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            "A flower does not grow thorns because it hates the world.It grows them because the world forgot how to be gentle."

      

    

“Jasmine’s Thorns” — Inspired by a true story.

Jasmine was not created to harm anyone. Like the jasmine flower, she was pure of heart and delicate of feature, exuding fragrance wherever she passed, knowing nothing of life but serenity. Her nature held no wounding thorns nor any painful cruelty.

Yet, there are hands that know only how to crush the flowers they touch.

When her dignity was stolen, the flower did not die—but her innocence did. That day, thorns did not sprout upon the jasmine’s branches, but rather within Jasmine’s soul. They were thorns not fashioned by nature, but forged by injustice, nourished by pain, and watered by tears unseen by anyone.

She no longer sought pity, nor did she believe that time heals all wounds. She came to believe only that dignity cannot be reclaimed through wishing, and that a wound inflicted by human hands heals only when the perpetrators face the truth.

“Thorns of jasmine" became the symbol of a woman not fierce by nature, yet forced by life to arm herself with what she had never possessed—to grow thorns to protect the remnants of her humanity. For not all thorns are signs of cruelty; some are born only when flowers can no longer survive by their fragrance alone.

The wind swept through the city of Oujda with a low, steady howl, dragging a curtain of rain across a sky already drowning in gloom. Night had settled heavily over the city, sealing the streets beneath a thick, shadowed hush. In a lonely alley, only a handful of starving cats prowled between trash cans, their noses twitching for any trace of food.

The alley itself was narrow, hemmed in by small, trembling trees. Darkness clung to its walls like something alive. Plastic bags—black and white—fluttered weakly, as if trying to escape the warm eastern wind pushing through.

And then a dark SUV eased into the alley with its lights off, gliding forward like a predator avoiding detection. Its tires whispered over the wet ground until it came to a quiet stop. The back door swung open.

Something tumbled out.

It hit the pavement with the dull, heavy thud of a garbage sack thrown from a truck.

For a heartbeat, everything froze.

Then the SUV’s headlights exploded to life—front and rear—casting sharp, violent beams across the alley. In an instant, the vehicle lunged forward, its engine roaring to full fury. It shot ahead like a man sprinting from hell’s gates. A cat darted across its path—too slow. The tires slammed over it, silencing it forever. The SUV skidded left at the end of the alley, and the roar of its engine bled away into the night, leaving nothing behind but a chilling stillness.

The thing on the ground moved.

A tremor. A breath. Life clawed its way back into stiff limbs.

Slowly, painfully, the figure pushed up—like a boxer trying to stand after a knockout blow he was never meant to survive. A thin, broken wail slipped into the air.

A flash of pale skin caught what little light existed. A white thigh. A bruised, shapely leg. A torn scrap of dress clung to the mud beside a body. Long hair, soaked and tangled, spread around it like dark seaweed. One high heel remained intact on her right foot; the other heel had snapped, turning the shoe into a useless stump.

A woman.  There was no mistaking it.

She reached out, fingers trembling, until they closed around a purse not so far. She dragged herself upright, leaning forward as the wind nudged her like an impatient hand.

Suddenly, she froze.

She opened the purse with desperate, frantic movements, digging until she found a battered old flip phone. She snapped it open.

No light... No signal... Dead.

The screen stared back at her—blank, lifeless—just like the alley around her.
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Morning broke with a brilliance that felt almost unreal. The sky stretched wide and blue, polished like glass after a long night’s rain. The sun hung over the plains of the Tarrifa region, warm and generous, spilling its spring glow across the eastern fields of Morocco. Meadows rolled out like green carpets, and the orange orchards around Berkane city breathed their sweet perfume into the air. A soft breeze wandered between houses and people, touching skin with a gentle, reassuring calm.

Life seemed to hum. Birds filled the sky—starlings weaving in and out of high currents, a goldfinch ringing out its pure notes, a quail calling from the hidden grass. The rest fluttered and played, looping through the air, disappearing and returning as if rehearsing for the evening.

Not far from the orchards, a quiet river slipped through a small town. Its surface mirrored the solitary house on its bank—a house set slightly apart from the scattered homes nearby, framed by calm water and silence. A giant fig tree guarded the yard, its shade thick and cool, its branches whispering secrets as the wind passed through.

The breeze drifted across the garden, brushing over a little girl’s pink bicycle. The yellow flower tied to the handlebars trembled lightly. At the entrance of the house, a dog with soft, sleepy ears stretched out on the stones, tilting its head toward the sounds of the family inside.

A mother. A father. An older daughter. And a small girl in her sixth year.

Inside, the mother stood at the sink, sleeves rolled up, washing cups and dishes that clattered gently under her fingers. The wind outside rose with a sudden whisper that pressed against the windowpanes. She paused, looked out, and called in a warm voice:

“Jasmine... would you take the meat out of the freezer? It needs time to soften, honey.”

Before the girl could answer, the father’s voice carried from the living room. He had just turned off the television and set the remote carefully on the table.

“Jasmine is in the bathroom with Yossra,” he said.

“The wind is getting stronger out there,” the mother murmured, listening.

“There’s no trusting the winds of February and March,” the father replied.

He opened the Noble Book, lowered his gaze, and read in a low, steady voice—almost a whisper meant only for himself:

“And We ordained therein for them: life for life, eye for eye, nose for nose, ear for ear, tooth for tooth, and wounds equal for equal...”

The words fell into the room like slow, ancient echoes.

Delilah, the mother, walked to the refrigerator, took out a frozen piece of meat, and held it under running cold water. Behind her, the father’s reading softened into silence. Soon the book rested beside him, and his head sank gently onto the armrest of the sofa.

“I’ll take a small nap,” he murmured, as if speaking only to the empty air. “Wake me when the muezzin calls for Asr prayer.”

Jasmine took her chance. She slipped out of the bathroom, dragging her little sister behind her. Their giggles sparkled through the hallway like mischievous bells. The mother turned and caught sight of them, her eyes lighting with a mix of tenderness and playful reproach. With a subtle gesture of her dark eyes, she pointed at Jasmine’s skirt—worn inside out.

Jasmine clapped a hand over her mouth to hold in her laughter.

“Hurry,” she whispered to Yossra, “before my dad wakes up.”

They darted to the bedroom, settled beside the mirror, and the older sister began combing the younger one’s hair. Their laughter and whispers danced in the sunlight streaming through the window.

In the corner of the room stood a long table, cluttered with open books, papers, and rounded coffee stains. One heavy volume lay half-open, its title catching the light:

The introduction to Private Law.
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The doorbell cut through the quiet of the house—sharp, unexpected.

Delilah exhaled, wiped her hands on her apron, and walked toward the door with the slow, weary steps of a woman who has lived many busy days.

She opened it. A familiar face burst into the frame like a warm breeze.

“Hello, Delilah,” the woman said, her smile wide.

Delilah blinked, stunned—then lit up.

“My God... Kenza!” she gasped. “Hello! How are you? Tell me you’ve brought news—good news.”

Kenza lifted her chin with playful pride.

“Have I ever brought you anything else?”

Delilah stepped back, motioning her inside. “So? What is it?”

But Kenza only grinned, mischief dancing in her eyes.

“Before I tell you... give me one of your sweet zaghroudahs! Where’s the man of the house?”

“Oh, forget him,” Delilah said with a dismissive wave. “He’s not here. And what kind of news needs a zaghrouda anyway?”

Kenza placed a hand dramatically over her heart.

“My daughter—my sweet daughter—is getting married this Thursday, God willing!”

“Which one?” Delilah asked, leaning forward.

“My God... Fawzia.”

Delilah’s face softened with warmth.

“Oh, Lord... I’m so happy for her. That girl has always deserved the best. Come in, come in!”

“I can’t stay long,” Kenza protested halfheartedly.

“Oh please,” Delilah teased, pulling her friend inside. “As if I don’t know you. You’ll sit and tell me everything.”

Kenza laughed as her shoes crossed the threshold.

“Oh my God, Delilah. Every time I come, you squeeze every last detail out of me. Where’s Jasmine?” At this time, A bedroom door swung open.

“Here I am!” Jasmine announced, stepping out with theatrical flair. “Jasmine reporting! So what is it? Did your husband marry another woman?”

Kenza raised an eyebrow, her smile full of playful danger.

“Could he dare?”

Laughter echoed through the house as they gathered around the kitchen table.

Jasmine poured steaming coffee into small cups, the aroma rising like a curtain on a new scene.

“So,” Jasmine leaned forward, elbows on the table. “Tell us—how did she meet him?”

Kenza took a breath, settling into the role of storyteller.

“He saw her on her way to high school,” she began. “Driving his Mercedes. He noticed her from afar. Followed her. Honked once. When she glared at him—oh, that look—he knew she wasn’t some street girl.”

She continued, hands painting the air. “He was obsessed. Followed her for days. Finally, he got out of the car, walked up to her, and said, apologizing: ‘I only intend good.’”

Kenza lowered her voice, imitating her daughter’s boldness:

“‘If you want anything good, you ask my father. I belong to a respectable family. I have parents, a home, and relatives everywhere.’”

Kenza sighed, smiling, and pursued

“And so it happened. He brought his parents. The engagement was done. And now... the wedding.”

Jasmine nodded thoughtfully.

“Okay... and what does he do? His job?”

“He works in France,” Kenza said confidently. “And he lives in... Brussels.”

The contradiction floated between them like smoke. Jasmine hid her smile.

“So why now?” Jasmine continued. “Why a winter wedding? Not summer?”

Kenza thought, eyes narrowing slightly. “He says he wants everything recorded—photos, videos—so she can apply for her visa. By summer, everything will be ready. They’ll travel together.”

The conversation drifted deeper—marriage, men, traditions, values that held their community together like threads in a tapestry.

Their laughter rose, fell, and rose again as the late sun slid across the walls, turning the kitchen into gold.

By the time the light dimmed to dusk, it felt as if the house itself had been part of the story.
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The evening prayer had just ended, and the last echoes of worship still clung to the quiet streets as the father stepped out of the mosque beside his brother, Hajj Abraham. The night air was cool, carrying the scent of dust and jasmine. They walked side by side, their conversation drifting from the sacred to the solemn—true testimony, false testimony, and the weight that words can carry before God.

By the time they reached the house, the father lifted his hand and knocked gently, as if careful not to disturb the peace inside.

The door opened. Jasmine stood there, framed in the soft, amber glow of the hallway. At the sight of her uncle, her face brightened.

“Peace be upon you, Uncle,” she said.

“And upon you peace, Jasmine.” His smile was warm, lined with affection and age. “How are you? How is your studying? Tell me—when will you graduate?”

“I’m well, Uncle. And you?”

“I am fine, praise be to God.”

She asked after his wife. “And how is Aunt Rokaya?”

“She is well,” he said. “But, Jasmine... when do you graduate?”

“This year.”

“Good.” His eyes narrowed playfully. “And what exactly are you studying?”

“Uncle, you always forget,” she teased gently. “ The law...I mean Private law.”

“Ah, yes. Private law.” He nodded, stroking his beard. “And what do you hope to do with that after graduation?”

Before she could answer, her mother appeared behind her, wiping her hands on the edge of her apron, her face breaking into a delighted smile.

“Oh, Hajj Abraham! Welcome!” she exclaimed as she shook his hand. “I don’t know much about what you’re discussing, but I do know this girl wants to become a lawyer.”

“A fine choice,” he said, approvingly. “A noble profession. Have you found a lawyer with whom you’ll train?”

“Not yet,” Jasmine admitted.

Hajj Abraham waved a dismissive hand. “Why search far? Yaseen—my son—will handle it. I’ll speak to him. He cannot refuse everything I ask of him.”

Jasmine’s eyes sparkled with sudden hope. “Thank you, Uncle.”

“Just graduate with excellence,” he said, pointing a finger as if blessing her future. “Leave the rest to me.”

He sniffed the air dramatically.

“Now tell me—what treasure awaits us for supper?”

“Couscous with seven vegetables,” her mother replied.

“Ahh, the jackpot indeed!” he said with a hearty laugh. “I came just in time.”

“Please sit, Uncle,” Jasmine said, leading him toward the warm light of the dining room.

The house filled with the aromas of couscous, the murmur of voices, and the comfort of family—an evening wrapped in tradition, hope, and quiet promises.

Then, after dinner, Jasmine served them the coffee and said,

“I know you prefer coffee at this hour instead of tea, Uncle.”

May God protect you, my dear.
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The morning of her departure unfolded in hushed light. Jasmine stirred awake, her eyes drawn to the window where the garden lay bathed in soft sunlight. Lemon and orange trees glimmered with dew, their leaves trembling gently in the breeze. Beyond them, the horizon stretched, tender and alive, like a newborn unfurling its limbs toward the awakening sky.

The sun rose slowly behind the Moroccan mountains on the distant border, still heavy with sleep, spilling its gold across the earth in cautious, deliberate strokes. Clouds from the Mediterranean drifted lazily across the northern sky, brushed with crimson, as if the heavens themselves wept fire at dawn. Bees, tiny and purposeful, darted among the blossoms, sipping nectar and looping through the air like fleeting dreams circling young children.

Though she knew spring break would bring her home again, Jasmine lingered in that view, drinking it in as if bidding farewell to a treasure she would carry in her heart. She turned back to her room, her steps soft but confident, her spirit humming with purpose. This year, she would graduate from law college and take the first steps into the life she had imagined, guided by a relative who practiced at the First Instance Court in Oujda. She packed her bag carefully, tucking in a small doll that reminded her of her little sister, a talisman of home.  Jasmine stood before the narrow mirror beside the dresser, the late afternoon light slipping in through the half-closed curtains. It touched her face gently, as if time itself had softened its grip on her. She leaned closer, studying the woman reflected back at her—not with vanity, but with a quiet, searching attention.  Her beauty had not faded. It had deepened. There was something more deliberate in her features now, something sharpened by endurance. Her eyes, once light with easy laughter, carried weight—depth shaped by nights without sleep, by thoughts she had been forced to think, by truths she had learned too early. Yet they remained unmistakably beautiful, dark and steady, capable of tenderness as much as severity. Her lips still held their natural fullness, though they rarely curved into smiles anymore; when they did, the smile felt earned, precious. She brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. Time had not taken from her—it had rearranged her. What innocence had left behind, strength had replaced. Pain had not destroyed her beauty; it had disciplined it. She turned away from the mirror and moved toward the old wooden drawer beneath the bookshelf. She was looking for a novel she remembered owning—something she had read before everything changed—but the drawer resisted slightly as she pulled it open, as though guarding its contents.  Books lay inside, stacked unevenly. As she shifted them aside, her fingers touched something firm, smooth, unmistakable.

She froze. Slowly, she drew it out. Her passport.  For a moment, she simply stared at it, surprised by how small it was—and by how much it seemed to contain. She had not thought of it in years. Almost absently, driven by curiosity more than intention, she opened it. The photograph stopped her breath.  A younger Jasmine looked back at her from the page. Three, perhaps four years ago. The first passport she had ever owned. The girl in the picture appeared lighter somehow—less guarded, unaware of what was waiting for her just beyond the frame. She studied the face carefully, comparing it to her reflection from moments earlier.  So much had changed. And yet—she was still there.  Her gaze slid downward, and her eyes caught on the expiration date.  Her heart tightened. The passport was close to expiring. One year. Perhaps less.  The realization settled slowly, quietly, like a secret choosing the right moment to reveal itself. She closed the passport and held it against her palm. She did not yet know when she would need it, nor where it might take her. She did not allow herself to imagine flights, borders, or distant cities.  Not yet.  But something in her understood: this small document mattered. It would matter more than she could explain. One day—after everything—after the reckoning—it would no longer be a forgotten object at the bottom of a drawer.

So she decided to take it with her so that she could renew it when she got a chance.

She placed the passport carefully into her bag.

And for the first time in a long while, the future—dangerous, uncertain, irreversible—did not feel entirely closed to her.

Time seemed to stretch as she waited. She switched on the television, a preacher speaking on a satellite channel about the virtue of chastity in marriage, emphasizing the preservation of innocence until the wedding day. His words felt distant, echoing from another world, yet strangely solemn as she prepared for her own journey.

Her father wasn’t there to help her bring the luggage to the  coach stop.

She kissed her mather  goodbye, pressing her cheeks to her little sister Yossra’s, savoring the warmth of the moment. With two bags in hand, she stepped onto the main road, the quiet morning alive with the laughter and shouts of children playing soccer in the street.

When she was walking toward the coach stop, a small boy ran toward her, energy radiating from every movement. “Do you want me to carry your second bag?” he asked eagerly. Jasmine smiled and nodded. Encouraged, he launched into an animated account of his latest match.

“At first, we were down by one goal,” he said. “But thanks to my skill and determination, we turned it around—four to one!”

“Wow... that’s amazing!” she said warmly.  “Exactly! That’s why I’m helping you now,” he added, holding the bag steady.

“Thank you,” Jasmine said, her smile softening her eyes. “You’re a good example of a young man. And your sister, Anissa?”

“She’s fine. Are you going to Oujda?” “Yes, to study,” she replied.

The boy dug into his pocket and pulled out a small bronze necklace. “I want to give you a gift,” he said.  “A gift?” Jasmine repeated, surprised.

“Please,” he said, holding it out. “This will bring you luck during your exams.”

She took it carefully, the sun catching the bronze and setting it aglow in her hands. “Only for the exams?” she asked, amused.

“And for soccer too,” he added with a grin. She laughed, her heart light, touched by the gesture.

Minutes later, the coach rumbled to a stop. Jasmine climbed aboard, weaving through the crowd, and as it pulled away, the boy waved furiously, calling her name again and again. “Jasmine! Jasmine! Jasmine!”

Outside the window, fig trees, clay-and-stone houses, and the winding streets of the village receded, shrinking with every passing moment. Dust and sunlight blurred together as her little town slipped from view.

Goodbye, my little town.
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Jasmine sank into her seat, the worn cushion pressing softly against her back. Almost immediately, she felt warmth brush against her side. She shifted, offering a fraction of space, and a gentle, “Thank you,” floated over. She nodded once, letting the moment pass, then closed her eyes, hiding a solitary tear that had slipped uninvited, trembling with the tenderness of a heart quietly moved.

When she opened her eyes, the girl beside her came into focus—a young woman of her own age, clutching a purse to her lap, eyes veiled behind cheap black sunglasses, lips painted a muted brown. There was a quiet confidence in her posture, a world of stories hinted at in her stillness.

The ‘Carbouz’ plateau road curved toward its end, and the coach began its descent toward Oujda, winding through the slopes like a serpent stretching along the hills. Soft flute melodies drifted from the tape player, mingling with the muted hum of diesel, wrapping the cabin in a gentle, hypnotic rhythm.

As the city’s edges appeared on the horizon, Jasmine pressed her forehead to the cool glass. Below, the Angad plain spread endlessly—a quilt of wheat and green fields, swaying in the breeze as if breathing. Villagers tended their flocks; cows grazed methodically, sheep bent to the grass, a few horses whinnied somewhere in the distance, and birds danced overhead in a chorus of song. The sky stretched wide and impossibly blue, heralding winter’s retreat and spring’s tender arrival.

The coach skirted Angad Airport, where a lone plane sat silently on the tarmac, waiting for passengers and stories yet to unfold. Diesel engines thrummed steadily, a heartbeat beneath the motion. Jasmine’s gaze lingered on the quiet earth, patient and enduring, and her thoughts drifted—her mother, steadfast and eternal; her little sister Yossra, bright and alive; her father, tirelessly devoted. And the neighbor boy, small and earnest, who had carried her bag and gifted her a bronze necklace. Fingers brushed the pendant in her pocket, and a faint smile touched her lips. Gratitude and tenderness lingered like a warm echo in her chest.

She thought of her mother again, of her patience and quiet strength, as steady and unyielding as the earth itself, plowed endlessly in the rhythm of eternity. Her eyes clouded, and the vibrant landscape beyond the window blurred into abstraction, leaving Jasmine suspended in a private, fragile reverie—a world of memory and anticipation, of leaving and returning, of endings and beginnings intertwined.
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