
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Zero Moment

Ahmad I. AlKhalel

––––––––

[image: ]


Proofed and translated by

Aseel A. Mokhaimer

––––––––

[image: ]


Do not be afraid,
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"I, Zhuang Zhou, once saw in my dream that I was a butterfly, fluttering hither and thither, to all intents and purposes, a butterfly. I was conscious only of my happiness as a butterfly, unaware that was myself. Soon I awoke, and there I was, veritably myself again. At the time, I do not know whether I was a man dreaming of being a butterfly, or now I am a butterfly dreaming of being a man."

Zhuang Zhou-Chinese philosopher

" If not one person a week suspects that you are crazy. you are not making a real impact in the world. "

Albert Einstein

“Crazies are just people who live and think contrarily to the collective mind of their surroundings of insane people from their point of view.”

Nobody
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Dedication
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We think that the story of each and every one of us begins at some point, at some junctures or events in our lives, people who are peripheral to the pages of life become great and influential.

The truth is that the story begins on the day we are born, as we are made of many factors, not only the environment, family and friends, or what we hear and see, but other factors that may be more influential than we see and hear, but at some point, you will feel them, knowing that everything that happened to you had to happen, to form who you are now. As if determinism said its word and it was over.

To all those who are introverted, loner strangers of their societies, 

to all the madmen, in the eyes of those around them,

you are the ones who make the difference.
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The word of the writer
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When I was a child, I made sure to write down all my concerns, wishes, and aspirations, which were not always childish, or perhaps even so childish, that would occur only to a child who was naive enough of his peers, and then I burned this paper, believing that this would make my words merge with the whole universe so that it, in turn, could react to them as it sees fit.

Since then, I have lived a life that may not be successful to the standards of many people today, but it is very exceptional, and the difference between success and exception is a thorny dilemma, with a slight difference. Every exception is a success, but not every success is an exception, at least this is how I see things from my own perspective. And the problem with exceptional people is, that many people are not qualified to see success behind their exceptions.

If we wanted to group people according to their academic success, every few million of them would be grouped into one group, and for me, my goal in this life was not to be in a crowded group.

In my opinion, the real success lies in the memoirs. If you ever decide to write your own memoirs, do you think that it will be exceptional from the rest of the memoirs of millions and millions of people crowding into your group? You own the answer.

When someone asked me how long did it take to write this novel?! My answer was clear and stern and there was no room for discussion in it. It took me forty years, and it will take every other thing I will ever do in this life, from the way I smoke a cigarette, to my fateful decisions.

The thorny question remains, 

who wrote it?

All I remember was my decision to write something, my hand, my fingers, and even my mind, were just tools of writing and expression, like the computer I used. As for the writer, it was something or someone I did not know, sitting inside my body fighting me to get out of its prison, forcing me to bargain it for a few words that express it. I was like a lost visual artist whose empty painting was in front of him and his brush was in his hand but his thoughts were scattered, he did not know how to connect them or how to begin, but his senses began to weave the fabric of the thoughts of that deep thing inside, as they translate them, to create the most meaningful paintings.

Every line I wrote I knew nothing of what was to come. I was even surprised by some of the chapters and reacted to them, just as you would react. They were as new to me as they are to you, and sometimes I was standing astonished to realize what I had written, or to understand the connection I had just discovered between the characters.

This novel, inevitably, was already accomplished in me, as it was written in one go. It already existed. As for transcribing it on paper, it took me some time. It is a novel that expresses a part of an exception that I think I have had in my life.

I cannot confirm or deny its events, even though they may have happened, in every detail, what is certain is the perspective of your understanding of the truth, they may be completely true, and from another perspective, they may be just delusions or dreamy fantasies, this depends on what truth means to you, or what it will be...

I appreciate your valuable time. Believe me, I am the best to know. That is why I was careful that this was not just a classic, casual novel for fun while you are drinking your morning cup of coffee.

Perhaps by it, I want to stir up that madness within you, who you have always been told, would be the cause of your ostracism, and your expulsion, out of the herd.

Finally, while writing the writer's word, I wasn't carrying my computer, so I used my niece's and turned to her and said, this is my first attempt at expressing something that I have lived and learned. If you felt pleasure, pride, exception, one day, that the writer's word was written on your computer, that would be an important indicator to continue translating what that pariah and the madman in me, wanted to say into novels.

Ahmad I. AlKhalel
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The introduction


[image: ]




Humans have searched it for thousands of years of their history, and they have answered it every time, even though they have never answered, the greatest, most logical, and the most ambiguous question of all existential questions!

What was there before the existence of anything? How did everything come about? What is time zero? What's moment zero? What is nothing?

Uh, yes, we found the answer, it is a point in the sky, there far away, look at it, we studied, analyzed and understood everything that came after it, it is the beginning, dear, from which everything started whether around you or not. Rest you exhausted one.

At once, the same question unsettles, but where does the point come from?

After a few hundred years of development and progress... 

Ah, we found the answer, we knew where it came from, our ancestors' answer was wrong. It all came from a point smaller and farther from the first one. Look there, we studied, analyzed and we understood it, and it is all clear. Rest you exhausted one.

Suddenly, the same question pops in mind, but where does the smaller point come from?

After a few thousand years...

Uh, we found the crucial answer; It is a tiny atom, smaller than everything we have ever known, blown up with enormous energy, the universe was born, expanded, it would continue to expand until its energy ran out, and then it would shrink on itself and be crushed, or it would expand until it froze, and in both cases, it would die, and between birth and death, life sprung up and found its way out of chance.

And then a reckless thought jumps out, not understanding anything in physical science or its complexities. at thought of a person that has never entered a chemical laboratory, he has just finished a fat lunch, leaned on his couch indifferently, blows up all the joy of our discovery, and asks the same question, OK, but where was the atom?

-It was in the void, you feisty.

- Uh... So where did the void come from? Where did the atom come from?

Wait!! Where did the coincidence come from?

Before and then... 

We found the answer, God was, is, and will be, the one who created everything. Rest your mind for a long time, the search is over.

Then suddenly a maniac asks, but where did....

Shut up! You blaspheme the God who created you! There is no starting point for everything, not even an atom. These questions are beyond our ability to think. Do not keep up with scientists or philosophers. This is blaspheming! You're a blasphemer. Crucify him, burn him, kill him!

And when the crucifixion and burning ceremonies end, one of them wakes up from his barbaric drunkenness and the ecstasy of the collective mind, and wonders " Did you burn him because the question is outside the limits of our thinking? But how did he think of it if it was outside the limits of our thinking! Why does God give us the ability to think about a question that he does not want us to discuss?"

And another maniac adds," God knows everything, and he gave us the ability to disobey, so why does he create us and give us this ability to disobey and then torture us for a sin that he knew we would commit before we were created? If God had asked me before he created me, whether I create you as a human with your ability to disobey, or as an angel who could not, I would have chosen the second. We would choose the second."

But how will he ask me if he has not created me yet? It does not matter, God is able to do this, why did not he create me as an angel? What is my fault?

Gave me the ability to decide? Well, I see this only as a curse, and it is my decision to reject my ability to choose, and I am not responsible for any sin I have done any more, and I do not want it. Make me an angel unable to disobey, flying here and there in the kingdom of God between the planets and the stars, glorifying with the thanksgiving of God all my long life.

Isn't it fair that I should be able to choose who I am? My ability to decide may end me up in heaven or hell, and I have decided that I do not want to risk it, I do not want this ability, I do not want all the pleasures of human beings, permissible or forbidden, I do not want all of them, I want to be an angel and that is my decision, so why risk a day in hell? If God had asked me what I wanted to be, I would have answered that I wanted to be an angel, not a human being.

Wait...

The choice? The decision? Has God blessed me with the ability to not disobey him before! In a previous life maybe? And there were things I did that made my current life a pre-painted painting? But what happened there? And how did it get here? What did I do that I was punished for being able to disobey the Creator?

-Crucify the second, the third, the fourth, and the tenth... Burn them, these questions are forbidden to you, they will lead you to madness, or ungodliness.

But have we ever been allowed to think about questions until we find the answers?  has anybody ever found the answers, and become blasphemous? We always try to make a question a religious one so we don't have to answer it. The answers are different as we each follow our own religion, the convictions are different, no convincing answer, no answer at all...

-Stop with these existential questions that are one of the painful stages of psychological imbalance! Stop this intellectual chaos!

-Intellectual chaos is when you do not know the answer to these questions, and why did you say chaos?! Did not God arrange everything in his infinite kingdom? And my thoughts are part of this whole? Then how do you call it chaos?

After a while, and thousands of crucifixions and burning ceremonies, everyone is silent, the pain is unbearable, these sensory cells torment us, they enslave us. If my mind had stopped processing or responding to them, or simply ignoring their nerve signals, I would not have been afraid of the consequences, and I would not have stopped searching for the answer.

Pain? Why hasn't the mind learned to control it over thousands of years of evolution! This mind is in this body, the most complex of the known system failed to find a simple, a very simple, mechanism to control the process of transmitting nerve signals, to make it less painful when needed.

Could the mind really not find it? Or was he premeditated? Is it programmed to make us fear pain? Does pain define boundaries that we cannot cross because of our fear of retribution or pain? Does it not come from within? Has God given us the ability to disobey and to feel the pain to make a balance?

Congratulations, we have just discovered your origins!

Congratulations to you, smartest monkeys!

No, we have proved nothing, but this heresy deserves to be a theorem, not even close, but it deserves prizes! First and foremost, we have to find answers and theories that satisfy your marginal lust even if it is unbelievable.

You retarded religious reactionaries! You made up the idea of God out of your brain, how do you deny your origins, without DNA, without that lightning strike, without luck and chance, you would not exist.

-Okay, Sir, but excuse me, where did that strike of lightning come from?

Stick to this introduction before the first chapter, I'll get you straight to the end, an end before the beginning, a golden opportunity, perhaps you could spare yourself the trouble of continuing to read the story of a bunch of confused and psychopathic heroes, but before you decide to stop, that's probably what your mind will encourage, or perhaps dictate your body to secrete some distress hormones or something like that, why not? Doesn't he control your whole body? Think for a moment, what if...

What if my mind is my worst enemy?
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The end
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​Chapter I. Leaves
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The neighborhood's children stood in one of the alleys of the old city of Hebron in Palestine, not far from the Ibrahimi Mosque, where the prophets of God Ibrahim, Isaac, and Jacob and their wives took place, watching sarcastically this 30-Arab guy, their faces are filled with the childish laughter of taunting. This weirdo, who for four hours has been standing in front of the olive tree, busy with something important, moves his fingers on the leaves, puts a ribbon on a branch, and moves on to the next one.

For days, Mousa regularly repeated this scene, standing for hours in front of olive trees, choosing the largest, and tirelessly, starts counting its leaves.

The neighborhood did not understand what was wrong with him! A young, stable, intelligent, brown-skinned, tall, muscular young man who spends most of his time between his work and the bodybuilding club, is engaged, has a close marriage, is professionally successful, and an employee of a prestigious public relations company. If he talks, he convinces, and if he stays silent, learns.

Suddenly he went into his isolation, locked himself in his door, and could hardly be seen.

Months later he began to come out, pale, exhausted, tired as if he had been in his isolation for a thousand years. Everything was frayed but his muscles, like he owns a bodybuilding club in his house.

He may have been possessed by demonic possession, standing for hours and hours doing nothing but counting the leaves! Whisper softly and decisively, I will use up all that you have left, I am the master here. Are you in pain? Then obey me!

After many hours, standing for a moment, oh I forgot! Where did I get on the count! Why did you forget? Screw you, are you messing with me?

And then he unraveled all the ribbons, and he starts all over again. This time no ribbons, "In addition to the number of leaves you will remember all unmarked branches. We will see which of us is hardheaded and more stubborn. "
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Chapter II. The key to evolution
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On the banks of the Bosphorus in Istanbul, the Topkapi Museum, next to Hagia Sophia Church and at a stone's throw from the Sultan Ahmed Mosque, houses some of the greatest Muslim heritage, a few hairpieces said to be of the Prophet of God Muhammad, and a number of his personal belongings.

Robert Weil, a Massachusetts Institute of Technology physics student, stood in a narrow corridor of one of a museum building looking back a century and a half, addressing a yellow cloak, an ancient Arab robe, placed in a large, sealed glass box, surrounded by the world's most sensitive alarm system, a very valuable cloak, said to belong to the prophet of Muslims, Muhammad.

He looks at it with venerability, asking: How did you know that was possible? A century and a half ago! How did you know that?

A young man in his mid-twenties, tall, with a slender body, white, blue-eyed, brown hair, round face, mixed races, an English father, a Polish Jew mother, looks much like her, but for his stubborn-hardheaded? That is definitely English.

being a son of a real estate broker did not dissuade him from choosing the academic field; he was passionate about physics. In his childhood, he was used to observing clouds, their chaotic motion, the stars, their shapes, their positions, and the distances between them, and found in physics an infinitely imaginative field of thinking and constantly searching for answers. It is nothing new; man, by nature, glorifies what arouses his curiosity.

Although he studied business administration at his father's will, he got confused between his desire to make physics part of his life and help his father in his work. He finally fulfilled his dream of attending the Massachusetts Institute of Technology (MIT) in Cambridge, eastern the United States. One of the finest, if not the finest, institutes in the world, emerged from it the greatest physicists of the 20th century. One of the most horrific results of physics research was the atomic bombs dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki, has been done there.

For any young man, studying here is an elusive dream. Considering the Institute's annual expenses of about $60,000, in addition to the cost of private housing and living expenses, Robert was very fortunate, as he was one of only 1,000 students admitted, out of the 22,000 who applied to the Institute this year.

It was quarter to twelve in the afternoon when he came out of the museum, walked down a small alley down to the main entrance to the nearby Gulhane Park, and sat in its café next to its historic wall.

This garden was attached to the Topkapi Palace during the reign of the sultans of the Ottoman Empire, dedicated to the entourage of the Sultan and his harem, his wives, and maidservants. Therefore, the only door from the palace from which it was possible to access, was the door of the Harem Palace building, this before modernity did its work to the fullest, and transformed the most sacred place for the Sultan into a shrine for tourists, opening its doors from all directions.

He looked at the menu and then ordered at a long last a cup of Turkish coffee.

"It's a strange sight for a foreigner to drink that kind of coffee." He heard the voice of the waiter wondering, mixed with a friendly smile, recording the request.

- Without turning around: It is the national beverage here, right? I would like to try it.

- The waiter, laughing: Who told you this?

- He looked at him, saying: its name, Isn't it enough?

- With a look that hides sarcasm, he replied: No Sir, its name is Turkish coffee, but it is grown and imported from Brazil, and it is a national drink for Arabs. If you want to try our national drink you can have a cup of Turkish tea, I am sure you have never tasted it before.

- The waiter's last sentence irritated him: Tea? You know, I'm English! Have you ever tasted English tea?

- Sure, but you will have to try the Turkish tea before you jump to judgment, Sir.

- Maybe later, now let me try the Arab's drink, it looks like my story with them is just beginning.

Coming from Ben Gurion International Airport in Tel Aviv, the capital of Israel, a Turkish Airlines plane landed at 12:40 p.m. the previous day.

He hurried, impatient, and wanted to reach Sultan Ahmed Square in the heart of ancient Istanbul, Constantinople. Finish the procedures of the arrivals, he went out to the airport courtyard, and took a taxi, to Sultan Ahmed Square.

-Driver: What is the name of the hotel, sir? 

-Robert: I want to go to the Topkapi Museum directly

-Would you like to visit the museum? 

-Yes 

- But I'm afraid you won't have time to visit it today, as its doors close at three in the afternoon.

He looked at his watch, which pointed to 2:05 p.m., get out of his pocket, open the hotel reservations app, and show the hotel address to the driver, in the middle of the square teeming with dozens of small, old hotels with small rooms. Housing here in Turkey's most tourist places is very expensive.

The taxi set off, green hills surrounding the road from all sides. He did a quick search of this city online, before deciding that he had to visit it and meet someone.

-What am I doing here? What is wrong with me?

A month ago, when his mother called him from London, he was sitting with his colleague Christine at MIT's Forbes family café, planning a week-long vacation, and how he would use her to lure this beautiful physicist into a serious relationship trap.

Christine is a shy, intelligent girl whose energy for physics is inexhaustible as far as the mystery of the universe, I think the expression suffices her, with a special scholarship to attend the institute, given her academic excel, from a conservative Catholic family of Irish descent whose grandparents emigrated to California in the 19th century.

Currently, shyness in women is a rare trait, but it still has the same old influence on men. Nothing in this world arouses men towards women like her shyness. Her clear blue eyes are like the sky on a sunny spring day, a sea of tranquility behind her black-rimmed glasses, golden hair, white skin, moderate body, full-body, looking at her cup of coffee once and at the exit twice before giving him a shy glance.

The last thing he expected, something interrupting the splendor of this moment, but sometimes the winds ran, unlike the ships' desire. He got a phone call from someone he couldn't ignore, ask her permission, and went a few steps away.

-Robert: Hi Mom, how are you 

-Mom: I'm fine, I'm going to Tel Aviv at the end of the week, do you have any engagements?

- He laughed and understood her intent: And what did my engagements have to do with your travel plans? –

-In a reprimanded tone: Will you come with me, or will you leave me as a prey to the fanatics?! Your father is busy with his work, in fact, he is always busy instead of doing any religious duty.

- Well, there is no need to talk about this again, unfortunately, I have a date at the end of the week, maybe you should postpone it.

-Is there a date more important than a date with God? 

-We will meet in Tel Aviv, send me the date of the arrival of your plane.

He could not refuse his mother's request to visit the Wailing Wall in Jerusalem, as she is a devout Jew; his father, although from a devout Christian family, worships his work more than anything else.

Since women were allowed to pray at the wall in 2013 by an official decision of Israel's competent courts, his mother has done so, despite all the criticism and prebuffers, particularly from ultra-Haredi Jewish extremists, who have caused rioting and sometimes even attacks on praying women.

That is why he would not have let his mother go alone, not now at least, since on her recent visit she was spat and assaulted by hardliners, nearly killed by them, and he would not have angered her, knowing how much effort she had made recently to persuade his father to help him pay for her exorbitant study costs at the Massachusetts Institute.

Amid this atmosphere of religious chaos, their family life has found a way to continue. Love does wonders, or so they say, and he knows the importance of visiting the Wailing Wall for her. Since 1988, to obtain an official decision to allow women to pray at the Wall. From the time of his childhood, she took him with her to Jerusalem, as was the custom of all Jews; a Jewish woman makes sure that her religion is inherited by her children.

Back in his seat disappointed 

- Christine I'm sorry I have an important engagement this weekend, we won't be able to go out together

- Christine wondered: Excuse me? have we already agreed we would go out this weekend?

His face flushed red, sweating, damn me, we don't have an agreement on anything! He wanted to go out with her so he thought he had asked and she accepted! 

-I'm sorry, I didn't mean this, he stuttered and then added: All I meant was that I only intended, I wanted, I just wanted to...

She interrupted him: You don't have to. Do you have anything new? A sudden engagement perhaps? 

-Robert: Yes, listen, I'd like to apologize. I didn't mean to... 

- She interrupted him again: Don't worry, Robert

Her face was blushing, his manhood was aroused, and his emotions were inflamed when she said, Actually, I'm not upset at all.

It was not difficult for an intelligent physicist to understand what was behind his gazes. The longer we sit, the more he looks at my smallest detail, he keeps looking at my lips, my neck, and my shoulders, with a gaze full of passion. Shy but still a female, who will not fail to feel a man's desires toward her which is one of her most important strengths that was inherited from her ancestors.

She looks away, but still sees her surroundings with a wider panoramic view than a man does. her sensors pick up risks, feelings, and repressed desires, many times as much as he can.

It is enough for her to stand in front of the wardrobe and without moving her head or her eyes, she sees all its contents, she finds what she wants in a second, while a man has to move his eyes, head, and probably most of his organs and all of his senses to find what he is looking for, and often fails.

Thus, our mind has developed these physical abilities, over thousands of years, as needed. The man's need was to focus on his arrow and his prey, and his foresight has evolved, it has become more focused, while the woman's need is to protect the home and children from dangers, her panoramic view has evolved to see her surroundings more broadly than the man's. So, our mind programmed itself, and in this way, it developed our abilities.

What it does not need, it leaves or neglects until this thing withers and dies, but what it thinks is important or needed, it keeps, strengthens it. 

Necessity is the key to evolution.

Even athletes are well aware of this: in the body-building halls, they gradually lift weights, to force their brains to feed and build muscles. And as long as they're still in pain to lift a weight, their brains realize they need more muscle power, so they can handle that weight without danger, and the brain starts to protein the muscles, thereby strengthening them and increasing their size. If it didn't find enough protein in the diet, it creates it.

As the muscles became stronger, and the weight on the trainee became easier to carry, he increased it, and the brain began to strengthen the muscles more to handle the new weight. If the muscle ceases to gain weight, it freezes at enough force and size to carry the current weight.

The principle of negligence and usage; what has a need remains, and what has no need perishes.

But Mousa' need recently while going to the bodybuilding gym is not to stimulate the mind to meet his muscular needs. Rather, his causes are more profound, dangerous, and insane...

But whom of us would need this?
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chapters III. Prayer day
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-Well, sir, do you want it, sada? 

-Sorry? sada?

This is the first time he has heard this word, an Arabic word used by the Turks as well, meaning without additives, and when it comes to a cup of coffee, it means without sugar. 

-The waiter apologized: I mean, do you want it without sugar, sir?

-please.

The garden was full of roses of various types and colors in front of him, with its pleasant smell, spreading its fragrance and comfort to those around them, and under the shades of its towering old trees, among the garden's flowers humans of different races and religions mixed, thousands of birds took it as their habitat, the sound of its singing breaks the sound of its twigs in its sway with the wind breezes. How sweet is this coffee, not only the coffee but everything in here. A few meters away, the lovers walked under a bow of roses that stretched for a few meters, he remembered Christine, 

-"If only I had her now."

His schedule is too busy today, also he has to meet Sheikh Ruslan.

Turkish people, the majority of them, are Muslims, who follow the Sufi sect, and most of this majority follow the Naqshbandi order, more precisely, the Naqshbandi al-Khalidiya, which took its name from Khalid al-Baghdadi, who died in the nineteenth century.

They always thought of this fragmentation and spallation. Indeed, it is present in all religions, in all parties, in all groups, and every other thing.

Why do humans divide if we put two people in one room for the rest of their lives, they would be divided into two communities. Every Apostle came with one religion, but the adherents insisted on splitting and fragmentation, each one of its creeds, each sect branched into sects, and soon they began to struggle. It is as if human temperament is dominated by fragmentation, division, and even God's religion did not spare.

Just months ago, he would not have thought that he would be doing this extensive research on Sufism, or getting to know someone online, not to mention traveling to meet them, here in Istanbul. But what happened on his visit with his mother to Israel sparked a chain of events beyond all imagination, what he heard was a time defector, and the physicist within him tickled.

And another thing, revenge is like love, makes miracles.

Boarding his flight from Boston Logan International Airport, 9:50 a.m., one-hour flight to John F. Kennedy, Washington, one-hour quick wait, then a second 10-hour flight to Ben Gurion International Airport in Tel Aviv. 

He found his mother waiting for him at the airport, overjoyed.

-Is prayer worth all this travel and trouble, mom?

- Not the time to tease your mother, come to hug you, I miss you son.

- Only two days, then I will go back to the institute, I have some engagements before the end of the vacation 

- Well, son, today we are going to visit your grandmother, she misses you, she has prepared for us a feast to which all the family is invited, tomorrow you rest, the next is the prayer day, and then you are free to go.

A hearty dinner, and a family evening punctuated by many memories, joking, and mockery of this fairy-tale Islamic story about the Wailing Wall. His mother's giggle:" lightning man, that liar!"

Two days later, he and his mother boarded the car, heading to Jerusalem, to the Wailing Wall. An hour and a quarter are the distance from Old Jaffa or Tel Aviv.

Named "Tel al-Rabi '" in Arabic, it was a small neighborhood in the Palestinian city of Jaffa, and after the establishment of Israel in 1948 it expanded this neighborhood, the nucleus of the capital of Israel until it devoured the entire city of Jaffa.

"Jerusalem is a beautiful city, only disturbed by that one." His mother said. Then the huge, glittering golden dome appeared under the sun of Jerusalem.

Muslims call it the Dome of the Rock, built by the Umayyad caliph Abd al-Malik ibn Marwan in 691 AD, after six years of hard work, in its vicinity is the second purest Muslim holy site, Al-Aqsa Mosque, after Mecca. It is not known when the Al-Aqsa Mosque was first built; Among the historians, some said that Adam, the father of humans, built it, while some said that he was Shem, the son of Noah, and others said that he was the prophet of God, Ibrahim. It must be very old as humans themselves.

A building of such importance, great wars fought throughout history for it, strange stories! Prophets and messengers, old enough to forget who built it first and when it was built! A special significance throughout history has been rebuilt and rebuilt many times, next to it lies the Jews' most sacred place, the Wining Wall, saying that what remains of the temple of God's prophet is buried somewhere beneath this earth, not far from it, in the Christian Quarter, the Sepulcher stands tall, defying time, wars and massacres. Christians say that Jesus, the son of Mary, was crucified where it was built, for them it is the purest part of the earth.

A century and a half ago, this land and what is on it became the Muslim domain, or so they claimed, when their prophet, Muhammad, headed for it from Mecca in the Arabian Peninsula, thousands of miles away, prostrated the first prostration of their prayers.

On that day, Al-Aqsa Mosque acquired its name, the first of the two Qiblas, and after this prostration, the Muslims decided that it was theirs, and their Prophet ordered them to take it back and gave them good tidings of that. This happened only a few years after his death under his second successor, Omar ibn Khattab.

Although it was under the control of the greatest empire at that time, the Roman Empire, in a dramatic way, similar to the stories of One Thousand and One Nights, in 636, a few thousand Muslims defeated the Roman Empire and its quarter-million-strong army at the Battle of Yarmouk in Jordan.

And this coincides with the same year that a few thousand more of them, fighting far away in Iraq and Iran, were able to destroy the second greatest empire of their time, the Persian Empire, announcing a new empire that would resonate across the globe.

His mother wished that this mosque was not here, for the Jews believe that somewhere beneath this building is the temple of God's prophet Solomon. Because it is sacred to Muslims, no one has dared to destroy it in the 74 years since the establishment of Israel and its control of the city. They believe that if it was touched by something, it would get the whole world out of control. It is as sacred to Muslims as Mecca.

Although several Jewish groups and extremists have tried to destroy it, some have already tried to burn it. Also, excavations are carried out under the pretext of searching for the temple beneath, and Muslims accuse Israel of aiming to demolish it.

Whenever Israeli forces enter the mosque's courtyard, the whole of Jerusalem is inflamed, and there are bloody clashes between them and its Muslim inhabitants.

From the time it was inhabited by the Canaanites, and entered by the prophet of God, Moses, the sons of Israel, through Jesus, the son of Mary, the prophet of God (as the Muslims say), or the son of God (as the Christians say), name him as you please, empires and kingdoms passed over it. This land remained in turmoil and that mosque remained standing. Everyone wants it, everyone claims to own it.

Then after the conquest of it by the Muslims, the Christians launched the Crusades, which began under Pope Urban II, the armies of Europe, and continued for nearly two hundred years since 1096 AD.

The Crusaders recovered it from the Muslims in 1099 and much of the Levant remained under their rule, and the volcano remained in the hearts of the Muslims to boil, until 1187 when its lava, led by the Muslim leader Saladin, erupted and was recaptured. Then the Second Crusades began, led by Richard the Lionheart, which were defeated.

Peace was finally restored in the city of peace for nearly the next 800 years. It flourished, becoming a beacon of science and culture, bringing together all religions, quietly, with love and harmony, until the Ottoman Empire fell in 1924, and Britain occupied Palestine, then handed it over to the Jews to declare the establishment of Israel and to resume the turmoil.

Today it was one of the millions of them!
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Chapter IV. The euphoria of pain
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A group of Jewish extremists decided to storm the courtyard of the mosque, and as usual, clashes took place between them and the so-called Jerusalem Marabouts, groups of Jerusalemites who never evacuate the courtyards of Al-Aqsa Mosque, exchanging guard shifts among themselves.

They came close to the eastern entrance

- Mom there are clashes! Let's go back

Just before he finished, a group of young men came out in the street behind them, another group threw stones at the soldiers in front of them. The clashes spread out of the square; soldiers started firing tear gas canisters toward them.

In the midst of this hustle, trying to get back into the car, one of the gas bombs fell next to them, and his mother almost fainted.

Help! Help!

screaming at the soldiers, but they are busy with what is more important to them

His eyes turned red, he could not see anything anymore, his tears flowed, a fit of dry cough, shortness of breath, blinded by gas, he carried his mother and started walking aimlessly, feeling one hand holding him, another hand helping him to carry her, a man and a girl took them away.

He could barely open his eyes when he spotted old houses, old neighborhoods, and narrow alleys, they suddenly stopped, and someone put a bottle of water in his hands. asking him to wash his face with it quickly, his eyes burned hard, while his mother was aided inside a parked ambulance.

Once the effect of washing his face with gassed water to reduce the effects of tear gas began to take effect, the blur began to clear from his eyes, tanned in place, at a medical field post in the center of an Arab neighborhood, surrounded by Arabs, his mother in an ambulance dedicated to the injured of Jerusalem Marabouts.

-Don't worry, we are going to aid your mother. 

A male voice, speaking English beside him, 

He looked up at him, his sweat was dripping, and he did not say a word.

A girl got out of the ambulance.

-She's fine, don't worry, it is just a slight rise in blood pressure, caused by gas and fear, she has regained consciousness.

The man extended his hand trying to shake

- I'm Mousa

- Welcome, I'm Robert

- Seems that you are not from here! Are you a foreigner? 

-Yes, British, and so is my mother.

-Mousa laughed: Do not be afraid, we will not harm you, even if you are an Israeli. Then he added: Why are you here?

Bumble, sweat more... 

-Mousa: Uh, you must be Jews, right?

-Robert: No, we are not Jews, believe me. We are here for tourism only.

However, the prayers of his mother, who does not yet know her whereabouts in the ambulance, revealed everything.

-He turned to him, saying: Actually, my mother is Jewish, yes, but I hope you understand...

-Mousa interrupted him: I told you, sir, we will not harm you, but we have to get out of the street, not everyone here can understand what I do.

The injured started to flock to the medical point. There were people in need of an ambulance too. 

-"Take them home", she said, "There is no one there. I will catch up with you when I'm done here."

Mousa led them as the mother realized her place, she remained fearful silent, 100 meters away amid the noise and cheers coming from the courtyards of the mosque, they turned to the right, entered a small alley, and then took a right turn, as if they were returning to the mosque! Before the end of the alley, they entered an old house and closed the door behind them.

Mousa: Act as if you are home.

And he headed toward the kitchen.

- The mother whispered in Robert's ear: Are we kidnapped? where is my phone? 

She started looking in her purse.

- Robert: Do not do anything, do not try to call anyone, they are friendly yet if they sense something or decide to hurt us, your call won't do us any good, let's just keep up with them.

Mousa brought a jug of water and put it on the table in front of them

- She is my fiancée and she is a nurse, people need her now. 

-Robert: I hope she comes back well, what a nice house by the way!

-No, it is not my house, it is the house of her family and they are outside the city at the moment. I am from Hebron and I live there

- Are you here to visit your fiancée's family?

Robert said out loud, trying to find out if Mousa was one of the marabouts in Jerusalem, for they were the fiercest against the Jews of all.

- Musa: Yes, and I was going with my fiancée to pray when the clash began.

He sighed and rested his shoulders and body for the first time in an hour that seemed like an entire century, and so did his mother.

Mousa turned his face away towards the window 

-It's the city of peace, the city of the prophets, but they do this with it, and he pointed at the smoke of gas coming from the courtyards of the mosque.

Robert and his mother remained silent, not wanting to provoke him. In fact, his mother would like to say you are the reason, it is ours, this is our promised land, and you stole it one thousand five hundred years ago.

-Robert: Sir, thank you for hosting us. Can we leave? Someone is certainly worried about us.

- Mousa: You can call and reassure them, but I do not recommend going out now, wait until the situation outside calms down. He was right

The mother quickly reached out to her bag and took out her phone. She asked:" I would like to call my husband." Mousa pointed towards a room. She came in and closed the door.

Robert feels more secure, they're not really kidnapped. This man saved them. 

-He took the initiative: Why did this happen? How did it start?

-A group of Jews suddenly decided to storm the courtyard of the mosque, and those marabouts in its squares confronted them.

—suddenly! Didn't they announce this before? It is customary to announce their intention!

- No, not at all. It all happened by chance. I think some of the worshipers at the Al-Buraq Wall got excited and decided to do this.

He seemed to have a look of subconscious disapproval, in the blink of an eye he tried to hide, and the reason was Musa's naming of the Wailing Wall as Al-Buraq.

-Mousa got this, he said: no matter what the name is, Robert, it all started at that pile of stones.

He knows exactly why the Muslims call the wall Al-Buraq! Just yesterday this story was one of their jokes. When they spoke of their plans to visit the Wailing Wall, Muslims say their prophet Mohammed traveled in minutes from Mecca in Arabia, thousands of miles away, on the back of a creature that seems like a donkey sent by God, to Jerusalem in just a few minutes! He did some rituals there, something about prayer with the other prophets then ascended to heaven and returned that same night, what a crazy tale and this legend says that he tied his creature to the Wailing Wall or Al-Buraq as they call him, taking his name to them from the name of the creature, Buraq. It is derived from lightning, and it is indicative of its very high speed.

An undisguised lie of Muhammad's lies yet believe him! Crazy Arabs, Flash Man! or lightning man! That's how his mother used to name him, mocking him and his story.

-Mousa: What do you do? 

-Robert: Currently studying.

-Oh really! Looks old enough to work, right?

- Laughing: Yes, I finished my Bachelor of Business Administration, and I am now studying physics. 

-Mousa with enthusiasm: Physics?

-Yes, what is so strange about it?

- Lots of oddities. Have you studied the theory of Einstein?

- Of course, are you interested in it?

- Yes, and so was the Prophet of God, Mohammad!

-He tightened his eyes curiously and shook his head once, not understanding exactly what he was trying to say: Excuse me, could you please explain?

-Mousa laughed: We are standing in the first place where relativity was mentioned, don't you know?

Robert remained silent with a look of astonishment on his face.

- He added: Rather, the first practical application of it that we knew was at that pile of stones, and he pointed his head towards the Al-Buraq Wall.

Robert smiled," what is this madman saying", and he started to get frightened. 

Mousa: Yes, this land is full of strangeness and secrets, so do not be surprised.

His mother saved him from this astonishment when she stretched her head from the door with the phone still in her hand: Your father says, "Can this man drive us out of the neighborhood?"

He turned to him, and Mousa shook his head in agreement.

After a while, the girl came back: things have calmed down a little, it's your chance to get out.

They left the house, passing through narrow alleys away from the eyes of intruders until they reach outside the neighborhood. He bid them farewell and turned his back when Robert's voice called him out: 

-Wait, please wait.

-He turned back: Yes? 

-Robert: You didn't give me your phone number; I guess I would like to return the favor. We should meet. 

- It is my pleasure, you may visit me in Hebron, it is a beautiful city.

He drove his car to a hospital:

- You must check on your health, Mom. 

-Mother: Yes, I think that would be better, I do not trust those Arabs, perhaps they did something to me without me knowing.

Going to a hospital in Jerusalem? A perfect opportunity to teach Robert a renewed old lesson of the suffering of God's chosen people in his land, she shook her head in denunciation: they used its Jewish people's need to force them to change their religion!

He looked at her out of the corner of his eye and knew what she meant:

- It's not the time, Mom, we have to check on you. I

-Indifference continued: They needed medical care, so they were treated in exchange for their conversion to Christianity.

-Wait, now you're talking about my grandparents. 

He joked in an attempt to soften the atmosphere

-Mother: Who gave them the right to invite people to Christianity after their treatment for free! They set up missionary hospitals everywhere, allocated them to the Jews, and made many of them change their religion in exchange for treatment!

-Robert: It is not like that, they just found a need and fulfilled it for them, then they tried to convince them and they did not force them.

-Mother: Didn't they force them? Exploiting the moment of your need and weakness, then filling up  your head with poisonous thoughts, is this persuasion?

She turned her face to the window: not persuasion, but soft coercion, minds-flagellation, seducing them with a mask of mercy.

In the 18th century, several missionary hospitals were set up in Palestine and Jerusalem, one of which had its old building not far from them, the English Missionary Hospital, set up in the Jewish quarter of the Old City in 1844, a century before the establishment of the State of Israel, close to the Church of the Holy Sepulcher, provided advanced health care at the time, specialized only in treating Jews, the aim was to persuade them to convert to Christianity, which is why people at the time called the Jewish Hospital.

Many refused treatments and all who entered it were boycotted, yet some turned to it. After waves of protest, the building was moved to Prophets Street in 1895, adjacent to which was a missionary school for girls; in 1969 it was moved again to Ein Kerem Hospital as Hadassah Hospital; the old hospital building was converted into a private school attended by the sons of diplomats; the building of the girls' missionary school on Prophets Street was demolished and a hotel was set up, while the rest were returned to their original owners.

He always had a lesson in his story, or that is how she wanted it to be.

You must know, son, that exploiting the need of human beings to change their convictions in the mask of mercy and humanity is no different than changing their convictions with iron and fire. If the missionaries had been merciful and angelic, as they claimed, they would have been healed and it is over, without any attempts to persuade them to change anything. If their calling is true, why do they exploit people's needs? What difference does it make if I torture you and cause you pain, then stop it after you change your conviction, or if you become ill, I prevent you from receiving treatment if you do not?

-She said, No difference. Either way, if you change your conviction, the pain will vanish, no matter why.

- But they did not stop them from receiving the treatment even if they refused to convert to Christianity.

-Poor you, they made their minds understand in an indirect way, that the demise of pain in embracing Christianity, and that Christianity is the cause of its demise.

Turn to him,

- you don't know how vile they are, son.

-She smiled, and added, "Yes, yes, your grandparents. Don't look at me like that."

Perhaps the mother was right, as pain of all kinds, physical and psychological, has magic and ecstasy, which you do not feel until its demise. Rather, one of the methods of enslavement and gaining followers is by exposing them to pain, and then removing it, thanks to the master, so that they all become his slaves, and at his disposal.

What is the difference between this pain being the result of accidental, or intentional? The pain is the same, the ecstasy of its demise is the same, and the result is often the same.

Perhaps Robert himself is under the influence of unknowingly euphoric pain. He had just experienced a new kind of experience, frightening, gas bombs, bloody clashes, an Arab neighborhood, the horror of kidnapping, a medical point, salvation, and then safety!

After a moment of silence, she turned to him again! He just burst out laughing!

-What is wrong with you?

-Damn the theory of relativity!

Then another fit of hysterical laughter
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Chapter V. The pin
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Istanbul is thought by many to be the ancient city of Constantinople, and even Robert himself believed it, but he soon discovered that this was not entirely accurate; When he began his search for Islamic Sufism, he discovered that Constantinople, the last and greatest city of the Roman Empire, built-in 330 AD as the capital of the Eastern Roman Empire (Byzantine Empire), was a small part of Istanbul, now called Al-Fatih Region, after Muhammad ِAl-Fatih, the Ottoman commander who conquered it and founded Istanbul, the capital of his empire.

Sultan Ahmed Square and Hagia Sophia Cathedral are located on top of a hill overlooking the Golden Horn, a branch of the Bosphorus Strait that separates Europe from Asia.

Over the course of hundreds of years, the sultans of the Ottoman Empire tried to control it, but its impenetrable walls prevented that until in 1453 they were able to enter it under the leadership of Muhammad Al-Fatih.

The prophet of Muslims gave promises of this as well, telling them a thousand years ago, that Constantinople would be conquered by the Muslims. At the time, this was madness, no less than his story with Al-Buraq.

But Robert no longer sees this prophet as a madman or a liar, not at least in everything.

He came out of the café, walked in the park north, towards the back door, took him out right in front of the Golden Horn, walked alongside him, until he reached the port of Eminonu, took a ferry, crossed the Bosphorus Strait, towards the Asian part of Istanbul, accompanied by gulls throughout the journey, asking for bread crumbs that people threw at them.

Some gulls landed on the boat's fence next to him, some flew right over his head, a spectacle of chaos and mastering, a voyage that takes no more than 20 minutes, but makes you feel the greatness of the place, that striking in the depths of history.

Far in front of him on the other side appears the Çamlıca Hill, the highest point in Istanbul, from which one can see a natural panoramic view of the entire city, the entire Strait of Bosphorus from its beginning in the Black Sea to its end in the Sea of Marmara, passing the famous Rumeli Fortress, which cut off any army that tried to aid Constantinople before its fall.

To its left is the square of the famous Taksim Tower on its hill, and to its right is the Topkapi Palace on the highest hill, standing in full haughtiness, next to Hagia Sophia Cathedral, the greatest building of its time, which tells the story of tension that still exists between Turkey and the Vatican.

The Ottomans turned it into a mosque, claiming that Mohmmad Al-Fatih had bought it from the people of the city, and after the collapse of the Ottoman Empire and the secular took control of Turkey, it was turned into a museum. Years after the Islamic Justice and Development Party won the elections, it was decided to convert it back into a mosque amid opposition from the Vatican.

Minutes later the ferry went out of the Golden Horn, to the main Strait of the Bosphorus, on the right the Sea of Marmara, from where the last Emperors of Constantinople waited for the Pope's army from Europe to turn around without them and without Mohmmad Al-Fatih, an army that had abandoned them and never came.

Sheikh Ruslan waits for him at the port of Uskudar in the Asian part, where he heads.

Sat in a chair, thinking: I am not lost, I am not crazy, he is deceiving us, he has been deceiving us for thousands of years. I will get him, and I will get this demon.

He took a pin out of his pocket, pricked his finger with it, and felt the pain, "remember, Robert, you have seen him before, remember, this may be the line between your success in taking revenge or your failure.

-More! more pain! Feel it!

He closed his eyes, and said to himself:

- No, it is not the right timing, not in the midst of this crowd of people, we have another meeting after returning to the hotel, we will see which of us is hardheaded and more stubborn."
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Chapter VI. The Great Order
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its speed calmed down and the noise of the engines subsided, it began to maneuver the mooring in the port, slowly slid to the left, and approached its starboard to the pier quietly, it lightly hit the tires on the sidewalk wall, and in a jiffy, its bridge descended, and more than three hundred passengers crowded at the gate moving out.
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