Cada NI

Kuveait Awaaf Public Foundation

Qutoof Al Khair (6) sl sk dliuls

panll ¢jiLs

My Little Treasure
By: Feda’a Ahmed Al-Zomor

6 aal iy

B Kuwait Awqal Public Foundation

(+965) 22532681 i / (+965) 1804777 ()
<58l 13005 @ g2l el - liall - 4821 2L a
P.O.Box 482 safat - Postal Code 13005 Kuwait
www.awqaf.org.kw / Email: info@awqaf.org.kw

A N ASEN i e ald O daladl AlaY) Al

Jabll yand @l dugul (ygal ddluwo
cacghilig crpdll Joollg wbgll Jao cad




My Little Treasure

)AJM daaf o128 L_Q...\St!

By: Feda’a Ahmed Al-Zomor




anAl cilic.ll [as

This book belongs to:

General Supervision
Kuwait Awqaf Public Foundation
Department of Information and Documentation
( Waqf Library )

Title
My Little Treasure

Author
Feda’a Ahmed Al-Zomor

Drawings, Designing and Translation o

Regional Center for Development of Educational Software RBD\SO/FT

Series: Qutoof Alkhair (6)

A series of Children’s Stories Winners of Kuwait
International Contest for Authoring Children’s Stories
in the Area of Philanthropic and Charitable Work.

http://qutoof.awqaf.org.kw/

First Edition 1438 AH / 2017
All Rights Reserved for
Kuwait Awgaf Public Foundation

Deposited at the Department of Information
and Documentation at Kuwait Awgaf Public
Foundation Under #14/2017 on 11/1/2017

Deposit No. at Kuwait National Library: 0297/2017
ISBN: 978-99966-38-74-9

No part of this publication may be reprod uced, stored
in retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any
means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or
otherwise without the prior permission of KAPF department

of information and documentation.

alad) Ca) )
L8 M Aaladt AsaY
Gt sl g cila glaall 3 )
(Al asle du5a)
Gyl giadl
sall g 538
il
sa daaf glad
Aoy fig paanal y pus )y
Laglaill Claaa ) g gl paslBY) 5 sal)
(6) il Ca gl ; ALLLL)
L?JB‘)_‘!LQS\ umaﬂ‘ L@.‘)Aw)ﬁ_\gm
AL aad Caglal 43 5ol ey &N Al
o= 3B 5 5 Al Jaally Gadgll Jlas
http://qutoof.awqaf.org.kw/
22017 —» 1438 5¥) dasll
Cay oS AT gyl U Aaladl A3LSU

G5l 5 il glaall 5510k g
<l S Al YL
2017/ 1/ 11 &)l 2017/ 14 a8, as

2017/0297 Asila gl Zy &I Ay £ Y o8
978-99966-38-74-9 e

axhall (5 IS e ¢ 3 gh ol QUSI 138 b ey
oy o5 Rall Qrmnll 5 A 5l g Jailly yy peatll
Joaaill g kel (35l o la e 5 (g gualall 5 & gansall 5
3 (e a3 Y Lgela iud 5 ile el Lada
Cay oS A pay il DU Aaladt ALY (35 51l 5 e slaall




oN

DUl il aslds ) Sl ga g clas Lusle 1S a1
Y VA P VRIS
Eol (81 ctlie Ealalas 13 W) Taas 213a 3 (5 i o) gl g8 18laal ol ¢ gl

i Jgtad) gy g Jagals all g Jia gy clile S & e g o Al 8 Slial S

Rashed was very angry while looking at his old shoes saving:

How many times did I tell you I don’t want to see you?

You became an old pair of shoes.. I do hate you.

Oh Allah, where am I going to hide you?! My father will not buy me new shoes
unless I get rid of you, but where? 4

[ hid you in the storehouse. but my mother found you. and my father called me

careless because of you.
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In the meantime, Rashed noticed a tree standing high near the hﬁuﬂﬁ;;ﬁiﬂi _
brought an idea to his mind. _- p
Rashed: I will toss you up this tree; perhaps a sparrow would makﬁanm@u{; |
of you for its squabs. so you can be a source of happmness for them.

Rashid carned out his plan. and then ran to the top floor. where he stood behind

the window of his room. observing his shoes and the birds on the tree.
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Rashed woke up the next day to the voice of his father, saying: A cal :Hf i -i

you don’t know where to properly put your stutf ?! ' ‘ -

k

_— ..
o 0

Rashed: What?! Oh, you shoes?! I tossed youup the tree and hid you comple

from sight. but 1t seems that my cat found you and proudly dmppacl to the

ground, right in front of my father, hoping to be rewarded with a delicious m '. |
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Rashed stayed all day thinking hard of a good place to hide his shoes, until the
night came and darkness prevailed. However he was still looking out of the

window, raising his head up to the sky saying: here are the glittering stars hining

up next to each other, drawing a pretty and shiny shoes like no other on Earth, it

He remembered those times when he accompanied his father to the beach and

recalled the way he watched the little boats, imagining them as shoes floating
on the blue water, sailing with no sails and struggling with waves. sometimes

they overcame them, and other times they got cast to the shore.
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Rashed noted his mother’s voice calling him: Rashed, Rashed, where are you,

son? Look what I brought you!

Ideas quickly started on Rashed mind, wondering, are they the shoes he has
been wishing for, every mmute of every hour!

His mother gave him a nice book, about a brave prince wielding a big sword.
who fights evil everywhere he wanders.

Rashed looked at the book with deep love and gratitude, saying: Thank you,
mother, youknow how much Ilove readng, especially the stories of courageous

adventurers.
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His little fingertips quickly started to flip the pages of the book. and kept staring
at that prince who used to wear different shoes for every adventure.

Rashid long wished to be that prince who fought evil, and wore brand new

shoes for every adventure.
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The next morning, when he woke up, Rashed saw his shoes and remembered

the new and shiny shoes his friends wore to school.

How many times those shoes derisively pointed at his old pair!
He kicked his old shoes tothe corner of his room and kept crying and screaming:

I'm sick of the pathetic way my friends looked at me because of vou.
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Suddenly, He heard a loud noise that almost deafened him. And started tﬂthmk_

out loud:

What if it was the sound of arocket preparing for a takeoff, which I ¢an attach

the shoes to. so it flies high up to the sky and to another planet far ﬁmﬂ*E?grth‘?

But, I fear that an alien would find it and takes it upon himself to search for
our blue planet, and ends up throwing the shoes on the top of my roof. J
Or should I put you on the railway, so the biggest train ever-made by %

would rip you to pieces.
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Rashed kept thinking of a solution to get rid of the shoes, until he was interrupted

by his mother's voice: Rashed, take out the trash before you go to bed.

Rashed: Oh, I have a terrible idea; he turned to his shoes, saying: I will toss you in

the garbage truck that will take you to the garbage-collection site where you will
be ground and buried in a deep pit, so 1 get rid of you forever.

Rashed jumped in joy, as he fell up on the best way to dispose of his shoes.

ON

\2)..




L8 e 528l eyl o S0 AR daicil o JE o gl Aayiia d
_EJH.J‘&QFLHH sl A 4

Al Edg pla L W) Al )8 5 Ll L

R I:Jjﬂ JJJJ L-Ltn.ﬂ Cantoaelia EI;!
ALl ol asdnsllens sala

B5al eda il o Culid bl Al s aaa )l

Rashed woke up early the next moming, looked out the window and kq:t | :

waiting.

Rashed: Oh, the garbage truck has arrived.

With chattering teeth, he said to himself: Now. It is time to carry out the plan.
He concealed the shoes under his armpit, and climbed down the stairs quietly.
Here he 1s face-to-face with that car.

He looked at his shoes in mahciously: you will not get away this time.
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While raising his hand to throw the shoes in the truck. Rashed heard the sound
of footsteps approaching him!!

Is 1t possible that one of his parents found out his plan and followed him to
keep him from doing 1t?!

He turned around to find a child of his age, with torn clothes on and a pﬁfe

face, peeping into the garbage box.

Rashid was looking at the boy with compassion, while thinking: What a

miserable boy!
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Suddenly, the boy turned to Rashed and pointed to the shoes. saying: What a

happy boy, you found this treasure before me; I have been looking for such - s :‘

shoes for a long time to protect my feet from rocks, thorns, summer's heat and

winter’s cold. Here vou have found a beautiful pair of shoes, and with a little

polish, they will become new and shiny.
Rashed could not say a single word: he just took his shoes back home quietly.
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At that night, while he is lying in his bed, imagining a pretty and shiny shoes.

Rashed went to bed, but not like any other night: since his eyes were staring

i the dark, wondering, how many children are dreaming of a pair of shoes like

his?! And once he thought that he was the most miserable kid on Earth!!
-
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The next morning, Rashed went to school.

How strange! The other shoes did not derisively point at his old pair, but here u’.?

they are pointing to them with admiration.

When it was time for the morning parade, Rashid asked for permission from
the radio’s official to talk to his school mates. and say:

My friends.. it 1s nice to wear shiny shoes, but more important, 1s to know that
there are many children who do not have shoes to protect them from harm.
There are many children whose feet were amputated because of war: so they

cannot wear shoes, even if they were available to them.
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Therefore I suggest forming a committee to collect the clothes and shoes we :
no longer need. and we can fix them as much as possible during the activities
class. and then distribute them to the needy families with the help of our beloved

school's management. Happiness, my friends. 1s not to wear pretty and new

-

stuff. but to extend our hands to help the needy and the poor.

to himself to exert all efforts to bring joy to everyone’s heart and keep awﬁyﬂ \ ll"
Al
sadness.
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