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Introduction — Through the Voice of the Woman of the Desert

Her name is Talabi. But no one calls her that. In the villages, among the ruins, in the alleys of history, she's known simply as the Woman of the Desert—a figure who walks among stones and silences, retelling sacred stories without doctrine and without mercy. This book doesn't follow what's written. It listens to what was silenced. Here, miracles are metaphors. Passages are wounds. And faith is a path made of sand, where footprints aren't always left behind. A new perspective on the Bible.

Talabi walks among ruins and screens. She's seen sand bury cities and witnessed the world's urgency reduced to a single click. None of it surprises her. Because despite everything that's changed, humanity's dilemmas remain the same: the fear of losing control, the desire to dominate one's own destiny, the illusion that fulfillment can be bought with promises.

Talabi—or "the Woman of the Desert," as she came to be called—has heard many prayers. And one of them still echoes in her ears: "Through my fault, through my most grievous fault." She doesn't disagree, but she doesn't repeat it—she only watches. Because she knows that behind the repetition of that phrase lies something deeper: the silent recognition that what's missing may have been denied by choice—or by fear of choosing.

She doesn't accuse. But she points. The fault is yours. Yours for not caring for the health you claim to want. For falling asleep in houses that don't embrace you. For living a life that doesn't honor your own dreams. For wanting the world without taking a single step into the sand. She's seen it before. In other eras, in other garments, under other names.

And she knows that books weren't made to decorate shelves, nor scriptures to be worshiped with closed eyes. For her, the Bible was never dogma. It's always been a mirror, a symbol, and a manual for those trying to understand themselves before asking for salvation.

In this book, she retells old stories with new light. Not to console. Not to preach. But to remind us that the path begins within—and the journey is always solitary.

Because in the end, whoever dares to listen to what wasn't said between the sacred lines discovers that the divine, too, carries dust on its feet—and that every miracle begins when someone, even afraid, decides to walk.
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Chapter 1 – Walk on Water: Choosing Faith or Fear
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The Woman of the Desert moved through the sacred texts like someone crossing dunes that shift with the wind. And in one of those crossings, she stopped before an ancient scene: a man walking on water while the storm roared around him. She'd seen men trying to swim against the current, others who sank into their own fear, and a few who dared to walk above the impossible. That's why, when she read about Peter, she recognized the exact moment he stopped believing—not in God, but in himself.

Fear, as always, came through the eyes.

Jesus walked in silence, as someone who had nothing to prove to the sea. It was just another crossing. Peter, restless, asked to go to Him. And the invitation was simple: come. As long as he trusted, he walked. When he looked at the wind, he sank. Not because he was weak, but because he forgot that water only yields to the steps of those who believe.

Jesus reached out His hand—not to save him from the water, but to remind him that faith isn't a shield; it's an invisible ground.

The Woman of the Desert smiles when she remembers this. To her, faith isn't about miracles; it's a decision. Each of us is in our own boat, surrounded by winds, surrounded by doubts. And the crossing doesn't demand that we fight the waves, but that we choose to walk despite them.

Life—she says—is neither fair nor unfair. It's neutral. Impersonal. The storms come for everyone. The difference lies in what we do when the sea rises: swim, fight, sink—or walk.

Jesus chose to walk. He didn't resist the current. He didn't shout. He didn't struggle. He just walked—calmly, with purpose. He didn't defeat the storm; He moved through it without becoming part of the chaos.

The Woman of the Desert knows this isn't religion. It's symbol. It's choice. It's the awareness that in the face of adversity, only two options exist: give in to fear or walk above it.
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