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The Two Prunes of My Soul


"I am an author whose gaze embraces two horizons, Algeria and France, my two homelands, my two eyes. Each illuminates an eye, each carries a part of my soul. I love these lands with equal fervour, as I cherish the very breath of life. Yet the absurd idea that one day I might be asked to sacrifice one for the other, to close one eye and keep only one, would be unbearable. How can I choose between two lights, two heartbeats ? To become one-eyed would be to mutilate love, to give up seeing the world in all its richness. I refuse this fate, because my two eyes, carried by this inseparable love, will continue to contemplate these two countries that make me a whole being."


Mustapha Bouktab









Warning


This novel is a work of fiction, a blend of the imaginary and the real, where the boundaries are deliberately blurred. Although certain events or figures may evoke familiar situations, all the characters, groups and entities described are entirely fictitious and the fruit of my imagination. Any resemblance to real people or organisations is purely coincidental.


The thoughts, emotions and actions expressed in these pages are those of the characters, shaped by their own fictional experiences. They in no way reflect personal, institutional or real positions.


Through Abigael and Moussa, young heroes caught up in the turmoil of a fractured world, this novel explores hope, revolt and the price of innocence in the face of the forces of evil. Their poignant and sometimes harrowing story reminds us that even in the face of horror, humanity can still find the strength to fight for peace and truth.


* Warning : This book deals with powerful and sometimes disturbing themes. It is for those prepared to delve into the psychological depths of the characters and confront disturbing realities. Some passages may arouse strong emotions. Readers are advised to approach this book with discernment.
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Dedication



To you, children of ashes, children of silence, stars extinguished before dawn. You, whom war has targeted without ever giving you time to dream. Your laughter, barely hatched, was extinguished by the crash of bombs, and your hopes dissipated in the tumult of weapons. You have known neither the gentle rocking of carefree days, nor the warmth of peaceful days. You were torn from life too soon, victims of a world blinded by hatred and senseless ambition.


Your brief lives, shattered like trampled flowers, held the promise of a radiant tomorrow. This book is an offering to your memory, a tribute to that shattered innocence. You are not mere collateral damage, but the real targets of an evil that is attacking the very roots of the future. For the destruction of a people begins with the enslavement of its children, with the smothering of their light.


You, who were thought to be silent, carried a strength that even weapons could not extinguish: that of innocence. Your laughter, bursts of life defying chaos, still resonate in eternity. Every bullet fired, every bomb dropped, takes away a fragment of your light, but never manages to erase the truth of your existence.


Your stolen lives, your dreams snatched from you before they've even taken flight, will not be forgotten. This book is your refuge, a casket for your faded smiles, a flame to illuminate the collective memory. Let the world no longer look away. May it remember that behind every figure, every balance sheet, there was a name, a face, a child's soul.


To you, who in your final moments knew only fiery skies and heart-rending cries, this book is a promise : that your fleeting passage will never be erased from our hearts. Your eyes, filled with silent pain, deserved tenderness, not indifference; peace, not horror.


You are the heirs to a future that the world has betrayed, the flickering flames of a humanity that violence seeks to extinguish. But even in the dust and rubble, your voices rise up, piercing the silence and demanding that you not be forgotten.


To you, children of ruins, starless nights and tormented horizons, this book is your voice. May they resonate, may they shatter sleeping consciences. May this novel be a star, an eternal flame to remind the world that you were there, that your lives, short as they were, illuminated our hearts far more than all the empty promises of the powerful.


You are the forgotten heroes, the promises of a future that hatred has tried to erase. But as long as there are words, memories and beating hearts, you will never be lost. This book is your silent song, a fervent prayer, a cry that the world will never, ever forget you.


Mustapha Bouktab









Introduction


"When the hands of men unleash war, it is the hearts of children that bear the scars, burnt by flames they never lit."


I'm about to tell you a story. The story of our children, of all children, because every child who breathes on this earth is also my child. Whatever their language, faith or country, a child is a flash of innocence, a fragile flame that lights up the future. Every birth is a new light, a hope that tomorrow will be kinder, fairer and more loving. But all too often, it is the adults, the guardians of that light, who are the first to betray that hope.


Children do not choose to be born under dark skies, in a world torn apart by violence. They deserve to run free under clear skies, to laugh without fear, to dream without hindrance. Yet in so many corners of the world, this fundamental right is snatched away from them. Their laughter is lost in the roar of bombs, their play is cut short by the wail of sirens, and their bright, colourful dreams are buried under the rubble of wars they never started.


These children become shadows, reduced to cold figures in war assessments. Their destinies are sacrificed on the altar of the interests of the powerful, of blind ambitions that turn their innocence into ashes. They are nothing more than "collateral damage", anonymous victims of a relentless war machine fuelled by greed and indifference. Each missile, each detonation, wipes out slivers of life that have not had time to blossom.


But the wounds of childhood do not stop at the battlefield. Even in our so-called "civilised" societies, children are imprisoned in invisible shackles. They are drowned in a flood of futile information, trapped in a frenzied consumerism that distances them from essential values : love, simplicity, connection to others and to nature. They grow up with heavy hearts, deprived of the freedom to marvel that should be their most sacred right.


And then there are the guilty silences, the grey areas where an even more insidious evil thrives: paedo-crime. Where children should be protected, they fall prey to monsters lurking in the shadows, encouraged by our inaction and complicit silences. This evil, even more despicable than war, destroys forever what is purest in them. But there is still time to stand up, to refuse to remain a spectator. This book is a cry, a call to action, compassion and love. It is a reminder that every lost child's smile is a star extinguished in the sky of humanity. We have an immense responsibility: to protect innocence, to restore childhood, to offer a future to those who carry within them the light of days to come.


In the following pages, I invite you to follow Abigael and Moussa, two children whose destinies, separated by walls of hatred, are intertwined despite everything. They mirror the millions of children caught in the web of a world at war, a world where love and peace always seem out of reach. See through their eyes, feel their fear, their hope, their strength. For it is by connecting with them, by sharing their humanity, that we may find the courage to change, to rebuild a world where every child has the right to dream, to grow and to love.


"Where war robs innocence, it is our duty to rebuild childhood, because every smile lost is a light that the world will never find again."










CHAPTER I


AT THE VERY BEGINNING


« AMID THE CLAMOUR OF BOMBS AND THE TEARS OF MOURNING, ONLY THE PURE OF HEART CAN TURN FAIN INTO LIGHT AND LOVE INTO A WEAPON AGAINST HATREDS
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February 2020. The world, like a giant in suspense, held its breath, unaware of the insidious storm that was about to break and redefine the fabric of humanity.


At the time, the virus was no more than an imperceptible murmur, a whisper in the distance, a still diffuse threat. In Jerusalem, a city where every stone whispered secrets thousands of years old, concerns remained rooted in older quarrels, with roots as deep as the unhealed wounds of the three great religions.


Here, every breath of wind seemed to carry the burden of generations, interweaving faint hopes with memories of endless struggles. Yet on this very day, a fragile, almost miraculous harmony floated in the air, ready to be discovered by two innocent souls.


The winter sun, soft and crystalline, rose like a heavenly balm over this land exhausted by conflict. Its rays, scattered like splinters of gold, caressed the stones of the old city, lingering on the Dome of the Rock, where the light curled around the golden dome, before slipping between the gnarled branches of a hundred-year-old olive tree. This sacred tree, rooted not far from Golgotha, carried within it the memory of the centuries, a silent guardian of the prayers and tears that had permeated the earth. And under this same sky dotted with light clouds, two children were about to cross paths for the first time, at that precise moment when the course of history seemed to be suspended, barely a breath away, just before the world plunged into an unprecedented crisis.


Eleven-year-old Moussa walked at a measured pace through the dusty alleys of a Palestinian neighbourhood, not far from the Dome of the Rock, where the echoes of prayers wrapped themselves around the sacred stones. The tumult of voices, the shouts of merchants and the laughter of children, faded as they moved away, evaporating in the wind, which was full of dust and mystery. The boy, his features marked by premature maturity, sought refuge in an olive grove, close to the thousand-year-old tree that seemed to have watched over Jerusalem since the dawn of time. This place was his sanctuary, a haven of peace where he would take shelter when the weight of existence became too heavy to bear. The war had etched an unusual gravity on his face, a painful wisdom, but despite the shadows that inhabited him, Moussa remained a dreamer. He was one of those people who still found beauty in the dance of the leaves, the rustle of a bird taking flight, or the secret melody of the wind seeping through the branches.


Several metres away, on the other side of the walls of Jerusalem, Abigael walked slowly, her steps gliding with an almost ethereal elegance over the ancient cobblestones, where history had left its indelible mark. Her world, though protected by stone walls, was no less charged with invisible tensions. Abigael, whose eyes were as deep green as twilight, felt the weight of past generations like a dull echo resonating within her, a burden she carried without understanding. Sensitive, almost clairvoyant, she picked up the subtle vibrations of the old town, where every stone seemed to whisper the secrets of a painful past.


But on that February day, her thoughts were only light. Abigael dreamt of nothing more than flying her red and blue kite, a precious gift from her grandfather that she held like a talisman. For her, this kite, light and free, was a promise of escape, a symbol of hope that soared into the sky, carrying her silent prayers above the Dome of the Rock, where the sacred and the ineffable seemed to meet. With her kite, she felt connected to the heavens, to the divine mystery that encased Jerusalem in a jewel case of light and pain.


They should never have met. Their respective worlds were separated by impassable borders, visible and invisible ramparts, erected long before they were born. These walls of stone and silence, of accumulated resentment and hereditary hatred, had woven subtle prisons around their young souls, where the very breath of hope seemed rare and precious. And yet, under this winter sky, a blue so clear that it seemed unreal, something unspeakable was about to happen, an event that not even the millennia-old course of this sacred land could have predicted.


Moussa moved forward, his steps marking a regular rhythm on the cracked ground of the Old City of Jerusalem, as if he were walking not only on the earth but also on the remains of so many shattered dreams. A gravity weighed on his frail shoulders, a heaviness shaped by the violence and pain of a life too soon confronted by war. Yet there was a hidden light within him, a radiance that not even the storms had been able to extinguish. He followed the winding path that led him, almost instinctively, towards the hundred-year-old olive tree, the immovable guardian of Golgotha, where eternity seemed to whisper its secrets to those who knew how to listen.


But that day, something different, something unexpected, attracted him. Another invisible force, gentler, more delicate. He walked along the city walls, and his dark eyes, imbued with a painful wisdom, widened as he caught sight of a figure. A little girl stood there among the olive trees, surrounded by an almost supernatural glow. She was moving, running, playing with the wind like a child who, despite everything, still believed in the beauty of this broken world.


Abigael was this figure, frail and vivacious, a child with bright hair that seemed to capture the sun's rays. Her white dress swirled around her, and her feet, so light, barely caressed the earth, as if she feared awakening the memories buried beneath these thousand-year-old stones. In her hands, she held the string of a red and blue kite, a gift from her grandfather, such a simple toy but one that held so many memories. The kite, fragile though it was, withstood the gusts of wind, rising, struggling and twirling in the azure sky, like a challenge to the laws of gravity and war.


And Abigael understood this kite. She had learnt to run with it, to give it all the freedom it needed, never to try to force it. The wind played in her hair and crept under her dress, but she ran, tirelessly, with feline grace, her crystalline laughter mingling with the rustling of the leaves. She knew this secret : freedom could not be possessed, it had to be offered, like a gift, lovingly and unconditionally.


It was this laughter, this lightness, that captivated Moussa, and in an instant, everything changed in him. It was as if the weight of his years, his fears, his anger, had suddenly been lifted. He watched Abigael, fascinated, feeling his heart beat at a rhythm he had never known before. And this kite, this symbol of freedom, twirled above their heads, defying the forces of the earth, indifferent to the scars of men. He moved closer to her, shyly at first, then with curiosity mixed with hope.


Their eyes met at last, and it was a collision of worlds, a meeting of two lost stars who, in the space of a breath, recognised each other. Abigael's crystalline green eyes looked deep into Moussa's dark ones, as if to discover the secrets they were hiding. There was no mistrust, no enmity. Just a silent exchange, a language that only young, sincere hearts can speak. A language made up of silences, smiles and delicate gestures.


Abigael broke the suspended magic, her voice clear and vibrant with life :


"What's your name?" Such a simple question, but at that moment it seemed to upset the order of things, to break an invisible ban.


"Moussa", he replied, his voice low but filled with a gentleness he hadn't heard in him for years.


"I'm Abigael," she said with a smile that held all the light of that winter's day. She held out the kite string to him, a silent invitation, an offering. As if to say to him: Take it, feel what it's like to soar, to escape the walls that enclose us.


Moussa hesitantly reached out his hand, and when his fingers touched the string, an almost sacred shiver ran down his arm. Instinctively, he withdrew it, as if he had just touched a fragile star. This simple contact, ephemeral but full of promise, had already linked their destinies. The hundred-year-old olive tree, a silent witness to the ages, shivered gently, as if remembering a forgotten time, when the laughter of children rose freely under a sky without borders.


This was their first meeting, a moment woven of light and silence. The red and blue kite, this fragment of sky, this dream in suspense, continued to float, unaware of the quarrels of mankind. It let itself be carried by the wind, like a fragile but indestructible hope. And the olive tree, ancient witness to the sufferings and miracles of this land, seemed to bless with a discreet breath this beginning of history, a history that already belonged to legend.


It was there, at the very beginning, in that sanctuary where innocence still held the power to silence ancestral resentments, that Moussa and Abigael found each other. A discreet miracle under the February sky, a moment suspended like a musical note that defies the silence of the centuries. They didn't know it yet, these children of candid souls, but this meeting would transform their destinies forever, rewriting lines that history had frozen in the cold stone of conflict.


The wind, capricious messenger of the invisible, continued to blow, ruffling Abigael's hair and playing in Moussa's brown curls. He caressed their youthful faces with the tenderness of a mother, but also with the insistence of a stern teacher, as if to remind them that, even in the midst of the worst storms, there is a fragile hope. That hope, fragile as a blade of grass amid the ruins, could trace a path of peace where hatred had erected walls.


Abigael's kite was still dancing in the air, its bright colours tearing through the greyness of a landscape scarred by history. Red and blue, it rose and fell with the whims of the wind, a living metaphor for freedom, for the aspiration to rise, to break free from the visible and invisible chains their ancestors had bequeathed them. Each movement of the kite seemed to embody a dream, an unfulfilled desire to reach for the heavens, to transcend the weight of the centuries.


After they exchanged first names, the silence returned, but this time it was no longer that heavy silence weighed down by memories of blood and tears. It was a gentle, soothing silence, like that which follows a storm, giving way to a strange and unexpected peace. For a brief moment, it seemed as if the war, that voracious old entity, had chosen to close its eyes and look away from these two children, as if it recognised the sacredness of this moment.


Abigael stood up, holding the string of her kite firmly, but with a childlike grace that gave the gesture an unexpected nobility. Then, with a delicate movement, she handed the string back to Moussa, her pale green eyes shining with a disarming innocence, a light that defied the surrounding darkness. "Do you want to try it?" she asked, her crystalline voice piercing the surrounding melancholy, like a gentle but precise arrow, an invitation to rise.


Moussa froze, a shadow of surprise crossing his face. He was not used to so much gentleness, especially not from someone he had been taught, insidiously and repeatedly, to perceive as 'the other', 'the enemy'. This other who was supposed to be different, threatening, uninviting. Yet Abigael was nothing like an enemy. She was just a little girl, a child like him, with this kite like a dream in her hands. Slowly, almost solemnly, he held out his hand, his fingers trembling with a hesitation that was not fear but respect, and took hold of the string.


The force of the wind, that breath of freedom, gently drew him forward, urging him to move, to open up. And for the first time in a long time, a shy smile appeared on his lips. It was a rare smile, bursting like a shooting star, briefly lighting up his usually serious face.


"It's fun, isn't it?" Abigael laughed lightly, clear as a spring of living water, the kind of laughter that wakes sleeping hearts and chases away shadows. Her laughter echoed around them, breaking through invisible barriers and rising into the air like a hymn to joy. And that laugh touched something in Moussa, a chord in his soul that hadn't vibrated for ages. He nodded slowly, unable to respond in words, but the smile he gave her said it all.


At that moment, all that existed was that kite floating in the blue, a fragment of freedom and dream. The ruins around them seemed less imposing, and the hundred-year-old olive tree, a silent witness to their exchange, seemed to observe them with a thousand years of tenderness. Their hearts, still young but already marked by hardship, beat in unison, carrying a silent promise that one day, perhaps, children could teach adults the meaning of peace.


And so, at the beginning of this story, a kite linked two destinies, drawing invisible lines of hope in the winter sky. The olive tree remained motionless, but its ancient soul seemed to bless them with a discreet sigh, as if it had always secretly waited for this moment.


All around them, the world continued to spin, heavy with tension, vibrating with invisible but omnipresent scars. Just a few kilometres away, checkpoints stood like deep scars, guarded by soldiers with impenetrable gazes. Walls bristling with barbed wire cut across the sacred land, and convoys of armoured vehicles criss-crossed the roads like ghosts of iron. In the meantime, adults were getting drunk on interminable debates, journalists were shooting out words like arrows, and politicians, pencil in hand, were redrawing maps whose contours escaped the logic of children. But here, in this place blessed and cursed at the same time, at the foot of the old olive trees that had seen so many dreams born and die, all that seemed distant, almost unreal.


"Why are you here on your own?" asked Moussa, breaking the silence with the sincere awkwardness of a child, but his voice betrayed something more, a curiosity charged with a seriousness that no child should have to bear.


Abigael shrugged gently, her brown locks dancing in the breeze. "I often come here with my grandfather. She paused, as if the very memory of this venerable man, of his frozen wisdom, inspired both respect and nostalgia. "But today he was tired, so I came on my own. What about you?"


Moussa hesitated, his dark eyes dropping to the ground. He didn't like talking about his life. It was a life of ruins and broken dreams, a life that even local children, scarred by premature grief, learned to hide. But Abigael's eyes were so pure, so foreign to judgement, that the words, almost in spite of himself, found their way in. "I like it here," he murmured. "It's quiet. It's... away from everything." Away from the metallic echoes of the tanks, away from the shrill wail of the sirens that cut through the night like a knife, away from the incessant arguments of adults who never stopped tearing at each other over a territory as old as the breath of the wind.


Abigael stared at him with a rare intensity, an intensity that did not seem to belong to a child. Her clear eyes shone with a brilliance that the pain of the world had not yet dulled, but which already bore the mark of the wounds to come. "It's the same for me," she said simply, but in that simplicity there was a truth that no adult could have told. "It's as if the world left us alone here.


Moussa nodded, feeling, without understanding why, that he could trust her. This feeling of calm was unusual, almost forbidden, but he wasn't afraid. With her, in this place where the wind seemed to whisper forgotten secrets, he felt safe. It was as if they had created, without knowing it, a parallel universe where the weight of war could not touch them, where friendship could be born from a simple glance.


But this dream was fragile. Reality would not let them escape so easily.


In the distance, far behind them, a muffled roar could be heard. It was an indistinct noise, muffled by the distance, but it sent a cold shiver down their spines. They knew this rumbling. They had heard it a thousand times, enough to understand that it was a foretaste of the violence that was about to erupt, a threat that made the air heavier and harder to breathe. Moussa froze, his smile disappearing like a summer's breath blown away by an icy gust of wind. Abigael's kite, deprived of the wind's dance, slowly fell back to earth, as if yielding to the weight of the heavy realities that were calling them to order.


Abigael lowered her eyes, her lips tightening in a sadness she didn't know how to express. She too understood. They were still children, but children from here, where peace was just an empty word, where hope crumbled like the walls of old buildings. Here, even the youngest knew what a noise like that meant.


"I've got to go home," Moussa murmured, his voice imbued with an almost guilty sadness. It was a farewell he didn't want to say, the end of a moment too beautiful to last. He held out the kite string to Abigael, his fingers trembling with a regret he couldn't hide.


Abigael took the string without a word, her eyes clouded with a melancholy she couldn't banish. "Me too," she murmured. The light in her eyes seemed to flicker, like a flame that a cold wind wanted to extinguish.


They stood there, frozen in the dawning twilight, as if time itself were reluctant to separate them. Then Abigael took a breath, her heart clenching under the weight of a fear she didn't want to admit. "Maybe we'll see each other here again one day," she said, her voice full of that unshakeable hope that only children can still carry, that hope that shines even in the darkest darkness.


Moussa gave a shy smile, a frail but sincere smile, like a flickering light in the middle of a storm. "Maybe," he said. It was all he could offer, but it was already a lot.


Then, without another word, they parted, each returning to his own world. Two worlds that nothing seemed able to reconcile, but where they had left, at least for a moment, the imprint of a shared dream. As the darkness deepened, the golden light of the Dome of the Rock slowly faded, swallowed up by the night. Abigael followed her grandfather, her thoughts wandering far ahead of her. Her feet trod the worn cobbles, but her heart remained there, close to Moussa, the boy she hardly knew, but who carried a familiar light, like an echo of something ancient and essential.


Abigael's grandfather, a stoic and reassuring figure, was still murmuring prayers in Hebrew. His weathered fingers were peppering the beads of his rosary, a gesture that was automatic but charged with a deep and unshakeable faith. For him, religion was a bulwark, a citadel of certainty in a world in ruins. But Abigael, for all the respect she had for him, sometimes felt alienated from such absolute faith. In her heart, gentler, more indefinable truths whispered to her that maybe, just maybe, love and peace were not always to be found where adults thought they were.


On the other side of the wall, in a modest neighbourhood of East Jerusalem, Moussa was on his way home. The evening air was permeated with the smell of freshly baked bread and jasmine, while the narrow streets gradually emptied, giving way to the murmur of prayers rising towards the sky, like an ancestral litany. His mother was waiting for him, her veil carefully adjusted, ready for the evening prayer. His father, grave and dignified, adjusted his djellaba as he prepared to go to the mosque. For this family, the Islamic faith was more than just a tradition : it was a compass, a North Star that guided them through a world constantly shaken by the tumult of history.


Every evening, around the Koran, the suras echoed through their house like songs from time immemorial, prayers that stood like an invisible bulwark against desolation. Yet that evening, as Moussa softly recited the sacred verses, his thoughts floated elsewhere, escaping the ritual. They drifted, as if drawn by a magnetic force, towards her. Abigael. This simple first name, this memory, haunted him in a strange way, like an obsessive melody that you can't get out of your mind.


Try as he might to concentrate, to let the sacred words wash over his heart, another voice was whispering deep inside him. He remembered the light from the Dome of the Rock that day, the way it had seemed to shine more brightly, as if to underline this fleeting but sacred moment. And that strange sensation that never left him... that presence. It wasn't the first time he'd felt it, this feeling of being watched, of being protected by something invisible but benevolent. That evening, as the night shrouded the old town in starry shadows, he dared to talk about it.


As his mother finished the prayer, her veil falling in soft folds around her face, Moussa murmured, his eyes lowered, as if afraid that his words would break something sacred. "Mum, do you think... do you think there are things that only children can see?"


His mother looked at him with gentle eyes, a gleam of tenderness shining in her eyes, tired by life but still full of love. She stroked his hair, ruffling his brown locks. "Why do you ask, my son ?" Her voice was gentle, but a shadow of worry floated through it, like a silent prayer that he would never see too much of this complicated world.


Moussa hesitated, searching for words. "I don't know... sometimes I think I see things. Someone. But it's not... it's not scary. It's... like a guardian."


A kind smile softened her mother's features. She gently pressed her hand against his cheek. "Perhaps it's the Creator speaking to you, my son. Only the pure of heart can hear His voice. Keep praying, and He will guide you.


He nodded, but deep down he knew it was different. What he was feeling was much more tangible, much closer than a mere divine whisper.


A few days later, their destinies crossed again, this time near the Dome of the Rock. Abigael, obstinate and curious, had insisted on accompanying her grandfather, a dignified and pious old man who carried his years with the wisdom of a biblical patriarch. Moussa, for his part, had convinced his father to take him to the Al-Aqsa mosque, using all his childish eloquence. It was as if an invisible force, imperious and gentle at the same time, was gently pulling the threads of their lives together so that they could meet again, in the golden shadow of this sacred place.


Their eyes met, and that strange energy, that mystical current they had felt when they first met, seemed to vibrate in the air again. Abigael felt a chill run down her spine, but it wasn't the cold. It was as if something, or someone, was caressing her soul. A soft voice, like a breath from another world, rose in her mind, like a secret whispered by eternity. It was an ancient melody, at once unfamiliar and deeply familiar.


"Abigael... listen..."


She turned round abruptly, her brown curls fluttering around her face as she searched desperately for the source of the whisper. But there was no one. Nothing but Moussa, whose eyes shone with a strange sparkle. He wasn't looking at her, but at an invisible point behind her, in the imposing shadow of the Dome of the Rock.


"Moussa... can you hear that ?" she whispered, her voice trembling with a mixture of wonder and fear.


Moussa's eyes widened and his breathing became shorter. He froze, as if he was seeing something too big, too bright for a mere boy to understand. "I... I see someone," he whispered, his voice barely louder than a breath. "There, just behind you. A figure... but it's not a man. It's... it's like a light."


Their hearts beat in unison, distraught, while the world around them seemed to fade away, as if carried away by a divine breath. It was as if the whole universe held its breath, enveloping them in a mystical presence, elusive but undeniably real.


Abigael turned round once more, her eyes searching desperately for the shadow of the old ramparts, but there was nothing there but the solidity of the sacred wall, the wall that had witnessed centuries of prayers and tears, promises and wounds never healed. Yet the voice continued to vibrate in his mind, soft, almost caressing, like a breath from another world.


"We are together," whispered the voice, resonating in every fibre of her being. "You are two children born in separate worlds, but your hearts beat in harmony. Have no fear. There are forces greater than hate, forces that only the pure hearts of children can understand."


Moussa, for his part, remained captivated by the ethereal figure floating before him, an entity made of light, vibrant and translucent, like a reflection of dawn trapped in the air. His heart pounded in his chest, but he felt no fear. No, it was something else, a kind of immaculate peace, a gentle warmth that chased the darkness from his soul. He realised with sudden clarity that this apparition was not a mirage, but a Guardian. A Guardian destined to protect him and Abigael from a world that was trying to tear them apart.


"She's talking..." breathed Moussa, his lips barely trembling, his eyes still fixed on the light.


"He speaks too..." Abigael replied in a whisper, her heart beating in unison with Moussa's, as if their souls shared the same revelation, the same mystical connection.


The majestic golden Dome of the Rock seemed to sparkle with a new, almost supernatural intensity, as if it too were participating in this sacred moment. The rays of the setting sun shimmered off its gold, illuminating the skies with an almost divine light. This place, steeped in history and faith, seemed to bow in silence before the mystery of this meeting, as if granting them a silent blessing.


Their respective families, absorbed in ritual prayers, had noticed nothing. Abigael's grandfather, a man of unshakeable faith, was still reciting his psalms, his fingers gliding devoutly over the beads of his rosary. As for Moussa's father, his eyes closed and his forehead resting on the ground, he was murmuring the sacred verses of the Koran with an almost palpable fervour. These adults, prisoners of their certainties and their past, could not understand what was happening at that precise moment, on the frontier of the invisible.


"One day... one day, they will understand," whispered the voice in Abigael's head, its resonance like an echo of eternity. "But for now, it's up to you to see beyond their fears. You are children of two worlds, but you share the same light."


Moussa swallowed, his pupils dilated by an emotion he had never felt before. "Who are you?" he dared to ask, his voice broken by a mixture of hope and fascination.


The figure of light didn't reply with words, but a wave of serenity passed through Moussa, a wave of calm that soothed his mind, as if the answer had never needed to be formulated. Everything became clear: this presence was not a dream or an illusion, but a promise. A promise of protection, hope and guidance.


Then, as suddenly as it had appeared, the light vanished, dissolving into the ether like a shooting star disappearing into the immensity of the heavens. The voice echoing in Abigael's mind fell silent, and the silence fell again, heavy and deep. But it was no longer the same silence. Something had changed. An invisible seed had been planted, and they both knew it instinctively.


This Guardian, invisible to adults but palpable to them, would remain present, watching over their innocent souls, guiding them through the chaos of a world at war. For although faith, religion and hatred would tirelessly seek to separate them, a much older, much more powerful force would watch over them. An ancestral magic, born of the sacred land on which they stood.


The days wore on, and despite the invisible walls that tried to keep them apart, Moussa and Abigael met up regularly near the Dome of the Rock. The place seemed to be inhabited by a divine breath, a magnetic force that drew them together. Their encounters were brief, often silent, but with every glance they exchanged, every smile they shared, an invisible bond was forged, a bond that nothing, neither time nor violence, could break.


In that in-between time, when hope struggled to survive, a dream was born. A simple, beautiful but indestructible dream, of a future where they could come together without fear, without walls, without hatred. Just two children, in love with the same light, in love with a love that not even the darkness could extinguish.


Abigael, her brown hair waving with natural elegance in the wind, her luminous green eyes imbued with a rare purity, seemed to embody the very essence of innocence. There was a gentleness in her features that is typical of children who, despite the shadows hovering around them, continue to dream and hope, whose hearts beat with infinite compassion. She carried within her a subtle grace, a delicate restraint, as if her every gesture was measured so as not to shatter the fragile harmony of this moment stolen from the surrounding turmoil. Moussa, on the other hand, with his raven-black hair that always seemed to be in a battle, his deep, meditative black eyes, was a child whose gaze betrayed a precocious seriousness, like a reflection of the battles he had seen too often, but a seriousness softened by an inner light that had never been extinguished. He was handsome, with a simple, discreet beauty, marked by the trials of life, but illuminated by a dream that he still nurtured, even in silence.


They were two children from opposite worlds, two souls that everything should have kept apart, heirs to ancient pains and trans-generational scars. Yet between them, every encounter, every smile, was a victory over the adult world, a transcendence of the doctrines of hatred and mistrust inculcated by past generations.


It was May 2020. The world seemed to be collapsing under the weight of the pandemic, a global crisis that was imposing its reign of fear and isolation. But in Jerusalem, anxiety was never simple. Here, explosions, screams and incessant reprisals were a daily litany, a macabre melody that never stopped. Abigael and Moussa, despite the tenderness of their age, could not ignore the violence that permeated the streets of the holy city, this land of history and discord.


One day, when they had once again found themselves close to the Dome of the Rock, a dull roar shook the ground beneath their feet, a shockwave vibrating the air around them. An explosion somewhere in the city sounded like a thunderclap of doom. Moussa tensed, his muscles stiffening by reflex, used from a very young age to the cruel vigilance imposed by constant conflict. Abigael crouched down, her face pale and her eyes wide with terror. The sound gradually faded, but the sense of danger remained, suspended and overwhelming. Distant cries rose into the air, mingling with the echo of the detonation, while black smoke rose slowly into the sky, like an evil omen, a beacon of despair.


"It was an attack", Moussa murmured, his gaze fixed in the direction of the noise, his voice dulled by the habit of this recurring misfortune. "A suicide bomber, probably..."


Abigael, still in shock, sat up slowly, her breath short and her chest tight with a fear she couldn't control. She had heard of suicide bombings, of acts of desperation and hatred, but this time, the proximity of violence made everything more real, more terrifying. The reasons and justifications that were often put forward around her suddenly seemed very derisory. "Why?" she asked, her voice flayed by emotion. "Why are they doing this?


Moussa remained silent, his face darkened by a sadness too great for his age. He knew the answers the adults gave him, the tales of suffering and injustice, but deep down it remained a mystery to him, a cruel incomprehension. Why choose destruction ? Why take lives? It was a question that burned at the back of his mind like poison.


And it was then, in that moment of shared terror, that a voice rose, gentle and soothing, in Abigael's mind. "They are lost, blinded by their own pain," whispered the guardian's voice, a melody from elsewhere, resonating within her with the force of an ancient truth.


Moussa also felt this presence. This time, it was no longer hiding in the recesses of his imagination. It revealed itself fully, a silhouette of light, floating gently between them, bright and benevolent. The Guardian, that being of purity and mystery, had at last materialised, like a silent answer to their fears. His features were indistinct, almost immaterial, but his benevolence radiated around them, enveloping the two children in a protective warmth.


The Dome of the Rock seemed to glow with a supernatural intensity, as if this sacred and tormented place recognised the presence of this being. The aura of light seemed to make the air dance, imbuing the place with a strange and unexpected serenity. The prayers, laments and howls of the world seemed to fade away, caught up in this divine presence.


Abigael shivered, but not from fear. "Moussa..." she murmured, tears welling up in her eyes, but not from sadness. "You see him, don't you ?"


Moussa, his eyes wide with fascination, nodded. He had never felt such sweet peace, a peace that contrasted so brutally with the explosions and hatred. "Yes, I see it," he said, his voice trembling but filled with certainty.


The Guardian, made of light and mystery, gazed at them for a moment before whispering into the children's minds, "Never lose hope. You are the bridge between two worlds, the promise of a love that nothing can break." And with that, the figure slowly disappeared, but its essence, its protection, seemed to permeate the air around them.


Moussa and Abigael looked at each other, shocked. Something ineffable had touched them, something that adults could never understand. But in that moment, even with war roaring on their doorstep, they felt that they carried within them a greater strength. A strength made up of hope, innocence and a love stronger than hate.


Abigael, still in shock from the explosion, felt the voice rise in her mind with a new clarity, as if the words were engraved directly into her soul : "Their suffering has twisted their hearts. They think they're defending, but in truth, they're only sowing destruction."


Moussa stared at the silhouette of light, and despite the horror of the chaos around them, a feeling of unshakeable peace enveloped him. He clenched his fists, trying to understand. "Why are you showing us this?" he asked, his voice still quivering with emotion, but underpinned by a nascent determination.


The guardian gazed at them with luminous eyes imbued with ancient wisdom, eyes that seemed to pierce the veils of time and souls. "Because you are children, and only children still have the power to perceive what adults have decided they can no longer see. Your love, your purity, are far more powerful weapons than any hatred. The world is suffocating in darkness, and you are the light it is waiting for."


Abigael felt her heart beat faster. A mixture of fear and determination ran through her young mind. "What should we do ?" she whispered, her voice frail but filled with a strength she didn't know she possessed.


The guardian, surrounded by an aura of iridescent sparkles, stepped forward. His presence almost seemed to touch their skin, like a divine breath. "You must protect what is most sacred: the innocence of children. Children who grow up without ever knowing peace, transformed into instruments of violence before they even understand who they are. You must give them back their stolen childhood, break the chains that enslave them to war. You are the light that will pierce this endless night.


Moussa and Abigael exchanged an intense gaze, a gaze that echoed the burden the guardian had just entrusted to them. The weight of this mission seemed disproportionate, an almost unbearable responsibility for their young shoulders. And yet, they felt invested with a new strength, an energy born of their bond, of this budding love, fragile but indestructible, that united them. This feeling, pure and luminous, was their greatest weapon, their most precious protection. Neither bombs nor cries of hatred could ever alter what they shared.


The guardian, his voice soft but full of prophetic solemnity, continued: "There will come dark hours, moments when war will seek to separate you. But remember, love overcomes all destructive forces. Even in the deepest darkness, your light will continue to shine. You carry within you the hope of a better world. Protect it, nurture it, even if there is pain along the way.


Abigael felt her eyes grow misty, tears running down her cheeks, tracing furrows of sadness and compassion. She thought of all those children, all those innocent people whose peace and innocence had been stolen from them, all those souls who lived each day under the yoke of fear, never understanding why the world inflicted so much suffering on them. Moussa, seeing his friend in tears, gently took her hand, and in that simple gesture there was a silent promise, a commitment they did not yet fully understand, but which they would honour, come what may.


Suddenly, a distant scream pierced the air, muffled by the dust and the echoes of the surrounding chaos. The sound of explosions intensified, this time coming from the Israeli side. The dull roar of violence echoed in their hearts, a cruel reminder of the fragility of their world. Abigael closed her eyes, shaken by terror and powerlessness, while Moussa sat up, his gaze fixed on the horizon, as if looking for a sign, for guidance.


They were still only children, but fate had chosen to place them at the centre of a war they had never asked for. Yet they understood, in that moment of shared pain, that they carried within them a flame stronger than any army, a glow that was only waiting to grow, to illuminate even the darkest night.


The guardian dissipated in a flash, but his message remained engraved in them, incandescent and eternal.


"Both sides are guilty," Abigael murmured, her voice breaking under the weight of a truth that no child should have to bear. Her eyes shone with an unfathomable sadness, a reflection of the grief of an entire generation. "But children... children are innocent."


Moussa, at his side, nodded, his jaws clenched. His dark eyes, imbued with the precocious wisdom that only pain could forge, stared out at the horizon tinged with the redness of spilt blood. He knew better than anyone that his own family bore the scars of Israeli attacks, just as Abigael's family lived under the constant threat of Palestinian attacks. It was a hellish loop of violence, a macabre dance in which everyone was in turn victim and executioner. But he and Abigael... they had to escape this fate.


"We have to protect them", says Moussa, his voice firming despite the trembling of his hands, a sign of his combined determination and vulnerability. "Even if no one understands, even if our families refuse to hear us.… we have to protect the children.


The guardian, this mysterious, luminous entity, gazed at them for a long moment, his aura radiating ineffable benevolence. Then, in a burst of soft light, he disappeared, leaving behind him an imprint of warmth and hope. Now Moussa and Abigael knew they were no longer alone. Their sacred mission had just begun, and they would have to carry it out, even if the world around them tried to break them.


Summer had taken hold of Jerusalem, spreading its scorching mantle over the city. The ancient stones of the old city seemed to exude a suffocating heat, and the palpable tensions made the air even more stifling. Yet for Moussa and Abigael, time had no real hold. Every moment spent together became an oasis of peace, an enchanted interlude in the midst of the tumult.


They were just eleven-year-olds, but the intensity of their emotions, the depth of their connection, defied all logic. What their families, friends and even their elders didn't understand was that this budding love was nothing ordinary. It was a silent resistance, a secret hope that clung to life despite the crushing weight of hatred.


One evening, after a day marked by incessant bombing, when the whole city seemed to be holding its breath, Abigael slipped out of her house. Her heart was pounding in her frail chest, a symphony of fear and anticipation. She knew that her parents would never accept this escapade, that their anger would be terrible if they found out, but the call was too strong, irrepressible. Seeing Moussa, if only for a few moments, seemed more important than anything else.


She made her way through the dark alleys, where the shadows of the stone houses seemed to stretch out as if to hold her back. But she crept along, light and fast, with a determination that nothing could shake. The air, still thick with heat, seemed to vibrate around her, but Abigael didn't slow down. She knew where she was going: where she felt most alive, most herself.


Moussa was already waiting for her in the shadow of the Dome of the Rock, the place that had become a sanctuary for them, a haven of peace in the midst of the storm. When he saw her arrive, a shy smile lit up her face, banishing for a moment the seriousness that marked her youthful features. Abigael, with her brown hair waving in the breeze and her bright green eyes, appeared to him like a vision of purity, a breath of hope in a world suffocated by hatred.


They sat side by side, their knees barely touching, as if they were afraid to break the delicacy of the moment. Their hands remained resting on their knees, but the energy between them was palpable, an invisible thread linking them heart to heart. There was silence, but it wasn't a void. It was a space filled with everything they couldn't say, everything they felt.


"Will it ever stop ?" asked Abigael, her voice barely a whisper, as if she dreaded breaking a spell by saying those words.


Moussa looked away, contemplating the golden light that grazed the Dome. He had no answer. How could he have known that this endless war would one day find its appeasement? But he turned to her, searching her eyes, and found a strength in them that surprised him. "I don't know," he murmured, "but I do know that as long as we're together, it won't really matter."


Abigael felt tears welling up in her eyes, but she didn't cry. She simply clasped her hands a little tighter in her lap, as if to give herself courage. She knew they had nothing, not even the promise of a better tomorrow, but in that simple moment, in Moussa's presence, she had everything.


Abigael turned her head slowly towards Moussa. His green eyes, hemmed with unshed tears, gleamed in the emerging darkness with such intensity that his heart stopped for a moment. Those eyes seemed to contain a thousand questions, a thousand torments, and at the same time, a light that refused to be extinguished.


"How do you manage to be so brave, Moussa ?" she murmured, her voice broken but filled with a gentleness she reserved only for him. "How do you manage to keep hope alive, even when everything seems so... hopelessly lost?"


Moussa felt his throat knot up. How could he explain to her that it was she, and only she, who gave him this strength, that every smile of hers was like a flash of light in the deepest darkness? He searched for words, words that often escaped him, he who had never been good at speeches.


"Because I see you," he replied at last, simply, but with a truth that made his lips tremble.


Silence fell over them again, but it was no longer the oppressive silence of the war rumbling around them. It was an inhabited silence, charged with meaning, like a promise sealed by the synchronised beating of their youthful hearts. Slowly, almost timidly, their hands brushed against each other, hesitant to cross the invisible boundary that still separated them. Then Moussa moved his fingers forward, intertwining them with Abigael's. This simple gesture, so natural and yet so forbidden by the adult world, resonated within them like a silent oath: we will never leave each other.


Their intertwined hands, this fragile but powerful contact, became a sanctuary, a wall that not even bullets or bombs could penetrate.


Over time, the guardian became a constant presence, a benevolent glow that seemed to watch over them at every moment stolen from the surrounding chaos. He always floated close to them, ethereal, his soft light making their eyes shine like the stars in a sky too often darkened. This guardian, born of their pure love, seemed to grow in radiance as their bond grew stronger. And one evening, as the night stretched out in a veil of black velvet sprinkled with flashes of gold, they finally dared to ask him the question that had been burning in their hearts.


"Who are you really?" asked Abigael, her crystalline voice wavering between fear and curiosity.


The guardian remained silent for a moment, as if weighing up the importance of his answer. Then, with a breath that seemed to carry away the breeze itself, he replied: "I am what you make me. I was born of your love, your innocence. I am here to guide you, to protect you from what lurks in the darkness."


Moussa, fascinated, scrutinised the floating light, trying to decipher its mysteries. "Why us ?" he asked, his breath taken away by the intensity of what he was feeling. "Why are you following us ?


The guardian turned to him, his luminous features blending into the surrounding shadows, and replied: "Because you are the light in this dark war. Your love is a torch that not even the storms of violence can extinguish. You carry within you a strength that no one can see, a strength that can change hearts. You are the protectors of the most precious thing of all : the innocence of children.


The words resonated in Abigael's heart like a painful echo. Every day, she watched helplessly as the innocence around her was lost. Children in her neighbourhood, too young to understand the hatred being instilled in them, were becoming budding soldiers, indoctrinated by speeches of revenge. On the other side of the wall, Moussa saw the same thing. Boys and girls, almost babies, were becoming human weapons, ready to explode for a cause imposed on them, repeating slogans whose meaning they did not understand.


And yet, they both... they both understood. They knew that these children, like themselves, were innocent. That it wasn't their war. "How can we save them?" asked Moussa, his voice trembling under the weight of this overwhelming mission.


The guardian looked at them, and a gentle, melancholy smile lit up his ethereal face. "You must be strong. You must be an example of purity and courage. Your love is the key, but it will be sorely tested. People will try to separate you, to stifle your light, to make you doubt yourselves. But if you remain united, if you continue to protect the innocence that is within you, then you will also protect that of others."


Abigael felt a tear slide down her cheek. This prophecy, this future that was being drawn for them, terrified her as much as it galvanised her. She squeezed Moussa's hand tighter, feeling his warmth, his energy and his determination.


"We will be strong", she murmured, her voice rising like a prayer.


Moussa turned to her, his dark eyes shining with a gleam of steel and hope. "Yes," he said, his fingers closing gently but firmly around hers. "We will be."


And so, under the starry sky of Jerusalem, two children joined in a sacred pact, a promise of love and light, ready to face together the darkness of a world that seemed intent on destroying them, but which would perhaps eventually awaken to their light.


The days that followed were marked by an escalation of violence, a crescendo of despair and fury that seemed to consume all hope. Suicide attacks came closer and closer, striking at the very heart of the neighbourhoods, and Israeli reprisals struck with merciless precision. Hatred was taking root everywhere, seeping into people's minds like an insidious poison, and the families of Moussa and Abigael were also sinking deeper into fear and suspicion. Every discussion, every piece of news they heard, only fuelled the conviction that war was the only way out. But for Moussa and Abigael, this reality no longer made sense. Their love transcended the borders and battle lines their parents fought so hard to defend.


Their encounters, which had become rare and perilous, were now priceless treasures. Every moment spent together shone with a painful intensity, as if every second stolen from the surrounding horror was a spark of light in the deepest darkness. They knew that these moments were fleeting, fragile, but their love thrived in this precariousness, fuelled by danger and the desperate hope of something greater than themselves.


One evening, after an attack of unprecedented violence had ravaged the Moussa district, Abigael, her heart pounding with anxiety, ran towards the Dome of the Rock. Fear gnawed at her. She didn't know if he would come. Every step she took seemed to echo with the crash of her worries. And yet, just as she was beginning to despair, she saw him, coming with long strides. His face was dark with fatigue and pain, but his eyes still shone with the determination that made Abigael's heart beat faster.


They rushed towards each other, and this time there was no hesitation or modesty. The world around them was crumbling, but their embrace was a bulwark against destruction. They held each other, fused in an embrace that transcended anything adults could imagine. The guardian watched them, his soft light caressing the remnants of their shattered childhood, like a silent angel watching over them.


But this light was powerless in the face of the hatred that grew on both sides. The tension between their families, fuelled by years of suffering and grief, soon reached a climax. Moussa and Abigael had tried to conceal their encounters, to keep their love a secret. But mistrust, that insidious enemy, had contaminated the air they breathed, and their families refused to believe that pure love could be born in such a blood-stained context.


July 2020. The sweltering summer heat only inflamed tempers, exacerbating anger, as if the sun itself were complicit in the violence. Poisonous rumours ran through the Moussa neighbourhood, arousing suspicion and turning every street into a potential trap. The Israeli soldiers were on the alert, and the reprisals came regularly, like hammer blows to an already fractured heart.


And that day, by a tragic quirk of fate, the families of Moussa and Abigael found themselves face to face. Was it cruel chance or the invisible hand of fate playing with innocent lives? It was there, at the crossroads of their opposing worlds, that everything changed. Moussa and Abigael, hiding behind a wall, watched with bated breath, hoping that this face-to-face confrontation would pass without any casualties.


But they saw Abigael's father step forward, his eyes blazing with anger, and Moussa's father face him, his features twisted by a hatred that did not really belong to him, but that the years of war had imposed on him. The anxious mothers clung desperately to their husbands' arms, trying to pull them back, but the poison of discord had already spread to their hearts.


"What are you doing here, Palestinian?" spat Abigael's father, his fists clenched, his face flushed with a rage he could no longer control. "I could ask you the same question, invader!" retorted Moussa's father, his voice rumbling like a storm about to erupt.


The words, sharp as blades, flew through the heavy July air, turning into shouts and insults. Moussa knew his father. He had been a pious, dignified man, but the war had left indelible scars on his soul. The losses, the humiliations, the daily fear... all this had given rise to a hatred that he had never wanted. And now that hatred was bursting forth, spilled out before the horrified eyes of his son.


"You don't belong here!" shouted Abigael's father, his voice trembling with gut-wrenching rage. "This land is not yours!"


The mothers were almost crying, their fingers clutching their husbands' arms, but nothing could stop the oil slick. Israeli soldiers patrolling nearby perceived the scene as an imminent threat. They lunged, weapons raised, and in a flash threw Moussa's father to the ground. His fall sounded like a thunderclap, and Moussa's heart seemed to shatter into a thousand pieces.


The cries of Moussa's mother mingled with the barking orders of the soldiers. The father's pious fists clenched in pain and despair, and the blows began to rain down. Each impact, each scream, each burst of anger was a dissonant note in the macabre symphony of war.


Moussa clutched Abigael's hand with desperate strength, terror freezing his limbs. "We've got to do something..." he whispered, his voice breaking with helplessness.


But what could they do, two children caught up in the turmoil of adulthood?


"Stop !" shouted Moussa, his voice torn by anguish, as he rushed out of his hiding place. "Stop, please!" But his cry, filled with a distress that transcends age, was swallowed up by the surrounding chaos, a cry lost among the all-too-familiar echoes of violence. The soldiers, indifferent to his call, continued their assault, like machines of oppression, implacable and insensitive, crushing all hope under the merciless sole of war. For them, it was just another scene in the long tragedy of this land.


It was then that a new threat emerged, a youthful shadow that walked with spectral slowness. A boy, barely older than Moussa, advanced, dressed in a much too large jacket that hung over his fragile body. His eyes were dead, as if they no longer contained the slightest spark of life. Abigael saw him and her heart contracted in fear. This was no ordinary child. In a flash of icy lucidity, she understood the terrible truth: the child was a suicide bomber.


"No..." she whispered, her throat tight with terror as she watched the boy approach her family, hiding a trembling hand under his jacket.


The boy carried a detonator, an instrument of death forged by adults who had stolen his innocence. Time slowed, each second stretching out like an agony, as Abigael saw the child's hand reach out, ready to press the fateful button. The moment was suspended, vibrating with unbearable tension, when a shot rang out, piercing the veil of frozen time.


A sniper's merciless shot mowed down Moussa's father, leaving him frozen forever in a tragic posture, sculpted by fate. His inert body became the silent witness to an injustice that only death could seal. Moussa's cry tore through the air, a heart-rending, visceral clamour that seemed to make the thousand-year-old stones of Jerusalem tremble, as if the city itself, weighed down by centuries of suffering, were shedding a silent tear for a life cut short too soon.


And then the child suicide bomber's detonator went off. A blind, brutal blast, a burst of light and destruction that threw Abigael's mother backwards. Her frail, helpless body hit the ground with unbearable violence, as if the world itself had rejected this tragedy.


Chaos descended with the fury of a storm. Cries of horror, the clash of weapons, the din of destruction... all blended together in a hellish cacophony. Moussa and Abigael, paralysed, witnessed the collapse of their worlds. One of their parents, their pillars, their protectors, had just been swept away by the madness that their childhood hearts had always feared.


And in this abyss of despair, a light burst forth, intense, brilliant. The guardian appeared, but this time his aura was not gentle. It was a ferocious light, an almost divine force that enveloped the two children in an impenetrable shield. Bullets and splinters from the blast seemed to collide with this barrier of light, unable to penetrate the sanctuary that the light had erected around them. Time stood still, as if suspended over an unfathomable abyss.


Moussa, his face streaming with tears, turned to the guard, his dark eyes pleading for an answer to the incomprehensible. "Why?" he cried, his voice breaking into a sob. "Why couldn't you save them?"


The guard looked at him with infinite sadness, his luminous face radiating a melancholy sweetness. "I can't prevent everything, Moussa," he murmured, his voice sounding like an echo from another world. "But I'm here for you, to protect you, to guide you. Your light must survive."


Abigael, her throat constricted by pain, looked down at her mother's lifeless body. A solitary tear rolled down her cheek before crashing to the dusty floor. "Mum..." she whispered, her heart in tatters. "Why... ?"


The guardian knelt beside him, placing an intangible but luminous hand on his frail shoulder. "The world is full of darkness," he said, "but you are the light that must continue to shine. You must be strong, for your mission is greater than you realise."


Moussa collapsed to his knees beside Abigael, and in that moment of utter despair, he took her in his arms, seeking comfort in that painfully necessary embrace. Their bodies trembled, shattered by the horror they had just experienced, but together they formed a whole, an indestructible bond, a bastion of love in a world ravaged by hatred.


The guard's light continued to shine, forming a sanctuary around them. They didn't know how they would survive, how they would face the days ahead. But they knew that their love, though bruised and tested, remained their only strength, their only refuge.


The silence that followed was even more terrible than the explosion. It was an infinite void, an abyss of grief where even the cries of agony seemed to have died away. The dust fell gently, like a shroud, enveloping the ruins of their innocence. Moussa's father lay there, his blood seeping into the sacred earth, and Abigael's mother lay frozen in death. An unbearable absence, an irreparable rupture.


Moussa and Abigael were alone, two children facing the immensity of the tragedy. The war had torn away everything that was dear to them, but it could not break their love. In this desolate landscape, their hearts were still beating, carrying a light that even death could not extinguish.


And in this desperate union, a truth emerged: they were bound for eternity, and nothing, not even the tumult of war, could undo this sacred bond.


Losing a parent is like seeing a part of your soul ripped away, leaving behind a gaping wound that will never fully close. It's a loss that creates an abyss of absence, a deafening silence where memories become ghosts and the future a blurred, uncertain horizon. For Abigael and Moussa, this void was unfathomable, filled with a pain all the more unbearable because it was born of hatred, of war, of that relentless spiral of violence that engulfed everything in its path. They were still children, but their grief had already revealed to them the implacable cruelty of life, the brutality of a world where even innocence was no longer a sanctuary.


Faced with this unbearable reality, they found themselves at a crossroads, a crossroads where so many children, in this ageold conflict, had had to make a choice: hate or love.


For many, the loss of a parent became a conflagration. Grief turned to rage, and that rage insidiously turned into a desire for revenge, a consuming fire that sought only to burn everything around it. This was how the war went on, how children became soldiers, how children became human bombs, sacrificing their childhoods on the altar of a justice they didn't even understand.


Abigael and Moussa understood, with chilling lucidity, how easy it would be to give in to this hatred. How simple it would be to allow themselves to be consumed by the poison that surrounded them, to embrace the anger that promised a fleeting relief. Their families, their peoples, everything seemed to be screaming at them to give in, to become instruments of this vengeance, to follow the path traced by generations of anger and suffering.


Abigael's father had often spoken of revenge as a sacred obligation. He believed that war was the only way to protect his family and his people, even if it meant losing oneself. For his part, Moussa's father believed that armed resistance was the only possible response, the only way to survive in a world where their existence was under constant threat. But today, one of their relatives lay dead, swept away by the same implacable logic he had defended. The war had consumed them.


Yet deep in the hearts of Abigael and Moussa, another truth was pulsating, a truth that their parents had never fully grasped. A fragile, but indestructible truth.


Moussa, his hands still trembling, sought out Abigael's, and their fingers found each other, clinging to each other like shipwrecked men trying to save themselves from the storm. This simple yet infinitely meaningful contact brought them back to what was essential : the love they shared, even in the midst of ruins.


"I don't want to..." Abigael whispered, her voice broken by the sobs that were choking her. "I don't want to become like them... even though it hurts so much." Her tears rolled down her dusty cheeks, tracing furrows of light in the gloom of this tragic moment.


Moussa nodded, too upset to speak, but sharing every word, every emotion. Hatred had never built anything. It had never repaired anything. It would only bring more destruction, more heartache. If they gave in to hatred, they would lose the only thing they had left: their love.


The guardian then appeared, luminous and protective, his benevolent aura enveloping the two children. His soft light illuminated the darkness that threatened them, a soothing balm on their invisible wounds. "Don't let hatred destroy you," her voice whispered, like a caress on the wind. "Your love is stronger than war, more powerful than death. You are the promise of a better world. You are hope."


Moussa squeezed Abigael's hand a little tighter, his dark eyes shining with a new determination. "We will not give in to hatred.


Abigael closed her eyes, letting the grief overwhelm her, but feeling deep inside her a renewed flame, a strength she had never suspected. "We will be the light," she promised, pure resolve seeping into every fibre of her being.


They remained on their knees, surrounded by the ruins of their lives, but united in this silent promise. Their grief, though devastating, would not bend them to hatred. They had chosen another path, a path where love would be their torch, even in the thickest darkness.


Grief is not just a cry of pain. It's a journey. An ordeal where pain can either become a seed of hatred or a source of compassion. Abigael and Moussa, despite their young age, understood this truth. Their love, fragile but unshakeable, was the only weapon they had to defy this world consumed by violence.


The next few days were a journey through darkness, a time when every moment seemed filled with grief. The funeral of Moussa's father took place under a relentless sun, crushing the cortege with its cruel light. The men walked in silence, reciting prayers in Arabic, verses from the Koran that floated in the burning air like age-old laments. Moussa walked on, his legs heavy, his thoughts lost. The words of the prayers escaped him, dissolved in the echo of his pain. Everything seemed unreal.


His father's body, wrapped in a white shroud, had descended into the earth. An arid earth, indifferent to his grief, which accepted the body of this man whose shadow had always watched over him. The men's hands threw the earth over the grave with respect, but for Moussa, it was as if each shovelful tore away a little more of his heart.


He stood there among the adults, their faces marked by grief and anger. There were whispers of revenge and promises of reprisals. The cycle of hatred fed on death, and in that moment, Moussa felt the futility of it all. His father was dead, and no revenge would bring him back. No war would heal this gaping wound.


He looked at the earth that now covered his father, and his soul, so young, felt crushed by a wisdom too heavy for his shoulders. He didn't want this war, this hatred. He just wanted peace, to feel his father's reassuring warmth again.


Grief, incomprehension, love... all mixed up inside him, but he knew one thing: he and Abigael held the promise of another path. A path where love would always be more powerful than hate.


And it was on this certainty, flickering but present, that he clung to avoid sinking.


The day of Abigael's mother's funeral arrived with painful clarity. The sun, a cruel witness to this tragedy, bathed the Israeli cemetery in a brilliant, almost blinding light, as if to remind us that life goes on despite the unbearable. The air seemed frozen, saturated with grief and silent pain. Muffled sobs echoed here and there, interspersed with prayers in Hebrew, ancient words whispered with a fervour tinged with despair, as if each syllable could alleviate the suffering.


The rabbi, draped in his sacred vestments, stood upright beside the tomb, the Book of Psalms open in his trembling hands. His voice echoed with gravity, chanting the verses that accompanied the soul of the deceased on her final journey. But for Abigael, it all seemed like a distant echo, a cruel melody that failed to reach the depths of her grief. Abigael's mother, that tender, protective woman, now lay in a simple wooden coffin, so humble and yet so heavy with the weight of absence.


Every gesture, every word seemed shrouded in the unreality of a nightmare. How could she understand what death really was? How could she accept that her mother, who had cradled her, who had turned the darkest moments into havens of tenderness, was now imprisoned in this lifeless box, ready to be swallowed up by the earth ? It all seemed so brutal, so meaningless. The world as she knew it seemed to have disintegrated in an instant.


The murmurs of her family rose up around her, vibrating with pain but also with a dull anger. There was talk of revenge, of reprisals, of the need to defend their land and their honour. Voices hardened, fists clenched and eyes filled with a rage that generations of suffering had etched into their flesh. But Abigael heard none of it. The hatred they were trying to plant inside her slid down like rain on a stone. All she felt was an immense emptiness, an abyss that nothing could fill, except perhaps the unfailing love she bore for Moussa, the love that remained her only anchor in a world that seemed to be sinking into madness.


As her mother's coffin was lowered into the earth, Abigael felt her heart break, each fragment scattering in the wind. The sobs around her redoubled, and yet, in the midst of this tide of grief, something new emerged in her soul. It wasn't hatred, no. It was strength, a steely resolve, a silent promise that her mother's death would not be the beginning of a spiral of revenge. With every shovelful of earth that covered the coffin, a desire for peace was born in her, a conviction that violence should no longer have the last word.


On the other hand, in a modest neighbourhood of East Jerusalem, Moussa was mourning the death of his father. Two funerals, two worlds that seemed irreconcilable, and yet the same grief. Their traditions separated them, as did their families, their beliefs and their customs. But in the depths of their grief, Abigael and Moussa shared a unique bond, a common wound that transcended all divisions. Their loss, though rooted in different realities, brought them together with an overwhelming intensity.
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