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The young woman arranged her tunic so she could sit on the step behind her. The awning of a street vendor gave her some shelter from the light rain that was falling over everything. People hurried in every direction looking for cover. Raquel knew the scrap of cloth above her wouldn’t be much protection, but she decided to stay a few moments, at least until the crushing exhaustion eased a little. The pottery seller who owned the stall didn’t seem to notice her or the young man beside her; he was too busy scanning the crowd for customers on a slow day.

Raquel rested her arms on her knees and almost cried from tiredness. The journey had been brutal. The rugged terrain and the political situation in Israel hadn’t helped. Soldiers were everywhere; nothing escaped their eyes. Free movement was nearly impossible. She and her brother had been stopped and questioned far too many times for people born on that soil.
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