

Dedication

To those who still hear the world's timbers creak.

To those who see flames where others see only routine.

To those who refuse to believe that ashes are the final word of history.

For a long time, I searched for the one who had started the fire.

Then I understood that my task was not to point at the flames, but to protect the light.

So I gathered my wounds, my silences, and my questions, and cast them into a furnace born of a volcano.

This book is the bread of words that rose from it.

Âmoétique




Warning

This novel is a work of fiction.

Although certain places, events, names, or references may evoke real people, situations, or historical events, the story as a whole is entirely the product of the author's imagination. The characters, their thoughts, actions, dialogues, and the events they experience have been freely created or reinterpreted for the purposes of the narrative.

This work deliberately weaves together reality, symbolism, mythology, spirituality, personal reflection, and allegory. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, should be understood solely as coincidence or as a narrative choice made in service of the story.

The ideas, opinions, philosophical inquiries, and spiritual reflections expressed by the characters belong to them alone and serve the construction of the novel's universe. They are neither presented as statements of truth nor as invitations to belief, but rather as an expression of the creative freedom inherent in all literary works.

The author invites every reader to approach this novel with an open mind and complete freedom, accepting its world without feeling obliged to identify with or see themselves reflected in its characters.

Like every story, this one now belongs to those who read it.

May each reader find within it either a reflection of themselves... or simply their own journey.
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Introduction

There are journeys from which we never truly return.

Some lead us to distant lands. Others carry us across centuries, through memories or dreams. Yet the greatest journeys cross neither oceans nor borders. They pass through the human soul itself.

For many years, I believed the answers lay somewhere at the end of the road. I searched for them in books, in legends, in religions, in science, in encounters, and sometimes even in silence. Like so many before me, I pursued truths that I imagined were hidden behind the world's outward appearance.

Then life stopped me without warning, between two heartbeats, between two breaths, between two worlds.

That was where my journey began. A journey where time no longer obeys mankind, where the dead still speak, where myths breathe beneath the ruins of the past, and where the future sometimes seems to remember us before we have even met it.

But this is not a story about time travel.

Nor is it a story of prophecies, forgotten gods, or ancient mysteries.

It is the story of a quest.

The quest of a man who believed he was searching for answers, only to discover, little by little, that the questions which matter most are not about the world, nor about the passing of centuries.

They are about the human heart.

Within these pages, you will encounter shadows and light, wounds and hope, people of flesh and blood, and others who may belong only to legend. You will cross eras, invisible frontiers, and places where memory seems more alive than the present itself.

You are free to see in this book a novel, a fable, a dream, or simply a story.

As for me, I have never truly known where reality ends and imagination begins.

I know only this: when the journey was over, one certainty remained.

People spend their lives searching for the light at the edge of the world, only to discover that it has been walking beside them since the very beginning.

They seek it in distant horizons, in hidden truths, in the dreams they pursue, and in the answers they hope to find. Yet sometimes it is already there, quiet and unassuming, shining in the eyes of those who love them.

Perhaps that is why lighthouses exist.

Not to show us the way.

But to remind us that someone is waiting for us when, at last, we find our way home.

Welcome to this Odyssey.




Prologue

I have never believed that books are born by chance. For a long time, I tried to convince myself otherwise. It was easier that way. More reassuring. You sit before a blank page, an idea appears, the words fall into place, and a book begins. At least, that is what people say. But some books refuse to obey that logic. They wait for their moment. They move through the shadows. And when they finally decide to be born, they carry away everything we thought we knew.

When I arrived in Greece, I believed I was going to write another book. I had left my family in France with that quiet certainty we sometimes carry in our luggage. I was going to continue a journey already begun, return to a story left unfinished, carry on building what I had created over the years. The first days unfolded exactly as I had expected. Then something changed. I could never say precisely when.

Perhaps while wandering through alleyways bleached white beneath the sun. Perhaps while standing before that sea which seemed to have witnessed more civilizations than any history book could ever contain. Or perhaps simply in the silence. For silence sometimes speaks with a voice far more powerful than noise.

I began reading my old manuscripts again. Hundreds of pages. Thousands of sentences. I was searching for a continuation, yet every time I thought I had found it, it slipped away. Something deep inside me resisted. An invisible hand closed the door each time I tried to open it.

So I persisted. I read everything again. I filled notebooks with notes. I sketched plans. I tried to force inspiration to follow the path I had chosen. But inspiration is a strange creature. Sometimes it agrees to walk beside us. It never allows itself to be led on a leash.

Then came that night. A sleepless night. A night when thoughts stop walking and begin to run. I lay awake in the darkness, staring at the ceiling. The hours passed slowly. Outside, the world was asleep. Inside, something was awakening.

That night I found myself thinking about the wars spreading like fires that no one seemed able to contain. I thought of nations turning against one another with a new kind of violence, of families torn apart by ideas, of screens that seemed to bring people closer together while driving them ever farther apart. The longer I looked at the world, the more I felt I was witnessing a strange spectacle: everything seemed to be burning, yet no one was running for water.

I thought of the endless crowds passing across our screens each day, of truths colliding, of certainties replacing one another at a pace that had become impossible to follow. And the more I reflected, the more one image returned. The world was on fire. Not a visible fire. Not one that could be extinguished with water.

Another kind of fire. One that spread through minds, through eyes, through solitude, through fear. What unsettled me was not the fire itself. Fires have always existed. What unsettled me was the stillness. It was as though everyone could see the flames and feel their heat, yet no one seemed to know where the water could be found. This was not the first crisis humanity had endured. Wars had always existed. Empires too. Civilizations had risen and fallen. Yet something felt profoundly different. For the first time, I had the disturbing feeling that humanity was losing not only its bearings, but also its desire to find them again. Everything suggested that the fire was no longer the enemy, and that we had become spectators of our own flames.

At dawn, when the first light entered the room, I finally understood why I had been unable to write. I had been searching for the continuation of one book, while another had already been waiting for me to listen. Its title had been there from the very beginning. It was walking through the flames.

Its head bowed.

Searching for a light in a world on fire.

And for the first time, I understood that this book did not bear a title.

It bore a mission.
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Chapter I

 The beginning

« The greatest revolutions begin neither with explosions nor with cries. They take root in silence. Little by little, what once seemed unthinkable ceases to shock us. That is how the unacceptable advances: not through force, but through familiarity. For when a conscience can no longer distinguish the boundary between what it has chosen and what it has been taught to accept, it becomes the perfect prisoner of those who dream of reshaping the world in their own image. »


Âmoétique
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June 6, 2026, began like any other day. At least, that was still what I believed when the alarm clock went off at 6:46 a.m. without ever having been set.

At the time, I paid no attention to it. Still trapped in the last mists of sleep, I reached absentmindedly beyond the covers to silence the little machine that seemed to have made my daily resurrection its very reason for existing.

Then I remained still for a few moments, my eyes open in the half-light of the bedroom.

I loved that invisible frontier between night and day, that suspended moment when the mind still wanders freely before the world comes knocking once again at the door of consciousness.

For a long time, I had refused to sleep beside a mobile phone. Many people found that strange in our time. Yet the thought of allowing that permanently connected object to stand watch over my sleep had always deeply unsettled me. People already spent their entire days staring at their screens; I refused to let my nights belong to them as well.

So, on my bedside table, an old digital alarm clock continued to carry out its humble task while a simple glass of water waited patiently for the first hours of the morning. The red glow of its numbers faintly illuminated the worn wood of the table, like a discreet guardian entrusted with keeping watch over time.

Here too, some would no doubt have preferred a plastic bottle. As for me, something within had always resisted this modernity that seemed to distance mankind from the earth while giving it the illusion of progress.

I turned my head slightly toward the window. Behind the still-closed shutters, daylight was slowly gaining ground. A few timid rays filtered through the narrow gaps, tracing pale bands across the walls that seemed to hesitate between night and dawn. The air was cool.

I raised the glass to my lips and took a sip of water. It possessed that simple, transparent taste found only in things that have nothing to sell.

A water pipe vibrated softly inside one of the walls. Farther away, somewhere in the street, the engine of a passing car briefly disturbed the silence before fading into the distance. The city was beginning to awaken.

As for me, I remained there, seated between two worlds: the world of sleep, slowly drifting away, and the world of day, preparing to claim what was its due.

I loved that suspended moment when sleep had not yet completely released its hold on my mind, and the world had not yet reclaimed possession of my being. There was something precious in those first few minutes that the rest of the day always seemed incapable of offering.

No one was asking anything of me yet. No noise, no obligation, no urgency disturbed that fragile balance. I sometimes had the feeling that human beings no longer possessed many places where they could simply exist without having to answer to something or someone.

Between dreaming and waking lies a strange territory. An invisible place where certainties have not yet found their way back, and the lies we tell ourselves are still fast asleep. The masks we wear each day have not yet had time to reclaim their faces.

Our worries are there somewhere, but they still seem too heavy to rise. It was within that fragile frontier that I felt most alive. Perhaps because it was one of the last places where one could still meet oneself without an intermediary.

I let my gaze wander across the ceiling while the silence of the apartment still surrounded me. The room was bathed in a bluish light. A few timid rays were already slipping through the shutters, tracing shifting patterns across the walls that seemed to hesitate between shadow and daylight.

The outlines of the furniture slowly emerged, as though the room itself were waking cautiously, unwilling to disturb the departing night.

I could hear the gentle hum of the refrigerator from the kitchen. In the distance, a car crossed the nearly deserted street before silence reclaimed its place. Outside, the city was slowly stretching itself awake.

Here, however, silence still reigned. A silence that had become rare. A silence that many people now feared so much that they constantly sought to fill it. I, on the contrary, found a presence within it. Some truths prefer to wait for silence before making themselves heard.

Outside, everything was slowly beginning to stir.

Within a few hours, thousands of men and women would leave their beds, swallow their coffee too quickly, check their screens before even looking at the sky, and resume their familiar routine.

The streets would gradually fill with hurried vehicles. Shop windows would light up. Phones would vibrate. Diaries would resume their silent dictatorship.

Many would call that living. For a long time, I had called it the same. Yet for several years, one question had returned to haunt me every morning with almost unsettling persistence.

What if most of us were still asleep?

I was not speaking of the body's sleep. I was speaking of another kind of sleep. Quieter. Deeper. A sleep that does not close our eyes, but prevents us from seeing.

The kind that leads us to repeat the same gestures, follow the same paths, and accept the same truths without ever taking the time to look them honestly in the face. The kind that turns habit into certainty and certainty into a prison. The kind that convinces us that because something has become normal, it must therefore be right.

That thought had been with me for a long time. Long before I called myself Âmoétique. Long before the books and the poems. Something within me stubbornly refused to settle for appearances.

It was as though a quiet voice kept whispering that beyond the things we see lay a reality far greater than the one revealed at first glance. I had always felt that I had been born into an age that was moving very fast, but not necessarily in the right direction.

In our determination to simplify life, we had sometimes emptied it of its meaning. Objects were becoming smarter, while people seemed, little by little, to be losing the habit of thinking for themselves.

We possessed more ways of communicating than all previous generations combined, and yet loneliness had never seemed so present.

Our screens connected us to the entire world, while neighbours living in the same building sometimes did not even know the first names of those on the other side of the wall.

We could cross the planet in a matter of hours, gain access to almost all the world's knowledge from our pockets, speak instantly with someone living on the other side of the Earth, and yet, despite all this, something still seemed to be missing.

Something essential.

As though, fascinated by speed, we had forgotten to ask ourselves where we were truly going.

It was as though, in our determination to master everything, we had lost touch with what had once given meaning to our presence here on Earth.

I remained seated on the edge of the bed for a few moments. A new day was beginning. A day that seemed, at first glance, no different from so many others.

And yet...

Something still refused to leave me. The memory of a dream. For several years, the same dream had returned to visit me. It was unlike any other. It had no clear storyline, no clearly identifiable characters.

I was chasing no one, and no one was chasing me. Nothing spectacular ever happened. It resembled more a forgotten memory than a dream. The nostalgia of a world I had never known and yet somehow found strangely familiar.

Each time I awoke, the images faded quickly, like sand carried away by a wave. Yet the feeling remained. A feeling so profound that it sometimes stayed with me for hours, as though one part of me had returned from a real place while the rest quietly resumed its place in the ordinary world.

In that dream, humanity seemed to have recovered something

essential.

I could never have said exactly what. Perhaps a form of simplicity, a forgotten truth, or simply... humanity.

Faces were no longer marked by constant anxiety. Eyes held neither suspicion nor anger. Children grew up without fearing the future, and the elderly grew old surrounded by respect. No one was abandoned. No one went hungry. Everywhere there was a sense of trust that I could find nowhere in the world I knew.

Whenever someone fell, several hands reached out naturally to help them back to their feet.

Without calculation. Without self-interest. Without ulterior motive.

No one seemed to expect a reward. No one sought to turn generosity into a form of currency. Helping one another had become as natural as breathing.

People had learned once again to listen to their bodies. They understood the value of rest as well as that of effort.

Health no longer depended on pills or commercial promises. Words had regained their nobility. They were no longer used to manipulate or divide, but to understand, to pass on, and to build.

Every word seemed weighed with the same care a craftsman devotes to his work. Conversations were no longer about winning, but about bringing people closer together. Disagreements still existed, but they no longer led to that silent violence that leads people to see one another as enemies simply because they no longer thought alike.

I saw peoples capable of speaking with one another without seeking to dominate. Different beliefs coexisting without conflict. Leaders who truly served those they represented instead of serving themselves. Differences had not disappeared; they had simply ceased to be excuses for division.

But what struck me most was neither the peace nor the abundance.

It was the lightness. That strange feeling that humanity had finally stopped struggling against itself.

It was as though an invisible weight had vanished, and people had finally laid down the armour they had carried for so long without ever realizing it.

No one seemed concerned with proving their worth. No one sought to possess more than their neighbour in order to feel they existed. Everyone simply seemed to occupy their place naturally, like a note within the same melody.

That was what moved me most. That inner peace which seemed to dwell within people before it even existed between them. It was as though humanity had finally awakened from a very long sleep.

I remained seated on the edge of the bed for a few moments longer. Silence had returned. The dream had faded.

The first light of morning had now filled the room, bringing back with it the familiar outlines of the real world. And yet something of that dream still lingered within me, like the fragrance that remains long after the one who left it has gone.

But the question remained unchanged.

What if that dream were more than just a dream?

What if the true boundary between sleep and wakefulness was not the one that separates night from day... but the one that separates illusion from consciousness?

For years, that question had returned to visit me without ever finding an answer. It remained there, quiet yet persistent, like a door left slightly ajar somewhere in the depths of my mind.

I did not yet know that this day was about to shatter everything I believed I knew about the world...

At last, I was ready. I had eaten my breakfast while quietly turning over my morning thoughts.

Shortly afterward, I left the apartment intending to walk for a few hours before returning to my work. Since arriving in Greece, those walks had become an almost daily habit. They helped me bring order to my thoughts whenever writing refused to cooperate.

Some days the words came of their own accord, filling page after page with astonishing ease. On other days they seemed to have hidden themselves somewhere beyond my reach, leaving me alone with silence and a blank page.

Yet that morning, I did not have the feeling that I was going out simply to walk. A strange restlessness had accompanied me ever since I awoke. Nothing precise enough to be named, yet something seemed to have shifted deep within me during the night.

Like an invisible piece that had quietly moved within a mechanism whose existence I had not yet discovered. I felt neither fear nor genuine anxiety. Only the unsettling impression that something was waiting. Something whose nature I still ignored, yet whose presence I could already sense.

The streets of Alexandroupolis were slowly awakening beneath the morning light. The cafés were welcoming their first customers, shopkeepers were opening their stores, and conversations were beginning to spread through the city with the gentle rhythm that belongs to the first hours of the day.

The aroma of freshly ground coffee drifted from the still half-empty cafés while the first rays of sunlight slid across the pale façades of the buildings. Nothing seemed different from any other morning.

And yet, as I walked without any particular destination, my attention was drawn elsewhere.

For several weeks, Greece had been exerting upon me an influence that was difficult to explain. The more I discovered this country, the more I felt that it did not exist entirely in the present. Every stone seemed to carry the memory of a story.

Every hill appeared to conceal a forgotten tale. Even the wind rising from the sea sometimes gave the impression of carrying something more than the scent of salt and sea spray. It was as though the centuries still moved quietly among the living.

I did not know whether that feeling came from the country itself or from the state of mind in which I had arrived. Yet I often found myself walking for several minutes with the strange impression that the past had never truly disappeared.

The myths, the battles, the prayers, and the dreams of those who had once lived here still seemed to inhabit these places through an invisible presence. A presence impossible to see, yet whose breath could sometimes be felt when one finally took the time to slow down.

I continued walking toward the seafront when that sensation returned with renewed intensity. A gentle breeze crossed the street and brushed against my face. At once, a shiver ran up the back of my neck.

Yet the air was already mild enough that the chill could not have been its source. I stopped almost without realizing it.

The air carried a strange fragrance that I could not identify. It brought to mind sun-warmed wild herbs, the lingering incense of an ancient sanctuary, and something even older still, something that seemed to belong more to memory than to matter.

I drew a second deep breath, as if to make sure the scent truly existed. But the more I tried to define it, the more it slipped away.

For a few seconds, an inexplicable emotion came over me. The unsettling feeling of remembering a place where I had never lived. Of hearing the echo of a story no one had ever told me. Some forgotten part of myself recognized something that my mind was incapable of understanding.

I resumed walking more slowly. My eyes were instinctively drawn toward the sea, whose reflections were already shimmering in the morning light. My mind searched for a rational explanation for the growing unease, but another part of me had already refused to listen. That inner struggle was familiar to me.

It had always set the man who sought to understand against the poet who sometimes accepted simply to feel.

Since arriving in Greece, I had experienced that strange closeness to the past more than once. Not the past found in history books, but a deeper one. An older one. A past that still seemed to breathe beneath the surface of the modern world. It was as though the centuries had never truly disappeared, but continued to live quietly through certain places, certain stones, certain silences.

As though myths were not merely stories invented by mankind to give meaning to the world, but the distorted remnants of a forgotten reality.

I suddenly found myself thinking of Odysseus. Of that sea stretching only a few hundred metres before me. Of the Sirens whose song had driven sailors to abandon all caution and sail toward their own destruction. For years,

I had regarded those stories as magnificent symbols, parables meant to pass on a wisdom that the centuries had transformed into legend.

Yet at that very moment, I wondered for the first time whether the ancients had truly invented what they told.

Perhaps time does not erase everything. Perhaps it merely buries certain truths until the day someone begins to hear them again.

That thought should have made me smile. It should have seemed absurd. Yet something around me had changed. The sounds of the city were still there, but they seemed farther away.

Conversations still drifted up from the cafés. Engines still echoed through the streets. Shopkeepers were welcoming their first customers. Nothing had changed, and yet I had the strange feeling that something had shifted within reality itself.

My heart was beating faster for no apparent reason, with no visible threat before me. I felt that peculiar unease travellers sometimes experience when they are convinced they have lost their way, even though the road stretches clearly before them.

That strange sensation that something no longer quite belongs to the familiar order of things, even though it is impossible to explain what.

The farther I walked, the harder that feeling became to ignore. I had the growing impression that something was trying to draw my attention without yet revealing itself. Like a forgotten word lingering at the edge of consciousness, never quite managing to rise to the surface.

It was then that my eyes were drawn to a motionless cat at the entrance of a narrow alley. The animal was sitting beside a wall warmed by the first rays of the sun. Its grey fur almost blended with the pale stone around it.

Under ordinary circumstances, I would have continued on my way without giving it a second thought, but something in its attitude immediately unsettled me. It seemed neither curious nor wary.

It was watching.

For a few seconds, I too remained motionless. The cat never took its eyes off me. Then I had the absurd impression that it sensed exactly the same thing I did. We were both attentive to a presence that I could neither see nor define. A quiet, almost imperceptible presence that seemed to hover somewhere behind the familiar scenery of the city.

I knew how ridiculous that thought was.

Yet the more I tried to dismiss it, the more insistently it returned.

Then the cat suddenly turned its head. Its attention had been caught by something at the far end of the street. Its ears lifted slightly. Its body grew tense. A second later, it disappeared behind a wall. Almost instinctively, I followed the direction of its gaze.

And that was the moment when the world faltered.

It was neither a spectacular vision nor an apparition. Nothing that could be easily described. For a fraction of a second, I had the strange impression that something was moving behind the familiar scenery of reality.

The façades around me remained perfectly visible, the streets retained their usual appearance, and yet another image seemed to be struggling to emerge beneath the one my eyes already knew. Like an ancient fresco concealed beneath layer upon layer of paint that had suddenly found a way to reappear through the cracks of time.

It probably lasted no more than an instant. A single heartbeat at most. Yet during that brief moment, I thought I could make out figures where a few passersby were still standing several metres away. I thought I heard voices without being able to distinguish a single word.

It was not a distinct sound but rather an impression, an ancient murmur like the echo left behind by countless generations crossing the same place over the centuries. I had the fleeting sensation of perceiving the passage of thousands of lives that had walked these streets long before me. Sailors returning from the sea, merchants, soldiers, travellers, children running between the houses, old men sitting in the shade of the walls. For one second, time seemed to lose its linear course and reveal the successive layers with which it had covered the world.

Then everything vanished.

The façades regained their ordinary appearance. The cafés were still there. Conversations continued. A car crossed the neighbouring avenue while a waitress placed steaming cups on a table outside.

Nothing seemed to have changed. Yet I remained standing in the middle of the pavement, unable to understand what had just happened. My mind desperately searched for an explanation while my heart continued to beat with unusual force.

I should probably have laughed at myself. I should probably have blamed the whole episode on fatigue, lack of sleep, or an imagination made too fertile by a lifetime spent among books.

Yet despite every rational explanation my mind tried to oppose to what I had just experienced, a strange certainty slowly took hold within me. I knew neither why nor how, but something had just begun. At last, I resumed walking, unable to free my thoughts from the experience.

Every street now seemed to conceal more than it revealed.

Every stone appeared to preserve the memory of a story that no one had yet told. And as I wandered without any particular destination, an unexpected thought crossed my mind. I suddenly had the unsettling feeling that this morning did not belong to me. It seemed to have been waiting for me far longer than I could possibly imagine.

I continued walking without managing to recover my composure. The images I had
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