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    The Kiln Cannot Be Hurried

    A Story About Patience

    Ferngleam · First free edition, October 2026

    
      This book is free. You are welcome to download, read, print and share it, unchanged and free of charge. Please don’t sell it.
    

    
      The story text, the illustrations and the audio narration were made with AI tools, then edited and checked for this edition. The Islamic lesson quotes English translations of the meaning of the Qur’an (Sahih International) and a hadith (Sunnah.com); the sources are named in that section.
    

    
      Read by a computer voice: Piper text-to-speech, “Cori” voice (en_GB-cori-high) by Bryce Beattie, public domain.
    

  
    Before You Read

    This is a story about Hamid, a young potter who learns that some things cannot be rushed.

    Notice when he chooses hurry, and when he chooses patience.

  
    
      [image: In a small pottery workshop lined with clay pots, Hamid sits on a low stool at his wheel shaping a grey clay jug and looks up at Iqbal Sahib, who stands in the open doorway holding a blue-and-white sample jug.]
    

    Hamid’s late father left him a potter’s wheel, an old brick kiln and a quiet shop in a narrow Multan lane.

    When Iqbal Sahib ordered forty blue water jugs for his daughter’s wedding, in six days, Hamid said yes too quickly.

  
    
      [image: By the light of a small oil lamp, a tired Hamid crouches at the wheel among rows of damp grey clay jugs, while Khala Bano touches one with a blue-stained fingertip and frowns.]
    

    He worked at the wheel from dawn till midnight.

    Khala Bano, his father’s old painter, frowned. “The clay is still wet, beta. Let it dry.” “There’s no time,” said Hamid.

  
    
      [image: At dusk in the courtyard, Hamid pulls open the small iron door of the brick kiln; an orange glow lights the glazed jugs still inside, while two finished jugs wait on a bench.]
    

    He painted blue flowers on damp clay and fired the kiln too early.

    On the fourth night, too impatient to let it cool, he pulled the door open.

  
    
      [image: In the morning light, Hamid stands frozen in the courtyard among dozens of cracked and broken blue-and-white jugs, while thin smoke still rises from the kiln.]
    

    Cold air rushed in. One by one, the jugs split with a sound like breaking ice.

    By morning, nearly all forty lay cracked on the bricks.

  
    
      [image: Hamid sits on a low brick step with his clay-streaked hands over his face; a broken jug and blue shards lie at his feet, and an old wooden wheel stands in the workshop doorway behind him.]
    

    Hamid kicked a shard across the yard and shouted at the kiln, the clay, his father’s silent wheel.

    Then he sat down on the step and covered his face.

  
    
      [image: Under the neem tree, Hamid sits on a low brick ledge beside the string bed while Khala Bano, seated on the bed, places a small steaming cup of tea in his hands.]
    

    Khala Bano put a cup of tea in his hands. “Your father broke a hundred jugs before he learned,” she said.

    “Real patience is at the first blow, beta. Not after.”

  
    
      [image: In a sitting room with a carved red sofa, Hamid perches on the sofa's edge holding a badly cracked blue jug and explains, leaning toward Iqbal Sahib, who listens with a grave face.]
    

    That afternoon, hands shaking, Hamid went to Iqbal Sahib.

    He told him everything: the hurry, the cracks, and that good jugs need time.

  
    
      [image: In the sitting room, Iqbal Sahib stands straight and stern, raising one finger, while Hamid holds a blue-and-white jug and listens with his eyes lowered.]
    

    Iqbal Sahib was quiet for a long time. “I trusted you,” he said at last.

    “The barat is in nine days. Bring them by then, or don’t bring them at all.”

  
    
      [image: In the pink light of dawn, Hamid kneels on a green prayer mat under the neem tree with his eyes closed and his hands raised in prayer; rows of clay jugs dry on a shaded wall shelf behind him.]
    

    This time Hamid let every jug dry slowly in the shade.

    Waiting was harder than working. After Fajr he asked Allah for patience, and his breathing grew steady.

  
    
      [image: On a starry night, Hamid sits on a string bed beside the closed kiln with one hand resting on its warm bricks, waiting, as a thin line of smoke rises from the chimney.]
    

    He fired the kiln, then did the hardest work of all: nothing.

    For a day and a night he sat by the warm bricks and kept the door shut.

  
    
      [image: In the early morning, Hamid opens the kiln door with a wide smile, and a row of whole, gleaming blue-and-white jugs stands in front of it while Khala Bano wipes a tear from her eye.]
    

    At dawn, Hamid and Khala Bano opened the kiln.

    Forty jugs stood whole and shining, blue as the evening sky. Khala Bano wiped her eyes.

  
    
      [image: At an evening wedding under fairy lights, blue-and-white jugs garlanded with marigolds stand on a red table while Iqbal Sahib warmly shakes Hamid's hand and Khala Bano smiles beside them.]
    

    At the wedding, the jugs stood in a long row, garlanded with marigolds.

    Iqbal Sahib shook Hamid’s hand. “Worth the wait,” he said.

  
    The Lesson

    Hurry can break the very thing we are trying to make. Patience means staying calm when things go wrong and giving good work the time it needs.

    An Islamic lesson: Allah says in the Qur’an: “Seek help through patience and prayer. Indeed, Allah is with the patient.” (Surah Al-Baqarah 2:153, Sahih International)

    The Prophet Muhammad (peace be upon him) said: “The real patience is at the first stroke of a calamity.” (Sahih al-Bukhari 1302; also Sahih Muslim 926)

    
      Good things take the time they take; patience at the first blow keeps us from breaking them.
    

  
    Questions to Think About

    Why did Hamid say yes to six days?

    What did Khala Bano mean by “patience is at the first blow”?

    Where in your life are you tempted to open the kiln too early?

    
      Conclusion
    

    Today one cracked jug sits on Hamid’s shelf. When customers ask him to hurry, he points to it and smiles.

    “The kiln cannot be hurried,” he says, “and neither can anything good.”

    
      The End
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