
“Every human carry within them both good and evil...
A call from an angel, and a whisper from the devil...
Neither pure white, nor absolute black...
This is the story of a human being... 

the story of Adam”.
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Chapter One: The Red Scar


Name: Adam Al-Husseini
Age: 7 years old
Place: The forests of Oregon, United States




In the heart of a quiet forest in Oregon stood the Al-Husseini family’s home, as if it were a voluntary exile, far from the noise of cities, where conversations about roots and pain occasionally echoed.




Adam, the only child of Dr. Khaled Al-Husseini and his wife Nadia, was born into this tranquility, yet carried within his blood a turmoil he had not yet lived.
  

Khalid and Nadia, Arab-Americans whose roots stretch back to Jerusalem.

Their families made the journey to the United States in the 1940s, among the thousands of Palestinian families displaced in the aftermath of the Nakba.

Though they never witnessed the events themselves, the memory of a homeland never left them.

Khalid grew to become a skilled surgeon, and Nadia, a 

researcher in psychology. Each chose a life of quiet 

seclusion, far from the clamor of politics, yet forever close to the roots their families had planted—roots that had sprouted vibrant green leaves which never wilted.

In their home, Arabic was the language of prayer, English the language of study, and longing was the language of everything.

And Adam, he grew up on stories of Jerusalem. 

On faded photographs of grandparents, he would never know. 

On a quiet, persistent feeling that something was 

missing, even in the calm of his world.
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On a chilly autumn evening, as Adam played outside,

the wind played a mournful melody through the trees, and maple leaves danced like lost souls seeking shelter. That night, Adam ran through the branches, chasing the moonlight reflected on a small pond behind the house. His laughter was innocent, yet it seemed to disturb 

something deep within the forest.

Suddenly, a heavy silence fell.

Then appeared... two red eyes, glowing like embers, 

piercing the darkness from between the trees. Adam had never seen anything like it. The wolf was enormous, taller than any dog he had ever seen, its fur thick and grey, its eyes like flames of rage.

The child froze. He tried to scream, but the sound choked in his throat.

In a flash, the wolf lunged at him, sinking its fangs into his small shoulder.

Adam’s scream pierced the forest, like a cry for help from another world.

Dr. Khalid burst out of the house like an arrow, barefoot, following the sound.

He saw the wolf—but it wasn’t mauling Adam. It was standing over him, staring intently. Then it turned and vanished into the trees, as if its task were complete.

Its eyes were the last thing Adam saw before losing 

consciousness.

Nadia, who had been preparing dinner, heard the scream and ran after her husband.

They found their son covered in blood, his face pale, his shoulder bleeding heavily.

Khalid carried him in his arms, running to his car, 

driving like a madman toward the hospital where he worked.

In the emergency room, amid machines and moans, they saved Adam’s life.

But the deep wound in his shoulder was not ordinary...

It was as if fire had burned within his flesh, leaving a red, twisted scar—like a complex map no one knew how to read.
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in the days that followed, Adam did not speak.

He would lie still, his gaze fixed upon the ceiling, his eyes distant and searching—as if trying to find those red eyes again in the hollows of his memory.

And every night, the wolf returned to him in dreams.

It never attacked, never moved.

It only stood there—watching him, its burning eyes 

holding a silence heavier than any sound.


Chapter Two: The Darkening

Age: 9–12 years

Setting: School, home, the woods

Adam was no longer the boy who laughed chasing butterflies—the cheerful child who played with 

everyone, even gentle with wild animals, running freely among them. Something had changed. Something dark, as if the wolf that attacked him hadn’t just left its fangs in his body—it had buried them deep in his soul.
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