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To my mother,

Who taught me to love without condition,

To cradle the world in the softness of my heart.

To my father,

Who taught me to pray with stillness and fire,

To rise before dawn and bow with gratitude.

To my beloved wife,
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This book was not born from ink alone,

But from tears shed in silence.

From olive trees weeping in the wind,

And from prayers whispered beneath ruined skies.

It was written for my homeland, especially the people of South Lebanon,

Whose mountains echo with sorrow and resistance.

For the villages where minarets and bell towers once sang in unison,

Now hushed beneath the weight of ash.

Even when far, even under darkened skies,

You remained the breath behind these words.

It was written for Palestine, especially for Gaza,

For the children who dream with dust on their lashes,

And the mothers who cradle absence like an heirloom.

For those who buried their names in the soil,

So their children might one day reclaim them.

To the people of Palestine,

Whose courage speaks louder than any cannon,

And whose faith outlives every siege,

This book carries your names, your songs, your martyrs. 

For those who walk barefoot toward dignity,

And sow light where darkness has tried to bloom.

To my family, thank you for teaching me the language of love,

The power of silence, and the sacred weight of our story.

Your patience, your prayers, your presence, 

They live on every page.

To write a book like this is not to stand alone with pen in hand,

But to stand on the shoulders of those who came before,

And to walk beside those who still carry the fire of justice in their hearts. 

The Return of the Prophet is not a story of escape,

But of return,

To truth, to beauty, to justice.

It is a call not just to rise,

But to remember.

And if the world has forgotten,

Let this book remind you of it.
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It was in the month of Tishrīn, when the winds grow tired 

And the olive trees begin to shed their tears,

That Almustafa returned to his homeland. 

Twelve years had passed since he had departed Orphalese, 

The city that once echoed with his words, 

And was silenced by their loss.

And it was Almitra, the seeress,

Who first saw the ship on the horizon.

Her eyes, long accustomed to watching the empty sea,

Caught the lone sail moving through the dusk,

And she whispered to the wind,

“He has returned.”

He had left with the dawn, 

Bearing the fragrance of lilies and farewells.

Now he returned at dusk, 

Heavy with the scent of ash and forgetting. 

The sea no longer sang as it once did.

The waves had grown restless, foaming with sorrow.

And the stars, once companions to his solitude, 

Now watched in stillness, uncertain of what they saw. 

The ship creaked as it met the broken pier, 

Its sails slack with mourning.

He stepped ashore barefoot.

The sand, once soft beneath children's laughter, 

Was now coarse with memory.

The land had not aged; it had ached.

And though he had been gone twelve years, 

It looked as though the people had been waiting far longer. 

No trumpets met him. 

No darbuka beat to mark his return.

Only the caw of a distant crow, 

And the low hum of sorrow that dwelled 

In the silence of those who had stayed. 

The city was not as he had left it.

The white walls were cracked. 

The sūq was hollowed, 

And the scent of za‘tar and rosewater 

Had been replaced by smoke and silence. 

The fig trees were scorched.

The olive groves lay crippled.

And the great cedar stood wounded, 

Sap-like tears weeping from its trunk. 

The people emerged from the rubble, 

Shadows of those he once knew.

A girl who had danced barefoot in spring 

Was now a widow, draped in black.

An old man whose voice once echoed through the sūq, 

Now whispered only prayers into a cracked misbaha.

And an old woman, bent not by age but by sorrow, 

Stood clutching a faded shawl,

Her eyes empty from years of waiting, 

Her soul fractured by the loss of her son, 

Who had never known peace, not even in his dreams. 

They looked upon him not as a saviour, but as a question.

Not as a prophet, but as a mirror. 

And they spoke, though their lips barely moved, 
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