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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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THIS IS MISTER BASSAM Bourasin's admitted report as a citizen of His republic. He didn't give it a name. He originally 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. Arrival, the first book, has already been released. This is book 2 in the Morning of the Mogul series: James Bond in Jail, which will be followed shortly by The Cooks' Conspiracy vs the Divine Marquis (book 3).

As with the first book, I'd want to stress that this is a translation. The preliminary draught 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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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. 

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

“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 One
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I settled down in the library of the...hotel. Now, I can clear my mind and have a broad sight of the situation.

I pushed the desk to the left side of the gate. Thus, I shelter from the stabbing darts of the spring sun, away from the blatant hubbub of the riff-raff. Looking through the unique window of the room, I see the courtyard. Slanting on the high white walls surmounted by barbed wire, the sun rays shimmer on the cobbled floor. At two corners of the yard stand two well-guarded towers. Men in grey uniforms stood up, scanning the space randomly, with their machine guns ready to fire. At night, two great searchlights sweep the walls and the quadrangle. Not even a mosquito crossing the space would escape detection. The other courtyards are much similar, although different in size. I was able to observe discreetly what was going on in those towers. It is not exhilarating. I would say even that it is far from serious.

I do not wish to interfere in matters that are none of my business. Nonetheless, my sense of duty and incorruptible loyalty to the Administration made me report what I saw.

To begin with, the guards. Yes, Sir. I am saying the guards. They are not strictly conforming to the Code that clearly stipulates that their behaviour must be uncluttered and exemplary while in service. They should neither smoke nor chat with the... well, I will say the customers. Should not hobnob with them. Should not have any business implying any sort of partnership... I've read through the Code. It's the most important book in the library. As a result, I can provide objective testimony.

The guards are not only smoking, conversing, and casually hobnobbing with some of the clients, but they are also involved in a peculiar and nonsensical business with them. Some customers, particularly those employed as cooks in the kitchens, seem well favoured by the guards. They offer them sandwiches, tea, coffee, and other snacks and treats. This produces a lot of commotion in the towers. As a result, the guards are obliged to

1) abandon their posts, which is desertion, and

2) rush downstairs to retrieve the stolen food, which is a second irregularity! 

I have no doubt that the cooks steal these items with the nefarious intent of influencing our glorious Administration's grey-suited representatives. God only knows what they're really after!

The cooks' dishonesty, on the other hand, is obvious. Because we rarely consume fresh foods. And if we do get some exciting provisions, the meat will be like a sponge, while the fish will stink terribly. Since I cannot eat such unpalatable hodge-podge, I would often pass them on to my cellmate, Dahdah. The poor devil is starving day and night, although his family never misses a food-stuffed visit. Eager to swallow up anything, was it even a clammy human carcass exuding an obnoxious effluvium - the man is a wonder amid the seven! Oh! I am not charging him with cannibalism. On the contrary, I think his famine is abnormal, considering all the food he receives from his relatives! Enough to feed the entire cell, crowded with 200 people for a month! 

Strange noises wake me up at night when the inmates are supposed to sleep. At first, I thought it was a rat going about its nocturnal business. Those assumed emissaries of the gutters are - alas! - as accustomed to the hotel and fond of it as some of its veterans. But it was simply my cellmate, Dahdah, grunting, crunching, and snorting like a pig while chewing a creaky piece of cake or cookie.

- Good appetite, I would say.

He'd look at me sideways and continue eating, but I'd close my eyes and try to return to my dreams. It was like getting off the train before it arrived at the stop. The disappointment would be as unpleasant as my interrupted dream! 

***
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OH! MAKE NO MISTAKE. I am not complaining about the food. Damn it! The question may be summed up in a single word: DIS GUS TING! But I could not avoid the subject since I was discussing the illicit smuggling between the kitchens and the towers. I am not an aficionado in the culinary art, but as a man of taste, I know how to enjoy a fine dish. I used to go to restaurants before coming to this large hotel. And, unless I started rattling at a young age, I cannot declare that the meals offered in this governmental facility are convenient for gourmands. If I could help myself elsewhere, I would pay them real cash in dollars not to offer me their vile concoction. But I know I'd starve if I didn't eat everything they provided me.

Well, I won't be too sensitive about it. After all, a bank teller's stomach can be similar to another's. It might wince and cause difficulty if it is not fed properly. On the other hand, occasionally keeping oneself hungry is a good idea. A man who is overly well-supplied is useless. Muslims fast for a full month every year because of this.

I now have a greater understanding of the Administration's cunning. Giving us bad food serves as a deterrent to filling our bellies with superfluous items. As a result, we maintain perfect fittingness and maintain a positive attitude throughout our hotel trip. We pay nothing for this nutritious meal, which is outstanding. The fact that all of the services offered here are free should be noted. 

Of course, I inquired and was told I owed nothing. Accommodation, food, and laundry are included in the service! Otherwise, we are the guests of the State. May Allah bless it! To the delight of all honest citizens, the generosity of our Administration is thus confirmed. Those who have not yet got the golden opportunity to visit this unique, incomparable place should hurry up. Life is short. It is therefore advised to make at least one visit in a lifetime. Then you would understand and benefit from our government's magnificent hospitality. Hurry up before the already limited vacant space is filled. So, what are you waiting for? All good people who are proud of their nation and its achievements should join us right away to observe and convey to friends and family what we are enjoying. This is the very least one can do to demonstrate patriotism and loyalty to the God-blessed government of our Beloved General President!

***
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LET US NOW GET BACK to work. I was discussing the Code and the guard's wrongdoing. I'm still stunned. I cannot agree with these behaviours as a respectable public servant (my bank is majority owned by the State). The situation seemed to be serious enough to me.

First, desertion occurs when a guard leaves his post for even five minutes. Imagine if some clients decided to climb the walls and flee during those five minutes! But then, who is to blame for their escape?

Second, I have serious reservations about the inmates engaging in the shady business with the guards. What exactly is their plan? And why is their traffic so well guarded? On his way back to the kitchens, one of them panicked when I questioned him about the price of the sandwiches he had just delivered to the guards. I only intended to buy one. However, the man began motioning with both hands like a clown, pleading with me to speak quietly.
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