
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


A New Era

Chris Red

––––––––

Translated by Salma Salah Abdelmoneim 


“A New Era”

Written By Chris Red

Copyright © 2018 Chris Red

All rights reserved

Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

www.babelcube.com 

Translated by Salma Salah Abdelmoneim

Cover Design © 2018 Chris Red

“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.


Preface

On a cliff by a turbulent sea, was sitting a man meditating, while the scum is hitting the sides of the rocky walls. Behind him, there was a calcified territory with redness that looks abnormal in this side of the planet. The greenery became rare. Since this anonyms desert end up,  

He scrutinizes the clear horizon of an orange sky that is mingling the aspects of the arid weather in a perfect way. Entirely isolated from any civilization, his thoughts are lost in a great abyss. He was there, swinging his legs slowly in the space and has been eroding some pebbles thrown by the water...what should he think about? Should he give a well thought of humanity the way it used to be? The beginning of the twenty first century was marked by increased conflicts, more and more violent, and people revolutions, all these in a hostile environmental weather. If a person begun by destroying each other, the natural catastrophe had been taken over step by step in a way burning out all forms of extended civilization. All the discriminations and differentiations in nationalities or races have been disappear, nature put all men in the same level of equality as powerless humans in front of telluric forces, and who only has the power to polish the planet the way she want.

By the second century, earthquakes, volcanic eruption, hurricanes and other tsunamis was increased and accessed on daily basis: new geography has been created as well as new continents and new climates. All what the man has been built during millennia have been destroyed in a very short time. The politic and economic systems have been collapsed and became useless, the borders quickly became obsolete .Every day represented a proof of survival, men was forced to help each other whereas religions lost their meaning. All the foundations of humanity collapsed as a cart game but in more violent way. 

The objections have multiplied and reach their point of no return, to cause a third world war. Everything was challenged at an incredibly fast pace, all the things that desecrated values ​​they extolled have been rejected to their pedestal by a force infinitely superior for them. Since then each man has his own destiny in his hands. And some of them have survived. It was a battle which has been measured for years...for how long? No one between the survivors exactly knew it, the calendar has been abandoned, humanity founds itself diving into a new era...a new world which was facing Natan, immersed in its experience, on the mound of its life. Only one date remained engraved in the memory of men Jun 24th 2016. Earth hadn’t yet stopped sending its warnings to men. Disasters regularly occurred in places that suffer most of the Apocalypse. However, men didn’t interpret as they should the signs that the Foodland was trying to send them. On the contrary, they tried at any cost to adapt there where he shouldn’t rest, the view of the islands located along the Ring of Fire in the Pacific Ocean which had swallowed up most of  it. 

While Natan was meditating In front of an ocean that stretched out of sight, life continued its path in a peaceful village located about one kilometer from the majestic cliff. Despite the arid climate, a small community has been developed beside the sea. Originally, where families of needy survivors have been installed they didn’t know where to go or how to reach it. Over time, some survivors wandering in search of other others made their encounter. In fact the solidarity became common currency on the planet, the daily insecurity and the fear from its next , that prevailed in the urban cities of the period of  technic hegemony  of human species have been disappear. Each one hold their own characteristics and their own abilities that he put in the hand of tomorrow. Step by step, they opened up into a new awareness , by Natan image, who liberates the materialistic contradictions of the old world, was able 

To liberates his mind and open up into new abilities. The chaos had not only proved as negative, it allowed Natan and others to purify their mind in order to accomplish as humans, by searching deeply in their body for the key that allow them to get over themselves. Natan barely realized that he was promised with a future of messenger. At least, he understood that a new era has started, the period when humanity owns the privilege of power had revealed. But before going to the adventure and follow the evolution of this novel heroes, like Natan, we shut go back and remind in more details of the community of Jalah’s history.     
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The awakening
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Chapter 1:  Jalalah


[image: image]




Ahmed Jalalah, this is a well-known name in this small community. This man who used to be Muslim, was lost with his small family composed of a woman,  little girl and her mother, who was rather old but succeeded to extend the time of her existence despite the avalanching of catastrophes that had hit the planet. In view of the state of health  precarious for the oldest one, Ahmed decided to put foot on earth, he decently couldn’t not to keep searching for a more prosper place where he settle without any risk of losing the one who give him birth, and the thought of abandon....eh well, he didn’t   even think about the space of the second millennium, the sea was close, he founded a way to fish, they used to sleep in a tent that they took with them when they find a safe place for all of them. Earlier it wasn’t restful, he was supporting as he could his family needs, while his wife and daughter was taking care of his mother. That took weeks, or months no one actually knew. Despite the efforts of Jalalah’s family in taking care of granny, one day, she didn’t woke up. No, she wasn’t a prisoner in some dream, her soul has indeed left her body...despite their grieve , they had returned from so far that they couldn’t stop living, a decent burial has been erected honoring her, then they have decided to follow their guy in his path. Where? After all they are used to this life here, they were united, welted, and in the bottom of their heart, they were happy. They depended on no one but themselves, neither on a system that was making only image of little checkers among a lot of others who were gone. Formerly, time was money. Henceforth, that doesn’t mean anything. Ahmed bothered himself to explore all around, searching for resources and materials. He find out that he was very clever with his own hands he succeeded to build a small house from clay, accommodating in

simple way, but practical. Ours had a roof to live in it, and landscape, arid of course, but is no less beautiful. They loved to sit together at night admiring the sun while it goes down to the sea leaving the horizon. Then step by step, it was like the life find its way, the greenery regained its color, of course it wasn’t luxuriant, but the Jalalah’s family begun to develop its own kitchen garden, to find also some wood. In fact, the main problem of food: was having fish every day in the menu.

Days pass, then one day, an event occurred. The Jalalah family didn’t ever imagine that it was possible. Ahmed returned back from fishing, he was rather satisfied about himself , he brought whatever it will grstify the need of his two little women, who are sitting silently while a sweltering heat hit their modest home. He pass his morning fishing , nothing is more pleasant for him, he was alone, communicating with the nature, keep thinking about the joy that he will bring to the two women in his life. This one is waiting for him impatiently. Usually, if his wife Ilham was asleep, peacefully, Farah, his young girl, doesn’t sleep, she waited the return of her father , by throwing herself  with euphoria in his arm. That day, he when returned back founded cables of the entrance door, his daughter didn’t hear it, she wasn’t in a hurry. But still his attention was away, was fixed on one place, his look froze, his eyes was still opened , motionless. Two men was coming from faraway, one of them was bigger than the other, we can say a father and a son. It was impossible for him to determine since when he didn’t feel the presence of other human. The last time, it was a big chaos, screams, tears and panic still his last memories for the company of humans, it was everyone on his own. In the middle of a great hysteria, no one think but himself and his relatives. He was observing them coming close to them. With a trembly hand , he put down the fishes he brought for super...then he rubbed his eyes...before opening them...the two men still coming to their direction...no . it wasn’t a mirage...neither he is dreaming,     

He was certain that he is awake this morning, despite a short moment of hesitation...

“Ilham! Farah! He shouted at them , both of you should come at once ! Ilham ! Farah ! its unbelievable ! “

After moving the space around  for a few seconds, the excitement had calm down, and the joy of not being alone invade his heart. His wife and daughter must see this and feel the moment with him, and soon with the two strangers.

“dady ! you have been there for too long ! what happened, what did you bring to us ?” shouted Farah.

She was followed a bit by Ilham, who looked to her husband with this look of love that used to , when they met.

“what happened dear ? what the reason behind this excitement ? did you defeated a whale ? she said in joking way.


-  I would love to....a whale would not have a chance against me dear you know that well....but look there”, he said pointing with his finger toward the two new arrivals. 

After coming at the same level of Ahmed, when the two Jalalah women advanced toward him talking to him, their looks are away ahead. Two forms blurred a bit was coming close , walking quietly under a heated sun. they are moving toward them , peacefully , holding back bag. Approaching gradually, the united family who was hopping up and down with impatience came to realize that it is not a mirage. They were not alone. They didn’t feel afraid they felt just the joy and curiosity. Meeting the men became the most hectic and exhilarating thing happening to them. They are living a peaceful and calm life, no event worthy of interest came to make them worry like now. 

In the present, the two men were close, drops of sweat stood out on their faces; they were look to them, with a light smile expressing a kind of relief. ,  At the same time, the two representatives of the Jalalah’s family were waving their hands for the future visitors



















Their hands were moving in the air, sending a positive message to their out comers. The older reply by an elegant move, he put his fingers at the same level of his hat and raised it before putting it back on his head, showing his long white hair. As for the younger had simply smile, the two men arrive to the same level of the small family united for a special occasion. The took time contemplating them. The man was not too big for his age, he was smaller than his nephew who came with him, his matt skin with his short brown hair  tallied completely with the decoration. Others wo seems to be his wife and daughter were having the same tan skin. Both had long brown hair hanged loosely on their shoulders. The girl had the same black eyes as her father, but her chubby cheeks she had was from her mother. However, they didn’t spend much time in examining them, so the younger begun the conversation:

“Ah ! it is a pleasure to see a sign of life !

_ who do talk ! you should be exhausted from walking under this heat ! Ahmed reply.

_ I can’t tell how hard. it is been hours since we were walking, we were running out of water when we noticed your small house from far away...

_ come inside, actually, we will prepare something to eat, you know we never had visitor before. You are the most welcome” Ahmed interrupted him.

Ilham and Farah nod on agreement , the young girl with matt skin give a very nice smile, they didn’t had any doubt that her heart bound wildly, she was observing meticulously the two unexpected visitors. The first one was big, tough, squared shoulders, have a frank look from a sharp blue eyes, his blond hair overflow from his hat, he wear a faded pants, old shoes, over used clothes...he was certain that he doesn’t have much clothes to change, but he’s the very picture of class, the little girl was impressed. He wasn’t less , when she looked at the young man who came with her, she was dazzled: a 















Chubby face, blue eyes with crystal brightness and purity , a headband buried under her thick hair. The clothing style was the same, shirt with squares and faded pants, he didn’t have any doubt that his companion was a source of inspiration for him; it's plain for all to see. When Farah was under the spell , Ahmed and Ilham invite them inside. The two men give a slight smile, full of understanding, before entering. Their eyes made a fast tour in the small house, modest, very little furniture, but nevertheless hospitable. Curve forms were drawn on the ceiling especially at the entrance of each room, while small steps seem to serve as relay to the main living room and the other rooms. Branches were also arranged in some side and also on the ceiling. Yizrah didn’t know how he gets it, but the outcome was startling. Standing in front of the chimney that he built, Ahmed proposed that they made themselves confortable: 

“Come on, I am afraid that we can’t offer you but the ground to sit in, will bring you something to drink, said Ahmed.

_ thank you for your kindness and greeting, but we forgot the first rule of politeness, we didn’t introduce ourselves, my name is Yizrah, and this is nephew Natan.

_ Nice to meet you Yizrah, my name is Ahmed, may I introduce to ou my precious tresor, my girl Farah, and my wife Ilham.”

The two oriented tresor take their place beside Yizrah and Natan around a table with an argil base designed by Ahmed. He joined them quickly holding a carafe of water, made from terracotta, which seems to be a blessing for them, Natan didn’t take his eye from Ahmed. This one return to take care of the fishes to prepare the dinner. They were all sitting around the table. It was the beginning of a long conversation , they stayed inside the whole afternoon evoking their personnel stories . the hosts told them how they arrived here, the situation of the grandmother and the little girl, their decision to stlle in , their daily activities... Eventually Yizrah and Natan tell them about their tour



















Their story,  especially Yizrah. Natan was quiet most of the time , he prefere leaving the narration to his uncle. 

This one in fact express with more courteousness, calm, so h seems capturing his interlocutor. During their travels they met some communities, discovering every day new villages that are organizing step by step, scattered around the world. They found there forms of life so they could notice that nature retake its place. Some regions became flourish, while others still until now deserted. However the uncle and the nephew didn’t stop exploring the planet after losing all the trace of their family.  As Yizrah explain he wasn’t thrown into permanent movement just for the desire of discovery or for journey.

“unfortunately,  I should tell you  that we didn’t explore our beautiful planet just to be fully aware of the geographic consequences that she was subjected to, after the apocalypse. Like you, we had our little family problems. I said” he asserted while  giving a furtive look to Natan, who contemplate his uncle with eyes almost tearful.

It was like Yizrah was asking for permission from his nephew to entrust their new friends. The sadness felt on the eyes of the young man was imperceptible for the adults who may feel a sort of unease seized Natan. Ahmed undertakes to change the conversation , didn’t hope to interfere in his friendship or arouse some wound that are still opened. 

Nevertheless, Natan  moved his shoulders with maybe misplaced pride,wanted to show that this issue never bother him while a glint of melancholic reflect from his eyes pretending the opposite. 

“you can speak, after all, they entrusted us their story without reservation.”

Yizrah give a slight pout mixing satisfaction with astonishment.

“well, it’s my honor, Natan.” 





















So that’s how a long monologue begun by Yizrah , while telling their efforts to survive after the apocalypse. The uncle show prolix , didn’t miss any details in his narration, the decay of Natan’s mother, the separation from his brother. Eyal, and the escape to leave the frensh capital engulfed by an unsupported chaos. The three listeners felt the emotion as they were reliving that day with them .Yiarah express with clear diction and the meaning of each word were carefully chosen. The speech that was escaping from his throat didn’t just ring in the air but were vibrating also inside their existence and touching them from the bottom of their heart.

Ahmed and Ilham understood since the reason behind their no end wandering. Both of them pursue common target and were looking for the member of the family who might survive from this planet event .Natan was forcing himself to conceal his emotion therefore his physical tiredness.

The body and the spirit are closely connected , the body of Yizrah’s nephew indicate for others the discontent that is poisoning him sometimes, which is not missed , especially from Ahmed.  

“any way , Yizrah, you can’t leave now, we are your host, you are going at least pass the night with us. You must be exhausted.”

Natan eyes become livid each time the name of his brother were pronounced, or his existence was evoked. Yizrah was not aware of the last rain, he was pretty sure that Ahmed means his nephew , he suggested before saying :

“I think that we will leave Natan to take a rest, he suggested winking to him, who show a smile full of tiredness and relief, but as for you Ahmed, he continued, I would like to show you something outside if you want.

_ Yizrah, are intriguing me ?

It was night outside, they must discussed for hours and hours. Ilham took advantage of this moment to send Farah to sleep 



















And provide Natan with whatever is necessary for him to take a rest peacefully. She doesn’t wait for someone to ask her to do so, before she goes to sleep. At the same time, Yizrah and Ahmed escaped secretly under the sky full of stars !

“Ah, it is beautiful those stars, said Yizrah sighing , while raising his head toward the sky.

_ I hope that you don’t do your drugs act Yizrah ! answered Ahmed. After all, I don’t know if you have much time to have combats with life that you brought, he added clinging to his new clerk.”

Yizrah looked to him from the side of his eyes and murmured:

“watch out Ahmed...watch out...”

Then the two guys explode in laughing.

“Ah, Yizrah, it feels fo good to see other people, I must confess that even if we are not happy together, it is so good to find a human contact.

-  And me, I must confess that I would like to talk as friends, don’t you agree?

-  Yes, you are right, as much as life became so simple, we should make our relations simpler.”

-  Yizrah took out a small packet  from his pocket , unfold it, took rom what seems to be weirdly a cigarette, he gave one to Ahmed :

“you smoke ?

-  In the past, yes. But this was a long time ago. Where did you find Tabaco? He asked him.

-  Well, with Natan, we pass by a small community  a bit spread out , by the name of Jameston as we told you before. We found out that they owne a land, with fertile environment, they have different kinds of plants, vegetables, fruits, and also Tabaco.

-  It’s fascinating, we didn’t feel the joy of meeting any one in our path. We seems to be given over to ourselves, confessed Ahmed.

-  Yes, I understand. We also knew this feelings. I think that we were haunted somewhere else.

















But will you allow me to use the flame of your chimney to light up the cigarette? Asked Yizrah.

-  Well sure, please, replied Ahmed while opening the door to him.”

When a high temperature generally prevailed during the day, the nights was   usually refreshing, Ahmed had built a small chimney by that effect that allowing to keep inside the settlement in a reigning temperature at night.

“here you go Ahmed, use those paper of tobacco dried by old ways, he told him while giving the cigarette.

-  Thanks friend, he said before suffocate from the first puff.”

“ouf, well, It seems that I lost the habit. Thanks any way. More seriously , what you gonna do with Natan ?

Are you going to continue going around the world without rest to find his brother?”

Yizrah replied thinking:

“I don’t know...it’s not a living for him , I am so scared...that he went through a lot of things, but Eyal is there...somewhere...we should find him... I feel that Natan would never get tired as long as he doesn’t know the truth.

-  I understand.

-  Well, its true, I made my life, I knew love, I lost my relatives, you know...but I lived, nothing will make me more happy than finding Eyal and watch Natan finding the joy of living. He lost everything, Eyal is his last hope.

-  You are tough, you didn’t loose it, reply Ahmed giving a look full of compassion to Yizrah.

-  No...definitely I don’t have anything more important than him in this world. In every village we passed through where we didn’t find any lead, or any source of hope, I can feel it thrusting , and it’s killing me. Like I told you before, I made my own  life once I have certain pleasure in exploring the planet and searching Eyal is the best thing that I can do. I have a suspicious that he is still alive, he was alive the last time we saw him,










Our roads has been separated enforcing by things. Regarding Natan, it’s hard...it’s not a life for him. But he will never abandon his little boy, I have the impression that he won’t do that, he is not the mother’s boy for nothing , I am telling you, I have never seen a person stubborn like my sister...Ahmed...I don’t know if I made it clear for you, but...you are a very lucky man, as well as your family...the family who wasn’t broke up are so rare. Your live has turned upside down, even though you still united, in the same boat.


-  I am totally aware of this Yizrah. Thanks to my wife and daughter I succeeded to keep my head high and achieve all what I accomplished here.”

The two men exchanged a look. Silence of a cathedral reign over them, everybody seems to be asleep in side. Their eyes focused in  star-studded sky. Yizrah seems to be very suspicious despite the good term between each other’s, Ahmed understood that there is something disturbing him so he decided to take the first move : 

“Yizrah, you seem a bit suspicious, is there something you want to talk to me about?

-  I...well...when I saw you and your family...it is the environment that I want to Natan... that he lives his youth ...I’m afraid that we are committed in a path which is not making him happy...I understand his selfless... but...

-  Don’t say more, I understand. But you can’t abandon him, he will be devastated. 

-  No, I can’t, but he can.”

The two man exchanged a fast look, Yizrah looked down then he continue :



“Tell me, you and your family...your life is here, isn’t it? You are not planning to go in a vacation recently.”

That made Ahmed smile.

“No, for us, this place, is for living, I know very well, why would we put our happiness at risk? We are happy , and to tell you the truth, we were never mentioned the possibility to go somewhere else.













-  I felt it before, really...I can suggest an idea my friend?

-  I don’t know why, but I saw you coming, we barely know each other , but I do understand you. It is regarding Natan, isn’t it?

-  Yes, I would like to put him under your care, I was thinking about it all the afternoon... the way you accommodate us, the scent of happiness and calm that we can breathe at you ...that what Natan needs...before of course continue his researches if I fail by then.

-  It’s been a long time that someone complimented me, I would have love it if you were my boss when I used to work...thank you for your confidence any way, I will be honored to watch over him, but he won’t accept it. And he may feel bored. Besides, we barely knew each other, but he became a man by being with you, I will never doubt it... he should be strong and learn to just live his life. I will talk to him tomorrow if I got the approval from you and Ilham.

-  Cool my friend” said Ahmed.

The two men stayed for a moment still without exchanging any word, just the cigarette was sharing out between them, until it was totally consumed. On the one hand, Ahmed thought about this night as the most amazing, as well as the possibility of having a new companion with them. He was rather happy, but he also felt compassion for his two friends. On the other hand, Yizrah was lost in his ideas, he remembered the day before that he was with Ahmed and his family, of their warmed reception. Ahmed trusted him right away he knew from the first moment that their encounter wasn’t fortuitos, and that they will be friend. Even though he has was worry about  Natan, he was certain that leaving his nephew to return for him later, the time that Natan rest a bit and mature, was what he should do. He must do his own searches. Natan won’t accept it, he won’t understand. An instant later Ahmed convinced Yizrah to go inside to sleep. Both of them need rest.





















It was a cool night, the house enlightened by the stars like the canopy of heaven, almost everybody were in deep sleep. Only Yizrah who had difficulty to sleep , he was preoccupied by thinking. His mind didn’t deign to pause, until the physical weariness end up by taking him to the tenacity of mind. A lot of questions were running through his mind. Was he doing the right thing to leave Natan ? who will he react?

Despite his difficulty to find sleep, Yizrah was the first to wake up, even before Natan.we can say that this young scrooge sleep deeply. What he ignored was , in future, he would pass less mornings to have an easy time, but rather help Ahmed in his daily routines. The gentleman should wake up at dawn, finding a new rhythm that he didn’t use to , cause traveling from a village to another never gave him the advantage to know well the meaning of the word “work”. His uncle was totally aware of it, he didn’t wish for his nephew to spend all his life searching for a brother with minor chance of success.  He should at least give him the opportunity to become a man, he proved unwillingly the need to be strong, to know few of the inconveniences of life, to suffer a bit, but also get introduced to the joy and the family life. All these will help him to be much stronger and less sensible toward the deceptions and the obstacles that may put him it the path which will lead him to his lost brother.

While the young man was asleep, for the first time, Ahmed was not the only one to put his hand on the dough. Yizrah was the one  puting one’s shoulder to the wheel. Ahmed’s courage and passion , makes him feel no doubt that he took the right decision regarding Natan. Life holds sometimes strange surprises, he said. The time that he thought was wasting, he made the most significant meeting of all his tour around the world. Of course, Ahmed and his family live totally at the marge of the rest of the world, but they can bring a lot of good things to his nephew, he knew he can counted on them, which was only mutual before. Yizrah was that kind of man who  

















Never forgot what ‘s been done to him, which he will give it back to you when he can. The two men talked for a few moments this morning. The host doesn’t want to mess up his guest.  He doesn’t forget that he is in life crossroad’s which require to seal the fate for the most precious human being for him. Peaceful calm reign between the two men, but it was a soothing one. Sometimes, some people don’t have to communicate in a certain way to prove that they are together. This was the case between them. Both of them dread the moment that they should talk to Natan. Although , one of them is dreading more. 

Since his arrival, Natan is gazing the clay house with orange materials mixing up with landscape. He raise up his eyes to the sky, observing the sun curve, the main indicator at the moment of  the apocalypse realizing that it is time to eat. He has no idea about the number of hours he spent with his eyes shut, now that he gain the benefit from a refreshing sleep, his stomach is screaming from hunger. He loved two simple things after all, sleep well and eat well. When he lays down at night, he has the impression to be one to one with himself, his uncle is not around, he felt beset by doubt , his heart misty with grief. If being with uncle allow him during the day not to think much about his brother, even though their common questing; the night, his feelings are totally different.in such cases, the tiredness becomes is best friend. They walked a lot under the sun, passing  by hosts more welcoming was inspiring,  his mind was also busy, a heaven of peace has been offered to him. Finally he can enjoy one long sleep that he had longed for. So The time comes to eat properly and to regain the power for new ones. He rather not to think about the direction to take to continue their tour. He has so much confidence in the family master. The only option they have is to keep exploring more and more the numerous corners of the planet.
























During that time, Farah and Ilham were observing them with curiosity. He  didn’t noticed their presence, he Seems sinking in a second state, when they saw him stretching out his body, Farah laughed before saying:

“it’s been a long time since you slept like that, isn’t it?”

Surprised, Natan returned, I didn’t sleep that good for so long, since... euh...I don’t even remember the last time.

_ in a moment, I thought that you will never wake up, the little one was overbidding , who, is bursting with energy.”

Ilham looked at them with curiosity, she was saying that those two would make a sacred duet. She ignored at that moment that the little one’s dream will be a reality soon. When her dear offspring keeps teasing the one she seems admiring secretly, she saw both workers coming back with their hands full of provisions.

Reaching the place, Farah threw herself  toward her father as usual. But this time he wasn’t the only one to have the right to tease the little child. After him, it was Yizrah’s turn to be embraced by the little girl which relaxed him a bit. In fact, his look seems concentrated.  

He was so preoccupied. Natan noticed immediately that his uncle seemed deeply moved. He never saw that expression before in his face. Most probably, he can’t remember it. He just had to observe , wondering what is the reason behind these thoughts. The other one didn’t give any attention to the way his nephew would look at him. He just enter the little Farah’s game. He lay down then ruffled her hair with his left hand. The little girl rush toward her mother making face. Yizrah just threw himself toward Natan fast, but with a deep look, captured between by the young man. That exchange was short, but seems to be several seconds, for both of them. Natan realized the something is wrong, there’s something fishy going on, or whale under hoose shipping , as Yizrah used to say.





















The reunion was short and happy, the small group of friends, taken by Farah’s sparkling , entered inside to eat. Ilham and Ahmed played together. As for Yizrah, he was also lot in his thinking. That it didn’t escaped to the two kids, in particular, Farah who can’t keep herself from annoying him. So he regain back his smile. Kids have this unique ability that we loose somehow when we grow up to make others laugh and smile when they wanted to do so. Carried  by their lack of concerns and aside from all the troubles that worry the grownups , they are nothing but joy and amusement. Which the grownups need sometimes to became themselves.

As for the married couples Jalalah can discus in a low voice , in their intimate sphere. Ahmed decided to entrust discreetly to the chosen of his heart the subject discussed with Yizrah the other night. 

Ilham was choked when she knew the uncle’s projects for his nephew. She returned back, she keeps observing them, in particular Natan and Farah. “ Farah would also had a big brother . in a way... After all, can’t see any harm in that.... Even if...., “ she was thinking. She gave her approval to Ahmed but she made clear that it must be upon Natan’s choice. 

Once the meal was ready, Ilham and her husband reunited their guests. Smells good, they received more greetings for their hospitality. Ilham thanks Yizrah for helping her husband, above all for keeping him company . 



































“Nat’, can you come with me outside? I need to talk to you.”

Natan just follow him, he was in a hurry to know what his uncle is covering.

The two guys moved forward slowly, closed to each other, Natan didn’t take his eyes off Yizrah for a moment, he wasn’t patient watching out for the first word coming from his mouth. He was seized by some fear from his uncle aptitude. He wondered what he may dread.his uncle was trying to find the words. When suddenly, he stopped: “Nat’, listen. What do you think about that place and this family ?”

Natan didn’t see what he is really up to do:

“well, I like them so much. They seem to be the most pleasant persons whom we ever met! I think I will miss them ...definitely that’s why we shouldn’t stay too long.”

His uncle looked at him, his face start to brighten and let go a little uncontrolled smile. 

Natan continued with a joking ton :

“if we stayed too long, then we should never leave uncle.”

Yizrah turned facing his nephew, scraping his chin before start to say:

“ listen Nat’, what do you think about staying here?”

_ but my uncle! And Eyal! He protested.

_ Calm down! I know very well. I didn’t say that we abandon him . I am saying... eh well... you are young , you need home, to grow up normally... I will continue searching, I know where I can find you...

_ you want to leave without me? What should I do here alone?

_ you will live with Ahmed and his family. You will help them as they help you. You will need eat. I can’t keep you spending your life anywhere for too long.

_ But I like spending my time traveling...

_ I will come for you, don’t worry about that.

_ I am not, I am just... you put me in the final touch... I want to find Eyal to feel useful ...i

















Want to be part, I don’t want anyone to take me as company,. I don’t want to spend my life beside the friends who returned back!

-  Finding your brother seems complicated , it may take weeks or even years, which may result nothing at all. It require patience.

-  But I am patient !

-  No, you are determined, it is not the same. You have character, but with every disappointment, your moral is touched, I know it well.

Forget Eyal for a while, learn to live in a community form your faultless character. You can understand this Natan?”

Natan looked down , Yizrah couldn’t see  his eyes as it was hidden by his white hair. He tried to put his right hand on his left shoulder , but end up swept away by his other hand.

“ leave me ....” He said sadly, before weave from his uncle toward the house.

Yizrah didn’t move and observed him entering the house with his head down. 

One night pass. Another meal , in silence. The two men didn’t talk at all. Now, the sun is about to rise , giving the atmosphere a slightly heat. Ahmed is sitting beside Yizrah, preparing together his provisions. In fact the Jalalah  family took care of to build up small reserves from food and water by time. They decided withoutv hesitating to dig it up to make sure that Yizrah all what is needed in his journey. The last-mentioned knows where he will go. He is going to find the last community he met lately. Then? He doesn’t have any idea, he will let himself go with the wind, fom an encounter to another , from an improvising to another.However, there is an interesting rumor, but he didn’t mentioned it with Natan because before taking that step he wish to verify its reality. If those sayings reveal to be based on evidences. There will be hope to find Eyal. Anyway, he doesn’t have any better options. Except continue to move from one community to another. 



















When, the two men were preparing for Yizrah’s departure outside. Ahmed seems preoccupied, he didn’t ask any question since. Meanwhile he is wndring how Yizrah will find his road, what hw shall do to return back to them. How Yizrah would be confident of himself? When he looked by the side of his eye, he detected an impressive confidence, that man never seem doubted. He is breathing incredible self-confidence. Ahmed was a fan, and maybe a bit jealous. But he can’t stay silent anymore:

“Yizrah....

-  Yes?

-  Listen , I should anyway ask you something. It is good to go, but did you think about all consequences? How you will find your road?

Yizrah smiled before answering:

“My friend, I was wondering when you will ask this question.”

He stopped talking for instants before answering:

-  You must know that I can always manage , locate or maybe it comes by luck. But I try to put it on my side , he said while folding a paper to his worried friend.

-  A map ! exclaimed Ahmed. You elaborated a map... bless you, he said , joking . you thought about anything I want to say, are you sure it is accurate?

-  More or less, I tried to write down the places that pass through , every ordinary place, every community, I started to go from a perimeter , I better get going now.”

Ahmed looked at the map with childish eyes stunned and dazzle.

“ don’t worry Ahmed I will be back, he said while winking. Come on , it is time , I don’t want to be late.”

Meantime. Ilham and Farah pass the time comforting and reassuring Natan who seems not to understand the decision of his uncle.the words seem





















Pointless. The young man seems desperate  and incredulous. However although the sweetness and gentleness of the two females calm him a bit, he didn’t want to look unkind with them by being openly discontent.

He should confess that he is feeling good with them and he is appreciating in particular their company. But his mind was confused from his uncle’s decision to leave alone. He felt that he was put aside, to stay on the bench, as a football player, the one that we don’t trust in the time when sports were public. He was isolated, that’s all. His brother never was that far. when Ilham was trying to find the words to calm him, the inquisitive look of the young girl ,with  her didn’t let go from him, seems disarm him and made him feel slightly guilty.he turned his eyes, even while listening to Ilham. He didn’t stop thinking. After all, the guest’s behavior seems like a reward without being aware of it. In fact, he changed step by step his shoulder’s arm. He rethink about all the moments he lived with his uncle. He was aleays there for him, inform him precious advices, direct him thanks for his intuition, he was gifted by certain sense of dialogue that was beneficial most of the time. Without him he never knew what he might become. Should he trust him? He doesn’t like at all  the idea to be separated from his uncle  but he was trapped, he knew that he will be back. But it was the first time that he should live without him. He never could imagine that this might happen...

When, suddenly he heard knocking on the door which made him wake up from his thoughts. Farah who didn’t stop calming him turned her head. He followed her look, Ahmed was by the door declaring in formal way:  “its time, Yizrah is ready to leave, he like to say goodbye.”

Yizrah waited them outside. His hat was leaning covering his look. He was, like, eyes down, he catch the speech fast:

“ listen, don’t misunderstand me, but I don’t like the goodbyes to be long...”

The atmosphere wasn’t joyful , silence glum over them. Ahmed embrace Yizrah ,













Before they look straight in their eyes . A quick look to the others , but long for them saying” please ,take good care of my nephew was if he was your son “ and where the answer was clear “ don’t worry at all”. Then he he move his hat, to embrace Ilham and he decline toward the little girl moving his hand over her hair as he did before when he arrived:

“ I count on you to take care of Natan” he whispered in her ears winking. 

She consent by frank movement. That made him smile for a second before moving toward Natan and his face freeze. Natan changed his attitude, the anger has gone. He doesn’t read except the worry and the sadness in his eyes. He approached and took him in his arm. The two man didn’t exchange any word. Natan hug his uncle who was surprised from that much strength in that young man. Then, the moved away, Yizrah moved backwards two steps, Natan did the same and join the rest of the family Jalalah, that was givig their back to the house.

Yizrah look to them before putting down his hat, he raise his right hand, put two fingers under the other ones beside his temple and move them in a vivacious way in the air to declare his departure and start to move away. Once he turned his back, a drop came down all along the Natan’s cheek , he weep it away with the back of his hand. Slowly he uncle disappeared in the horizon.
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Chapter 2 : Jameston
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The road was long for Yizrah, long and scattered with bushes as the loneliness, the hanger, the thirst and the fatigue.

Before, Natan simple presence , the simple watch over him allow to avoid the feeling of loneliness. But it needs more that to get rid of it. He walked alone for several days before finding a community. In his road, he knew different kind of travellers, nature took the form seems abandoned in certain places than the others. Certain places seems fertile, others full of rocks. The village where he steps on resemble to a little oasis. Some houses looks exctly like ahmed’s house, was gathered, surrounded by palms, and another large green one adjoin to the Jameston village. If the plants develop once more, animal species had survived also from the devastation that attacked the earth. Those succeded to reproduce its small communities could also preserve the breeding art’s, without even fell into the ancient world excessiveness.

When Yizrah arrive in town, he was looking tiered ...but even alone , he is arousing nobody’s curiosity that he used to cross before , he never forgot. He submitted himself into the game of researchers   and explanations and answered briefly to their interrogations about his return, and Natan’s absence, but without details, cause he didn’t want to spread the subject. If those religious crap are amusing him, that wasn’t the target from his return to this small but even though charming village. He came back to it to see just one man. Its inhabitants built in the center of this village a sort of inn, where they can resupply, drink , eat , or just talking for hours, about everything and anything.... Sometimes talk about some old memories of antan , not always happy ones.

This inn was under the responsibility of certain age man who has been through an eventful life from Yizrah’s point of view, and a person who we can read the heaviness of life in the traits of his face. Although

















That  he was old, he looks frail, but apparently only...always dressed slightly, we can predict his sail muscles colored in ebony: we can see a man who usually used power of his arms in his life.Even though, his remarkable   quality is not in his muscles, but it ‘s more in the joy of living that he wear to the citizen and transmit it to the ones he is working with. He can give the smile even for a dead, Yizrah once pointed out to him. Natan enjoy his company very much, he couldn’t avoid himself from roar with laughter when he was hearing his famous stories, all full of madness. Even his name makes laugh . Jacko. His Name? it was a riddle, he was called just Jacko. Yizrah doubted that was his real name, but that was part of the apparent personality. When he survived with no harm from his attackers, Yizrah went to the other coveted a few days ago...not only to discuss with Jacko but also to change his mood in calm with a friend.

With his elbows on the counter, Jacko continue to tell a dignified story of a good adventure novel to one of his guests who is listening admiringly with a  touch of suspicious. “  he is trustful your brother, trustful ! “ ... that was the words that Yizrah heard, he punctuated the events more or less improper stringing out Jako’s stories...when he was at the entrance, Yizrah couldn’t avoid to smile and laugh quirtly in his barb and moving his head....it seems discreet, but it can be  heard enough to make the two men who were discussing maybe for hours to turn around. Inside looks like a salon from th outside was a bit dark , poorly  enlighten by the light of the day. Yizrah was standing in the shadow preventing Jacko to see clearly his face. But that hat , this appearance ... he didn’t doubt it.

“Yizrah ! I didn’t expect to see soon! “ he exclaimed with a big smile in strict secrecy ...

“Ah, he never changed...”, Yizrah think, while moving toward the counter , honoring him by addressing his speech :





















“come on, before starting one of your stories.... Trustful...he said stressing on the last word...give me something to drink, I need to fill in...

-  Consider I done. Orange jus, I suppose?”

Yizrah confirmed with a slight movement with his head.

“ before I tell you a trustful story, did you lost prodigal  in the road? “ asked Jacko while preparing the orange jus, fresh, by pressing fuits.

Oranges has been found in this atmosphere a little bit arid, it was on of their huge pride.

“I left him with good hands, I had to ...”

He said in very calm tone and disturbing coldness.

“you should do it?” replied Jacko , with scared eyes serving the orange jus.

Yizrah thank him while taking off his hat and put it on the counter.

“ you remember the day of our arrival here Jacko?

-  Well what, answered his speaker with intrigue expression that can ‘t realize what this devil of Yizrah wants.

-  That night, there was an old man ...slightly disturbed...do you remember him?”

Jacko  laughed before answering:

“Ah this one, how can I forget ! he is crazy that type, it’s trustful my memory, you see him sometimes , you never know from where before see him disappear after telling his old crazy announces ...then he reappear , my faith, he is defected this old man, but I love him so much....

-  You have no idea where I can find him?

-  Not at all, chef ....”

Jacko interrupted before coming close to Yizrah and whispered:

-  Tell me that you believe his delirium?

-  I would like to talk to him Jacko, you know at least his name?”

-  Jacko stand up, stared wide-eyes, examine Yizrah wondering if he is serious. Then thinking.

“ he was presented here by the name of Aaron.















-  Good Jacko. Thank you.”

Then he took back his hat , put it in his head ...took the glace of orange jus empty it at once moved  in a slight movement from his hand on his forehead as he used to do to say goodbye, then stand up before going toward the door.

“wait Yizrah ! you will leave? Where are you going? Exclaimed Jacko who was acting as a solitary cowboy discovering in this personality something fascinating however secretly. 

-  I must talk to Aaron, he decided in a cold tone, with his back turned against his speaker by the side of the door.”

“ tell me that you believe his twadeles! He wants to get your attention , that’s all !!!

It was too late, Yizrah went out before giving him the chance to express ... Jacko was like an absurd in front of the counter. He think again about this old man...certainly, he found him diverting and the passion inside him is pleasant...but telling stories beyond lands and seas, man built a city sophisticated as good as no village been built before in the history of humanity.... A city with secret access ... was really surrealistic ... even though, the moments of  panic of this old man called Aaron troubled him ...and seems awakened Yizrah’s interest... to believe his word and go to search for him? Its true to see him screaming in that hysterical way “I saw it! I was there! You can’t imagine !” his look lit up, his eyes seem that it want to leave its orbit... his prominent veins in his forehead ...his troubled and shouted voice ...the arms rip through the air in every way...he understand well the curiosity that we may have from this man, although that seem difficult since this man could leave for a trance any moment. But with an important target and leaving his nephew for it? Wasn’t exaggerating from Yizrah’s part?























Whene Jacko was thinking from his side about the astonishing Yizrah’s collection, the solitary cow boy went to have a bit of a chat. He told them his journey while embellishing a chouia. He has one that definitely enjoyable even charming. And the village inhabitants who he met fight to catch his attention. It should be seen, it’s the attraction of the moment, which is , in any village he pass by. With Natan’s company it was more or less the same this one seems to be his apprentice. But also enjoy those small and dirty discussions. 

This allow him to ventilate his head, even if it is usually superficial discussions. During his travel to every village , he find usually hooked atoms with certain people. Ehen Jacko was part of them, he shown affection toward him. But he didn’t have time to waste. If you let your self in the game at jacko, you don’t let it go easity.there are also another man who he really appreciate it in the middle of the community. Alec with his soft name. he takes care of a small garden and don’t hesitate to offer his fruit and vegetables to anyone who wants or needs it. If you gain his confidence, he can show you his Tabaco plant that he is protecting from indiscreet eyes.

It was a man of earth, a very generous one , he is a very old as well. His body and specially his face were marked by time. It is certain that he saw a lot during his existence. His garden allow him to breath , to catch a memory from the past and to have a simple life. But joyful. Yizrah didn’t have any doubt, that the Apocalypse was a sort of rescue for Alec, the promise to start a new life in a world clean from old horror. He wasn’t at all the sort of man who easily give up, to talk about himself , but the dark rings around his eyes, his absent look by time, his negligible body, this man had suffer. Even though, today , he found the happiness beside Nina, his wife. A woman 

























Who has the land and the shining sun under her head, he didn’t need more. Moreover , he was appreciated in the middle of community.  When someone need to do something, he was there, he know everything, to garden, to do odd jobs, to cook. He is also an intelligent person, malign and intuitive. He wasn’t the kind of person that you take from him a rabbit in six months: if you have something un your mind, he predict it at once. Although the sympathy, When Yizrah came to see him, he recognized fast that he didn’t come asking for advices about how to plant carrots. As a founding member, in that community, Alec was rather ancient and experimented, he can see things before the others, that’s why Natan’s uncle came to see him.

Leaning against an orange tree, his hat turned down toward his eyes in a way to protect from the sun...or simply to cover his look; Alec lestned to Yizrah, patiently waited the moment to interfere. His face is thin, slightly bronzed. Basically , was blond, very blond, slight albino , but passing time in the sun, his body were adapted. His eye was clear blue, releasing a sort of coldness. His hair? He didn’t have too much. He was strong, his shoulders forming a perfect rectangle, but he was well maintained, sharp muscles, the abdominals shown off. Dressed a simple pants, he put his hands on a rake as this fellow been slouched by the hot and the fatigue. He couldn’t not to notice drops of sweat pearling in Yizrah’s forehead. Tired to see him suffocate, hw decided to put end to his suffer when Yizrah achieved the end of his separation story from his nephew. 

“ Yizrah, I am not an old monkey that it is taught to do make faces. There are other things you want to ask me.”

Yizrah smiled furtively, astonished and fascinated by the direct approaches of his speaker. Alec was the kind of man who get straight to the point. 

“well, there was a man that I want to find. There are some questions that I need to ask him. You are the most ol...

-  What do you want from him, Alec interrupted. 













-  Aaron, an old man, I saw him once at Jacko’s... replied Yizrah, without frawning, it was him who was asking the questions, but Alec seems to take control. 

-  Ah yes, I do remember him...he doesn’t stay much this man, sais Alec, giving a slight smile.

-  You know the direction where he went?”

-  Alec took a few seconds to think  before answering. He looked very deep and straight in his interventions till that moment, this time of hesitation embarrass Yizrah. Alec seem that he was measuring the weight of his answer. He put his eyes down before raising them slightly to observe Yizrah with worry...since he was asking himself  “ should I tell? shouldn’t I ?”

“to tell you the truth , I know where he is. He just want peacefulness, he is an old man. 

-  I won’t bother him for too long.

-  Well. I know that you are trustful. I can see it in your eyes. However you must know that I shelter him in my place when we met , but we are making anything possible to not spread it out. Did I made myself clear Yizrah?

-  You have my word Alec, it is hard as the oak.

-  Good, follow me. It will make him pleasure to be visited by an intelligent and open mind person to talk with in the silence.”

Alec guided Yizrah to his personal reserve, he searched around themselves while walking in pure precautions. Yizrah doesn’t know if he will receive information allowing him to progress in his quest.

But all this stimulate him. He looked back regularly this scene at Jacko’s. Aaron was probably in advanced age that senility is threatening him. But he never lye . he had a sort of convince and a certain force of persuasion although the disdain that he stimulate between the villagers. Then, Alec is probably down to earth  man , he seem to have a great esteem that old man. He understand it by himself under his cup and protected it. It wasn’t harmeless. There wasn’t a smoke without fire. Alec walked with him 















Into the reserve where he is stocking his harvest, we must say It is a warehouse with an impressive appearance.it was the master supplier for Jameston. He took him downward into the reserve in a very dark side. Away from indiscreet looks, He pulled back a barrel. There was under it a wooden trapdoor that Alec took time to open, he made a sign for Yizrah to come down: 

“may you have the honor.”

Yizrah didn’t excuse. Fascinated by Alec ingenuity, he comes down entering an underground gallery. Torches fixed on the wall lightening this piece of the tunnel. 

“continue to the right. Don’t give any care to the other galleries. “

In fact he found himself in a straight corridor which has many openings on its sides. In its bottom he saw a wooden door . arriving by it, Alec passed in the front and knocked two times. a shaky voice invited them to enter. He opened the door , they entered a huge piece, well lighten, its habitant was sum of rudimentary, there was a bed , a wooden table and a chair where Aaron was sitting, the man that Yizrah wants to meet. A few gray hair garnishing his Aaron’s skull, dark circled staining his eyes, proved by his advanced age. His body seem fragile , but his look don’t conceal a certain vivacity of mind. 

“ Aaron , I introduce to you Yizrah, he came to speak to me.its a trustful person. Yizrah this is Aaron . may I excuse , I will go up. I will leave the lock open up, find me when you finish.

-  Good Alec, thank you for everything.”

-  Alec went out from the piece , closing the door leaving the two men in total intimacy. 

“good morning Aaron, excuse my interference, but I looked for you , cause I have some questions that I need to ask you. 

-  Very good, remind me again of your name please.

-  Yizrah.

-  Well, it is rare name. a very nice name. what can I do for you Yizrah?














-  You know the inn run by Jacko, here in Jameston.

-  Yes, of course I know it.

-  I saw you there once, in a good moment. You mentioned your trip to a mysterious village, reaching a number of incredible technologies.

In some point no one took it serious. 

-  What this village you are talking about is so interested to you young man?

Yizrah smiled before answering, he doesn’t remember the time when he was called young man.

“ I am going around the lands looking for a close relative of mine, it is obvious that finding him in a desert places is quit complicated.

If there is a village as you are describing, that would be an interesting place to start my researches on.

-  Who is this relative, Yizrah?

-  It is my nephew, his name is Turdan, EYal Turadan. I can imagine that this name won’t mean anything to you?”

Aaron think a while , a glimmer sparkle in his eyes when yizrah pronounced his name, which made born in him a glimmer of hope. Although, Aaron confirmed that this name doesn’t evoke anything at all. 
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