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​​​​​Dedication



[image: ]




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 third book: Couvolution and Cooks' Conspiracy. It was preceded by: (Book 1) Arrival, and (Book 2) James Bond in Jail. Other volumes will soon follow.

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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ALREADY THREE MONTHS have passed...

Indeed, fortune has smiled upon me. Customers are probably making travel plans as the summer draws near. Everyone ought to have a strategy. We aren't even remotely considering the Caribbean, Monaco, Tahiti, or the Bahamas. We owe the existence of our holidays to Allah and the ever-present Government. If they were to drain the mucky water from the sixth-floor pool and refill it properly, it would be more appealing than a Mediterranean sandy beach in the middle of July. As such, the strange purgatory might be partially converted into heaven. We can now prevent the evil capitalists from entering the hotel since Mr Aroussi has graced us with his presence. What I mean is the people who flat-out refuse the cheques and the banking system. This would be an ideal location for a thriving bank to be established. Since the library is not a moneymaker, I am willing to collaborate with Mr Aroussi on this grand undertaking.

It is correct that the educational value of a library in this setting much outweighs any potential financial gain. However, this has not increased customer enthusiasm for borrowing books, even though there are no taxes on books. Also, I won't get down on my knees and beg. I did my best to cheer them on, I swear. That's because I communicated. I gave lectures on our fantastic library to the dorm residents and residents' guests in the courtyard. Back then, people mostly laughed, insulted, or cursed at me. Therefore, I had no choice except to retreat further into my protective shell. It wasn't worth getting into an argument over, and the guys around here are normally irritable. I can't explain it. Really! They have it quite good if we compare them to those outside the walls, but the poor naifs there don't know it. Given how generously everything is provided for them, they have no valid complaints. Not even the issue of hateful food is crucial.

The Administration has decided to do everything it takes to make its clients happy, which is a noble gesture. This made it possible for loved ones to pay them visits, bringing gifts of food and comfort. Those who, like myself, don't have any Capital-based relatives nevertheless have a chance of receiving a gift. Their roommates might even let them borrow some of their food depending on their cooperation. Cheese, milk, butter, marmalade, and other supplements are sold (black market prices) in the enclosures and courtyards, so they may still acquire what they need. It's allowed. I made some inquiries. Unfortunately, the vendors do not accept cheques. What a bunch of thick-headed backwards! - but money. For this reason alone, a new bank in the State hotel needs to be established quickly. The capitalist conspiracy has clearly reached dangerous dimensions.

The hotel's finances also preclude such a time and effort sinkhole. But my concern isn't just for the hotel; the entire country's economy is at risk. Yes, it is well-known that man is the product of his habits, both good and bad. Once a customer has checked out, we have no say over whether or not a poor practice continues as usual. I worry about unintended consequences because the hotel serves thousands of customers yearly. Our inmates would leave our facility's sanitary windows and iron gates and return to their previous way of life at the end of their sentences. Is there any use in letting them leave if we know they have been exposed to the sad and barbaric ritual of rejecting cheques? They caught a virus that can only survive by reproducing itself. Do we not have an obligation to put a stop to this before the entire populace succumbs to their madness? If true, this would be a terrible waste of the country's economy. What damage this has wreaked upon our valiant financial institutions! Such a pandemic is beyond our means. We have to halt the infection and stop it from spreading. 

***
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LET'S LOOK ON THE BRIGHT side. I propose the Administration launch a sensitisation campaign, as the hotel's policy objectives include tourism and education. The benefactors of this fine abode will become acquainted with the fundamentals of the financial sector. I'm well aware that greedy capitalists will try to sabotage such an endeavour because of the moral ambiguity they bring to the table. I'm also aware that the kitchen staff will do all they can to retaliate, including making even nastier meals for the convicts and narcotics-laced sandwiches for the guards in the towers. That would hasten the process of causing difficulty, the results of which they anticipate being anarchy, rebellion, and escape. A mutiny is part of their agenda. If my prediction is correct, they won't have a hard time winning over the public. 

In my opinion, the vast majority of the State guests at this hotel are not miserable or unloyal. Indeed, many are devoted members and enthusiastic supporters of the bars and chains community. Regulars to the establishment are better acquainted with its every nook and cranny than the security personnel. There's no way they'd follow the cooks. However, the latter are crafty. It's clear from the cuisine they serve that they aim to make everyone, even the Administration's most staunch supporters, miserable. 

***
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NATURALLY, THE HOTEL plays an important role in government policy. It's a fantastic asset. Apart from the banks, I would argue that these premises are the most valuable asset for any government. History demonstrates this. As an example, consider the French Revolution of 1789. The Bastille was the principal aim of the revolutionaries, not the monarchy or the magnificent royal mansions. When the mob of Paris stormed the Bastille, the Revolution posed a real threat to the monarchy. Never before in history. But, guys, what was the Bastille? In every way, it was the same as our State hotel. It provided free housing, food, and education to its clients to make them realise the Government's friendliness and charity. 

Similarly, I believe any challenge to our beloved General President's new regime would attack our hotel first and foremost. It seems obvious to me. The plot spreads in both directions: inside-outside and outside-inside.

Gentlemen! The elements plotting a counter-coup against the Government are currently consolidating. This isn't only limited to the exterior. However, the enemy is already spinning its devilish web within these fortified, three-block grounds in the heart of the Capital.

I can see the whole scene being cooked up in the kitchens in my mind's eye. It starts in the heads of chefs infected with the conspiracy and anarchy virus. The beginning is subversion. Disbelief in the legitimacy of cheques as a method of payment. Without philosophers and enlightenment, they intend to create a fake version of the French Revolution. What a farce! A buffoonery!

***
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A WORD OF CAUTION, though. Ruffians gathered outside the Bastille's defences during the French Revolution. Inmates made up a small percentage of the hotel's guests. Even a French nobleman is included in this group. The illustrious Mr. le Marquis de Sade. As far as I could tell, this respectable gentleman was a writer. I haven't read any of his publications, but judging by the contrast between his amazing self-confinement and the splendours to which he is entitled by rank and right, I have to believe that he decided to endure the harsh and stoic life of la Bastille. Don't ask me why. I already mentioned that he is a writer. This person believes he has a special calling from God and must fulfil it. (I heard this from a reliable source; in France, they gave him the title "Divin Marquis" at his baptism.) From what I can see, his goal is to teach the world about the importance of philosophising in bed. Just what is this thing called "bedroom philosophy," anyway? I consider it a type of prayer that, in my opinion, ought to be carried out in accordance with the norms of classical Catholicism. Akin to the lifestyles of remote monasteries from ages past. The Divine Marquis dedicated his life to the resurrection of those holy traditions in the bedroom. He devoted himself entirely to preaching virtue. His missionary work was centred in La Bastille, which he transformed into a monastery.

Such an effort of self-denial, rather than disgusting depravity and decadence, could serve as a model for contemporary writers. I see the Marquis. I can hear his voice now. It seems like I've known him forever. It doesn't bother him that I haven't read any of his books. It is a shame that his works were not translated into Arabic earlier! Unfortunately, I was never taught how to read French. As far as I can tell, that's the only thing holding me back from furthering my education.

To choose the harsh confines of La Bastille over the luxurious comforts of an aristocratic castle life for the sake of literature is significant. It's a huge price to pay, and it hits home when you consider the advantage you've been given through inheritance. It's a telltale indicator of someone who loves God, loves other people, and practises religious virtue by giving freely to those in need. That guy was probably a mystical kind. A saintly status is well deserved for him because of his devotion. (I wouldn't say "angel" because I no longer trust this species.) He appears to have a firm religious conviction. Clearly, he has a strong commitment to instilling morality while encouraging government allegiance in his disciples.

***
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IN THIS LIGHT, I WOULD like to suggest that our BGP, who is (so I'm told) a devout Muslim who never misses a prayer, fund an Arabic translation of the entire canon of the Divine Marquis de Sade's works initially written in French. At least this way, we wouldn't have to worry about being overrun by stupid Barbares. Despite their ignorance of bedroom philosophy and other intellectual games played by high-calibre philosophers, they want to recreate the events of 1789. Therefore, this next Friday, as a gesture of our gratitude, may our imams and Grand Mufti pray for the soul of Monsieur le Marquis. So that the next generation can learn about the concepts that shaped contemporary society, I also propose including some Sade works in our high school curricula. 

I'm dying to get my hands on a copy of the Divine Marquis. I suspect I will find the writer who is the most moralistic of the bunch and maybe even a historian of the French Revolution, which he personally experienced while imprisoned in La Bastille. 

Meanwhile, I found the answers to my questions in a brief history book that offered scant background information. Although not ideal, it beats the alternative. The author indulged in a petty diatribe criticising King Louis XVI and his wife, Queen Marie-Antoinette and deftly sidestepped discussing the vital role of Monsieur de Sade in the eventual French Revolution. There wasn't anything more suitable in our hotel's library. 

***

[image: ]


TO GO BACK ON TOPIC, we have a layout nearly the inverse of the French (no bedroom Philo., but serving the same function). The mob was outside La Bastille's walls in 1789. For us, it's too late; the kitchen crew has taken over the field. The circumstance is dire. I can't stress this enough. For the safety of the state, this is a critical issue.

For this reason, I'm writing my Top Secret report at breakneck speed. I won't let Mr Mahmoud, the black guard, even take a peek. Yeah, I think he's pretty forthright. However, the superiority of my work over his knowledge and expertise is also undeniable.

Roughly speaking, Mr Mahmoud is in his mid-forties. A far cry from Frankenstein's towering stature or Zorro's compact physique, he is neither. A round, protruding tummy indicates continued obesity. Having a large head and short hair. Two horizontal lines of wrinkling furrow over a broad forehead. There are always two dark eyes watching. His flat nose seems out of place unless it's meant to draw attention away from his huge lips. True, if your teeth are pearly white. The only time he doesn't smile is when he's angry, but other than that, he's a genuinely pleasant person. If the latter is the case, one should leave Mahmoud's presence immediately because the black guard does not like provocateurs. I witnessed his response to such presumptions. That was not hilarious in the slightest. I'd rather head out into a cyclone.
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