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It was 6:00 pm, in a cold fall afternoon. A yellowish sun was disappearing behind grey clouds. Its feeble rays were struggling to go through the brown airport window-panes drawing up hundreds of hexagons.


The departure time’s last announcement of UV 1002 flight to a central African country asked the passengers to proceed to gate number five.


Mr Fred Loungua stood up, took two small handbags and hurried to the queue. Ten minutes later, he was in front of two tall, strong, healthy and round faced airport security guards. One of them told Mr Loungua to show his passport and his boarding card.


“Mr Fred Loungua, 28” the security guard read in a low voice.


“years old, university professor, researcher, British, Canadian by birth and a son of an archaeologist,” said Mr Loungua.


“Do you think that such few words can identify you well?” asked one of the security guards. “Many… Many sentences … Many paragraphs… Many… Perhaps many books might identify me,” replied Mr Loungua.


As soon as he took a seat, Mr Loungua leaned his head backwards and closed his eyes. He, then, found himself as if hovering over the Everest, the Rockies and Kilimanjaro mountains, roaming freely and safe across huge African national parks; being part of African wildlife, part of bush, a close friend of antelopes, giraffes, elephants, wolves, lions, pumas, zebras, etc…


When Mr Loungua was looking at nature in its pure state, a tender touch on his right shoulder woke him up.


“Would you like to have your dinner, now, Sir?” a very beautiful hostess told Mr Loungua.


“No, no, leave me alone…, please…, please… leave me alone…, please.”


“Sorry, it’s dinner time, Sir,” said a neighbour of his, a middle-aged African man.


“Could you, please, tell me a few words about Africa?” asked Mr Loungua.


“Before telling you about Africa, let me tell you something that sounds a bit mysterious, something I cannot understand, something with no clear-cut answer. Africa, my dear, is the land of the alternation of cry and laugh, anguish and passion, myth and reason, superstition and mascot, darkness and light, fertility and sterility, creation and destruction,” said the man.


The hostess asked the passengers to fasten their belts and refrain from smoking. And, then, she asked those wandering between the aisles to go back to their seats and informed all the passengers that the plane started landing. Because of the earth’s gravity exerted on the plane, Mr Loungua felt as if he had been getting down from Heaven.


It was 6:00 am, and after the customs formalities, the passengers streamed through the airport. It was a hell-like weather with a high level of humidity. Outside the airport, Mr Loungua hurried to the nearest taxi.


“The village in which people in their primitive state live,” Mr Loungua told the taxi driver.


“You are mad, aren’t you?” interjected the taxi driver.


“Certainly, I know I’m mad since I am here,” replied Mr Loungua.


The taxi driver uttered a cry-like laugh interrupted by Mr Loungua’s insistence that he will pay him. And with extreme reluctance and a tiny spark of sympathy, the taxi-driver accepted to take Mr Loungua saying: “I’ll take you to hell, since you’ll pay.”


Mr Loungua and the taxi driver went on a journey across the wonderful landscape of Africa.


“How long have you been a taxi driver?” asked Mr Loungua?


“I’ve been a taxi driver for twenty-five years,” replied the man.


“You are a skilled driver, then,” said Mr Loungua.


“Certainly, I’m very keen on cars. In fact, I know so many things about motorbikes, cars, vehicles, etc… My father was an excellent driver with no accident all his life long. He taught me how to drive when I was fifteen years old.”


“How is that?”


“Well, I can change a wheel in two minutes. I can also change the plays and points, fit new brake pads, etc…”
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