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            "A photograph survives. A witness returns. A city refuses to forget."
-Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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Dedication
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For those whose names survived only in memory.

For those whose stories were never fully told.

For every witness who carried truth when silence seemed easier.

And for the cities that continue to remember.
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The wind said:

You may bury a body,
but memory learns how to travel.
-Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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Preface
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This novel was born from a question:

What happens to truth when those who witnessed it are gone?

Across generations and conflicts, countless lives disappear beneath statistics, headlines, official reports, and political arguments. Yet memory persists. It survives in photographs, stories, ruins, names, and silence itself.

SEVEN WINDS OVER AL-QUDS is an exploration of memory, loss, identity, and the human need to be remembered. The afterlife portrayed in these pages is not a religious doctrine but a symbolic landscape where history, grief, and unfinished truths continue their journey.

At its heart, this story asks whether truth can survive when powerful forces attempt to erase it.
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The city had forgotten what silence sounded like.

Night no longer belonged to the stars. It belonged to machines that circled above rooftops and narrow streets, watching, recording, waiting.

In that city lived a photographer whose camera had become both a shield and a burden. Every image he captured preserved a fragment of reality, yet every photograph carried a question: Would anyone believe what it showed?

He spent years documenting lives unfolding beneath uncertainty. Children playing beside broken walls. Families rebuilding rooms that had already been rebuilt many times before. Faces carrying hope and exhaustion in equal measure.

Then, on one final night, he captured a photograph he was never meant to take.

Moments later, everything changed.

His body vanished.

His camera remained.

And somewhere between death and memory, a new journey began.

A place existed beyond the world of the living—a shifting city of shadows where unfinished stories gathered like dust carried by the wind. There, the dead waited not for judgment, but for understanding.

They called them the Seven Winds.

Each wind carried a different truth.

Each truth carried a different wound.

And before the final wind arrived, the photographer would discover that memory is far more dangerous than death.

For memory refuses to stay buried.
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1. The Sky That Did Not Sleep


[image: ]


Night still arrived according to the clock, but true darkness no longer came.

Something was always watching.

Something was always awake.

The sky hummed with distant machinery that moved beyond sight yet never beyond hearing. Its presence settled over rooftops and alleyways like an invisible weather. Children learned its sound before they learned the names of constellations. Old men paused their conversations when it grew louder. Mothers listened to it while preparing meals. Shopkeepers listened to it while counting coins.

The city listened because it had no choice.

Above them, the sky did not sleep.

And neither, increasingly, did the people beneath it.

Nabil Rahman stood on the roof of a six-story apartment building and lifted his camera toward the horizon.

The viewfinder framed a landscape of contradictions.

A minaret rose beside a shattered wall.

Laundry fluttered between buildings scarred by age and neglect.

Streetlights painted thin rivers of gold across empty roads.

Somewhere a child laughed.

Somewhere else a siren cried.

Beauty and grief occupied neighboring addresses.

Nabil photographed both.

For twelve years he had documented the city.

Not because he believed photographs could change the world.

Experience had taught him otherwise.

Photographs rarely changed the world.

But they could challenge forgetting.

And forgetting, he had come to believe, was one of the most dangerous forces ever invented.

The camera clicked.

Another image joined thousands already stored on memory cards and hard drives.

Faces.

Streets.

Funerals.

Weddings.

Markets.

Ruins.

Birthdays.

Mourning.

Life refusing to surrender to circumstance.

The city's unofficial autobiography.

Nabil lowered the camera.

The wind carried dust across the rooftop.

For a moment he closed his eyes.

Exhaustion settled heavily inside him.

Not physical exhaustion.

Something deeper.

The exhaustion of witnessing.

There were days when memory felt heavier than stone.

Days when he wished he could forget certain faces.

Certain voices.

Certain moments frozen forever inside photographs.

Yet every morning he picked up the camera again.

Because someone had to remember.

Someone had to look.

Someone had to keep evidence that ordinary lives had existed.

His phone vibrated.

A message appeared.

From Omar.

His youngest brother.

You haven't visited in three weeks.

Mother keeps asking.

Nabil smiled faintly.

Family had become complicated after their father's death.

The old house still stood.

The brothers still lived there.

Yet years of disappointments and misunderstandings had created invisible walls inside every room.

Sometimes Nabil felt closer to strangers he photographed than to the people who shared his blood.

He typed a response.

Tomorrow.

I promise.

A moment later another message arrived.

You always say tomorrow.

The smile disappeared.

Because Omar was right.

Nabil looked toward the city again.

Tomorrow had become a dangerous word.

Tomorrow assumed certainty.

Tomorrow assumed survival.

Tomorrow assumed the future owed explanations.

The city had taught him otherwise.

He slipped the phone into his pocket and descended the stairs.

The apartment building smelled faintly of dust and cooking oil.

Voices echoed behind closed doors.

Televisions glowed through curtains.

Life continued.

It always continued.

Even when history attempted interruption.

Outside, the streets remained awake.

Small groups gathered near cafés.

Vendors packed away merchandise.

Motorcycles moved through narrow roads like restless insects.

The city possessed an unusual talent.

It could appear normal while carrying immense strain.

Nabil often thought of it as a patient who had learned how to smile during surgery.

He walked slowly.

The camera hung from his shoulder.

People recognized him.

Not because he was famous.

Because he was familiar.

The photographer.

The witness.

The man who seemed present whenever important things happened.

An elderly shopkeeper raised a hand.

"Nabil."

"Good evening."

"Working again?"

"When am I not?"

The old man laughed.

"One day that camera will become heavier than you."

"It already is."

The laughter faded.

Neither man smiled.

Because they both understood the truth hidden inside the joke.

Nabil continued walking.

The night air felt unusually cold.

Above him the mechanical hum persisted.

Watching.

Waiting.

Remembering.

Or perhaps forgetting.

Sometimes he was no longer certain which.

Hours later he arrived at a small apartment that served as both home and office.

The walls were covered with photographs.

Hundreds of them.

Children chasing kites.

Families gathered around dinner tables.

Workers rebuilding damaged storefronts.

Old women tending rooftop gardens.

Ordinary moments.

Small acts of survival.

Proof that life existed beyond headlines.

Proof that humanity could not be reduced to statistics.

Nabil studied the photographs carefully.

Each image represented a fragment of memory rescued from disappearance.

Yet recently a troubling thought had begun haunting him.

What if memory itself could be manipulated?

What if evidence could be altered?

What if history was not merely forgotten but actively rewritten?

The question had arrived months earlier after an anonymous source contacted him.

The source claimed to possess information about a series of incidents that had never appeared in official records.

No documentation.

No acknowledgment.

No explanation.

Only silence.

At first Nabil dismissed the claims.

Conspiracy theories thrived wherever uncertainty existed.

But then evidence began appearing.

Small pieces.

Photographs.

Coordinates.

Names.

Fragments of a puzzle.

Enough to raise questions.

Not enough to provide answers.

Tonight he intended to meet the source.

For the third time.

The first two meetings had produced more mysteries than solutions.

Perhaps tonight would be different.

He checked his watch.

Nearly midnight.

The meeting location lay near the edge of the city.

An abandoned administrative building that had survived multiple eras without belonging fully to any of them.

Nabil gathered his equipment.

Extra batteries.

Notebook.

Memory cards.

Camera.

Always the camera.

Before leaving, he paused beside a framed photograph hanging near the door.

It showed the five brothers standing together in front of the family house many years earlier.

Children.

Smiling.

Whole.

The image belonged to another lifetime.

He touched the frame lightly.

Then left.

The streets gradually emptied as midnight approached.

Clouds drifted across the sky.

The distant mechanical hum continued.

By the time Nabil reached the abandoned building, the city felt suspended between waking and dreaming.

The structure rose from darkness like a forgotten monument.

Broken windows.

Cracked walls.

Faded government markings from administrations long vanished.

History layered upon history.

Like sediment accumulating at the bottom of a river.

Nabil entered cautiously.

His footsteps echoed.

The interior smelled of dust and damp concrete.

A flashlight beam cut through darkness.

Room after room stood empty.

Then he heard a voice.

"You came."

A figure emerged from shadow.

Face concealed.

Gender impossible to determine.

Only the eyes remained visible.

Sharp.

Alert.

Afraid.

Nabil recognized the voice.

The source.

"You said you had something important."

"I do."

The figure handed him a sealed envelope.

Nabil stared.

"What's inside?"

"Evidence."

"Evidence of what?"

The source hesitated.

Then answered quietly.

"Evidence that some truths are considered more dangerous than weapons."

The words lingered between them.

Nabil opened the envelope.

Inside were photographs.

Old photographs.

Dozens of them.

He examined the first image.

Then the second.

Then the third.

A chill moved through him.

The images appeared authentic.

Yet according to official records, the events depicted had never occurred.

No reports.

No investigations.

No acknowledgment.

Nothing.

The photographs documented absences.

Histories erased before they could become history.

Nabil looked up.

"Where did you get these?"

The source stepped backward.

"You should stop asking where."

"Then what should I ask?"

The reply came immediately.

"Ask why."

Silence followed.

The building seemed to listen.

The darkness seemed attentive.

Nabil felt a growing certainty that he had crossed an invisible threshold.

Whatever story he had been investigating was larger than he imagined.

Larger than politics.

Larger than institutions.

Perhaps larger than memory itself.

He slipped the photographs into his bag.

"I need proof."

"You already have proof."

"I need more."

The source's eyes reflected sadness.

"No."

"What?"

"You need courage."

Before Nabil could respond, a sound interrupted them.

Distant.

Sharp.

Metallic.

Both turned.

The source froze.

Fear appeared instantly.

Raw and unmistakable.

"You need to leave."

"What happened?"

"Leave now."

The voice had changed.

Urgent.

Desperate.

"Nabil, listen carefully."

For the first time the source spoke his name.

"Some photographs are not meant to survive."

The building trembled slightly.

Dust fell from the ceiling.

Another sound echoed somewhere outside.

Closer.

Nabil felt his pulse quicken.

"What aren't you telling me?"

The source looked directly at him.

And spoke the sentence that would remain with him long after everything else disappeared.

"The most dangerous thing in the world is a witness who remembers."

Then the lights went out.

Darkness swallowed the room.

Silence followed.

Absolute.

Complete.

For one suspended moment, Nabil could hear nothing.

Not the city.

Not the wind.

Not even the distant machines in the sky.

Only his own heartbeat.

And then—

A flash.

Brighter than daylight.

The world shattered into white.

The camera slipped from his hands.

The photographs scattered through the air like frightened birds.

And somewhere beyond the collapsing darkness, beyond pain, beyond time itself, another journey was already beginning.

A journey into a place where forgotten souls waited.

A place where memory possessed its own geography.

A place where the dead carried unfinished stories like passports.

A place where seven winds were gathering.

Waiting.

For him.
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