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Prologue
In a corner of the earth where history, religion, and conflict intersect, a man finds himself caught between the shadows of the past and the light of an uncertain future. Yusef was born in a small village in the West Bank, where the air carries the echo of generations of stories of struggle and resistance. His life was marked by the scars of a conflict that never seemed to end, but it was in the midst of those scars that a truth emerged which would change his life forever.
This narrative is not just the story of a Palestinian who decided to follow Jesus. It is the story of a radical transformation that challenges the barriers of identity, hatred, and tradition. A story that reveals the power of love and faith in a context of suffering, persecution, and hope. Yusef, a man who in his youth had learned to see Christians as enemies, now found himself embracing the cross that his people had rejected.
"The Palestinian Who Loved Jesus" is more than a conversion story; it is a journey of personal redemption, but also of reconciliation with his people, his land, and with the same God who one day called him by name. Each chapter of this story intertwines with a biblical teaching, a truth that, over the years, has proven to be more powerful than any ideology or political borders. It is a testament that light can penetrate the darkest places and that hope can arise even in the midst of war.
From his encounter with Jesus to his struggle to live out his faith in a world that rejects him, Yusef becomes a living testimony of what it means to follow Christ in times of adversity. Persecution, flight, separation, and pain are part of his path, but so are restoration, forgiveness, and victory over fear and hatred.
As we progress through this story, we invite the reader to immerse themselves in a narrative of love, sacrifice, and courage, which speaks not only of one man, but of a universal struggle for peace and reconciliation in a divided world. Yusef is not just a Palestinian; he is a symbol of all those who, in the midst of darkness, have decided to walk towards the light, despite the obstacles.
This is the story of a man who loved Jesus, and in doing so, came to understand that love transcends all borders, including those that humanity has drawn between itself.
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The Palestinian Who Loved Jesus

Roots
"Peace, peace to him who is far off and to him who is near," says the Lord; "and I will heal him." Isaiah 57:19
From childhood, Yusef learned to live between walls. Not just the concrete ones that separated his village from other territories, erected to delimit and control, but also the invisible ones, much harder to avoid: those of accumulated resentment, inherited religion accepted without question, and the constant tension that permeated every corner of his town in the West Bank. Those walls weren't always seen, but they were felt in the glances, in the hushed conversations, in the way distrust was taught even before understanding.
His family was practicing Muslim, like almost everyone in the area, and faith was as much a part of daily life as the call to prayer or the restrictions imposed by the occupation. Yusef was not an extremist or violent young man; however, he grew up with the deeply ingrained conviction that his people's suffering had clear culprits, names repeated over and over until they became unquestionable. That narrative was not debated: it was inherited.
In the afternoons, sitting with his grandfather, he would listen to stories laden with memory and pain about the Nakba, about loss, dispossession, and the humiliation passed down from generation to generation. As he spoke, the old man would look towards the horizon as if he could still see the lost lands. Yusef observed the flags painted on the walls, the photographs of martyrs hung in the streets, the graffiti crying out for resistance, and he felt that the Palestinian cause was not just a political idea, but an extension of his own identity. Denying it would have been denying himself.
And yet, something didn't quite fit. In the midst of that solid, universally shared narrative, a feeling began to grow inside him, difficult to name, a kind of silent emptiness. It wasn't rebellion or rejection; it was more the persistent impression that something was missing, that the learned answers couldn't fill certain questions that arose when he was alone.
One day, while idly scrolling through social media, skipping between music videos, everyday images, and repeated news of the conflict, a short sermon by a young Christian appeared. It wasn't aggressive or political in tone. He simply quoted a phrase from a letter called Ephesians:
"At that time you were without Christ, alienated from the citizenship of Israel and strangers to the covenants of promise, having no hope and without God in the world."
Yusef didn't fully understand those words. He didn't really know this Christ they spoke of, nor did he understand what it meant to be "alienated from the citizenship of Israel." But something inside him stirred with a strange discomfort. That phrase described him with a precision that disarmed him. Without hope and without God in the world. That's how he felt, though he would never have said it out loud, not even to himself.
He quickly closed the video. He knew it was dangerous to consume that type of content. It could be interpreted as Zionist propaganda or Christian proselytism, and that was enough to attract suspicion, unwanted questions, trouble. However, the phrase had already taken root. It remained in his mind, repeating itself over and over, like a persistent echo in an empty cave.
Yusef didn't know it yet, but a small seed had just fallen into the dry soil of his soul. He didn't understand the message or its scope, but something deep within him recognized that there was a different truth there, one that didn't shout slogans or demand hatred. A truth that, from that moment, would begin to seek him out even when he tried to flee from it.
The Scar on the Wall
"The wicked shall be turned into hell, and all the nations that forget God."
Psalms 9:17
The first time Yusef dared to approach the wall, it wasn't out of political curiosity or a rebellious impulse. He was looking for silence. That day there were too many voices at home, too much tension, too many opinions about the latest attack on the border. He left without saying anything, headphones on and hood covering part of his face.

He had seen the wall all his life. Imposing, gray, covered in graffiti and torn posters. But he had never stopped in front of it alone. That day he looked at it with different eyes. Not as a political barrier, but as an open wound. A scar.

He sat on the ground, leaning his back against the cold concrete. He took out his phone and played again the video he had closed days before. It was one of those Christian messages that appeared on social media from time to time. He didn't understand why he hadn't scrolled past them lately. The phrase had haunted him all week: "...having no hope and without God in the world."

It sounded strange to him. He didn't understand what it meant, but something inside him felt it was deeply true. As if someone were exactly describing what was in his chest.
He looked up. Someone had written in black paint, right in front of him:
"Here too God has wept."
And below, in small letters: John 11:35 – Jesus wept.
"Jesus wept?" he murmured.
He knew that Christians considered him the Son of God, even God himself. For him, as for many of his people, Jesus —Isa— was just a prophet, a respected one, but not divine. That idea of a God who weeps, who suffers, seemed absurd to him... and at the same time strangely beautiful.
He remained silent for a long time. The wind blew through the cracks in the wall. Yusef, on impulse, reached out his hand and touched the rough concrete. He felt cold, but not indifference. He wondered how many others had secretly wept there.
He remembered something his mother used to tell him when he was a child:
"Sometimes the heart gets so full of pain, it doesn't even know how to ask for help."
Yusef didn't know if God heard him. He didn't know if this Christ that Christians preached could really save someone like him. But for the first time in a long time, he opened his mouth and whispered:
"If You are real... and if You are who they say You are... show me."
There were no lightning bolts, no voice from heaven. Only a gentle wind that crossed the street like a caress.
And for some reason, that day Yusef felt he wasn't so alone.

The Path Among the Vineyards
"Jesus said to him, 'I am the way, the truth, and the life. No one comes to the Father except through Me.'"
John 14:6
That night was different. There were no bombings or alarms, no habitual roar that shook the ground and forced one to count the seconds between explosions. Only the distant murmur of the wind hitting the shelter's tin roofs, a monotonous sound that, for once, didn't announce immediate danger. The young man closed his eyes without hope, like someone surrendering to exhaustion without the real intention of waking up. But then he dreamed.
He was walking on a dirt road, wide and serene, flanked by resplendent vineyards. The vines, green and bursting with fruit, stretched as far as the eye could see, orderly, alive, as if each plant knew its place. The air was clean, and everything was bathed in a soft, enveloping light that neither hurt the eyes nor cast threatening shadows. It wasn't Gaza. It wasn't this world. It was a place where peace didn't seem fragile, but natural.
Suddenly, from above, a powerful yet tender voice enveloped him like an invisible cloak, piercing him without violence, with an authority that didn't need to impose itself:
"I Am the Way."
Yusef stopped. His heart beat strongly, but there was no fear. He looked up. The clouds slowly parted, like a veil being drawn back, and at the end of the road, two enormous hands descended, open, extended towards him. They were hands that invited, that waited. But what moved him most were the marks: deep, unmistakable scars from nails that had pierced flesh and bone. He couldn't see the face, but he didn't need to. He knew who it was. And he also knew, with a certainty that allowed no doubt, that that road led him to Him.
He woke with a start, his heart pounding in his chest. He sat up abruptly and brought his hands to his face, trying to steady his breathing. The voice, the image, the peace... everything was still as alive as if he were still inside the dream, as if he hadn't fully woken up.
He urgently sought answers. He picked up the Quran and turned pages with trembling fingers, traversed suras, lines, words known since childhood. But what he had experienced in that dream didn't fit with what he read. The Isa of the Quran was a prophet, yes... respected
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