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The herd is where you will find salvation since the wolf preys on stray sheep.

This novel does not offend certain sects, nor does it support them.

No matter what labels or terminology are used, the author believes that every human being is independent, has their own entity, and their own system. Accordingly, everyone should endeavor to protect all those who are being persecuted and eliminate injustice against all those who are being oppressed.

According to the rule of the jungle, minorities in societies may experience injustice and persecution to varied degrees depending on the society, hence, the author supports the necessity to protect them,

but when a minority of people band together to protest the injustice of the majority, we cannot accept their crime or remain silent about it under the guise of protecting minorities. This is especially true if the sect takes on the characteristics of a covert organization, with goals it works to achieve through unethical means at the expense of the majority.

“The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing.”

― Edmund Burke
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"When you no longer feel agony for each enemy soldier you kill, you must stop fighting and leave the war because you have become a butcher."

- Saying.

––––––––
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"If all of your traumatic and painful experiences were to pass without you being able to share them with others, then it wasn't like that because the first thing that pain does to a person is give them the capacity for influence."

- no one.
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Dedication
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To all Zero Moment readers,

For every kind remark, encouragement, and constructive criticism I received.

To all those who dream of equality and a world without executioners: wake up and quit dreaming.

To all the introverts, distant outsiders from their own societies,

To all the insane in their midst,

You make the difference!
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The writer's word
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Following Zero Moment, this is my second novel to be published.

I am not sure who authored it, just like with the prior one. My hands, fingers, and brain are merely writing tools, much like the computer I use, whereas the writer is something or someone else inside of me that I do not know who is, bargaining with me for a few words so that he might express himself.

Last night, as I laid in bed, in a rare moment of tranquility with both myself and the outside world, I heard that voice within me, "Hi Ahmed, we have a novel to write."

This odd request was hard for me to understand. It baffled me!  As all of my thoughts, delusions, and insanity were already contained in what I wrote earlier.

Zero Moment ends with the promise that the second half, which has not yet been published, will be called Moment Baibars. I was not afraid to make this commitment because Moment Baibars was originally the first half of Zero Moment, and I saw that publishing Zero Moment first would serve the method of time jumps in the two novels. However, I had no idea that I would write anything else after that; not even a single word. I had already believed that I had finished.

However, it seems that someone has a different point of view...

I made an effort to ignore him and his desire so that I could get back to the momentary tranquility.

Neither a wordsmith nor a lunatic of ideas am I.

Not an author who is overly concerned with creativity and originality

Further, I've had enough.

Yes, I am done, and I do not want to write anything further since I have nothing to write.

"Feel up and do not worry, do not think about what you are going to write, and do not get satisfied with what you do not have, my love. Since when have I depended on you and your ideas to write anything in the first place?" he interrupted my train of thinking.

"As always, my love, you are nothing more than a translator for my words and thoughts, and I still have more tricks up my sleeve."

Then I found myself writing "The Sect."

The previous evening, I did not write any more than two pages of each of chapters 1 and 2  before turning in for the night.

And this morning, I thought that I would stop writing altogether. Perhaps an hour of insanity had passed, or perhaps this crazy person had tried to ruin my mood in that rare time of tranquility, and he really succeeded in doing so.

But now that I am on the second night, my head is suddenly flooded with things I have no idea about.

As it seems, trust is growing stronger between me and this lunatic; I can rely on him that he will never let me down and he can have confidence that I will continue to be the submissive servant who will translate for him what he has to say.

Ahmad I. Alkhalel
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The introduction
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Many readers disregard the introduction to any novel or book, and one of the main reasons for this is the narration and repetition, as well as the writer's attempt to summarize all the ideas of the novel in a number of pages while preserving the suspense in its content, which causes a state of complete intellectual loss between words.

Although many of the book introductions they passed should have been given enough time for them to read them thoroughly, this belief overcame them, and they ended up missing a lot.

The majority of the readers of Zero Moment stated that they had never read the introduction in its entirety before, and some even stated that they had read it more than once, which to me is the most wonderful thing they could have ever said.

In my view, honesty is the cause. While writing the text, the writer somehow conveys his emotions through the letters. In a literal sense, they are indeed transmitted. One word before another may tilt the balance and cause the reader to flip the page away from it, so I always made sure to start with the introduction and write it without making any following essential changes because I had no idea what the novel would be about or what would happen in it.

If you read the introduction, you are reading exactly what I am feeling at the exact same time as you; there is no difference between us. I am as uninformed of the happenings of the novel as you are as I type these words.

-So, my dear, try not to go beyond the next few words

Though it is possible that you skipped Moment Zero's introduction, you probably have thought to yourself, "Perhaps I am the only one who did not" or "I am one of the few who did not," right?

If you question a friend who has read the novel and he replied, "I also skipped the introduction," you would think that maybe just the two of us did not read it, or maybe this obscure author is just being dishonest. while it remains relatively simple to determine the truth in the event that a larger number of readers are asked.

But what if I told you right now that that introduction contains a hidden code that is simple to solve with a little concentration, and some of you might just happen to solve it by chance?

A code of the kind of whereby if you decipher its words, or take the first letter of each word and then insert it into a mathematical formula, or collect the number of letters and divide it by the number of pages, and other similar things, at the end you will discover a "special code," an example of which is mentioned in the novel itself, and if you decipher it, you will find that it contains information that can only be obtained by following certain instructions. A highly hazardous secret that only a select few people on this planet are aware of will become clear to you if you analyze it.

Unusual risk surrounds this secret. Whoever discovers it will no longer live the same life he did before, and if he tells anyone, someone will haunt him and eliminate him—possibly from the Malta-based secret headquarters known as the Alpha headquarters.

Have you started to question the genuineness of your friend's response, who just said he hadn't read it?

Ah, I see. Perhaps he has read it and is aware of its contents, but he is lying. Perhaps he doesn't trust me.

He might believe that you have read it since you are similar to him, but you are lying and you don't trust him.

Even if you may have ignored the beginning and failed to learn any secrets or crack any codes, the situation has changed now that there are penalties for reading the novel's introduction. This curse has now befallen you, and it is done.

For any dictatorial regime that seeks to advance and improve the nation and its citizens without worrying about trivial side issues, if you live in a country with a repressive regime that dislikes a lot of gossip and does not enjoy bothering itself with research and investigation, boring routine investigation, and monitoring sessions, they will arrest you all, whether you know the secret or not, whether you have read the introduction or not.

The results of this knowledge are now frightening you both. Although you may not have actually read the introduction, none of you will believe the second, and each of you will assume that its owner is lying. If word gets out that someone has joined it, he might find himself in an uncomfortable situation. For this reason, nobody of you will trust the other.

Congratulations, 

You've just concluded your introduction to the art of using sects, groups, and even communities.

Your first session will probably be briefer than you anticipate and will focus on how to really build a functional herd without resorting to philosophy or intricacy or wandering the halls of resonant phrases.

Hold a second!

I want to stress that what I said about the Zero Moment introduction is absolutely true before I go on.

When I claimed that many had read the introduction, some of them more than once, I was still being honest.

Please read it again if you haven't already.

What does he mean when he says "absolutely true "—does he mean what he wrote about the code or what he wrote about the introduction's readers, you ask? Why didn't he explain? He can mean either this or that because it is unintelligible despite being plain to him, as it has two faces.

Damn him, if he hadn't added the period after saying "absolutely true," the sentence would have made sense and read something like, "absolutely true, for I have been honest in what I said," and then the meaning would have been clear since he was referring to people's reading of the introduction rather than the code!

Congrats, by the way.

You've just finished learning your second lesson. The risk of facets, or sentences that may be taken in more than one way, resides in the fact that each party will interpret them as they see fit, and the person who is saying them will always be a devoted friend to both.

And if something goes wrong and he gets blamed, he will respond by saying that you misunderstood him rather than his words, which is true even if he stated something to the contrary.

You must therefore learn your third lesson: don't assume that you can understand the sentences of a face-lifter on your own; rather, place the speaker in front of the factual situation and ask for clarification several times. Alternately, get out of my face, and do not manipulate my mind.

I'll stop here, but before I do, I'd want to point out that the lunatic inside of me is currently only fascinated with creating stories, but over time, he may have also been obsessed with other things. For example, he might have become obsessed with learning secrets, but who knows?

To be clear, I meant the novel's readers, not the code, as the latter is merely an illusion and the dreams of a dreamer and the code is a form of imagination that is not there in the introduction.

I genuinely want you to believe my assurance that I have not concealed any codes or secrets.

Despite the fact that you either didn't or the idea still tickles your feelings.

Congrats!

You've learned your fourth, most crucial, and most hazardous lesson.

If you are injected with an idea and placed in your head, it will not be easily withdrawn, especially if you enjoy it, even if the actor himself denies it;

The idea is not a currency that can be taken out of your hand, a house that can be taken away, or a car that can be stolen.

My dear, if one day you choose to place an idea in someone else's mind, exercise extreme caution as you will be powerless to stop it.

Finally, when I said honestly, I meant that there are no secrets in the novel's introduction...

Yes, I promise, there are no secrets...  in the introduction
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Chapter I.  Mass escape
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He could hardly taste it, and for some reason that he did not understand, he spat part of it out of his mouth. As soon as he heard his voice growling from a distance, "here you are, you bothersome boys, stop!" till the taste of the berries on his tongue turned like the Zaqqum, he fell off the tree. He slowed down behind two lads who were lighter and faster runners than he was, sprinting at the speed of the wind. The voice's owner was an elderly man in his seventies, but it was impossible for him to catch them as they fled.

He didn't dare to look back, he felt the old man's hand on his shoulder with every step, the boys' voices urging him to hurry. Out of their heedlessness he suddenly stopped, stuck in his place, something crossed his mind, an idea flashed in his head, he turned back, he shouted at the top of his voice:

-You old man, why do you forbid us from eating its fruits when it is our tree and grows on our land?
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Chapter II. The bough
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A thin bamboo stick heaps skin on him, a rough hand grips him tightly, and he wraps around himself trying to escape, the stick turns around and cuts through the air for fractions of a second before slashing the skin of his back, he screams at the top of his lungs, Help, help, only the old man's voice answers, oh you shameless bastard.

The men's thick mustaches and beards did not flinch as they walked, sat on the benches of the nearby grocery store, and stood on the sidewalk as they witnessed a man in his seventies stalk a ten-year-old boy until he reached the doorway to the courtyard of the house, ready to grab him at a moment's notice and start the punishment. The boy still needs more schooling because his father's absence from the home turned him into an unruly, disrespectful child who talks more words than he can actually understand.

With all his resourcefulness, he told the old guy, "This is our tree," damn him, he's stupid, doesn't he realize it's a disputed tree?

One of its branches grows in man's land; it breaths his land's air, and its leaves grow on the sun's rays.
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Chapter III. The dictator
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In northwestern Syria, there is a mountain range belonging to the countryside of Lattakia Governorate, called the Kurds Mountains. Close to it, towards the Turkish border to the northwest, there is another mountain range, called the Turkmen Mountains. A third range, called the Alawiyya Mountains, is named after the minority of the Alawite sect based there.

According to historians, the Kurdish race is descended from the majority of the Kurd Mountains' population. They arrived in this mountain range in a variety of migrations and stages, the earliest of which occurred during the reign of the legendary Islamic leader Salah al-Din al-Ayyubi (1138-1193 AD), and the majority of which occurred during the Ottoman-Persian wars, which began in the early 15th century. It began in the fourteenth century, when many Kurdish clans went to the highlands of Latakia province, in northern Syria, and settled in the mountain range that bears their name.

Years passed, the Ottoman Empire collapsed, and France invaded Syria in 1920 A.D. The Kurdish mountains left their mark on the occupation that would last throughout its existence on the butchers, on the plains, and behind every tree and stone, and the French suffered a great deal at the hands of the locals before leaving the country in 1946 A.D. He also left his own imprint on them in the form of the Alawite sect, a small minority group that includes some Syrians. Over the duration of the occupation, he gave them encouragement, fed and fattened them, and they did the same for him. They have lived there since the dawn of time in a mountain range that is figuratively known as the Alawiyya Mountains and is situated exactly opposite the Kurdish mountain range.

The Alawite mountains agonized over every affliction that befell the Kurdish mountains and wished that chain against them and its inhabitants would perish because their masters dealt with the occupier in the name of the sect and were therefore referred to as treacherous and outcasts. The occupation eventually found its way to the Kurdish mountains.

- What drives a group of individuals from a nation to act in this way when they have lived there for a millennium and their ancestors have done so for millennia before? A profound query, and its response is equally profound

Following the military withdrawal of the occupation, which came to an end in 1970 AD with the rule of Hafez al-Assad, an Alawite, a succession of military coups occurred in Syria.

The people of the sect now own Syria along with those who live there, killing, torturing, stealing, looting, marginalizing whoever they want, and bringing close to whomever they want. Of course, the time for old retaliation for the occupation has come; today is the promised day, and the Kurdish Mountain residents have experienced their fair share of injustice and persecution along with the lion's share of iron and fire. They tried their best to demographically penetrate it through the purchase of lands and the displacement of the indigenous population, but in spite of this, it remained insurmountable to them. Instead, its people took the covenant and the promise upon themselves: do not sell them an inch, do not waste a tree, and do not leave a village. They stay, no matter the cost.

An entire people cannot be held in servitude in ten years.

A popular uprising against the dictator occurred in 1980, and the Alawite regime in Syria, commanded by Hafez al-Assad, put a stop to it by murdering at least 30,000 civilians in Hama, the stronghold of this uprising, as well as detaining and disappearing thousands of others from all across the country.
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