa, why is Ramadan so important? Why does
everyone fast?

Grandpa Hasan smiled, leaned on his cane, and patted
the seat next to him.r learn the secret.

THE SECRET
OF RAMADAN

Erva Saf�
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— Come here, my boy. Let me tell you a story.

Samet quickly sat down, his eyes fixed on his grandfather,
ready to listen.

— A long time ago, in a small town, there was a man named
Ahmet. He was very rich, but also very selfish. He never
shared his food or helped his neighbors. Even when the poor
were hungry, Ahmet’s table was full of delicious meals. But he
never invited anyone One day, during Ramadan, a dervish
came to the town and knocked on Ahmet’s door. He handed
Ahmet a small pouch and said:

— This pouch holds a great secret. If you wait until the last
day of Ramadan and don’t open it, you will receive a big
reward.

Ahmet was surprised but also very curious. He wanted to
open the pouch immediately, but he remembered what the
dervish had said.
“If you are impatient, you will never learn the secret.”
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    Ahmet tried to resist. He waited one day, then another…
But as days passed, his curiosity grew. Finally, he couldn’t
hold himself back and opened the pouch before Ramadan
ended. Inside, he found only a handful of wheat. He was
furious.
“Is this the big secret?” he shouted.
He ran out of his house and searched for the dervish. When
he found him at the edge of the town, he angrily said:

— You tricked me! How is this a great secret?

The dervish smiled and held up the wheat in his hand.

— If you had waited and planted these seeds after
Ramadan, by next year, you would have had fields full of
crops, he said. But you were impatient and lost your
chance. Ramadan is just like this, Ahmet. If you are patient,
you will receive a great
reward in the end.
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Grandpa Hasan looked at Samet and said:

— That’s the secret of Ramadan, my boy. Patience, sharing,
and in the end, true reward.

Samet stayed quiet for a moment, thinking. His grandfather
was teaching him the importance of patience. That day, he
decided to try fasting for the first time. It wasn’t easy—he felt
hungry and thirsty. But every time he wanted to give up, he
remembered his grandfather’s story and kept going. When
the evening call to prayer was heard, he sat down at the iftar
table with his family. As he took his first bite, he realized
how valuable food truly was. The hunger he felt all day made
him appreciate every bite. From that Ramadan on, Samet
understood that it was not just about fasting—it was a
lesson. A lesson in patience, sharing, and gratitude. 
And every year, he not only fasted but also 
tried to help others, because he now knew 
that true reward comes from kindness 
and patience.
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RAMADAN
    Once upon a t�me, there was a ne�ghborhood where

everyone was wa�t�ng for the month of Ramadan w�th

exc�tement and d�fferent events took place. Everyone �n

th�s ne�ghborhood was always �mpat�ent to fast �n

Ramadan, get up for sahura and open �ftar together.

However, th�s Ramadan would be a l�ttle d�fferent,

because there would be an unforgettable event �n the

ne�ghborhood.

   Ahmet was a 25-year-old, hardwork�ng and beloved

young man. Every Ramadan, early �n the morn�ng, he

would wake up for sahura, and �n the even�ng he would

meet w�th h�s fr�ends �n the ne�ghborhood to break �ftar.

However, Ramadan was go�ng to be d�fferent th�s year

because Ahmet's best fr�end �n the ne�ghborhood,

Cem�l, made a secret dec�s�on before Ramadan.

Cem�l d�d not fast �n the last Ramadan, he refused to

fast under var�ous pretexts. 
Th�s year, everyone was surpr�sed that Cem�l

made a d�fferent dec�s�on. Cem�l came to

Ahmet and sa�d, "I really dec�ded to fast th�s

Ramadan, but I w�ll confess someth�ng to

you." 
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The next day was the f�rst day of Ramadan. Ahmet and

Cem�l started to make sahur preparat�ons together.

However, th�ngs became more compl�cated when Cem�l

could not get up for the sahura. Cem�l had woken up a few

m�nutes before the sahur, but he prepared �n such a hurry

that he acc�dentally prepared d�nner �nstead of sahur. The�r

son sa�d, “Dad, what �s th�s?” Wh�le ask�ng, Ahmet laughed

and sa�d, "Cem�l, you really had a n�ght �n the morn�ng!" He

was say�ng.

     Ahmet was look�ng forward to what Cem�l 

would say. Cem�l cont�nued: "Actually, I can't 

get up for sahura, I’m a very heavy sleeper.. 

But s�nce �t �s also the f�rst day of Ramadan, I want to

start fast�ng.”

    Ahmet dec�ded to support Cem�l and sa�d, "Come, 

let's get up for sahura together, and �t w�ll be a 

mot�vat�on for you too." They both dec�ded to get up 

early �n the morn�ng. Th�s was the f�rst strange event of

Ramadan that Cem�l had trouble gett�ng up for sahura.

    However, Cem�l cont�nued to fast �n th�s way. The fast�ng

that day was really d�ff�cult. Wh�le Ahmet and Cem�l were

walk�ng on the street together, they were talk�ng about the

d�ff�culty of fast�ng �n th�s heat. 
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      A week later, fast�ng became a l�ttle eas�er. It was a

great rel�ef for Cem�l that Ahmet helped to get up �n the

morn�ng. One even�ng, a b�g �ftar d�nner was held w�th

all the ne�ghbors �n the ne�ghborhood. Everyone set the

table, look�ng forward to the �ftar t�me.

      When Cem�l real�zed how hard he was, he couldn't take

�t anymore and sa�d, "Ahmet, every Ramadan �s d�ff�cult,

but �t gets harder every day!" He was say�ng.

     However, th�ngs suddenly changed when �t was

t�me for �ftar. Dur�ng the �ftar table preparat�on,

Cem�l talked to someone who d�d not fast. Th�s

s�tuat�on caused controversy. Cem�l tr�ed to make a

statement, but d�sagreements between h�s

ne�ghbors grew.
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 And that n�ght, among all the people �n the

ne�ghborhood, the arguments and tens�ons �n the past

were replaced by love, tolerance and shar�ng. Towards

the end of Ramadan, Cem�l and Ahmet cont�nued to

have �ftar w�th the other people of the ne�ghborhood

wh�le fast�ng together.

     And that n�ght, th�s �nc�dent un�ted all the ne�ghbors �n 

the ne�ghborhood. Now everyone understood that 

fast�ng �s not just a phys�cal worsh�p, but also 

an �mportant part of tolerance, understand�ng 

and respect for each other. In th�s Ramadan, 

cooperat�on and tolerance came to the fore.

 Cem�l spent th�s Ramadan

unforgettable and real�zed that

everyth�ng was not what he

thought before. Now Ramadan

showed not only the power of

fast�ng, but also the power of

be�ng together, help�ng each

other, love and tolerance.  

Ebrar Basıdinc
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My FirstMy First
RamadanRamadan

    I was an e�ght years old g�rl who watched my fam�ly fast every
year dur�ng Ramadan. My fam�ly would wake up early for suhoor
every year, and they would break the�r fast together at �ftar �n the
even�ng. I was too young to fast, but th�s year l wanted to try
fast�ng for the f�rst t�me. On the f�rst day of Ramadan, my mother
woke me up before sunr�se. I was very sleepy, but l sat at the table
w�th my fam�ly. I ate someth�ng. “Suhoor meal g�ves you strength
throughout the day,” my father sa�d w�th a sm�le. I felt exc�ted and
ready to keep my f�rst fast. Then I slept.

    I went to school �n the morn�ng. Dur�ng lunch, my fr�ends ate
the�r meals, but l sat qu�etly. My stomach made small sounds, but l
remembered what my father sa�d. “Fast�ng �s not just about food.
It teaches us pat�ence and grat�tude". I tr�ed to focus on my
lessons, but as the days went by l started to feel t�red.

El�f Tek
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    When l came home, my mother was cook�ng �n the k�tchen. My
mother laughed and sa�d, “The last hours are the hardest, but
you're do�ng great! ”. I sat on the couch and wa�ted. I looked at
the clock many t�mes. F�nally the sun began to set. My father
brought dates and water. When the call to prayer was rec�ted,
we ate together. The f�rst b�te of the meal was sweeter than ever.

   That n�ght, before go�ng to bed, l sm�led and thought about th�s
day. It had been d�ff�cult, but l had kept my f�rst fast and was
proud of myself. I learned that Ramadan was not just about
hunger, but about pat�ence, k�ndness and fam�ly. I couldn't wa�t
to fast aga�n the next day.

    A few days later, we �nv�ted relat�ves to �ftar. That day I fasted
aga�n and was proud of myself. When I came from school, I was
very t�red and hungry and my mother was prepar�ng food. So I
�mmed�ately changed my clothes and started do�ng my
homework. Then I helped my mother set the table and wa�ted
unt�l �ftar t�me. When the adhan was rec�ted, I broke my fast
w�th water. It made me very happy to break my second fast
w�th my favor�te cous�n and relat�ves. After �ftar, I played games
w�th my cous�ns. That day I was less hungry than the day before.
In these two days, I felt the sp�r�tual�ty of Ramadan. Now I know
the value and �mportance of Ramadan.
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           The scent of fresh p�de and lent�l soup f�lled the t�ny

apartment, but D�dem’s m�nd was elsewhere. The leather

bag on the k�tchen table held someth�ng far more �mportant

than food.. her fam�ly’s stolen Quran. She had r�sked

everyth�ng to get �t back.

       Asef paced back and forth, rubb�ng h�s temples. “Let me

get th�s stra�ght,” he sa�d, vo�ce low. “You broke �nto

Karahan’s off�ce, stole th�s, and ran all the way here?”

D�dem sm�rked. “That’s the short vers�on.”

Asef s�ghed, flopp�ng �nto a cha�r. “And you p�cked Ramadan

to do th�s?”

“Seemed l�ke the r�ght t�me.”
A sudden, heavy knock on the door made them both freeze.

D�dem’s sm�rk suddenly van�shed. Asef qu�ckly stuffed the

bag under the table, h�s eyes dart�ng to the w�ndow.

“Karahan’s men,” D�dem wh�spered, peek�ng through the

peephole. Three f�gures �n dark su�ts stood outs�de, the�r

express�ons hard. The knock�ng grew louder. Asef clenched

h�s jaw. “We need to move. Now.” Sl�pp�ng out through the

back door, they darted �nto the maze of Istanbul’s old

streets. 
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The sun was sett�ng, and the a�r was th�ck w�th the

aroma of roast�ng meat and fresh bread. Fam�l�es

gathered around tables, wa�t�ng for the call to prayer.

The c�ty was moments away from break�ng �ts fast,

and D�dem knew th�s was the�r best chance to

d�sappear. “Lets spl�t up,” she wh�spered.

Asef gave her a look but nodded, van�sh�ng �nto the

crowd. D�dem spr�nted towards the Grand Bazaar,

weav�ng through the stalls. 

The men were close beh�nd. Her heart pounded. If she could

reach the mosque courtyard before the cannon f�red, she’d

be safe. She turned sharply �nto a qu�et square, breathless.

An elderly couple sat on a bench, wa�t�ng for �ftar. W�thout

hes�tat�on, she sat bes�de them, pull�ng her scarf lower over

her face.

BOOM!

    The �ftar cannon f�red. The ent�re c�ty paused. The men

stopped, look�ng around, unsure. The call to prayer echoed

through the streets, s�gnal�ng the moment of peace. Asef

appeared bes�de her, carry�ng a small bag of dates. He sat

down, hand�ng her one. “Well?” he wh�spered. She slowly

pulled the Quran from the bag, her hands shak�ng. “We d�d

�t.” Asef exhaled, lean�ng back. “You’re �nsane.” 
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Beren Öner

   She looked at the Quran �n her lap, then at the people

around her.. the fam�l�es, the k�ndness, the warmth. “It’s

about do�ng the r�ght th�ng. Even when �t’s hard.” Asef

shook h�s head but sm�led. “Just eat before you make me

do someth�ng even craz�er next t�me.”

   D�dem f�nally allowed herself to breathe. 

Around them, people were break�ng the�r fast, 

shar�ng food w�th strangers, laugh�ng, and 

pray�ng. The n�ght a�r was warm, carry�ng the 

sounds of joy and grat�tude. She took a b�te of the date,

feel�ng �ts sweetness spread across her tongue. “You

know,” she murmured, “Ramadan �sn’t just about fast�ng.”

Asef gr�nned. “Yeah? What else �s �t about?”

   And under the golden l�ghts of the c�ty, w�th the stolen

Quran f�nally back �n her hands, D�dem felt someth�ng

she hadn’t �n a long t�me.. peace.
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Today I want to tell you my f�rst Ramadan story.
When I was 8 years old, I was go�ng to fast for the
f�rst t�me.That's why I was so ex�ted. My mother
told me that I should sleep for suhoor, but I
couldn't sleep. AMy father came to me and told me
a story. After a few m�nutes passed, I fell asleep.
My mother woke me up at 5 o'clock but I had a hard
t�me wak�ng up. Then we had suhoor but my eyes
were closed.After suhoor we went back to sleep.It
was 3 o'clock there were st�ll 
4 hours unt�l �ftar. T�me was
 pass�ng so slowly. Then,
�dea came to my m�nd
and I helped my mother 
cook.I chopped the 
salad �ngred�ents.
We shaped
 meatballs w�th my
 mother.I slept
 2 hours after
 prepar�ng the
 meals. 

Ecr�n Işık

F�rst Ramadan Story 
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When I woke up
 there was 10 m�nutes left unt�l the
adnan. My mother together set up the
table and wa�ted for the adhan to be
rec�ted. As soon as adhan was rec�ted, I
ate my meal because I was very hungry.
After Eat�ng our meals, we went to the
mosque to pray.I know how to pray but
I was go�ng to pray taraw�h for the f�rst
t�me. 

After I started pray�ng, I solved the
problem �n a short t�me and

everyth�ng was go�ng very well.I
made m�stakes �n a few places wh�le
pray�ng and I was embarrassed after

f�n�sh�ng the prayer, I returned to the
house and my f�rst day Ramadan

passed l�ke th�s.
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