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			Chapter One

			All of the sudden, the existence faded around me, its face dissipated and its features evaporated as I fell drowning in the heart of a dark cluster of intense gravity, which instantly consumed every part of my body, pulling me rapidly across the void towards its nucleus. What terrified me in that freezing dark ocean was that I found nothing there similar in its formation to the world I have experienced before; that was not the sky which had always grabbed my cries to rescue me, nor was that the land which had always caught me with its solidity, every time I fell.

			I looked around me hoping to find a clue that could help me know where I was in this extinction, but I found nothing whatsoever; darkness was surrounding me from every direction, preventing my mind from acknowledging any information that might help it understand or figure out the despicable place I was drowning in. What worried me even more and greatened my obsession, was that I was falling without feeling the air resisting my body. Perhaps the air is like the shadows, only dwells in the light, or perhaps my soul has been deprived of its body for there was no clear clue that indicated a shred of my existence in the world of the living.

			I almost believed that my fall was to never end when I glimpsed a white flash at a great distance, and the void was carrying me straight towards it. I imagined that it was preparing itself to swallow me, and the more I got closer to it, the more it got bigger and its features got clearer.

			It was a spiral crypt, pulling me towards itself rapidly till I was inside of it where I felt the light once again. The place was warm, and through its meanders, I smelled a fragrance very similar to the one which the fields of true lavender were distinctively known of; it was the most beautiful path I was ever forced to go through, and the main thought, which conquered my mind and brought it to ease, was that I survived the dark void, so I didn’t exhaust myself in thinking of what was awaiting me outside.

			I kept sliding down the white crypt until I reached its end, where I fell on a sandy ground of a warm beach; I felt the sand with my hands, then dug in my fingers between its grains and lifted my head up towards the sky, when the sun sent its rays to touch my face whilst I inhaled all the fresh air I could; it had been a long while since I last appreciated the value of warmth, for it wasn’t my body which was cold that time, but it was my soul. I stood up and started to look around me searching for anyone that could save me from the vortex of ambiguity, which I was stuck in, the second I fell into the nothingness.

			I kept walking down the beach till I caught a glimpse of a woman standing on a high rock, with her hand above her eyebrows to block the flow of light from reaching her eyes whilst she looked at the sea, as if she was waiting for the return of a drowned soul, or bidding farewell to her departing beloveds on a ship heading towards the unknown.

			I approached her slowly, and once I got near the rock, which held her small body, all the thoughts in my head, and the reasons that urged me to walk towards her dissipated; I stood still observing slowly those peaceful eyes, that skinny face, and that mole on her cheek; I couldn’t believe my eyes! It was my mother, whom I never got the chance to meet before, and whom I kept her picture with me for more than thirty years, which gave me serenity in the darkest and most gruesome nights of life.

			My voice came out uncontrollably “Margot…! Margot…!” I shouted; I couldn’t call her “mother” for the fact that my tongue was never used to utter those letters put together in such an order; I even avoided using that word throughout my entire childhood, until it became an inherent trauma which haunted me till I grew old.

			She turned at me and took several moments contemplating me. I thought then that I was the drowned soul, whom she was awaiting its arrival to the world of the dead, but her lips did not move, and she did not run towards me to give me my first hug as I thought she would, but she only looked away back at the sea again, not caring about me.

			I walked towards her screaming “Margot! It’s me, Darius, your son!” but she was emotionless to my words, and she never looked back at me again; then she merely moved her fingers ordering me to leave and walk away. I ignored what she had nodded me to do, and started to run towards her as fast as I could, and with each step I took, her face’s lineaments were being erased, and the distance between us was getting greater as if I was running backwardly; I then fell exhausted on my knees as my eyes kept chasing her scarlet scarf, picking up its pendulous threads so I wouldn’t lose her again. I know not how much time went by before my mother disappeared again into the terrains of that illusion, which I was exiled to, for it is highly likely that the arrow of time passes not through here.

			The darkness then once again consumed the place when its clouds crowded and blocked the sky; the sea then disappeared with the extent behind it, and the sands, which I was standing on, melted. I was back again in the void which I was exhausted from falling into, but at that time I was not drowning, my body was floating through it; that was when I realized that I did not need a compass in my eternal journey for that the nothingness was carrying me aimlessly and pointlessly. I was certain that I was doomed and dead, but the world of the dead had failed to meet my expectations, for the fact that my worst of thoughts about it was by far better than its tedious truth.

			The pictures began coming back to my mind, and with each one I pitied myself harder. Poor miserable me, I spent my whole life imagining my mother whenever the loneliness pained me, or I was torn apart by feelings of weakness. I’ve hung up a photo of her next to my upper bed back when I was in the orphanage, so her face was the last thing my eyes saw before I closed them to dream, and the first thing the morning held for me. I destroyed countless numbers of my brain cells deluding myself, picturing her lost spirit hugging me and pulling me tightly between her arms as if I was a lost dream, and every time the holidays came, I waited for the moment of my death, and wished for it to be soon so that I could hug her, just for once… but there I was, dead with nothing I had ever planned for happened.

			Throughout the years I spent in the orphanage, I shared a room with Lennon, my only friend; and every holiday, we used to pretend that we were tired or sick, so that we could avoid that dreary celebration, while the orphanage supervisor brought some candy, with all the orphans gathered in one of the rooms, to celebrate by eating food and dreaming excessively. Lennon and I would sneak out to the balcony, which overviewed the raucous city, and listen to its noises and watch its celebrations and its sintered sky with fireworks without saying a word to each other, until we would get drowsy and fall asleep.

			Eleven years have passed since those days, and now Lennon has become an important journalist, whose articles are published in one of the greatest newspapers. He also has a wonderful family; the one he always wished for; he won the love of a calm smart woman and they had a baby boy, who just started his first school year. I was truly relieved that I couldn’t find him in this dark crypt, at least it assured me that he is still alive, for I would’ve never forgiven myself if one the bullets burst through his body and he was killed because of me.

			I’ve always known that I had a lot of enemies shadowing me, waiting for a chance to kill and get rid of me while I roamed the streets of the city in broad daylight, and I’ve always sensed that this is how my end would be, for I was not righteous at all in selecting and choosing my options, which caused me losses that were bigger than I could ever handle. Until this very moment, Isabelle’s departure still pains me. I remember that day quite well, when she came to me in the morning with tears pouring from her eyes, blaming me and screaming at me because I lied to her about the true nature of my job. What should I have said? How could I have told her that I am an outlaw? Indeed, she would not have stayed with me for another second, but what she did not know was that I quit doing that job when I fell in love with her. I did not defend myself that morning, nor did I tell her that I found a decent job, and gave up all of my illegal businesses because it was obvious… she had decided to leave me and she did, indeed. I might’ve thought of losing her as something much less harder than her disdaining what I did for her if I had told the truth, for that we, the orphans, grow up with a weakness growing inside of us, and the only thing that gave me the strength I needed was that job, so that I could hide my weakness behind it.

			It is pointless now to remember these things. Life had passed and ended, and what I need after my death is to kill time in this black mirage; perhaps I would find another flash of another crypt for me to slide through till I reach the eternal life, which I don’t believe I deserve, nor was I promised of.

			********

			I started to feel my body again, as if I was lying on a rough wooden board, but I was yet unable to move any of my limbs, and all I could do was to close my eyes and try to escape that dismal silence. How magnificent it would have been if I came across the spirit of Henry Lorcy, floating in one of these death paths; I would’ve asked him to play his No.43 symphony for me, or to tell me how he died; I am sure he wouldn’t mind; after all, both of us would want to break the silence.

			Whilst my thoughts were carrying me from one dream to another, I heard a voice coming from outside of the void; they were people speaking an unknown tongue, or maybe the poor quality of the sound made me believe so. I stopped thinking and began focusing on the source of the sound so I could distinguish where it was coming from, but it seemed to me as if it was coming from every direction. What matters now is that I became close to someone else dead sent to this nothingness just as I was, and whatever their language might be, we will figure out a way for us to communicate. It went quiet again, and all the strange noises stopped for a second, then I heard a dimmed sound of a man speaking calmly; the sound started to get louder and to gradually get closer to my right ear. This hoarse voice, which holds an ancient wound, well known for me, between the vibration of its vocal cords, and these words, which have always went through my ears. I felt a great desire to cry; it was the Duke Herman’s voice; the man who took me under his wing since the day I stepped out of the orphanage; the man who put a roof over my head, offering me a, once in a lifetime, job opportunity; the man who kept me by his side for all those years. I was certain that he would not abandon me, and that he would not let death snatch me without a fight.

			He was reading to me from the collection of poems of an inglorious poet, who died by suicide. I never understood the meaning of that poem, which he used to repeat all the time, but I was quite glad to hear the voice of the Duke, the voice of the man who had never let me down, and that was why I was greatly fond of him; and Herman, unlike his counterparts, who ran illegal businesses, wasn’t utterly evil; he appreciated the loyal men, and never betrayed his own; and despite of his moody temper, he would often take care of the problems of those who were close to him, and that is what made lots of businessmen and politicians rally around him, till the point where he had associates in some very powerful places.

			Hearing Herman’s voice while he was reading felt like listening to the universe’s first music; those sounds that nature makes to charm us with the hidden link towards it. The Duke’s words became the proof that I was still alive, for I don’t believe that the dead listen to the living’s trifles, but perhaps I was only lost in my thoughts, which made my body unresponsive to my brain, which in turn lost sense of what was around it, as if it had collapsed on itself, leaving me stuck in one of its corners.

			I felt heat in my left hand, which started to expand through my forearm, until it reached my shoulder then my chest when I took a strong deep breath back to life! At that moment, dense fog surrounded my eyes, preventing me from seeing clearly; my mouth was dry and my body was fusty; I then saw the Duke getting up quickly from his chair, which I heard the sound of its collision on the floor. The Duke approached me and grabbed my hand saying, “Darius! Can you hear me? Answer me!” he kept repeating the question without stopping, and indeed I was hearing him, but I was unable neither to speak nor to answer his insistence. He got very close to me until he almost touched my face, staring into my eyes. I tried to make any gesture to let him know that I could hear him, so I drew on my lips half a smile, which was more than enough for him to jump up and down all around the room, shouting with great joy “I knew you wouldn’t die with a bullet, you brat!”

			At that time, the door opened when a doctor and one of the nurses entered; Herman then held the doctor by the arm and told him everything that happened when I woke up without leaving out any detail; the doctor then stood next to my bed and started examining me. I turned my face towards the window and saw a big garden centered by a water fountain, and that was when I realized that I was not in the hospital, but in the Duke’s rural house away from the city.

			Many things must have happened since the day of the incident, and I will have to wait until I get better, and then I will provide for myself all the answers, which it insists on knowing.

				           	********

			My wound started to heal, and my body started to regain its health, for that in the past couple of weeks, the Duke kept me in his rural house close to a team of doctors, but I was sick of sitting there, and I really wanted to move on with my life, despite of my complete comprehension that there was no value or meaning for my life whatsoever. I was overwhelmed with a mysterious feeling whenever I realized that I came back to life after a coma that lasted eleven days. Every morning became like a miracle to me, and I started to stand on the spacious balcony, contemplating the world around me, thinking of details that have never caught my attention before. For instance, I do not recall ever exhausting myself in watching the ravens sliding down on the snowy redbrick roofs, and I have never spent hours pushing and provoking my thoughts to weave some daydreams, but since I woke up from my deep sleep, music had become the sole focus of those dreams. Sometimes I dream that I am a conductor, whose whole body recoils on the stage, for a whole army of musicians to interact with him, and sometimes my sense of weakness dominates my thoughts, so I dream that I am some confused nameless musician, hiding behind his colleges, so no-one could notice that his hand is only swinging in thin air without touching the strings, but as for the dream, which I like and always repeat whenever I have the chance, is when I see myself holding the violin, standing on a towering platform playing the last melody in Tecumseh’s funeral.

			From the balcony, which held my insanity, I saw Herman’s car entering the garden through the big gate, so I quickly put my clothes on, and went down the wooden stairs to the lower floor to greet him.

			My head is preoccupied with dozens of questions, and I should talk with him today; given the fact that, since my treatment began, I was cut off from the outside world, and I didn’t know exactly what went down the day of the incident except that I took one bullet to the chest, and another one went through my right shoulder, but he preferred to keep me away from any pressures in that period of time, and he insisted on postponing those conversations until I surpass my ordeal and heal.

			The Duke entered with his usual elegance and calmness; that man had never changed, and no matter how many calamities befell us, he stayed strong and focused. He greeted me with a gentle smile then walked towards me and hugged me; he seemed to be very pleased with the improvement of my medical condition; he then asked me to come with him to his office, so I followed him until we entered the office, which was shadowed with walnut trees that were planted all around the garden. We sat on the table next to the fireplace without either of us saying a word. I contemplated him for a brief time so that I could read from his eyes if he was willing to talk about it this morning, or if it would upset him as usual. He took a grey folder out of his briefcase, and put it on the table, then he put a collection of photos next to the folder, as well as some small paperclips, which he had lined next to each other, as if he was arranging his thoughts so he could know where to start the conversation, and how to finish it.

			He picked up the grey folder with his right hand, and lifted it up in front of my face, staring straight into my eyes and asked me “Darius, do you know what this is?”

			I realized from his sharp tone that we were caught in something disastrous, for the fact that whenever he addressed me with my name, the matter at hand would always be quite serious. Before I answered him with denial, he threw it in front of me on the table saying, “Of course you don’t; if you did, they wouldn’t have been able to track you down and shoot you!”

			I grabbed the folder and started flipping its pages so that I could know what it contained, and I found full information about me; then I read the name “Rast”, which was the name of the orphanage I grew up in; I started panicking and asked him with great anxiety, “Who gathered all of these information about me?!”

			He responded sarcastically, “One of the girls who you “got together with” was an undercover secret service agent, and she managed to make this file about you, and to also get pictures of you and of your house”

			His words made me feel exceedingly stupid; once again, I harmed others with my lust and recklessness, but I calmed down a bit when I saw that the file had no information about Herman or about anyone of those who work with us. It was obvious that the police considered me as a lead from which they tried to reach everyone else involved in our activities, but what I could not understand was that why the secret agents wanted to get rid of me before they formed a strong case, and proved the involvement of everyone.

			Herman then grabbed the photos, which were lined in front of him, and started flipping them like a deck of cards whilst staring at them absentmindedly; he then handed me one of them, which was of a big black car, and told me that it was the car used in our shooting downtown, but he couldn’t find any hard evidence proofing that the cops were the ones who tired to get rid of me. For all we knew, it might have been one of the businessmen, who we blackmail every now and then, behind the incident.

			Nevertheless, the Duke used his influence and extensive relations in deluding everyone that I was killed the day of the incident; he even made a grave for me in the suburbs, and told me that I had an imposing funeral, attended by many people, including Isabelle.

			Then for some reason, the Duke did not want to continue going through the documents and pictures, so he started putting the papers and the files back in the briefcase, and once he finished, he seemed a bit relieved; he then took a deep breath, looked straight at me and said, “You have to leave this place!”

			“Leave? Where to?” I wondered.

			He went silent for a while as if he was searching the alphabet for the right words, then he answered me with sadness in his voice, “Don’t worry; I arranged everything… in a matter of days, you will get a new ID, and a place suited for you” he then got up, carried his briefcase and just before he reached the door I went after him and stopped him wondering, “Duke! What happened to Lennon and Bill?” when he froze in his ground, and did not look back at me. I thought that he didn’t hear me, so I repeated the question, when he pointed at the big library in the corner of the room and said, “in the first drawer you’ll find what you’re looking for” then he turned back at me, put his hand on my shoulder and continued, “whatever you’ll find in there, I want you to stay focused because, Darius, what is of great importance is yet to come”

			The Duke then left but his words were still there haunting me, and weighing down on my chest until it became difficult for the air to reach my lunges; my mind then headed towards the worst of outcomes as I quickly walked towards the wooden library. I grabbed the drawer handle and pulled it out too hard that it came out of its place and flipped over on the floor. Few papers and packs of cigarettes scattered from it, and a paper of a daily newspaper fell off in between my feet; I went down to pick it up, but I could read the headline which was written in wide bold letters, before I reached it “THREE VICTIMS GUNNED DOWN IN BROAD DAYLIGHT” 

			I picked it up; my eyes started going through the lines of the report, eagerly eating its words, and my heartbeats started racing; all I ever wished for was for that bloody news not to be about Lennon and his son, and for my mind to have had overreacted in pessimism, therefore my thoughts had selected the false suggestion, but what I feared had already happened.

			Half of my senses might have stopped working for I could not feel the ground, which I was standing on, and my ears were not able to hear the crackling of the old chimney’s fire. I became empty from everything, and I wanted to go back to my room. I grabbed the newspaper with a sweaty palm, and got out of the office, and right behind the door, the resident nurse in the house was standing. She was staring at me anxiously, and might have said something because I saw her lips move, but I was unable to hear anything except for the sound of the nothingness, ordering me to go back to it again. I went down the hallway tottering, and feeling that I was getting shorter little by little.

			I spent a tremendous effort until I climbed up the stairs and reached my room; I could not say a word nor was I able to scream or cry. I closed the door behind me and fell powerless on the bed; my body then started shaking, so I lied down in the fetal position; my fingers were still holding the newspaper. I did not want to think about it; I just wanted to fall again into the nothingness for eternity, because it was the only place I truly deserve. At that moment, I glimpsed the nurse entering the room and approaching my bed, then once she got near me, grabbed my hand, took out a needle and injected that magical substance, which had always delivered me in a matter of minutes to where I desire, in my veins.

			How much I am in need now for a tranquilizer to pass me out, giving me a long rest; whenever I was caught up in something catastrophic, my mind would blame me restlessly, or it would push me into creating ideas, which a body such as this one, could never execute. It is my sworn enemy, which I must escape from.

			Chapter TWO

			Always on time at seven P.M Eindoor City’s time, with your program “Faster than Sound” broadcasted from Rizya FM studios. Good evening wherever you are with you from behind the microphone “Jiff Larson”, and “Katy Krov” in editing.

			Our city has experienced a rainy day since the early morning hours, but that didn’t keep us from bringing you up-to-date on every event and, as usual, faster than the speed of sound.

			We will discuss several issues in today’s episode, but first let us start with the case, which has recently conquered the public opinion, and became known as the crime of downtown, which claimed the lives of Darius Castilla, the journalist Lennon Murray and his son Bill Murray.

			The local police issued a report concerning the developments of the case, which said that “the investigations have confirmed that the car driven by the attackers belongs to one of the suspects in cases of money laundering, who previously claimed to be blackmailed by Darius Castilla, who is most likely to be the main target of the assault; and it is known that Castilla’s name has been linked recently to various cases of blackmail and arms dealing, but the district attorney couldn’t prove Castilla’s involvement in any of which in the courthouse.”

			The police also stated that “the identity of the car’s owner will not be revealed till he is in custody, assuring that they are undergoing massive and extensive search operations for him”.

			A number of armed men in a black SUV had blocked Darius Castilla downtown and opened fire on his car, while he was picking up his friend Lennon Murray and his six years old son, causing his immediate death while both, his friend ‘Murray’ and his son, died of their wounds shortly afterwards in the hospital.

			But what did the police comment on the relationship between Darius Castilla and the famous business man, Herman Rust, who’s known as the Duke?

			Dear listeners, we’ll find out all about it after this short break, stay tuned…

			Chapter Three

			I read once in a, free-of-charge, distributed magazine in the subways, that the human memory is at its worst during the first seconds after a sleep, but I am sure that such a study doesn’t include my damned memory, if only I can escape it; those would’ve been the best seconds of my life, but I am facing the exact opposite of that, and whenever I wake up, I find my memory awaiting me with all its details, and what is worse is that my fears, which accompany me during the entire day, insanely grow in those moments, deluding me that they are really happening,  just before I realize that my mind was simply playing me, but since I knew about Lennon and his son’s death, all of that became of the past, and all my obsessions dissipated; my awaking was no longer followed by any of these fears anymore.

			Is there anything left that could really scare me? I cannot remember being afraid of something that might happen and it didn’t. When I was a child, I feared becoming that villainous character in children’s books; the one which must lose in the end, and pay the price of its evilness, and here I am now, worse than all the monsters which the orphanage teacher used to tell us about.

			I became the mastermind of most of the Duke Herman’s jobs since I started working for him, and I caused harm to many people, including Lennon, who I became truly an orphan only after his death, and that is what made me accept the Duke’s offer in getting a new name, and going away from this city because everything around me kept whispering into my ears that I became an ugly monster; I will escape myself, and I will suppress my thoughts and prevent them from going back to Darius; I have to believe that he died that day, and was buried next to his friend.

			I sipped what was left of coffee in my cup, and it was tasteful as unusual; I then readied myself for it was almost time to leave, then one of the Duke’s escorts entered the room and told me that the Duke was waiting for me on the breakfast table; so, I stood up and went downstairs with him. My footsteps made quite a noise on the wooden staircase, considering that whenever that place was attended by the Duke, it became dominated by absolute silence. I saw him sitting on the table; I saluted him and sat calmly next to him; I wanted to ask him when I was scheduled to leave to Storlym, but I didn’t say a word because that man didn’t like to talk while eating, and I knew that no matter how many times I might ask and repeat my questions, he would only give me that embarrassing look without answering; so, I just sat quietly, and settled for staring at the full dishes across the table.



OEBPS/font/AdobeArabic-Bold.otf


OEBPS/image/2vor.jpg
Letters to

e, ) % M.
7 s A9

4 M.,Q\ % %
MAJED ALEZZ0
Edited By Translated By

Ayham 0. Ahmad O.T






OEBPS/font/GillSans-UltraBold.TTF


OEBPS/image/1.png
( "

'Qf \W,@\ Ed

MAJED ALEZZO






OEBPS/font/BellMT.TTF


OEBPS/font/BellMTBold.TTF


OEBPS/font/TimesNewRomanPSMT.ttf


OEBPS/font/AgencyFB-Bold.TTF


