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Warning


This novel is a work of fiction that can appear to be both realistic and unrealistic. Although some well-known personalities and first names are mentioned in these pages, everything remains purely fictional. It is a creation of my own imagination, interweaving my professional and personal background with a number of allegorical stories. The opinions expressed here are purely my own.


I would like to emphasise that I accept no responsibility for the reactions of any reader who may feel affected by this work. Readers are free to immerse themselves in the psychology of the characters without claiming their legitimacy.


* Warning for the faint of heart : Some of the passages described in this novel may be emotionally powerful or disturbing for young readers.


Mustapha Bouktab Author
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Foreword


"No man is a prophet in his own country", as the saying goes. Yet Mustapha BOUKTAB's fierce, determined, scriptural battle against the "forces of evil" in his day-to-day life as an artist is the perfect embodiment of this quasi-messianic role, bordering on mysticism and the rediscovery of the spoken word. A finely chiselled pen, an art of writing within everyone's reach, a pleasure to devour for readers who like to immerse themselves in the adventures of characters of a rare typicity.


We were thrilled to read the pages of the previous book, in which humanism cascaded down from the pores of a human dermis suffering the ravages of the sun ; we will experience the same feelings as we read the almost five hundred pages that make up the Ariadne's thread of this second volume of 'Guardian of the Present'.


A rich, intense novel, teeming with symbolic references, sometimes sultry but subtle eroticism, and violence too. Never gratuitous, but so in tune with today's aberrant reality...


"Man is man," seems to be what the author from the Franche-Comté region, with his winning temperament in the face of obscurantism, is trying to tell us. Perfectible, incorrigible, weak and powerful at the same time, rubbing shoulders with yin and yang, in black and white or in colour : man in all his abysmal splendour remains man's number one predator.


But man can also represent that being of light who still knows how to make us dream despite the vicissitudes of life. And to reach for the beautiful, the summits, the stars, even the firmament. The Pantheon of achievement towards which every human being should work within themselves...


Mustapha BOUKTAB is no ordinary man. He is living a waking dream, delighting us with his rich and profound reflections, his fears and doubts, his hopes too, where in the end only good will prevail over evil, always there, omnipresent, lurking in the shadows, reminding us through these immutable vicissitudes that it is never very far from us, to drag us into the limbo of temptation and spiritual decay.


What an age-old battle this is! It is portrayed by incredible fictional characters, sometimes bordering on the irreverent, who could bear a striking resemblance to the real people who live all around us. The coincidental similarities are sometimes curious and strange, plunging the reader into unfathomable perplexity. What if it were all true, and we were seeing it all for ourselves after all? Could we have been lied to?


When you immerse yourself avidly in the writings of Mustapha BOUKTAB, you drink these lines up, soaking up all his thoughts, which are ultimately based on love of others and of one's neighbour. A love that has gone so far astray in this world, with its share of turpitudes and disillusions that plague our daily lives.


In this new opus, perhaps the second in a long series like a saga that will keep readers on the edge of their seats, the novelist from the Franche-Comté region breaks codes, goes beyond the rules and delves even deeper into human madness. Where rage and rancour are omnipresent. Where evil rubs shoulders with good and thinks it can emerge victorious from this fierce battle. Mustapha BOUKTAB takes on this quest for the absolute, this peregrination written in the depths of his soul to try and extract the best. Like the grape juice that is vinified and sublimated by his epistolary verve, it will become a great nectar. An excellent vintage, then!


We revel in the formulas, thrill to the strong sensations experienced by the enigmatic characters, plunge between past, present and future without warning to reach new shores of existence : those of Love with a capital A that the author wishes to highlight. Even if sex and violence accompany these lines with a cold, meticulous truth.


We want more, because, intoxicated by so many unusual situations identified in the nebulae of the human aura, in the end we want it to never end. Never is not the beginning of the end, as we all know...


These are sleepless nights for the author, who has patiently concocted this work of reference and fiction that can't help but make us think about others. But who is he really?


Is man really that vile? To better describe all the blackness of the soul of this being that we are and that, in the end, we don't really know


The philosopher used to say : « Know yourself before you progress! »


Mustapha BOUKTAB has carried out a meticulous introspection of this being made of flesh and blood.


In the image of God? Not so sure, when, dismayed and outcast, we discover the paragraph on paedo-criminality or Satanism... A distressing reality of the human conscience that many non-fiction news items throw back in our faces every day through the gossip columns.


Will the author shock his readers with comments that border on the unsustainable? Will the writer surprise his regular readers, who are devoted to his pen and his ideas? Yes and no!


It's an unvarnished account of a civilisation - our own, the one of our age, so overused and unfriendly - that's going to the dogs, in a psychic meander corresponding to a slow but gradual drift leading us towards the abyss where uncivil behaviour and disrespect are king...


In any case, here is a man who is not afraid to state what he thinks of this society in total decay on the brink of perdition. And what's more, even through characters borrowed from the imagination, to write it down on a sheet of paper stained with his own handwriting.


"No man is a prophet in his own country", I resolutely wrote in the preamble to this preface, which provides an opportunity to gain a better understanding of the novelist's work. I hope not!


Perhaps telling it through fiction will enable men and women of good will - and we know they exist - to fight and reject at all costs these dark forces that are trying to swallow us up with them forever!


I don't write for money or fame,"says the author", but just to awaken, wake up and help people's consciences.


There's no time for quibbling : we need to illuminate our souls in the light of these pages and FINALLY open our hearts to others in an attempt to save this world.


Pure altruism... Like happiness that never comes alone...


Thierry BRET (Presse Évasion journalist)









Dedication


I dedicate this book to the breath of life,


To this emanation that prevents us from becoming enslaved men,


To the divine fragrance that consoles wounded creatures,


To this exhalation that will rebuild you when you are


destroyed,


It is a breath of strength, love and freedom,


The one who will support you so that you can unload your burden lightly,


From any warmonger who tries to anaesthetise it in order to deprive you of it and molest you,


So become this warrior to fight and challenge,


Now! Take a deep, powerful breath,


And blow to extinguish this blazing fire fuelled by so many conspiracies.


Mr Bouktab









Introduction


« It is this divine breath , the very breath that caused you to emit a vibrant cry at the very beginning of your existence, only to plunge you into impenetrable silence at its ultimate denouement. Over the years of your life, this breath has been veiled from you, hidden behind the veils of everyday life and earthly contingencies. In your childhood, its nature was beyond your comprehension, still in the making. It's often as you approach the twilight of your existence that the evidence emerges, but sometimes too late to fully grasp its significance. Then the cycle closes in silent resonance, revealing the fleeting nature of this divine essence. »


Mr Bouktab


In this second opus of Le Gardien du Présent, a deep yearning for exploration has crept into me. A compelling premonition led me to take greater risks to bring this sequel to life. My fervent wish is that this new iteration will take you to unknown horizons, inviting you on a unique journey.


True to my promise, this instalment propels us into the present of the future, probing the depths of the earth and going far beyond, to the frontiers of this majestic Love that I evoke with a capital letter. This eternal Love that every being dreams of experiencing one day. In this second volume, I have dared to take a crucial step, plunging into an eroticism that brushes up against the language of the flesh without straying far from the subtlety of sensuality. This edge will take you to the edge of desire, but without satisfying it. A kaleidoscope of sensations will awaken the delights of your senses.


Weaving a story that shook me to tears is a delicate undertaking. As I line up these words, Éric Satie's 'Gnossiennes' are lulling my ears, and the emotion is already overwhelming me, engulfing me. I have the image of my tears encircling the inside of my eyes, which I hold back with fervour, letting them gush out in a liberating cascade to exorcise the suffering deeply rooted in me.


Yes, I shed a lot of tears while writing this book. Like you, I am both a direct and indirect actor in the scenes I draw. At this moment, in this prologue, I feel the essence of the magic that exudes from this novel. Once again, I'm taking you on a journey through time, through the past, the future and the present, hoping to rekindle that tiny glimmer of light buried deep inside you. A spark that you may be able to rekindle and that will shine with a thousand luminous flashes.


Some truths may seem derisory, but they could have a considerable impact. They will be wrapped in the ink of romance in this book, an approach that might seem anachronistic. We often forget that truth lurks in the most unexpected places. You will be plunged into a captivating adventure, exploring the bowels of the Earth to discover a world of giants which, perhaps, resonates with reality...


Everyone is free to interpret it in their own way, because as I said in the first volume, reading this book is a personal experience. It depends on your desires and your perspectives, and you will find in it what you want: fiction, a quest, revelations, or perhaps none of these. However, one theme will be shared by all, the central theme of Love, which was the backbone of the first volume and continues here.


Love is the pillar of the very essence of life, just like the fuel that makes our hearts beat. The magnificent characters who will populate this story are mainly intrepid fighters battling against darkness. Their unshakeable motivation is drawn from a Love that always proves stronger than adversity. I'm talking about a Love that transcends the rules that are foreign to our universe. I remain convinced that every piece of cosmic creation bears within it the very imprint of its Creator, just like the divine breath that dwells within us, nestled in the deepest recesses of our human souls.


New figures will emerge, familiar from some angles, enigmatic from others. It's up to you to interpret them freely, to absorb them according to your own vision. The most important thing is to make progress every day, to get better at every stage. For me, it's a daily journey, a personal challenge that I embrace with fervour, never exhausting myself.


Some will find it an inspiring lesson in how to improve their own lives, drawing courage for change from the characters. Others may see different lessons. This is the natural flow of life, for it is indisputable that factions have emerged in our time, unfortunately dividing humanity into two camps. On one side, the visionaries, and on the other, the blind. Not in terms of physical vision, but rather in terms of subtle perception, which discerns truth from falsehood.


We live in a world where an endless stream of information floods into our minds, seeking to overwhelm the truth. However, this truth remains unique and exclusive. Unfortunately, misleading currents sometimes steal it away, amplifying the lies. These currents gain in power as they advance, leaving a trail of destruction in their wake.


One of the biggest lies, long buried, was revealed in the first volume. However, in this new instalment, we delve even deeper into this revelation, exploring its nuances in an attempt to re-establish its rational clarity, scorned by many an unscrupulous media. Many individuals no longer hesitate to flaunt their alliances with occult forces, especially in the fields of entertainment, cinema and music. Sometimes their influence grows, but others end up regretting it, perhaps because they have realised the extent of their mistake.


Regret always comes too late, and it's often when we realise it that action is no longer possible. Life is full of things to regret. In my opinion, the greatest power lies in forgiveness. The person who forgives is truly a superior being. So remember this : as long as your soul can purify your being, as long as your lips can speak words imbued with the magic and depth of your heart, it's not yet too late.


The day you exchange it for an alliance with evil, or when it has been snatched from you, it will be too late. Forgiveness, clemency and mercy are among the most powerful attributes of the Creator. After all, isn't it presidents who are given the power to grant pardons, even to those condemned to death?


I have chosen to write this novel in the first person singular, allowing me to speak on behalf of Moussafir, the central protagonist. I encourage you to immerse yourself in these pages with this precious piece of advice in mind : « Bless and express your gratitude towards all forms of life. Whether it's the water that quenches your thirst, the food that sustains your body, or even the animal, mineral and plant kingdoms. But never forget that the fundamental element to be honoured and blessed remains, without question, the creator of it all.… »


Books also contain a soul that inspires and reflects their author. I am grateful, infinitely grateful, for everything that is visible, but even more so for that which remains elusive, beyond the reach of our eyes, but very much present in our consciousness.









CHAPTER I


Recollections









Part One


Rounding the bend


« If we adopt the audacious perspective of life as an odyssey with no pre-established destination, an eminent truth emerges : reaching the terminus is only the striking prelude. It is when the body abandons itself to sleep that the soul begins its deepest journey. Like an ethereal enigma taking shape, sleep metamorphoses into a replica of death, blurring the boundaries between the concrete and the elusive, between the here below and the hereafter. In this dreamlike waltz, the awakening of the soul transcends the limits of consciousness, leading us to question the links between death , dreams and reality... »


Mr Bouktab









On 1 June 1994, a shadow hovered over my heart, like a black veil concealing the glow of a sun that had once shone brightly. More than three months have passed, like drops of sand slowly falling into a relentless hourglass, since the tragic disappearance of these souls who were the pillars of our existence. Mustapha, the great sage whose voice was a melody of hope ; Marie-Christine, that oasis of love and tenderness ; Cheikh Mohand, the fearless warrior of legendary bravery ; not forgetting the Major's forty-four valiant soldiers, true bulwarks against the storms of life.


Every day is a struggle to integrate this new reality, a duel between reason and a heart overwhelmed by sadness. I wear a mask of serenity, because the heavy responsibility of not burdening those who remain weighs heavily on my shoulders. Angel and Mustapha, two devastated souls, are particularly fragile. Their eyes are mirrors reflecting a pain that I know all too well.


The nostalgia of their presence envelops me like a heavy, implacable blanket. Yet Abigael and Isha's unwavering support is a beacon in my hour of need, a precious and invaluable comfort. I try to be the rock on which Angel and Mustapha can lean, but even a rock can crumble under pressure. Shewan and Muylan are also deeply affected ; they feel the pain of these heartbreaking absences, especially now that our reconstituted family has begun to weave the threads of a new history.


Angel is a wounded bird whose song has faded. I naively thought that time would heal the gaping wounds in his soul. Mustapha, on the other hand, is a ruined fortress. He hides his tears behind a wall of apparent strength, but I can feel the trembling of his foundations. He is the spitting image of his father, and through him I sense a continuity, a discreet but powerful presence that reassures us and watches over us.


The great sage Mustapha taught me that death is the great equaliser, knocking at the door of all people without distinction or prejudice. Some people are able, thanks to magical and mystical knowledge, to negotiate this ultimate rendezvous with the Creator, but he remains the sole master of time, destiny and the afterlife.


For some, death was gentle and welcoming, a peaceful transition to another world. I see the elders again, accepting this inevitability with a serenity that only a rich experience can bring. For others, like the Sheikh, it was a difficult ordeal, marked by the abuses inflicted by Hababuk. Nevertheless, he found the strength to accept it, because he knew that his sacrifice would spare his son Mustapha, who must now carry the torch of a lost but never forgotten generation.


I have to admit that death, that constant shadow that hangs over us all, doesn't terrify me unduly. When the day comes for it to lay its icy hand on my shoulder, I will receive its touch with the serenity of having lived a noble life, a life devoted to the pursuit of good and the defeat of evil. God, in his infinite wisdom, has his reasons ; if things unfold in this way, it's because he has a higher purpose.


However, what really anguishes me is the burden of pain, the agony of loss and the suffering visible on the faces of those I love. That's why I search tirelessly for a way to soothe these broken hearts. For me, prayer is a lantern in the darkness, a haven of peace, even if I recognise that it is not a universal panacea.


On Saturday 4 June, I invited the entire team of our 22 protectors to the idyllic estate of Marie-Christine, where the benevolent Sister Emmanuelle already lives. More than just a shared meal, the aim of our meeting is to discuss the future of our organisation, this brotherhood woven from threads of urgency and fraternity.


It's a Friday evening, and separation weighs heavily on our hearts. Isha, Shewan and Muylan seem reluctant to cross the threshold of our flat to return to their respective homes. A deep and immeasurable love binds us together, weaving an almost inseparable web between us. Our growing concern for each other's safety is a chain that pulls us down, and it's at this precise moment that I decide to resume my role as leader, to guide us towards the light.


Mustapha, for his part, opts for the serenity of the estate, alongside Sister Emmanuelle. There, he says, he feels the soothing omnipresence of his late father, a warm glow in his world.


It is crucial that we put an end to this existence steeped in pain. So that we can all find some inner peace, and perhaps even a semblance of normality.


So I'm launching a dialogue, an opening for everyone to free their souls from the chains that imprison them :


– Yes, I understand how difficult this suffering, so heavy and persistent, is to bear. It overwhelms me just as much. Every day, memories of the elders and the Sheikh assail me. Like you, I suffer, but in my own way. Everyone adapts their shield to protect themselves and their loved ones according to their own sensitivity.


Believing that we must think of ourselves first is not selfishness, but a necessity. Because how can we help others without first ensuring our own solidity? I recognise my share of responsibility in the attack they orchestrated by depriving me of Solomon's ring to triumph over the enemy. Despite this, I was able to get back on my feet. Today, my pain is increased by seeing yours, because I can feel everyone's suffering, especially yours, Angel.


Sena's absence weighs heavily on me, and I'm constantly trying to overcome it. I've had to put aside my own sorrows to support you. We chose this battle knowing what was at stake and the inevitable sacrifices. You know that as well as I do.


It is now essential to free ourselves from the burdens of our past in order to move forward with determination. Remorse, I assure you, is a burden far heavier than any trial. It weakens the soul, plunging it into an insidious torpor. We must banish this evil if we are to regain our inner strength.


Forget yesterday, because it belongs to the past. Don't think too much about tomorrow, because it hasn't yet been written. Eternity lies in the present moment. Leave aside remorse and pain, and live in this "Now", a moment out of time that holds the true secret of life.


Isha spoke, her voice full of deep, almost palpable emotion :


– I was born into a tribe marked by indelible hardship. In this community, where the winds of adversity blew with force, it was crucial to bury our dead quickly and channel our energy into the survival of the living. The memories of the accident that took my parents' lives when I was just 11 haunt me every time I wake up. Every second of that tragedy is engraved in my soul, because I was there with them, a powerless witness to our shattered destiny.


My grandfather, that pillar of wisdom and resilience, enveloped me in his love, teaching me the age-old traditions that forbade showing one's pain. According to the philosophy handed down from generation to generation in our lineage, a heart overwhelmed by grief is more tragic than death itself.


Today, fate has given me the privilege of experiencing the deep bonds of a sibling. For me, once a lonely child, it's like a light in the darkness, a happiness that illuminates my path. Your pain pierces me, resonating within me like a distant but familiar echo. I know how unbearable it is to carry such a burden alone. We must join forces, interweave our souls, and form a solid, indestructible chain to alleviate this suffering.


Moussafir is more than just a link between us. He is a compass, a spiritual guide. Through him, I feel your joys, your sorrows, your hopes, and above all, the terrifying fear of losing you. Moussafir's insight and intuition are beyond comprehension, and my heart trusts him beyond measure. He is our light in the darkness. He shows us the way, reminding us that it's time to redefine our place in this vast universe, to walk hand in hand and celebrate each present moment, because it's in the present that the magic of life lies.


Shewan stood up, his eyes filling with an intense glow :


– In the crucible of my culture, death is welcomed not as an end, but as a serene acceptance of the destiny inscribed by the divine. It is a delicate dance between resignation and faith.


I carry with me the painful memory of the early loss of my parents. Every tear I shed dug rivers of pain into my heart, but they also irrigated the soil of my resilience. My uncle, like a lighthouse in the storm, guided me through those dark waters. He told me that suffering, like a wave, must be welcomed and cushioned. If we let it build up, it could become a devastating storm, sweeping away everything in its path.


As an only child, I felt alone for a long time, until I realised that family is more than just blood. Discovering that I could form bonds of brotherhood with others brightened my life. Angel has a special place in my heart. Every time I feel his pain, it's as if a thorn is planted in my soul. Angel, if you continue to drown in this melancholy, I'm afraid I'll be swept away in the same whirlwind. For both of us, it's time to go back into the light.


The deep love that unites us makes me realise the irony of our situation. While we are ready to give our lives for others, we are paradoxically carried away by currents of despair. Let us not succumb!


Death is only the end of a physical presence. Our loved ones live on in us, eternal, through the memories they have left us. Their spirit, like an eternal flame, lights our way. Grief can shake us, but the footprints of love left by those we have lost are our shields, strengthening our souls against the storms of life.


Muylan then spoke, his voice as soft as the whisper of the wind :


– In China, our relationship with death transcends the simple act of ending. It is a constant reminder, a dance with the ephemeral that, curiously, makes us feel more alive, especially when it brushes against our existence. Faced with it, we understand the preciousness of every heartbeat, every burst of laughter. And when the time comes to mourn our loved ones, we do so in a silence filled with unspoken pain and poignant nostalgia.


Death is like the void between two notes of music : inaudible but felt, creating a space for reflection and contemplation. It does not call for loud lamentations, but for silent respect, a deep understanding that finds renewed strength in sacred silence.


At the age of 11, the disappearance of my parents plunged me into an abyss of pain, giving birth to an unshakeable resolve : never to let suffering engulf me again. My aunt, who became my anchor in this storm, instilled in me that death was only a passage, a rendezvous orchestrated by the cosmos. She whispered to me to go forward each day with nobility and intention, so as to greet death not with fear, but with reassuring familiarity.


True serenity does not invite us to hold out our hand to death, but rather to be ready, with an open heart and a peaceful mind, to embrace its icy hand when it comes for us. It is in this acceptance that the true power of life lies.


My bond with Abigael is like an old melody, recognisable and poignant. I feel the depth of her empathy, a special care for Angel. This family, your presence, illuminates my world with a radiant light. And I'm determined to walk beside you, to turn every trial into a hymn of strength and hope.


Abigael, visibly moved, replied to Muylan :


– Listening to your stories, your pain and your hopes touches me to the very depths of my being. Just knowing that we are each other's foundation overwhelms me with immeasurable emotion.


I know that my position may seem privileged. My parents are still alive, I have a brother and sister who surround me with their affection. I've experienced loss too, but not in the same way as you. When my grandmother left, she took my enthusiasm with her, leaving behind an abyssal emptiness in my soul and a heaviness in my heart.


My grandmother wasn't just a mother figure, she was my compass, my open book on the world. A survivor of the concentration camps, where the value of a Jewish life was reduced to nothing, she taught me the art of resilience in the midst of horror. She had seen her own family disintegrate in total barbarism, in conditions that escape all human comprehension.


Carried along by what she believed to be an almost mystical force, she had been able to resist, anaesthetising any emotion that might have slowed her down in her daily struggle for survival. She even had to go to almost unimaginable extremes, such as eating a dead rat, to maintain her fragile life.


And yet, once freed from this nightmare, she managed to reassemble all the fragments of love that she had had to leave behind. She showered us with that love, becoming a beacon of generosity and kindness.


To be this inexhaustible figure of love, she had to sacrifice part of her humanity for a time. And it was by making this sacrifice that she managed to transcend her human condition, becoming for me a heroine of almost mythic stature.


We are now in a position where we do not have the luxury of vulnerability. We are a chain, and if one link weakens, the whole edifice collapses. I feel your pain, Angel and Moussafir, as if it were my own. They are weights that threaten to overwhelm me at any moment.


I cling desperately to the warm memories of my grandmother, thinking how much she would have loved to have met you, Moussafir. It gives me strength to believe that, like her, we are made of unshakeable material, a fabric that cannot be torn or eroded.


With tears in his eyes, Angel spoke up :


– With every beat of my heart, I feel the symphony of your emotions, each one evoking poignant echoes of my own experience. The loss of my parents, despite the weight of the years, remains an open wound, bleeding with every memory.


Your sharing has awakened a forgotten oath, a quest for justice that I had sworn to undertake. In the midst of you all, I feel a renewed energy, a determination to turn this long-buried promise into reality.


My grandmother, a woman of unshakeable faith, imbued me with Christian values, like a bulwark against the storms of life. Each of you here today is a blessing. You embody the brothers and sisters that fate had denied me, and I am overwhelmed with gratitude to have you by my side.


I know deep down that the path is strewn with thorns. But armed with your support, I will stand up again, proud and determined, not only for my own rebirth, but also to watch over each and every one of your souls.


Moussafir, your entry into my life has been like the dawn after the darkest night. Thanks to you, warm souls have found their way into my heart. My grandmother, despite her wounds and scars, has known moments of grace, particularly in the presence of Mustapha. Your benevolent aura was the starting point for a chain of miracles, and my heart blossoms at the thought of the wonders that still await us.


In honour of those who have sacrificed, we must stand tall, embracing the future with boldness and determination. They did not fall in vain. Their spirit, their bravery, deserve to be the compass that guides us.


Now I invite you to return to your homes, your refuges. Here I must cleanse, purify and, above all, clear away the torments that inhabit my spirit. Your words, your sharing, have been like a soothing balm for my wounded soul.


And although words may seem derisory in the face of the intensity of my emotions, I want you to know that I carry you all in the depths of my being. My gratitude is infinite, my love for you immeasurable.


Musafir then closed this dialogue by saying :


– There is something miraculous about the act of talking, of putting into words what is weighing on us. It frees up a space within us, a sanctuary where the wounds begin to close. You know, I too have a family who, for their love and safety, remain in the shadow of my existence. Sena, in particular, is the face of a choice that has dug an abyss in me. This choice, however, was made in the name of a greater cause, that of fighting the dark forces that threaten our world.


You here have become my soul family, my brothers and sisters in this existential struggle. I don't know what fate has in store for us, but one thing is clear : whatever the obstacles, losses or victories, we'll face them together.


Return to your beds, may your sleep be enveloped in the sweetness of a new beginning, for tomorrow is another day and it is up to us to shape it. Go on, get some rest. We have a future to discuss, a strategy to refine.


The group dissipated, leaving behind a palpable silence, but that wasn't the case for Angel, Abigael and me. We stood there, embraced by an ineffable emotion, my senses overwhelmed by the enveloping warmth of their presence. Their invisible 'wings' seemed to soothe the turbulence of my heart and illuminate the dark corners of my soul.


After our evening prayer, a moment when our souls seemed to converse in a language beyond words, they retired to rest. So, inspired by the energy of the evening, I improvised a lullaby :


Sleep, my angels, far from the noise and the shadows,


Leave behind your sorrows and the weight of the world,


In the soft shelter of starry dreams,


No torment can trouble you,


Dream of worlds, of illuminated lights,


Sweet dawns and golden mornings,


The Guardian of the Present keeps watch, silent and gentle,


It chases away the shadows that lurk around you,


Sleep, my angels, in this sweet retreat,


May the night give you the sweet gift of oblivion.


I believe that words carry a latent magic. When they are spoken with conviction, they take on an inexplicable power, like an incantation. And on this note of hope and faith, I finished my own evening prayer, before immersing myself in deep meditation, to take stock of the past day and prepare my mind for those to come.


Every thought of Sena was like a gentle caress that grazed the deepest recesses of my soul, a whisper barely audible in the silence of the night. She was the fragile glow of a flickering candle in the unfathomable darkness of my existence, a spark of life in the midst of darkness. Even though our shared memories were scattered like the petals of a rose blown by the wind, they remained my refuge, a sacred sanctuary where I found peace and comfort. Three years had passed, three eternities that had only deepened my insatiable thirst to know what had become of her.


Then there was Mustapha. His eyes avoided mine, hiding a truth that I perceived as an unbearable burden. Wasn't his sudden distance a symptom of a truth he was afraid to share? I vowed to break this barrier of silence, to speak to him tomorrow when we met, even if it meant facing painful revelations.


The night engulfed me, plunging my mind into a dream of dizzying intensity. I found myself in a room that looked like a living room, with a kitchen in the background, dominated by a large L-shaped sofa upholstered in beige fabric. I was lying on the couch, burning with fever, swimming, my lungs felt necrotic, a sensation of imminent suffocation, as if death itself were lurking beside me. This room was located in a flat that embodied both life and death. At the heart of this duality stood a child, her eyes flooded with an ocean of distress, her tiny figure vibrating with a silent cry for help. She was the embodiment of vulnerability, but also of courage. This little girl shook me to the very core of my being, awakening a raw emotion, an almost palpable pain. Her aura was reminiscent of Sena in its complexity, blending innocence and sadness. She stood there, motionless, in front of me, her face reflecting deep incomprehension and palpable fear. Her innocence had been jostled and shaken by something beyond her comprehension. Her eyes, usually filled with a glow of hope, were now darkened by the obscurity of the unknown. She trembled slightly, like a fragile flower shaken by a storm.


My heart ached to see her like that. A poignant pain washed over me, a pain that seemed to emanate directly from this child, as if she were carrying the weight of the world on her innocent shoulders and was trying to send me a cry for help to save someone very dear to her.


Early in the morning, I was torn from this dream, my breath short and my chest tight. Fortunately, the scent of breakfast, lovingly prepared by Angel, tickled my senses, bringing back the simple pleasures of life. This fragrance, which I had missed for so many months, heralded Angel's return to life, her desire to heal and nourish those she loved.


As Abigael returned with delights from the bakery, I hurried to the shower, hoping the water would wash away the weight of this dream. However, the little girl's face remained etched in my mind, her imploring gaze echoing like a silent scream in the darkness of my soul.


Breakfast was a balm for our battered souls. Abigael's joyful singing, shared laughter and the smiles of Shewan, Muylan and Isha lit up the room, bringing a little warmth to our aching hearts. These moments, once lost in the tumult of life, had become precious treasures, offering sweet respite to our tormented souls.









Part Two


The sacrifice of the ring


« Love has a price, although this price can often have a symbolic dimension. For love, we are prepared to give everything we have. And even when we think we have nothing to offer, we end up giving everything we have, giving our gesture great symbolic power. »


Mr Bouktab









We gathered at the estate, where a convivial lunch awaited us. It was a valuable opportunity not only to renew the ties that bind us, but also to get to know each other better. Before that day, I hadn't had the privilege of really getting to know Major Beaufrère's eleven protectors. One of them stood out for his enigmatic aura.


I'm also looking forward to seeing the Major again, as well as the Professor and the Rabbi. From time to time, Mustapha and Sister Emmanuelle come to visit us, and Ondine and I communicate quite frequently over the airwaves. I can't wait to get there, but at the same time I'm worried about the doubt that's gnawing at me following my dark dream last night.


We had all arrived and everyone was already in place. I decided to start greeting everyone in the proper order, beginning with Sister Emmanuelle, who magically warmed my heart and instantly dispelled my doubts. This strong-willed woman alone embodies the fusion of the love of Mary Magdalene and Jesus.


After that, I head for the Major. His charisma is incredible, captivating every eye in this elegant crowd. This man exudes a magical aura, shining with brilliant intensity and illuminating everything around him. My heart raced as I approached him, always evoking in me that feeling of protection and paternal benevolence. For this special occasion, he had radically changed the way he dressed.


He dared to wear the sky-blue suit that suits him so well. He could have capsized any big ship in the film industry, with the biggest studios fighting to offer him the lead roles.


He hugs me, and it takes me back to the emotions I once felt with Lobozec. We hold each other so tightly, just trying to buy time to contain the flood of tears that emotion is trying to release.


We both finally broke down and let our tears of happiness flow. Then it was Professor Ali's turn to help me out of this alarming emotional drowning, which I have to admit really did me a world of good.


The Professor hasn't changed ; he still has his Anglo-Indo-Pakistani style. He gives me a hug and whispers in my ear that we should talk as soon as possible after lunch. Then it was the turn of the Rabbi, with whom I'd had a brief but fascinating exchange at the airport, without really getting to know him. He holds out his hand to me and then pulls me energetically towards him, giving me a warm hug. It was at that moment that I felt all the strength and wisdom of this man.


Mustapha stands aside because, like his father, he can sense my apprehension. However, I don't want to make him feel uncomfortable, so I continue with the Major, who introduces me to his team of five men and five women. There is also a different person, difficult to explain at the moment, a fusion of the two genders that I observe discreetly with a certain restraint.


This character intrigues me deeply and holds a strange attraction for me. They all have names like precious stones. On the men's side, there's Idocrase, Bronzite, Epidote, Nacre and Galena. On the women's side, there's Coraline, Ruby, Moldavite, Pyrite and Jade. The eleventh mysterious and enigmatic character is called Unakit.


I'm fascinated by the charisma, the rigour, and above all the love and kindness I feel as I greet each of them in turn. I even felt a kind of electric shock when I hugged Unakit. They are imbued with the devotion needed for their missions, and I sense that they are not afraid of sacrifice. Without really being able to explain it at the moment, I feel that there is a powerful bond that will unite us and bring us closer together, and I'm looking forward to it.


We all gather around a huge table to enjoy a memorable meal while getting to know each other. We get to know each other through long conversations, anecdotes and jokes that make everyone laugh. I let them enjoy these enchanted moments while I watch them attentively, then I stand up, holding a glass of lemonade, to begin a brief speech.


– I would like to begin by raising my glass to thank you all for being here today. However, before I launch into any impromptu speeches, I would like us to observe two minutes and twenty-two seconds of silence in tribute to Marie-Christine, Mustapha, Cheikh Mohand, and the forty-four precious stones who sacrificed their lives in the fight against the forces of evil.


After this moment of contemplation, I continue :


– Their sacrifices will not be in vain, and we will avenge them with our most powerful weapon : our support, both imperceptible and sacred. It is the faith that resides in our invisible souls and this divine belief that strengthens the power of our hearts, giving meaning to the existence of humanity.


Today there are just 22 of us, but tomorrow there will be legions. Until the day when all humanity opens its eyes and finally joins us in our ultimate cause : to live free, in peace and harmony, without segregation or differences between human beings.


I would also like to express my gratitude to our loyal allies Lucifia, Hafrit and all the others in the invisible world, who have had the courage to rally to our noble cause. And finally, a sincere thought for Zahra and Aïcha, who are still in Cairo and who never leave our minds.


And of course, a big well done and a huge thank you to Ondine, who unfortunately can't be with us at this table. Nor should we forget the guardians of the fir grove, the gate and the Dôme du Rocher.


Perhaps you don't know her yet, but she occupies a central place in my thoughts. So I'd like to pay tribute to her. My heart goes out to you, my beloved Sena, and I wish you could have been with us around this beautiful table.


As soon as I finish my speech, I immediately sense that Mustapha is uncomfortable, especially when I mention Sena. I can't hold it in any longer and feel the urgent need to talk to him. The Professor and the Major notice it too, simply observing that hidden energies surround Mustapha's aura.


I call to him to join me, but he refuses to follow me, arguing that what he has to say is far too important to be discussed in private. So, without even thinking, I ask him to speak here, in front of everyone at this table, because it could concern the future of the organisation.


He then stood up and said :


– What I have to tell you has far-reaching consequences. Since I've been carrying this terrible, unbearable secret, I haven't been able to sleep, not even for a moment. I can't even begin to mourn for my father, because this dark burden haunts me every second.


I'm going to have to go back in time, to the very fabric of our existence, to explain. Before joining you, my father, Sheikh Mohand (may his soul rest in peace), entrusted me with a mission of absolute gravity. He explained to me that he had had a dream, so vivid that it shook him to the core, in which he saw a door opening into the future.


In this dream, he saw you, Moussafir, the Guardian of the Present, sacrificing your life for a cause that transcends our understanding. He couldn't accept the idea of your death and decided that a plan had to be put in place, a plan of unprecedented complexity, to find out more.


He chose to send me into the future, sacrificing his own life to obtain answers so crucial that they could redefine our destiny. As you already know, Moussafir, it was with Mustapha's ring (may his soul rest in peace) that I passed through the door of the Dome of the Rock, with the assistance of the guardian of the rock there, a being imbued with mystery and wisdom. It was my father himself who gave me this ring, which he kept like the most precious of treasures. He knew that giving this magic ring to someone who wanted to use it would mean sacrificing himself, a sacrifice of unimaginable magnitude, for the cause.


In handing it over to me, he knew he had to accept his destiny, and he convinced me, with an overwhelming intensity, to do the same. With the help of the guardian of the Dome, I reached January 2022.


From the uncertain mists of the future, I witnessed a harrowing struggle against an epidemic with a name unknown to me: Covid-19. In that distant future, your courage in the face of this faceless evil left a deep impression on me. Unfortunately, despite your fierce resistance, this shadow ended up engulfing you in its abyss. And while I was still trying to grasp the scale of this tragedy, another soul, Sena, was swept away by the same wave. She left behind a poignant tableau : a little girl of eight, lost in the immensity of her grief, and two other children, a boy and a girl, carrying the heavy burden of a world turned upside down.


In the meanders of time, I arrived too late to save them. An enigma haunts me : the man in your image, bedridden and suffering, was called Mustapha, not Moussafir. Who was he really in this weft of the future? And among the memories that pierce my heart is the look in a child's eyes, bursting with such deep terror, horror and desolation that I can't forget. I think that in the recesses of my memory, her name still echoes : Inaya.


Before the whirlwind of time swept me back to my own time, the last warning from the guardian of the rock in Jerusalem chilled my blood. With unfathomable gravity, he warned me of the dangers of parallel universes where I could lose my way. And in that brief window of time, I caught a glimpse of that future, so distinct from our reality. If technology had wrought miracles there, it had also, ironically, eroded what constitutes the beating heart of our humanity.


Mustapha, whose composure wavered, finally succumbed to the force of his tears. They rushed forward, releasing a cascade of emotions so vast and powerful that it seemed to engulf the whole room. In a burst of humanity, Sister Emmanuelle came towards him, trying to be the rock on which he could lean, trying to ease the crushing pain that was emanating from him.


As I absorbed myself in this scene, my glass slipped from my hand, falling inexorably to the ground. On impact, it exploded in a deafening echo, echoing the fragility of our lives. I felt disconnected, as if my soul had been briefly torn from my body. We all stood there, frozen, as if time itself had stood still. And in that momentary suspension of reality, I realised : this scene, I had already passed through it in the labyrinth of my dreams the day before. Mustapha's every word, every shudder, perfectly reflected my nightmare - and more particularly, the image of young Inaya. Her name, synonymous with 'solicitude' and 'benevolence' in Arabic, was no mere coincidence. For me, it was clear that every moment, every breath, is woven into the great tapestry of destiny.


The Professor solemnly rises to speak :


– I knew it. I felt it. Just like some of you here today. Your dreams, even if they took different forms, carried the same melody, the same vibrant echo of truth. Each of us may hold a piece of this dream puzzle. So who among you has felt this nocturnal vibration of which I speak?


At these words, the Major, the Rabbi and Sister Emmanuelle, in a solemn gesture, raise their hands, their faces gravely marked by the recognition of this shared experience.


The Professor, driven by a burning passion, continues :


– In the weave of my dream, I met a man of unshakeable piety, overflowing with love for his people. His heart beat to the rhythm of literature, and his fingers danced to compose sublime poetry. He possessed the wisdom of the ages, and divine grace seemed to bless him with infinite knowledge. His ease with words, his gift for eloquence, whether through the pen or the spoken word, reminds me of someone we all know. Moussafir, this man could well be your reflection in this dream.


The Major then stands up, his words carrying a weight :


– In my vision, I witnessed the bravery of a warrior whose courage transcended anything I had ever known. His strength, both physical and mental, was beyond anything human, bordering on the unimaginable. He was an unrivalled athlete, with a perfect mastery of the fighting arts and unrivalled stamina. By the standards of his time, he seemed to come from another planet, possessing as yet unexplored abilities which, if fully deployed, would make him irresistibly powerful. And although uncertainty hovers slightly in the back of my mind, I have to say that this man, in all his greatness, seems strangely like you, Moussafir.


The Rabbi, in turn, rises and proclaims :


– In my visionary dream, I met a man of remarkable diligence, with professional skills that took him to the four corners of the world. He was a true self-taught chameleon, a figure of success who excelled in everything he touched. The beauty of his career lay in his ability to live intensely in the present moment. With an ease that fascinated me, he left the past where it was, lightly turning the pages of his life, and with each new turn, writing ever brighter chapters. It's hard not to see a shadow of you there, Moussafir.


Sister Emmanuelle concluded this profound exchange :


– For my part, in the meanderings of my dream, I came face to face with a man of palpable goodness, a veritable bulwark for those he loves, a man whose faith in God and humanity is unshakeable. Love radiates from his heart, even as he battles his own inner demons. But what troubles me deeply is the constant presence of menacing shadows trying to drag him down into the abyss of despair. All around him, I sensed the mistrust, even jealousy, of many souls who, driven by a consuming rage, are trying to bring him down.


He exudes an inner strength, a light that even the dark forces seem to fear. Despite this, attempts have been made to bewitch him, assaults of a disturbing power that I can feel in my bones. He is in peril, looking for support. And, strangely, as I gaze upon this man, I hear echoes of you, Moussafir, as if your essence has whispered to his fate.


I was a shipwrecked soul, lost in an ocean of uncertainty and distress, with only Sena's face to guide me. In this state of emotional chaos, the very idea that another man, real or illusory, could take my place beside her was an unbearable affront to my heart. The thought of her being torn from my life was so excruciating that I could not bear it; she has always been my dawn and my twilight.


My heart was a devastated battlefield, and the urgency of helping them was becoming more pressing by the second. My whole being was in tatters, as if an invisible vampire had sucked all the vitality out of me. My vulnerability, my Achilles' heel, had just been exposed in the most brutal way, and I suddenly realised that this was my biggest mistake.


Isha then rose to her feet with a determined step, emotion showing in her eyes :


– It is behind the protective walls of the house, where the wind cannot betray our confidences, that we should share our worries. Forces invisible to our eyes may be lurking in the shadows, eager to seize our words and plot our doom. Moussafir, by exposing your vulnerability in this way, you are endangering each and every one of us, including yourself. Discretion is our best defence. Before we go any further, I suggest we retire far from curious ears to savour our dessert.


Isha, the warrior with a heart as wide as his bravery, had sensed the fragility of this moment. Once again, he was demonstrating his strategic acumen and clear-sightedness. At his suggestion, we headed for the great hall. The echoes of the Battle of the Septante, where our elders had sacrificed their lives, weighed heavily on our hearts.


As for me, the gravity of the situation outweighed all other emotions, even though I could clearly feel Angel's melancholy. But with characteristic determination, she put aside her torments, focusing all her energy on the current threat.


Isha took the floor again to continue her speech, her voice full of determination mixed with concern :


– I've already told you, Moussafir, that in the past, my trust in Lucifia and Hafrit had its limits. Since then, my position has remained unchanged. These beings are radically different from us humans. Despite my belief in the existence of trustworthy exceptions among them, as far as these two are concerned, my prudence dictates that we keep them at a distance. My primary mission is to look after you, just as yours requires us all to look after each other. I know for a fact that your ears will remain deaf to any attempt at persuasion. I already sense in you an ardent fervour, an irrevocable decision to come to their aid.


I want to be the one to give you the ring, the instrument of this journey. For me, it's more than an honour, it's a privilege to offer my own life in exchange for many, especially the life of this little girl who could be yours.


It was then that I replied to my dear friend and brother Isha, my emotion veiled in deep sadness :


– I can in no way accept that anyone, least of all you, Isha, should make the slightest sacrifice. Your primary mission, like that of all humanity, is to live, no matter what vicissitudes lie ahead.


My belief is that suicide, even in disguise, is strictly forbidden. Moreover, the venerated Sheikh will have to answer for his actions before God on Judgement Day.


Suddenly, Ondine tried to communicate with us, her words conveying a wave of elusive emotions. I began to translate her words :


– Moussafir! I can't let you say such things without intervening. You're not in your right mind to make such far-reaching decisions. The Sheikh, Mustapha and Marie-Christine did not take their own lives, they made the ultimate sacrifice to win a victory that we had been pursuing for twelve long centuries. This century was our last chance to win.


Only the souls present here have the power to endow you with the ring that will open the way to this journey, with the exception of Angel and Abigael, whose essence is tinged with the divine. They are fully aware of the risks and the price to be paid for such a sacrifice. They would accept this burden with honour, and much more besides.


Isha is right in saying that none of us will be able to dissuade you, and none of us will try. However, it is vital that you learn of a revelation of the utmost importance.


Ondine had captured everyone's attention, and we were in suspense, ready to listen to her words.


– Your status as Guardian of the Present, a distant descendant of the prophet Solomon, has endowed you with powers that have enabled you, through thought and emotion, to materialise a double of yourself to fill the place you could not fill.


"Mustapha' means 'the chosen one' in Arabic, and it was you who chose this double, to fill the void you couldn't share with Sena, for fear that a stranger might do it. Yes, it was a deliberate choice, but also an eminently rational and exceptional one.


On this 4 June 1994, Sena and Mustapha unite their destinies to begin the life you will live through them, through your thoughts. Mustapha and Marie-Christine's destiny, like yours, is woven into an infinite loop, a loop that could well close again in this century if you exercise prudence, wisdom and reflection, as you have always done.


Ondine's words echoed in the air, laden with an almost unbearable emotional heaviness :


– You'll have the chance to go back in time two years, two months and two days to help. When you return, the vortex will swallow you up without warning. You will bring back with you all the information you need to set up an operation where, collectively, you will embark on the mission to save this world. There will be no turning back for any of you. It will require the ultimate sacrifice. Before you leave, you must give me Solomon's magic ring, which I will keep at the bottom of Lake Geneva. Do it quickly, because evil forces will try to attack the rest of the group here.


Above all, avoid any publicity over there. The dark forces will be more powerful, and when you cross the Dome, you'll be invisible, able only to whisper to make yourself heard. The future passage you will all take through the vortex of the fir tree will be your supreme sacrifice. Only you will know the precise date. You will also have to return to the past. You will have to prepare collectively for this deep adventure into the bowels of the earth.


Who else but you, Musafir, can feel such deep compassion for others? You are the Guardian of the present, unchanging in all your splendour. You alone can rekindle hope when humanity despairs most. You are the reconciler, the benefactor who will put an end to the schemes of the dark forces.


Ondine had given us all the keys we needed to understand and accept the situation. As the Sheikh taught me at the time (peace be upon his soul): "Man is endowed with the divine essence, unaware of the power he holds within himself. He would never suspect that through sincere thoughts he can give form to the incomprehensible, a secret reserved for the soul, which only God knows".


Abigael and Angel had left to consult about the sacrifice of the ring. Their presence was not necessary and they returned with the idea that nineteen protectors should take part in a draw, in which the single ring would be placed amongst eighteen perfect replicas.


Each of them would have to give me their ring, without me knowing which one was genuine, because only the guardian of the Dome could discern it. So even the sacrificed would not know his fate until the fateful day of my return.


The idea was fair, even extremely fair, but my heart refused to accept it, even though there was no other way forward. I had to reluctantly acquiesce, and above all, I was faced with the horrible possibility that Isha, my soul brother, would be among those chosen.


It was with a voice broken by emotion that I spoke :


– My tears betray what my words cannot express. They flow for many reasons, one of which, as you have already understood, is that someone here, in front of me, has decided to die so that I can supposedly help a future me, to save my beloved Sena and her children.


Tears flooded my eyes as I realised that I would never be able to share my life with Sena, that our love would remain forever unfulfilled, unless we followed the fate of Mustapha and Marie-Christine. In that moment, I felt the depth of their love, even at the dawn of their 99th year.


I created a replica of myself for her, and when they met, the spark was immediately lit. At this very moment, they are united by the sacred bonds of marriage, and she is about to live the life she has always dreamed of. My heart sinks ; I'll never be able to love someone as much as I love her.


It's an obvious fact that keeps haunting me. For the moment, however, I have to channel all my energy into this rescue mission. I need to remain emotionally detached. Let's all enjoy this moment of respite together, because tomorrow we enter the unknown of the cursed draw. I feel like the pilot of a ship heading into the unknown ; I'm going to have to guide some of you to the wormhole before I leave. And it is through this cosmic door that I will return.


Isha, Shewan and Muylan spontaneously volunteered to accompany Angel and Abigael. Their dedication is touching. The others chose to stay behind, turning the estate into a temporary sanctuary of love and hope.


Time flew by at dizzying speed, leaving us almost helpless. Every glance we exchanged, every smile we shared was a glimmer of humanity, like an anticipated farewell. The weight of the ring's sacrifice levelled our destinies on a razor's edge.


We never stop wondering who will be the next to go. Compassion for others has reached its peak, and the enigmatic Unakit already seems to have certainties that she keeps to herself. Her eyes seem to whisper unspoken truths.


The estate opened its welcoming arms to us all, and in the collective warmth we found mutual comfort. Abigael, the born organiser, had already orchestrated everything for me : my flight for late morning tomorrow was booked and her brother Aaron would be waiting for me at Tel Aviv airport. We set the draw for eight o'clock in the morning, giving the rings plenty of time to get ready. This tight schedule adds a palpable tension to the air.


The Major slipped away to the banks of the Rhône without a word. When he returned, he came to talk to me, his intense gaze filled with mystery.


– I need you to go to a specific place on your journey into the future," he said ". What you discover there must remain a secret.


I nodded, too absorbed in the urgency of the moment to ask any questions. My priority was to spend these precious last hours with Angel and Abigael, as if every second became a fragment of memory to be cherished.


As the sun set and then rose almost immediately, a palpable anxiety gripped us all. The Major took out the jar containing the rings, indistinguishable between the original and the replica. It was Swiss craftsmanship that heightened the suspense. Every movement seems to be made in slow motion, every breath heavier. We are at a crossroads, and uncertainty envelops us like a thick mist.


Everyone removed their ring with palpable determination. Once everyone had completed this task, my gaze fell to the bottom of the container, and there, standing alone, was another ring. A feeling of trepidation mingled with my confusion. I asked the Major about it, doubting that there had been a manufacturing error, as there was clearly one ring too many.


His reply echoed in the air :


– No, Moussafir! The account is correct. This is for Ondine, who also wanted to take part. All you have to do is approach her and she'll give it to you.


A wave of feelings washed over me at that moment, mixing confusion with worry, and adding deep surprise to the emotional equation. I would never have imagined that Ondine would join in this sacrifice.


Now I held the twenty rings in my hands, ready to accompany Angel, Abigael, Isha, Shewan and Muylan to the fir grove, where the vortex awaited us. The protectors exchanged a farewell that had a special meaning. I paid particular attention to the Major, grateful for his guidance, reminding him that I would not forget the coordinates of the place he had given me.


The Rabbi had decided to accompany me to the airport, a short trip to the pine grove and back.


Before embarking on the long and arduous journey ahead, I rushed to the banks of the Rhône to bid a final farewell to Ondine. She was already there, luminous, her red hair glistening in the sunlight and her scales displaying an indefinable shade of green. I felt a compelling need to understand why she had made this choice. Her support was invaluable, and I didn't want to risk losing it.


His answer still resonates with me :


– You know, Moussafir, that I'm aware of certain things that I can't share. It could influence crucial decisions in an uncertain future. Know that the Creator has given you the ability to discern your free will, so that you always make the best choices. Trust your judgement, even if it sometimes seems wrong. Remember that a great evil can beget a great good, and that a great good can sometimes cause a great evil. Trust your innate instincts, as you always have, and prepare yourself. The road ahead could be a hellish one.


Before we parted, she left me one last message :


– If it's me who's leaving, you should know that everything has been arranged with the Major. He'll be in charge while I'm away.


I hugged her at the water's edge, and it was at that precise moment that I understood the power of emotions. I then left with my protectors. As we approached the vortex, the pain of leaving Angel and Abigael was heartbreaking. Our love grew stronger every day, fortifying us, and its influence even affected Isha, Shewan and Muylan. On the way home, I took the time to say hello to Duchifat the hoopoe, Rufa the ant and Aretaon the Phasmus species. The time had come for me to meet the rabbi.


He was waiting to accompany me to the airport, and on the way we plunged into a deep conversation. He shared with me the plans he had made with his Palestinian friends. They would join me as far as the Dome of the Rock. The rabbi explained to me that the forces of evil exerted a powerful influence in Israel, and that their presence there was mainly political, far from religious. The population was divided, and the rabbi belonged to a faction that fought resolutely against evil, alongside a Palestinian faction that shared the same ideals. This alliance transcended political barriers, focusing on the fight against harmful influences.


In a voice full of emotion, he shared his thoughts with me :


– You know, Moussafir, the forces of evil are omnipresent, even among the Palestinians. They have insidiously infiltrated every stratum of society, contaminating institutions and corrupting minds.


The financial world has become their privileged playground, where their sinister manoeuvres are deployed without scruples. You could one day find yourself face to face with one of them, completely unaware of his or her sinister nature. What's most disturbing is that these agents of evil are themselves caught in the net of their own manipulation, a downward spiral they don't recognise.


His eyes betrayed a deep concern, as if he were carrying the burden of this disturbing truth.


He continued in a tone charged with intensity :


– These malevolent forces take many forms, often disguising themselves as charitable benefactors in order to deceive those around them. But behind these seductive masks lie dark and evil intentions.


His words struck a chord with me, shaking my perceptions and certainties.


He warned me with palpable conviction :


– Be on your guard, because even within your own family, among those closest to you, these dark entities could be lurking. They operate on several levels, an insidious hierarchy. The lower echelons are consumed by the quest for material wealth, having abandoned all principles and values.


As they climb the ladder, they sink deeper into darkness, committing themselves to occult practices and sacrifices. Those who turn to black magic or witchcraft to harm their own brothers and sisters are tragically doomed.


His words resonated deeply within me, prompting intense reflection on human duality. Suddenly, his gaze locked with mine with a disconcerting intensity :


– These people have sold their souls to the devil, but they seem blind to the true extent of their commitment. They serve those at the top of this perverted pyramid.


His gaze sought an answer, a reaction to these obscure and troubling truths.


He murmured with palpable emotion :


– At the top of this pyramid, an unknown entity could be communicating directly with Iblis himself. It's this person, this obscure link, that you need to identify quickly.


Our discussion with the Rabbi had been charged with intensity, every word spoken stirring my inner being. All the way to the airport, he had shared these thoughts with passion and deep emotion, leaving me deeply moved. My thoughts were torn between the Rabbi's teachings and the image of Sena that dominated my mind. Despite this, the Rabbi's words had taken root in me, leaving an indelible imprint of new concern and understanding.
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