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To all Syrian women sacrificed at the altar of human stupidity...

To all the fallen Syrians, Lebanese, and Iranians

To all the soldiers of fire, sweat, feather, and image

To all noble citizens worthy of our magnificent Sham...
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To Yara...

To Neyrouz...

To all the butterflies and swallows of beautiful Syria...
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Syria: the new barbarians will not pass through

The author of this admirable work, poignant in its sensitivity and rage, but written with lucidity, which makes its power, wants to be, beyond the declaration of love to eternal Syria, the memory of Humanity, which invented writing and presided, with the heroes of the Maghreb, to the blossoming of the most beautiful pages of Arab—Muslim history, in Andalusia, a salutary call to order. This book is a real warning to all « these devil's minions, these mercenaries of the new era, these bundles of the New World who "have come to sully the fabulous walls of my brilliant citadel under the complicit and hateful gaze of some asses of the kingdom of sand". Yes, they ran, exhorted by the poor country bumpkins of my neighborhood. To these “cambrousards” (countrymen) of black gold and wind whose lineage is retrograde and backward, I declare that my civilizational fortress is impregnable because of its roots in history. Immune since the dawn of time, a bastion of Islam and culture, I remain the Sham, the cradle of human civilization. »

From the very first lines, the decor is planted and the front lines fixed. Syria will not once again fall into the hands of the new barbarians, the “Tamerlane's” and the “Hulaguo” of modern times, who have nothing to envy those who sacked Baghdad, the capital of the Abbasids, in 1258; they return today disguised as Emirs and Caliphs to complete this satanic "work". Is it necessary to remind the "useful idiots" of the misnamed Arab springs of the Dantean accounts that historians of the time had told us about this tragedy? The greatest "exploit" of these Mongolian hordes, which arose from the nights of time, was the destruction of the great library of Baghdad, “Bayt al-Hikma” (The House of Wisdom), which contained the most precious treasures of human knowledge in all fields. This monument, which the Caliphs of the Enlightenment, “Harun al-Rashid”, and especially his successor “al-Maamun”, wanted to bequeath to the universal spirit, was destroyed. According to some narrators, the innumerable historical, philosophical, scientific, and literary works contained in that monument were burned or thrown into the waters of the “Tigris”, which "became dark because of the quantities of ink emanating from the books in the library. The Mongols also destroyed mosques, palaces, other libraries and buildings of great cultural wealth. »

This historical reminder, even if it is not explicitly mentioned in "Syria, Hell, and Heaven", is nevertheless omnipresent—a simple reminder. At the beginning of the Syrian crisis, the Free Syrian Army, which is neither Syrian nor free, but a product of the “Wahhabi” sect allied with the West, had invaded “Maarrat al-Nou'maan”, the birthplace of the great poet and philosopher “Abu Al-Alaa Al-Maari”. There, some enlightened members of the sect did not hesitate to dig him out of his grave, ransack his house, and decapitate his statue. The perpetrators of this "democratic exploit" were none other than the fanatics of the “Al-Nosra” Front, the established subsidiary of “Al—Qaeda”, in whom some blind people in the West had believed they had detected the vanguard of the democratic Syrian revolution (sic!). In taking revenge on the man who inspired the author of the Divine Comedy, Dante, the message was clear, with all due respect to the promoters of democracy, dear to the American neoconservatives: to destroy in the Arab world the very idea of the nation-state, of citizenship, of critical spirit to build a medieval emirate. Certainly, the battle for democracy and good governance as well as human rights and citizenship in the Arab-Muslim world is more imperative than ever. The hero of this tale, Yatim, a revolted, tormented man, never ceases to repeat and claim it throughout his politico—philosophical peregrinations.

Only, by attacking “Al-Maarri”, with all the symbolic charge it represents, those whom the very democratic emirs of the Gulf and their Western godfathers had called "Syrian revolutionaries" committed the irreparable and the opposite effect was obtained: the "Talibanization" of the spirits, the return to the Middle Ages and barbarism, the inquisition and the collective sinking of reason.

“Al-Maarri”, who did not carry in his heart and his works bigotry, tartuffery, and obscurantism, had already denounced, almost a thousand years ago, as had all the great minds of his time, the Bogeymen of retrograde theocratic thought — precursors of the single thought of today — in the tone of the satyr. He thought he had identified two categories of men: "Those who have reason without religion, and those who have religion and lack reason. » A third category should be added: those who, like the "takfiris" disguised as «revolutionaries≈", have no brains, no religion, and above all no homeland. »

Throughout this journey through an Arab world that has been shaken, brutalized, martyred, and attacked from all sides, Benak — the author's pen name — takes a malicious pleasure in attacking these bigots and usurpers of Islam, whose virulent speech, calling for "jihad" in Syria, poorly hides a barely concealed submission to imperialism and its substitutes.

He has no harsh words against these "stupid and wicked mercenary media" whose role, in the destruction of the Arab world, is now more than proven.

We are faced with an angry writer who very quickly detected the deception of the misnamed "Arab Springs". He expresses it throughout the pages. Yet there were not many who had discovered this deception. One does not have to look very far to understand the reasons for this early lucidity, which is now more and more shared.

Writer and poet, born after the outbreak of the greatest of the revolutions that marked the history of the twentieth century, in a lost hamlet, as he tells us, between two forgotten hills in this vast region muzzled by history despite all its moments of glory. He goes on to say: "Breastfed with the revolutionary bottle of poor parents, but oh so generous, I inherit from their awakened and tolerant spirit an immeasurable wealth. As a child, I suffered the torments of war and revolution and also experienced the joy of liberation and the happiness of independence. As an adult, I had to fight, weapons in hand, the savage hordes raging in Algeria during the famous black decade. Reaching into my soul and my flesh, I still bear the scars of the war first and then those of terror. Terrorism having left deep ruts in me, I dedicate my pen to the defense of the damned of the earth. As a poet, I have always tried my hand at writing by denouncing injustice and iniquity. »

You have to be a native of this rebellious land to understand more quickly than others what is going on against the Arab world in the name of democracy. You have to be the child of a real revolution to detect the crude traps set by the "made in the USA" backrooms whose aim is not to reform the Arab world, but to destroy it and send it back to the pre-industrial age as was the case with Iraq, Libya and today Syria and Gaza.

Majed Nehme

Africa Asia Director

Paris-July 2014
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I am suffocating... I can hardly breathe... The wind is blowing in my head with the bad news that assaults me, hogs me, imprisons me, flogs me, tortures me, kills me somehow. I bend down from the balcony of my mind to look at the street where people, different and anonymous, come and go, without me of course. I contemplate from my perch, clinging to the meager snippets of my asphyxiated thought, the ostentatious jolts of my frayed culture. Through the bottleneck of my mind, tapped by my burning and feverish ideas, I consider, undone, the desolate result of my ephemeral and bruised life. Lately, life no longer flowed as it did before; at the mercy of the devil, it had given up the apron, loosely signing its total abdication.

In reality, everything was in turmoil as if God had decreed the end of the world; life was being saved, by all means, taking with it the last fragments of reason. The madness having found the field free and a preferred terrain offered itself the opportunity to crack down forever by asserting its right to the city.

There are many, these devil's minions, these mercenaries of the New Era, these bundles of the New World. They have come to sully the fabulous walls of my brilliant citadel under the complicit and hateful gaze of certain assets of the sandy kingdom. Yes, they ran, exhorted by the poor country bumpkins of my neighborhood. To these countrymen of black gold and wind whose lineage is retrograde and backward, I declare that my civilizational fortress is impregnable because of its roots in history. Immune since the dawn of time, a bastion of Islam and culture, I remain the Sham, the cradle of human civilization.

They have come to desecrate the pages of my open book from the first alphabet and transform my precious minarets, my rich churches, and my august mansions into sinister sarcophagi.

Yatim... My name is Yatim and your name is George or Nassim. The only difference that could bind us is our age. Mine is as big as your life and smaller than time, which unites us, kneads us, unravels us, shapes us, folds us, disarticulates us, leaves us, and runs away. I am as old as today's youth, for my children were born of that dark marriage between forbidden love and the prison of life. I grew up in the shadow of colonial nights and colonized days, sucking the bottle during the treacherous and unfair hours. My name has always been a pseudonym until the day when clandestinely offered myself a patronymic as a homeland. I live in a garment, where cowardly and murderous death is lurking in every fold and crease. I learned on the sidelines the wisdom of fools and the bravery of the underprivileged; to that of life, the honor of the defeated, and the glory of the damned.

My father was so Arab that he forgot his Berberism and so human that he was denied his humanity. Great outcast, he was thrown overboard the only ship sailing. Famous drowned in history, he drank all the saltiness of the ocean, swig after swig, down to the last sip. My mother, born out of fear of the future, more fragile than a stupid child, was relegated to the Greek Calends by all the wills, be they old, ancient, Jewish, Christian, or outright Muslim. Not only did she live with her head down, but buried, letting only her beautiful body, which one adores, appears from her being. Inhuman was my first cousin on the other side of the humanoid city that gravitated around my living space. It was a superior species of android nature to advanced humanism; it designed to distill for me the air that it had knowingly rarefied to save me from the asphyxiation that was prescribed for me.

I suffocate... I soliloquy in apnoea in this world that saw me born and that refuses to recognize me in the civil state of its treachery which greys it to always commit such great stupidities. I sputter, out of breath, gleaning the precious atoms from the air that are missing from my cemetery where my mummified body lies. My specter is haloed with the fear that the so-called humanitarian spirit has been spreading since my arrival on this Earth where I only live temporarily.

Yatim... It sounds like this is not a grapevine that, at the risk of not producing grapes, must undergo the law of trimming. The pruning knife is there as the only pruner to give the vine its full vigor.

Yatim... Like a hitch in the Dantesque orphanage where the bastard culture, erected as a cannibal dogma, abounds.

Yatim... A barbarian entity tossed about by a titanic story whose annals tell the same fresco of sweat and blood since the dawn of time.

At the arrival of this long march of cries and tears, this route of fire and flames, I am but a void in the dark sky of civilization. Inhuman because it is human, it takes too much trouble to look for me no matter what the cost of my embalming. It seems that if I am well preserved, I smile better at the museum of their apathy, which is getting a bit younger. It is the need for this water of youth that drives the monkeys in my neighborhood to inherit my death to make my body look more like when I was alive. When I am dead, I will have the honor of presenting myself properly before the UN of killers. Do these men, holders of the thread of life here below, finally condescend to judge me to open the door of the much sought—after paradise to my perfumed organism?

Then let loose your hounds and follow them with your embalmers. I await you with my vital functions that you will know how to keep perfectly in the mental storage room of your mortuary ideas.

— Salem on the best of men that God intended for me. May your whole day be filled with happiness!

— Salem upon you, O wonderful woman. You fill my life with bliss. I thank God for meeting you.

Yatima was a very simple woman, but very devoted and very sincere. She was small in stature and seemed so fragile at first, but it was a very deceptive appearance. Beneath her frail and slender physique, she hid incalculable energy. Always attentive to her husband's needs, she multiplied herself to obey him without ever faltering. Faithful, to the little cares of her venerable husband, she would willingly step aside to listen only to his desires. She loved him with a tender, gentle, and silent love, just like the sanctified act that brought them together, this consecrated and so religious pact.

— What a beautiful lie-in! I am happy for you; it has been so long since you have slept so well.

Yatim never went back to sleep, so to speak, after the prayer of the "Sobh" (dawn), and his better half, as he preferred to call her, knew it. Of course, the exception confirmed the rule, and sometimes he would stay in bed as he did that morning when he was pleasantly surprised.

Of course, these few times were counted on the fingers of one hand, which is why they created the event.

That night he had had so many nightmares that he had woken Yatima up several times. Sometimes calm, sometimes agitated, he kept changing his position as if he was running away from something that was chasing him, uttering confused and indecipherable words. However hard she tried to understand, she only managed to chase away her sleep without identifying anything.

Lately, he was often soliloquizing in his sleep and the phenomenon was getting worse. This had alarmed Yatima, but she hadn't dared to tell him about it. She refrained from telling him even as a joke. With the help of modesty, she deliberately avoided questions on the subject. She had decided to keep silent, never to betray the little secret. It was part of her husband's personality, which she considered to be on the verge of the sacred.

— Oh, my darling! It seems to me that your eyes are sick, I find them so red.

— How do you manage to see them in this darkness?

Yatima refrained from flipping the switch so as not to disturb her lord. However, the gaps between the shutters, which were always closed, let a certain glow through.

— “The light of your pupil's blossoms guides the light of my eyes”, she replied, radiant with happiness.

— Your words are so beautiful that they caress my heart, contrary to 

these charlatans of brothers. They poison my life and push me to my last strongholds. 

Stunned, she looked at him for a moment in amazement:

— Your brothers?

— “Yes, they are all fakes”, he replied, finally understanding her slump.

Yatim was happy to thus eclipse the subject of the discussion from his eyes.

— “But I never knew you had brothers, my dear husband! Or do you just want to play a joke on me?" she replied, naively.

— How silly I think you are my beautiful lover! Come! Come here, I'll explain! With a wave of his hand, he invited her to sit down. Docile and obsequious, she sat down in front of him on the bed. Her kindness helped, she made things easier for him by putting him at ease from the start; he always had the last word, because her level, she said, never allowed her to measure herself against his knowledge. At this point, she knew he was unbeatable, and even if she had had the necessary baggage, her condition as a woman would have forced her to step aside in front of the dominant spirit of the male. It would have been unseemly for the woman to outwit the man.

Yatim wasn't like that. An avant-garde man, he didn't like this macho society that despised half the population.It was a real waste; all that energy was ignored and kept silent.

— “You're beautiful when I look at you!” he said, taking her hand. He was telling the truth. She had a charm that disarmed.

— “It's your look that paints and embellishes me. I feel the caress of your eyes to the depths of my soul.” She gave him a grateful smile.

— There are moments when I envy your condition. You don't look for complications; you don't bother about external things; you often look on the bright side of life; you take it as it comes without ever worrying about the next day. You are simple and you hate everything complicated; you do not poison yourself with trivialities.

She looked at him, each time renewing her smile as if it were the only speech.

— I have always lived like this. I grew up in a poor house with humble and destitute parents who taught me how to behave in life, especially with my future husband.

— What a pity! I wish I had known your rich parents, Yatima. The education they gave you is worth a whole encyclopedia.

Yatima had lost her parents when she was only fifteen.

— “No, Yatim! My late parents were not posh, they had only their words and their skins”, she told him seriously. 

He tapped her hand while smiling at her.

— Think again Yatima! They left behind them an immense treasure.

Suddenly, she grabbed his hand and brought it to her mouth to kiss it feverishly. He finally reacted, but could not remove it, for not only was the hold clear, but the moment was august and grave. Moved by such tender deference, he allowed himself to do so, not without showing her his complete gratitude. Conquered by the gentle solicitation, he began to caress her hair with his free hand, adding a touch of grace to the delicate atmosphere. The moment was fragile, refined, and subtle so that Yatim could not contain his emotion in front of such a gift of self, especially when he felt two hot tears burning his palm. He almost folded himself in half to kiss her forehead after lifting her head.

At that very moment, she grabbed him with her arms and, head buried in the hollow of his shoulder, she melted into tears.

— You remind me of Yara...

As soon as he had pronounced the famous name, his eyes fogged up, too. The image of Yara merging with that of Yatima in his mind, Yatim had to make an effort not to succumb to the request of the sweet and precarious moment. The surprising and bizarre life, taking advantage of his vulnerability, played him the scene of human weakness, reminding him of the marvelous Syrian woman. Taking advantage of the situation, she squeezed him like a lemon to wring out his heart, enjoying straightaway seeing him dripping from his precious blood.

— “Who is this Yara?” she asked in a quivering voice.

It was a naive and spontaneous question devoid of any artifice. It was genuine and unspoken, and in no way reflected a conflict of thought. Knowing her husband without prejudice and above all suspicion, she could not doubt him.

Doubts? Yatima had never had any, could not have had any. It was unthinkable that she could harbor suspicions about her only king, the one who had chosen her to share his life when he could have made a different choice. In any case, she would never have allowed herself to cultivate presumptions against the one who had come to her out of conviction. He had opted for her as the orphan of the neighborhood while beautiful and educated girls had long since set their sights on him.

— “Yara is a sweet dove who knew, with a single wing stroke, how to tame the flaming sky of my mind”, he told her in a voice as clear as it was confident.

— “Is she the reason for your red eyes just now?” she asked him with commiseration.

— "It's the straw that broke the camel's back” he replied with a sigh.

— Tell me about her, please. She must certainly be exceptional.

— She is a true wonder of life and death too. She set high the bar for true love, self-denial, altruism, selflessness, detachment, devotion, self-effacement, deprivation, renunciation, resignation, and sacrifice ...

— “All this at once, my dear husband? She sounds like Mary, may salvation be upon her. I see myself as a dwarf!” she said to him ingeniously. 

He smiled tenderly at her...

— No, Yatima! The only ones who should feel reduced are men of my kind. I swallow my guilt in small doses. I sense a strange pernicious thing altering my vital functions inexorably. As for equalling Meriem, I will not go so far as blasphemy. Between the envoy and the fairy, Yara is nothing but a prodigious woman.

— Is she related to you? Is she one of the siblings you mentioned earlier?

— Without being my sister, she is the daughter of my mother on the other side of my parents, where the land of my ancestors, the messengers of the Lord, is located. Yes, my womb brothers have made our only umbilical link into a rope that never stops crushing my neck with their cynicism, how disloyal!

Finally understanding the deep bitterness of her husband, she fell silent, ablative. At that very moment, a very characteristic gurgling sound, accompanied by a loud emanation, was heard; the coffeemaker thus signaled the end of the process.

— Hurry up, before the coffee burns, my dear.

She thanked him with a sweet and amusing look for granting her permission to get up. She would never have allowed herself to do so even if there had been a danger in the house.

— “Stay comfortably in bed, I'll serve you a good cup, I prepared it as you often taught me”, she said to him, as she stood up to leave him.

— “Are you sure you haven't forgotten any measures?” He teased her while he was fixing his back to the wall with the pillow.

— Positive, for sure! Want to bet?

— A big gold ring if you make it.

— Well, may his eminence deign to listen to me! I recite my lesson: I filled the tank up to the safety valve with mineral water to avoid the chlorine from the tap water. Then I gently placed the powder in the filter until it formed a small dome. I screwed the two parts of the coffee pot together to obtain a perfect settling of the coffee since you advised me not to compact it with the spoon. I raised the pressure on low heat and waited in your company for the gurgling sound that followed.

— “Ha, ha, ha! As always, you missed it”, he laughingly said.

— Ah, no! This time I completely nailed it. I want my ring, I've earned it.

— Yes! You won even though you kept the lid closed.

— Hi, hi, hi! I forgot to leave it open to allow the steam to escape so the coffee will not overheat...
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For over a year, Yatim had been living tossed back and forth between dream and nightmare. Those nights, once calm and serene, were nothing but anguish and apprehension. Since the Libyan revolution, life had become odious and ugly for him. At the beginning of his hectic nights, he had not been alarmed, but when his ramblings became very frequent, he became seriously worried. Lately, he had been experiencing the same hallucination with recurring intensity...

We would come surreptitiously to his room. While Yatima was snoring peacefully, we would pick on him. First, they immobilized him so that he couldn't move, then they stopped him from breathing by simply strangling him. Unable to struggle or call for help, he would inevitably suffocate by fatally inhaling the sarin of the planned death. Four very muscular, half-naked black giants surrounded his dying body. They were accompanied by a fakir wearing a long beard and beautiful white clothes. Everyone was silent as if words had deserted time in the face of the impenetrability of the moment. There was no need to speak anymore. Even the noise had committed suicide on the sword of silence, adding to the anguishing depth of it more efficiently. There they were silent, activating themselves only with meticulous gestures, obeying some dominant superior mind to the letter.

Yatim had the impression that he was being forced to pass through a bottleneck as he was being stretched so much; his body was eventually drawn to take the shape of a narrow and rigid neck which, however, would not accept any widening. His heart, which had been transformed into wool for the occasion, was thrown to the bottom of a Berber jujube tree where billions of thorns began to card it. A thousand and one hands clasped him under the authoritative and impassive gaze of the white-clad man. Isolated in his impotence, he was undergoing atrocious and inhuman torture. The suffering was so horrible that it prevented his mad cries from being heard.

Harrows battered his body pierced by immeasurable pain. Suddenly, by some extraordinary force, he was ejected like an unwanted organ through the narrow neck into a long corridor divided into several hyaloid-like compartments. On the pediment, just at the entrance, he read, written in golden letters, the words: corridor of purification.

Hands with diaphanous and translucent skin grabbed him and took him to the first anechoic chamber. There, lying on a table as white as pearly, another Yatim was undergoing strange operations under the watchful eye of the venerable fakir. He looked at himself for a moment, looking for his limbs; he found only intangible and unreal things. His whole body was impalpable. At last, he understood that he had become a strange ectoplasm, an ethereal creature, a strange spirit ousted by life.

Phlegmatic and insensitive, he attended the laparotomy of his abdominal wall which was performed to extract his viscera from his rib cage and abdomen. The placid santon explained to him that it was to avoid his rapid decomposition. He advanced with a light step as if he was walking on ether towards the second compartment where he found another double. In this second antechamber, everything that was similar to his brain was removed from his skull. A little further on, in another room, nimble and skillful hands were placed inside his empty trunk stuffing sachets full of natron to accelerate his dehydration. The Spartan, always imperturbable, led him to the last compartment where all his body cavities deformed by the desiccation were filled in, restoring a certain physical suppleness to his body and skin.

The great ascetic, rigid and puritanical, approached his corpse, which had been haloed with a bright light.

The various docile and obedient creatures vanished as if by magic in this strange and mysterious nature. He began to tell a few adjurations underlined by pleading invocations. Overwhelmed by the magnitude of the events and subjugated, Yatim followed the surprising adventures.

— You have just suffered the effects of the pure place, O mortal creature. God, in his sublime greatness, accepts in his seraphic kingdom only angelic beings.

It was the fakir addressing Yatim from the top of a certain promontory.

— As my primary mission ends here, you will be entrusted to the Superior of Controllers who will be in charge of your education.

No sooner had he finished his sentence than the old man disappeared with a dazzling suddenness as if someone had pressed a button to make him vanish so quickly. Yatim was distraught and tragically alone in this white universe of almost eternal silence. His amorphous, fluffy legs trapped him in this feeling of frightening vulnerability due to disarming immobility. This blatant inability to move was the result of his inhibited will, which was an absent response to the failing slowness of his subdued mind.

Locked up in his frightening loneliness and clinging to his growing fear, he awaited some unfortunate event. However, it did not come quickly, and he had to passively swallow the bitter seconds of a trying and disastrous wait. The famous corridor had disappeared, taking with it all its divisions, as if time, depending on the life of the monk, had followed him in his fatal disappearance. Suspended by lethal force, Yatim was obsessed by the horizontal vastness spreading as far as the eye could see in incomparable visibility. It was extremely flat land, without a single difference in height, whose perfect flatness suffered from no roughness. It was so fantastic that Yatim suddenly became a vassal of this priestly thing and felt very tiny to the point of being infinitesimal. This new Earth of irreproachable lactescence extended infinitely. It had neither beginning nor end; it was absolute value and optimal value.
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