
        
            
                
            
        


BUILD

	 

	UNIVERSES

	 

	 

	 

	 


 

	Abdulaziz Salah Al Dhaheri

	 

	Planet Hope

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	[image: Image]

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	[image: Image]

	© 2024 Europe Books| London

	www.europebooks.co.uk | info@europebooks.co.uk

	 

	ISBN 9791220148436

	First edition: March 2024

	 

	Edited by Veronica Parise

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Planet Hope

	 


 

	 

	 

	To my wife 

	who read, corrected and encouraged me,

	did not blame me for leaving her every now and then 

	for being busy running after mirages 

	She knew that I loved drawing 

	my imagination with a pen

	 


 

	Gratitude, praise for God Almighty

	 

	Thanks to everyone 

	who stopped an invader into the wilds of imagination 

	to ask him about his spoils and was genuinely happy 

	for his joy and proud of his achievement 

	 

	It is certainly a loss for me 

	to have the Earth devoid of one of them

	 

	Thank to EuropeBooks, 

	which will introduce me to other people 

	who are far from my home but not far from my heart

	 

	







	 

	 

	 

	My father was born in 1915 AD in a desert land, at a time when poverty was the ruling master.

	My father left for life without a father. 

	His father died months before he was born, leaving him with a blind mother. With the help of his poor relatives as well, but even though they were better off than him.

	They helped him get married when he was twenty-five years old, but this wife ran away because of poverty, and after three years had passed, he married another woman, and she also ran away because of poverty as well. When he was thirty-five, he married my mother, who was thirteen years old, but my mother did not run away despite my father’s poverty, but rather stayed with him, serving him and his blind mother. She bore him four daughters and five sons. I was came before his last son. Finally, my father was able to keep his third wife for the sole reason of his knowledge and experience in dealing with the surrounding circumstances.

	 

	 

	 



THE STRUGGLE


	 

	On a hill towering over “Leit Assa” City1, Master Nouh was sleeping in the vast bedroom of his Palace, dominating his private garden behind which mountains stood high, whilst dressed with green, sprinkled by amazing invisible landscape, hidden by heavy dimness. 

	 

	Few hours later on, darkness went on retreating gradually, giving space to light, ending thus the hegemony of the night that surrendered, and let appear all what it was concealing.

	 

	The sun rose, and started painting mother earth with its rays, saluting its populations. All creatures and plants woke up and rendered the salute by voices, and movements. The sunflower stretched its neck looking up towards the Sun, while the queen of the night shrank, and the night carried away its bats, owls, worms altogether and ended. 

	Accordingly, it terminated all struggles, and adventures, went away and the day began. 

	 

	The sun went high in the sky, whilst voices imitated its direction; they were a combination of nice sweet intonations as well as rough annoying ones.

	Mr. Nouh woke up, opened his vast bedroom window to delight his eyes with such natural landscapes, inhale light air and listen to birds’ singing saluting him and announcing the incoming of a new day. He glanced at the sun that declared its hegemony over the Universe, and addressed its rays between cuts of clouds having gathered to form shapes resembling to creatures.

	 

	While he was lank towards the horizon, he saw a hawk chasing a dove. Quick as light it assaulted the poor bird and attacked it with its strong claws. Some of its feather fell out, and let the wind drive it away tottering smoothly at the horizon, while the dove drop dead quickly, spiralling down crashing to the ground, terrorizing all of its surrounding mates such as birds and butterflies. 

	 

	The hawk landed while spreading out its wings and lifting its head proudly, setting its paws and in one chunk, without any focusing it stabbed the dove, piercing its neck to end its last breath. The hawk lifted, once again its head, proudly threw a glance around it, announcing its victory. 

	 

	Consequently to such scene, Mr. Nouh was touched and annoyed. His features were overwhelmed with sorrow. He closed the window as if he was hanging down the curtains on a stage, announcing the end of a play full of sadness and pain. 

	He headed towards the phone, and called his servants to prepare his breakfast, and then went to his bathroom to take a shower. 

	He went out the bathroom, got dressed and combed his hair. He filled his hands with liquid perfume, which he spread out on both his face and neck, to leave afterwards towards the sitting room. A while after, the servant knocked at the door; Nouh allowed him to come in. The servant was pushing the breakfast trolley, together with the day newspapers.

	 

	At that moment, Mr. Nouh started having breakfast, the servant stood few meters away, waiting for any further request, after having tuned the TV, on one of the channels, wherein the announcer was reviewing events, talking in their majority about battles, clashes, crimes, murders, and in a quick glance he asked the servant to put off the TV.

	 

	Afterwards, Mr. Nouh sat on a couch looking down to the balcony, and took the newspapers which headers were all talking about international struggles and crimes, and in an unconscious manner he threw the newspapers and shouted calling the servant who came quickly to receive his master’s orders. Nouh asked him to prepare the car to go out. 

	 

	Mr. Nouh rode in the car and left his palace, being 20 km away from the city, and headed towards his office located down town, at the fortieth floor of his building “Nouh Tower”.

	 

	While on their way to town, Mr. Nouh saw the city, from a distance, yoking under a cloud of smoke that vanished the beauty of the small clouds swimming above it.

	 

	Upon their entry to town, he saw a bunch of boys fighting and kicking each other, while their gestures were accompanied with screams, hands movements and faces agitations.

	 

	The car opened its way through the crowd, and stopped at the traffic signal, where he saw a car hitting another one at its rear side. The first car driver went out and had a look at his intact car, because cars were close at each other, and the traffic movement was slow.

	 

	He looked at the following car driver, who stated apologizing, but the first car’s driver didn’t correspond: he looked at him, gathered the most possible quantity in his mouth and spat on the floor, in a disgusting manner, while going back to his car. 

	 

	The traffic moved, and finally Mr. Nouh arrived to his building. He went off the car, and headed towards the elevator, followed by the driver, carrying his bag. Receptionists stood up, showing Mr. Nouh their respect. Upon entering, he noticed his Office Manager, talking on the phone, with an angry face. The latter hastened, stood up, and said: “I’ll be calling you later,” and he hung up. Mr. Nouh passed by him and said: “Family Problems!” whilst his manager replied with a smile. 

	 

	Nouh entered, followed by his driver and office manager, holding the mail. He was sinking in his thoughts when his Office Manager asked him, if he wanted anything. At that moment, Nouh turned, looked at him and said: “No thank you”. He had resumed thinking, when an old man came in with a tray bearing a cup of coffee. He called “Nouh” without either using the word Mr. or Sir, and said: “Where do you want me to put your coffee?” This old man was Nouh Father’s servant, he kept on serving and he had a very special standing. Nouh said: “Uncle Saber, come here and leave the coffee, look downstairs, what does such scene represent to you?”
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