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Beneath the sun-baked cliffs of Petra, where rose-red facades whisper forgotten tales, 
lives Mahmoud, a young Bedouin boy with eyes the color of desert sand and a spirit as 
untamed as the wind. 

 
From his earliest days, Mahmoud has roamed the labyrinthine alleys of the ancient city, his 
playground the echoing tombs and weathered temples. His playground the echoing tombs and 
weathered temples. He knows every secret passage, every hidden chamber, every story etched 
in the sandstone walls. 

But Petra holds more than just history. It hums with a magic, an ancient pulse that 
awakens in Mahmoud's adventurous heart. When whispers of a hidden treasure reach 
his ears, Mahmoud embarks on a quest that will test his courage and unravel the 
mysteries that have lain dormant for centuries. 

His journey takes him deep into the heart of the caves, where shadows dance and 
forgotten truths come to light. He faces treacherous paths, deciphers cryptic clues, and 
confronts guardians both human and supernatural. Along the way, he encounters a 
captivating cast of characters: a wizened old storyteller with secrets of his own, a 
fearless Bedouin girl who becomes his trusted companion, and a ruthless treasure 
hunter who will stop at nothing to claim the prize. 

Mahmoud's story is not just one of adventure; it is a tapestry woven with threads of 
history, culture, and self-discovery. As he delves deeper into the secrets of Petra, he 
uncovers not only the city's hidden past but also the hidden depths of his own courage 
and resilience. 
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In "The Son of Petra Caves," prepare to be captivated by a world where time stands still 
and adventure awaits around every corner. This is a story that will transport you to the 
heart of Jordan, make your heart race with excitement, and leave you breathless with 

wonder. 

Are you ready to follow Mahmoud on his extraordinary journey? Turn the page and step 
into the magic of Petra. 
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CHAPTER 1 

Childhood 

 

Mahmoud childhood | Once upon a time, in the heart of the ancient city of Petra 
Jordan in southern Jordan, a child was born amidst the echoing whispers of the 
caves. His name, Mahmoud, a name as old as the terrain itself, marked the 
beginning of a remarkable journey steeped in tradition, adventure, and wonder. 
Born on the 12th of August, 1983, his cradle was an ancient cave, his lullaby the 
hushed murmurings of the wind sweeping through the canyons. 

Mahmoud was not an only child. He was part of a boisterous band of 12, a family 
that thrived on love, laughter, and the ceaseless thrill that their extraordinary home 
offered. Imagine life growing up inside a cave in Petra - a childhood far removed 
from the ordinary, steeped in the elements, and baptized by the rugged beauty of 
nature. 
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Their playground was a sprawling landscape of rugged mountains, majestic rocks, 
and ancient caves. Each day was a new adventure. They would race across steep 
peaks, jump across rocks, morphing them into imaginary monsters, and chase each 
other through the labyrinth of caves that were their home. Laughter, shouts, and 
giggles were the only sounds that broke the solemn silence of the old city. 

From sunrise to sundown, Mahmoud and his siblings played with the animals that 
shared their unique abode - sheep that provided warmth and sustenance, horses 
that symbolized their powerful connection to the land, and camels, their loyal 
companions in this untamed wilderness. The bond between the children and these 
creatures was as strong and enduring as the rock formations that surrounded 
them. 

Now, 41 years later, Mahmoud continues to live in a cave, just a stone's throw away 
from his birthplace. His hair, a little thinner, his face a little wiser, but his spirit, as 
wild and untamed as the winds of Petra. Over the decades, life has swirled around 
him like a sandstorm, constantly changing, incessantly challenging. However, 
Mahmoud remains an unyielding monolith amidst the winds of change - a living 
testament to a way of life that has weathered centuries. 

While the world outside the cave has morphed beyond recognition, the heart within 
beats the same rhythm it did forty-one years ago — a rhythm that sings the songs 
of the caves, the mountains, the rocks, and the whispers of an ancient civilization 
that once thrived here. 

But, what does the future hold for Mahmoud, the son of Petra, the child of the 
caves? Will the winds of change ever lure him out of his beloved cave, or will he 
remain an eternal dweller, holding onto the echoes of a bygone era, refusing to let 
them fade into oblivion? As the sun sets over the majestic city of Petra, casting long 
shadows over its ancient grandeur, one can't help but wonder. 

The sun painted the sky with hues of crimson and gold as it began its descent, 
casting long shadows over the ancient city of Petra. We, the children of this rugged 
terrain, played all day, leaping from boulder to boulder, chasing one another 
through the cobblestone streets till our lungs ached from the sheer joy of it. 

Born in the caves that adorned the cliffside like a constellation of stone stars, our 
world was as simple as it was profound. Technology, cars, the trappings of a life we 
couldn't even begin to comprehend, these were alien concepts. Our universe was 



contained within the stone walls of Petra, and its mysteries had been more than 
enough to keep us entertained. 

As twilight approached, my feet, toughened by days of playing barefoot, carried me 
home, towards the mouth of our cave dwelling. The aroma of lentil stew, gently 
simmering over the open fire, greeted me long before I saw my mother tending to 
our dinner. 

This was our food, humble yet nurturing - lentils, grains, the fruits of our land. My 
parents toiled in the field across the cave, their hands etching love and life into the 
soil. The crops they grew were our sustenance, our lifeline against the brutal 
winters. 

I walked towards my mother, the warmth of the fire casting dancing shadows on 
her weary face. She increased the fire and stirred the pot, the steam rising 
upwards, carrying with it the promise of a hearty meal. The sight of her evoked in 
me a sense of comfort and security. 

As I ate my dinner under the blanket of the starlit sky, I thought about our life. To 
some, it may seem harsh, even primitive. But amidst the backdrop of Petra's 
majestic cliffs, under a sky full of stars, I knew our life was rich in ways that couldn't 
be measured. We had food, we had laughter, we had each other, and above all, we 
had our freedom. 

As the fire burned low and the embers glowed softly in the darkness, I couldn't help 
but wonder about the future. What would change? What would remain the same? 
As I pondered these thoughts, I fell asleep, tucked safely in the comforting lap of 
Petra, dreams woven with threads of uncertainty and hope. 

Our garments lay in shreds, some of us even devoid of rudimentary coverings, yet, 
a strange kind of freedom lingered around us. The world only knew two constants, 
the stifling heat of the unforgiving sun, and the chilling snap of winter. But we had 
our haven, our womb of existence, the cave. Unyielding even in the harshest of 
climates, it remained our sanctuary, warm in the frosty winter nights and 
refreshingly cool during summer's peak. 

Crammed together in what seemed like an intimate huddle, we were a motley 
group of 12, an incongruous band of brothers and sisters. As daybreak arrived, we 
stirred to life, a symphony of grunts and groans gradually crescendoing into 



laughter, banter, and playful jostling. Life, as we knew, was a simple cycle of sleep, 
wake, eat, play, and repeat, each day a mirror image of the one before. 

Escaping the confines of our cave, we ventured for sustenance in the vast expanse, 
herding sheep across the majestic, swirling terrains of Petra. The towering rugged 
mountains stood guard protecting us from the elements, with colors shifting and 
dancing as the sun painted with its vast palette of light. Some nights, the rocks 
whispering ancient secrets, we would nestle within the sanctuary of Petra's safe. 

Now off-limits, the safe in Petra was our fortress of solitude in times past. A realm 
forbidden to the wandering eyes of the world, it had once been our hallowed 
retreat. It had been a silent witness to our games of make-believe, our whispered 
dreams under the star-lit skies, our hushed lullabies crooned into the night. 

When the world yearned to explore its inscrutable depths, we had already rested 
within its heart, its stone-cold bosom cradling us day and night. Now, we dwell in 
the memories cast on the stony canvas of the safe, reliving our days of liberty, when 
we roamed wild and free, when we slept under the watchful eyes of the Petra 
mountains. 

And so, we long for a chance to return, to retrace the steps of our untrammeled 
youth. But Petra remains unyielding, its secrets locked away within the safe, a 
constant reminder of what once was and what may never be again. 

In the dim mystery of the caves, amidst the sprawling sandstone city of Petra, a 
child of remarkable courage was molded. I was merely six, yet my soul was 
armored with audacity. Fear was a stranger to me, unseen and unheard. No howls 
of wolves, no slithering snakes, not even the snarls of stray dogs could perturb my 
peace. After all, this was the only life I knew, this was my world; a world carved out 
of rock, bathed in strength, and chiseled by resilience. 

The year 1990 arrived like any other, echoing the whispers of Petra's age-old 
mystery. Yet, this seemingly indistinct year marked a turning point in my young life. 
That year, the city's stone-strewn streets began to teem with an unusual horde of 
strangers. They were an odd sight, these people; with skin as white as the pearls of 
Aqaba, hair like the golden sands of Wadi Rum, and eyes that mirrored the tranquil 
blues and greens of the Dead Sea. I was captivated by their alien beauty, convinced 
that they belonged not to this world, but to another distant, awe-inspiring planet. 



The echo of these strangers' laughter reverberated down the narrow alleys, their 
curious gazes sweeping over the expanse of our beloved city. They marveled at the 
monolithic tombs and the grandeur of Al Khazneh, their faces painted with the 
same awe that I had seen in my people's eyes years ago. 

As I inched closer to them, curiosity piqued, I learned that they were not from 
another planet, as my young mind had initially deduced. They were Europeans, 
explorers of a world far beyond the borders of my cavernous home. They spun 
tales of lands dressed in snow, of towering steel structures, and of shores caressed 
by crystal blue waves. Their stories were like melodic songs, painting vivid images in 
my mind and seeding a desire to know more. 

Life in the caves of Petra had bred in me a sturdy courage, but meeting these 
strangers stirred a new courage within me; a courage to venture out, to explore, to 
discover the world beyond my rock-carved city, a world now not so alien to me. 

Yet, even as I dreamt of this vast world outside Petra, there was a persistent tug, a 
magnetic pull towards the sandy cityscape of home. As the sun set against the 
majestic Ad-Deir Monastery, casting long shadows over the age-old city, I 
wondered, could a child of the cave ever really belong in the world of the 
Europeans? 

The whispers of the ancient city echoed in the wind as if to answer my question. 
Wrestling with the longing for adventure and the call of home, I realized that life 
was setting me on a path; a road unknown, a journey that promised to be as 
compelling as the tales of those European visitors. "What's beyond the horizon?" I 
further wondered as a soft gust of wind tousled my hair, leaving me standing at the 
city's edge, gazing curiously into the unknown. 
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 CHAPTER 2 

The Book 

 

In the heart of the ancient city of Petra Cave, In the heart of the desolate, mystical 
land where I was born, where the rocky mountains echoed back stories of ancient 
civilizations, my life took a curious turn at the tender age of six. It was an age of 
innocence, marred only by the vague sense of a missing piece, like a puzzle waiting 
to be completed. 

I found an odd kinship with the moonlit shadows and the ancient rocks whispering 
timeless tales. Life was simple, and my world was small, my universe confined 
within the limits of the rocky expanses. However, an extraordinary occurrence was 
about to catapult me into a new sphere, shattering the confines of my limited 
world. 

One day, as I ventured beyond my habitual paths, I saw them. Strangers, their faces 
marked with an exotic allure, transcending geographical boundaries. Their 



language was alien to me, their demeanor distinguishably different, yet I was 
irresistibly drawn to their aura. The sight of these wanderers ignited in me a flame 
that would guide the rest of my life - a desire to bridge the gap, to understand, to 
connect. 

Among them, I met a young girl, her age mirroring my own. Her sparkling eyes 
spoke languages that her lips didn't utter. She asked questions in a tongue I 
couldn’t comprehend, yet the curiosity in her eyes was universal. I found myself 
caught in a whirlwind of emotions, suspended between truth and fiction. 

Each day became a quest for me to demystify the language barrier and create a 
bridge between our worlds. I began observing them, mimicking their sounds, 
gestures, and expressions. My cave became my classroom; the day's events were 
my lessons. 

In the depths of the ancient city of Petra, where the sunlight could not reach and 
time seemed to stand still, I was handed a peculiar artifact by the girl's mother. It 
was shrouded in dark, worn-out leather, and inside were beige, almost yellowish 
papers. At that moment, it was just another strange item for me. You see, where 
others dwelt in a world lit by knowledge, I lived in a cave, secluded from the usual 
rites of civilization. Books, penmanship, the enchantment of reading and writing, 
they were as alien to me as the concept of time. Living here in this arcane cove, I 
was a relic of my own, a living embodiment of the stone age. 

The girl's mother had always been a mystery. Her eyes held a thousand stories, yet 
the words never escaped her lips. She lived among us but belonged somewhere 
else, a realm of thoughts, imagination, and wisdom. When she handed me the 
book, her eyes twinkled with an unspoken message, a secret that she was charging 
me to unfold. 

Days turned into nights, and nights into days, yet the odd gift rested untouched. 
Curiosity, however, is a persistent creature. One starless night, fuelled by the 
unquenchable desire to decipher the mystery, I carefully unwrapped the book, its 
beige pages rustling against the profound silence of the cave. 

The markings on it were like nothing I had ever seen. Lines, curves, dots, and 
squiggles danced across the pages, seemingly meaningless yet carrying a strange 
allure. I was drawn to them, like a moth to a flame, ravenous to understand. 



Thus, began my journey, void of teachers or guidance. I started observing, 
correlating the symbols with the tales the mother told the children. Slowly, the 
world unfurled in a new light, the symbols metamorphosed into words, and words 
into stories. I began to recognize them, one by one, as if a veil was gradually being 
lifted. 

The book became my teacher, and the cave, my school. My world expanded, 
stretching beyond the rocky confines of my dwelling. I was living in the stone age, 
yet I was traveling across universes, battling dragons, conversing with kings, and 
exploring realms of magic and mystery. 

Much like the dawning of day after the darkest of nights, understanding bloomed 
within me. The mother’s eyes no longer held cryptic stories; I saw reflected in them 
the same mystic lands I journeyed through the pages. 

As I carved the last symbol onto the cave wall, my initiation was complete. From the 
quiet cave dweller, I was now the bearer of stories, the reader of the unknown, and 
the first writer of our tribe. But as I basked in the newfound knowledge, I couldn’t 
help but wonder, was this the end, or just the beginning of another journey? 

Every page of existence holds a tale waiting to be written. So it was, on an unbroken 
dawn, I found myself cocooned in the ancient bosom of Petra, nestled amidst her 
austere mountains, my only possession - a book. A solitary, taciturn testimony of 
my quest for knowledge in a city of stone, devoid of letters. My journey began with 
more questions than answers. Where would I learn to master the art of weaving 
words? Who could guide me through the labyrinth of letters in this silent, timeless 
city? 

As the sun etched crimson streaks across the sky, a name whispered in the wind — 
Wadi Musa. An oasis of knowledge nestled amidst the barren landscape, hidden 
from the unobservant eye, yet evident to a determined heart. The pilgrimage was 
not without its trials. A four-hour trek each day through harsh terrains, garments 
torn by the unforgiving desert, feet seared by the scorching sand. Yet, each step 
brought me closer to my goal, every grain of sand an insignia of my resilience. 

Upon my arrival, the school stood like a beacon in the searing heat, its austere 
exterior belying the knowledge it housed. My ragged appearance and sun-kissed 
skin caused a ripple of curiosity within the walls. Yet, the seed of perseverance had 
taken root, and I was ready to bloom. And so, it was there, amidst the curious gazes 
and whispered assumptions, that I met him—Ahmed, the professor. 



Ahmed, a wellspring of wisdom, hailed from the land of Palestine. He ventured into 
our town with a purpose as profound as the desert night - to enlighten us Bedouins 
about the beautiful tenets of Islam, to guide us through the paths of prayer, and to 
instill in us the essence of our religion. 

Under Ahmed's benevolent gaze, I learned not just to read the etchings on stone 
but to decipher the engravings upon the fabric of life itself. He breathed life into my 
solitary book, transforming it into a vibrant tapestry of knowledge, each thread 
connected to the other in an intricate dance of wisdom and understanding. 

In the heart of the ageless city of Petra, within my humble cave, the book found its 
home. A testament of my journey, a tribute to my mentor, a symbol of my thirst for 
knowledge. An echo of my story resonating through the cavernous mountains, 
surviving the annals of time, waiting to be discovered by another seeker, ready to 
embark on their own quest of learning. 

As the sun dips below the horizon, painting the stones of Petra with hues of 
twilight, one can't help but ponder - What lies beneath the layers of time in the 
hands of the next seeker? What new chapters wait to be written in the unwritten 
book of learning? And so, the story of Petra, its solitary book, and its relentless 
seekers continues, shrouded in the timeless mystery of the desert. 

In the heart of the ancient city of Petra, when the colors of dawn began to bloom on 
the horizon, I awoke. On the first day of school, my mother handed me a humble 
plastic bag, the vessel for my cherished school books. In that moment, the bag was 
not just a carrier for my school supplies, it was a symbol of a journey; a journey 
from the depths of our cave to the gates of knowledge. 

My bare feet moved rhythmically against the terrain, each step making a sweet 
symphony with the crunch of the gravel. Two hours it took me, walking from the 
cool comfort of our cave dwelling in Petra, to the warmth of my school. It was my 
pilgrimage, an homage to the thirst of knowledge, traversing the path through 
towering mountains and labyrinthine caves of Petra. 

With the ushering of the morning light, came Teacher Ahmed, a beacon of hope, his 
kindly eyes, my guiding Northern Star. I remember the set of pens, an eraser and a 
sharpener he gave me. "These are not just tools, they are your keys to unlock the 
treasure of knowledge. Keep them safe for two years," his words echoed in my 
ears. My heart fluttered with a joy so profound that it was like an endless symphony 
in my ears. 



Under the tutelage of Teacher Ahmed, I embarked upon my expedition into the 
world of the unknown. From learning how to grip my pen, a weapon mightier than 
the sharpest sword, to the opening of a book, a portal to different worlds, I was 
being initiated into a sacred order. The first letter was not just a symbol, it was an 
embodiment of a promise of a better future. 

As the class ended, the journey back home began. Another two hours, threading 
through the mystical Petra’s mountains and caves, my little steps were filled with a 
newfound enthusiasm. The long walk was no more a tedious route but a path of 
contemplation, and dreams of a brighter tomorrow. 

With each day that came to an end, I realized the journey had just begun. A journey 
not limited by the confines of the school or the long roads back to my cave, but a 
journey that would last a lifetime. As the sun sank behind the majestic mountains, 
the cave echoed with the scratch of my pen against the paper, the cohabitation of 
shadows and light painting a surreal picture. 

Thus, the story of a barefooted boy, a plastic bag full of dreams, and the ancient city 
of Petra continues. What next chapter awaits him? Only time will tell. The echo of 
his pen continues to resonate, leaving the reader wondering, eagerly anticipating, 
and perpetually hooked to the tale of his journey. 

As I stood at the entrance of our humble cave dwelling, nestled between the 
imposing mountains and the mysterious Petra caves, the last threads of the day's 
energy started to escape me. A long day's walk always left me drained, but there 
was something exhilarating about coming home, a feeling that washed away all 
weariness. 

My mother, the robust woman with a spirit that could make the mountains quake, 
was there, as always, to welcome me. A sound echoed in the air, penetrating the 
silence of the desert. It was a Zaghrouda, a traditional Bedouin thrum that signaled 
joy, intensity, and celebration. The sound was raw, a tangible vibration that seemed 
to resonate with the depth of a thousand echoing canyons. 

It coursed through the valley, bouncing off the stone-cut buildings and scattering 
the desert wildlife. It reverberated off our cave walls, filling up the small space with 
a sound that was uniquely ours. It wasn't just a trill; it was a wild, searing anthem of 
our resilience, our happiness, our very existence. 



It began with a flicker of her tongue, a swift dance against the roof of her mouth, 
and then a forceful expulsion of breath that erupted into the air. Sometimes she 
would use her hand, waving it back and forth in front of her mouth to manipulate 
the sound, to create variations in pitch and volume. Each Zaghrouda was unique, a 
sonic fingerprint etched into the vastness of the desert. 

Her eyes sparkled with unfathomable joy as I returned home from school each day. 
The place that was so unfamiliar to her; she did not understand the concept of a 
school, the idea of structured learning. Her life lessons were learned beneath the 
open sky, from the whispering winds and the harshness of the desert. 

Yet, she respected my pursuit and honored it in the only way she knew - with a 
Zaghrouda. It was a grand announcement of my return, a note of joy that bore the 
weight of her dreams for me. Her voice was my beacon, guiding me back to our 
home, nestled between the mountains and the Petra caves. 

The sound of Zaghrouda echoed in the silence of the night as I lay down to sleep, 
the images of schoolbooks and the smell of the desert intertwining in my dreams. 
My mother's voice was the last sound I heard each day, a lullaby as old as the 
mountains themselves. 

As the morning sun rose, the desert resumed its silent hymn, and I was left 
wondering. Wondering about the dreams my mother held in her heart, and about 
the day she herself would understand the meaning of school. Until then, I knew I 
could expect the resonating sound of her joy, the unique Zaghrouda, to welcome 
me home every day. 

As I stepped into the arms of the cave, my mother's excited trill echoing around me, 
I was reminded, as always, of the dichotomy of our world. Hers, filled with simple 
joys and raw emotions, expressed through our ancient language of sounds. Mine, a 
world of learning, filled with books and knowledge, conceived in the heart of a 
distant school, strangely alien to her Bedouin existence.  

Every day, as I returned from school, my mother welcomed me with the same 
enthusiasm, the same Zaghrouda. Yet, she could not fathom what 'school' truly 
meant—all those hours spent in a building, filled with books and ideas. She never 
understood the realm of knowledge, the concept of structured education. Instead, 
her world was one of instinct, emotion, and sounds—an ancient tradition that 
served as her school.  



My mother, so accustomed to the desert sands and ancient traditions, found 
herself lost in the concept of structured education. She had no framework to 
comprehend the alphabets and numbers I was learning in school; a different world, 
unattainable from this cave. To her, 'school' was a strange and distant land she 
could only access through my experiences. 

In her zaghrouda, I heard an unspoken promise - a promise to support me, to push 
me towards the better future that lay within those textbooks. And so, I would wake 
up each day, ready to walk through the mountains, to sit in that foreign place called 
'school', fuelled by the power of her sound, her faith. 

Yet, despite the differences, our worlds harmoniously coexisted through these daily 
reunions, through her Zaghrouda. Her sound of joy, echoing through Petra's age-
old mountains, transcended the gap between our worlds, the old and the new, the 
traditional and the modern. It was a testament to the power of love, of joy, of 
acceptance that surpasses all barriers. 

 

CHAPTER 3 

The school 
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As the first golden rays of the dawn broke over the ancient city of Petra, I roused 
myself from the cool comfort of our simple home, carved into the red rocks that 
bore testament to a civilization long past. Every day, brought a new sense of 
anticipation, a strange combination of dread and delight. I was embarking on a 
voyage, not across the vast sea or through the shifting sands of time, but a journey 
of the mind. My playground - a rustic schoolroom, my guide - a man named Ahmed. 

The cavernous echoes of my mother's ululations vibrated through our rocky abode, 
an alarm call of sorts that it was time. Time to leave the cave, and set foot towards 
learning. With the weight of my future slung across my shoulders, a satchel bursting 
with worn-out books, and pens and school tools tucked into the pocket of my tunic, 
I would make the daily pilgrimage from home to school. Barefoot, treading the well-
worn path, I could almost hear the crunch of the gravel underfoot and feel the 
rocky pathway against my soles. 

I would check my pocket every few minutes, my fingers running over the jagged 
edges of the pencils and the smooth coolness of the pens, reassuring me of their 
presence. It was Ahmed, my mentor, and friend who had bestowed upon me these 
treasures, his eyes always twinkling with the promise of the knowledge that lay 
ahead. 

And so it began. The journey of learning the letter 'A'. It was as if time had slowed, a 
moment stretched into eternity as Ahmed inscribed the symbol on the board, the 
chalk rasping against the worn surface. The 'A' looked simple, almost too easy, a 
triangle perched upon a horizontal line. The phonetic sound rolled off my tongue 
with an ease that surprised me. 

Under Ahmed's watchful eye, my journey through the sinuous labyrinth of letters 
ensued. The curve of the 'B', the symmetry of the 'D', each letter, each sound was a 
new discovery, a new world unfurling before me. I would practice until my fingers 
ached, till the letters swam before my eyes, then I would practice some more. The 
school tools that once lay dormant in my pocket sprung to life, aiding me in my 
quest. 

As the days turned into weeks, and the weeks into months, I began to realize the 
sheer enormity of the path I had embarked on. It was not merely a journey of 
learning letters. It was a journey of discovery, of empowering myself through the 
knowledge that each letter, each word, and each sentence bestowed upon me. 



And as the sun would set on Petra, painting the rocks with hues of gold and deep 
red, I would return to my cave-home, my mind buzzing with the day's lessons. My 
heart would beat in rhythm with my mother's ululations, echoing the joy of the 
journey I had undertaken. 

But every night, as I lay in the cool cocoon of my rocky home, staring at the 
shadows dancing on the walls, I could not help but wonder - What new doors would 
the letters open for me tomorrow? What other worlds lay hidden beneath the 
strokes of the chalk on the board? The journey of learning had just begun, and the 
path before me seemed endless and exciting, leaving me to ponder the infinite 
possibilities that lay ahead. 

Day after day, shrouded in the half-light of dawn, I would find myself emerging from 
the cool confines of my cave nestled within the rugged mountains of Petra. A hum 
of soft ululations would hang in the air, the melodic resonance of my mother's 
tongue, stirring the quiet of the cave into conscious life. Barefoot, I began my 
journey, my heart humming with anticipation. It was not an easy path, but it led me 
to my sanctuary - my school - a place where I was to meet my mentor, Ahmed. 

Ahmed, a man of weathered lines and wisdom, taught me transformative power of 
letters, the enchantment of words. Every day, he would introduce me to a new 
letter, a new character, a new key to the treasure chest of knowledge. He gave me 
the tools to decipher the intricate code which veiled the masterpiece - a book gifted 
to me by a girl, her eyes sparkling with intrigue, her heart beating with the rhythm 
of unexplored worlds. 

My journey, however, was peppered with trials. Often, I was met with the snarling 
faces of stray dogs, their eyes glinting with a primal threat. Yet, my desire for 
knowledge, the promise of a new letter, a new word, gave me the courage to keep 
going. I met them with resilience, their feral hostility a mere hurdle in my quest for 
enlightenment. I defied fear, armed with an insatiable thirst for knowledge that 
made me brave. 

The journey was arduous, the trials insurmountable at times, yet I found myself 
trudging ahead on bare feet. The sting of the biting winds, the sharp sting of rocks 
under my feet, and the symphony of howling dogs became the backdrop to my 
pilgrimage for wisdom. Each step was a defiance, each stride a rebellion. A rebellion 
against ignorance, against fear, and against the odds stacked against me. 



In this labyrinth of trials, in this journey from the womb of my cave to the heart of 
knowledge, I found myself. I discovered strength I did not know existed within me, 
courage that surpassed fear, and an unyielding desire to learn that molded me into 
a warrior of wisdom. 

But the mystery remains. Who is the girl who gave me the book? Why did she 
choose me? What secrets lie within the pages of the book, and what will they reveal 
when I finally decipher them? These questions linger, stirring a sense of wonder, 
leaving one to ponder over the power of knowledge, the mystery of the unknown, 
and the boundless capacity of the human spirit. 

 

CHAPTER 4 

The Dog 

 

In the heart-racing moment of an early dawn, I was a mere child, my pockets filled 
with nothing but writing pens as I journeyed the rugged terrain towards school. 
Born a Bedouin, my cradle had been the mystical caves of Petra, and the towering 
mountains were my playground. Fear was a foreign concept to me; I had a heart 
fortified by the harsh realities of desert life, a heart that refused to cower. 



The sun had barely peeked over the distant mountains when I encountered him. A 
massive dog, muscles rippling beneath his tawny coat, fire blazing in his eyes. His 
teeth, stark against the sunrise, gnashed together, a clear warning before he 
lunged. In the blink of an eye, my world was upended. His powerful jaws clamped 
onto my arm, tearing through my clothes and ripping into my skin with a ferocity 
that belied the early hour. Pain flared up my arm, but even as my blood seeped into 
the sand, thoughts of school prevailed. 

Time slowed as I surveyed the ground, my eyes falling on an old, weathered stone. 
With grit and determination, I wrenched my arm free and seized the stone, a 
primitive weapon against a primal opponent. Without a second thought, I swung it 
at the beast, connecting with a resounding crack. Again and again, I struck, until the 
dog lay motionless at my feet, the threat extinguished. 

Yet victory was bittersweet. My clothes hung in tatters, blood seeping from a 
myriad of wounds that marred my body. I felt the ground sway beneath me, the 
exertion and blood loss pulling me into an abyss of unconsciousness. 

Yet, even in that state, the image of my school remained, a beacon of hope in the 
face of adversity. How did I reach there? Who found me in this state? Those are 
questions that still hold no answer. But I made it, just as the school bell rang its 
early welcome. 

An evocative tale of survival, of a child’s struggle against a ferocious beast, and his 
moving determination to reach school, no matter the odds. But at what cost? What 
happened when he reached school? The unspoken aftermath leaves one 
wondering, the story suspended in a poignant silence. 

"In the still of the morning, I limped into my school, an alien in familiar corridors. 
The classrooms, ordinarily filled with the chatter of young minds, fell silent at my 
arrival. I was a disarrayed symphony of man and beast, a canvas of torn clothes and 
seeping wounds painted by the treacherous journey I had just survived. 

The gaping eyes of my peers belied their shock, but it was Mr. Ahmed, my usually 
stoic teacher, whose astonishment was disturbingly palpable. His countenance 
mirrored the horror that my disheveled appearance induced, his eyes welled up 
with tears that were a surreal mix of empathy and terror. As the silence of the room 
was punctured by the ghastly echo of his gasp, I saw a reflection of my ordeal in his 
trembling irises. 



In the confines of Mr. Ahmed's office, the magnitude of my story unfolded. The 
harrowing tale of my unexpected detour through the merciless terrains of Petra, 
my desperate encounters with the labyrinth of caves, and the relentless chase by a 
bloodthirsty canine predator tumbled from my lips. It was a symphony of survival, a 
testament to the resilience of the human spirit, and a narrative that blindsided 
every ounce of bravery I possessed. Each word was a stitch in the tapestry of my 
journey, each pause a silent tribute to the near-death moments I narrowly escaped. 

Tears cascaded down Mr. Ahmed's face as he hung onto every word, his soul 
resonating with every bone-chilling detail. His hands, meanwhile, were steadfast 
octaves of warmth and care, washing away the dried blood, soothing the septic 
wounds. His touch worked miracles, erasing, if only momentarily, the physical 
reminders of the assaults. 

With a gentle smile, he extended a set of new clothes towards me, a simple offering 
that carried the weight of unspoken solidarity. In that moment, he was no longer 
just a mentor, but a beacon of hope, a symbol of resilience in the face of adversity. 

And as I donned those clean clothes, a renewed sense of strength surged within 
me. The vulnerability of my ordeal was slowly being replaced by a formidable force 
of will, guided by the wisdom of Mr. Ahmed's silent encouragement. 

As I stepped out of his office, a changed individual, the school hallways seemed to 
echo with a different kind of silence. A silence that didn't scream of shock, rather 
whispered tales of awe and reverence. My journey had brimmed over from being a 
mere narrative of survival to becoming an embodiment of human spirit and 
strength. 

My story was far from over, of course. The scars may heal, but their imprints would 
linger, a stark reminder of the predatory dog and my unwitting dance with death. 
But having survived it all, I was left wondering, what else could life possibly throw in 
my way?" 

In the raw, crimson-colored ruggedness of Petra, where the sun-kissed mountains 
stood tall like ancient sentinels, there existed a peculiar ritual. As the school bell 
rang, signaling the end of another mundane day, my journey back to my limestone 
sanctuary began. This was no ordinary commute; I was on a mission. A strange, 
dangerous mission that was sparked in the aftermath of a canine confrontation. 



Walking through the sinuous labyrinth of rocky mountains, my footsteps echoed 
the story of a fight woven in bravery and desperation. I was returning to the place 
where I had locked jaws with a ravenous dog, a terrifying beast that had once 
haunted my path back home. But, having conquered my fear, I decided to reclaim 
that path, to show the dog and its kin that I was no longer an easy target. 

As I approached the site of our fierce encounter, I felt my heart pounding in my 
chest, a wild drum echoing the battle hymn of yesteryears. The remnants of our 
face-off were still visible in the dust. I scanned the terrain and spotted my defeated 
adversary. With a surge of adrenaline, I hoisted the unconscious dog onto my 
shoulders. In my right hand, I gripped tightly onto my school books. 

Juggling the weight of my fears and my future, I began my trek back home. My cave. 
My sanctuary. Up ahead, I could hear the familiar sounds of my mother's 
Zaghrouda piercing through the mountain maze. 

My mother, a beacon of joy, would greet me each day with her ululations, her voice 
echoing through the mountains as though they were nature's own amphitheater. 
But today, as I appeared carrying the dog on my shoulders, her joyful ululations fell 
silent, replaced by a frantic cry, “My son, my son!” She came running toward me, 
eyes filled with tears. 

I entered the cave, the dog limp on my shoulders, my books shaking in my grip. I 
turned around to see my mother, her joy replaced with fear and confusion. She 
reached and touched my face, her hands trembling. She cried again, "My son, my 
son!", her voice echoing through the mountains and etching yet another tale onto 
the age-old rocks. 

As her tears fell onto the mountain dust, I realized this was no longer just my story, 
but ours. Every yell, every cheer, every tear was a paragraph in the chronicle of our 
lives. The story of a boy, his courage, and a mother's concern was woven into the 
very fabric of Petra. 

I left her standing there, her cries weaving an unseen web in the wind, leaving the 
readers - the mountains of Petra - wondering what adversity the next day would 
bring for this brave young boy and his doting mother. 

In the heartbroken embrace of my mother, I found the strength to voice the tale 
that had burdened my soul. Tears streamed down her face like an uncontrolled 
river, and my heart ached with a sorrow so deep it threatened to swallow me. Yet, I 



knew my tale had to be shared. This is how the tale of my encounter with the dog 
unfolded. 

The dog, I told her, had been the size of a teenager, eyes as fiery as a hellhound's, 
standing defiantly in my path. I was merely a boy of 6, lost in the mountains of 
Petra, but the towering beast before me brought forth a courage I hadn't known I 
possessed. 

I was a mere silhouette against the vast ruggedness, but in me stirred a fear-
induced bravery. I picked up a stone, large and rough, every ounce of my weight 
behind the throw that fell the beast. The power of my fear mirrored in the force of 
my throw, a primitive survival instinct driving me. 

Its demise, however, was the birth of a peculiar kinship. I dragged the beast back to 
my cave, not out of vengeance, but honor. I wanted to immortalize its strength, its 
wild spirit. I sought to mold a piece of the ruthless wilderness that had claimed its 
life. 

With an intricacy that belied my tender age, I removed its fangs, stringing them 
together to form a necklace of remembrance. Each fang was a symbol, a token of 
the fears I had vanquished, the strength I had discovered. I wore those fangs 
around my neck, a talisman to ward off my demons, to instill in me an unyielding 
courage. 

The dog's coat, thick and silken, was transformed into a winter cloak. Every hair was 
a keepsake of harsh survival, a testament to the dog's spirit, a reminder of the 
unforgiving cold winter days in Petra's mountains that I had braved. 

And finally, the dog, its life ended by my hand, was exalted in death. Hung on the 
wall of my cave, it served as a warning to all other creatures that dared to pose a 
threat. Its formidable presence a guard for my sanctuary, repelling any who dared 
to approach. 

The tale, raw and gut-wrenching, left my mother weeping silently, her eyes 
reflecting a mix of terror and admiration. I stood there, not as a boy, but a young 
man hardened by survival, touched by a primal wilderness, and defined by a 
courage that was ignited by fear. 

As I finished recounting my tale, the cave echoed with an uncanny silence. Our eyes 
locked, and I saw a newfound respect in her gaze. But amidst that, I saw the familiar 



fear for my safety, the haunting question hanging in the shadows of the cave: 
would my tale of survival ever truly end, or was this just the beginning? 

 

 

CHAPTER 5 

Only time would tell 

 

As the first rays of sunlight pierced through the curtains, I slowly opened my eyes, 
taking a deep breath and stretching my limbs. The events of the previous day 
flashed through my mind like a whirlwind, as if it were all just a dream. But the 
aches in my body reminded me that it was not. 

I couldn't help but smile as I recalled the extraordinary encounter I had in the heart 
of the majestic Petra Mountains. A large, predatory dog had crossed my path, filled 



with hunger and aggression. Fear had gripped my heart, but I refused to let it 
consume me. With swift thinking, I grabbed one of the stones scattered on the 
ground and hurled it towards the beast. 

To my amazement, the stone found its mark, striking the dog with an accuracy I 
hadn't known I possessed. The ferocious creature fell to the ground, lifeless. I 
couldn't believe what I had just done. I, a mere child, had tamed the untamable. 
The news of my bravery had spread like wildfire among our Bedouin neighbors. 

One by one, they arrived at our humble dwelling, their eyes filled with awe and 
curiosity. They brought gifts, tokens of their respect and admiration. There was the 
rich, creamy goat milk, harvested from the herds that grazed peacefully in the 
shadow of the mountains. The tangy, crumbly cheese, made with the skill that had 
been passed down through generations. And then, there was the forbidden flour, a 
gesture of reverence and tradition. 

As the visitors gathered around me, their inquisitive gazes locked on mine, I could 
sense their eagerness. They yearned to hear the tale of how I had overcome the 
beast that had terrorized our lands for far too long. And so, with a mixture of pride 
and humility, I began to recount the events of that fateful day. 

Their eyes widened as I described the fear that had threatened to consume me, 
and the surge of bravery that had risen from within. They listened intently as I 
painted a vivid picture of the stone soaring through the air, finding its mark with 
deadly precision. And as I spoke, the emotions I had experienced resurfaced, 
overwhelming me once again. 

But even amidst their awe and admiration, a question lingered in their eyes. How 
had a mere child possessed such courage, such skill? I couldn't answer that 
question myself. It was as if a force beyond myself had guided my hand, 
transforming me into a protector, a guardian of our lands. 

And as the sun began to set, casting a warm glow upon the ancient caves of Petra, I 
found myself lost in their wonder. The visitors departed, their footsteps fading into 
the distance. But the question remained, hanging in the air like the fragrant scent of 
the mountain flowers. 

What had really happened that day? Was it my own strength and determination, or 
was there something more, something magical at play? And so, I tucked myself into 
bed, the mysteries of that unforgettable battle still swirling in my mind. 



As I drifted off to sleep, a smile tugged at my lips. For in that moment, I knew that 
the answers would reveal themselves in due time. And until then, the legend of the 
boy who felled the predatory dog with a single stone would continue to captivate 
the imaginations of those who heard it, leaving them wondering, just as I did. 

What extraordinary forces had converged that day in the Petra Mountains? Only 
time would tell. 

 

The adventure continues in [Stay tuned for the next chapter] 
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