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  To All Lovers of Peace




  one




  The huge passenger aircraft shot up to the sky over Istanbul early in the afternoon of the fourth of July, 2012. It was bound for Zurich, Switzerland. One of the passengers on board was Omar and this unexpected trip gave him more questions to ponder upon rather than obtain satisfaction with what he had unearthed as to the previous ones. The taking off of the plane from the Turkish land was felt by him as a lift to send him to new heights. The disclosures of the Floralman were too strange for him to accept but the same could not be farther from the truth—especially when considered from the manner of how they were told.




  Omar attempted to close his eyes, intending to take a nap as the plane which would carry him to his destination continued to dash through the bluish sky, but his mind would not let him. The puzzles that bugged him in the past few days were somehow pieced together but there were some links missing.




  Thus:




  So, Saul did what he had to—for a personal, filial motivation.




  He and Hakim were rightfully remunerated, perhaps even more. But how would the former get his share?




  The Syrians mistook them for an opponent, of which they weren’t.




  And either the opponents or strangers were the ones who accomplished their mission—on their behalf. But why Sandiko too?




  Omar could not deny to himself: he was on board this plane not because he wanted to communicate with the doctor and elicit vital information from him—not even for whatever thrill the contents of the safety deposit box in a bank in Zurich could bring him. It was all because of Sandiko.




  Several minutes having gone by, Omar resolved that his mind needed a respite, and by way of a diversion, he took out the diary from his knapsack which he handcarried. The pocket planner need not be browsed anymore. It had accomplished its purpose.




  He flipped through the pages of the diary again and came up with the choice on the verse to read.




  Thus—




  





  The distance between Alpha and Omega stretches, 




  Will they ever meet?





  I saw a dove soaring in the sky 




  But hawks are blocking the way, 




  The route has not been easy 




  Since the Pharaoh’s reign 




  Through Hitler’s time 




  To Vietnam and Iraq




  And the modern ones.




  I am sad and clueless 




  About the signs of the times, 




  When will daybreak come?




  Will thunder ever cease 




  And lightning relent?




  Will the clouds give way 




  And open up for a hint of light?




  I’ve seen iron-clad men 




  Burying skulls in Golgotha, 




  Draining the Euphrates 




  And dredging the Tigris; 




  They’re flying steel kites too 




  Over the shifting sands near Negev 




  While pouring oil into the Nile; 




  In cutting, breaking the pipeline to peace 




  They set aflame the wells of hope; 




  Assurance isn’t mine 




  As to how they will cease.




  





  Omar suddenly opted at closures—of his eyes and correspondingly of the diary. He felt there was something that hit him on his breast and the pain it caused penetrated through his body. It was more than being shot at, as it touched even his conscience. Was he part of the small component that make up the present inequities contributing to the pain that the world has been suffering? The words he gathered from the author of the diary served as facets of an awakening for him.




  He began to feel remorse. Was he simply too excited to take the job that Saul offered him without having evaluated the consequential outcome attached to its implementation? And he looked back farther, realizing that he could be instrumental in taking Hakim to his present status, thus making life more complicated for the latter.




  Couldn’t they be better off in a situation where they had not associated with Saul James and instead find their own place under the sun through their own pursuit and choosing? And, as things had turned out, Omar feared that he could be instrumental in raising the objectives of war rather than promoting the ends of peace.




  When he opened his eyes, he came up with a realization. More than the physical suffering he endured, there was something in his mind that needed to be fixed, an inadequacy he should atone for. He came into a moment of introspection.




  And there was a tenet he had to cling on: that everything was not yet too late.




  two




  On the day following his flight to Zurich, Switzerland, Omar decided to stay put for a while.




  Instead of immediately setting out to conduct a search, he stayed in his hotel room the entire morning. At noon, he left the hotel and proceeded to the central commercial zone of the downtown area.




  When he spotted an Italian restaurant, he feasted himself with pizza and pasta.




  Having finished his noontime meal, Omar sought for a gadget store and after a brief stroll, he spotted one which displayed attractive electronic brands. He entered and purchased a laptop computer. He needed it—for both entertainment and information.




  Back in his hotel room, Omar immediately opened the laptop and started to operate it. He was glad that the hotel provided its guests with speedy Web access through a Wi-fi connection which could be availed of for free.




  The first thing Omar did with his new-found equipment was to scour through the internet for names of medical institutions and physicians based in Zurich. After surfing to find links that could probably help him, Omar visited Facebook and decided to open an account therewith. The next step he took was to search from the list of possible friends whom he could invite, hoping there might be help they could provide.
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