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IMPORTANT LEGAL NOTICE

DISCLAIMER

THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION. All characters, organizations, governments, intelligence agencies, military operations, and events portrayed in this novel are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, actual events, actual organizations, or actual government policies is purely coincidental and unintentional.

The geopolitical scenarios, military operations, intelligence activities, cyber operations, and political machinations described in this book are entirely fictional constructs created for dramatic purposes. They do not represent, suggest, or imply any actual policies, strategies, or activities of any real government, nation-state, intelligence service, or military organization.

Specifically, the depictions of Russia, China, the Russian Federation, the People's Republic of China, or any of their governmental bodies, military forces, or intelligence services in this novel are

entirely fictional and do not purport to represent the actual policies, actions, or intentions of these nations or their governments. The same applies to all European nations, the European Union, and any other countries mentioned herein.

The religious, mystical, and prophetic elements in this story—including references to biblical prophecies, Kabbalistic concepts, and apocalyptic scenarios—are used as literary devices and should not be interpreted as theological statements, predictions, or endorsements of any particular religious viewpoint.

No part of this work is intended to defame, disparage, or cast aspersions upon any individual, group, nation, religion, or ethnicity. The author and publisher expressly disclaim any intent to cause harm, offense, or prejudice to any party.

The views and opinions expressed by fictional characters in this novel do not necessarily reflect the views of the author or publisher.

By reading this book, you acknowledge and accept that this is a work of fiction created solely for entertainment purposes.

 

AUTHOR'S NOTE

This novel was born from a simple observation: in times of crisis, it is often children who remind us of what truly matters.

The story you are about to read is fiction, but the values it celebrates are real: tolerance, mutual respect, the courage to stand up for others, and the transformative power of education.

While the geopolitical scenarios described herein are entirely imaginary, they serve as a backdrop to explore timeless questions about human nature, the fragility of social cohesion, and the extraordinary resilience of hope.

The biblical references to Gog and Magog—found in both the Book of Ezekiel and the Book of Revelation—have been interpreted in countless ways throughout history. In this novel, I use these ancient symbols not as prophecy but as metaphor: the eternal struggle between forces of division and forces of unity.

To the teachers of the world, who shape young minds with patience and love: this book is my humble tribute to your invaluable work.

And to readers everywhere: may this story remind us that the future is not written in stone. It is written in the hearts of our children.

— David Goldberg

Jerusalem, 2024

 

To all the teachers of the world

who, every day,

plant seeds of tolerance in the hearts of children.

And to the children themselves,

who show us that loving one another

is simpler than we think.

✦

In loving memory of

Rav Ziegler zt"l

Rav David Ménashé zt"l

 

"And the word of the Lord came unto me, saying:

Son of man, set thy face against Gog,

the land of Magog, the chief prince of Meshech and Tubal,

and prophesy against him."

— Ezekiel 38:1-2

"And when the thousand years are expired,

Satan shall be loosed out of his prison,

and shall go out to deceive the nations which are

in the four quarters of the earth, Gog and Magog,

to gather them together to battle."

— Revelation 20:7-8

"Suffer the little children to come unto me,

and forbid them not:

for of such is the kingdom of God."

— Mark 10:14
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TRANSLATOR'S NOTE

In translating this work from the original French, I have endeavored to preserve both the literary style and the cultural nuances that give the story its distinctive voice.

Hebrew and Aramaic terms have been transliterated using standard conventions and are explained in context where necessary. Key religious concepts—such as

Torah (the Five Books of Moses), Kabbalah (Jewish mysticism), and Shabbat (the Sabbath)—retain their original forms to preserve their spiritual resonance.

French idioms and expressions have been adapted to read naturally in American English while maintaining the author's intent. Place names, titles, and forms of address reflect French usage to preserve the authentic Parisian atmosphere.

The multilingual dialogue—French, Arabic, Hebrew, and Chinese—has been rendered in English with contextual cues indicating when characters are speaking in their native tongues.

Biblical quotations follow the King James Version for their poetic and archaic quality, befitting the prophetic tone of certain passages.

— The Translator

Jerusalem, 2024







CHAPTER 1

	
THE SCHOOLTEACHER OF CRÉTEIL

7:42 AM — Sarah Lemoine's Apartment, Créteil

The scent of still-warm coffee lingered in the small kitchen as Sarah silenced her alarm with a mechanical gesture. Outside, the first rays of October sunlight were piercing through the beige curtains she had never found time to replace since moving in. Three years already in this two-room apartment in the Cité des Buttes, facing Jean-Macé Elementary School where she taught.

Sarah Lemoine, thirty-two years old, single, devoted schoolteacher. An orderly, predictable, reassuring life. She slipped on her gray cardigan—the one her colleagues jokingly called her "uniform"—and checked her bag one last time. Corrected notebooks, USB drive with the lesson on the Gauls, and that class list she knew by heart but still consulted every morning out of habit.

"Aïcha, Ahmed, Baptiste, Léa, Mamadou, Yasmine..."

Twenty-eight names. Twenty-eight faces waiting for her in fifteen minutes. Twenty-eight eight-year-olds who trusted her, who raised their hands with enthusiasm when she asked a question, who ran to her in the schoolyard with their little secrets and their big sorrows.

7:53 AM — Walk to School

The biting October cold seized her as soon as she left the building. October 2024. A month like any other, she thought as she tightened her scarf. The leaves were beginning to turn yellow in the small park, and a few mothers were already heading toward the school, children in tow, colorful backpacks bouncing on small shoulders.

"Good morning, Madame Sarah!"

Aïcha Benzema, eight years old, sparkling black eyes, a candy-pink backpack too big for her. Her mother, Fatima, followed a few steps behind, phone pressed to her ear, speaking animatedly in Arabic.

"Good morning, sweetheart. Did you remember your gym clothes?"

"Yes! And I memorized the lesson on Vercingetorix! He was very brave, wasn't he, teacher?"

Sarah smiled. These moments, these small daily victories—that's what she had gotten into teaching for. For those eyes that light up when a child understands, for those "Ah-ha!" moments of discovery that echo through the classroom.

"Very brave, yes. We'll talk about it again later."

Fatima Benzema hung up and approached, a worried expression on her face.

"Madame Lemoine, excuse me, but did you see the news this morning?"

"No, why?" Sarah frowned. "Did something happen?"

"Weird messages are circulating on the internet. My sister-in-law called me from Marseille, she says we should be careful... Something about synagogues, I'm not really sure what it's about..."

Sarah felt a slight worry brush against her, like an unpleasant shiver.

"What kind of messages?"

"I don't know exactly. She told me to check social media. You know, I don't understand any of that stuff..."

Aïcha was tugging on Sarah's sleeve.

"Teacher, can we go? Baptiste is waiting to show me his marble collection!"

8:05 AM — Jean-Macé Elementary School, Teachers' Lounge

The school smelled of floor wax and that distinctive scent of chalk and new notebooks that permeated all educational establishments. Sarah pushed open the door to the teachers' lounge, expecting to find her colleagues in their usual morning routine: coffee, photocopiers running, last-minute lesson preparations.

Instead, she found Christelle Moreau and Jean-Pierre Dubois hunched over a laptop screen, their faces tense.

"Ah, Sarah!" Christelle looked up, her expression grave. "You're just in time. You need to see this."

"What's going on?"

"Look..."

Christelle swiveled the screen. Sarah approached, setting her bag on the table cluttered with papers to grade.

On the screen: a message. A simple text message, white letters on a black background. But the words she read chilled her blood.

"THE MANUSCRIPT OF RUE DES ROSIERS SHALL BE OPENED. THE ALLIANCE OF THE BEAR AND THE DRAGON IS SEALED. THE PROPHECY OF DANIEL IS FULFILLED. PREPARE YOURSELVES. GOG AND MAGOG MARCH. 72 HOURS."

"What is this?" Sarah straightened up, unsettled. "Where did it come from?"

"Nobody knows." Jean-Pierre, the assistant principal for fifteen years, usually unflappable, seemed shaken. "This message has been circulating everywhere since six o'clock this morning. Twitter, Facebook, Instagram, TikTok, Telegram... It's translated into every language. French, English, German, Arabic, Hebrew..."

"But who sent it?"

"No trace. As if it appeared spontaneously on all networks at once."

Sarah reread the message, a growing unease in her stomach. These words... they resonated strangely. "Gog and Magog"... where had she heard that before?

"And what does 'the manuscript of Rue des Rosiers' mean?"

Christelle shrugged.

"Rue des Rosiers is in the Marais, right? The Jewish quarter of Paris?"

"I think so, yes..."

Jean-Pierre nervously tapped his pen on the table.

"In any case, it's causing chaos everywhere. The authorities are trying to reassure people, but on social media, it's total pandemonium. Some are talking about terrorist attacks, others about world war... There are even people saying it's the apocalypse."

Sarah felt her hands tremble slightly. This message, these strange words, this suddenly oppressive atmosphere... It all contrasted violently with the reassuring normalcy of the school, the children's laughter heard from the courtyard, the familiar smell of the classrooms.

"Do the parents know?"

"Some of them, yes. I've already had three calls this morning. Worried parents wondering if they should come pick up their children."

8:15 AM — Hallway to the Third-Grade Classroom

Sarah walked with less certainty toward her classroom. In her head, the words of the message looped endlessly. "Gog and Magog march." What could that possibly mean? And why did she feel so troubled by these few lines?

She passed students running toward their classrooms, bags on their backs, cheeks reddened by the morning cold. Their carefree innocence struck her. They knew nothing of this message, of this quiet anxiety beginning to creep over the adults. For them, it was just another Tuesday.

"Teacher! Teacher Sarah!"

Baptiste Moreau—no relation to Christelle—came running, out of breath, backpack bouncing against his hips.

"Baptiste, don't run in the hallways, you know the rules."

"Sorry, teacher. But Ahmed wanted me to tell you that his mom wants to talk to you. She's waiting in the courtyard."

Sarah frowned. Mrs. Karim never came to school without an important reason.

"All right, I'm coming. You go to class and get your things out. I'll join you in five minutes."

8:18 AM — Schoolyard

Zahra Karim, thirty-five years old, Ahmed's mother, postal worker. Usually a smiling and relaxed woman, she stood near the gate, face closed, phone in hand.

"Madame Lemoine? Excuse me for bothering you..."

"It's nothing, Mrs. Karim. Baptiste told me you wanted to see me?"

"Yes... It's about this message that's circulating everywhere. Are you aware of it?"

"I just found out about it, yes."

Zahra Karim lowered her voice, casting worried glances around her.

"My brother lives in Sarcelles. He called me this morning, says people there are starting to get scared. There were incidents last night near the synagogue. Tags, threats... And this message, everyone's talking about it. People don't understand what it means, but they're afraid."

Sarah felt her stomach tighten further.

"What kind of incidents?"

"Graffiti on the walls, broken windows... My brother says the police came, but they have no explanation. And this morning, with this message everywhere..."

She gestured nervously with her phone.

"Look, it's everywhere. On WhatsApp, on Facebook... My sister-in-law sent it to me from Marseille, my cousin from Lyon... It's like the whole country received this message at the same time."

"And you think... we should be worried?"

Zahra hesitated, then:

"I don't know. But my husband says maybe we should keep Ahmed home today. Just as a precaution."

Sarah looked toward the windows of her classroom, where she could make out the silhouettes of her students settling into their seats. Ahmed was there, probably taking out his notebooks, sharpening his pencil, waiting for his teacher to arrive and start the lesson on Vercingetorix.

"Mrs. Karim, I understand your concern. But you know, here at school, the children are safe. And besides, this might just be a... a bad joke. A prank that got out of hand."

She was trying to convince herself as much as convince Ahmed's mother.

"You think so?"

"I... I hope so."

8:25 AM — Third-Grade Classroom, Beginning of Class

"Good morning, children!"

"Good morning, teacher!"

Twenty-eight voices responding in unison. Twenty-eight faces turned toward her, attentive, trusting. Sarah settled behind her desk, trying to find her rhythm again, to act as if nothing were wrong.

"So, who can remind me what we learned yesterday about the Gauls?"

Several hands shot up immediately.

"Aïcha?"

"The Gauls, they lived in Gaul, and their chief was Vercingetorix, and he fought against the Romans of Julius Caesar!"

"Very good! And why did Vercingetorix resist the Romans, Ahmed?"

Ahmed, eight and a half years old, serious expression, raised his hand high.

"Because he wanted to protect his people, teacher! He didn't want the Romans to take his land and boss people around in his home!"

"Excellent, Ahmed. And what can we learn from this story?"

Léa, the little blonde in the front row, always first to answer:

"That you have to defend what you love! And you have to be brave even when you're smaller than the enemy!"

Sarah smiled. These children, their simplicity, their direct way of seeing things... Maybe they were right. Maybe everything boiled down to that: defend what you love, be brave in the face of adversity.

But as she began writing on the board, her phone vibrated in her pocket. Then again. Then again.

8:47 AM — Interruption

"Children, get out your history books, page thirty-four. I'll be back in a minute."

Sarah slipped discreetly to the back of the classroom and checked her phone.

Fifteen messages. Fifteen messages in twenty minutes.

Her sister Julie, from Toulouse: "Sarah, did you see that weird message? It's scary, people are panicking here..."

Her mother, from Bordeaux: "My daughter, call me as soon as you can. Your father saw something on the internet that worries him..."

Three colleagues from neighboring schools: "Are you okay at Jean-Macé? Is everything calm?"

And Daniel, her ex-boyfriend, whom she hadn't heard from in two years: "Sarah, I'm thinking of you. If anything happens, know that you can count on me."

What was happening? Why was everyone acting as if the end of the world was approaching?

Sarah returned to her desk, trying to maintain her smile.

"So, page thirty-four. Who can read me the first paragraph?"

Mamadou Diallo, eight years old, originally from Senegal, was already on his feet, book open.

"The Gaul-ish ci-vi-li-za-tion was ver-y advanced for its time. The Gauls knew how to work met-als, cul-ti-vate the land, and built vil-la-ges..."

While Mamadou diligently read, Sarah discreetly glanced at her phone again. A notification had just appeared: a direct message on Twitter from an unknown account.

She opened the message and froze.

"Sarah Lemoine, schoolteacher at Jean-Macé. Your role is written. When the hour comes, you will have to choose."

Her heart raced. How did this stranger know her name? How did they know where she worked?

She glanced at the sender's profile: no photo, no bio, an account created that very morning. No other message sent.

With trembling fingers, she typed a reply: "Who are you? How do you know my name?"

The response came immediately: "You'll know when it's time. Protect the children, Sarah. That's your mission."

Before she could respond, the account was deleted.

"Teacher? Teacher, are you okay?"

Aïcha's clear voice snapped her back to reality. The child was looking at her with those bright, curious eyes that missed nothing.

"Yes, yes, sweetheart. Everything's fine. Keep reading, Mamadou, you're doing great."

But everything wasn't fine. Something dark was approaching. Sarah could feel it in every fiber of her being.

10:30 AM — Recess

The school playground buzzed with its usual energy. Children running, calling to each other, laughing. But among the adults, the atmosphere was different. The teachers gathered in small groups, faces worried, voices low.

Sarah joined Christelle, who was supervising near the swings.

"Did you receive any weird messages?"

Christelle turned to her, face pale.

"Yes. Someone told me that 'the time of sorting has begun.' You?"

"They told me I had 'a role to play' and that I had 'to protect the children.'"

"What the hell is going on?"

Before Sarah could answer, a commotion drew their attention. Near the school fence, parents were gathering, speaking animatedly with Jean-Pierre Dubois.

"I want to take my son! Right now!" shouted a man in a suit.

"Sir, please stay calm. There's no immediate danger..."

"No immediate danger? Have you seen what's happening in Sarcelles? In Saint-Denis? There are Jewish businesses on fire!"

Sarah felt her blood run cold. Fires? Since when?

She approached the fence.

"Excuse me, sir. What fires? What's happening?"

The man, David Goldberg—she recognized him as Rachel's father, the little girl in the front row—turned to her, panic-stricken.

"Madame Lemoine! You don't know? Since eight o'clock this morning, there have been attacks on synagogues everywhere in France. In Sarcelles, Marseille, Lyon, Strasbourg... And not just in France: in Germany, Belgium, the Netherlands..."

"Attacks?"

"Arson, broken windows, threats... Seventeen synagogues have been targeted across Europe. The police don't understand what's happening. And that message, everyone's talking about that message..."

Gog and Magog march.

Sarah felt her legs go weak. That wasn't a joke. That wasn't a hoax.

Something was happening. Something enormous.

And somehow, she was part of it.

— End of Chapter 1 —

CHAPTER 2

THE MERCIER INVESTIGATION

2:45 AM — Créteil Synagogue, Rue du Général-Leclerc

The flames were still licking the blackened walls when Commissioner Daniel Mercier arrived on the scene. The acrid smell of smoke mixed with the fumes of gasoline and burnt plastic. The rotating lights of the fire trucks transformed the night into a red and blue kaleidoscope, casting dancing shadows on the façades of the surrounding buildings.

Mercier, forty-eight years old, twenty-three years of service including ten at the DGSI, surveyed the damage with a professional eye. This was no accidental fire. Too localized, too precise. The traces of accelerant were visible even to a novice.

"Commissioner?" Captain Rousseau, head of the local criminal brigade, approached, notebook in hand. "We have the initial findings."

"I'm listening."

"Three corroborating witnesses. Around 2:15, a white van with no license plates pulled up in front of the synagogue. Four individuals got out, faces masked, dark clothing. They smashed the windows, doused the interior with gasoline, and set it on fire."

Mercier approached the main entrance. The heavy wooden doors were charred, but the structure was still holding. Inside, one could make out overturned pews, scattered prayer books, the Holy Ark defaced with black spray-painted graffiti.

"Any inscriptions?"

"Yes. 'GOG AND MAGOG ARE COMING,' 'THE HOUR OF JUDGMENT,' and something in characters we can't identify."

Mercier took out his phone and snapped several photos. These tags, this vocabulary... It all matched the viral message from earlier.

"Were the witnesses able to provide any other details?"

"Mrs. Benhamou, who lives across the street," Rousseau pointed toward a four-story building, "she says she heard the guys talking to each other. Not in French."

"What language?"

"She's not sure. Maybe Russian, maybe Arabic... She says it sounded like what she sometimes hears in spy movies."

Mercier frowned. Russian? He thought back to the morning's message: "The alliance of the Bear and the Dragon." Bear equals Russia, Dragon equals China. Coincidence?

"Commissioner?" A female voice called out to him. He turned and recognized Lieutenant Emma Dubois, his colleague specializing in sectarian movements.

"Emma? What are you doing here?"

"Same as you. This fire is definitely connected to this morning's message. I left Paris as soon as I got the intel."

"Any news on your end?"

"Yes. And it's disturbing."

She pulled out her laptop and opened it on the hood of a police car.

"Look at this. Since ten o'clock last night, we've recorded seventeen similar incidents across Europe."

The screen displayed an interactive map. Red dots were blinking in several cities: Paris, Lyon, Marseille, Berlin, Munich, Rome, Milan, Madrid, Barcelona, Amsterdam, Brussels...

"Seventeen synagogues attacked in one night?"

"Seventeen. All between 10 PM and 3 AM. Same modus operandi: white vans, four-person teams, identical graffiti, references to the Gog and Magog prophecies."

Mercier whistled through his teeth. Seventeen coordinated attacks in six different countries... This was no longer isolated vandalism. This was a military operation.

"Are the European authorities aware?"

"Europol was alerted at 1 AM. A crisis cell is being set up in The Hague. We're summoned tomorrow... well, today, at 2 PM."

3:15 AM — Créteil Police Station, Commissioner's Office

The station smelled of reheated coffee and fatigue. Mercier settled behind his desk cluttered with case files, Lieutenant Dubois across from him. On the computer screen, the worried faces of his European counterparts appeared one by one in an emergency video conference.

"Ladies and gentlemen," said Mercier, activating his camera, "we have a problem."

Klaus Hoffmann, German BfV, spoke first:

"Daniel, in Berlin we had three synagogues hit tonight. Same pattern as yours. But we have an additional element: one of the teams was captured on a surveillance camera."

"Were you able to identify the perpetrators?"

"Not yet. But you can clearly see their equipment. Military gear, perfect coordination, professional movements. These are not amateurs."

Maria Santos, Spanish CNI, chimed in from Madrid:

"Same assessment in Spain. In Barcelona, witnesses report men speaking Russian. In Madrid, it was Mandarin Chinese."

"Chinese?" Mercier exchanged a glance with Lieutenant Dubois. "Are you sure?"

"Positive. Our witness is a language professor at Complutense University. He knows Mandarin well."

Giuseppe Romano, Italian AISE, spoke up from Rome:

"Same here, in Milan. And we found something else in the rubble of the Via Eupili synagogue."

"What exactly?"

"A satellite phone. Russian military model, limited series, normally reserved for special forces."

Silence fell over the video conference. Everyone was measuring the scope of what they were discovering.

"Colleagues," Mercier continued, "we're no longer dealing with isolated acts of antisemitic vandalism. We're facing an internationally coordinated operation, involving military equipment and trained teams."

Lars Andersen, Danish PET, leaned toward his camera:

"The question is: who's coordinating all this? And to what end?"

"And most importantly," added Klaus Hoffmann, "what's coming next? Because I have a feeling tonight was just the beginning."

4:30 AM — Mercier's Office, Evidence Analysis

Alone in the office, Mercier and Lieutenant Dubois spread out all the collected evidence on the table. Photos of the graffiti, witness statements, technical reports, screenshots of the viral message...

"Emma, you're the expert on sectarian movements... This message, these biblical references... What do they suggest to you?"

Lieutenant Dubois carefully reread the message text.

"'The manuscript of Rue des Rosiers shall be opened.' 'The alliance of the Bear and the Dragon is sealed.' 'The prophecy of Daniel is fulfilled.' 'Gog and Magog march.'"

She looked up.

"Commissioner, this isn't typical sectarian raving. It's too precise, too well-referenced. Someone with a thorough knowledge of biblical texts wrote this."

"Explain."

"Gog and Magog, in the Bible, appear in Ezekiel 38 and 39, and in Revelation 20. They refer to the nations that will unite at the end of times to attack Israel. A coalition led by 'Gog, prince of Magog, prince of Rosh, of Meshech and Tubal.'"

"And concretely?"

"According to traditional interpretation, Rosh is Russia, Meshech and Tubal are regions of modern-day Turkey and Iran. The alliance of the Bear—Russia—and the Dragon—China—fits perfectly into this prophecy."

Mercier poured himself some coffee and offered some to the lieutenant.

"You think we're dealing with religious fanatics?"

"Possibly. But it could also be someone using these references to manipulate public opinion. Creating a climate of fear, reawakening intercommunal tensions..."

"To what end?"

"Destabilize Europe? Justify military intervention? Provoke civil war?"

Mercier's phone rang. He looked at the screen: blocked number.

"Hello?"

"Commissioner Mercier?"

Man's voice, pronounced Slavic accent.

"Who is this?"

"Someone who's interested in your investigation. You're doing good work, Commissioner. But you haven't seen anything yet."

Mercier signaled Lieutenant Dubois to activate the recording.

"What do you mean?"

"Tonight was a warm-up. A test. To see how you'd react, how you'd organize yourselves."

"A test for what?"

"For your coordination capabilities. Your speed of analysis. Your understanding of the stakes."

"And? Did we pass your test?"

Laughter at the other end of the line.

"Honorably. You identified the international dimension, understood it was a coordinated operation, made the connection to the viral message. But you haven't yet grasped the essential point."

"Which is?"

"That you're not fighting isolated terrorists, Commissioner Mercier. You're fighting History itself. Millennial prophecies coming to pass. Alliances forming according to a plan written three thousand years ago."

Lieutenant Dubois was feverishly writing down every word.

"You really believe in these prophecies?"

"Commissioner, it doesn't matter what I believe. What matters is that others believe. Powerful people. People with the means to make them come true."

"Who are these people?"

"You'll find out. But not yet. For now, focus on your schoolteacher in Créteil."

Mercier started.

"Sarah Lemoine? What does she have to do with any of this?"

"She's more important than she thinks. And in more danger too."

"What does that mean?"

"It means the events of tonight were just a distraction. To keep you busy while something else was being set up. Something that directly concerns Mrs. Lemoine and her students."

"What kind of something?"

But the line was dead.

5:00 AM — Racing to Jean-Macé Elementary School

Mercier and Lieutenant Dubois were speeding toward Sarah Lemoine's school. The streets of Créteil were deserted, only a few early-morning sanitation workers beginning their rounds. Dawn was breaking on the horizon, tinting the sky a pale pink that contrasted with the gravity of the moment.

"You think she's really at risk?" asked Lieutenant Dubois, checking her service weapon.

"I don't know. But that guy knew too much for us to take any chances."

They arrived in front of Jean-Macé Elementary School. Everything seemed normal: gates closed, empty courtyard, silent buildings. But something was wrong.

"There," said the lieutenant, pointing to a ground-floor window. "That classroom—the window is broken."

Indeed, the window of Sarah Lemoine's classroom had a gaping hole, shards of glass littering the schoolyard below.

"We're going in."

They climbed over the gate and headed toward the classroom. The door had been forced. Inside, total chaos: overturned desks, scattered notebooks, the blackboard defaced with red paint.

"GOG AND MAGOG ARE COMING FOR THE CHILDREN."

"THE PROPHECY IS FULFILLED AT THE SCHOOL."

"SARAH LEMOINE WILL CHOOSE."

And in the center of the board, written in red capital letters:

"APPOINTMENT TOMORROW 8 AM. SHE WILL KNOW."

Lieutenant Dubois was methodically photographing everything.

"Commissioner, look at this."

On Sarah's desk, someone had arranged twenty-eight photos. Twenty-eight portraits of children. The students in her class.

Aïcha Benzema, 8 years old. Ahmed Karim, 8 years old. Baptiste Moreau, 8 years old...

Each photo was annotated with personal information: address, parents' names, school schedule, usual routes...

"They're watching them," Mercier murmured. "They're watching the kids."

"But why? What do they want?"

"I don't know. But we're going to find out."

6:15 AM — Sarah Lemoine's Apartment

Mercier rang Sarah Lemoine's doorbell. No answer. He rang again, longer.

"Mrs. Lemoine? Police!"

The door cracked open, held by a security chain. Sarah's haggard face appeared in the gap.

"Commissioner? What's happening?"

"We need to speak with you urgently. Let us in."

Sarah unlatched the chain. She was in pajamas, hair disheveled, dark circles under her eyes.

"You didn't sleep?" asked Lieutenant Dubois.

"Not really. With the sirens, the synagogue fire... And I got more calls."

"More calls?"

"All night long. Every hour. The same man as last night. He was talking about my students, he knew their names, their habits..."

Mercier and his colleague exchanged worried looks.

"Mrs. Lemoine, your school was vandalized tonight."

Sarah went pale.

"Vandalized? What do you mean?"

"Your classroom was ransacked. And we found photos of your students with their personal information."

Sarah collapsed onto her couch.

"My students... They're not going to hurt them, are they?"

"We're going to do everything to protect them. But we need your cooperation."

"My cooperation?"

Lieutenant Dubois sat down beside her.

"Mrs. Lemoine, we believe you're at the center of something much bigger than simple acts of vandalism. These people who are contacting you seem to have plans concerning you."

"What plans?"

"That's what we'd like to know. According to the message left in your classroom, they're giving you a meeting this morning at 8 o'clock at the school."

"They want me to go there?"

"Apparently. And frankly, so do we."

Sarah looked at them, bewildered.

"You want me to go there? But it's dangerous!"

"We'll be there," Mercier assured her. "Tactical teams, surveillance, close protection... You won't be at risk. But this might be our only chance to understand what's going on."

"And my students?"

"The school will be closed today. Officially for repairs following the vandalism. In reality, for their safety."

Sarah got up and began pacing around her small living room.

"I don't understand. Why me? I'm just a suburban schoolteacher! What could I possibly represent to these people?"

"That's exactly what we're going to ask them," said Lieutenant Dubois.

7:30 AM — Jean-Macé Elementary School, Preparations

Jean-Macé Elementary no longer resembled a school. Police vans were parked on all the adjacent streets, snipers had taken positions on the surrounding rooftops, plainclothes teams were monitoring every access point.

Mercier was directing operations from a mobile command truck parked on Rue Jean-Jaurès.

"Alpha team in position," crackled the radio.

"Bravo team in position."

"Snipers operational."

Lieutenant Dubois did a final check of the micro-transmitter concealed in Sarah's clothing.

"Can you hear us clearly?"

"Perfectly," Sarah replied, her voice tense.

"Remind me of the protocol."

"I enter the school at exactly 8 o'clock. I go to my classroom. I listen to what they have to say. I try to get them to talk about their motivations and their plans. I don't take any reckless risks."

"And if things go south?"

"I say the code word 'Vercingetorix' and you intervene."

Mercier checked his watch: 7:58.

"Everyone ready? Sarah, are you sure you want to do this?"

Sarah took a deep breath. She was thinking of her students, their innocent faces, their trust in her. These people, whoever they were, had their photos, knew their addresses. As long as she didn't know what they wanted, the children would remain in danger.

"Yes. For my students."

8:00 AM — Jean-Macé Elementary, Third-Grade Classroom

Sarah pushed open the door to her ransacked classroom, heart pounding. Someone had tidied up since the night. The desks were upright again, the notebooks stacked, the board cleaned. In the center of the room, a chair had been placed facing the teacher's desk.

On the desk, an open laptop. The screen displayed a countdown: 00:00:34... 00:00:33... 00:00:32...

Sarah approached cautiously. When the counter reached zero, the screen changed. A man appeared via video conference. Face in shadow, voice electronically distorted.

"Good morning, Mrs. Lemoine."

"Who are you?"

"Someone who knows you well. Someone who appreciates your work with these children."

"What do you want?"

"To talk to you about the future. The future of those twenty-eight children you love so much."

The man paused, then:

"You know what happened in Europe last night?"

"The synagogues..."

"Seventeen coordinated attacks. But that was just a beginning, Mrs. Lemoine. A test. To see how the authorities would react."

"A test for what?"

"For what's to come. In exactly seventy-two hours, the alliance of the Bear and the Dragon will be officially sealed. Russia and China will sign a military pact that will change the balance of the world."

Sarah felt her hands tremble.

"And what does that have to do with my students?"

"Your students represent the future, Mrs. Lemoine. A future where differences can coexist, where tolerance triumphs over hatred. A future that some want to prevent."

"Some? Who?"

"Those who fund extremist movements in Europe. Those who fan intercommunal tensions. Those who have an interest in Europe tearing itself apart from within."

The man leaned toward the camera.

"Mrs. Lemoine, you're going to have to choose."

"Choose what?"

"Between the safety of your students and your conscience. Between protecting those you love and defending your principles."

Sarah felt fear engulf her.

"What does that mean?"

"It means that in the coming days, you'll be asked to do things that will disgust you. To betray your values. To collaborate with those who want to divide your country."

"And if I refuse?"

The screen changed. Twenty-eight photos appeared. Photos of her students, but this time accompanied by images of their homes, their parents, their daily routes.

"You won't refuse, Mrs. Lemoine. Because you know what would happen."

Sarah was on the verge of tears.

"You... you wouldn't hurt them? They're children..."

"We don't want to hurt anyone, Mrs. Lemoine. We just want you to understand the stakes. And to make the right choices when the time comes."

"What choices?"

"You'll know in due time. Meanwhile, the school will remain closed for three days. Officially for repairs. In reality, for your protection and that of the children."

"Protection from whom?"

"From those who will try to use you, Mrs. Lemoine. The police, the intelligence services, the politicians... They'll all want to make you into a symbol. A courageous schoolteacher who stands up to the bad guys. But reality is more complex."

The man paused.

"In this story, Mrs. Lemoine, there are no good guys and bad guys. There are just people defending their interests. And you're going to have to defend yours."

"My interests?"

"Your students. Their safety. Their future."

The screen began to flicker.

"Mrs. Lemoine, we'll see each other again soon. Until then, think carefully. And remember: in the world that's coming, neutrality will no longer be possible. You'll have to choose your side."

The connection was cut.

8:25 AM — Debriefing in the Command Truck

"Did you get all of that?" asked Sarah, removing her micro-transmitter.

"Every word," confirmed Lieutenant Dubois. "And we tried to trace the origin of the connection."

"Any luck?"

Mercier shook his head.

"Encrypted signal, multiple servers, international bouncing... These people know what they're doing."

"Commissioner," said Sarah, her voice hollow, "they know everything about my students. Their addresses, their habits... How is that possible?"

"That's what we're going to find out. But in the meantime, we're reinforcing protection for all the families."

Lieutenant Dubois consulted her notes.

"This story about a Russian-Chinese alliance in seventy-two hours... Do you think it's credible?"

"We'll check with our intelligence services. But if it's true, it changes everything."

"How so?"

Mercier looked out the truck window, toward the school where everything had started a few hours earlier.

"It means we're no longer dealing with isolated terrorists or religious fanatics. We're facing a large-scale geopolitical operation. And Sarah, despite herself, has become a key element of it."

Sarah shivered.

"But why me? What do I represent?"

"That's exactly what we're going to find out," said Mercier, starting the engine. "Destination Paris. It's time to get some answers."

10:30 AM — A86 Highway, Heading to Paris

In the car taking them to the capital, Sarah watched the suburban landscape roll by. Industrial zones, housing projects, shopping centers... A normal, everyday world that contrasted violently with the surreal situation she found herself in.

Her phone vibrated. Message from Christelle, her colleague: "Sarah, are you okay? The school is closed, we're worried about you."

How to respond? How to explain that in less than twenty-four hours, her life had plunged into a spy thriller?

"Everything's fine. Technical problem. I'll call you tonight."

A lie. Everything was not fine. Her students were threatened, she was being manipulated by strangers, and she didn't understand anything that was happening to her.

"Commissioner?"

"Yes?"

"Do you think we'll be able to stop them? These people threatening my students?"

Mercier glanced in the rearview mirror. No apparent tail, but with adversaries like these, you never knew.

"Mrs. Lemoine, I'll be frank with you. What we're discovering since yesterday goes far beyond my usual jurisdiction. We're entering a domain where international espionage, religious manipulation, and high-level geopolitics all intersect."

"What does that mean?"

"It means we're going to need help. A lot of help."

11:15 AM — DGSI Headquarters, Boulevard Mortier, Paris

The headquarters of the Direction Générale de la Sécurité Intérieure—France's internal intelligence service—always impressed Sarah. This fortress of concrete and glass, guarded like a bunker, symbolized a world she only knew from movies.

"Mrs. Lemoine?" A man in his fifties, dark suit, grave expression, approached them in the reception hall. "Colonel Bertrand, head of counterespionage. Thank you for coming."

They were escorted to the fourth floor, into a windowless conference room. Around the table, about a dozen people: DGSI officers, representatives from the Interior Ministry, an analyst from the DGSE...

"Mrs. Lemoine," said Colonel Bertrand, taking his place at the head of the table, "you have unwittingly become one of the central elements of an operation we've been trying to understand since yesterday."

"An operation?"

"Code name 'Autumn Storm,' according to our initial analyses. A coordinated destabilization campaign targeting Europe."

A DGSE analyst, fortyish, glasses, spoke up:

"Mrs. Lemoine, allow me to present what we know. Yesterday morning's viral message was broadcast simultaneously from 847 different accounts on social media. Accounts created specifically for the occasion, then deleted within the hour."

"847 accounts?"

"Yes. And here's where it gets interesting. Analysis geolocates these accounts to fifteen different countries, but with a particular concentration in Russia and China."

Colonel Bertrand continued:

"In parallel, we've identified 47 billion euros in suspicious financial flows over the past six months. Money that transited through tax havens before funding extremist movements throughout Europe."

Sarah was struggling to follow. These figures, these astronomical amounts...

"But what does this have to do with me?"

"You represent something, Mrs. Lemoine. A symbol. The schoolteacher of the Republic, the one who teaches secularism and tolerance, the one who shapes tomorrow's citizens."

"A symbol for whom?"

Colonel Bertrand opened a thick file and pulled out several photos.

"For them."

The photos showed men in suits, in luxurious offices, at official meetings. Sarah recognized a few faces: Russian oligarchs, Chinese leaders, European politicians.

"Who are these people?"

"The brains behind Operation Autumn Storm. A Russian-Chinese consortium that has been quietly funding populist and xenophobic movements in Europe for ten years."

The DGSE analyst pointed to one of the photos.

"Dimitri Volkov, Russian oligarch close to the Kremlin. Officially, he runs an energy empire. Unofficially, he funds European far-right parties."

"And him," the colonel indicated another man, "General Li Wei, Chinese military strategist. Theorist of hybrid warfare, specialist in destabilization through social networks."

"Their objective?"

"Divide Europe. Create intercommunal tensions so severe that the European Union falls apart from within. While we're tearing ourselves apart, the Russian-Chinese alliance can redraw the world order."

Sarah felt her head spinning. How could a simple schoolteacher find herself at the heart of such high stakes?

"But why my students? Why me?"

Lieutenant Dubois interjected:

"Because your class, Mrs. Lemoine, is Europe in miniature. Aïcha the little North African girl, Ahmed the Muslim, Baptiste the Catholic, Léa whose grandmother is Jewish... Your students embody the very diversity these people want to destroy."

"And you," added Colonel Bertrand, "you embody what bothers them the most: proof that we can live together. That we can overcome differences. That we can build rather than destroy."

12:30 PM — DGSI Cafeteria

During the lunch break, Sarah found herself alone with Commissioner Mercier in the impersonal building cafeteria. Industrial meal trays, harsh fluorescent lights, whispered conversations between agents...

"Commissioner, I'm scared."

"That's normal."

"No, you don't understand. I'm scared for my students. These people, they're watching them, they know their addresses... What assurance do I have that they won't hurt them?"

Mercier set down his fork.

"Sarah—may I call you Sarah?—these people don't want to hurt your students. They want to use you."

"Use me how?"

"They're going to put you in situations where you'll have to choose between your principles and the children's safety. They're going to try to make you do things that betray your values."

"What kind of things?"

"I don't know yet. But they know you well, Sarah. They know you'd do anything to protect your students. That's your weak point, and they're going to exploit it."

Sarah pushed away her tray, her appetite gone.

"And if I refuse to play their game?"

"Then they'll move on to someone else. Another teacher, another school, other children. The problem won't disappear, it will just relocate."

"So I have no choice?"

"Yes, you have a choice. But all choices have consequences."

2:00 PM — Crisis Room, Afternoon Session

The afternoon session gathered more people. Representatives from Europol had joined via video conference, along with German, Italian, and Spanish counterparts.

Klaus Hoffmann, from Berlin, spoke first:

"Colleagues, we have news. The satellite phone found in Milan has been traced. It emitted toward a command center located near Moscow."

"Were you able to identify the center?" asked Colonel Bertrand.

"Officially, it's a meteorological research center. Unofficially, it's a GRU base—Russian military intelligence."

Maria Santos, from Madrid, intervened:

"Here, we've intercepted communications in Mandarin Chinese. Our translators confirm: these are tactical coordinations for 'European psychological operations.'"

Sarah listened, fascinated and terrified at once. All these agents, all these services, all this intelligence machinery mobilized... and at the center, her, a simple schoolteacher who just wanted to teach her students about the history of the Gauls.

"Mrs. Lemoine?" Colonel Bertrand addressed her. "We'd like to propose something to you."

"What?"

"To play along. To pretend to collaborate with them, but under our control."

Sarah started.

"You want me to become... a spy?"

"Not exactly. We want you to remain yourself. To continue being the teacher you are. But to help us understand their plans."

"And my students?"

"Will be protected at all times. Discreet but constant surveillance."

"And if things go wrong?"

"We intervene immediately."

Sarah looked around the table. All those faces turned toward her, all those experts awaiting her decision. How had she gotten here?

"I... I need to think."

"Of course. But we don't have much time, Mrs. Lemoine. According to our information, the next phase of their plan will be triggered tomorrow."

"What phase?"

The DGSE analyst consulted his notes.

"Berlin. They're preparing something in Berlin. An operation larger than last night's attacks."

4:30 PM — Colonel Bertrand's Private Office

Sarah found herself alone with Colonel Bertrand in his personal office. Walls covered with maps, family photos on the desk, a more relaxed atmosphere.

"Sarah—may I call you Sarah?—I have a daughter your students' age."

He showed her a photo of a blonde little girl, gap-toothed smile, red backpack.

"Her name is Emma. She's eight years old, like Ahmed and Aïcha. And when I look at her, I think that the world we're going to leave her depends on choices like the one we're asking you to make."

"Colonel..."

"I know it's enormous. I know you never asked for this. But sometimes, History catches up with us. Sometimes, we find ourselves in the wrong place at the wrong time, and we have to make choices we never imagined making."

Sarah looked at the photo of little Emma. Eight years old. The age of innocence, the age when you still believe the world is fair and that adults know what they're doing.

"If I accept... what guarantee do I have that you'll really protect me?"

"None. I can't guarantee you anything, Sarah. Except that if you refuse, these people will continue their plan without us. And children like Emma, like your students, will grow up in a world even more divided, even more hateful."

"And if I accept?"

"Then we have a chance. A small chance to understand their plan, to stop it, to protect what you believe in."

Sarah got up and walked toward the window. Outside, Paris was bustling under an autumn sky, indifferent to the dramas being plotted in the hushed offices of the intelligence services.

"My students... they trust me. Their parents trust me. How can I put them in danger?"

"They're already in danger, Sarah. From the moment these people chose your school, your students became pawns on their chessboard. The question isn't whether you're going to put them in danger. The question is whether you're going to help us protect them."

6:00 PM — The Decision

Sarah was in the DGSI lobby, phone in hand. She had just called her mother to reassure her, her colleagues to explain her absence, the school principal to coordinate the reopening.

But she hadn't yet given her answer to Colonel Bertrand.

Commissioner Mercier approached her.

"Sarah? Have you made your decision?"

She looked at him. This man who since yesterday had been trying to protect her, who had left his suburban station to find himself at the heart of an international affair...

"Commissioner, do you have children?"

"No. But I have nephews. Two little boys, six and nine years old."

"And if you were asked to put them in danger to save other children?"

Mercier thought for a long moment.

"I think I'd do what you're doing. I'd weigh the pros and cons. I'd ask myself which choice, in the end, would protect the most innocents."

"And your conclusion?"

"My conclusion is that you're the best person to make this decision. Because you know these children. Because you love them. And because, whatever you decide, it will be out of love for them."

Sarah closed her eyes. In her mind, she saw her students' faces. Aïcha and her endless questions. Ahmed and his kindness. Baptiste and his enthusiasm. Léa and her curiosity...

Twenty-eight children counting on her. Twenty-eight children who represented the future.

She opened her eyes.

"I accept."

7:30 PM — Final Briefing

The crisis room had emptied out. Only the core team remained: Colonel Bertrand, Commissioner Mercier, Lieutenant Dubois, and Sarah.

"Very well," said the colonel, opening a new file. "Here's how we're going to proceed. Tomorrow, Jean-Macé Elementary officially reopens. You resume your classes normally."

"And security?"

"Invisible but constant. Plainclothes agents in the neighborhood, electronic surveillance, coordination with the tactical team. At the slightest problem, we intervene."

Lieutenant Dubois specified:

"We've also reinforced protection for all your students' families. Discreetly, so as not to alarm them."

"And when they contact me again?"

"You play along. You listen to what they want. You ask questions. You try to learn as much as possible about their plans."

Sarah nodded, her stomach in knots.

"And if they ask me to do something that... that I can't do?"

"You alert us immediately. And we adapt."

Colonel Bertrand stood up.

"Sarah, I'm not going to lie to you. What we're asking of you is dangerous. But it may be our only chance to stop something far more dangerous still."

"What?"

"A European civil war. That's their ultimate goal. Turning communities against each other until Europe explodes from within."

9:00 PM — Return to Créteil

The journey back was made in silence. Sarah watched the suburbs roll by in the darkness, thinking about the day that awaited her. Tomorrow, she would have to face her class, her students, act as if nothing was wrong. Even though she was now an infiltrated agent in her own life.

"Sarah?" Commissioner Mercier broke the silence. "You made the right decision."

"Are you sure?"

"No. But I'm sure you made it for the right reasons."

They arrived in front of Sarah's building. The street was quiet, lit by orange streetlamps. Everything seemed normal. But Sarah knew that from now on, nothing would ever be normal again.

"Good night, Commissioner."

"Good night, Sarah. And... courage."

10:15 PM — Sarah's Apartment

Sarah prepared for bed mechanically. Shower, pajamas, herbal tea... Automatic gestures to try to regain some semblance of normalcy.

Her phone rang. Blocked number.

"Hello?"

"Good evening, Sarah."

The voice of the man who had contacted her that morning. Sarah signaled to the agents surveilling her apartment—she knew they were there, somewhere.

"What do you want?"

"To congratulate you. You made the right choice today."

"What choice?"

"Agreeing to cooperate with us. Oh, don't misunderstand me. We know you're now working with the French police. We know they're listening to this conversation."

Sarah felt her blood run cold.

"How do you...?"

"We know many things, Sarah. We know Colonel Bertrand showed you photos of Dimitri Volkov and General Li Wei. We know they told you about Operation Autumn Storm."

Sarah no longer responded, paralyzed.

"But what they didn't tell you, Sarah, is that those people are just decoys. The real masterminds are much closer than you think."

"What does that mean?"

"It means that tomorrow, when you see your students again, you're going to discover who's really pulling the strings of this story. And you're going to understand why we need you."

"Who are you?"

"Someone who's trying to save Europe, Sarah. Someone who's trying to prevent a civil war. Someone who needs your help to make it happen."

"But why me?"

"Because you're pure, Sarah. Because you don't belong to any camp, any agency, any government. Because you represent only innocence and hope."

The line crackled.

"Tomorrow morning, 8:30, your classroom. Be ready to discover the truth."

The connection was cut.

Sarah stood frozen, phone in hand. In the street, she heard the engine of a car starting. The surveillance agents, probably, trying to trace the call.

But she already knew they wouldn't succeed. These people, whoever they were, were always one step ahead.

11:30 PM — Insomnia

Sarah wasn't sleeping. Lying in her bed, she stared at the ceiling, her mind in turmoil. Too much information, too many stakes, too many responsibilities for a simple suburban schoolteacher.

Tomorrow, she would have to look her students in the eyes and act as if everything were normal. Tomorrow, she would have to teach tolerance and brotherhood while serving as bait in a trap whose dimensions and ramifications she didn't know.

And above all, tomorrow, she would discover "the truth," according to the mysterious man. What truth? And was she ready to hear it?

At 2 AM, she got up and approached the window. In the street, a silhouette in the shadow of a doorway. A surveillance agent, or someone else?

Impossible to tell. In this new world she was navigating, nothing was certain anymore. Except one thing: tomorrow, her life as a schoolteacher would resume. With twenty-eight children counting on her.

And whatever happened, she would not let them down.

— End of Chapter 2 —

In the next chapter: Sarah returns to her class and her students, but she quickly discovers that one of them is hiding a secret that will shake the entire investigation. Meanwhile, Rabbi Menahem Goldstein in Paris reveals to the Chief Rabbi of France the existence of a mysterious manuscript that could shed new light on current events...


	



CHAPTER 3

	
THE PRAGUE MANUSCRIPTS

8:00 AM — Rue des Rosiers Synagogue, Paris 4th Arrondissement

Rabbi Menahem Goldstein slowly climbed the stone steps worn by centuries of worshippers. At sixty-seven years old, a former professor of Talmudic studies at the Hebrew University of Jerusalem, he had devoted his life to the study of ancient texts. But what he carried this morning in his worn leather satchel surpassed anything he had ever discovered.

The Prague manuscripts. Three documents in Aramaic and ancient Hebrew, discovered by chance in the archives of the Old-New Synagogue in Prague during restoration work. Texts that should never have seen the light of day. Prophecies that should have remained buried for eternity.

"Rabbi Goldstein?" Samuel Cohen, secretary to the Chief Rabbi of France, greeted him in the synagogue's entrance hall. "The Chief Rabbi is waiting for you in his office."

Menahem nodded silently. For three days, ever since he had deciphered the first page of the manuscripts, he hadn't slept. The words he had translated echoed in his mind like a curse: "When the Bear and the Dragon unite their forces, when the sons of Ishmael and the sons of Isaac tear each other apart, then shall come the time of Gog and Magog..."

8:15 AM — Office of Chief Rabbi Haïm Korsia

"Menahem, my friend." Chief Rabbi Haïm Korsia rose from his desk to welcome his visitor. At fifty-eight years old, a former military chaplain, he was accustomed to crises and complex situations. But the urgency in Rabbi Goldstein's voice on the phone the previous night had worried him.

"Haïm, thank you for seeing me so quickly." Menahem gently placed his satchel on the desk. "What I have to show you... I don't even know where to begin."

"Start at the beginning. You mentioned manuscripts found in Prague?"

Menahem opened his satchel and removed three cardboard folders. Inside, photocopies of yellowed parchments, covered with dense writing in Hebrew and Aramaic characters.

"These documents were discovered a week ago in a walled-up cache in the Old-New Synagogue in Prague. A cache that probably dated from the sixteenth century, when Rabbi Judah Loew ben Bezalel led the community."

"The Maharal of Prague? The one from the legend of the Golem?"

"Exactly. And what we found suggests that the legend of the Golem may have been merely a cover to hide something far more important."

Menahem took out the first photocopy and unfolded it on the desk.

"This first manuscript is titled 'Sefer Gog u-Magog'—The Book of Gog and Magog. It claims to be a translation of even older texts, dating back to the time of Daniel himself."

The Chief Rabbi adjusted his glasses and leaned over the document. The handwriting was beautiful, regular, the work of an expert scribe.

"Have you translated it?"

"Completely. And Haïm... what I've discovered terrifies me."

8:30 AM — The First Translation

Menahem pulled several typed sheets from his satchel.

"Here is my translation of the first passage. Listen carefully..."

He put on his glasses and began reading in a grave voice:

"In those days, when the nations gather as never before, when the children of Abraham quarrel in the streets of every city, then shall rise the alliance of the last days. The Bear of the North shall unite with the Dragon of the East, and together they shall march against the nations of the promise."

The Chief Rabbi frowned.

"The Bear of the North and the Dragon of the East... You're thinking of Russia and China?"

"Keep listening. It gets more specific."

Menahem turned the page and continued his reading:

"In the year when the sons of Ishmael and the sons of Isaac rise up against one another in the cities of the West, in that year shall come the sign. A message shall travel the world in a single day, swifter than the eagle, more piercing than the sword. And that message shall announce the opening of the secret book kept in the street of fragrances."

"The street of fragrances?"

"In ancient Hebrew, 'rechov ha-besamim.' A possible translation of 'Rue des Rosiers'—the Street of Roses. And look at what follows..."

"Seventy-two hours after the sign, the alliance shall be sealed. The Bear and the Dragon shall sign their pact in the city of seven hills, and the nations shall tremble."

The Chief Rabbi fell silent, absorbing the information. Then:

"Menahem... do you realize what you're showing me here?"

"A prophecy centuries old that describes with disturbing precision the events unfolding at this very moment."

"The viral message from the day before yesterday, the incidents across Europe, this business about a Russian-Chinese alliance..."

"It's all there, Haïm. Down to the most precise details."

9:00 AM — The Second Manuscript

Menahem brought out the second folder.

"But that's only the beginning. The second manuscript is even more disturbing. It's titled 'Sefer Daniel ha-Nistar'—The Secret Book of Daniel."

"Secret?"

"It claims to contain prophecies of Daniel that were never included in the canonical Bible. Visions that Daniel supposedly had but was forbidden to reveal 'until the time of the end.'"

The Chief Rabbi rose and walked toward the window that overlooked the Rue des Rosiers. Below, the life of the neighborhood followed its normal course: kosher shops, Jewish bookstores, tourists taking photographs...

"And what do these secret prophecies say?"

"They describe in detail the strategy of Gog and Magog. How they will go about dividing the nations of the West."

Menahem opened the second manuscript and began translating on sight:

"Gog shall send his emissaries to all the nations. They shall take on the appearance of merchants, scholars, men of peace. But their mission shall be to sow discord. They shall set brother against brother, tribe against tribe, faith against faith."

He turned several pages.

"They shall use the gold of Babylon to buy the voices of demagogues. They shall spread words of hatred under the guise of truth. They shall transform public squares into battlefields and sanctuaries into targets."

"Menahem... that's exactly what's happening right now in Europe. The funding of extremist movements, the manipulation of social networks, the attacks on places of worship..."

"Wait, there's more. Listen to this..."

"In those days shall arise a schoolteacher from among the people. She shall teach the children of all nations to live together as brothers. And the emissaries of Gog shall seek to corrupt her, for they know that the future resides in the hearts of children."

The Chief Rabbi spun around abruptly.

"A schoolteacher? You must be joking?"

"I never joke about sacred texts, Haïm. And there's also this..."

Menahem searched for a specific passage.

"This schoolteacher shall be put to the test. She shall be offered the choice between the safety of those she loves and faithfulness to her principles. And according to her choice, the fate of many nations shall be sealed."

9:30 AM — Revelations of the Third Manuscript

The Chief Rabbi had returned to his seat, visibly shaken.

"Menahem, you realize that if these texts are authentic..."

"They are. I had carbon-14 analyses done. The original parchments do indeed date from the sixteenth century. And the language, the syntax, the terminology... everything is consistent with that period."

"But then, how do you explain that current events are described with such precision?"

"That's exactly the question the third manuscript addresses."

Menahem brought out the last folder, the thickest.

"This document is titled 'Sefer ha-Zman ha-Gomer'—The Book of the Time Fulfilled. And it contains... troubling revelations."

He opened the manuscript and began his reading:

"Know that time is not a river flowing in one direction. Know that for the Eternal, a thousand years are as a day, and a day as a thousand years. What is prophesied is not predicted: it is seen. For he who sees beyond time sees all things present at once."

"Menahem, where are you going with this?"

"The text explains that prophecies don't predict the future. They describe a reality already existing in the divine dimension. And that this reality can manifest at different moments in human history."

"You mean that..."

"That the events described in these manuscripts are not programmed to happen now. But they can happen now because someone has decided to make them happen."

The Chief Rabbi buried his head in his hands.

"Someone is using these prophecies as... as an instruction manual?"

"Exactly. And look at this passage..."

Menahem turned several pages and read:

"When the time of fulfillment comes, the emissaries of Gog shall possess the secret manuscripts. They shall know the prophecies as well as the righteous. And they shall use them to shape events according to their will."

10:00 AM — The Urgency of the Situation

The Chief Rabbi's phone rang. He looked at the screen: "Ministry of the Interior."

"Excuse me, Menahem, I need to take this call."

"Chief Rabbi Korsia? This is the minister's office. The minister would like to meet with you within the hour. It concerns the recent events and their impact on the Jewish community."

"I'll come immediately."

He hung up and turned to Menahem.

"My friend, I have to go. But these manuscripts... the authorities absolutely must be informed."

"That's exactly what I was thinking. These texts could shed new light on current events."

"But Menahem... if these prophecies are actually coming to pass..."

"Then we must prepare for what's coming. Because according to the manuscript, what has happened so far is only a prelude."

"A prelude to what?"

Menahem carefully closed the folders.

"To the final war. The one that will decide whether humanity chooses union or division, love or hatred, hope or fear."

10:30 AM — En Route to the Ministry

In the car taking them to the Ministry of the Interior, the Chief Rabbi and Rabbi Goldstein continued their discussion.

"Menahem, you mentioned other copies of these manuscripts?"

"That's the most troubling part. According to my contacts in Prague, the cache originally contained six identical documents. Three came to us. The other three had already been removed."

"Removed? By whom?"

"We don't know. But according to the synagogue's caretaker, men had come three weeks before us. They had official authorizations, documents from the Czech government."

"Three weeks... that was before the current events began."

"Exactly. Someone knew precisely where to look and what to look for."

The Chief Rabbi watched the streets of Paris roll by through the window.

"Menahem, if these people possess the same manuscripts as we do..."

"Then they know the sequence of events to come. They know what's supposed to happen in the next few days."

"And we don't?"

"We do. I didn't translate everything last night. I was too overwhelmed by what I was discovering."

Menahem pulled a few sheets from his pocket.

"Here is the translation of the end of the third manuscript. The events of the next seven days."

11:00 AM — The Seven Prophetic Days

The Chief Rabbi quickly scanned the pages Menahem handed him.

"My God... if this is true..."

"What does it say?"

"The third day—that's today—'the schoolteacher shall choose her side.' The fourth day, 'the alliance shall be sealed in the eternal city.' The fifth day..."

He stopped, visibly shocked.

"What?"

"The fifth day, the children shall march. And according to whether they march toward union or toward division, the destiny of the West shall be sealed."

"The children shall march? What does that mean?"

"I don't know. But it can't bode well."

They arrived in front of the Ministry of the Interior. Armed riot police guarded the entrance, a sign that the security alert level had been raised.

"Menahem, are you coming with me?"

"Of course. These manuscripts are too important for me to keep to myself."

11:15 AM — Ministry of the Interior, Minister's Office

The Minister of the Interior, a fifty-five-year-old man with a face marked by the weight of responsibility, welcomed them to his office, its walls covered with maps and surveillance screens.

"Chief Rabbi, thank you for coming so quickly. Rabbi Goldstein, I presume?"

"Indeed, Mr. Minister."

"Gentlemen, the situation is evolving rapidly. We had disturbing developments overnight."

The minister showed them one of the screens.

"Significant troop movements at the Russian-Chinese border. Officially, these are joint maneuvers. Unofficially, our services believe these are preparations for the announcement of a formal military alliance."

"How soon?" asked the Chief Rabbi.

"According to our information, the announcement could happen tomorrow. In Rome, in the presence of the Pope and several European leaders who are there on official visits."

Menahem and the Chief Rabbi exchanged a look.

"Mr. Minister," said Menahem, "we have information that could shed light on the situation from a... particular angle."

"I'm listening."

11:30 AM — Revelation of the Manuscripts

Over the following hour, Menahem explained to the minister the discovery of the Prague manuscripts and their contents. The minister listened, alternating between skepticism and growing concern.

"Rabbi Goldstein, you're asking me to believe that major geopolitical events are being orchestrated according to centuries-old prophecies?"

"I'm asking you to consider the possibility that people believe in these prophecies and are acting accordingly."

"And these people would be?"

"According to what we know, an international consortium that uses religious beliefs to manipulate public opinion and justify its actions."

The minister rose and walked toward the window.

"Gentlemen, if what you're telling me is accurate, we're no longer facing a conventional security crisis. We're facing a psychological war of a new kind."

"Exactly," confirmed the Chief Rabbi. "A war that uses faith as a weapon."

The minister's phone rang. He answered, listened for a few seconds, then:

"Send him in immediately."

He turned to his visitors.

"Commissioner Mercier is arriving. He has urgent information about the schoolteacher from Créteil you mentioned."

12:00 PM — Arrival of Commissioner Mercier

Mercier entered the office, visibly tense.

"Mr. Minister, Chief Rabbi, Rabbi... We have a problem."

"What kind of problem?"

"Sarah Lemoine has disappeared."

Silence fell over the room.

"What do you mean, disappeared?" asked the minister.

"This morning, she was supposed to resume her classes normally. Discreet surveillance, close protection, everything was in place. But at 8:30, she wasn't at the school."

"And at home?"

"Empty apartment. Unmade bed, personal belongings still there, but no sign of struggle. She left of her own free will."

Menahem leaned toward the Chief Rabbi.

"'The third day, the schoolteacher shall choose her side.'"

"What are you saying?" asked Mercier.

The Chief Rabbi quickly explained the discovery of the manuscripts and their prophetic content.

"You mean this woman was... programmed to disappear today?"

"Not programmed. But someone who knows these texts knew she would have a choice to make today. And they probably did everything to influence that choice."

12:15 PM — Searches and Investigations

The minister was already activating his crisis cell.

"I want every surveillance camera in Créteil reviewed. All of Mrs. Lemoine's phone calls traced. Every train station, every airport monitored."

"Mr. Minister," Menahem interjected, "if these people are truly following the scenario of the manuscripts, searching for Sarah Lemoine conventionally will be useless."

"What do you propose?"

"That we use the manuscripts to anticipate their next moves. If we know what's supposed to happen tomorrow..."

"The alliance shall be sealed in Rome," the Chief Rabbi completed.

"Then that's where we need to look. Sarah Lemoine will probably be taken to Rome."

Mercier pulled out his phone.

"I'm contacting my Italian counterparts immediately."

12:30 PM — Analysis of the Prophecies

While the searches were being organized, Menahem spread his translations on the minister's conference table.

"Look carefully at the predicted sequence of events..."

He pointed to different passages.

Day 1: The message travels the world. That was the day before yesterday.

Day 2: The sanctuaries are profaned. That was last night.

Day 3: The schoolteacher chooses. That's today.

Day 4: The alliance is sealed in the eternal city. That will be tomorrow, in Rome.

Day 5: The children march.

Day 6: The war of spirits.

Day 7: The final judgment.

"And you think these events will actually unfold as predicted?" asked the minister.

"If someone is orchestrating all this according to this scenario, yes."

"But to what end?"

Menahem searched for a specific passage in his notes.

"For the objective of Gog is not to conquer nations by force. His objective is to make them conquer themselves through fear and hatred."

"In other words?"

"Provoke a European civil war. Turn communities against each other until Europe implodes."

The Chief Rabbi added:

"And while we tear ourselves apart, the Russian-Chinese alliance can redraw the world order without opposition."

1:00 PM — Contact with Rome

Mercier received a call from his Italian counterparts.

"Commissioner? Giuseppe Romano, AISE. We have news."

"I'm listening."

"A woman matching Sarah Lemoine's description was seen this morning at Charles de Gaulle Airport, boarding a flight to Rome. Under a false identity."

"Are you sure?"

"Facial recognition cameras confirm. She was accompanied by two men, probably Russian agents according to our services."

The minister took the phone.

"Romano? This is the French Minister of the Interior. How are your security preparations for tomorrow?"

"Maximum level, Mr. Minister. The entire area around the Vatican is locked down. But we have a problem."

"What problem?"

"According to our information, a massive demonstration is being prepared. Several European far-right movements are converging on Rome. Officially to protest immigration. Unofficially..."

"Unofficially?"

"To create incidents during the signing of the Russian-Chinese alliance. Turn a diplomatic event into a powder keg."

1:30 PM — The Strategy Takes Shape

Menahem was rereading his translations, searching for details he might have missed.

"Gentlemen, I've found something important."

He pointed to a passage from the third manuscript.

"The schoolteacher shall be brought to the heart of the eternal city. She shall be shown the power of Gog and offered to serve that power. If she accepts, many children shall follow her. If she refuses, many children shall die."

"They're going to use her as a symbol," the Chief Rabbi understood. "The schoolteacher who rallies to the cause of the new order, or the martyred schoolteacher whose death justifies violence."

"Either way, they win," concluded Mercier grimly.

The minister was already standing.

"Gentlemen, we leave for Rome. Immediately."

"We?" Menahem was surprised.

"Rabbi Goldstein, you're the only one who has mastered these texts completely. If we want to anticipate their actions, we need you."

"And me?" asked the Chief Rabbi.

"You too. If this affair has a religious dimension, French rabbinical authority must be represented."

2:00 PM — Departure Preparations

While preparations were underway, Menahem continued translating the most obscure passages of the manuscripts. The further he advanced, the more disturbing details he discovered.

"Chief Rabbi, look at this passage I've just deciphered..."

"On that day, the schoolteacher shall stand before the masters of Gog. And they shall show her the faces of those she loves: the children who trust her, the parents who count on her. And they shall say to her: Choose. Their lives or your principles."

"My God... They're going to use her students to blackmail her?"

"It looks that way. And look at what follows..."

"If she chooses the children's lives, she shall become their spokesperson and lead many educators to their cause. If she chooses her principles, her death shall serve to justify the people's anger against the enemies of Gog."

"Either way..."

"Either way, they get what they want. Either a symbolic conversion that gives them legitimacy, or a martyrdom that fans hatred."

The minister returned to them.

"The plane is ready. We take off in one hour."

"Mr. Minister," said Menahem, closing his files, "there's something you need to know. According to the manuscripts, what happens in Rome tomorrow doesn't depend solely on our actions."

"What does it depend on?"

"On Sarah Lemoine's choice. If she resists, we have a chance to stop the process. If she yields..."

"If she yields?"

"Then tomorrow night, Europe will be in flames."

3:00 PM — Flight to Rome

In the government aircraft taking them to Rome, Menahem and the Chief Rabbi continued their translation work. Each passage revealed new details about the events to come.

"Haïm, listen to this..."

"The fifth day, the children shall march. They shall leave their schools, their homes, their refuges. Some shall march toward the light, others toward darkness. And according to their march, the future shall be sealed."

"The children shall march... What do you think that means?"

"Manipulation of European children. Perhaps false information that would push them to demonstrate?"

"Or worse," said the Chief Rabbi grimly. "To turn against their own families if those families belong to different communities."

Mercier, who had been listening to their conversation, intervened:

"If I understand correctly, we have less than twenty-four hours to prevent an apocalyptic scenario?"

"In theory, yes."

"And concretely?"

Menahem closed his documents.

"Concretely, Commissioner, we're going to find out whether prophecies describe the future... or create it."

— End of Chapter 3 —

In the next chapter: Arrival in Rome, where Sarah discovers the true scope of the operation. In her deserted classroom in Créteil, the parents of her students begin to organize, unaware that they themselves have become pawns in a plan far greater than anything they can imagine...


	



CHAPTER 4

	
THE PARENTS' UNION

8:30 AM — Jean-Macé Elementary School, Créteil — Main Gate

The gate of Jean-Macé Elementary had never seen such a gathering. Twenty-six parents waited in front of the closed gates, worried faces, phones in hand, children pressed against them. The school was officially closed for 'repairs following acts of vandalism,' but none of them were fooled.

Fatima Benzema, Aïcha's mother, was the first to break the heavy silence.

"We can't just stand here doing nothing. Our children don't understand why they can't go to school, and we don't know anything."

Zahra Karim, Ahmed's mother, joined her, her son timidly clinging to her hand.

"Fatima is right. Last night, Ahmed kept asking where Teacher Sarah was. I didn't know what to tell him."

Baptiste Moreau, eight years old, raised his big eyes toward the adults.

"Mom, why didn't Teacher Sarah come? She told us we were going to finish the story of Vercingetorix today."

Delphine Moreau, his mother, a thirty-four-year-old nurse, knelt down to his level.

"You know, sweetheart, sometimes grown-ups have complicated problems to sort out. But we're going to take care of everything, okay?"

"But I want to see my friends! Aïcha, Ahmed, Léa... Why can't we be together?"

8:45 AM — Formation of the Group

It was David Goldberg who took the initiative. Father of Sarah Goldberg, a lawyer specializing in international law, he was used to complex situations.

"Listen, we're all worried about our children and about Mrs. Lemoine. Instead of each of us staying in our corner worrying, maybe we should stick together."

"What do you propose?" asked Chen Wei, Li Wei's father, a computer engineer of Chinese origin.

"That we get together, pool what we know, think together about what we can do for our children."

Aminata Diallo, Mamadou's mother, a social worker, nodded.

"Mr. Goldberg is right. Our children are disturbed by this situation. They need stability, reference points."

9:00 AM — Café de la Place Jean-Jaurès

The small group settled into the café on Place Jean-Jaurès, a family establishment run by Hassan and Nadia Belkacem. When they saw this motley assembly arrive—Maghrebi, European, African, Asian families—with their children, Hassan spontaneously offered them the back room.

"It's for you, my friends. For the children."

The back room was quickly transformed into an improvised assembly. The children settled around a large table with coloring pages, while the parents formed a circle of chairs.

David Goldberg naturally took the floor.

"Alright, let's first take stock of what we know. Who has had any official news?"

Fatima Benzema raised her hand.

"I called city hall last night. They told me the school was closed for repairs, but that classes would resume 'as soon as possible.'"

"Very evasive," commented Thomas Jennings, Emma's father, a journalist at France Info. "I tried to get information through my contacts. All I could learn was that there was 'an incident' and that it involved 'security services.'"

9:15 AM — Troubling Testimonies

Aminata Diallo asked to speak.

"I'd like to tell you something. Mamadou, these past few days, he's been having nightmares. He was talking about 'bad people who wanted to hurt different children.'"

Several parents exchanged worried looks.

"Emma too," said Thomas Jennings. "She kept asking me if people were going to stop loving each other because they were different."

David Goldberg jumped.

"It's true. David and I, we... we considered leaving. With what's happened these past few days, the threats, the insecurity..."

"What threats?" Fatima immediately asked.

"We received calls. People who knew where we lived, where Rachel worked, which school Sarah attended. They told us to 'be careful' because 'times were going to change.'"

9:30 AM — Disturbing Revelations

Chen Wei turned pale.

"We also got calls. But different ones. We were told that 'Westerners were soon going to show their true face' and that we should 'choose our side.'"

"Choose our side?" Aminata repeated. "What are they talking about?"

Hassan Belkacem, who was serving coffees, couldn't help but intervene.

"My friends, we also had strange visits. Men came to the café, asking questions about our customers, about the families in the neighborhood. They wanted to know who associated with whom, what the tensions were..."

"What were they looking for?" asked Thomas Jennings, his journalist instinct awakened.

"To understand how the neighborhood worked. Which families got along well, which ones had problems..."

9:45 AM — The Children Organize

While the adults were discussing, the children had spontaneously gathered around Aïcha, who seemed to have taken on the natural leadership of the group.

"You know what?" she said to her classmates. "I think the grown-ups are scared."

"Scared of what?" asked Baptiste.

"Of seeing us together. Look, yesterday my mommy didn't want me to play with Sarah because she said it was 'complicated right now.'"

Ahmed nodded.

"Me too! Dad told me I had to be careful about who I hung around with."

"But why?" Léa protested. "We're friends! We love each other!"

Li Wei, usually shy, spoke up:

"My mommy was crying last night. She was telling daddy that maybe we should go back to China because people here were starting not to like us anymore."

"But that's not true!" Elena protested. "I like you, Li Wei! And you too Ahmed, and you too Aïcha!"

Baptiste stood up, determined.

"You know what? We're going to show the grown-ups that we're friends! We're going to do something together!"

10:00 AM — The Children's Initiative

The children began whispering among themselves, devising a plan. Aïcha, with her leadership temperament, coordinated the operations.

"We're going to make a drawing! A big drawing where we'll all be together! And we'll give it to Teacher Sarah when she comes back!"

"Great idea!" exclaimed Mamadou. "And we'll write on it that we all love each other even though we're different!"

"And we'll show it to our parents too!" Emma added. "So they can see that we can be friends!"

Hassan Belkacem, who had overheard, brought them a large roll of kraft paper and a box of markers.

"Here, children. For your project."

The eight children present got to work with touching enthusiasm. Aïcha drew a colorful school, Ahmed added children holding hands, Baptiste wrote in large letters "WE LOVE EACH OTHER," Léa drew multicolored hearts...

10:15 AM — The Parents' Strategy

Meanwhile, the parents had organized their discussion. David Goldberg had taken notes on a paper napkin.

"Let's recap what we know: Our children have all been disturbed by something these past few days. Several families have received suspicious calls or visits. There have been attempts at manipulation to create tensions between us. The school is officially closed for vandalism, but it involves security services. Mrs. Lemoine seems to have disappeared."

"What can we do?" asked Maria Santos.

Thomas Jennings checked his phone.

"I have a contact at the prefecture. I can try to find out what's really going on."

Chen Wei proposed:

"My company does computer surveillance. I can analyze the neighborhood's social networks, see if there have been organized manipulation campaigns."

11:30 AM — Worrying Interruption

That's when Thomas Jennings received a call that would change everything. He stepped away from the group and answered.

"Thomas? Marc Dubois here, from the prefecture. You asked me for info about Jean-Macé School?"

"Yes, what can you tell me?"

"Listen, it's classified as state secret, but since your kids are involved... There was more than simple vandalism. The teacher has disappeared, and the services think she was kidnapped."

Thomas felt his blood run cold.

"Kidnapped? By whom?"

"We don't know. But what worries the services is that your children, all the students in her class, might also be targets."

"Targets? What do you mean?"

"It seems there's a large-scale operation to create intercommunal tensions in Europe. And your school, with its mix of populations, would be a symbol."

"A symbol of what?"

"Of what they want to destroy. The idea that children from all backgrounds can live together in harmony."

12:00 PM — Collective Decision

An intense debate ensued among the parents. Some wanted to leave, protect their families by dispersing. Others felt they should stay united and face the situation.

It was ultimately the children who settled the debate.

Aïcha, who had finished her drawing, approached the adults with the large kraft paper.

"We're done! Look!"

The drawing was magnificent in its simplicity. A colorful school, children of all colors holding hands, multicolored hearts, and in the center, written in large, clumsy letters: "WE LOVE EACH OTHER EVEN THOUGH WE'RE DIFFERENT — FOR TEACHER SARAH."

"It's for when Teacher Sarah comes back," Ahmed explained. "So she knows we're waiting for her."

"And to show the bad guys that we're not afraid of being friends!" Baptiste added.

Rachel Goldberg burst into tears. These children, through their innocence and determination, had just given the answer to all their doubts.

"You're right, children. We're going to stay together. We're going to show that we're not afraid."

12:15 PM — The Families' Pact

Inspired by their children, the parents made a historic decision. David Goldberg stood and solemnly declared:

"We, families of Jean-Macé School, commit to remaining united no matter what. We refuse to let fear and hatred divide our children."

"We will organize our children's education ourselves while waiting for the school to reopen," Aminata added.

"We will protect each other," Chen Wei continued.

"And we will show the whole world that France is this: different people who choose to live together," Thomas concluded.

One by one, all the parents signed on an improvised sheet what became "The Jean-Jaurès Street Pact": the commitment of twenty-six families from diverse backgrounds to resist any attempt at division.

— End of Chapter 4 —


	



CHAPTER 5

	
THE EUROPEAN SCHOOL OF TOLERANCE

2:30 PM — Police Arrival

That's when a police car stopped in front of the café. Two officers stepped out and entered the establishment.

"Excuse us," said the first officer. "We're looking for the families of students from Jean-Macé School."

A leaden silence fell over the assembly. The parents instinctively moved closer to their children.

"That's us," said David Goldberg, standing up. "Is there a problem?"

"We have instructions to offer you close protection. For your safety and that of your children."

"Protection against what?" Thomas asked.

"We can't go into details, but it appears you are indeed being targeted by an organization seeking to create unrest."

"And what would this protection involve?" Fatima asked.

"Temporary relocation to secure locations. Separately, to avoid gatherings."

"Separately?" The parents exchanged alarmed looks.

"No." Aminata's voice cracked like a whip. "We refuse."

2:45 PM — Collective Resistance

"Ma'am, you don't understand," the officer insisted. "Your safety is threatened."

"We understand perfectly," David replied. "They want to separate us under the pretext of protecting us. But separating us is exactly what our enemies want."

"We're staying together," Chen Wei affirmed.

The children, who had followed the exchange without fully understanding, spontaneously stood up and took each other's hands around their drawing.

"We don't want to be separated!" Aïcha declared with determination.

"We're a family now!" Baptiste added.

The police officer looked at this surreal scene: twenty-six families of all backgrounds, united around their children, categorically refusing police protection in the name of their solidarity.

"I'll have to file a report..."

"File your report," said Hassan Belkacem, stepping forward. "And tell them that the families of Jean-Jaurès Street have chosen to stay together. No matter what."

3:30 PM — Community Security Plan

In one hour, the parents had developed a security plan worthy of a resistance cell:

Creation of a WhatsApp group for permanent communication. Organization of rounds in rotation around the café. "Buddy" system: each family sponsored by another. Emergency protocol with code words. Direct contact with Thomas Jennings who would monitor the news through his journalist networks.

Hassan proposed that all families sleep at the café for the first few days, transforming the establishment into a community refuge.

"We have mattresses in the basement, and the kitchen for everyone. That way, no one is isolated."

4:00 PM — First Community Night

The decision was made unanimously: all families would spend the night at Café Belkacem. The parents ran home to get the essentials—pajamas, toothbrushes, stuffed animals for the children—while Hassan and Nadia prepared the space.

The back room was transformed into a giant dormitory. Air mattresses, blankets, pillows... In a few hours, the neighborhood café had become an improvised refuge.

"It's like vacation camp!" exclaimed Léa while helping her mother set up their corner.

Aïcha, still the natural leader of the children's group, organized the space:

"Girls on one side, boys on the other! And in the middle, we put our drawing for Teacher Sarah!"

5:30 PM — Community Dinner

The first community dinner was even richer than lunch. Each family had brought provisions, and the Café Belkacem kitchen was running at full capacity.

Chen Wei was preparing stir-fried noodles, Maria was reheating her paella, Fatima had brought Senegalese thieboudienne, Rachel was making a mixed salad...

"Mamadou, can you tell me how to say 'delicious' in Wolof?" Li Wei asked.

"Neex na!" Mamadou replied, laughing. "And you tell me how to say it in Chinese?"

"Hao chi!"

Soon, the eight children present were having fun saying "delicious" in all the languages represented around the table.

6:30 PM — Educational Evening

After dinner, instead of watching television broadcasting anxiety-inducing news, the parents organized an educational evening.

Thomas Jennings offered to tell the children the true story of heroes of tolerance: "Do you know the story of Irena Sendler?"

The children shook their heads.

"She was a Polish nurse during World War II. She saved 2,500 Jewish children by getting them out of the Warsaw Ghetto."

"How did she do it?" Ahmed asked, captivated.

"She hid them in bags, suitcases, sometimes even in coffins! And then she entrusted them to Polish families who raised them as their own children."

"Even though it was dangerous?" Baptiste wondered.

"Very dangerous. If the Nazis had caught her, she would have died. But she said a magnificent phrase: 'Every child saved with my help is the justification of my existence on this earth.'"

Aïcha raised her hand:

"Does that mean she thought saving children different from her was the most important thing?"

"Exactly, Aïcha. For her, it didn't matter that these children were Jewish and she was Christian. What mattered was their humanity."

7:30 PM — Worrying News

While the children listened to stories, Thomas received a call from his journalist contacts.

"The teacher, Sarah Lemoine. She was seen in Rome this morning. Our services believe she's going to be used in a large-scale operation tomorrow."

"What kind of operation?"

"Tomorrow, there's a signing of an agreement between Russia and China at the Vatican. Our intelligence suggests that extremist groups are preparing incidents to make the situation explode."

Thomas felt his blood run cold.

"Thomas, there's something else. Our services have intercepted communications. It seems other schools in Europe are being targeted. Schools like yours, with mixed populations. A dozen of them. In Germany, Italy, Spain... Always the same profile: establishments that symbolize successful integration."

8:30 PM — Crucial Decision

Hassan Belkacem, who had listened to the exchange, spoke up:

"My friends, my wife and I fled Algeria in the 90s because of terrorism. We thought in France, our children would be safe. Today, we discover that even here, there are people who want to divide our children. But you know what? This time, we won't run."

"This time, we fight. Not with weapons, but with what we have strongest: the love of our children and the certainty that they deserve a better world."

One by one, all the parents made the same decision. Stay. Resist. Prove that friendship was stronger than hatred.

10:00 PM — Children's Bedtime

The mattresses had been arranged in a circle, like a real vacation camp. In the center, prominently displayed, sat the collective drawing for "Teacher Sarah."

"Let's say good night in all our languages!" Aïcha proposed.

"Bonne nuit!" (French) "Good night!" (English) "Layla sa'ida!" (Arabic) "Laila tov!" (Hebrew) "Wan an!" (Chinese) "Buenas noches!" (Spanish) "Fanaan!" (Wolof)

And with a great burst of laughter, they all collapsed onto their mattresses.

12:30 AM — Nocturnal Incident

Around half past midnight, Chen Wei and Hassan, who were on guard, saw a car slow down in front of the café. Inside, two men seemed to be photographing the establishment.

But the car left without stopping. False alarm, or reconnaissance?

"They know we're here," Hassan murmured.

"Good. Let them know we're not afraid."

2:00 AM — Threatening Call

Thomas was awakened by a call. Masked number.

"Mr. Jennings? We know that you and your friends are gathered at Café Belkacem. What you're doing is dangerous."

"Dangerous for whom?"

"Tomorrow, important events will unfold in Europe. Your little group can become a very useful symbol... or a very troublesome one. And symbols of resistance, Mr. Jennings, tend to become martyrs."

The line went dead.

5:00 AM — Messages of Support

Chen Wei, monitoring social networks from his laptop, made a surprising discovery.

The article Thomas had posted the day before on his journalist blog had been shared thousands of times. And comments were flooding in:

"Müller family, Berlin: Our children are also in a threatened multicultural school. We're resisting like you."

"Santa Maria School, Milan: Same situation here. Parents are grouping together."

"Cervantes School Group, Madrid: Total solidarity with the Créteil families."

"My God," Thomas murmured. "We're not alone. There are families like us all over Europe!"

5:30 AM — Children Wake Up

"We're starting school again today?" Ahmed asked, full of hope.

"Of course!" Hassan replied, arriving with a breakfast tray. "The coolest school in the world has only just begun!"

"I want to know how to say 'I love you' in all languages!" Li Wei exclaimed.

Soon, the children were joyfully repeating "I love you" in all the languages of their parents, transforming the café into a Tower of Babel of love.

6:30 AM — Children's Europe

At six-thirty, Chen Wei had succeeded in his technical challenge. On the screen of his laptop connected to the café's television, the faces of children from all over Europe gradually appeared.

Klaus and Greta from Berlin, Marco and Sofia from Milan, Carmen and Pablo from Madrid, Pierre and Marie from Brussels...

The children discovered with wonder that they were not alone, that other European children were also living together despite their differences.

"Hello from France!" "Guten Tag aus Deutschland!" "Ciao dall'Italia!" "¡Hola desde España!"

In a small Créteil café, on this fourth day of the crisis, a little revolution was being born: the European School of Tolerance. While events were unfolding in Rome that would change the world order, forty-three children from six nationalities, united through screens, were learning together that Europe could be more than economic treaties.

It could be friendship.

— End of Chapter 5 —


	



CHAPTER 6

	
ROME AND THE REVELATION

8:00 AM — Villa Medici, Rome

Sarah woke in a room decorated with Renaissance frescoes. Golden morning light filtered through red velvet curtains. Reality came flooding back: the kidnapping at Roissy Airport, the flight to Rome, this luxurious villa that was her prison. Through the window, she could see the Villa Medici gardens and the dome of St. Peter's Basilica in the distance.

A man in his fifties entered, elegant in an Italian suit, graying hair. He brought a refined breakfast: coffee, croissants, apricot jam, fresh orange juice.

"Dimitri Volkov. We spoke on the phone."

"The Russian oligarch. The one financing extremist movements in Europe."

Volkov smiled and sat down in an armchair facing her.

"I don't finance extremist movements to destabilize Europe, Mrs. Lemoine. To save it."

8:30 AM — The Strategy Revealed

Volkov showed her maps of Europe with red arrows indicating the European brain drain: three million engineers, doctors, and researchers had emigrated to the United States, Canada, and Australia in ten years. European birth rates were collapsing: Germany 1.54, Italy 1.27, Spain 1.19 children per woman.

"I finance the far right so it will fail. I reveal the hatred that already existed. I push it to extremes so Europeans can finally see where it leads."

Sarah let herself fall into the armchair across from him, stunned.

"You're telling me that... that all these incidents, these synagogue attacks, this general panic... it's to provoke an awakening?"

"Exactly. And it's working, Mrs. Lemoine. Look at what's happening in your neighborhood in Créteil."

8:45 AM — Surveillance of the Families

Volkov took out a tablet and turned it on. The screen showed surveillance images of Café Belkacem.

Sarah immediately recognized her students' parents and children, having their collective breakfast.

"You're watching them?"

"We're protecting them. And documenting."

The images showed Aïcha, Ahmed, Baptiste and the others, laughing together, helping each other, learning each other's languages.

"Mrs. Lemoine, yesterday morning, these families barely knew each other. Today, they form a true community. United by adversity, strengthened by solidarity. And it's the same all over Europe—Berlin, Milan, Madrid, Barcelona, Amsterdam... Everywhere we created incidents, communities came together instead of dividing."

9:00 AM — The Final Plan

"But why me?" Sarah asked. "What do you want from me in all this?"

"Mrs. Lemoine, in three hours, Russia and China will sign a military cooperation agreement at the Vatican. In the presence of the Pope and several European leaders. The alliance of the Bear and the Dragon."

"But in reality, this agreement is a facade. Neither Russia nor China have any interest in a real military alliance. We're signing to force Europe to choose. For too long, Europe has been drifting aimlessly, unable to define its place in the world."

"And you, Mrs. Lemoine, will help it make the right choice. By testifying. By telling the world what happened in Créteil. By showing that tomorrow's Europe is that of your students: diverse, united, fraternal."

9:45 AM — The Other Version

At that moment, the door opened. A man in his forties entered, dark suit, military bearing.

"General Li Wei," he introduced himself with a slight Chinese accent. "Pleased to meet you, Mrs. Lemoine."

"Mrs. Lemoine, my Russian colleague has given you his version of events. Allow me to give you mine. Dimitri tells you we manipulate Europe to save it. That's partly true. But he fails to mention that we also have our own interests. A united and strong Europe disturbs us, Mrs. Lemoine. A divided and weak Europe suits us. That's why we really are stoking tensions."

"So who's telling the truth?" Sarah asked, completely lost.

"Both of us," they answered simultaneously.

10:00 AM — The True Revelation

"Mrs. Lemoine, the truth is that this operation has escaped its creators."

"Originally, yes, we wanted to divide Europe. Stoke intercommunal tensions, favor populist movements, weaken the European Union. But it had the opposite effect. The more we stoked tensions, the more people came together. The more we financed extremism, the more the population rejected it."

"We created a monster," Li Wei admitted. "A monster that's turning against us."

"Look what's been happening for three days," Volkov said, turning his tablet back on. "Berlin, Milan, Madrid... Everywhere, families are grouping together like in Créteil. They're organizing, resisting, creating new models of solidarity. And our governments? They're discovering they're stronger united than divided."

10:15 AM — Sarah's Choice

"So what do you want from me?" Sarah asked.

"Help us stop the process," said Volkov.

"Or help us continue it," added Li Wei.

"In one hour, you will be presented to the world media. As a symbol of the European schoolteacher facing current tensions. And depending on what you say, Europe will continue its path toward unity, or return to its old quarrels."

Sarah stood up, furious. "You're manipulating me! Again and always!"

"We want you to carry your message," Volkov said softly. "The one you teach your students every day. That children of all backgrounds can learn together, grow together, love each other."

10:45 AM — Conference Preparation

Sarah had fifteen minutes to decide. Her phone vibrated. A message had managed to get through despite the supposed jamming of her communications.

It was Thomas Jennings, Baptiste's father, writing from Créteil:

"Sarah, our children are waiting for you. They've created something magnificent. The European School of Tolerance is growing hour by hour. 43 children from 6 countries are learning together that love is stronger than hate. They're counting on you."

Attached to the message, a photo: the eight children from her class, holding together their drawing "WE LOVE EACH OTHER EVEN THOUGH WE'RE DIFFERENT," smiling, radiant, full of hope.

11:00 AM — The Press Conference

Sarah descended into the Villa Medici gardens. A stage had been set up facing fifty journalists from around the world. CNN, BBC, France 24, Deutsche Welle, RAI... All the major European media were represented.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Sarah began, "my name is Sarah Lemoine. I'm a schoolteacher in Créteil, in the Paris suburbs. And I'm going to tell you a story. The story of twenty-eight children who taught me that tomorrow's Europe was possible."

11:15 AM — The Testimony

"Four days ago, I was peacefully teaching the history of the Gauls to my students. Aïcha, a little Franco-Algerian girl of eight. Ahmed, a Franco-Moroccan boy who dreams of becoming an astronaut. Baptiste, a nurse's son, passionate about football. Li Wei, who arrived from China two years ago, shy but so intelligent..."

"These children didn't see their differences. They just saw classmates. Friends. Accomplices for learning, playing, growing."

"And then, a mysterious message circulated on the internet. Incidents occurred. People tried to scare us, divide us, turn our communities against each other."

"You know what happened? We came together. The more they tried to divide us, the more we united. My students' parents, who barely knew each other, created in three days the most beautiful school in the world: the European School of Tolerance."

11:30 AM — The Message of Hope

"Right now, in a small café in Créteil, twenty-six families of diverse origins are educating their children together. Not despite their differences, but thanks to their differences. And these children, connected with other children from Berlin, Milan, Madrid, Barcelona, are inventing together tomorrow's Europe. A Europe where being Arab, Chinese, Jewish, Christian, Muslim, secular, is not a problem but a treasure."

A journalist raised his hand: "Mrs. Lemoine, what do you think of those who orchestrated these manipulations?"

Sarah looked toward Volkov and Li Wei, then back to the journalists.

"I think they underestimated the power of love. They thought fear would divide Europe. They discovered that adversity united it."

"Do you have a message for European families living the same situation?"

"Yes. Don't give in to fear. Don't let anyone turn your children against each other. Europe is us. It's our children learning together that diversity is a strength."

11:45 AM — The Commitment

"Mrs. Lemoine," asked a BBC journalist, "what do you plan to do now?"

"Return to my class. Find my students. And continue teaching them that the world can be beautiful when we choose love over hate."

An Italian journalist raised his hand: "But how can we be sure these initiatives aren't being co-opted by those who created the problem?"

Sarah smiled for the first time since the conference began.

"Because our children don't let themselves be co-opted. They're too pure, too authentic. When Aïcha says she loves Ahmed despite their differences, it's not politics. It's love."

12:00 PM — End of the Conference

The conference ended with a spontaneous standing ovation from the journalists. A rare occurrence—information professionals had been touched to the heart by the testimony of this suburban schoolteacher.

"Congratulations," said Volkov. "You may have just changed the course of History."

"Or put it back on its rails," Li Wei added.

"Gentlemen, I've said what I had to say. Now I want to go home. Find my students."

"And the Russo-Chinese agreement?"

Li Wei smiled. "After your intervention, it loses much of its interest. Europe has just shown it found its way."

12:30 PM — Departure from Rome

In the car taking her to the airport, Sarah watched the streets of Rome pass by. This eternal city where so many stories had been written, where so many destinies had played out.

Her phone rang. Commissioner Mercier.

"Sarah? Good God, we've been looking everywhere for you! Where are you?"

"On my way to Paris. I'm coming home."

"You're okay? They didn't hurt you?"

"They opened my eyes, Commissioner. About many things."

A silence, then: "Sarah... your students are waiting for you. All of them. Even those whose parents had preferred to withdraw them. They all came back. They said they wanted to find their real teacher. And their real friends."

— End of Chapter 6 —


	



CHAPTER 7

	
FIRST VICTORY — EUROPE TEMPORARILY UNITES

1. The Dawn of Recognition

The November sun was timidly piercing the clouds over Créteil when Sarah Lemoine set foot on the forecourt of the European School of Tolerance. Three weeks had passed since the televised revelation of Operation Autumn Storm, and the world seemed to have tipped into a new era. The establishment, once a simple suburban elementary school, was now surrounded by cameras, journalists, and security cordons.

"Mrs. Lemoine!" shouted a France 24 reporter. "How do you feel on the eve of receiving the visit from the President of the European Commission?"

Sarah adjusted her navy blue blazer, the same one she had worn the day it all began. She had never imagined that this simple jacket would become the symbol of a European resistance. Photographers captured her every move, immortalizing the woman who had defied one of the greatest destabilization operations in modern history.

"I feel... grateful," she replied in a calm voice, despite the tremors shaking her hands. "Grateful to all those who believed in us. To the families who trusted our project. To the Europe that supports us today."

2. The Commissioner's Secrets

The principal's office, lent to Sarah for the day, was bathed in golden light. Mercier carefully closed the door behind him and checked that no one could hear them. His gaze, usually confident, betrayed deep concern.

"Sarah, I'm not going to beat around the bush," he began, pulling out a red folder marked "DEFENSE CONFIDENTIAL." "What we've discovered these past three weeks... is both reassuring and terrifying."

"Operation Autumn Storm was very real. Our services have identified 1,247 sleeper agents throughout Europe. They are all in the process of being arrested or monitored. The financial flows we traced exceed 68 billion euros. It was the most ambitious destabilization operation ever attempted against the European Union."

Sarah felt a shiver run down her spine. "And the terrifying part?"

Mercier opened the folder and took out a series of satellite photographs. "Look at these images. Dated yesterday. Russian military bases near Kaliningrad, Chinese installations in the South China Sea, Iranian troop movements near the Iraqi border. They're not giving up. The failure of Autumn Storm has forced them to revise their strategy, but not their objectives. Our analysts think they're preparing something more... direct. More visible."

3. Arrival of the Delegation

At precisely 10:30 AM, a motorcade of black cars came up General de Gaulle Avenue toward the school. At the head, the armored limousine of Margarete Holberg, President of the European Commission. A sixty-two-year-old woman with a steely gaze, who had built her political career on defending European values.

Sarah waited in front of the main entrance, surrounded by representatives of the twenty-six families. Each carried a small European flag, symbol of this newfound unity. Hassan Belkacem stood alongside Rabbi Goldstein. This image, unthinkable a few months earlier, had become the living symbol of reconciliation.

"Mrs. Lemoine," the President said as she approached, hand extended. "It is an honor to meet you. You have done something extraordinary here."

"The honor is mine, Madam President. But it's not I who did something extraordinary. It's them." She pointed to the gathered families. "It's these parents who had the courage to trust. These children who learned to see beyond differences."

4. The Official Ceremony

"Mrs. Lemoine, on behalf of the European Union, I hereby present you the Gold Medal of European Merit. But more importantly, I announce that this school officially becomes the first establishment in the network of 'European Schools of Cohesion.' A network that, we hope, will soon extend to all member countries."

Sarah stood up, legs trembling. She had never received a medal, never given a speech in front of international cameras. But when she spoke, her voice was clear and assured.

"Madam President, ladies and gentlemen representatives, dear parents, dear children... This medal does not belong to me. It belongs to Aïcha, who explained Ramadan to her non-Muslim classmates. It belongs to Baptiste, who defended Ahmed against mockery. It belongs to Liu, who learned French in three months to better integrate."

"We have proven that Europe is not just an administrative construction. Europe is an idea. The idea that our differences are a wealth, not a problem. The idea that we are stronger together than divided. The idea that education can defeat manipulation."

5. Behind the Scenes of Triumph

On the large sheet of kraft paper, a colorful continent was taking shape where children of all backgrounds danced together under a starry sky. It was naive, clumsy, magnificent.

"It's very beautiful," Sarah murmured, tears in her eyes. "Very, very beautiful."

6. The Evening Shadows

The official delegation left around 4 PM, taking with it the promise of exceptional funding for the school and the commitment to create one hundred similar establishments throughout Europe within two years.

Sarah needed a few minutes of solitude to digest this extraordinary day. Sitting on the bench where, three months earlier, she had discovered the viral message that had started it all, she contemplated the now silent courtyard.

Her phone vibrated. A text from Commissioner Mercier: "Congratulations on this beautiful day. Enjoy it. The next ones may be more difficult. We need to talk tomorrow. Worrying new information."

A shiver ran through Sarah. She was no longer just Sarah Lemoine, suburban schoolteacher. She had become a symbol, a public figure, a potential target.

Rabbi Goldstein's Revelation

The sound of footsteps on the gravel made her turn around. Rabbi Goldstein approached, his black coat floating in the evening wind.

"Sarah, I must speak to you about something important. Something I haven't told anyone else. The Prague manuscript... the one I discovered in the synagogue archives... didn't only contain the prophecies about Operation Autumn Storm."

Sarah felt her stomach tighten.

"There were other texts. Other prophecies. And Sarah..." He paused, his eyes shining with deep concern. "These other prophecies speak of you. By name."

"What do they say?" Sarah finally murmured, not sure she wanted to know the answer.

Rabbi Goldstein took a small worn leather notebook from his pocket. "They speak of a woman of the people who will rise against the 'armies of the North and the East.' A woman who will refuse the temptations of earthly power. A woman who will have to choose between saving Europe... and saving the world."

"The prophecies say something else," the Rabbi continued. "They say the real battle is just beginning. That Operation Autumn Storm was only a test. A prelude."

"A prelude to what?"

"To the final confrontation between the forces of unity and those of division. Between those who want to build and those who only know how to destroy. And according to these ancient texts, you will be at the center of this battle."

7. Night of Revelations

Sarah returned home around 9 PM, exhausted but unable to find sleep. Her small apartment seemed strangely silent after the day's commotion.

Her phone rang. Masked number.

"Sarah Lemoine?" said a male voice she didn't recognize, with a slight accent she couldn't identify.

"Who are you?" she asked, suddenly suspicious.

"Someone who wishes you well. Someone who knows what's being prepared against Europe. You won a beautiful victory today, but it's going to cost you dearly."

"What do you want?"

"To meet you. Explain certain things to you. Offer you protection."

"I don't need anyone's protection."

A cold laugh echoed in the receiver. "Mrs. Lemoine, as we speak, your photos and address are circulating on jihadist forums in twelve different countries. Your name appears on three priority target lists established by unfriendly intelligence services. You have become, whether you like it or not, a target."

"Someone who works in the shadows to protect people like you. Someone who knows that in six months, maybe less, you will have to make choices that will determine the future of Europe."

The call cut off. Sarah spent long minutes staring at her phone, heart pounding. Outside, a police helicopter flew over the housing project, its spotlight sweeping the building facades.

She got up and carefully closed all the shutters of her apartment.

— End of Chapter 7 —


	



CHAPTER 8

	
THE DANIEL PROPHECY — SARAH BECOMES AN INVESTIGATOR

8. The School at Dawn

The next morning, Sarah arrived at school earlier than usual. She needed to find her bearings again, to reconnect with the simple reality of her teaching profession. In her classroom, she rearranged the tables disrupted by the previous day's ceremony.

On her desk, she discovered a pile of letters. Children from around the world had written to her, their clumsy but touching words bearing witness to the international echo her story had taken. A little girl from Berlin: "Mrs. Sarah, I also want to teach my friends to love each other." A boy from Rome: "My mommy says you're a hero. I think you're just nice."

"Teacher!" Ahmed called out as he entered the classroom. "My dad says we're famous all over the world now!"

Sarah smiled and clapped her hands to get their attention. "My darlings, it's true we experienced something extraordinary yesterday. But today, we go back to being what we really are: students and their teacher. We have work to do!"

9. Red Alert

A discreet knock at the door interrupted her thoughts. Commissioner Mercier appeared, looking more serious than ever.

"Sarah, what I'm about to tell you must not leave this room under any circumstances," Mercier began, pulling out his secure phone. "Last night, our services intercepted communications between Moscow and Beijing. The failure of Operation Autumn Storm triggered what our analysts call the 'Hydra Protocol.'"

He scrolled through several encrypted messages on his screen. "Look at these coordinates. Military bases in Belarus, Russian submarines in the North Atlantic, Chinese ships in the Mediterranean. They're not even hiding anymore."

Sarah felt an icy shiver run down her spine. "What does that mean exactly?"

"That they're moving to the next level. Social media manipulation was soft power. Now they're preparing hard power. Very hard."

Mercier opened another file on his phone. "And that's not all. We've identified three teams of professional assassins who entered European territory in the last forty-eight hours. Bulgarian, Estonian, Maltese passports... all fake, obviously. Their potential targets? The personalities who emerged during the Autumn Storm crisis. The symbols of European resistance." He paused meaningfully. "You're one of them, Sarah."

10. The Unexpected Visit

That same afternoon, as Sarah was finishing her school day, another unexpected visit disrupted her routine. An elegant woman in her forties, dressed in an impeccable black suit, appeared at the school. Chestnut hair pulled back in a severe bun, steel-blue eyes, proud bearing that betrayed diplomatic training.

"Dr. Elena Vasquez," she said, handing over a business card bearing the European Union logo. "Special Advisor to the High Representative for Foreign Affairs. May I speak with you privately?"

"Mrs. Lemoine, I've come to make you a proposal. A proposal that could change the course of European history. The European Union is going to create a new position: Roving Ambassador for Social Cohesion and the Fight Against Foreign Manipulation. A field position, not a desk job. You would travel to all member countries to replicate your model, train teams, raise awareness among populations."

"The salary would be 8,000 euros net per month. Plus mission expenses, housing, a company car. And above all, real influence on European policies."

"And my students?" Sarah asked.

"Sarah... you could reach millions of European children instead of these few dozen."

11. The First Alert

That evening, Sarah decided to walk home, as she had done every day for ten years. But something was wrong. She first noticed the gray car parked across from the school, engine running, tinted windows. Then the man in a dark jacket following her at a constant distance. Finally, the white van rolling slowly down her street.

Her blood ran cold. Mercier's warnings came rushing back. She quickened her pace, pulled out her phone, dialed the Commissioner's number.

"Antoine, it's Sarah. I think... I think I'm being followed."

"Where are you?"

"Rue des Tulipes, almost home."

"Whatever you do, don't go into your building. Head toward the police station. The protection team I put in place will intervene."

That's when a motorcycle appeared out of nowhere, ridden by a man in an all-black helmet. It charged straight at the individual following Sarah, forcing him to dive behind a car to avoid it. At the same time, an unmarked car emerged from an adjacent street and blocked the white van's path.

"Sarah! Over here!"

A man in a dark suit was waving to her from a BMW with tinted windows. Sarah hesitated for a second, then ran toward him.

"Agent Dubois, DGSI," said the man, showing her his badge. "We're taking you to a safe location."

12. The Secure Refuge

They finally arrived at a discreet house in Nogent-sur-Marne, protected by an electronic gate and surveillance cameras.

"Sarah, are you okay?" Mercier asked, welcoming her.

"Physically, yes. Mentally..." She collapsed into an armchair. "Antoine, what's happening to me? Just yesterday, I was a simple schoolteacher. And now someone wants to assassinate me?"

"Sarah, you publicly humiliated an operation that cost Moscow and Beijing billions. You've become the symbol of their failure. In their logic, eliminating you would be a strong signal sent to Europe."

13. Midnight Revelations

That night, Sarah didn't sleep. Around midnight, there was a soft knock at her door. Agent Dubois appeared, accompanied by a man she didn't know. Tall, thin, in his fifties, sparse gray hair and metal-framed glasses.

"Mrs. Lemoine," he said with a slight German accent, "I am Dr. Klaus Weber, senior analyst at the Center for Analysis and Forecasting at the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. I have to show you something."

He opened his briefcase and pulled out a thick file marked "TOP SECRET - EYES ONLY."

"Do you know what the Prometheus Project is?" Weber asked.

"It's the code name for the operation that Moscow and Beijing have been preparing since the failure of Autumn Storm. An infinitely more ambitious and dangerous operation. The objective is simple: to provoke the economic and social collapse of the European Union within six months. The means? Cyberattacks against energy infrastructure, manipulation of financial markets, industrial sabotage, and... physical elimination of personalities who embody European resistance."

Sarah felt her throat tighten. "And I'm on that list?"

"In third position. Right after the French President and the German Chancellor."

14. The Impossible Proposal

"Mrs. Lemoine, what do you expect from me exactly?" Sarah finally asked.

"That you agree to become the bait."

"The bait?" Sarah repeated, incredulous.

"In two weeks, the European Parliament is organizing an extraordinary session on social cohesion. You're invited to testify before the deputies. It's the perfect opportunity for them. We think it's the way to lure them into a trap and definitively dismantle their networks in Europe."

Agent Dubois intervened. "Sarah, it's your decision. No one is forcing you to accept. We can make you disappear, give you a new identity, set you up in a safe country."

"But?"

"But if you refuse, they'll find another way, another target. And Europe will lose its strongest symbol of resistance against manipulation."

Sarah thought of Rabbi Goldstein's words: "You will have to choose between saving Europe... and saving the world."

15. The Dawn of a Decision

Sarah woke at first light, after finally finding a few hours of restless sleep. She took a shower, dressed, and went down to the kitchen where Agent Dubois was preparing breakfast.

"Agent Dubois... may I ask you a personal question? Do you have children?"

"Two. A ten-year-old boy, an eight-year-old girl. Why?"

"What do you think about when you watch them sleep at night?"

"About the world we're going to leave them. The values we're passing on to them. Their ability to distinguish good from evil."

Sarah nodded. "Last night, I thought about something. If I refuse your proposal, if I hide, what am I going to tell my students? That when faced with danger, their teacher ran? That the values she teaches them aren't worth fighting for?"

"I believe," Sarah finally said, "that the real question isn't whether I'm going to die or survive. The real question is what example I want to set."

"I accept," she said in a clear voice. "I will testify before the European Parliament."

Epilogue: Seeds of the Future

Two hours later, Sarah was back at the European School of Tolerance. Officially, she had spent the night at a friend's house to decompress after the ceremony's emotions. No one was to know she was now under close protection.

In her classroom, her students welcomed her with their usual smiles. Ahmed proudly showed her a drawing he had made at home: the school surrounded by European flags, with all his classmates holding hands.

"It's very beautiful, Ahmed," said Sarah, kneeling down to his level. "Do you know what it represents?"

"Friendship, Teacher!"

"Exactly. And you know what? This friendship is stronger than anything. Stronger than those who would want to separate us. Stronger than fear. Stronger even than death."

"Teacher, you're not going to leave us, right?"

Sarah stroked his hair. "I will always be with you, Ahmed. One way or another, I will always be with you."

In two weeks, she would stand before the European deputies to testify about their experience. In two weeks, she might face those who wanted to destroy what they had built together.

But today, there was a grammar lesson to finish, math exercises to correct, children's disputes to settle. Today, life continued, simple and precious, in this suburban classroom that had become the symbol of the Europe that resists.

Through the window, Sarah spotted Agent Dubois pretending to read a newspaper on a courtyard bench. In a few days, other agents would discreetly take position around the school. Innocence was over. War had been declared.

— End of Chapter 8 —


	



CHAPTER 9

	
THE PARLIAMENT ORDEAL

1. The Dawn of Judgment — Monday, November 28, 2024, 6:00 AM

Sarah woke before her alarm. Through the window of her secured room on the third floor, she watched Strasbourg Cathedral rising in the morning mist. In a few hours, she would stand before 705 European deputies to testify about her experience. In a few hours, in all likelihood, someone would try to assassinate her.

She got up and went through her morning routine with mechanical gestures, as if preparing for an ordinary school day. Black pants, white blouse, blue jacket—the colors of the Europe she now represented. In the bathroom mirror, she met her own gaze. Was this how one prepared to die? In calm and resignation?

Her phone vibrated. A message from Fatima Benali, from Créteil: "Mrs. Sarah, Aïcha and all her classmates will be watching you on TV today. They made a banner: 'Our teacher is the bravest in the world.' We are proud of you."

Tears rose to Sarah's eyes. These children, these families... She might never see them again. But at least she would have shown them that one could fight for one's convictions.

Breaking News

"Sarah," Mercier said, "we have news. Three men were arrested last night near the Parliament. They were carrying weapons and explosives."

"Is it over then?" Sarah asked with a hope she didn't dare express.

"Unfortunately not. Our services believe it was a decoy. The real team is still at large."

Commander Larsson unfolded a detailed map of the European Parliament on the coffee table.

"Here's the new protocol. You'll enter through the VIP access, level -2. Armored elevator direct to the hemicycle. No contact with the outside for the entire duration of your presence."

2. The March Toward Destiny — 8:30 AM

The convoy of three armored vehicles left the hotel in the November mist. Sarah was seated in the middle vehicle, between Dubois and Moreau. In her briefcase, she had slipped the manuscript of the Prague prophecies, like a talisman.

"Sarah," Dubois said, "you need to know something. If things go wrong in there... we have orders to evacuate you at all costs. Even if you protest."

"And if you can't?"

The two agents exchanged a look.

"Then we'll die with you," Moreau replied simply.

The convoy arrived near the European Parliament. The imposing building stood as a symbol of European democracy. Hundreds of journalists were massed behind security cordons.

"Look," Dubois said, pointing to the crowd. "There are also supporters." Indeed, Sarah spotted signs: "Thank you Sarah!", "Europe with you!", "Courage Teacher!"

3. Taking the Stage — 9:45 AM

Entry through the basement went without incident. Sarah was escorted through corridors that ordinary visitors never saw, in a labyrinth of multi-level security.

"President Torretti," an elegant man in his fifties introduced himself with a marked Italian accent. "I chair the Parliament's culture and education committee. It's an honor to welcome you. Your story has touched all of Europe. My own grandchildren, in Sicily, speak of the 'maestra coraggiosa' from France."

4. Before the Assembly of Nations — 10:00 AM

The European Parliament hemicycle was impressive in its dimensions and solemnity. 705 seats arranged in a semicircle, each occupied by a deputy representing their nation and values.

"Ladies and gentlemen deputies," Sarah began in a voice she wanted firm despite her emotion, "I am just a simple suburban schoolteacher. Three months ago, no one knew my name. Today, I stand before you because History decided that my class would become a symbol."

"My students are named Aïcha, Ahmed, Baptiste, Liu, Mamadou, Léa... They are eight years old. They come from French, Algerian, Moroccan, Chinese, Senegalese, Jewish families... And they discovered something wonderful: that you can be different and still love each other."

5. Testimony from the Heart

"Ladies and gentlemen deputies, the Europe we are building is not just one of treaties and directives. It's that of Aïcha learning Hebrew with Léa, of Ahmed teaching Arabic to Baptiste, of Liu translating Chinese nursery rhymes for her classmates."

A Polish deputy raised his hand: "Mrs. Lemoine, how do you respond to those who say integration poses identity problems?"

Sarah looked him straight in the eyes. "Sir, my students don't have 'identity problems.' Aïcha is proud to be Muslim AND French AND European. Ahmed dreams of being an astronaut AND of introducing Moroccan culture to his friends. Multiple identity is only a problem for those who fear richness."

6. The Fatal Interruption — 10:47 AM

It was at precisely 10:47 that everything changed.

Sarah was answering a question about intercultural education when a man stood up in the public gallery. Dark suit, impassive face, he carried what looked like a professional camera.

"For Europe!" he suddenly shouted.

But instead of a camera, he brandished a weapon. The first shots rang out in the hemicycle, spreading instant panic.

Sarah saw Agent Dubois leap toward her, but a second shot cut him down mid-stride. He collapsed at her feet, blood flowing from his chest.

"Sarah! Get down!" Moreau shouted, returning fire toward the gallery.

But other shooters had appeared. A European security agent, a parliamentary assistant, an accredited journalist... The infiltration was total.

"Mrs. Lemoine!" cried a voice with a Slavic accent. "Come out of hiding! We only want you!"

7. The Supreme Sacrifice

In the chaos of the gunfire, Sarah made her decision. She couldn't let innocents die in her place. She couldn't let Europe remember this day as a bloodbath.

She slowly stood up, hands in the air.

"I'm here! Stop shooting! I surrender!"

The man who had called out to her slowly descended toward the hemicycle, his weapon aimed at her.

"Sarah Lemoine, you have humiliated Russia and China. You have given false hope to Europe. It's time to pay."

Sarah looked at him without flinching. "And you, who are you? A mercenary? A fanatic? A man who shoots at children?"

"I am the future, Mrs. Lemoine. The future of a strong Europe, rid of your multicultural utopias."

"You are mistaken," Sarah said in a clear voice that carried to the last rows. "You are the past. The past of hatred, division, fear. And the past, by definition, is condemned to disappear."

The man raised his weapon, aiming at Sarah's head.

"Do you have something to say before you die?"

Sarah's Final Words

She turned toward the television cameras that continued filming despite the chaos.

"My dear students, wherever you are, listen to me well. Your teacher is going to die, but she dies happy. Happy because she knew you. Happy because she saw what you were capable of. Happy because she knows you will continue."

Her voice broke slightly.

"Aïcha, keep asking your questions. Ahmed, become an astronaut and take your friends to see the stars. Baptiste, always protect the weak. Liu, show the world how much China and France can enrich each other..."

"And all of you, European children, remember: difference is not your enemy. It's your strength. Love each other despite your different origins. Build tomorrow's Europe together. And if one day someone tries to divide you, remember your teacher Sarah who loved you..."

The shot rang out.

8. The Shockwave

Sarah collapsed on the marble floor of the hemicycle. Blood flowed from her head, forming a red pool on the white and blue floor in Europe's colors.

For a few seconds, a deathly silence reigned in Parliament. Then the screams, the tears, the panic resumed.

But something strange happened. Instead of fleeing, several deputies stood and applauded. First hesitantly, then louder and louder. Soon, the entire hemicycle was standing, applauding the woman who had just died for Europe.

In the public gallery, Rabbi Goldstein recited the kaddish. Fatima Benali wept, clutching a photo of Aïcha. Hassan Belkacem closed his eyes, murmuring a prayer.

European intervention forces burst into the hemicycle, quickly neutralizing the remaining shooters. But it was too late. Sarah Lemoine, 34 years old, schoolteacher from Créteil, symbol of tolerant Europe, was dead.

9. The Last Wishes

An hour later, European televisions broadcast the recording Sarah had prepared the day before:

"My dear students, if you are watching this video, it's because your teacher is no longer here. Don't cry for too long. I want you to remember me smiling, not crying.

"I lived the most beautiful life: that of a teacher who watched her students grow in love and respect. You taught me that Europe was possible. That children of all origins could build a better world together.

"Continue without me. Continue the European School of Tolerance. Continue to love each other despite your differences. And when you're grown, tell your children the story of their teacher Sarah who believed in them.

"Europe is you. The future is you. Never forget it."

10. The Anger of the Peoples

In the hours following Sarah's assassination, Europe caught fire. But not as her murderers had hoped. Instead of division and chaos, an unprecedented wave of unity swept across the continent.

In Créteil, Jean-Macé School was transformed into an improvised memorial. Thousands of people came to leave flowers, drawings, messages. The children from her class, supported by their parents and psychologists, welcomed visitors with heartbreaking dignity.

"Teacher Sarah told us to be brave," Aïcha explained to a journalist, her eyes still red from tears. "So we're going to be brave. We're going to continue the school of tolerance."

In Berlin, 200,000 people marched in silence, carrying candles and portraits of Sarah. In Rome, the Pope dedicated his Sunday homily to "this teacher who gave her life for love of neighbor." In Madrid, schoolchildren sang the anthem of the European School of Tolerance in chorus.

The French President announced the creation of the "Sarah Lemoine Prize" rewarding initiatives promoting intercultural dialogue in Europe each year. The German Chancellor proposed making November 28 "European Tolerance Day."

Epilogue: The Prophecy Fulfilled

Three days after the assassination — Créteil Synagogue

Rabbi Goldstein reread the Prague prophecies in his silent office. The ancient words had taken on a terrible resonance:

"And if she accepts the supreme sacrifice, then shall begin the reign of a thousand years of peace."

"Her death shall be like a seed planted in the earth: it will give birth to a forest of hope."

"The children she loved will carry her memory and transform the world."

The old man closed the book and looked out the window. In the schoolyard, Sarah's students continued playing together, despite their grief. Ahmed was comforting Liu who was crying. Aïcha was sharing her snack with Baptiste. Life continued, enriched by their teacher's legacy.

Rabbi Goldstein smiled through his tears. Sarah had made the right choice. By accepting death, she had saved much more than her own life. She had saved Europe's soul.

The reign of a thousand years of peace had perhaps just begun.

— End of Chapter 9 —


	



CHAPTER 10

	
THE SACRIFICE AND THE REVELATION

1. The Night of All Angers — November 28, 2024, 6:00 PM

Hassan Belkacem hadn't opened his café since the announcement of Sarah's death. Sitting in the darkness of his establishment, he watched the images looping on every television channel. Sarah collapsing. Blood on the marble. The hemicycle frozen in cathedral silence.

His wife Nadia wept silently in the kitchen. In the back room, where the European School of Tolerance was born, the children's drawings were still hanging on the walls. "WE LOVE EACH OTHER EVEN THOUGH WE'RE DIFFERENT" proclaimed the colorful banner that Sarah would never see again.

One by one, the parents entered the closed café. Their children followed them, silent, not really understanding why the adults were crying so much. Aïcha held her mother's hand with one hand, and Liu's with the other. Ahmed and Baptiste walked side by side, without bickering for once.

"Never!" Aminata Diallo's voice cracked like a whip in the silence. "Sarah died so we would continue! So our children would grow up in a better world!"

2. Europe in Flames

While the families of Créteil mourned their teacher, all of Europe was discovering the magnitude of its loss. The images of the assassination, broadcast live in 27 countries, had caused an unprecedented shock.

In Berlin, Chancellor Anna Mueller interrupted her cabinet meeting to address the nation: "My dear compatriots, today Europe has lost one of its most precious daughters. Sarah Lemoine died defending our most sacred values: tolerance, education, living together. Her death will not be in vain."

In the streets, the emotion was most palpable. At the Puerta del Sol in Madrid, 50,000 people lit candles. At Trafalgar Square in London, despite Brexit, 30,000 Britons paid tribute to "Europe's schoolteacher." In St. Peter's Square in Rome, Pope Francis came out to bless the crowd that had come to pray for Sarah.

3. The Children Messengers — November 29, 8:00 AM

The next morning, Jean-Macé School was officially closed, but the children from Sarah's class had come anyway. Aïcha carried a bouquet of flowers she had picked from her grandmother's garden. Ahmed held a drawing showing Sarah with angel wings. Baptiste had written a letter he didn't know who to address to.

"What do we do now?" Liu asked in a small voice.

"We continue," Aïcha replied with a determination that surprised the adults present. "Teacher Sarah told us to continue."

David Goldberg took out his laptop and contacted the partner schools. Within minutes, connections were established with Berlin, Milan, Madrid, Brussels...

Aïcha spoke on behalf of everyone: "We, the children of the European School of Tolerance, promise to continue what Teacher Sarah started. We will not let anyone separate us. We will learn together that difference is beautiful."

4. The Unexpected Counter-Attack — Moscow, General Volkov's Office

General Dimitri Volkov contemplated the images of European demonstrations with a mixture of satisfaction and worry. Sarah Lemoine's assassination had succeeded, but the reactions did not match his predictions.

His aide-de-camp handed him a tablet showing the latest results. Everywhere in Europe, support for far-right parties was collapsing. In France, the National Rally was losing 15 points in 24 hours. In Germany, AfD was dropping 12 points. In Italy, Salvini's League was crumbling.

"How is this possible?" Volkov roared. "We eliminated their symbol! It should have divided them!"

"General... it seems this teacher's death had the opposite effect. She has become a martyr. Europeans are rallying to her memory."

"Activate Plan Omega," he ordered in a cold voice.

5. The Angel's Intervention — Café Belkacem, 4:00 PM

That's when a man discreetly entered the café. Tall, elegant, in his sixties, silver hair, piercing blue eyes. He wore a dark suit and a tie in European colors.

"Professor Michael Hartmann, special advisor to the European Council. I've come to make you a proposal. The European Union wishes to honor Mrs. Lemoine's memory by creating the Sarah Lemoine Foundation for Tolerance Education. Initial budget: 500 million euros. Objective: create 1,000 schools on your model throughout Europe."

Silence fell over the café. Five hundred million euros... enough to revolutionize European education.

He turned to the children who were listening silently. "Aïcha, Ahmed, Baptiste, Liu... you learned something extraordinary with your teacher. Do you want to teach it to other European children?"

"If it can help other children love each other like we do, then yes," Aïcha answered.

6. The Manuscript Revelation — November 30, Créteil Synagogue

Rabbi Goldstein took out the Prague manuscript from his drawer.

"Because your name is mentioned in this text that is four centuries old."

"Really? And what does this text say?"

"That a man with silver hair would come after the teacher's sacrifice to fulfill the prophecy. A man who would be neither from here nor elsewhere, neither from the past nor the future."

Hartmann walked to the window. Outside, Sarah's children were playing in the schoolyard, their laughter resonating despite the mourning.

"Rabbi Goldstein, do you believe in angels? Sacred texts speak of beings sent to guide humanity in crucial moments. Sometimes, History needs a little push. Sarah did her part. Now it's up to us to do ours."

7. The Miracle of Connection — December 1, 2:00 PM

That day, something extraordinary happened. At the initiative of the children of the European School of Tolerance, a giant video connection was organized. One thousand schools, one hundred thousand children, connected simultaneously to pay tribute to Sarah.

At exactly 2:00 PM Brussels time, one hundred thousand European children appeared on their screens. Some held photos of Sarah, others drawings, still others banners in all languages: "Thank you Sarah", "Danke Sarah", "Grazie Sarah", "Gracias Sarah"...

Then, spontaneously, they began to sing. The anthem of the European School of Tolerance resonated throughout Europe:

"We are the children of Europe  We come from everywhere  We speak differently  But we love each other all the same  United in difference  Strong in our friendship  Europe is us / Europe is friendship!"

8. The Leaders' Call — December 2, Élysée Palace

The French President convened an emergency meeting with his European counterparts.

King Felipe VI of Spain intervened: "My friends, I think we must go beyond tributes. Sarah Lemoine died for an idea. This idea must live. A new European treaty. The Sarah Lemoine Treaty. Which would make tolerance education a fundamental pillar of the European Union."

The German Chancellor responded: "These children give us a legitimacy we've never had. They embody the Europe we want to build."

9. The Living Legacy — December 5

The families of the European School of Tolerance had made their decision. They accepted the Sarah Lemoine Foundation's proposal, but on their terms.

"We don't want to become European bureaucrats," David Goldberg explained. "We want to remain what we are: parents who believe in education."

"And our children won't become child stars," Fatima Benali added. "They'll remain normal children who teach other children how to love each other."

"Does that mean we'll be able to meet our European friends for real?" Aïcha asked.

"Then we accept!" Ahmed declared on behalf of everyone.

10. The First Mission — December 10, Berlin

The Sarah Lemoine Foundation's first mission took place in Berlin, at a school in Kreuzberg where German, Turkish, Syrian, and Afghan children coexisted with difficulty.

"We too, at first, didn't talk much," Aïcha explained. "I thought Chinese people were weird. Liu thought Arabs were mean."

"But Teacher Sarah taught us something," Baptiste continued. "She taught us that when you really know someone, you're not afraid anymore."

A little Syrian boy raised his hand: "But how do you stop being afraid of others?"

Ahmed thought seriously before answering: "You start by saying hello. And then you say your name. And then you ask if they want to play with you. And after that, you see they're nice."

It was so simple it was revolutionary.

Epilogue: Sarah's Testament — December 15

One month after Sarah's death, her classroom had been transformed into a permanent memorial. On the walls, her students' drawings stood alongside messages from children around the world. In the center, her desk remained as it was, with her notebooks to correct and her class photo.

That day, Aïcha brought a letter. A real letter, with a stamp and everything, sent by a child from Romania:

"Dear Aïcha, my name is Andrei and I'm eight like you. My teacher told us the story of your teacher Sarah. In my class, there are Romanian, Hungarian, and Roma children. Before, we fought all the time. Now we're trying to be like you. We learn each other's languages and play together. Can you say thank you to your teacher for me?"

Aïcha read the letter aloud, then placed it on Sarah's desk.

"You see, Teacher," she whispered, "we continue. All over Europe, we continue."

Through the classroom window, you could see Café Belkacem where it all began. Hassan had transformed his establishment into the "Sarah Lemoine House," official center of the Foundation in France. Every day, delegations came from around the world to understand how a simple schoolteacher had changed Europe.

— End of Chapter 10 —


	



CHAPTER 11

	
THE SHOCKWAVE

1. The Geopolitical Backlash — December 20, 2024, Kremlin Palace, Moscow

Three weeks after Sarah Lemoine's assassination, General Dimitri Volkov stood before a glacial Vladimir Putin in the Kremlin's presidential office. The gilded panels and portraits of tsars seemed to weigh on his shoulders like witnesses to his historic failure.

"Comrade Volkov," Putin said in a dangerously calm voice, "explain to me how the elimination of a simple schoolteacher could have transformed Europe into a unified bloc against us."

"Look at these figures. EU approval: 78% average across Europe, unprecedented since its creation. NATO receives four new membership applications. Our allies are abandoning us one by one. And in Russia itself, do you know what's happening? Schools are asking to replicate the 'French method.' Parents are organizing multicultural groups. Children are singing this dead teacher's anthem!"

"You? Nothing. You are relieved of your duties. Your successor will be tasked with damage control. And believe me, the damage is considerable."

2. China Faces the Dilemma — Zhongnanhai, Beijing

"President, we are indeed observing... unexpected developments on our territory. In Shanghai, Beijing, Guangzhou... international schools are organizing 'Sarah Lemoine days.' Chinese parents are demanding more multicultural openness."

Xi Jinping rose slowly. "Comrades, we must admit an unpleasant truth. By trying to manipulate Europe through division, we inadvertently created a unity movement that surpasses us. This dead woman is causing us more problems than all of NATO combined."

"Strategic withdrawal. We cease all destabilization operations in Europe. We focus on our Asian interests. And we leave the Europeans to their... educational experiment."

It was a euphemism for: we have lost.

3. The Global Domino Effect — December 22, UN Headquarters, New York

Secretary-General Antonio Guterres was receiving Professor Hartmann and a delegation from the Sarah Lemoine Foundation. "In seventy-five years of existence, the UN has rarely seen a spontaneous movement of this magnitude. We're receiving requests from around the world to replicate the Créteil experience."

"In South Africa, mixed schools are forming spontaneously. In Lebanon, Christian and Muslim families are organizing joint classes. In India, the Modi government itself is discussing the possibility of adapting the 'French method'!"

"That's why the General Assembly will vote next month on a resolution declaring 2025 the 'International Year of Tolerance Education,' in tribute to Sarah Lemoine."

The news was a media bombshell. For the first time in history, the UN was dedicating an entire year to honoring the memory of a suburban schoolteacher.

4. The Silent Revolution — December 25, Christmas Eve

For Christmas, Hassan Belkacem had organized an inter-religious celebration in his now-famous café. Muslim, Jewish, Christian, agnostic families... all sharing the same meal, the same joy, the same emotion.

"You know," David Goldberg said to the assembly, "our children are succeeding at what diplomats haven't been able to do for decades. They're creating a real European community."

Rabbi Goldstein nodded. "Sarah was right. Children don't have our prejudices, our fears, our grudges. For them, difference is natural."

5. Internal Resistances — December 26, Somewhere in Europe

In a secret location, representatives of European far-right movements had gathered. French, Germans, Italians, Hungarians... all united by the same hatred of what they called "multicultural globalism."

Viktor Orban spoke: "Comrades, we must not be impressed by this passing emotion. History teaches us that peoples always return to their true values: identity, rootedness, homeland. A counter-offensive. We must show the limits, the failures, the dangers of this 'tolerance' being sold to us."


	



CHAPTER 12

	
EPILOGUE — THE LEGACY

1. One Year Later — November 28, 2025

Dawn was rising over a transformed Europe. In all the continent's capitals, bells were ringing to mark the first anniversary of Sarah Lemoine's death. This day, declared "European Tolerance Day," had become one of the most important dates on the European calendar.

In Créteil, the Sarah Lemoine School now welcomed 1,200 students in a brand-new educational complex. Hassan Belkacem's small café had given way to the Sarah Lemoine International Center, a modern building of glass and steel from which the global tolerance education movement radiated.

"Mom," Aïcha said, "do you think Teacher Sarah sees us from up there?"

"No, Mom. As long as there are children who hate each other because of their differences, we must continue. That's what Teacher Sarah would have wanted."

2. The Fruits of Revolution

Across Europe, the statistics spoke for themselves. One year after Sarah's death, the continent had experienced the largest drop in racist incidents in its modern history. Hate crimes had decreased by 60%, school discrimination by 40%.

Even more revealing: a generation of children was growing up with a radically different view of diversity. Surveys showed that 89% of European children aged 6 to 12 considered cultural difference "normal and enriching."

3. The Global Shockwave

In the United States, the "Sarah Lemoine Education Act" had been passed by Congress, allocating 10 billion dollars to multicultural education. In China, despite censorship, "underground schools" were quietly applying the French method.

In Africa, the African Union had adopted the "Sarah Lemoine Charter" for peace education. In Rwanda, President Paul Kagame declared: "This French schoolteacher shows us the path to definitive reconciliation."

In Jerusalem, a mixed Jewish-Arab Sarah Lemoine School welcomed 300 children. In Beirut, Christian, Sunni, and Shiite families had created together a "friendship class."

4. New Challenges

But not everything was rosy in this revolution of love. Resistances were organizing, sometimes violently. In Hungary, Viktor Orban had banned Sarah Lemoine Schools, calling them "globalist propaganda." Attacks had targeted several schools. Each time children were injured. Each time, global emotion relaunched the movement with even more force.

"We are witnessing a war of consciences," David Goldberg explained at an Oxford conference. "On one side, children learn to love each other despite their differences. On the other, children learn to hate each other because of their differences. The future of humanity is being played out in our classrooms."

5. The Remembrance Ceremony — November 28, 2025, 2:47 PM

At the European Parliament in Strasbourg, in the restored hemicycle, 705 deputies observed a minute of silence. Simultaneously, in 10,000 Sarah Lemoine Schools around the world, 5 million children stood and sang the now-emblematic anthem.

"Teacher Sarah," Aïcha murmured, "we continued. We did what you told us. We still love each other despite our differences. And now, we're teaching it to the whole world."

Liu, in her now-perfect French: "In China, my cousins have created a secret Sarah Lemoine school. The government doesn't know, but the children are learning to love each other anyway."

6. The Spiritual Legacy

That evening, Rabbi Goldstein organized an inter-religious service in his Créteil synagogue. Hassan Belkacem represented the Muslim community, Father Martinez the Christian community. For the first time in Créteil's history, the three monotheisms prayed together.

"Sarah Lemoine," said Rabbi Goldstein, "belonged to no particular religion, but she embodied the essence of all religions: love of neighbor."

7. The New Generation — December 2025

"You know what makes me sad?" Liu suddenly said. "Teacher Sarah will never see everything we've built. She'll never see all the children who love each other now because of her."

Aïcha took her Chinese friend's hand. "But yes, she sees it. Every time a child helps another child different from them, she sees it. She's in everything good we do."

Baptiste added: "And we'll have children too, later. And our children will have children. And we'll tell them the story of Teacher Sarah. That way, she'll be immortal."

8. Europe Transformed — January 2026

Fifteen months after Sarah's death, the European Union was no longer the same. The Sarah Lemoine Treaty had created a true institutional revolution: 15,000 Sarah Lemoine Schools in the 27 member countries. 3 million children trained in intercultural education. 95% of Europeans under 15 favorable to diversity. 70% drop in far-right votes among 18-25 year-olds.

"Sarah succeeded at what sixty years of European construction had not," analyzed Commission President Ursula von der Leyen. "She gave Europe a soul."

9. The Rediscovered Testament — March 2026

Sarah's final words, dated November 27, 2024—the eve of her death:

"If I die tomorrow, I hope I'll be remembered not as a hero, but as a teacher who loved her students. I dream of a world where no child will fear someone who doesn't look like them. Where no parent will teach hatred to their child. If my death can serve that purpose, then I will die happy. For there is no more beautiful destiny for a teacher than to see her students change the world. I love you, my little ones. Make the world more beautiful."

10. The Future Begins — November 28, 2026

At exactly 2:47 PM, 10 million children in 100 countries connected simultaneously. Not to mourn, but to announce their project: to create the first generation of truly tolerant adults.

Aïcha, now eleven years old, addressed the world: "Dear adults, we, the children of the Sarah Lemoine Schools, make you a solemn promise. When we are grown, we will lead a world where no one will be judged on their skin color, religion, or origin."

Ahmed added: "We will be doctors, engineers, teachers, presidents... And we will carry Teacher Sarah's teaching everywhere: that love is stronger than hate."

Liu concluded: "Teacher Sarah, wherever you are, watch us well. Your students have grown. And they are ready to change the world."

FINAL EPILOGUE

IMMORTALITY

November 28, 2050 — 25 Years After Sarah's Death

Aïcha Benzema-Moreau, 35 years old, the first French woman of Maghrebi origin elected President of the Republic, stood before Sarah Lemoine's grave at the Créteil cemetery. At her side, Ahmed Karim, now an astronaut for the European Space Agency, Baptiste Moreau, Minister of Education, and Liu Chen-Wei, Director-General of UNESCO.

The four former second-grade students had remained inseparable. Their children played together, their families met every Sunday, their childhood friendship had become the symbol of a generation that had changed the world.

"Teacher," Aïcha murmured, placing a white rose on the grave, "we did it. The world you imagined exists now."

In a quarter century, these children and their thousands of classmates from the Sarah Lemoine Schools had revolutionized the planet. Religious wars belonged to the past. Racism had become a universally condemned offense. Humanity had learned to celebrate its diversity.

"You know what makes me happiest?" Ahmed said, looking at the starry sky. "Our children don't even understand why people used to fight because of their differences. For them, having friends of all colors is natural."

Baptiste nodded: "I recently reread the newspapers from 2024. You wonder how humanity could have lived so long in hatred."

Liu smiled: "Sarah was right. All we had to do was teach children to love each other. The rest followed naturally."

A gentle wind blew over the Créteil cemetery, making the autumn leaves dance. Somewhere, in a parallel dimension where humanity's heroes live, a 34-year-old schoolteacher smiled watching her former students.

Sarah Lemoine had succeeded in her wildest gamble: transforming humanity through education. One class at a time. One child at a time. One heart at a time.

And in schools around the world, billions of children continued to sing her anthem:

"We are the children of the world  We come from everywhere  We speak differently  But we love each other all the same  United in difference  Strong in our friendship  The world is us / The world is friendship!"

The schoolteacher from Créteil had become immortal.

THE END

"There is only one thing that can make a dream impossible: the fear of failing."

— Paulo Coelho

Sarah Lemoine was not afraid to fail. And that is why she succeeded in changing the world.
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