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To the memory of Nana ... Beloved mother...

You are always in my heart.

May you rest in eternal peace.
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​​​​​​​​​Note of the publisher
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​

This is Mister Bassam Bourasin's admitted report as a citizen of His republic. He didn't give it a name. He initially addressed it to the Interior Ministry. Instead, it landed on my desk. I publish it as is, with no major changes to its form or content. However, because the report is around 800 pages long, it will be serialised. You will find here the fourth book: The Muslim BrotheLhood in the Bastille. 

Other volumes will soon follow in Part Two of the series.

I also have to notice that this is a translation. The first draft was written in Arabic.

The author had no intention of publishing it. In any case, it is understandably unpublishable in the country... for the same reasons that silence any samizdat.

Hichem Karoui
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​​​​​​Note of the author
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ALL OF THE INDIVIDUALS in my story, as well as the country, are not made up. However, even if some characters claim to be more fictive or strange, more crazy or foolish than others, they are not required to justify their location. My country can be found throughout the Arab world. Whatever name people give it, if you pay attention, you won't notice a difference. 

––––––––
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Bassam Bourasin

“NOBODY DID A SECRET deal

Nobody was for sale

Nobody bent the rules at all

And nobody went to jail

And all of them were honest men

As white as driven snow

And lived on a higher plane

And shat on those below...”

Roger Woddis: All Clear

––––––––
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“AND SO, WHAT COULD my sterile and uncouth genius beget but the tale of a dry, shrivelled, whimsical offspring, full of old fancies such as never entered another’s brain — just what might be begotten in prison, where every discomfort is lodged and every dismal noise has its dwelling?”

Cervantes: Don Quixote (Prologue)
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​​Chapter (1)
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MR AROUSSI SAID: 

- My poor old boy! I see the jail hasn't developed your mental capacities. Is it to tell me about your friends Frankenstein, Dracula, King Kong, etc ... that you insisted on meeting me urgently?

I replied briskly and somewhat rashly:

- Dracula and King Kong aren't my friends, sir, and I am not interested in getting them a job.                       

I did not realise yet that the Boss was not talking seriously. But Hassan laughed cheerfully while Mr Aroussi said, somewhat irritated:

- So you want to get a job for Frankenstein? Congratulations! I wasn't aware you are now a film director or producer, maybe. And in which location do you intend to shoot your er... movie? In jail?

Then, it dawned on me that I had omitted entirely that nobody knew who Frankenstein was since it was a nickname I had invented for Salah, the man of the Hammam. I have used it only in this report, never daring to use it before the inmates. Humbly, I tried to explain: 

-  It is not a movie, sir... er... I wanted your permission to er... I mean to ask you about the possibility of hiring him for the bank.

Again, I missed the shot. Then, instead of explaining, I made it more complicated, forgetting to call the man by his name. 

Exasperated, the Boss cut a grim face and said:  

- Would you stop talking nonsense, Bassam? I am not in the mood to enjoy your silly jokes. So stop going around the bush and tell me straight what you managed so clumsily to say, and without more conundrums, please.

The misunderstanding became evident. I had to be clear:

- I beg your pardon, sir. The man I am talking about is a specialist in every kind of security system used by banks. He was working at South Bank before it was robbed. I thought he might be helpful to us. I promised to ask you about hiring him, but I did not say it is urgent to... 

Anxious, Mr Aroussi interrupted me: 

- Who's the man?

- Frankenstein, sir. He's working in the shower room ... er ...

- What am I supposed to do with him? Why are you telling me this nonsense? Do you think I have nothing to do but ... (He stopped brusquely, seemed to remember something, then said): Wait a minute. Do you mean that awful giant of the shower room?

- Yes, sir, indeed, I replied with relief. The point is he doesn't feel comfortable with that job. As he complained, sir, and I promised ... er ... 

- What did you promise, Bassam?

I faltered: 

- Ahem ... that he er ... with your permission, indeed... I mean that he might hope, just hope, sir, to be... to be... er... one day... not now... er... employed by... by 'Ouja Bank.

Mr Aroussi's face veered green. It seems I succeeded only in infuriating him. My misgiving filled him with a deaf rage, and he shot me with a stern gaze from under his spectacles while scowling and pursing his lips. Something went wrong since the start - I should have noticed it - and I was perplexed, unsure whether I had to speak or merely shut up and avoid further damage. But Hassan, who had stopped giggling, winked at me and said:

- The bank is hardly the right place to hire that guy, Bassam. It is not just his physiognomy but also his past. He is feared. Who would hire him?

- Hmm ... I thought that he is, er ... respected here.

- Don't be silly, Bassam! Roared Mr Aroussi, still angry.

- No, sir, honestly! You know me. I am not trying to mislead you or anything. But the guy sounded kind and... er ... polite. So I believed he might be offered a chance with us ...er...

Again, interrupting, he shouted:

- When? Don't you see we are in deep shit?

- Not now, sir. When we're released.

The two men exchanged a glance. Then Mr Aroussi said: 

- Why are you so stubborn, Bassam? First, you know that this is neither the time nor the place to talk of business. Second, even if I were still at the bank, I would not hire your Dracula, and I advise you to keep away from him.

- Well, sir! I mumbled submissively. I thought that a specialist ...

- A specialist in the bank robbery, yeah! That's great! And that's the guy you wish to contract, Mr Bassam. Have you lost your mind?

Startled and appalled by what I heard, I desperately sought words but could not find any. The Boss went on:

- I wonder whether you are aware of what you do and say. Is it clever to meddle on behalf of a mobster and to be so concerned with his career? 

- A mobster! I exclaimed in disbelief.

- What do you think he is, Mr Bassam? A scholar? A scientist? A businessman?

I was dumbfounded.

- But he told me he had worked at South Bank.

- Of course! He did when he robbed it, said Hassan. That is why he is detained. You should be more discerning with the inmates you choose as buddies.

***
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MY SURPRISE IS COMPLETE. It felt like I had just landed from a spacecraft, and nobody had seen me coming. I had evolved into an alien. Everyone knew who the man was whom I had trusted enough to refer to him as a friend and make him an associate, and I was the last to learn his true identity. Then, the question that started trotting into my mind became: is Frankenstein involved in the plot of the cooks? Is he a member of the terrible Muslim Brothelhood? He could be. He is, indeed, one of them. Did they not attack the country's brothels, trying to convince the ladies to work for their multinational company? What would stop them from robbing the banks?

Disturbed to the utmost degree and dismayed by my gullibility, I hastened to apologise to my Boss, whose chin was still vibrating with wrath.

- I am sorry, sir, I didn't realise. Sorry! The creep lied to me. I sympathised with him, thinking he was a poor devil who lost his job. I intended to help him and use his competence as ... as ... 

- As a robber, snapped Mr Aroussi sarcastically.

- No, sir, I thought he was a security specialist.

- You're a tart, my boy. Have you told him anything about our security systems?

I stammered:

- Yes, er ... I mean no, of course. We were just chatting. I don't recall all that we said.

Under the transparent glasses, I could see the Boss's eyes widening and his brows rising. I felt practically cracking and melting under his severe look, like a thin coat of ice under the sun, while he closely examined me.

- If that man decides to loot the 'Ouja bank after being freed or tells his buddies outside what you informed him, it will be your responsibility. He made you his accomplice; you should go and confess to the cops.

-  He wouldn't be released for at least two years, said Hassan. But there is little doubt that he has allies or accomplices abroad. Nevertheless, Bassam shouldn't be concerned about what he said to the thug because he meant well. Everyone speaks; it's not illegal, and the cops can't intervene if there's no crime.

The Boss yelled angrily:

-  You should learn to shut your bloody mouth in jail. I'm worried about everything related to the bank, not just what you said to that thug. Each profession has its trade secrets, which should be honoured. If we start sharing everything we know, we will ultimately be left alone since everyone who had previously trusted us will now be potential enemies. You already know that a dishonest bank clerk won't succeed in the industry. Then, for the love of God, hold your tongue!

- Yes, sir. I'll be mute and blind.

- There you have it, Mr Bassam. Have you ever been questioned by the police?

- No, sir, not yet.

- So, if you're anything like me, you know nothing. You're just an employee like the others. Have you received a visit from the solicitor?

- I don't have a solicitor, sir. 

- What on earth are you waiting for? You must hire one. Do you intend to spend the rest of your days here?

- I hadn't thought of it yet, I mumbled. 

- You must think of it right away, sonny. What's the source of your disinterest in your own life? You have no business being here. I'll send you my lawyer, Mr Ammar, a good and kind friend of mine. His fee is a little high, but don't be concerned. For my sake, he'll make an exception for you. Anyway, you're not poor, he added after a brief pause. You can buy your freedom. You did receive benefits while working at the bank.

- Yes, sir, I can pay him. I appreciate you. 

Mr Aroussi exhaled a sigh of relief. He rubbed his bald head with his palm, sweeping the courtyard in a circular motion, and said:  

- Good! I've always thought you were a wise man. Mr Hassan, who is here, is our witness before God. I accept full responsibility for all of our activities at the bank. You know nothing and could not be charged with a misdemeanour. If you are questioned, simply state that Mr Aroussi is more knowledgeable about the subject than I am. Is that clear?

- That is very clear, sir. Thank you so much for your generosity. You know I'm devoted to you and... Ahem!

I was about to add, "and to our beloved President and the Administration," but I cut it short, thinking it was inappropriate given the circumstances. Furthermore, if I was sure of Mr Aroussi's loyalty to the government, I was far less sure about Hassan, whom I couldn't easily locate. And I wasn't entirely wrong because when the lawyer came to see me a few days after our meeting in the courtyard, he hinted that Hassan wasn't exactly the person to go to.

*******
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THE MEETING WITH THE lawyer was brief but to the point. Mahmoud, the black guard, came to get me from the library around ten o'clock in the morning. He said that someone wanted to see me and that I should change my clothes because my visitor was an important person. I was so surprised that if I hadn't restrained myself, I would have kissed the guard who had brought me such good news. Of course, I did not think even for a second it was the lawyer. I'm not sure why my mind raced, and I was filled with the belief that it was some VIP from the Administration who had likely recalled my loyal services and wished to honour me with an unexpected visit.
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