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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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IN THE DARKNESS OF the night,

While I sleep,

I hear him tiptoeing in the corridor of my mind,

trying to break into the Pyramid of my soul and

steal memories, thoughts, projects,

time and space,

trying to control me,

to stop my run-up from the stars to earth.

While sleeping,

I hear him

talking into my head,

betraying his unwelcome visit,

What a pretentious fool, falling out of resentment hell

is this?

Mind hacker...But

Mindless!

It’s been years that you’ve been intruding,

You still did not understand?

You’re getting nowhere,

I intercept you even before you reach the Gate of the Pyramid,

Do you still hope to get a piece of my soul?

Don’t you understand I am the Pharaoh who came from the Future?

The living God who commands by telepathy,

The Eternal with extraordinary over-reaching powers,

From a world that is far superior to yours...

Mind hacker...

Are you dumb?

Don’t you see, for years, that you constantly failed?

You lost all your wars against me,

But you keep coming back,

And I keep locking you out of my Pyramid...

Who pushed you?

He who did lies to you,

He who did wants you to fail,

And you failed,

Looser,

You obey failure,

That’s why you’re getting nowhere with me.

Mind hacker...

You are nobody,

Your power, if any, is limited by the Gate,

You have no key and no clue about my power.

Look at me,

I see you coming from millions of light-years,

You arrive creeping while I sleep,

You think I am unconscious,

You don’t know the difference

between sleep and unconsciousness,

You live in a coma,

You hide,

You hope to snatch a piece of my soul

But you cheat yourself,

each time,

You will never wake up...

Do you still expect me to allow you in the domain of the sacred soul?

You don’t know me,

You spent your life trying to find the Gate of the Pyramid,

And you still get locked out,

How can you pretend to know?

You are a lost dog in the desert,

Bark: yap, yap!

Bark: yap, yap, yap!

Bark again

and again you lose,

What a shame!

Are you then ignorant or powerless?

Mind hacker...

I am the Pharaoh from the Future who built that Pyramid up,

I am the God of certainty and uncertainty,

I am the light and the dark,

The sun and the moon,

The clay and the wind,

The water and the fire,

I am the Forefather of Adam,

I came from the stars when your earth was a baby- planet, with no human being around,

I saw the birth of the first man,

The first woman,

I was born in the Future,

I have no limit in time and space,

Mother and father were the terminals that allowed me to land on earth.

Mind hacker...

You pretend to know me?

You don’t even know yourself,

You have no face,

I have many,

You have one voice,

I have millions,

Did you ever try to recognise the truth of your

non-existence?

That, you cannot.

Deprived as you are from life and consciousness.

Mind hacker...

When you come back tonight,

or tomorrow,

or the night after,

Look at me again,

Maybe you will understand that

on earth, you have no way to reach me,

Come back with the troops,

Let them be armed to the teeth,

Try to penetrate the Pyramid again with the army,

With aircraft and armada,

Maybe,

Maybe you could dig a little hole in the wall,

enough for the Pharaoh to bury you,

Because, as you now know,

You have no way against me.

Mind hacker...

Did you get it now?

I am the spaceman,

My home is the Cosmos,

The multi universes are my domain,

I am not related to you, nor you to me,

Don’t try to create a connection,

There is none between us,

There will never be,

You are already dead,

You belong to the past,

I belong to the Future,

Mother and Father came to earth with a mission:

They delivered me

and returned to the Future,

They are still there,

Watching me, watching us.

I am the Next man,

The Future of humanity,

You are dead past,

I am endowed with a Cosmic Supermind,

You have no idea what it is,

On earth, I am the Master,

I control the controller,

I command you, mind hacker,

From the deepest point in the universe,

From inside the Pyramid of my soul.

Mind hacker...

Get lost... with your resentment,

You belong in Hell!

16 September 2022
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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. The first book, Arrival, can be found here, and others will be added soon. I should also point you 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. 

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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April 

I've always hated this city. I just got here two days ago. I walked into what appeared to be a guesthouse. A darkish man hurried through the lobby. Smiling. Reeling. Drooling like a puppy who has discovered a bone. The reception has taken me by surprise. Too warm to be genuine. Furthermore, I had never seen him before. I didn't have any baggage. He didn't inquire. He scribbled my name and location. I inquired as to where I would spend the night. He raised his head, glanced at me, and murmured, "Upstairs, sixth floor." There is enough space for everyone. 

I was thoughtful. I gave him a tip. On his request, I gave him the coins in my pocket. He demanded more. Wallet. Tie. Shoelaces, too. 

I'm not sure if I took the elevator or walked the stairs. 

The fog encased my memories like a dream.

***
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I WAS SOON ON THE SIXTH story of that strange building, which is merely one of the numerous compounds that make up the large hotel. I am still hazy. I'm having trouble recalling every moment of my arrival. People in this town mistaken me for a dangerous individual. A kind of buccaneer, if not a terrorist, plotting the destabilisation of the STATE. Not all, however. The shrink, the black guy at the front desk, and my angels, in particular.

Each person, according to an old Islamic belief, possesses two angels. One observes and even advises. The other is a bookkeeper. He keeps track of our good and bad behaviours from the moment we are born until the day we die. As a result, on the last judgment, they give the material to the Boss. Following that would be either a reward or a penalty. My angels are not pleased with my behaviour, and I am well aware of this. This is a different story, which I will continue later. 

I was rather taken aback at the time. Even a little perplexed by the bizarre situation I found myself in. I was on the sixth floor of this weird structure. I arrived there in the same way that one penetrates the substratum of a false dream. The scene that appeared in front of my eyes was more than spectacular.

It was a kind of stretched platform on which people sat on their beds, much as in ancient inns. Hem! Excellent inns? I'm probably exaggerating a little. No, it was quite the opposite. I mean, there was no privacy, no intimacy, nothing. Everyone could see and hear what the next-door neighbour was doing. It was so promiscuous! I was taken aback. It should go without saying. That, however, is not the point. I shifted my head to the right, and what I saw next stunned me. People were piled up and parked like cattle in a kind of chamber with a basin full of nasty brown water in the centre. Hundreds of people arrived for no obvious reason save for the pool, where they could hardly bathe, as I estimated. I approached the long ribbon that separated them from the rest of the platform with caution, startled. One of them exclaimed, "Mind the border!" Did I go too far? Some of them looked at me as if I were a strange beast from another planet, rather than a human person like them. I was slightly embarrassed by their eyes examining me and scrutinising my face, clothes, and overall appearance. It would be inaccurate to suggest that it did not worry me. I kept saying out loud: "What's the problem? What's the matter with me?" I almost forgot that the anomaly was not in my circumstance but rather theirs. Because it was obvious that they were being held in custody or whatever...

As the borderline was guarded by two guys in grey uniforms, they couldn't walk freely - like me, I imagined - and leave the hotel anytime they wanted. For a little period, I stood by the ribbon. Mesmerised. I overheard the conversation. It was a genuine Babylon!
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