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​​​​​​Dedication
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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 fifth book, Party's Gone? Patria Too, starting Part Two: "Glorious Days in the Golden Age."

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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A week later... 

I have witnessed the most significant counter-Couvolution in this country's contemporary history, which has no precedent or parallel. I saw the new Couvolution sneaking into this secure prison through holes in the security system. I will no longer use the name "hotel" to embellish or embalm the awful environment where I have been forced to dwell for several months. I'm still waiting for my trial, or at the very least, a judicial interrogation. However, I know that the Administration is too preoccupied to be able to treat my case. The courts will be working full-time in the next few days to deal with the issues of the treacherous collaborators who brazenly supported the vile government of the putschist who had taken power from his master, the monarch. The republic of our former beloved General President would have lasted only a few months and days. I've always suspected that such a tyrannical administration couldn't continue for long. It was only an intermission, as evidenced by the cooks' plot I discovered in the jail kitchens. So many things that seemed unclear to me at the time have now come to light. The sheep, for example, had been slaughtered, cooked, and even eaten, and I wonder who else he might be if he wasn't the warden of this prison.

Truth be told, I had no idea that the conspiracy I could smell wafting from the cooks was so pervasive beyond these massive walls. It was insane to suppose the former president could be deposed in a coup since he was so popular and well-protected. True, I never had any genuine affection for him, but I foolishly assumed widespread public approval after witnessing the media's obsession with him. I knew I couldn't be an outlier, so I chose to praise him along with my bank's boss if doing so would boost our company's success, which it eventually did, albeit momentarily. Furthermore, I memorised portions of his ranting speeches not because I admired him — what business did I have betting on misplaced admiration for an ignorant swine who usurped power? — but because I felt obligated to be loyal to the administration, the head of which was the president, even if it was a burned head. Though I've never engaged in sycophancy or attempted to ingratiate myself with influential members of my community, I've also never been able to avoid the attention of those in positions of power. Simply put, I don't like hypocrites who sit at every table and spit in the broth. A day ago, they were willing to die for the former president, today, they proudly proclaim themselves to be champions of the Islamic Republic, and the day before that, they were fans of the king and passionate defenders of the monarchy. Such erratic behaviour is simply repulsive. If I were the new ruler, I wouldn't trust them because they have no ethics. Alas! Our illustrious new President must deal with such undefined, invertebrate amoebas. What would be different, in fact? The conspirators would keep working undercover, but the new leader would look in another direction. It never ceases to befuddle me to see some of the inmates act in such bizarre ways. True, I was prepared for anything from the Afghan Mohamed Mashawir and his cronies, for I had suspected from the start that they were exploiting the kitchens and the cooks for their own ends. I knew Hassan was "one of them" because I saw him conspiring with the Afghan and exchanging coded communications with one of the chefs. But in the previous few days, it was the people who seemed the most removed from and apathetic about the complex political climate in our country that startled me the most. Of course, I'm referring to Frankenstein, Zorro, and Suleiman Mughli. Three guys who, up until this point, had been gliding in a completely separate area of activity that had little to do with politics and even less to do with the Islamic uprising. Thus, in the blink of an eye, a gangster, a pimp, and a drug dealer had become not only the masters of our Bastille but also the confirmed heroes of the day, with the Afghan at their head and the journalist as their herald. I told myself: "If the Islamic counter-Couvolution can quickly convert such an unredeemable trio and turn them into competent fighters, then I'll be damned if I don't join its ranks myself.

In reality, it was this intrepid trio that incited the mob to attack the citadel. As the Afghan led a tiny group of men up the stairs, Frankenstein and Zorro led an assault on the second tower. At the same time, Suleiman Mughli climbed up the gutters and led an attack on the police officers who were stationed on the roof. By this time, I was shaking like a leaf in the library, debating whether or not it was wise to risk my life and career by witnessing such a bloody insurrection. To be honest, as  I believed that the mutiny would soon be put down, I chose to wait for the conclusion while I prayed for the new Couvolution. 

Probably, I exaggerate a bit. I wasn't afraid for my own life (such selfishness was foreign to me) but rather for the new Couvolution, which I had not only predicted but actively contributed to through telepathy.

So, I did not think about myself, even though I realised that if the new Couvolution failed, my twenty years in prison might turn into an indefinite sentence. In addition, I had no idea that a coup had taken place in the middle of the night, hours before the prison was stormed. With the help of God, the putschists announced the end of the dictatorship and the establishment of the Islamic State. Following this, they dispatched forces to free their comrades who had been imprisoned alongside me; the mob joined them, and the struggle with the loyalists was extremely violent until the radio announced that the dictator had been slain. Then resistance became futile, and the loyalist troops surrendered. Not long after, I noticed white blankets flapping on the prison's towers and rooftops. The invincible Bastille had finally given in. The counter-Couvolution won. People were stomping around and fuming in the library, the courtyard, and the buildings within the compound. My theory of coups, revolts and Couvolutions was correct. When the Bastille's gates were thrown open, History has revealed it.

***
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Several inmates made an attempt to break out at that time. When the soldiers marched on them, shooting into the air, just a tiny number continued their attempt. They fell back, and I got the impression that some swore at the insurgent troops. (Those scumbags must be warned; they're the new government's first foes.) 

Hassan yelled at the group, reminding them that trying to escape would be considered desertion. The traitors would be executed. As the rebel forces stormed the courtyard and seized vital positions, any remaining loyalists laid down their weapons and surrendered to the new authorities, hands on heads.

The officer in charge addressed us with, "In the name of Allah... Make silence," before speaking through a megaphone.

The crowd ignored cries of "shut up" and continued brazenly jostling and grumbling until the soldiers opened fire on empty air. Then, finally, they stopped what they were doing and started listening. The officer said:

- In the name of God, on this historic day, the vile oppressor of our glorious people was shot while he was trying to oppose the Revolution. Islam is now the state religion, and the dictatorial government is null and void. All honour and thanks be to Allah. Our oppressed brethren will soon be freed thanks to the leadership of Emir Abdelghani Abdel Ghaffar, may Allah be with him.

- Long live the Leader, the audience chanted.

Inmates were already dancing in the cells behind the bars of the windows overlooking the courtyards. But the military managed to cool them down. The officer yelled:

- Quiet!

As everybody fell silent, he continued:

-The Committee of Revolution is determined to free our country from the hands of the wicked gang that had let us to havoc. For much too long, the people of this country had been restrained from enjoying the liberties that befitted their illustrious past. In the name of Allah and the Committee of Revolution, WE, THE PEOPLE...

Cheers. A rising hand indicated that the officer would continue:

-Yes, my brothers, we are the people and do not accept any other constitution except the Holy Koran.

There was a ruckus from the crowd. 

-Those who stand with the Islamic State should raise their hands, the officer instructed.

I looked up and saw thousands of people raising their hands. To have such a brilliant poll conducted really wowed me. Then, behind me, I heard a grunt:

-Are you opposed to them?

Before I could respond, someone else exclaimed:
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