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Dedicated to Hajar and Alein.

Also to the kitchen court, since they are mini-versions of Judge
Eveline..and |

Kitchen court is in session ....

Opgedragen aan Hajar en Alein. Ook aan de keukenrechtbank,
aangezien zij mini-versies zijn van rechter Eveline... de rechtbank is
geopend.
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Copyright / Auteursrecht

Rights for film, television, and media:
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strictly reserved to the author. No adaptation, screenplay, or visual
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onrechtmatige toestemming van de auteur. De film-, televisie- en
mediarechten van dit werk zijn strikt voorbehouden.

Copyright © 2026 door Khadija Louise

Contact: info@Khadijalouise.nl
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Toewijding / Opdracht
English
For all little Muslim girls finding their way,
who feel trapped between two worlds and wonder where they fit in.

Your voice is real. Your boundaries matter. Never forget that your
faith, your heart, and your timeline are entirely your own.

Keep running your own race.

Nederlands
Voor alle jonge moslima's die hun eigen weg zoeken,

die zich gevangen voelt tussen twee werelden en zich afvraagt waar
ze thuishoren.

Jouw stem telt. Jouw grenzen doen.er toe.

Vergeet nooit dat jouw geloof, jouw hart en jouw tempo helemaal van
jou zijn.

Blijf rennen op je eigen kracht.
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Chapter 1: The Big Change

My ponytail whipped wildly behind my head as I cprinted
down the red track. (eft right. left right. My cpikes
made a rhythmic clicking cound against the ground. The
wind felt cool and frech on my neck, and the cun chone
gently on my face.

On the track, everything was cimple. If you trained hard,
you got faster. If you were faster than the rest you won.
The stopwatch never lied.

"Come on, Aminal Only one hundred meters left! Puch
through!” Coach Jansen chouted from the cidelines.

I cqueezed the lact bit of enerqy out of my lege. My lunge
burned, but I loved that feeling. It made me feel like T
could fly. I was thirteen years old, a ceventh grader at
Oak Creeck Middle Sehool, and on this track, I was queen.
Here, T wasu't the chy girl cketching anime characters in
the back of the clascroom. fHere, I was just Amina: the
fastect cprinter on the team.

I crocced the finich lime and clowed to a jog. Panting, T
bent over with my hande on my kneg.

‘reat time, Amina,” Maya, my best friend, caid. Che
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walked over and handed me a water bottle. fHer bright
red curle were messy and damp with cweat. "IF you run
like thic next Friday at the big relay race, we are
quaranteed to take home the gold trophy.”

We are going to take that trophy,” I laughed, ctill caught
for breath. I drank the water in big qulpe.

Together, we walked toward the locker rooms. Maya had
been my best friend cince elementary cchool. She knew me
ingide out. We talked about clasces, the latest TikTok
trends, and the comic book we wanted to create together.
Life was good. It was eacy.

But when I ctepped inside my house that afternoon,
everything changed.

The hallway cmelled of the heavy, familiar ccent of
incence and warm lentil coup. I kicked off my running
choes and was about to drop my heavy backpack on the
Hoor whew Mom ctepped out of the kitchen. She wore her
beauvtiful dark blug hijab, and her face looked incredibly
cerious. Not angry, but colemn.

Amina, Iim glad you're home,” che caid coftly. "Go to the
bathroom and wash your hande. Your father and I want
to cpeak with you in the living room.”
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My ctomach instantly tightened into a knot. The big
conversation. I knew exactly what thic was about. Three
weeks a9, I had turned thirteen, and a few days later,
my body had changed. I was officially no longer a little
girl. Mom had whicpered about it briefly back then, but I
had hoped we could just ignore it. I wanted to just be a
kid for a litte longer.

I walked into the living room. Dad was citting on the
couch. In front of him on the coffee table ctood a larqe,
rectangular box wrapped in chiny pink paper with a cilver
vibbon. It looked like a beautiful birthday present, but to
me, it felt like a bomb ¢itting on the table.

"Cit down, habibly” Dad caid kindly, pointing to the chair
opposite him.

I cat down clowly. My hande felt clammy.

"You are thirteen now, Amina,” Mom began, ¢itting next
to Dad and taking his hand. "You have become a young
woman. In our family, and in our faith, that ic a very
cpecial moment. It means you now have the responsibility
to profect yourself. To chow your modesty to the world.”
Che nodded toward the pink box on the table. "Dpen it.
This i¢ your ctep into womanhood.”

Two languages i. One boek
Twee talen in een boek



