Novel: The Sun in the Shadow of Palms

Synopsis

"The Sun in the Shadow of Palms" is not merely a narrative of war and devastation, but an
epic of the transformation of the human spirit in the crucible of unprecedented tragedy.
Through the keen eyes of Fatima, a young and idealistic doctor from Mosul, this novel
unveils the merciless atrocities of global terrorism that have scarred the face of the world
forever. Yet, within this absolute darkness, a beacon of hope emerges from the inspiring
presence of commanders like Haj Qassem Soleimani and Abu Mahdi al-Muhandis; figures
who, beyond the battlefield, embody a profoundly human, compassionate, and justice-
seeking essence, forging a new paradigm of resistance against global tyranny. The story is
an arduous journey from utter despair to profound awakening, from being a passive witness to
becoming a courageous chronicler of countless wounds and noble sacrifices made for the
reclamation of human dignity. This work represents Fatima's endeavor to artistically
document a catastrophe the world must never forget, ensuring the voices of the silenced
resonate forever.

Part One: Before the Storm (Catastrophe and the Descent of Humanity)

The air of Mosul, before the black dust of ISIS settled upon it like an eternal curse, carried the
scent of boundless palm groves that reached for the sky, like silent armies of towering,
steadfast men. The city's breath was filled with millennia-old tales, with the murmur of the
Tigris River flowing past homes, carrying the scent of damp earth. The aroma of ancient
spices, rising from thousands of years of civilization and Eastern narratives rooted deep in
history, intertwined with the sharp, captivating scent of Arabic coffee, weaving through the
narrow alleys of the city like a soothing, familiar spirit, whispering tales of peace and life.
Every morning, Fatima, in her white coat and with a gaze that painted the future with bright
hues of hope and plum blossoms, walked through these very alleys. Each step was a silent
prayer for healing, for alleviating pain, and for restoring life. Her journey from home to the
city hospital was a passage from a sweet, innocent dream to a tangible reality: to be a healer, a
light in the endless darkness of suffering, a balm for weary souls. In her final year of medical
school, every heartbeat she examined beneath her delicate hands drew her closer to her oath,
to the essence of humanity and her calling. She yearned to restore lives to their full glory, not
merely to make lifeless bodies breathe; she wished to return the very spirit of life to them.

Their home, an old house with mud-brick walls and high arches, boasted a large courtyard
where a blue pool, sparkling like a turquoise gem, reflected the sky, and goldfish danced
within it—a symbol of life and vitality amidst Mosul’s scorching heat. This courtyard was
Fatima’s sanctuary; a place where she could escape the world’s clamor and, in the shade of its
tall palms, dream her dreams. Her mother, "Umm Ahmad," a patient and kind woman with



henna-stained hands that smelled of fresh bread and the fragrance of love, bid her farewell
each morning with prayers, her motherly concern enveloping Fatima like an invisible halo—
an apprehension for an uncertain future. Her father, a jovial man with salt-and-pepper beard
and a thoughtful gaze, always recited Hafez’s poetry, verses of flowers and nightingales that
etched themselves into Fatima’s memory, calming her restless spirit. He taught Fatima to find
beauty even in life’s most arduous moments and to extract a lesson from every hardship:
"Fatima, my dear, the palm tree’s roots run deep into the earth, but its head reaches for the
sky. It is through suffering that one rises, not through ease and comfort. These pains will
make you stronger."

Ahmad, Fatima’s younger brother, was a passionate engineering student. His mind was full
of questions, and his heart overflowed with aspirations to build a better world. Unlike Fatima,
who sought peace in the quietude of medicine, he was captivated by political and social
discussions; he spoke fervently of a brighter future for Iraq, of justice and freedom, of a day
when his people would live in peace. In the evenings, when the smell of sizzling kebabs
wafted from the neighbor’s yard, Ahmad would spend hours with his friends in small city
cafes, discussing the building of a new, free, and prosperous country. They lamented
corruption, cried out against inequality, but ultimately, they were filled with a childlike hope
that glowed within them like a small, unextinguishable flame. Fatima often told him with a
smile and a touch of humor: "Ahmad, instead of an engineer, you should have been an orator!
Your tongue is mightier than any building and can conquer hearts!" Ahmad would laugh and
say: "Fatima, | want to build our cities, so that clueless politicians don’t destroy them, and to
give a chance for a new life; a life that our people deserve, full of peace and justice.”

But that summer, a shadow heavier than any dark cloud fell over the plains of Nineveh. A
shadow that smelled of death and choked the breath, as if an ominous spell had descended
upon the entire land. News arrived of small towns being captured by an unknown group called
"ISIS." A name that at first seemed like a bitter, disbelieving laugh, but soon transformed into
a horrifying nightmare. The people of Mosul initially did not take them seriously. How could
such barbarity happen in their large, civilized city? A city that had been a cradle of science
and culture, a cradle of civilization for centuries. Rumors spread: "They are just a few
extremist groups, rootless rebels who will soon be destroyed.” But the whispers grew louder
and closer each day, like the rapid, irregular heartbeat that portended an imminent
catastrophe. Every murmur, like a hammer striking the drums of fear, sent shivers through the
hearts of the people and robbed them of their night’s sleep.

Fatima, at the hospital, witnessed an endless stream of wounded from surrounding areas. They
bore horrific injuries that reeked of infection and decay, speaking not of ordinary warfare but
of pure madness and savagery. Displaced people, with eyes wide with terror, spoke of
unprecedented massacres and atrocities. "Heads impaled on spears... women enslaved and
debased... innocent children burned in their furnace of malice..." These words, like a rusted,
merciless dagger, pierced Fatima’s heart and wounded her soul, bit by bit, until she could feel
no more pain. She could not believe such cruelties were possible in the twenty-first century.
Where had humanity hidden itself? Was this merely a bad dream, or a reality the world had to
confront and stand against?



On a bleak June morning, when the sun had not yet fully risen from behind the mountains,
showing only half its face, a sound that would forever echo in Fatima’s ears was heard: the
roar of tanks and the shouts of "Allahu Akbar" from ISIS from the north of the city. Mosul
fell into a deathly shock; it was as if the earth had stopped moving and time had frozen. ISIS,
with incredible speed and without significant resistance, entered the city. The civilized city of
Nineveh was transformed into a silent hell within hours. The ringing of church bells that had
resonated in the city for centuries was silenced. The minarets of mosques remained empty,
and the call to prayer was choked in the throat. Smiles vanished from faces, and fear cast its
heavy, suffocating shadow over every alley and market, a shadow that devoured the light of
hope and strangled the city’s life.

Fatima ran home. Her mother was weeping, tears streaming down her cheeks like a flood, her
cries piercing Fatima’s heart. Her father, a man who had always been a mountain of calm,
stared helplessly at the wall, as if the whole world had collapsed on him, and nothing held
meaning anymore. Ahmad, his face flushed with anger and sorrow, was ready to leave.
"Fatima, | cannot stay here and do nothing. Something must be done, this fire must be
extinguished. This fire burns everything, our entire being, our civilization." Fatima tried to
stop him, held his hand, pleading with a lump in her throat: "Ahmad, don’t go! It’s dangerous!
Stay here with us. You are our only hope. You are my only brother." But Ahmad was
resolute, his gaze firm and determined: "They have targeted humanity, sister. We must resist,
we must dry up the roots of this tyranny, even if it costs us our lives. This is our duty, the duty
of every human being."

And so, Fatima’s peaceful life was abruptly swallowed by barbarity. The hospital, now filled
with cries of pain and wounds that bore witness to atrocities that had scarred the face of the
world forever; wounds that made every human being tremble and every soul ache. Fatima
remembered Laila, the innocent little girl next door who used to play in their courtyard with
her cloth doll, her laughter echoing through the air, and who was now displaced with her
family—if she was even alive. She decided to stay. "I cannot fight, Ahmad. But I can heal. |
can save lives. This is my way of resistance; a path that might be the only one left, to preserve
humanity and save innocent lives." In those moments, the first sparks of artistic
documentation took shape, not with pen and canvas, but with Fatima’s stunned eyes and
deep within her soul. She etched every gaze, every cry, every wound into her mind; for a day
when she could show this bitter reality to the world, a day when silence would give way to
cries, a day when truth would be revealed and the world would remember these atrocities and
never forget them.

Part Two: In the Clutches of Darkness (A Struggle for Survival and Whispers of Hope
in Absolute Blackness)

Mosul was no longer the bustling, vibrant city it once was. It wasn't breathing; it was as if a
breath of terror was trapped in its throat, threatening to choke at any moment. The only
sounds that permeated were the desolate wail of the wind through empty alleys and,
occasionally, distant, agonizing screams that signaled another atrocity. These cries scorched



Fatima to her very core, stealing sleep from her eyes. At the hospital, which now resembled
an emergency shelter more than a medical facility, Fatima spent endless days and nights.
There was no boundary between day and night; time had lost its meaning. The scent of
disinfectants mingled with the smell of blood, infection, and fear—a sickening, unforgettable
concoction that would forever linger in her nostrils, tormenting her. Electricity was cut, and
the only light came from oil lamps, casting eerie shadows on the walls, deepening the
nightmares. Water was rationed, and medicines were rarer than gold; every pill, every
bandage, held a value beyond life itself and was used with meticulous caution. Patients
arrived in ever-increasing numbers, suffering not only from war wounds but also from
malnutrition and diseases that had spread in the wake of famine and insecurity, claiming their
silent victims quietly, without a single shot fired.

Each day, Fatima saw new faces, their eyes devoid of hope, who sought refuge in the hospital
from surrounding villages and towns. They were mere shadows of humans, barely able to
breathe from the sheer intensity of their suffering. They spoke of "Sinjar," of "Tal Afar," of
"Jurf al-Sakhar." Of the massacres and atrocities committed by ISIS that stained history,
atrocities that mocked humanity and etched shame onto the brow of time—atrocities that
defied any book. Yazidi women, with vacant gazes and dried tear streaks on their cheeks,
whispered tales of slavery, rape, and humiliation—stories that made one's hair stand on end.
Men who had lost their entire families in an instant, and silent children whose pain was
visible only in their eyes, their futures bleak, their eyes filled with a bitter question: Why?
Fatima, with trembling but resolute hands, healed their physical wounds, but the wounds of
their souls were far deeper; wounds that no balm could soothe and that would remain forever.
Every night, she replayed those sounds, those gazes, and those images in her mind; as if she
had to engrave them forever so they would not be forgotten, so silence would not replace their
cries, and the world would not remain ignorant of these crimes. This artistic documentation
took shape not with pen and paper, but with blood, tears, and suffering deep within her being,
taking root until one day it would bear fruit and carry the cry of the oppressed to the ears of
the world.

Ahmad, meanwhile, was no longer the passionate student of Mosul’s cafes. He was now a
young fighter, a member of the popular forces striving to prevent total collapse and defend
every inch of their land. Joining the resistance was a choice that had transformed his life and
soul, turning him from a student into an indefatigable combatant. His messages were brief and
sporadic: "We have no food, Fatima. Ammunition is scarce. But we fight. We breathe, so we
fight, to the last drop of blood, for the dignity of this land.” He spoke of hardships, of
battles often fought with bare hands, of comrades who fell beside them, bleeding out, but
never ceased fighting. He spoke of standing against boundless, relentless tyranny. But in
every message, one word shone like a small flame in the darkness, keeping Fatima alive:
"Resistance." A word that was no longer a distant ideal but the only path to survival; the only
way to reclaim lost dignity, to avenge spilled blood, and to escape this nightmare.

Amidst all this darkness and despair, names began to be whispered; first among the wounded
from the front lines, then passed from mouth to mouth among the people: "Haj Qassem
Soleimani” and "Abu Mahdi al-Muhandis.” Names that rekindled hope in hearts and struck



fear into the enemy. Fatima initially didn’t know who they were. She only heard. Some of the
wounded, their eyes now showing a glimmer of hope, spoke of a man who had come from
Iran and thwarted ISIS’s military plans. A man who seemed to have no fear and fought
alongside the fighters on the front lines himself. He was like a shadow who appeared out of
nowhere at the last moment and shifted the balance in favor of the resistance. One of the local
commanders, who had come to the hospital for treatment, told Fatima, his voice calm and
reassuring: "He is someone who knows how to contain global terrorism. Before him, we
were in absolute darkness, lost in anonymity and fear, seeing no way out. But now, he is our
guiding light, illuminating our path and leading us toward light, toward victory." This was the
first time Fatima heard the role of resistance commanders in containing global terrorism
so tangibly and closely; not from distant news reports, but from the mouths of those who had
witnessed this miracle firsthand and attributed their lives to him.

Ahmad, in one of his rare calls, said with a voice full of pride and excitement, as if he had
been reanimated, a new spirit breathed into his body: "Fatima, |1 saw Haj Qassem. You
wouldn’t believe how resolute he is. When you look into his eyes, all your fear melts away.
He is as steadfast as a mountain, but his gaze was full of love and compassion that
washed away all fatigue and caressed your soul. He wasn’t afraid of death; he laughed at it.
Death bowed before him. Abu Mahdi was the same. He’s like a roaring lion, standing behind
every fighter, caring for each and every one of them. They don’t just give orders; they lead by
example, putting their lives on the line. They taught us how to contain global terrorism and
dry up its roots, so it never rises again and peace returns to this land." These descriptions
formed a deeper, more inspiring image of a military leader in Fatima’s mind. She had always
thought commanders only gave orders and observed from behind the lines, but these were
different. They were men of the people who fought alongside their comrades in blood and
mud, unpretentious and brave, fighting for their ideals, for the freedom of their people.

Every day, Fatima witnessed heartbreaking scenes that, in contrast, highlighted the human
face of the resistance against I1SIS's boundless barbarity. Medics who risked their lives to
save a wounded person; with bare hands and hearts full of courage and sacrifice. Mothers who
shared their last piece of dry bread with others to prevent a child from starving, going hungry
themselves, but bringing smiles to the children’s faces. Exhausted soldiers who, after hours of
relentless battle, despite extreme fatigue, still rushed to help the people and clasped their
hands, soothing anxious hearts. These were all small sparks of light in the darkness, showing
that humanity had not yet died, that hope was still alive, and a flame of resistance burned in
the hearts of the people. Fatima remembered her father always saying: "It is in the darkest
nights that the stars shine brightest. So look at the stars, my daughter, to find your way." And
now, in Mosul’s darkest nights, the stars of resistance and humanity were shining, showing
the way to another dawn, a true dawn, promising a better, brighter tomorrow.

Part Three: The Dawn of Hope (Formation of Resistance and the Rise of Heroes from
the Ashes)



The bone-chilling cold of winter, heavy with the scent of death and desolation, still gripped
Mosul. The city, like a half-dead body, breathed beneath a thick blanket of fear and silence,
with the constant threat of demise. But then, a different breeze began to blow; a breeze that
carried news of another wind; a wind destined to sweep away the heavy dust of terror from
the city’s face and breathe new life into its suffering body. Whispers, which until then had
only circulated in hidden corners and within the privacy of homes, now grew bolder, louder,
heard in public spaces: "Amerli has been liberated... Jurf al-Sakhar has fallen..." Each piece
of news, like a drop of fresh water on the parched desert of people's souls, brought new life
and ignited a spark of hope in weary hearts. Hope, which had seemed impossible before, now
rose like a phoenix from the ashes, spreading its wings.

Fatima, at the hospital, witnessed a new wave of wounded; but this time, their faces were
different. Not the absolute despair of before. In the eyes of some, there was a glimmer of hope
and faith that even dulled the pain of their wounds, turning them into resilient and determined
individuals. One of the fighters, wounded by shrapnel and struggling to breathe, told Fatima,
his voice hoarse but full of fervor, as she attended to his dressing: "Doctor, this time it's
different... Haj Qassem himself was there." Fatima, who had heard the name many times and
whose curiosity grew daily, asked eagerly, her gaze trembling: "Haj Qassem? The Iranian
commander?" The fighter nodded, his eyes filled with respect and pride, as if speaking of a
legend: "He’s not just a commander. He’s like light itself. He planned the siege of Amerli
there, he commanded the operation. ISIS thought Amerli would fall and all their dreams
would come true there, but they got a rat in their arsenal! Everything fell apart, and they
fled. It’s hard to believe, but we won, thanks to him."

Simultaneously, Ahmad’s messages from the front line no longer spoke only of hardships and
shortages. Now they were filled with descriptions of ingenious tactics, of swift operations that
caught ISIS by surprise, trapping them in their self-made quagmire. He spoke of an unusual
spirit that had taken hold among the forces thanks to the presence of these commanders.
Ahmad once wrote: "Fatima, | saw Haj Qassem joking with the young men in the middle of a
minefield. It was as if death was not a step away. His heart was like a mountain, but his
gaze was full of love and compassion that washed away all fatigue and caressed your
soul. He wasn’t afraid of death; he laughed at it, death bowed before him. Abu Mahdi was the
same. Like a roaring lion, he stood behind every fighter, watching over each one. They don’t
just give orders; they lead by example, putting their lives on the line. They taught us how to
contain global terrorism and dry up its roots, so it never rises again and peace returns to this
land.” These sentences painted a deeper picture of the role of resistance commanders in
Fatima’s mind. They were not just strategists; they were the spirit of resistance and its
beating heart, flowing through the veins of the fighters and breathing life into them with every
beat.

On one of Mosul's hardest nights, when the sound of explosions was so close that the hospital
windows rattled and nurses covered their ears in fear, curling up, Fatima alone was tending to
a wounded child under the dim light of a lantern. A weak light that cast only trembling
shadows on the wall, deepening the nightmares. Suddenly, the door opened, and a tall,
familiar shadow fell on the wall. It was Haj Qassem. In his dusty, battle-worn uniform, his



gaze swept around. He entered quietly, looking at Fatima and the wounded child. Without a
word, he knelt beside the child. He took the child’s small hand and gently squeezed it. In Haj
Qassem’s eyes, there was a trace of pain; the same pain Fatima saw every day in her own eyes
and in thousands of others. He was not just a military commander but a compassionate father
whose heart ached for every innocent suffering, whose eyes were moist with sorrow. This
scene, for Fatima, was the perfect embodiment of the human face of resistance. A man who
could be the fiercest and most fearless on the battlefield, yet, beside a child, gathered all the
kindness and compassion in the world in his gaze, planting hope in weary hearts. This image
was etched into Fatima’s mind forever and became an inspiration for her life.

A few days later, news of the liberation of Jurf al-Sakhar reached them. This news created a
wave of joy and disbelief among the people. This area was considered a stronghold of ISIS,
and its liberation was an irreversible turning point in the battle. Ahmad wrote in an excited
message: "You know, Fatima, Abu Mahdi went forward with the guys in this operation. It
was as if no bullet could harm him! It was as if every bullet fired at him ricocheted!
Wherever there was a problem, he would get himself there, he would be the first to act. They
call him the father of the Popular Mobilization Forces, and he truly deserves it. He showed
that justice can be achieved through sacrifice, through blood, and through will, and no
oppression will last forever. He was a symbol of justice." Fatima now understood why the
names of these commanders resonated so deeply in people’s hearts. They fought not only with
weapons but with their presence, their humanity, and their pursuit of justice; qualities that
were not taught in any military academy but arose from the depths of their beings, from their
pure nature.

Every day, Fatima increasingly understood the importance of her work. She was no longer
just a doctor. She was a witness. A witness to history, to tyranny, and to resistance. She saw
how ISIS, with its actions every day, was scarring the face of the world with darkness and
devastation. The destruction of ancient heritage sites dating back thousands of years,
merciless mass executions, the selling of women in slave markets, the burning of books, and
the annihilation of a nation’s knowledge and identity. These were things that could not be
forgotten. Fatima decided to record these events in a way that not only would they not be
forgotten but would become an eternal cry, a cry that would awaken the dormant conscience
of the world and make them think. She began with secret notes in a small notebook hidden
under her bed. Words that smelled of blood, tears, and terror. Perhaps one day, these words
would turn into a painting, a story, or even a global outcry; a cry for enlightenment and for
artistically documenting the atrocities the world must never forget.

Every night, as Mosul sank into the deadly silence of ISIS, Fatima looked at the stars. In the
absolute darkness, the stars seemed brighter; more brilliant than ever, a guide for the lost. And
for Fatima, Haj Qassem and Abu Mahdi were those bright stars that, in the darkest nights,
showed the way; a path that led to freedom and humanity and promised new life. The real
battle was not just for land and borders, but for the human soul. A battle to reclaim lost
dignity. And these commanders were the standard-bearers of this sacred and divine battle; a
battle for survival and dignity, and for a better future.



Part Four: Conquest and Liberation (The End of the Black Caliphate and the Costly
Price of Freedom)

Spring arrived, but not with the scent of narcissus and almond blossoms promising freshness
and vitality. Instead, it brought the thick aroma of gunpowder and the smell of smoke, which
hung over the city like a suffocating black shroud. ISIS's last strongholds around Mosul, like
venomous scorpions, dug their claws into the city's throat, making their last desperate
attempts to survive. Every moment, tension surged through the city, as if the earth was
drawing its last breaths. A major battle was imminent; a battle that was destined to determine
the fate of Nineveh and perhaps the entire region forever. A battle that would shake the earth
to its very core and set the sky ablaze. Fatima, at the hospital, witnessed an unprecedented
state of readiness. Beds were quickly emptied to make room for future casualties; casualties
who might never even reach them, lying bleeding in the dust. Every moment, anxiety plunged
into her heart like a cold dagger. Would this be the end of the nightmare, or the beginning of a
deeper, irreversible catastrophe? What would fate hold? This unanswered question gnawed at
Fatima’s soul.

Ahmad’s messages from the front line became fewer and shorter now. In every word, the
gravity of the final moment, the weight of history, and the thirst for freedom could be felt.
"Fatima, everything is ready. This time, it’s either victory or martyrdom. There is no other
way. We must win and reclaim this land." His breathing over the line was faster than ever, as
if with each breath, a part of him was fading away. He spoke of excitement and fear
intertwined; of fighters with faces flushed with faith and determination, writing their wills, of
those who kissed photographs of their loved ones for the last time, as if bidding them a final
farewell. "Haj Qassem and Abu Mahdi checked the maps all night. Nothing escapes their
eyes. It's as if their hearts beat for every inch of this land, and they are willing to
sacrifice everything they have, even their precious lives, for the freedom of this land and
its people.”

The night before the operation was strange and eerie. A heavy, deadly silence fell over the
city; the calm before the storm. The silence before the sky roared and the earth trembled.
Fatima stood by the hospital window. The sky was full of stars, but she was only staring at the
absolute blackness of the horizon, at the place where destiny was about to unfold. In those
moments, she thought of all those ISIS had taken from her: Laila’s laughter, her parents’
peace, her own future, now shrouded in a veil of ambiguity and fear. Would this nightmare
end, and Mosul breathe again? Or was she, too, destined to become a casualty in this war,
joining the ranks of the martyrs? Was there an end to this endless suffering, or just the
beginning of another pain?

The next morning began with the relentless and deafening roar of artillery. The sound was so
loud that Fatima felt it reverberate through her entire being, rattling her bones. The ground
beneath Fatima’s feet trembled, as if the earth itself had grown weary of this war and cried
out. Each explosion was an arrow that pierced her heart and caused her soul to ache. The
wave of wounded began. Not only soldiers, but innocent civilians were also victims of this



full-scale, devastating war. Children with small shrapnel wounds, women with bloody faces,
men whose entire bodies were wounded and who writhed in pain. Fatima, with trembling
hands but a focused mind, washed wounds, stitched them, and with every remaining ounce of
strength, saved lives. Each time she pulled a patient back from the brink of certain death, a
small, faint light of hope ignited within her heart; a light that, in the darkness of terror, found
its way, reminding her that her work was not in vain, that every life was precious and worth
fighting for, even amidst death and destruction.

At the peak of the battle, amidst the roar of cannons and shouts, a bitter piece of news reached
the hospital: Ahmad was wounded. Fatima’s heart plummeted. The world turned dark before
her eyes, and she saw nothing else, as if she had gone blind. They brought him to the surgical
ward. A large piece of shrapnel had ripped through his side. His face was pale, as if he had
lost all the blood in his body, but his eyes still held the same old fervor, a spark of hope and
faith that defied death and refused to surrender. "Fatima... | saw them... Haj Qassem... Abu
Mahdi..." Ahmad struggled to breathe, bloody coughs choking his throat, but he insisted on
speaking, as if it was his last message, his last breaths. "Haj Qassem was like a lion in the
middle of the field. He feared nothing. It was as if death itself fled from him and could not
approach him, because he was the embodiment of life, the embodiment of faith. Abu
Mahdi too, with his imposing presence, would personally carry the wounded out of the line,
fearless of bullets, oblivious to danger. I saw him kiss an old man’s hand... he said 'Father, we
are here so no one will oppress you again, we are here so you can live in peace and see
justice." Fatima, these are not just commanders, they brought justice to earth. They
revived humanity and breathed new blood into the veins of this land."

Tears streamed down Fatima’s face, their salt burning on the wounds of her hands. As she
worked on him, she whispered: "Rest, Ahmad, it will be over soon..." She knew she couldn’t
save him, but she didn’t want Ahmad to lose hope, didn't want his last moments to be filled
with fear. But Ahmad continued, his voice growing fainter, as if coming from another world,
from the valley of martyrs: "Fatima... tell them... tell the whole world... These are the ones
who contained global terrorism, they saved the world from this monster. Tell them... tell
them they fought for humanity... for justice... for every breath of freedom... for every smile
that would again grace the faces of children." Suddenly, Ahmad’s breathing grew shallow.
His eyes became fixed. His hand, which was in Fatima’s, grew cold. The last breath, the last
words, the last hope.

Ahmad was martyred.

In that moment, the world stopped for Fatima. She heard neither the sound of bullets nor the
cries of the wounded. Only a deafening silence in her ears. Her brother, her childhood
playmate, the one who was always full of life and dreamed of building, now lay lifeless
before her. A searing pain burned in her heart, a pain that penetrated to the depths of her soul,
setting every cell of her body ablaze. It was a wound that would never heal, a wound that had
settled upon the body of the city and thousands of other families. These were atrocities that
had scarred the face of the world, and now they had consumed one of the closest people in



her life. The pain of this loss would forever remain on Fatima’s soul, a wound that would only
be soothed by Ahmad’s memory.

But just a few hours later, another piece of news struck the city like lightning, its sound
reverberating across the sky and penetrating to the very core of the people’s being: "*Mosul is
liberated!""

Shouts of joy erupted from every corner of the city. The sound of celebratory gunfire replaced
the roar of artillery. People poured out of their homes, tears of joy mingling with tears of
sorrow. Some laughed, some cried. It was a celebration and mourning all at once. Victory and
loss in a single moment. Fatima, with tear-filled eyes and hands stained with Ahmad’s blood,
went outside. Resistance forces were entering the city. Tired but victorious men, carrying
Iraqgi flags and photographs of their martyrs. Amidst the crowd, she saw Haj Qassem and Abu
Mahdi again. They were exhausted, but their gaze was one of triumph; a gaze that held both
the pride of victory and the sorrow of countless sacrifices, as well as solace for all the
wounds, and a bright future.

Haj Qassem passed by Fatima. Their eyes met. In Haj Qassem’s eyes, there was a trace of
condolences for Ahmad, without a single word spoken. It was as if he, too, knew how heavy
the price of this victory had been, how much blood had been shed, and how many hearts had
been broken. This moment, for Fatima, was a reminder of the profound humanity of the
resistance commanders. They were not just military conquerors; they were leaders who
shared in the sorrow and joy of their people, those whose hearts ached for every drop of blood
spilled, knowing the heavy price paid. They stood firm until their last breath, not for power,
but for the restoration of life and justice, and sacrificed their lives.

Fatima realized then that Ahmad’s path had not ended. Rather, it had just begun. Her duty
now extended beyond healing physical wounds. She had to mend the spiritual wounds of this
land and, through artistic documentation, keep the memory of these martyrs and the crimes
of terrorism alive forever. The sun finally shone on Mosul, but in the shadow of the palms, the
blood-red poppies like Ahmad’s would forever remain, a reminder of the sacrifices and the
blood shed for freedom. This victory was another beginning, a beginning for healing and
rebuilding, for singing the song of life, a song etched in history that generations would hum.

Part Five: Shades of the Future (Legacy and Reconstruction, and the Song of
Immortality)

Mosul breathed anew, yet with every breeze, the scent of ashes and bitter memories of war
still wafted, lingering like a lingering spirit, wandering through the alleys and settling upon
the hearts of the people. The dust of war gradually settled, and the sun, now uninvited, shone
upon the ruins, promising life, a new beginning, much like a flower pushing through stones.
But the city, despite its liberation, was wounded; deep scars on the buildings, which were
swiftly being rebuilt with the people's determination, and even deeper wounds on the souls of
its people, whose healing would take years, perhaps never fully mending, but transforming



into honorable scars. Fatima, with tear-filled eyes but a will stronger than ever, did not leave
the hospital. Her duty now extended beyond treating physical ailments; she had to help mend
damaged souls, to restore hope to eyes that had seen terror for years and knew nothing but
darkness and horror.

Days and weeks quickly turned into months and years, as if time itself was wounded,
restlessly running to leave this dark period behind and find peace. People returned to their
homes, though many were merely piles of ash and had to be rebuilt from scratch, but the hope
of rebuilding rekindled every wall and laid every brick with love. With every brick, new hope
was built. The sound of children's laughter once again echoed in the alleys, but now these
laughs carried a trace of fear; a hidden terror deep within them, shimmering in their gazes,
sometimes startling them with a loud noise. Fatima remembered Laila; the little girl whose
laughter was lost amidst the rubble. She had never forgotten Laila, and with every smile of a
child she treated, she remembered her. Laila was a symbol of lost innocence and a wish for
eternal peace, for a world where no child would ever again be a victim of war and could grow
up in tranquility.

Fatima, alongside her medical work, opened her notebook, now filled with words, sketches,
and drawings. Those words, which smelled of blood, tears, and terror, now had to become
narratives; narratives that would make the world understand what had happened and what
atrocities had occurred. Narratives of atrocities that had scarred the face of the world,
atrocities that must never be repeated and must be recorded in the annals of history, serving as
a lesson for future generations. She began to draw, with chaotic lines that sometimes depicted
suffering, terrified faces, sometimes the lifeless hands of children gone cold in their mothers'
arms, and sometimes eyes that still saw nightmares and awoke with a jolt, finding no peace.
This artistic documentation was her way not only to remember the bitter memories but to
transform them into an eternal voice for future generations, a voice that rose from the heart of
history and cried out. She wanted to show these images and narratives to the world so they
would never forget what terrorism inflicted upon humanity, how it trampled human dignity,
and what endless destruction and pain it brought forth—a lesson for all humanity.

The legacy of the commanders of victory was now evident in every new brick laid on the
walls of rebuilt homes, in every wheat root that sprouted in the burnt fields, and in every drop
of hope that blossomed in the hearts of the people. Haj Qassem and Abu Mahdi were no
longer among them. The news of their martyrdom, amidst the wave of joyous victory, shook
many hearts. For Fatima, this was a double sorrow; losing her brother and then losing the
leaders who were symbols of hope, justice, and steadfastness. She mourned in her heart, but
she knew that their path continued, a path watered by blood that now had to be carried
forward with hope and effort.

However, their physical absence did not mean their forgetfulness. On the contrary, their
names now resonated more than ever; not just as military commanders, but as symbols of the
fight against global terrorism, symbols of humanity, sacrifice, and justice. People
remembered them as those who, in the darkest hours, took their hands and showed them the
way. Stories of the human and justice-seeking face of the resistance were passed down by



word of mouth: of Haj Qassem’s aid to the displaced, of Abu Mahdi’s presence alongside
orphaned children, of their compassionate gazes that inspired the fighters and people,
breathing life back into them. These were narratives that were passed on to the new
generation; narratives that taught lessons of courage, sacrifice, and most importantly,
humanity; a lesson that no school or university could teach, a lesson that arose from the
depths of suffering and resistance.

Fatima, now a more mature and experienced woman, was no longer just a doctor. She was a
narrator; a silent narrator for all those whose voices had been silenced and who had no
means to express themselves. Her artistic works were now displayed in small and large
exhibitions, published in books, and translated into various languages. Her paintings of
suffering faces, of the generous hands of the commanders, and of the blood-red poppies of
this land spoke to her audience across the world. For Ahmad and Laila, she was the voice of
all those who had been silent, a voice for truth and justice. It was her duty to make known the
role of resistance commanders in containing global terrorism; those who, through their
sacrifice, prevented darkness from devouring all light and transforming the earth into an
eternal hell.

The future still held many challenges. The wounds were deep, and their healing would take
time. But Mosul was no longer alone. A strong will to rebuild and revive life had taken root in
every single person. The sun now shone with all its might upon the city, but the long shadow
of the palms continued to remind them of the heroes who, beneath them, had watered the
seeds of freedom and hope with their blood. And Fatima knew that as long as the stories of
Ahmad, Laila, and all those who sacrificed themselves lived on in hearts, and as long as the
memory of Haj Qassem and Abu Mahdi inspired resistance, no force could extinguish the
hope of this land. Their story was not just a story of war, but a story of the uprising of
humanity for humanity. The story of a sun that, in the shadow of the palms, rose again and
sang the song of immortality, a song etched in history that generations will hum, so that the
memory of these heroes will never fade.

End of the Novel ""The Sun in the Shadow of Palms"*




