
Hamza Laaouamri

The Golden Gazelle of Eternity





  

  Copyright © 2025 by Hamza Laaouamri


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Chapter 1
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 2
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 3
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 4
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 5
        
      

    
    


  




  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  




The Legend Awakens


The desert stretched endlessly, its dunes glowing under the fading light of dusk. The wind whispered through the sands as if carrying secrets from ancient times, secrets that only those who dared to listen could uncover. In the small oasis of Al-Rimal, nestled between two towering cliffs, the villagers told stories by firelight—stories of a creature unlike any other: the Golden Gazelle of Eternity.


For generations, elders spoke of the gazelle as a myth, a shining phantom glimpsed beneath the moonlight. Its antlers were said to shimmer like molten gold, and its eyes held the depth of eternity itself. Legends claimed that whoever captured it would gain not only endless youth but also the wisdom of ages. Yet, those who sought it rarely returned, their names remembered only in hushed tones, as if invoking them could bring misfortune.


In this village lived Layth, a young wanderer burdened by restlessness. He was known for his curious heart, his hunger for stories, and the shadows that lingered in his eyes. Since childhood, he had been haunted by dreams of a golden creature darting through the dunes, calling his name with a voice that was not quite human, not quite animal. The villagers dismissed his dreams as illusions, but Layth could never forget them.


One evening, while the flames of the village fire flickered against the star-strewn sky, the oldest elder, Sheikh Haroun, leaned forward to speak. His voice was frail, yet it carried the weight of truth.

“The gazelle is no mere legend,” he said, his gaze fixed on Layth. “It is both a blessing and a curse. To chase it is to chase eternity itself—and eternity demands a price.”


Layth felt his pulse quicken. The words struck something deep within him, as if they were meant only for his ears. He could almost hear the rustle of hooves in the distance, the faint call that had haunted his dreams. That night, as he lay awake under the stars, he made a decision that would change his life forever: he would follow the call of the gazelle.


The desert, however, was no place for the faint of heart. Every dune concealed danger—serpents that slid silently beneath the sand, bandits who preyed on wanderers, and spirits said to guard the paths between worlds. But Layth was not afraid. Something stronger than fear guided him now: longing, curiosity, and an ache that words could not contain.


By dawn, he had packed only what he could carry: a flask of water, a curved dagger inherited from his father, and a fragment of parchment covered in strange markings—a relic his mother once said belonged to travelers who vanished chasing the gazelle. As the first rays of the sun ignited the dunes in gold, Layth set out alone, each step carrying him closer to a destiny he could not yet comprehend.


Behind him, the village stirred with life, unaware that their restless dreamer had begun a journey into myth itself. Ahead of him, the desert waited in silence, its winds whispering promises of eternity, and somewhere beyond sight, a pair of golden eyes watched, waiting for him to arrive.


The sun rose higher, scorching the dunes with its merciless fire. Layth’s footsteps sank into the sand, each one heavier than the last. The silence of the desert was overwhelming, broken only by the whisper of the wind and the occasional cry of a hawk circling above. Yet, beneath that silence, he felt something alive—an unseen pulse that seemed to guide him forward.


As the hours passed, exhaustion began to gnaw at him. Sweat traced lines down his brow, and the water in his flask grew dangerously low. Still, Layth pressed onward, his thoughts consumed by the vision of the gazelle. Each time he closed his eyes against the sun, he saw it again—glimmering, untouchable, eyes burning with a strange sorrow. It was no longer just a dream. It was a calling.


By midday, he reached a plateau of stone rising above the sea of sand. From there, the horizon shimmered with heat, distorting the world into a mirage of golden waves. Layth shaded his eyes, and for the briefest moment, he saw movement—something swift and radiant, leaping across the dunes. His heart raced. The gazelle.


Without hesitation, he scrambled down the rocks, his boots slipping on loose gravel. The figure darted again in the distance, impossibly fast, almost ethereal. Layth sprinted after it, his lungs burning, his legs trembling. The desert seemed to resist him, dragging at his feet, but the vision pulled him forward with invisible threads of longing.


Then, as suddenly as it appeared, the gazelle vanished. The horizon lay empty, nothing but heat and sand. Layth collapsed to his knees, gasping, his hope wavering. Doubt slithered into his mind. Was he chasing a ghost? Had thirst and heat stolen his reason?


Just as despair threatened to consume him, he noticed something half-buried in the sand: a fragment of antler, shimmering faintly under the sun. Its surface was warm to the touch, almost alive, pulsing with a golden glow. Layth’s breath caught in his throat. This was no ordinary bone. It was a sign.


As he held the fragment, the air around him shifted. The wind grew colder, carrying with it a strange hum—like distant voices chanting in a forgotten tongue. Shadows stretched unnaturally long across the dunes, and the light of the sun seemed to dim. Layth’s pulse quickened. The world had changed, as if he had crossed an unseen threshold.


Then he heard it: the sound of hooves. Soft, steady, echoing in the emptiness. He turned, and there it was—standing atop a nearby dune, bathed in a halo of light. The Golden Gazelle. Its form shimmered as if woven from sunlight itself. Its antlers glowed like fire, and its eyes—oh, its eyes—held a depth that seemed to pierce straight into his soul.


Layth froze, overcome by awe and fear. The gazelle did not flee, nor did it approach. It simply stared at him, motionless, as if weighing his very essence. In that gaze, Layth felt every secret of his heart laid bare—his fears, his desires, his loneliness, his yearning for meaning.


He wanted to move, to speak, to cry out, but his voice was lost. The gazelle tilted its head slightly, almost in recognition, and then, with a graceful bound, it vanished into the dunes once more, leaving only silence in its wake.


Layth’s heart pounded. His body trembled with both dread and exhilaration. He knew, with absolute certainty, that his life would never be the same again.


And somewhere deep within, he realized the truth: this was only the beginning.


Night fell swiftly over the desert, wrapping the dunes in a shroud of silver. The stars burned with an intensity only the wilderness could offer, scattered like shards of eternity across the sky. Layth had built a small fire from dried brush, its flames flickering weakly against the vast darkness. The fragment of golden antler lay beside him, glowing faintly as if it contained its own hidden light.


Every crackle of the fire seemed to echo in the stillness, and every shadow appeared longer than it should. Layth’s eyes scanned the horizon repeatedly, expecting to see the gazelle’s glowing form return. Instead, he saw nothing but shifting sands and the emptiness of night. Yet, in his heart, he knew it was still watching him. The weight of its gaze lingered like a memory.


As the wind picked up, carrying grains of sand across his face, Layth wrapped his cloak tighter. His mind replayed the moment when their eyes had met. It had not been an animal’s gaze—it was something more. Intelligent. Ancient. Filled with sorrow and knowledge beyond human understanding. That look had unsettled him deeply, stirring both fear and an unexplainable longing.


Sleep came to him reluctantly, heavy with strange dreams. He dreamed of a golden desert stretching without end, where the gazelle stood at the horizon, motionless. Its antlers spread wide, becoming beams of light that pierced the heavens, opening a doorway to another realm. From within the doorway, voices called his name in tones both tender and terrifying. Layth reached for the gazelle, but the sands beneath him swallowed his feet, dragging him downward as the creature watched, silent and unblinking.


He awoke with a start, breath ragged, the fire nearly extinguished. The desert was eerily quiet. Then he heard it—a whisper, faint but distinct, carried by the wind. His name.

“Layth…”


His pulse thundered. He gripped the dagger at his side and turned sharply, scanning the darkness. Nothing moved. Yet the voice returned, closer this time, like a murmur against his very ear.

“Follow…”


The antler fragment pulsed brighter, its glow rhythmically syncing with his heartbeat. Layth hesitated, torn between fear and destiny. He could flee, return to his village, pretend none of this had ever happened. But deep down, he knew such a path was no longer his.


With trembling hands, he extinguished the dying fire and stood, the glowing fragment guiding his way. The desert stretched before him, silent and infinite. Somewhere out there, the gazelle waited—not as prey to be caught, but as a riddle to be answered.


Layth stepped forward into the darkness, each footfall sinking into sand that felt strangely alive. The night seemed to close around him, heavy with unseen eyes. The voice echoed again, faint yet irresistible, pulling him deeper into the desert’s heart.


And though he did not know it, with each step he took, he was walking farther from the world of men—and closer to the realm of legends, where eternity itself waited to test his soul.

The night deepened, and Layth pressed on, guided only by the glow of the antler fragment in his hand. The dunes rose and fell like frozen waves, and each crest revealed nothing but more shadows stretching into infinity. His breaths grew harsh, his muscles weary, but the whisper in the wind urged him forward.


At last, he reached a hollow between two massive dunes. There, the air felt different—thicker, charged, as if some unseen power pulsed beneath the sand. Layth paused, his instincts tightening with unease. The fragment burned brighter, its golden light spilling across the hollow, illuminating shapes etched into the sand.


He knelt, brushing his fingers across the markings. They were symbols, carved in curves and spirals, glowing faintly in response to the fragment. Layth had seen such designs before, faint sketches on the parchment left by his mother, but here they were alive, shifting like living veins of light. His heart raced. He had stumbled upon something ancient—something forbidden.


A sudden gust tore through the hollow, scattering sand like a storm. Layth shielded his face, and when the wind settled, the world had changed again. The hollow no longer looked like ordinary desert—it shimmered with an otherworldly glow, and the stars above seemed closer, brighter, as if peering down through a window.


Then, movement. Layth froze, his breath caught. From the far edge of the hollow emerged the gazelle. Its form glowed even more brilliantly than before, its golden antlers casting radiant arcs of light. The creature stepped silently, each hoofprint leaving trails of fire that quickly faded into the sand.


This time, Layth did not tremble. He rose to his feet, his eyes locked on the gazelle. The distance between them seemed both vast and impossibly small. He felt the creature’s gaze pierce him again, unraveling every thought and fear until he stood raw and exposed before it.


The gazelle bowed its head slightly, as though in invitation. Layth’s chest tightened. His instinct screamed to follow, yet some deeper part of him warned that this path was not meant for ordinary men. He clutched the glowing antler fragment, his knuckles white, torn between the safety of retreat and the




































