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Prologue 

 
Lebanon is a small and beautiful country located in the 
Middle East, amongst Arab nations. The Lebanese 
political and social dimensions have always been the 
result of conflicts amongst the Arab nations trying to 
impose their hallmark of political, cultural and traditional 
aspects on the Lebanese people. These struggles have led 
to political instability in Lebanon, and to confusion in 
determining the Lebanese true identity, that led to 
Lebanon’s recent identity crises. 

The presence of Lebanon in the Arab World has been 
the source of constant uneasiness; having to cope with the 
interferences of the Arabs, America, Europe, Russia and 
Israel in Lebanese affairs. However, these interferences 
could not have happened if there were no willing parties. 
We cannot blame foreign powers for trying to have their 
influence in Lebanon as much as we blame the Lebanese 
political and religious leaders and warlords for being 
ready and willing to wheel and deal in return for personal 
gain. 

The factors that affect the change of Lebanon’s true 
identity are influenced to a degree by the amount of 
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money foreign powers are willing to inject into Lebanon to 
shift the public opinion in their favour. 

It is not a secret that the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia, 
Islamic Republic of Iran, Syria, Egypt and Israel each have 
their own agenda to decide Lebanon’s identity. 

Any political analyst, who is aware of the Arabs’ 
agenda in the region, could not ignore the struggles 
between the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia and the Islamic 
Republic of Iran for the control of Lebanon; and 
consequently deciding Lebanon’s identity. 

Seeing the political turmoils, the struggle for 
religious supremacy and political affiliation, we know 
now that the battle for supremacy is drawn and remotely 
controlled by the Kingdom of Saudi Arabia’s camp on one 
side and the Islamic Republic of Iran’s camp on the other 
side; and I wonder if all this will end up in favour of the 
Lebanese people. No matter which camp has the last 
dance, it will take a miracle for Lebanon to bounce back, 
and truly recover and find her true identity. 
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1 

 
WHEN GERARD FINALLY woke at dawn to the sound 
of the wind pounding the balcony door, he felt sad and 
pessimistic. He was completely unsettled, feeling lonely, 
miserable and down in the dumps. I shall sleep it off, he 
said to himself, but he was tossing and turning in bed 
until he became exhausted, and finally realised that sleep 
had deserted him. He tried to ponder, but he was unable 
to focus on one thing at a time. What is the matter with me? 
he said. He had never had this feeling before. He was 
always energetic and full of life. He wondered why he 
could not shake off feelings of worthlessness and 
helplessness. All his ambitions and initiatives began to fall 
apart like dry autumn leaves being rattled and carried on 
the pre-storm wind away to an unknown destination. All 
his dreams were crumbling in front of his eyes and there 
was nothing he could do. I am going to light a fag, it may 
help soothe my anxiety, he said.  

As he got out of bed, he experienced a terrible 
headache and his vision blurred. The room began to spin 
and he struggled to reach for the pack of cigarettes on the 
kitchen table. Finally, he tapped one out, lit it and inhaled 
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a few puffs that he kept in his lungs long enough to soak 
up all the nicotine and chemicals he needed to relax, but 
he did not feel any better. He looked at the wall clock and 
it was 4:50 in the morning. 

He sat on the edge of the bed, burying his head 
between his hands and squeezing it hard hoping to relieve 
the excruciating pain. His mood was low and he became 
disinterested, feeling exhausted and agitated. However, 
the sweet smell of marijuana from the apartment next 
door, gave him a new insight into the life he yearned for. I 
must roll a joint now, but where would I get hold of dope at this 
hour? 

He thought of Jamie, the drug mule, the creepy man 
who would not give credit to his own mother. 

He eliminated Jamie and resorted to a hard drink 
instead. He reached for a virgin bottle of Red Label and 
with a quick half turn, the seal cracked with an 
astonishing squeaking sound that echoed in the room and 
added to his headache. He looked around for a glass, a 
mug, or even a bowl, but there was none at hand. All were 
stacked dirty and mouldy in the kitchen sink that was 
teeming with ants that were forming a double line and 
excavating as much as they could to store away for rainy 
days.  

He lifted the bottle to his mouth and swallowed long 
until his eyes bulged and his throat set ablaze, but his 
headache did not recede. Life was burdening him so much 
that he thought to end it now and save himself the pain of 
living. All his aspirations and plans began to vanish 
slowly and there was nothing he could bloody do to stop 
it.  

He went outside to the balcony of his fourth level 
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apartment. It was cold, dark and windy and the black 
clouds crisscrossing the grey sky with howling gales 
heralded the approach of a hailstorm. He felt as if it was 
the end of the road for him, and he contemplated suicide. 
No! I am not going to end it this way and leave this mess 
behind. I was always tidy and meticulous; people will talk bad of 
me. 

He went back inside, put his white and blue checked 
smock on and began cleaning all the dishes, saucepans, 
mugs, glasses and pots. He dried them all and put them 
away where they belonged. Afterward he made the bed, 
arranged the chairs, drew the curtains closed, slumped on 
the couch face down and cried. He shed tears of despair, 
as he chewed over the horror of death and the trepidation 
of the unknown.  

He pondered through his tears, as the images of his 
home started to knock on the door of his rusted memory. 
He was afraid that after half a century in alienation, his 
home might never recognise him. As this notion crossed 
his mind, he became fearful of the fact that he would 
never be well received at home, and all his efforts would 
have been in vain. The jumbling of his emotions created 
an atmosphere of uncertainty and he had neither the 
energy nor the willingness to do anything about it. He 
tried to get off the couch, but he was light-headed and fell 
back feeling numb, anxious and empty. However, the 
home that he had left at the tender age of twenty had 
called on him again and he longed to see it, to touch it, to 
inhale the laden air with the scent of pine, and to sleep in 
the open under the blue clear sky counting the infinite 
number of stars. Those images became alive and lifted his 
spirit slightly. 
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The storm strengthened. It hailed marble-sized balls 
of ice that were pounding on the balcony door so hard 
they could shatter the glass. He heard a sudden bang as a 
gust of air unlocked the window and slammed it against 
the wall and a gush of cold, icy wind entered the room. 
This brought him back to his sanity, but it was not long 
before he lapsed again, and the urge to end it all became 
stronger and more tempting. 

I must do it now. There is no going back. He got up and 
went to the balcony. The hail had relented, but the icy 
wind was still blowing, sending a chill that travelled fast 
to the core of his bones. 

He tried to mull it over, but his ability to function or 
concentrate was diminishing by the minute. The sadness 
and the feelings of guilt, dominated all his thinking. He 
tried to climb onto the edge of the balcony wall, but he 
was too deadbeat. It was almost impossible for an old man 
riddled with arthritis to climb the three-foot wall with two 
extra feet of railing, which was added last year after his 
good neighbour Brett fell four stories to his death. After a 
couple of attempts, he gave up trying.  

The thought of dying without seeing his home sent a 
shiver down his spine. He closed the balcony door, 
returned to his bedroom and slumped on the bed 
wondering, What is the matter with me? Am I going insane or 
is the thought of suicide becoming more appealing than life? 

The hailstorm returned with awesome force, 
pounding the window with crushing strength that could 
shatter the glass to small pieces, and the dogs in the 
neighbourhood began to howl. I must end it now. He got 
off the bed, took his pyjamas off, folded them neatly and 
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put them in the drawer. Then, he took off his Tyrian(1) 
purple underwear and gazed into the mirror for the last 
time. His reflection was not encouraging, so he decided to 
put it back on and take it with him. It was his favourite 
underwear. He opened the balcony door and went 
outside. He tried again to climb the five-foot wall but 
failed, as the wall was slippery and his energy was 
drained. 

He went back into the room and, after searching for a 
moment, he found the aluminium three-step ladder and 
carried it outside. He positioned it beside the wall and 
scaled it to the third step that put him in line with the 
balcony wall, but not high enough to clear the railing. He 
smiled at his success and stood upright. He gauged the 
distance from the fourth floor to the street below. He 
thought it would be about three seconds freefall before he 
would hit the ground. It would be a quick and snappy 
way to finish things off with less pain and suffering. 

He kept his balance well, standing on the third step 
of the ladder in the face of a strong wind and a slippery 
surface. He did not feel the cold despite being completely 
naked except for his Tyrian purple underwear. He raised 
his hands like a flying kite ready to execute the jump of 
his life, but a thought that flashed through his mind held 
back his action.  

Life is full of trouble, but worth living. He saw it in his 
mind's eye and wondered why he was about to commit 
suicide, while others would give anything in return for a 

                                                 
1- Tyrian purple is a secretion produced by a certain species of predatory sea snails in the 
family Muricidae. This dye was first invented  by the ancient Phoenicians as early as 1570 BC, 
and named after Tyre, a famous Phoenician city located on the shore of Lebanon, and was called 
then the "queen of the seas" because it was the centre of the Phoenicians' trade empire. 
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longer life. At that moment, he thought of death as a long 
nap of no awake, and an end of all troubles. Then, with 
the tenacity and the willingness to put an end to it all, he 
bent his knees and lowered his hands ready to spring and 
clear the metal railing of the balcony wall. 
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2 
 

AS GERARD CLOSED his eyes and began to spring up, 
he felt a sudden and excruciating pain in his knees as they 
locked in position, and refused to move. Bloody arthritis, I 
am going to try again. He pushed harder against the step of 
the ladder, hoping that the extra push would unlock his 
knees and allow him to execute the jump successfully. 
Unfortunately, and to his bad luck, the ladder slipped 
back and he landed face first on the edge of the wall. His 
upper and lower dentures broke and cut through his 
gums. He felt a hot liquid seeping down his chest and 
soaking his underwear. He took a quick look at his chest 
as it was changing progressively to the colour of his 
Tyrian purple underwear. 

Bang …  
Bang …  
Bang …  
“Who the hell is knocking on my door at this hour?” 

he yelled and tried to get to his feet, but failed. The pain 
was unbearable and the floor was so slimy that he could 
not even crawl. 
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“Open the bloody door or I'll knock it down.” 
Gerard recognised the voice of his friend and he 

yelled as loud as he could, “Justin...! I cannot reach the 
door. The spare key is under the doormat.” 

Within seconds, Justin carried him inside and hurled 
him onto the bed, wet and shivering like a soaked chicken. 

“What makes you come here this late?” he barked. 
“I was woken by the storm and got up to close the 

window. As I looked across the road, I saw your light still 
on, and you were standing naked, trying to climb onto the 
balcony wall. I thought you were in some sort of trouble 
so I came here to investigate.” 

“Thanks for spoiling my plan.” 
Justin stared at him astonished and yelled, “What the 

hell were you doing? Get up, clean yourself and change 
this bloody Tyrian purple underwear.” 

“I am not going to change my underwear.” 
“Why not?”  
“I am a Phoenician and I am going to die as a 

Phoenician.” 
“This Phoenician ideology that you held is not going 

to change your craze.  
“Haven’t you heard of the expression ‘Born in 

Purple’?” 
“No.” 
“Didn’t you know that the Tyrian purple was the 

symbol of power, and the Emperors of Byzantium made a 
law forbidding anybody from wearing this colour except 
themselves. And some of the emperors like Valentian, 
Theodosius, and Arcadias in the fifth century only 
allowed the emperor to wear purple. Death was the 
penalty for anyone who would violate this order. 
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“What this got to do with the colour of your 
underpants?” 

“The Tyrian colour is the symbol of power and 
supremacy. It is still worn by leaders of most world 
organisations and religious hierarchies. If we were united 
under this symbol, we wouldn’t have lost our identity.” 

“You’re an Arab mate and you will die as one.” 
“People like you caused us all the sufferings because 

you embraced Pan Arabism in exchange of personal 
benefits. You should be ashamed of yourselves.” 

“Stop lecturing me about loyalty and put your 
clothes on. Are you getting stupid or what? You’re going 
to catch a cold.” 

 “I am not going stupid or mad. I intended to finish it 
off, because I cannot bear living anymore. Life is 
burdening me and is not worth living.” 

“Are you really seriously contemplating suicide?” 
“Yes.” 
“Why?” 
“I am bored and if I do not act now, I will become 

eccentric, and that is the last thing I want.” 
“What’s bothering you now?” 
“My wife left me and the children are siding with 

her. Life is becoming purposeless and not worth living. 
Look at the neighbourhood. The fences are getting higher 
and people are becoming hostile and greedier, locking 
themselves inside doors and restricting their social 
activities and communications to visual media only. There 
is great disharmony and injustice in this world, and the 
deterioration in human character, and the sense of me and 
mine have become the norm of everyday living. Moreover, 
if you dare to greet your next-door neighbour, he will 
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sight you with suspicion thinking you may be expecting 
something in return; otherwise, you will not bother 
greeting him. There is disharmony in our world due to 
greed, hate and selfishness. I am sick of it all, and I view 
this trend of living with hostility.” 

“I think you need a break. You're always dreaming 
of going back home. Now is the time to do it.” 

“I am longing to go to my homeland to verify a 
rumour of a massacre, but I have learned that if I go, I will 
be arrested at the airport and taken to a secret jail as it 
happened to most of my friends who ventured home. 
Nobody knows what has happened to them, and if 
someone dares to ask, the reply is well short of the truth. 
Always the same answer. We never saw them.” 

“Don’t believe everything you hear. These anecdotes 
are the formation of some people who are always willing 
and ready to spread rumours to give our country a bad 
name.” 

“I don’t have to look far. You know our mutual 
friend Sami. He went there four years ago to visit his sick 
mother and he never returned. His children are still 
seeking an answer to the whereabouts of their father.” 

“Well! Sami was known for his political beliefs, 
which could be one of the reasons for his disappearance.” 

“This should not give them the right to be the judge 
and the jury and eliminate him.” 

“In this sense you could be right. Trust me, I am very 
well connected and I can help you get there undetected.” 

“How?” 
“I'll smuggle you in.” 
“You're not serious?” 
“I am dead serious. Clean yourself up, gather 
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whatever you need and make sure you're loaded with 
money. These people are in business to make money and 
if you try to bargain with them or be greedy, they will 
abandon you anywhere they can.” 

He went to the bathroom and checked on his gums. 
The cuts were superficial and had stopped bleeding. He 
dropped the dentures into a glass of water for possible 
repair and wore his spare set. It was his first set that he 
had kept for sentimental value; not the kind of set you 
would like to wear to deliver a political speech, but it was 
handy even though old and badly fitted. He had a quick 
shower, put on his jeans, running shoes and a woollen 
jumper. He searched for his travel bags and selected a 
medium sized bag that was big enough to fill with what 
he considered necessary for his short trip. Then he made 
sure to collect all his Bank Cards and ten thousand dollars 
in cash. He returned to the room to find Justin sitting on 
the edge of the bed talking on the phone, and when he 
saw Gerard, he covered the receiver with his hand and 
asked him, “How many days do you need the Redbreast 
for?” 

“What do you mean by the Redbreast?” 
“I mean the Craft that is going to transport you 

home.” 
“Why do you call it Redbreast?” 
“Haven’t you heard of the small bird with a red 

breast called Robin that’s hard to catch?” 
“What’s the similarity here?” 
“The front of this craft is painted red and it is very 

hard to track down like a robin.” 
“You can book the Craft for seven days.” 
“Their normal daily rate is one thousand dollars; 
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minimum two days. Or you may choose the deluxe rate of 
two thousand dollars a day.” 

“What are the conditions?” 
“The normal rate is just drop off in the morning at 

one destination and pick up at eight o'clock that night.” 
“How about the deluxe rate?” 
“This is a luxury service. The craft will be at your 

service for twenty-four hours a day.” 
“Book me the luxury service for one week subject to 

renewal.” 
Justin put the phone back to his ear and spoke 

briefly, then picked up a pen and a notebook from the 
desk and began to write.  “Right, it's all done. Talk to you 
later.” He hung up, tore the paper, folded it twice, and put 
it in his pocket.  

“Better not lose it; we'll need it soon.” He stood up 
and charged towards the door. “Come on, everything is 
set. Let's go.” 

“Take it easy Justin! I am like a blind bat with no 
sense of orientation. Give me the details.” 

“I used to work for this mob before, and now I am 
referring customers to them and getting commissions, but 
in your case the commission will be credited back to you.” 

“Tell me who the hell are they?” 
“The company is called Global Tourism and 

Sightseeing. This is their cover name, but in reality, they 
are in the business of smuggling people where nobody can 
go – like your case – and in the business of delivering 
urgent medical components all over the world. This is 
their main job; it is a lucrative business and requires the 
most advanced transport system. In fact, you will be 
travelling onboard the Redbreast Craft. This is their latest 
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acquisition, and it is state-of-the-art. You will be very 
impressed.”  

“It sounds like a shifty business. How am I going to 
trust them?” 

“Take my word, they are very honest people. They 
never let anyone down if they are paid what they are 
worth. Be generous to them and you will be very happy.” 

“Okay. I trust you. What do we do now?” 
“We haven't much time to waste. Let's move on now 

and I'll tell you on the way.” 
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3 

 
BY THE TIME they reached the foyer, Gerard was out of 
breath. “For God’s sake Justin, slow down, I am not as 
young as I used to be.” 

“Come on Gerard, keep on practicing. You are going 
to an erratic country and you may need to make a run for 
it one day.” Then he carried Gerard's bag, held his hand 
and rushed together across the road to his apartment 
building. It was six stories with a blue and white façade, 
small balconies and an underground car park. 

The storm had eased, but the wind was nippy. They 
got in the car and as they hit the road Gerard asked, 
“Aren't you going to brief me?” 

“Sure!” He took a folded sheet of paper out of his 
pocket and gave it to Gerard. “Unfold it, memorise it by 
heart and give it back to me.” 

Gerard read the details and his heart sank as he 
anticipated trouble. “It seems like codes for a secret 
mission. I do not know if I should go ahead with this.” 

“Don't be alarmed my friend. The success of this 
business depends on secrecy, but I can assure you that 



Only the dead have no dreams 

 25

they are good people to do business with.” 
“If it was simply a business providing services in 

return for prescribed fees, then why should I go through 
all these codes to simply introduce myself?” 

“Learn the instructions by heart and give me the 
paper back. If you do everything by the rules, you have 
nothing to fear.” 

Gerard handed him the paper back. “Destroy it if 
you like; I have it imprinted in my mind.” 

“Are you sure you got it right?” 
“Yes.” 
“I want you to listen very carefully to what I am 

going to tell you. I will drop you at Sheik Khalid’s Blue 
Line Bus Service stop. The bus will be coming in ten 
minutes. Take the bus to Bordertown, and ask the driver 
to drop you at George's Cafe and Snack Bar. Captain 
Juliette will come to meet you. Introduce yourself as per 
the instructions and do not panic or worry, nothing will 
go wrong. You'll be fine, I promise you.” 

“Why do you choose Sheikh Khalid’s Blue Line Bus 
Service? This is the oldest transport system in the world. It 
will be donkey’s years before we reach Bordertown. I am 
willing to pay extra money if the Redbreast Craft picks me 
up from here.” 

“They do not operate in the metropolitan area.” 
“Why not?” 
“They need to have a special licence and pay State 

taxes, in addition to the payment of rents for a depot and 
administration offices as well as the salaries for 
employees. The cost of running this service would soar 
and they couldn’t remain competitive.” 

“What about those modern fast moving vehicles.” 
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“We don’t do business with them.” 
“Why not?” 
“Confidentiality..! They ask too many questions.” 
“Stop talking about concealment. You are scaring me 

and I might call this arrangement off.” 
“This is the only bus service connecting the city to 

Bordertown that is not interested in competition.” 
“Who the hell is going to compete with that old 

trash?” 
“No one will, and the Arabs are happy the way they 

are conducting their business. They think they are keeping 
the old tradition alive.” 

“Advanced technology will not harm the old 
tradition. On the contrary, it is fulfilling the human need 
for a good and comfortable living.” 

“Well! That is not the way they see it.” 
“Why do they resist adapting new technologies to 

improve their way of living?” 
“Find out when you come across some of them and 

tell me when you come back.” 
 
 

They drove in silence. Justin was calm while Gerard was 
edgy and tense, imagining in his mind who he would be 
dealing with. Would this journey be as smooth as Justin 
had promised, or would he be facing trouble from all 
directions? The thought of his predicament sent a shiver 
down my spine. He turned to Justin and gazed at him 
intently. 

“If I don't come back, the apartment is yours.” 
“You'll come back all right old chap. Cheer up and 

have a good holiday.” 
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“It is a mission.” 
“Consider it a vacation with a purpose,” Justin said 

as he pulled over at the bus stop. 
“Here you are, wait for the bus, it won't be long.” 
Gerard shook Justin's hand warmly and thanked him 

for his help.  
Justin raised his thumb in a victory sign and smiled. 

“May the eagle’s spirit be with you?” he said, as he made 
a U-turn and drove off. 

 
 

Gerard sat on the bench waiting for the bus and reflected 
upon his ill-fated destiny, when he was interrupted by the 
coughing sound of an asthmatic old engine. He turned 
around and was shocked to see an old diesel bus spouting 
black smoke from a rusted exhaust, inching its way 
around the corner and stopping beside the bus shelter 
with its side door opened. He boarded hesitantly and, 
before he had the chance to greet the driver, he snorted.  

“Where to mate?” 
“Bordertown.” 
“Eight fifty.” 
Gerard handed him a ten. 
“Sorry no change.” 
“Keep it,” he said and took the vacant seat behind 

the driver.  
The bus was almost full to its capacity. There were 

twenty-two passengers. A man and a woman in their late 
thirties occupied the seat behind him and a boy and a girl 
aged about five and ten years occupied the seat next to 
them. Only the back two seats were unoccupied. 

The driver was in his late forties, five foot ten, lightly 



George A. Salib 

 28

built, wearing blue jeans and a jumper. He was clean-
shaven but his tinted brown moustache indicated that he 
was a heavy smoker. He was driving steady at thirty to 
forty-five kilometres per hour.  

“Is this the best you can do?” 
The driver checked Gerard in the rear-vision mirror 

curiously.  
“What do you mean?”  
“I have a schedule to meet.” 
“So do I, but if you think it’s quicker on foot, be my 

guest,” he grunted baring his yellow teeth in a plastic 
smile. 

Gerard did not like his attitude, but he chose to 
ignore his remark. Then he cleared his throat to attract the 
driver's attention. When he checked him in the rear-vision 
mirror he asked, “Can you please alert me when we reach 
George's Cafe and Snack Bar?” 

“You're a new addition?” he asked. 
“No, an old timer.” 
“How come you don't know?” 
“Never been around.” 
“Most unfortunate,” he commented. 
“Why?”  
“You'll find out.” 
'When?” 
“When I drop you off,” he yelled. 
“How long?” 
“Five hours,” he replied impatiently. 
“Thanks.” Gerard said it loathingly.  
 
 

They had been driving for almost two hours when they 
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came to a narrow road winding sharply at the bottom of a 
mountain. The driver shifted to third gear and began his 
ascent. It was not long before he changed to second gear 
and the motor started to cough. The smoke increased and 
the low speed forced the driver to shift back to first gear. 
The engine seemed to be choking as if it was having a 
serious asthma attack. They were all scared not knowing if 
the bus would complete the journey safely. The young lad 
began to cry, and his mother made an effort to console 
him, but the driver could not tolerate it anymore and 
yelled, “What is the matter with him?” 

The woman gave the driver an angry look, took the 
boy in her lap and hugged him.  

The driver seemed pissed off and barked.  
“Keep him quiet, he is making me nervous.” 
“He is scared,” she said. 
“Why?” 
“The way you drive.” 
“Don't you like my driving?” 
“Yes.” 
“Why are you complaining?” 
“The engine is making a terrible noise.” 
“This is normal.” 
“May be to you,” the woman protested. 
The engine chuffed louder and the driver did not 

hear a word.  
“What did you say?” he barked. 
“Never mind.” 
“What?” he enquired. 
“Forget it.” 
“You're welcome,” he grunted. 
The woman was obviously annoyed but did not 
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want to engage in any further dialogue with him and had 
decided to put an end to it. 

“Don’t mention it,” she retorted. 
“Keep him quiet,” he requested crudely. 
“I will.” 
“Thanks.” He said it with a faint smile that returned 

his face to its original yellowish colour. 
 
 

It took them two hours to reach the top of the mountain 
and begin their descent. It was terrifying as the driver was 
struggling with braking and steering. Whenever he had to 
take a sharp turn, the bus fuselage would shake and 
produce a shrieking sound as if it was about to fall apart. 
Gerard tried to switch off and busied himself looking 
through the window poring over modern vehicles 
buzzing at high speed. He pondered how Sheikh Khalid’s 
Blue Line Bus Service could compete with those vehicles. 
He could not understand the reason behind their lack of 
interest in moving forward with the times. Maybe they 
considered it too risky to expose their customers to a new 
technology and, ultimately, they would lose control over 
them. Maybe it was better for them to use conventional 
concepts to stay at the helm of power and maximize their 
profits at the expense of unwary people. He hope one day 
he’ll find out the reasons behind all that. 
           He looked back and moved his gaze amongst the 
passengers, and he saw on their faces the extent of their 
concerns about their safety, and the fear of not making it 
home. They – including himself – did not ask the driver 
why he was not in full control of the vehicle, nor did they 
question his erratic driving manner. They surrendered 
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their right to be driven safely and arrive at their 
destination with comfort and ease. They put their lives in 
the hands of an incompetent driver and an un-roadworthy 
vehicle, thinking nothing would happen to them. 
Fortunately, they reached the flat land safe and sound, 
and veered to Highway 6, a newly sealed and smooth 
highway connecting Mount Hope with Bordertown, but 
the bus could not clock more than eighty. 

The driver felt at ease and switched the radio on. At 
first, Gerard was forced unwillingly to listen to some Rock 
garbage, but it was not long before he was rewarded by 
‘Umm Kulthum’2 most loved song Alf leila wa leila – One 
thousand and one night - Suddenly the announcer 
interrupted:  

“There has been a sudden rainstorm and a mudslide 
has closed Highway Six. Drivers heading to Bordertown 
are advised to use the alternative route at Eastern Creek.” 

“Fuck,” the driver said as he announced, “an extra 
half an hour drive, which will cost another dollar each.” 

All passengers obliged except the man and the 
woman sitting behind Gerard with two children. 

“Why should we pay? You get your fees,” They said.  
“You don't pay, you can walk.” He slowed down in 

an attempt to pull off at the side of the road. 
“I am in a hurry,” Gerard begged. 
“Don't care.” 
“I'll pay the difference.”  
“Show me the colour of your money.” 
Gerard couldn't find in his wallet five dollars to pay 

 
2 Umm Kulthum is one of the most famous and popular Arab singers. In 1944, King Farouk of 
Egypt decorated her with the highest level of orders. Also she was referred to as the Lady by 
Charles de Gaulle. 
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the extra fees, and told the driver:  
 “I don't have change.” 
“What do you have?”  
“Ten dollars.” 
“That'll do,” and he snatched the note. 
“What about my five dollars change?” 
“I do not have it.” 
“Keep it crafty.” 
“What did you say?” 
“I said have a good day.” 
 
 

As they arrived at the Eastern Creek route, a highway 
patrol officer parked his car sideways in the middle of the 
road, directed them to take a narrow side track. It was an 
unsealed and slippery road, and the ride was extremely 
exhausting. The driver went berserk and demanded 
cleaning the seat, as the young lad had become woozy and 
had vomited twice. It was half an hour from hell. Gerard 
stomach objected a few times, and he almost vomited too, 
but he managed to soothe it down by drowning it with a 
sniff of whisky, as the driver was watching him 
aggressively in the rear-vision mirror. 

“No alcohol,” he ordered. 
“Why not?”. 
“It's illegal.”  
“I am sick.” 
“You should have stayed home.”  
“I am homeless.”  
“Don't drink anymore.” 
“Fine.” 
Gerard felt that he should kick that dickhead in the 
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balls, so he won't be rude to nice people. However, he 
changed his mind as the driver announced “George's Cafe 
and Snack Bar.” 

Gerard carried his bag and was about to get out, 
when the driver woofed.  

“Have a good day, you're a good tipper.” 
“I regret it.” 
“Why?”  
“You didn't earn it.”  
“You don't mean it.” 
“I do.”  
“Fuck off,” he barked. 
“You're an oddball,” Gerard said and slammed the 

door. However, he heard him yelling as he drove off: 
“And you're a weird bloody wog.” 
Gerard ignored his rude remarks, and crossed the 

road to George's Cafe. It was small with a setting of three 
small tables under the veranda. There were three 
customers; two men and a woman sat at one table 
drinking coffee, and two girls and one boy occupied the 
other table. They all seemed to be in their teens; smoking 
and making a nuisance of themselves. Gerard walked past 
them and smiled as their gazes locked. They returned his 
smile and rewarded him with, “It’s a nice day, make the 
most of it.” 

“Thank you and have a good day,” Gerard replied. 
He continued to the far corner and occupied a table for 
two. His sight swept quickly the surrounding lush hills 
and settled on a large board just beyond the Eucalyptus 
tree shadowing the northern part of the building. The 
board was painted in yellow with a sign written in black: 

Welcome to Bordertown. 
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This is where the West meets the East 
Twenty-two States ahead. 

He did not have to wait long before a young redhead 
probably in her early twenties greeted him.  

“Good day, Sir. What would you like?” 
Gerard examined her intently trying to regain his 

focus as he was reflecting upon the instructions. He 
remained wordless for a short time until she brought him 
back to his senses. “It must've been a long drive for you,” 
she commented. 

“Long and arduous, you might say.” 
“Where did you come from?” 
“Coburg.” 
“It’s a long way out.” 
“Have you been there?” 
“I spent a good part of my adolescence there. My 

father owned the local nursery and wanted me to manage 
it for him, but I preferred the country living.” 

“Wise choice.” 
“Where are you heading to?” she asked curiously. 
Gerard thought if he tell her I am going to investigate a 

massacre, she won't take him seriously. On the other hand, 
if he tell her I desire to go to a place where God has chosen to 
ascend to heaven. To the mother of civilisation, the birthplace of 
the first written word ever recorded and to the seashore where 
the first ship ever sailed to discover the world, she would think 
he is cranky, and if he tell her, I am going to the blessed 
mountain where God chose to plant the first tree of peace, the 
tree of dignity and pride, to the land envied by the rest of her 
neighbours, or tell her, I am going to the country where the air 
is cleaner, the water is sweeter and the fruit is fruitier. To 
heaven on earth where her inhabitants are swollen with pride, 
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still wet behind the ears and competing in their love to the 
nation to a degree that they start killing each other, she would 
consider him an eccentric.  

Instead, he smiled at her and said, “I am going on a 
sightseeing tour and am waiting to meet an associate.” 
Then he ordered two cappuccinos. 

“Anything else?” she asked. 
“A packet of Chesterfield Light.” 
“Twelve fifty sir.” 
He gave her a Ten and a Five. “Keep the change.” 
“Thank you Sir, and have a great holiday.”  
Gerard lit a cigarette and took a sip from his cup, 

while he made sure to place the other cup squarely in 
front of the other seat. He began to look around, enjoying 
the natural scenery, while waiting for someone to 
approach him. 

A car stopped outside the gate and a young brunette 
wearing a short skirt six inches above her knees got out 
and walked straight to his table. She stopped to his right. 

“Is this seat taken?” she asked. 
“Yes, it is reserved for my friend.”  
“Fuck you,” she barked. 
“Scum,” he said as she walked away.  
Gerard reflected back on his instructions, and he 

began to feel the pressure and imagined being harmed. 
The codes he had been given scared him shitless. He 
envisaged a group of criminals seeking wealth by preying 
on desperate people like him and he started to doubt 
Justin's intentions, when a female voice interrupted him. 

“Is this seat reserved?” 
He raised his gaze to meet a lean, tall, athletic and 

stunning looking female dressed in tight black trousers 
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and a leather jacket of the type worn by the Second World 
War pilots. She had short, curly, ginger hair, brown 
piercing eyes and chocolate coloured skin. She had a 
petite, sharp and pointy nose, and she had fuller than 
normal lips painted with a shiny, blood red colour. 

“Yes. It is reserved for my friend,” He replied 
expecting another burst of anger. 

Nothing happened of the kind, and the lady thanked 
him and took the seat opposite. She lit a cigarette and took 
a sip from her cup. 

The first sign of the codes that he had memorised by 
heart before he gave the paper back to Justin was right. 
However, he thought it may be coincidental, and decided 
not to reveal anything else until she confirmed with the 
rest of the codes.  

“This coffee is very tasty,” she remarked. “It is 
brewed for kings.” 

“Kings always pay their bills in Credit Cards,” he 
answered. 

“We always welcome Credit Cards with an 
unlimited amount,” she responded. 

“This is my credit card; it won't disappoint you.” 
She took his hand and squeezed it with extreme 

pressure. “Captain Juliette at your service Sir.” Her vice-
like grip restrained the flow of blood to his arm and he 
made it clear to her as the pain was clearly showing on his 
face and he could not respond. 

“Sorry...! It’s a habit I can't shake off.” She took the 
card and passed it over her wristwatch-like gadget. A 
green light shined over it and she smiled. 

“You're right,” she said as she handed it back to him. 
“Let's go,” she ordered. 
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“You did not finish your coffee,” he remarked. 
“We have to be going.”  
“It is a waste of good coffee.”  
“You'll have another chance.”  
“I paid for it,” he complained. 
“I'll shout you another one.” 
“When?”  
“When you prove that you deserve it.” 
“All right,” he replied as he stood up, he picked up 

his cup and drained the last drop of coffee swiftly. 
“We are pressed for time,” she complained. 
“I am not in a hurry.” 
“I am.” 
“Why?” 
She gave him a nasty look and turned around. 

“Follow me,” she ordered. 
Gerard picked up his bag and followed, but he was 

having trouble keeping pace with her. 
“Slowdown will you.” 
“We have a schedule to meet.” 
“I am too old to keep up with you.” 
“Try to do your best.” 
“My best is not good enough.” 
“Try harder,” she insisted. 
“I am.” 
“Can't waste time,” she yelled. 
“It’s my money you're wasting.” 
“It’s your arse at stake.”  
“It’s not worth a zack.” He said it carelessly. 
She turned around and stared at him, as he was 

pulling his bag with his right hand and bending his back 
to maintain a balance between the weight of the bag and 
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the power needed to pull it. She noticed that he was 
breathing heavily and wobbling with every step. 

“Certainly you’ve had it,” she said. 
“Don't push your luck. I still have a lot of gas in my 

tank.” 
“Check it, maybe it’s leaking.” 
“It’s full, I am sure of that, but I don't know if I can 

still fire-up.” 
She smiled as she walked back. She took his bag with 

one hand, and put the other around his waist holding him 
tight to maintain his balance and speed his pace. 

“Thanks,” he said. 
“This is not in the contract.” 
“Add it on.”  
“That'll cost you extra.” 
“I am kind.” 
“Prove it,” she said. 
“In due time,” he replied boldly. 
 
 

They crossed the road to a waiting car. It was a small 
white car with blue stripes painted on the right door and 
the name Smart II imprinted inside a blue and green circle. 
The slogan Global Tourism and Sightseeing Tours was 
painted in white inside a dark green stripe under the circle 
and was obvious from a distance. Gerard was not familiar 
with the make of the car, but it was an eye catcher. The 
driver was a young man in his early twenties with blond 
hair and a fair complexion. He was wearing blue shorts 
and knee-high white socks, a white short-sleeved shirt and 
a blue tie. He took his cap off as she introduced him.  

“Jerry, this is Mr Gerard, our new client.” 
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“Welcome on board Sir,” he said as he bowed his 
head.  

Jerry did not talk much, but he was very vigilant. He 
kept an eye on Gerard and, every time their gazes locked, 
he would reward him with a friendly smile. Gerard 
thought he was well trained to do the job. 

Despite the rough surface of the road, the car was 
travelling smoothly as if it was riding on a cushion of air, 
with no sound of a motor running. There was no gearstick 
or brake pedal. Only a panel with many lights and buttons 
that seemed to control all the functions of the vehicle. 
Gerard was curious and decided to find out.  

“What make is this vehicle?” 
Jerry seemed hesitant, and peered at Captain Juliette 

seeking her permission to answer. He got it with a nod of 
her head. 

“Smart II.” 
“Never heard of it.” 
“New technology.” 
“Dependable?”  
“Unfailing,” he assured Gerard. 
“No gears, no pedals?” 
“Automation.” 
“How?” 
Jerry did not answer and looked at Juliette, and she 

again nodded in approval. 
“This car is run by a noiseless motor powered by 

hydrogen and fitted with number of laser sensors, which 
automatically control every function of the vehicle. For 
instance, there are laser beams that scan the road ahead to 
a distance of two hundred metres and send the data back 
to a central computer, which would activate the brakes as 
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needed. In addition, there are sensors for the speed and 
for the gears. It is also equipped with Satellite Address 
Finder and Auto Sound Control. In other words, sit back 
and enjoy the journey.” 

“Safe margin?” Gerard asked. 
“Excellent.” 
“How?” 
“Magnetic shield protection.”  
“Reliable?” 
“Never failed.” 
“Been tried?” 
“Many occasions.” 
Gerard wanted to ask more questions but he was 

discouraged by the look on Juliette's face. He understood 
her concerns. 

They continued for the next ten minutes before the 
vehicle took a right turn and stopped next to an unfamiliar 
spacecraft. Gerard became sensitive to this unusual 
encounter and feared for his safety. Juliette read the signs 
and gestured to him to get out of the car. She held his 
hand and smiled.  

“You'll be fine,” she said. 
Jerry carried Gerard's bag and put it next to the 

spacecraft. “Have an enjoyable journey Sir.” 
Gerard put his hand in his pocket, pulled out a fifty 

dollar note and shook his hand.  
“Have a drink.” 
“Thank you Sir.” He put his hand in his pocket and 

then waved to Juliette. “Have a good time, take care and 
I'll see you soon.” 

Gerard began to observe the spacecraft with 
astonishment. He had never seen such a spacecraft before. 
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It was oval shaped, approximately five metres by three 
metres, silver coloured with three wheels like the ones 
fitted on a light aeroplane. The front fuselage was painted 
in red and narrowed progressively to a pointed edge. The 
back had a round opening like a medium sized exhaust, 
while in the middle it had a large capsule with the tip of 
two small wings protruding from both sides. 

As Jerry drove off, Juliette opened a hatch at the back 
and threw Gerard's bag in. She closed the hatch and 
pushed a button on her wristwatch-like gadget. A side 
hatch began to open upward, and simultaneously, three 
steps began to lower until they reached the ground. 

Juliette stood aside.  
“Please Sir,” and she gestured with her hand. 
“I am not getting in this trap.” 
“Why not?” 
“I am claustrophobic.” 
“That can be fixed.” 
“How?” 
“You'll find out soon.” 
Gerard was alarmed by her vagueness.  
“After you,” He said. 
“Forget the formalities.”  
“It's a courtesy,” he insisted. 
“Age deserves respect.” 
“Beauty before age,” he suggested. 
“You win,” she said and took his hand. Together 

they stepped inside. It was a small cabin equipped with 
two leather bucket seats, one for the pilot and he assumed 
the other for him. At the back there was a small cubicle, 
spotless and tidy, with a cupboard from the floor to the 
ceiling with a full glass window. It had four glass shelves 
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and a small bulb illuminating each shelf with blue light. 
Opposite, there was a white container similar to an 
upright freezer. Gerard became alarmed and his curiosity 
encouraged him to ask. 

“What's this cubicle for?” 
“Never mind.” 
“I have a right to know.” 
“Special purpose,” she replied. 
“Explain,” he demanded. 
“Not in the contract.”  
“It is part and parcel.” 
“I need permission.” 
“Get it.”  
“Later.”  
“Now,” he demanded. 
She lifted a small red lever and pressed on a red 

button. A keyboard appeared on the screen and she 
punched C/req/info/re/cub* and pressed enter. The red light 
began to flash. Seconds later, it changed to green with the 
word Granted. 

“You have permission?” He asked. 
“Right...! This cubicle is a sterile refrigerated unit; we 

use it for the transportation of human parts.” 
“What?” He exclaimed. 
“You heard me,” she confirmed. 
Gerard heart sank and his pulse raced 

uncontrollably. His thoughts went back to Justin, pointing 
the finger at him for tricking him and possibly, he was 
being rewarded handsomely. He began to panic fearing 
for his safety, but he managed to compose myself.  

“Are you trading in human parts?” 
“Yes.” 
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“This is a crime punishable by death.” 
“You belong to the past. Nowadays, trading in 

human parts is a legitimate business as long as you pay 
for it.” 

“Don't tell me you buy human parts at Sunday 
markets?” 

“We have connections with most jail authorities 
around the world who still have capital punishment. We 
also have legitimate contracts with countries waging wars 
who sell their stocks of human parts at discounted prices.” 

“This is pathetic.” 
“Not if you're desperate for an organ.” 
“This sightseeing business is a cover-up for a 

lucrative smuggling business,” he said. 
“It is a fill-in job, and you are lucky that we could 

take you in.” 
As she pressed a button the hatch began to close 

slowly, and Gerard screamed. 
“Don't close it.” 
“Forgive me. I’d forgotten about your 

claustrophobia.” 
“Better not.” 
She took his arm and placed the palm of his hand on 

a green screen with lights flashing. Immediately he felt a 
tingle travelling up his arm to his shoulders and a warm 
wave up to his head and down his spine. His pulse began 
to slow, but he became apprehensive as the quivering 
passed through his legs to the tips of his toes. He panicked 
and tried to pull back his hand, but she pushed it back on 
the screen with a firm grip.  

“Don't be alarmed. You'll be fine.” 
The light went off and Juliette released her grip and 
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gave him a drink.  
“Relax,” she said. “You can kiss your claustrophobia 

goodbye.”  
Instantly, his nerves relaxed and his heartbeat 

slowed down. He felt light-headed and in high spirits as if 
he had smoked a strong joint. 

“Can I close the hatch now?” she asked. 
“Do it slowly, just in case.” 
She pressed the 'close' button and the hatch 

proceeded to come down slowly. Gerard kept his eyes on 
it until it was about ten inches away from the lock-up 
position. Then he closed his eyes as he was anticipating a 
panic attack. He did not dare to open his eyes despite 
Juliette's assurance.  

“Open your eyes mate. You'll be fine.” 
He did not respond to her request, and he covered 

his eyes with the palms of his hands, as he felt his head 
getting lighter by the second, his pulse gaining 
momentum and a hot flush travelling through his nervous 
system. 

“My head is spinning and I feel nauseous.” 
“That’s all in your imagination. Open your eyes and 

you'll be fine,” she reassured him. 
 Gerard took his hands off and opened his eyes 

slowly still fearful of a panic attack, but he felt fine and he 
stared from behind the glass of the closed hatch and 
peeked around the field putting his vision to the test. He 
gazed back at her: 

"Thank you. You did a great job. Now I am free from 
the fear of closed places.” 

“I'll add the fee to your contract. That'll cost you 
dearly.” 
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“You have an open credit. It is at your disposal if the 
panic attack doesn’t come flooding back.” 

“You have my assurance. Enjoy the rest of your life 
free of fear and if you miss your claustrophobia, let me 
know. You can have it back any time you want,” she 
remarked teasingly. 

He thanked her as she began to adjust the seatbelts to 
his size. She wrapped one around his waist, attached it 
with a buckle to the shoulder belt, and wrapped two 
separate belts around his legs and secured them to a 
footrest. “Enjoy a journey free of panic attacks,” she said 
and pushed the alight button.  

Gerard peered outside and saw the earth slowly 
running away from them, and the sign on the hill getting 
smaller. The question about that sign was still at the back 
of his mind and he prompted to find out. 

“Why do they have that sign for?” 
“What sign?” 
“On top of that hill next to the eucalyptus tree.” 
“That sign indicates the point of contact between the 

longitude and latitude lines. This is where the East and the 
West meet.” 

“What is the significance of that?” 
“The West advanced technologically far beyond the 

comprehension of the East. The gap between the two 
became very wide, deep and long. The West could not 
slow the technological progress, and the East was 
reluctant to follow. That is why they erected this sign for 
the travellers beyond this point to know what they are 
going to encounter.” 

“That is a lot of nonsense. The East had a great 
civilisation for thousands of years. Most social concepts 
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whether they were philosophical, medical or scientific 
came from the East.” 

“I don’t know where you’ve been. I have been 
dealing with Eastern States’ heads of governments and 
business people for a long time. I know the system like the 
back of my hand. The heads of governments, the religious 
leaders and heads of political parties are all corrupt. They 
are holding people by their necks. They manipulate 
people mentally and physically. They play on their 
emotions and take advantage of their ignorance to 
convince them that they are fulfilling the words of Gods.” 

“Do people believe them?” 
“They have no other choice.” 
“Explain.” 
“Nobody in his own mind would dare to question 

their authority. They are to the people, the surrogate 
Gods. Without their intermediaries not a single soul 
would go to heaven.” 

“Surely, someone could have the knowledge and the 
courage to stand up to them and explain to the people 
their false pretence.” 

“A few fools have tried, but unfortunately they are 
no longer with us.” 

“What happened to them?” 
“Accidents.” 
“What?” 
“Accidents happened every day. And nobody would 

dare to ask why and how?” 
“You’re scaring me.”  
“Don’t misunderstand me. I love the people and I do 

care for them. They are hospitable, friendly and God-
fearing people, but unfortunately they are short of proper 
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education and totally misled.” She exhaled. 
“I do not believe a word you’ve said. You Westerners 

love to talk Easterners down as if they come from humbler 
roots.” 

“Now you talk like them. Every time someone 
would raise the issues of education, health or welfare, and 
demand improvements, the surrogate Gods and their 
deputies’ politicians would put the blame squarely on the 
Westerners for depriving them of their needs, and people 
believed them. I hope you’re right in your thinking. Let 
me know your opinion after your holiday is over,” she 
commented as she moved the chrome bar forward and the 
spacecraft continued its ascent. 

They climbed to a height of approximately five 
hundred metres. The two protruding small wings began 
to slide outward and move backwards to form the shape 
of a swing-wing aeroplane. As Captain Juliette touched 
the 'Speed' icon on the bottom corner of the control 
monitor, the spacecraft increased its speed tremendously. 
In less than thirty seconds, the speedometer read 'Mack I' 
and Gerard's pulse raced, his eyes blurred and he felt sick 
in his stomach. 

“At this speed, someone would see this craft and 
report it to the authority, and you may get into trouble for 
flying unregistered craft.” 

“Few sightings were reported, but the media called 
them unconfirmed report of UFO sightings. Do not worry, 
They will not arrest you as long as you are onboard of the 
Redbreast.” 

“That will not help me. I am still sick in my 
stomach.”  

“Take this.” She handed him a small bottle filled 
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with a blue coloured fluid. “Drink it and you'll feel fine.” 
She was right. His pulse came down and his light-

headedness was gone. He relaxed entirely. 
“How do you feel?” 
“Fine.” 
“Good.” She touched the world icon on the monitor 

and a map of the earth appeared. 
“Which part of the world are you going?” she asked. 
“Don’t you know?” 
“No. I don’t. I have been given the general direction 

– that is, the Middle East – but not to any particular State.” 
She touched the 'Middle East' icon as she spoke and 

a coloured map of the entire Middle East region appeared. 
 “Can you touch with your finger the area you want 

to go to?” 
Gerard studied the map thoroughly until he found 

with difficulty the small nation on the Mediterranean 
shore, and pointed to her.  

“This is the place I want to go.” 
“Lebanon?” she asked. 
He sighed, “Yes.” 
“Beautiful place,” she commented. 
“Been there before?” 
“Yes.”  
“How come?” He queried. 
“We have lot of lucrative businesses,” she claimed, 

as the numbers on the speedometer started to roll fast and 
stopped on 'Mack II'. His eyes blurred again. 

“Slowdown will you, I can't handle that speed.” 
“All you have is one week, and I don't think you 

plan to spend it on a leisurely flight.” 
He knew she was right, and decided not to interfere, 
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although he could not hide his fear of being lost in space, 
and he asked. 

“At that speed don't you think that you may miss 
your destination and we’ll get lost?” 

“Don't worry. I have travelled this route so many 
times that I know it like the back of my hand.” Then she 
glanced at him sympathetically and indicated an 
instrument labelled 'Earth Tracker'. “With the aid of this 
instrument I can pinpoint exactly any place on this planet. 
And there is no margin for error.” 

He nodded, and pointed to another module labelled 
'Scanner'. “Is this similar in function to the scanner of a 
computer?” 

“Not at all. This scanner comes in very handy and is 
effective in finding lost objects and even human beings.” 

“You're kidding! Right?” 
“Dead serious.” 
“Tell me.” 
She sighed. “This scanner can locate a needle in the 

Amazon jungle. It is equipped with a laser beam and is 
capable of obtaining and analysing a DNA sample from 
any part of the world.” 

“Hard to believe,” he exclaimed. 
“Suit yourself.” 
Gerard thought he had listened to enough junk. 

However, he decided to find out one more aspect that had 
been worrying him since their journey began.  

“How come this small craft can reach such a high 
speed and stay in flight for so long without refuelling?” 

“I am glad that you have asked. Firstly, this is not 
called a 'small craft'. It is called 'Redbreast'. Secondly, the 
more you know about the safety and reliability of the 
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Redbreast, the more enjoyable your journey will be.” 
She glanced at him to see if he was still with her and 

he nodded. She continued.   
“The Redbreast is fitted with a very small engine 

powered by cold fusion. It is noiseless, very light and 
extremely powerful. You can fly around the world three 
times at the cost of one full tank of fuel.” 

“I have reservations.” 
“Why?” 
“I find it hard to believe.” 
“Name your source.”  
“I read it once in the newspaper that the idea of cold 

fusion was shelved. The researchers did not provide 
enough persuasive evidence to convince manufacturers to 
risk such a big investment. As a result, the project was 
eventually abandoned.” 

“That was then. However, a group of businesspeople 
and scientists were suspicious of the government's 
decision to shelve the project. They established a 
consortium and continued experimenting secretly with the 
cold fusion theory. In the end, they succeeded in creating 
nuclear reactions at room temperature and atmospheric 
pressure. They used a rare metal of high conductivity with 
the ability to absorb large quantities of hydrogen to 
channel fusion. In addition, they succeeded in 
manipulating the atoms to induce infusion at room 
temperature.” 

“How come this technology is not on the market 
yet?” 

“This is a prototype production. Our company was 
chosen to test it and report back any inconsistencies and 
inefficiencies to be modified and re-tested again within 
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two years.” 
“How do you rate it?” 
“You'll find out yourself.” 
“No cranky business.” 
“Smooth running and no glitches.” 
“How long before we reach our destination?” 
Captain Juliette touched an icon labelled 'Locator' 

and numbers started to roll and stopped at number 0.50. 
She looked at him with a smile on her face similar to the 
smile of an old digger coming back victorious from a 
nominated mission. “In fifty minutes,” she confirmed. 

“I doubt it.” 
“Have a look at this map. Do you recognise that 

mountain to your right?” 
“I can see the mountain, but I can't be sure. It has 

been a very long time.” 
“I can refresh your memory. This mountain is called 

Green Mountain and that small hill overlooking the valley 
to your left is the place you want to go to.” 

“You're damn right. However, I want you to drop 
me before the boundary. I desire to enter the town on foot 
rather than drop-in from above.” 

“Your wish is my command,” she said and veered to 
the left.  

“How about that flat area between the pine trees?” 
“That'll do me fine.” 
Captain Juliette touched the 'Landing' icon and the 

craft slowed down. The wings began to slide in and the 
engine began to rotate until the exhaust position became 
perpendicular to the ground. At this moment the 
speedometer read zero and the craft began to descend. 
The wheels locked in position in time and touched the 
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ground without any glitches. 
“Thank you,” he said and gestured to her to open the 

hatch. 
“Don't rush. A few things to learn.” She opened a 

small hatch under the control panel and retrieved a gadget 
similar to a wristwatch.  

“Give me your hand,” she ordered. 
“Why?” He objected. 
“Your life depends on it.” 
“I have a watch of my own.” 
“Junk.” 
“It's a Citizen,” he objected. 
“Can't communicate with it.” 
He agreed, and gave her his arm. She clipped the 

gadget to his wrist.  
“With this 'SOSCO', you can reach me at any time. 

All you have to do is press any one of these three buttons 
as required.” She looked intently into his eyes for a while, 
then she explained in a clear and steady tone: 

“The blue button is for not so urgent cases. I will 
attend to your request within ten minutes.” 

“The yellow button is for urgent cases and I'll come 
to you within five minutes.” 

“The red button is for extreme emergency cases. I'll 
come to your rescue within three minutes followed by a 
back-up team from local forces if needed.” 

“Is that all?”  He asked. 
She opened the hatch and extended her hand. “I'll be 

around whenever you need me. Good luck.” She shook 
his hand firmly. 

Gerard carried his bag and knapsack and, as he took 
his first step, she was already hovering fifty metres above 
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the ground. He waved as the green light flashed three 
times and the Redbreast picked up speed. He began 
strolling hesitantly towards his destination, feeling both 
happy and sad. He was afraid that the rumours he had 
heard might not be rumours, and his heart sank. 
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4 

 
AS GERARD APPROACHED the entrance of the town, 
he caught a glimpse of an old man sitting on a rock 
overlooking the valley. He walked up to him cautiously. 
He was in his nineties, with a long white beard and a 
shiny bald head. A moustache that covered his mouth and 
most of his chin was tinted with traces of brownish colour 
due to heavy smoking. He had brown eyes, olive skin and 
a sharp pointed nose. His attire was not fashioned nor 
carefully selected. He wore an open neck, long, old-
fashioned robe slit on both sides showing most of his 
hairless legs and upper thighs. The robe was torn in a few 
places and was mended haphazardly, even with different 
coloured rags. His swollen knees were either the result of 
hard work or chronic arthritis. His bare toes extended well 
beyond the end of his worn out shoes that he wore 
sloppily and without shoelaces. 

He did not take much notice of Gerard, as he stood 
silently a metre away waiting to be acknowledged, but he 
seemed to be still unaware of his environment. Gerard 
cleared his throat twice in an attempt to attract his 
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attention.  
“Greetings Wiseman,” he said. 
“One hundred thousand greetings to you my dearest 

friend.” He returned Gerard's greeting liberally. 
“I am humbled by your generous greetings and your 

assumption of friendship. However, may I ask what 
makes you think that your one hundred thousand 
greetings are warmer and more welcoming than my single 
heartfelt salutation?” 

“This is the way we have been accustomed to talk 
big and deliver nothing. This is our biggest impasse and I 
don't think we shall be able to shake it off. Your greeting 
came from the heart, while mine came from the tip of my 
tongue.” 

“Well! If you know it was deceitful, why did you say 
it?” 

“I am very pleased with your sincerity and honesty. 
The minute I saw you, your aura gave me an insight and I 
sensed your frankness and tried to put it to the test,” he 
explained. 

“Were you disappointed?”  
“I am very impressed … traveller.” 
“Visitor,” Gerard corrected him. 
“Where from?” 
“From the glorious past.” 
“We had a glorious past.”  
“And a bright future,” Gerard added. 
“Who are you?” he asked. 
“I am the image of the past generations who fled the 

system that talks big and delivers nothing as you put it,” 
then Gerard glanced at him while he was brushing his 
long beard with his thin fingers and eyeing him 
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suspiciously. “Don't be alarmed,” he said. “I am from this 
land and my home is beyond that hill. I came seeking the 
truth of what I have heard.” 

“What have you heard?” 
“I heard of a massacre committed against my 

innocent people. I came back to investigate it and, if it 
turns out to be true, I shall take the perpetrators to the 
world court of justice for the punishment they deserve.” 

He scanned him from the top of his head to the 
bottom of his shoes, shaking his head continuously, then 
he queried.  

“What is your name traveller?” 
“Visitor!” Gerard objected again. 
“All right visitor, what is your name?” he asked as 

he beamed. 
“Gerard Aziz Shamil.”  
“This is a ghost town. My advice to you is to return 

to where you came from.” 
“Why are you discouraging me?” 
“I fear for your safety.” 
“Who are you?” 
“10452.” 
“This is a number,” Gerard objected. 
“You heard it,” he said. 
“Please explain.” 
“I am the jewel in the crown of the world, the past, 

the present and the future of humanity. From my shore, 
the first ship sailed to the world. Without me, the people 
of the world would still be using the cuneiform writing. I 
am heaven on earth, the father of all civilisations and the 
pioneer of every invention. I am the bridge linking earth 
to heaven, the lighthouse guiding ships to the safety of 
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ports and the refuge for all persecuted people of the 
world.” 

“You are Lebanon,” Gerard exclaimed. 
“I am your birthplace, son of Anici and Isaac 

Shamil,” he replied. 
“You knew my parents?” 
“Wise and honest people.” 
“What happened to them?” 
“None of the inhabitants survived.”  
“Young and old?”  
“Oldies,” he replied. 
“How come?” 
“The youngsters fled before the attack.” 
“And the oldies?” 
“They thought they were safe since they were 

supporters of the invaders' political parties.” 
“Apparently, they forgave who committed the 

previous massacres and forgot at the same time.” 
“We must forgive, but we must not forget.” 
“Why did they kill them?” 
“Don't worship the same God.” 
“You survived?” 
“They will not touch me as long as they don’t know 

the terms and conditions of my will.” 
“Please explain.” 
“We have identity crises. They will do their best to 

keep me alive until crises are solved. My ultimate wish is 
to be with my people to protect them during the hard 
times and to be joyous with them during the good times. 
However, if the perpetrators would have accepted me as a 
ransom in lieu of committing a barbaric act against my 
people, I would have happily obliged.” 



George A. Salib 

 58

Gerard looked intently into his eyes and, as their 
gazes locked, he saw a single tear rolling down his bony 
face. He thought he must have shed many tears and this 
one could be his last. At this thought, his heart sank and 
he felt pain ripping through his chest, but he was 
determined to find out the full facts. 

“I wish to know all the details leading up to the 
massacre.” 

“It is a long story.” 
“I have all the time in the world.” 
“I don't.” 
“Why not?” 
“I am old and sick. I could die before I finish.” 
“I can cure your sickness,” he said as he recalled how 

Juliette cured his claustrophobia. And he seriously 
thought of summoning her. 

“It is heartbreaking,” he warned. 
“I can take it.” 
“Promise to tell the world?” 
“That is my promise to you.” 
He extended his hand. “Word of honour?” he asked 

and shook Gerard's hand. 
“Word of honour”, Gerard whispered and was 

astonished to know that in this world there are people 
who still believe in honouring their word. 
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5 
 

HE GESTURED TO Gerard to sit on a flat rock next to 
him. Before he began, he crossed his legs as if he was 
preparing himself for a session of meditation. He clasped 
his hands together and stared with his piercing eyes far 
away into the horizon, took a deep breath and begged 
Gerard not to miss a word.  

“The truth has to be told at any cost,” he said while 
scanning Gerard sympathetically. “If at any stage you feel 
that I should stop, raise your hand if the words fail you.” 

“Hold it,” Gerard said and reached for his knapsack 
to retrieve a cassette recorder. He switched it on and 
placed it at the rock next to him. “I don't want to miss a 
word.” 

“You're getting wiser by the minute,” he said and 
began to narrate his memories with the same line the old 
storytellers used to begin with. 

“Once upon a time,” he began, “there was a nation 
inhabited since the beginning of time. The inhabitants 
were righteous, friendly and God-fearing people. 
However, their neighbours were wicked. Their correlation 
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with the British and the Ottoman Sultan, had led to the 
civil and religious unrest that preceded the massacre of 
1845, which was facilitated by the support of the Turks, 
who promised to protect one sector of our people if they 
would lay down their arms. Instead, they handed their 
weaponries to the enemy who massacred their helpless 
and innocent victims mercilessly. 

  "That was in 1845. I thought we had learned a 
lesson and removed the elements of religious 
representation from our political system and had 
embarked upon unifying a national education for all. 
Unfortunately, we resolved to the principle of 'forgive and 
forget' believing that such an occurrence would never be 
repeated. We were wide of the mark and it was not long 
before the massacres of 1860 took place. 

"It began with a skirmish provoked by children and 
developed into a main battle, leaving twenty casualties. 
This confrontation was contained temporarily, but the fire 
was still simmering and the skirmish became a battle after 
the Turkish forces disarmed one sector of our people 
promising full protection. However, the reason behind 
their disarmament was to make them an easy target for 
the invading forces, which attacked and devastated forty 
villages in one day killing all their inhabitants.  

"The battle raged on and several Turkish soldiers 
joined in the fighting, siding with the assailants. This 
confrontation resulted in the slaughter of an unknown 
number of people. From May 30 to July 11, 1860, it was 
estimated that about 22,000 people were dealt with, 75,000 
refugees and 10,000 orphans, 6,000 widows and 3,000 
young women were sold into harems. 360 villages were 
destroyed.” 
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“This is past history. I believed there had been 
reconciliation,” Gerard said.  

“The past has created who we are today. The present 
will shape our future. If our present continues to be as it is 
today and forms the cornerstone of our future, I can 
assure you that our future will be a very grim one. This 
was the price which we had to pay because we failed to 
learn a lesson from the events of our history. 
Consequently, we were bound to fall yet again into the 
same trap. That's what happened to us.” He paused 
briefly, then asked.  

“Do you still care or have the heart to continue 
listening?” 

Gerard nodded, and he continued. 
“In 1977, the scenario repeated itself. Unjustified 

revenge resulted in the death of many innocent people. 
The justice system was anesthetised. Despite that, we 
knew the perpetrators; no action was taken since we had 
to butter up our relations with the warlord who was 
supposed to bear responsibility for the actions of his men. 
Our survival could not be possible without adequate 
military strength. Since our leaders were only concerned 
about their own welfare and never attempted to find a 
lasting solution, they settled for a dishonourable way out 
to the crises. They urged people to reconcile once more, 
turn over another black page of our history and begin a 
new one. They fooled the people by assuming that the 
other side would honour their promise of peaceful 
coexistence. Once again, we were misguided and the 
massacre of 1983 took place.” 

He stopped for a short time to catch his breath, 
checked Gerard with an eagle's eye and said with a tender 
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voice.  
“I wish you had spared me the agony.” 
“I came a long way and paid a lot of money for this 

facts searching mission. I bled for so long and I only have 
a few more drops to spare.” 

“Well! You asked for it.” 
“I am ready,” he assured him. 
“It happened in 1983, when the Israeli forces began 

to evacuate the Shouf region. Their withdrawal resulted in 
creating a power vacuum in the area, which was quickly 
filled by forces from the local militias. The inhabitants 
rejoiced as they heard the news. Those were our people 
who came to administer the area evacuated by the Israelis. 
Unfortunately, we were wrong again. The militias quickly 
surrounded and besieged the villages and went on a 
rampage triggering another round of brutal fighting in 
which your town took a fatal blow. Men and women aged 
between seventy-five and ninety-five bore the brunt of the 
invasion and were brutally butchered. Some were 
fastened to chairs and set alight, others were beheaded 
and their heads were plunged into toilet bowls, while the 
rest were decapitated and their organs removed and 
probably sold in black markets as human parts. It was a 
bloody scene and no one could understand or imagine the 
hate that could arise from such vicious acts on defenceless 
human beings. None of the victims had a proper burial as 
wild animals took care of whatever was left of their 
decapitated bodies. 

"After the massacre ended, workers came in with 
shovels, picks and trucks and demolished buildings. The 
stones from which the houses were built were removed 
and trucked away. Some were sold in black markets and 
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the rest were used to build the great wall around the 
mansion owned by the leader of the militias that 
committed the brutal acts. Members of the invading forces 
quickly claimed as war booties other buildings that were 
not demolished. And, after they occupied them for more 
than ten years, they refused to vacate them until they were 
indemnified." 

As Gerard looked at him, he noticed his eyes were 
welling with tears and his hands were trembling. Seeing 
him in such distress and agony, Gerard held back on the 
question that had been bothering him for a long time and 
decided not to make him suffer anymore. While Gerard 
was busying himself assessing his state of mind, he was 
scanning him very closely. 

“What’s bothering you?” he asked. 
“I am simply reflecting upon the past events.” 
“I can sense pain in your heart and a question mark 

in your eyes.” 
“I wish to spare you the agony.” 
“If you were riddled with bullet holes, you would 

not feel the prick of a needle.” 
“You asked for it.” 
“Let me have it.”  
“I have heard that this massacre was orchestrated by 

the Israeli forces before their withdrawal. And the local 
militias have nothing to do with it.” 

He moved his gaze in astonishment, unable to 
believe his own ears. As Gerard scrutinised him with 
curiosity, their gazes met and locked for an unspecified 
time. Perhaps he was measuring his response and Gerard 
was lingering in anticipation. After a few worrying 
moments, he spoke. 
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“This is the sixty million dollar question. Few people 
may dare to ask and no one is willing to be the sacrificial 
lamb. We always do our dirty work and blame others.” 

“Explain,” Gerard demanded. 
“Depends who you ask.” 
“You mean there is more than one answer to this 

question?” 
 He sighed heavily. “Well...! If you ask a politician, it 

is in his political interest to put the blame on the Israelis. 
On the other hand, if you put the same question to a 
citizen who gets no benefit in blaming the Israelis, he 
would whisper in your ear the names of the local militias 
that did it, fearing retribution.” 

“I am asking you. Gerard said” 
“In a democratic system, the majority rules 

regardless whether they are right or wrong. My answer to 
your question will be the voice of the majority.” 

“Do not talk to me about democracy in this part of 
the world. You know as well as I do that democracy does 
not exist, unless you are talking figuratively.” 

“Let me put it to you bluntly. Palestine is rich soil for 
our political and religious leaders. If you tell them 'I am 
hungry', they’ll tell you to bear hunger since they are busy 
liberating the occupied land. On the other hand, if you tell 
them 'I am sick and in need of a good health system', 
they’ll accuse you of being selfish and short-sighted and 
ask you to join them to liberate Palestine first. And when 
they accomplish that goal then, and only then, they are 
prepared to look at social issues of your concern. In 
addition, if you tell them 'I need a good education system 
to educate my children', they’ll tell you how dare you 
waste the nation’s wealth on education whilst the enemy 
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is massing on the borders. Funnily enough the people fall 
into their traps and applaud them for their sacrifices. All 
in all, they expect you to be silent and sacrifice everything 
in life, since everything can be put to a halt until after the 
liberation of Palestine. Any person who is game enough to 
tell the truth will be branded a traitor, and no one is 
willing to take this chance.” 

Gerard gazed at him with a faint smile on his face 
thinking how smart those political and religious leaders 
are. They know what side their bread is buttered on and 
they are cunning enough to play the patriotic game on 
their constituencies. In this game, they have a sure bet. It is 
always a winning ticket in their hands. They’re smart 
enough to play it right. He was sickened by the behaviour 
of such political and religious leaders, and pondered how 
clever they can be to be able to manipulate their people for 
sixty-one years, or how stupid the people are to keep 
believing in them despite their dubious deeds. He thought 
he should go back and let them bury their dead, but the 
serenity of his face encouraged Gerard to pass a comment: 

“Those political and religious leaders must be aware 
of the fact that Israel is there for life, and we should make 
the effort to coexist peacefully side by side, rather than 
sacrificing our people for a futile cause we know is not 
achievable.” 

He was surprised and it showed on his face. He 
avoided making eye contact and cleared his throat.   

“They know, but they are not willing to 
acknowledge it in order to protect their political careers 
and private interests. On the other hand, if the truth was 
told, they would find it extremely difficult to give 
pleasure to other nations that support them to stay at the 
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helm of power to serve their political and business 
interests.” 

“Why not ...! The truth has to be told?”  
“If the truth is told, the reason to be armed up to 

their necks would be removed and they would be obliged 
to surrender their weaponries.” 

“What...!” Gerard exclaimed. 
“You heard me right. The reason to arm themselves 

will be solved and they’d be obliged to surrender their 
arsenals. Now they are legally acknowledged as liberating 
forces and can be armed in pretence to liberate the 
occupied land. But in fact, they use their military power to 
intimidate their political opponents and achieve the 
political agendas of the nations that support them.” 

Gerard was shocked to learn that our political and 
religious leaders were still franchising political agendas 
from foreign nations in pretence to protect Lebanon and 
improve the social and welfare system for their 
constituencies. He couldn’t imagine how the citizens of 
this nation would support those leaders while they are 
aware of their hidden agendas. He felt sick as he 
examined the present and measured the mess the future 
generation will inherit. This thought thumped him like a 
sledgehammer and prompted him to ask, “I thought those 
surrogate Gods have learned a lesson.” 

“They believe that they have passed the stages of 
learning, and now they are the teachers who get their 
teaching materials directly from Gods.”  

Gerard switched off the tape recorder, put it back in 
his knapsack and said, “Off the record now. Can you tell 
me who the real perpetrators that committed this 
massacre were?” 
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Gerard watched him as he was wandering in a world 
full of misery, pain and persecution. He put in so much 
effort to raise his weary head and gaze directly into his 
eyes. He attempted to talk, but he could only see his lips 
moving and heard no sound. He held his wavering hands 
and told him to relax and if he wished not to answer, he 
would happily accept his wish and understand the reason 
behind it. But he saw his lips moving again and he came 
closer, put his ear an inch away from his lips, and heard 
him whispering:  

“I wish you had not raised this question, and had 
saved me the pain that I am going to endure by answering 
it.” 

“You told me the truth must be told at any cost.” 
He maintained his silence and seemed to be in 

distress; then he sighed heavily and said: 
“We all know the truth, but we don't dare to declare 

it fearing retribution. You seem to be a smart lad. Do your 
maths right and the truth will be revealed to you 
unblemished as the sun will rise tomorrow and shine 
equally on all creatures small and big alike.” 

Gerard reached out to him and put his arm around 
his shoulder comforting him the best he could. 

“Do not be troubled Wiseman,” he said. “The nation 
that was built on sectarianism and managed by fanatics 
will definitely end in chaos, in crime and in struggle for 
power in the name of a God. This was, and remains, the 
state of your nation and mine. We always do our dirty 
work and blame it on others; a habit that will go with us to 
the grave.” 

He nodded and remained silent. 
Gerard took his gesture as a sign of approval and 
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thought to himself that he was lucky to be amongst the 
ones who managed to flee, while this old man has been 
condemned, witnessing acts beyond any description and 
he could do nothing to change it. It is a pity to end like 
this. Our parents, our relatives and our friends who could 
not escape, remained to be lifelong witnesses to such 
brutal acts, but were scared to tell the free world, because 
they feared for their livelihood.  

Gerard was in a state of shock, feeling the pain that 
this old man had to endure, seeing his people vanishing in 
front of his eyes. The nation as a whole sinking to the 
lowest of the lowest morals, and deeply engaged in a fight 
that would only bring to her inhabitants a life in hell, 
instead of embracing them with justice, equality, freedom 
and prosperity. It is a shame that we behaved in such a 
manner; wild animals would be ashamed of this 
behaviour. 

To see him in such agony and distress made Gerard 
feel partly responsible for his suffering. He pondered 
what he could do to relieve his agony and torture. He 
longed to hold and comfort him to help him forget his 
pain and enjoy the life we all took for granted. Although 
he understood how painful it would be to see your nation 
in chaos, your home in ruins and your own people 
slaughtering each other for no reason other than being of 
different faith. We all pretended to be God-fearing people, 
we believed in a merciful God, a God who loved us all 
equally and taught us to live in peace and harmony and 
love one another. Gerard could not comprehend – nor 
could this old man – but both agreed that the cruellest 
wars are the ones fuelled by religious hatred. 

Gerard glanced at the old man's face and saw tears 
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rolling down his cheeks, sliding smoothly down his silver 
beard, giving it an extra shine and more dignity and 
solemnity. He was concerned about his welfare and felt 
obliged to take care of him. He was lonely, frail and 
insecure. He wanted to help him, but he didn't know how. 
Suddenly, an idea flashed through his mind. He thought 
of his sisters and wondered why they hadn’t come to help 
and take care of him. He decided to ask. 

“You are in bad shape, why you don't ask your sister 
Zannoubia to help you?” 

“Do you really mean it?” he asked with difficulty. 
“Why not, she is your youngest sister. If my memory 

serves me right, you were very close to each other, 
besides, she is beautiful, ambitious and very clever. People 
would listen to her.” 

“We were very close indeed, and I still love her very 
much, but unfortunately I cannot trust her.” 

“Why not? She seemed very nice, young, healthy, 
wealthy and the closest to you.” 

“Well! You should've known Zannoubia. She was a 
young expansionist and very attractive. She has her own 
mind. She loves power. Some time ago, I invited her for a 
get together reunion. After the party was over, everyone 
left, but she insisted on staying and claiming part of my 
estate.” 

“What about Cleopatra?” 
“Cleopatra was also a very beautiful young lady, but 

her life was full of deception, trickery and romance. She 
had a large family of her own and could hardly 
accommodate them.” 

 “What about Alisar? Surely she can help you with 
her innovative ideas?” 
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“Ah! The legendary Alisar. I was very fond of her. 
She was a beautiful get-up-and-go type and very smart. In 
addition, she was very well organised. Imagine how she 
managed to convince the King of North Africa to grant her 
a piece of land to the size of what she could knit from a 
bull's skin. Upon his agreement, she made enough very 
fine threads from the bull’s skin to knit a very large piece, 
big enough to build a small city on it. Her wish was 
granted, and she built her dream city and she called it 
Cortage. In time, the small city grew fast enough to 
become a very large State. She governed it wisely and 
became the Queen of Cortage. She tried to convince me to 
follow her direction in life, believing that with the 
knowledge she had, we could acquire a big and 
indestructible strong kingdom. I disagreed with her 
philosophy and changed my direction to a new and 
untried system that led me to what I am now. She was 
never happy with the direction I took and we’ve never 
spoken to each other since then.” 

“What about your sons, and their immediate and 
extended families. They should be concerned enough 
about your health to come and care for you?” 

“My children are the cause of my misery. Each one of 
them has a political or religious agenda that serves the 
interest of every nation in the world except our interest. 
They carry guns and fight amongst themselves. I told 
them on many occasions to stop fighting and start talking, 
since I am hurt by their irresponsible actions. Regrettably, 
their answers were short of the truth. We are doing this for 
you, because we love you and want to please you. I told them 
their personal gains have hardened their hearts, blinded 
their vision and they’ve lost the goal. It is very stressful to 
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observe my children killing each other in the name of 
love.”  

“I am going to talk to my cousins and nephews, my 
nieces and uncles and aunties and their immediate and 
extended families. I am going to urge your adopted 
children – the children of all refugees – and bring them to 
kneel at your weary feet and ask for mercy and 
forgiveness. I shall bring them to pledge their loyalty to 
you and you alone. I want them to say sorry for the pain 
and suffering they caused you. I shall bring them here. 
Men, women and children to take you away from this 
harsh environment and care for you. They will come to 
you with a new proposal, a new image, a new direction, 
and a new life. They'll give you fresh ideas, a new identity 
to be proud of and a new face. They'll feed you and dress 
you. They'll make you shave this beard and put new socks 
and shoes on your weary feet. Then you’ll regain your 
confidence in your children and you’ll do us proud.” 

“Do not do that. My children are very callous, 
malicious and aggressive. Anyone who stands between 
them and their personal interests; they will deal with him 
mercilessly.” 

As Gerard reflected upon our history, he believed 
him and changed his mind. Instead, he thought of going 
back to Australia and from there telling the free world to 
come to his help. At that moment, he reflected upon the 
near past and realised that all the problems that he had to 
deal with, were in fact the work of the same free world 
that he is going to ask for help. He changed his mind and 
shook his hand vigorously.  

“I am going to take you with me.” 
He looked at Gerard wearily.  
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“I am staying here.” 
“Don't argue, you're going with me.” 
“We'll see about that,” he replied and pulled his 

hand away. “You go and do what you came here for.” 
Gerard stared at his face. It was fearful as his eyes 

narrowed and his features changed. He seemed as if he 
had been carved from a firestone. He fused his fiery gaze 
to his. “Do not waste your time. Time is precious and you 
don’t have much to spare.” 

“I am adamant to give you and my people a new 
identity,” he roared. 

“We are nameless …  
We are faceless …  
And we are voiceless,” he shouted. 
“Nonsense...!” Gerard protested. “We are the salt of 

the earth, the pride of all nations, the refuge for 
persecuted people, the fathers of civilisation; and after all, 
we are people with dignity and pride.” 

“You sound like THEM, ALL TALK AND NO 
ACTION,” he uttered with bitterness. 

“I will prove you wrong.” 
He stared at him intently with a faint smile returning 

some colour to his face, while brushing his long white 
beard with his shaky fingers and rubbing his chin with his 
hand to stop it quivering. 

“I hope you find what you're looking for,” he replied 
wishfully and then added, “by the time you come back – if 
you ever come back – I will have gone.” 
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6 
 

GERARD WAS SHATTERED and sad. He felt sick and 
weak, and decided not to enter the town through the gate 
as he had planned. He summoned Captain Juliette and it 
was not long before she picked him up. 

“Where to?” she asked.  
Gerard checked the map on the monitor and 

indicated the crest of the hill before it touched the clear 
blue sky. 

As they hovered above the town, his heart sunk. It 
became obvious that what the Wiseman had told him was 
true and the reality shook him to his bones. No buildings 
were visible, except a couple of houses that were partly 
wrecked. They hovered above the place where his home 
once proudly stood. There was no trace of it, except the 
old fig tree that was still standing as a reminder of the 
olden days. They landed at the open space where the 
house used to be and he stood like a stooge turning 
around in a circle trying to imagine what went wrong. He 
wanted to tell Juliette to go and leave him alone to grieve 
by himself, but he could not even talk. His breathing 
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became shallow and his eyes blurred. He became 
nauseous and wobbly, unable to maintain his balance.  

Juliette noticed and held him. “Take this tablet,” she 
said, as she laid him on the ground and rested his head on 
her lap. 

Gerard did not have the strength to resist and he 
opened his mouth. “Suck it slowly,” she ordered. 

He regained his composure and stood up. “You can 
leave,” he said as he thanked her. 

“I am staying with you. You are not up to it and you 
may need help.” 

He glanced at her and realised that she was serious 
and there was no hope of making her change her mind. 

“Thank you,” he said. 
“What are you going to do now?” 
“I want to be left alone.” 
Captain Juliette understood the need for him to be 

left alone. She retreated to the craft, waiting for his signal. 
“Raise your hand if you need me.” 
“I'll be fine.” 
Gerard moved his gaze around, but he could not see 

anything to remind him of his early childhood, except the 
fig tree that was still standing in defiance. The vineyard 
was crushed as if armoured Russian Vezdekhod tanks and 
bulldozers had intentionally razed it to the ground. The 
olive trees were hacked leaving not a single branch or leaf 
to be used as a sign of peace. The apple and peach 
orchards had met the same destiny. Nothing had escaped 
the slaughter, not even the water tanks. Maybe they sold 
them at a premium on the black market, or used them to 
water the gardens of one of the invaders. 

Gerard reflected upon the killing field and tried to 
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understand the kind of belief that motivated them to take 
a person's life. He have seen animals in the wild behaving 
more caringly towards the weaker ones than a human 
being behaves. What sort of a heart do we have, when we 
hold an old man's head and whack it with a blunt 
instrument in front of his frightened old wife? What 
pissed him off is that all this was done in the name of a 
God. He questioned the motives of the killings and he 
wondered if our people had become surrogate Gods and 
justified the killings in order to prove who the greatest 
God of them all is. Are we ever going to stop conducting 
ourselves with hate and animosity towards each other? 
Are we going to become civilised and refine our manners, 
to live and let others live? He is ashamed to be a chip off 
this block. 

The time has come for the nation to understand that 
the concentration of religion and political power in one 
hand is a very dangerous brew. It is poisoning the mind 
and heart of the nation. The villain politicians always 
manage to serve their self-interests by creating 
divisiveness amongst their constituents, pretending to 
represent their religious interests. In reality, they deprive 
them of their rights so they would be always in need of 
their favours, rather than providing them with an 
equitable and fair system. In this manner, they hold the 
nation at ransom in return for keeping their self-interests 
intact. The people can clearly see what’s awaiting them, 
but they are powerless to do anything about it because 
their livelihood depends on favours handed down to them 
by the same villains who initially deprived them of their 
legal rights. 

He sensed that the blood that had soaked into this 
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soil and changed its colour was still as fresh as the day it 
was shed without impunity. He scratched the surface of 
the earth and scooped up a handful of soil. He held it tight 
and felt the souls of those killed in cold blood living in 
harmony with the soil. He felt the sense of belonging and 
the sentiment of the departed souls hovering in the 
unreachable sky, refusing to leave the nation they once 
loved, despite what was done to their earthy bodies. 

Gerard got to his weary feet and fixed his eyes on the 
point where the top of the mountain sealed the sky. He 
threw the handful of soil up in the air as high as he could, 
and he watched it falling back into dust slowly and 
steadily. Suddenly, a gust of northerly wind blew, carried 
the soil away and scattered it over the valley down 
towards the river, where once our people used to swim in 
the water of freedom to wash away the dust of hate. In 
this river they should all swim to clean and purify 
themselves of religious hatred, with the scent of pines and 
essence of cedars and reincarnate as human beings to live 
in peaceful coexistence with tolerance and respect. 

 He stared keenly at the fig tree that defied the 
perpetrators' aggression and stood proudly as a reminder 
for the future generations. He saw a beccafico bird flying 
across the sky heading directly towards the fig tree, and 
landed heavily on a bare branch and began to scan the tree 
with his hungry eyes. He started his fruitless search moving 
from one branch to another until he was exhausted. Gerard 
looked at him and felt his hunger and his disappointment. 
He was very thirsty with his beak wide open. Poor bird, he 
could not even find one single piece of fruit to soothe his 
hunger. Gerard put his hand in his pocket and retrieved a 
biscuit that was left over from his breakfast. He crushed it, 
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put it on the palm of his hand and raised it, tempting him to 
come and have a bite. The bird gauged him cautiously and, 
despite his hunger, he did not move. Gerard thought he may 
be scared and threw the biscuit near to the trunk of the tree. 
The bird looked down and seemed alert, cautious and 
distrustful. He then looked back at Gerard and flew away in 
search of another safer, more peaceful and well organised 
place. Gerard thought to himself, even birds have learned a 
lesson.  

Gerard came closer and touched the trunk of the tree 
and suddenly remembered the olden days when he used to 
climb and harvest its sweet fruits to be made into a delicious 
jam for a tasty breakfast. He felt proud and alive again. This 
tree had witnessed and withstood a massacre of innocent 
victims whose only mistake was that they did not worship 
the same God. He beamed again at the fig tree and 
whispered, “You are very lucky because you do not carry an 
identification card that carried the name of your religion.” 
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7 
 

GERARD WAS SHATTERED and traumatised, seeing 
the outcome of religious hatred. He went back in time to 
the D-day where it had all began. He grieved his past, the 
past that was supposed to shape our present, and he was 
aggrieved by the present, fearing for our offspring who 
will be facing a bleak future.  

Juliette sensed his wool-gathering and came up to 
him with a broad smile on her face.  

“Come on mate, cheer up,” she said. “This is not the 
end of the world.” 

“How do you expect me to smile when you see the 
destruction they caused.” 

“Everything can be replaced; you will build a bigger 
and stronger house equipped with the most modern 
amenities.” 

Gerard looked at her piteously and said, “This was a 
home, not a house. In this home, six generations were 
raised. My great-great-grandparents down to my parents 
and the road ended here.” 

He paused for a while to compose himself, then 
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reflected upon his miseries pondering if it was ever going 
to stop. With lightning speed, he lived the past, the 
present and weighed up the future. These reveries 
triggered an emotional outburst letting his imagination 
run wild:  

“This is not a house that can be demolished and 
rebuilt by prefabricated walls made out of steel and 
concrete, fitted with prefabricated doors and windows 
made out of aluminium and double glazed glass, or a 
house that can be sold or leased to different tenants.” He 
let the cat out of the bag and she nodded. 

“This is a home within its strong walls, honest 
families were raised and nourished the strongest bond 
that held them together during wars and depression and 
kept that bond alive. This is a home that kept within its 
humble walls the memories of six generations. They can 
replace these walls, but they cannot replace the picture of 
my great-grandfather riding a stallion and charging 
through the enemies' lines when his only armouries were 
a sword, a big heart and strong arms. They can decorate 
the walls of the new house with paintings by the most 
famous artists, but they cannot paint the picture of my 
grandmother baking our daily bread on the sheet iron. 
They will never be able to replace the picture of my 
brother kicking a goal during the height of his career, nor 
the black and white wedding picture of my grandparents, 
neither my parents’ wedding album. They could give us 
the most modern meat mincer, but they will not be able to 
replace my mother's picture pounding raw meat by a 
wooden maul in the stone mortar. They can replace the 
house. They can replant the vineries, the apple and pear 
orchids and the olive groves. They can nourish them with 
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the best fertilisers, but they cannot make them produce the 
same sweet fruits. They can breed new species of birds, 
but they cannot make them sing the songs of love. They 
can manufacture our present, and design our future, but 
they cannot recreate our memories. 

“Within the walls of this home, we lived our past 
and within these walls we created our present, and from 
the doors of this home the mould of our future will 
emerge. They can build a nation of concrete and 
reinforced steel and power it with the most advanced 
nuclear energy. They can do all that, but they cannot bring 
back a smile to the face of a toddler whose mother was 
butchered by the sword of religious hatred. 

“They demolished our homes, but they could not 
steal our past or deface our memories for they are 
engraved in our hearts. They would stay like a stone of 
fire covered with its own ashes. The day will come, when 
someone with the breeze of his young heart and soul will 
blow the ashes away and memories will reincarnate as a 
phoenix to remain with the future generations to come.” 

Juliette was evidently affected by this outburst of 
emotions and laid her hand on his right shoulder shifting 
it stealthily down his arm. Her fingers were tiptoeing like 
a blind girl probing her way through a slippery road. The 
warmth of her hand and her fresh scented breath wafting 
past his ear, returned him to reality. He held her hand as it 
stopped at his wrist and whispered:  

“Can you imagine a man in his late seventies who 
has become amnesiac? He goes to the shop to buy a bottle 
of milk, but fails to return home because he forgets who 
he is and where he lives. He wanders around the streets in 
the neighbourhood for hours, but cannot find his home. 
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He stops a man in the street and asks him, “Where do I 
live?”  

“How should I know,” the man replies with a shrug. 
Juliette felt she should say something to alleviate his 

sorrow and bitterness. 
“Man should always be grateful for what he can get 

not sorrowful for what he cannot get.”  
Gerard felt too tired to raise his head and look at her 

face, but he managed to summon whatever was left of his 
energy and continued. 

“The death of one man is a tragedy and the death of 
a dozen or so is considered statistics, and people accepted 
it as a part of their daily living. However, It is extremely 
troublesome for a man to lose his memory and his past. It 
is more gruelling if he has to replace them with medically 
induced memory and past. His mind, his memory and his 
consciousness would transform him to become an 
android. He will be a man with induced memory, induced 
past and induced future. He will be a man with no true 
identity.” 

Gerard was temporarily distracted and did not 
realise that Juliette was crying. He held her trembling 
hands as she rested her head on his shoulder and 
whispered, “I feel your pain and understand your plight. I 
grieve with you and honour the spirit of those who paid 
the ultimate price for being of different faith.”  

Gerard sank his hand into her hair, lifted her head 
off his shoulder and looked intently into her tear filled 
eyes. He saw the genuine grief and sensed her passion and 
love for those people whom she had never met. He was 
transformed into tears and he whispered back: 

“I want to cry with you,  
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and shed a tear or two,  
but my tears could be seen  
a sign of weakness too. 
Men should not cry, 
my father told me so. 
He said we should be 
as strong as can be, 
but do not let them see 
the tears of your soul.” 
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8 
 

CAPTAIN JULIETTE PUT her hand around Gerard's 
shoulder. “I grieve with you,” she said, and pulled him 
closer. That gesture of heartfelt sympathy triggered a 
flood of tears and painful memories and he was relieved. 
He wanted to cry again, but the pain he endured and the 
loss of his people, coupled with the brutality of the attack, 
had hardened his soul and chilled his emotions. 

“Relax,” she said as she rubbed his shoulders. “What 
happened a quarter of a century ago, cannot be undone 
today.” 

“True...! But who can guarantee that it will not 
happen again?” 

“No one can tell, but people are moving on and 
changing for the better. Maybe they will change too,” she 
pointed out. 

“I hope I don't need to prove you wrong.” 
She smiled and he beamed back. 
“What do you want to do now?” She asked. 
“See that house on your right? That is my cousin's 

home. I can see clothes on the clothes line. My cousin or 
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one of his children may still be living there. I want to go 
and investigate.” 

“When I was hovering around looking for a food 
outlet, I saw people – with unfamiliar dresses – walking in 
and out. I directed the InfoCenser and got a negative 
emotion. I think you should not go,” she suggested. 

“I came all this way to investigate the massacre and 
those people, no matter who they are, might be able to 
shed some light.” 

“You go ahead. I want to pick-up something I need 
from the Craft.” 

 
 

Gerard walked ahead of her, and she caught up with him 
just as he was knocking on the door. She seemed alert and 
stood five foot behind him carrying in her right hand an 
object similar to a fountain pen.   

The door began to open slowly, and a man with a 
large moustache and black short hair partially covered 
with a long black boater appeared. 

“Good afternoon,” Gerard greeted him. 
“Who are you?” 
“I am looking for Joseph Shamil.” 
“He does not live here,” he roared. 
“Are you a tenant?” Gerard asked. 
“What do you want?”  
“This is my cousin's home and I would like to see 

him before I leave.” 
“This is my home.” 
“How come?” 
“It is a booty.” 
“I don't understand.” 
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“War booty,” he snapped. 
 “You mean, you’re a thief?” 
“You’d better leave now,” he barked and shut the 

door in his face. 
“Gerard kicked the door with his foot, and suddenly 

he was threatened by a man carrying M16, his wife 
holding an Arab sword and his son carrying a 
Kalashnikov Assault Russian Rifle AK-74. “Piss off, or 
you'll meet your cousin in hell?” They barked. 

Gerard began to raise his hands to assure them of his 
goodwill, but was surprised to see a flash of green light 
and instantly they froze. He turned around and saw 
Juliette still holding a blinking object in her hand. 

"What the hell is that?" 
"This is a 'Cryonator', an instrument capable of 

human suspension." 
“Why did you do that for?” He yelled. 
“To protect you.” 
“You are hurting them.” 
“I am not hurting them. I just suspended their lives 

temporarily. The minute I know we are at a safe distance, I 
will defrost them.” 

 “How do you do that?” 
“Human suspension happens when you immerse the 

body in liquid nitrogen at minus 196 degrees Celsius. 
However, using new technology, scientists achieve human 
suspension using laser beam.” 

“Please let them go,” he appealed. 
“What is the matter with you? A minute ago, you 

were considering revenge, and when you faced your 
enemy, you changed your mind. Are you scared or 
what?” 
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“My mind is seeking revenge, but my heart is 
looking for forgiveness.” 

“They killed your cousin and occupied his home as 
war booty. They killed your parents and demolished your 
home and destroyed all your gardens and vineyards, and 
you’re still seeking forgiveness,” she exclaimed. 

“The highest sacrifice in life is to forgive your 
enemies. Those people are good human beings, but they 
are misled by human evil masquerading as surrogate 
Gods. I do not hate them. I feel sorry for their lost souls. 
Revenge is human weakness we’re all subjected to 
experience in moments of hate and despair. Then he 
reflected upon the whole charade of destruction and the intense 
hatred that triggered such savage behaviours. If I get revenge 
I’ll be like them, maybe worse. I shall not go down that 
path. I forgive them because they didn’t know what they 
were doing."  

Those reveries intertwined a web of confusion in his 
mind. He felt an intense thirst, and his throat tightened to 
the point that it became difficult to swallow. His vision 
blurred and he became nauseous. He began to see vivid 
images in which he saw faces. 

He saw his mother chasing a fox with a chicken 
dangling between his jaws. "Oh, God ... What had 
happened to the chicks that my mother had raised for 
their eggs to feed the family during the rainy days? Even 
the chicks have gone ... Bastards...! You can’t trust them." 
Then, he heard voices calling for: 

Revenge.  
Revenge. 
Blood for blood. 
Eye for an eye, and tooth for a tooth. 



Only the dead have no dreams 

 87

No..., he screamed, and the echo kept on thundering 
in his ears, for how long he could not remember. 
Eventually the sound began to subside until it faded 
away. He thought death and grievances couldn’t be 
measured on a scale and be defined in numbers such as 1–
10, nor defined by grams and ounces. It is the suffering of 
the soul and the feeling of frustration when you fail to 
bring to your mind the memories of the past – both the 
good and the bad – because they had been stolen from 
you. The internal debate between his heart and his mind 
took longer than he thought. However, his heart finally 
won. 

Gerard bowed his head as a sign of respect for the 
departed souls, and reflected upon the past, the present 
and the future. And with an open mind, a loving heart 
and a gentle soul, he chanted with a shrieking, jarring and 
disharmonious untoned voice:  

“They are my people,  
no matter what they think,  
no matter what they do,  
whether they are orange,  
red or blue. 
Whether they are right or wrong, 
whether they are oppressors, 
or the oppressed, 
they are all my people, 
my brothers and my sisters, 
and equally, I love them all. 
I will protect them with my body. 
I will redeem them with my blood. 
I will teach them love,  
tolerance and forgiveness. 
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They are all my people. 
And equally,  
I love them all.”  
He raised his head and stared at Captain Juliette not 

knowing for how long. She did not say a word, but he 
could see her eyes were welled with tears.  

“I will not allow them to be the sacrificial lamb of 
unjust war fuelled by ignorance and religious hatred. 
Please let them go,” he begged. 

“I envy you; despite all the pain, suffering and 
anguish, your heart still has room for forgiveness. But I 
want to remind you that if you do not look like a wolf and 
act as a wolf, the wolves would have you for breakfast.” 

“It is good to know, but now please let them go,” he 
pleaded again. 

“I will not.” 
“Why not?” 
“If I release them now, they will kill us.”  
He accepted her explanation and they went back to 

the Craft. She opened the hatch and gave him a drink. 
“Drink it, you'll feel better.” 
He took the bottle and turned it to his mouth for long 

enough to return it half full. He swallowed hard as he 
fixed his gaze on her.  

“Can you do me a favour?” He asked 
“It will cost you a dinner,” she hinted. 
“You're on,” he agreed. 
She smiled. “I know you will not say no to a tasty 

Capricciosa.” 
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9 

  
THEY LANDED BEHIND the eatery and walked around 
to the front entrance. The welcoming banner surprised 
them – Welcome to Brunswick Pizza. As they walked in they 
were greeted by a slender brunette in her early twenties, 
lean and tall with olive skin and rusty curly hair. She had 
dark brown eyes, a petite nose and walked with quick 
short strides. She was eye-catching with her above the 
knee black and white striped apron revealing a well-
rounded pair of legs. 

The eatery was fitted with simple chairs and square 
tables. On the main wall on top of a clean and shiny gas 
stove, there was the pizza menu. On the other wall, there 
was a picture of the Yarra River taken during Moomba 
Festival, and on the opposite wall, there was two pictures 
hung side-by-side; the Opera House and the Twelve 
Apostles. 

There were not many customers, only a man and a 
woman in their fifties eating and drinking what looked 
like a VB, considering the shape of the bottle, but Gerard 
was not sure as the label was concealed. 
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“Can I help you?” the lady behind the counter asked 
politely. 

Gerard took his eyes off the menu board, and he 
could not help but beam at her as he read the name tag 
'Samantha'. 

“Samantha of Brunswick,” he said. “I'll have a 
medium Capricciosa for Gerard of Coburg, and a large 
Vegetarian for Juliette of Carlton.” 

“You're kidding, right?” 
“Never been so sure.” Then he added, “How come 

you named your eatery Brunswick Pizza?” 
“My home town.”  
He extended his hand. “Gerard, and this is my friend 

Juliette.” 
“What brought you here?” she asked. 
“Long story,” he replied. 
“I’d love to hear it.” 
“We are hungry!” 
“Take a seat, I'll prepare your pizzas, then I'll have a 

drink with you.” 
“We prefer to sit in the Beer Garden.” 
“Fine, I'll join you in a minute.” 
 
 

They went outside the eatery to the Beer Garden. It was a 
small backyard with one Eucalyptus tree, two pine trees 
and four small round tables. They occupied a table at the 
far corner under the Eucalyptus tree. 

Juliette thought to fill-in time by familiarising Gerard 
with the multifunction of the Guardian III. She explained 
thoroughly the Laser and its different functions, the 
lighting systems and the homing device. 
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She handed him the device. “Your life and the 
success of your mission depend on your know-how of all 
its functions,” she emphasised. 

“Trust me; I always get what I want.” 
 “I’d hate to see you fail after all this trouble.” 
Gerard took the Guardian III and examined it briefly. 

He thought of asking her what would happen if he was 
caught with it, but Samantha came in with the pizzas and 
three bottles of VB. 

“Enjoy your meal with my compliments.” She pulled 
up a chair and sat next to Juliette. 

“Tell me Gerard of Coburg what has brought you 
here?” 

“Circumstances.” 
“Happy ones?” 
“Heartbreaking.” 
“Close family?” 
“Parents.” 
“Sick?” 
“Massacred.” 
“It is cruel. I heard about it, but luckily I wasn't 

here,” she confirmed. 
“What brought you here?” Gerard asked. 
“I came with my parents five years ago. They told 

me it was a holiday for them and a chance for me to visit 
the birthplace of my parents. I agreed enthusiastically 
because I was curious to come and see firsthand what they 
claimed Lebanon is.” 

“Were you disappointed?” He asked. 
“I fell in love with this country. The weather is 

excellent, four seasons a year; you know what to wear a 
month beforehand. The air is laden with the scent of pine 



George A. Salib 

 92

or the blossoms of oranges. The fruits tastier, the water 
sweeter, the sky bluer and the stars brighter. Everything 
looks magic and serene.” She paused for a moment, then 
continued. 

“I fell in love with the people too. They are friendly, 
hospitable, and well-mannered. They really know how to 
enjoy life. But, unfortunately, I was not aware of the 
political, social and economic systems. I wondered how 
people could be happy under such corrupt systems. The 
politicians have ruined this country and have burdened 
her people to a degree that everyone without exception is 
longing to leave.”   

She sighed briefly, and Gerard glanced at her face 
and saw a different picture. She looked sad and her eyes 
welled with unshed tears. 

“What is the matter?” He asked as he touched her 
hand. 

“I was amazed how such nice and loving people can 
vote for people like those warlords who wasted the water 
resources by inefficient irrigation techniques and polluted 
it by dumping waste and industrial effluents, besides the 
toxic pollution. I was horrified to hear that about ten 
thousand barrels of toxic and hazardous waste had been 
dumped in Lebanon. In addition, Lebanon has had to deal 
with local hazardous waste created by hospitals' 
incinerators that emit dangerous dioxin. Not to mention 
that hard wastes from industries such as tanneries still end 
up in dumps and landfills. I am horrified to see this nation 
without an acceptable health system. I have heard stories 
that people are dying at the hospital doors because they 
cannot afford to pay in advance for their medical 
treatment. Besides all that, some people are struggling to 
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educate their children in the hope that they may be able to 
secure jobs in the future. That is, if they can get a job 
without obtaining an intermediator's blessing and favour 
from one of the warlords or their associates. I am aghast 
by all these inequalities, and I am intending to go back to 
Australia as soon as I can sell.” 

“Surely, there must be a simple answer to such 
mayhem,” he suggested. 

“Yes there is.” 
“What is it? Maybe we can help.” 
“I don’t think anybody can make any difference. 

People should understand that they have been used and 
abused by their political and religious leaders. They have 
only themselves to blame, because they cast their votes to 
the highest bidder. In other words, they sell their rights as 
citizens of this nation by selling themselves for a few 
dollars in return for votes. You don’t have to be Einstein to 
work it out. Any politician who pays thousands of dollars 
to buy enough votes to secure his post whether he was a 
backbencher or a minister, he must make that money back 
in thousand folds during his political term. As a result, the 
constituents cannot hold the politician accountable since 
they did not vote for his policies. They exchange their 
votes for a handful of dollars that won’t see the end of the 
week.” 

Samantha took a long gulp of beer to sooth her 
throat. “I am a nuisance,” she said. “My father used to tell 
me You’re a whinger. Nothing can please you. You should 
always look at the positive side. No one can help people if they 
don’t help themselves. You cannot change the world to suit you. 
You must swim with the current if you want to succeed. I 
always disagreed with him, but he used to conclude by 
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saying The hand that you can’t beat, kiss it and pray that one 
day, someone would break it.” 

Captain Juliette was affected by what Samantha had 
said. She reached out and handed her the bottle of beer. 
“Here have a drink that will do you good.”  

Samantha took a gulp, apologised for her emotional 
outburst and thanked Juliette for the beer. “We are in the 
twenty-first century,” she said. “It is quite normal for 
people to separate religion from State and adopt a system 
like the Australian Constitution. They should vote for 
policies, not personalities, and hold their candidates 
accountable. Then, and only then, we can tell the world 
that what we have is really heaven on earth.”  

She stopped and raised her gaze to meet his. Gerard 
saw a tear rolling down her face that she did not bother 
wiping off. He beamed at her:  

“You must forgive the people for how they behave. 
They have suffered from one colonisation to another. 
Those colonising powers have had a bad influence on 
them. They had to learn how to live under the Turkish, the 
Arab and the French colonisation. They had to resort to 
dubious ways in order to survive, and it became part of 
their culture and traditions. It will take longer than you 
think for the people to be able to shake them off. Give 
them equal opportunity and the freedom of choice, and 
they’ll prove that they are the best in the world.” 

Samantha did not respond, instead she excused 
herself and went to the front counter and came back with 
three more VBs. She gave Captain Juliette one and hurled 
the other to Gerard. She raised her bottle, “To your health 
and to the freedom of my people.”  

Gerard put the bottle to his mouth and quickly 
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returned it half full. He closed his eyes and thought that 
this situation needed to be addressed with drastic action 
and he reflected back on his youthful days. He 
remembered when the youth of his age tried to change 
and propose an alternative system. At that time, not only 
the system and its mechanisms persecuted them, but also 
the people whom they were trying to help were the most 
active members of the persecution team. He pondered and 
asked himself. Who is going to have the courage and the will to 
challenge the surrogate Gods and their political deputies? The 
immediate answer was, “Gods will,” and then after he 
chewed over the idea, he thought maybe Gods are fearful 
of them too.  

The time they spent with Samantha was a revelation, 
and he wished that every citizen of this country should 
come one day and eat at Brunswick Pizza. Maybe, they will 
be tempted to adopt in Lebanon a sister city like 
Brunswick and build a new nation based on Brunswick's 
concept of coexistence, and live in peace and harmony 
without the need for religious representations. 

He gestured to Juliette that they should leave. He 
stood and thanked Samantha for her hospitality and 
offered her a lift back home as compensation for the free 
pizza and beer. She laughed and he was glad to see the 
laughter and happiness come back to her. He wished that 
the same happiness and laughter would soon come to his 
people whom he love so much. 
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AS THEY WALKED back to the Craft, Juliette thanked 
Gerard for fulfilling his part of the deal and enquired 
about the favour. Gerard mulled it over for a while and 
told her that he would not rest until he got what was 
legally his. "They have stolen part of me, they took away my 
pride and dignity and left me with a sub-identity." He 
explained to her that he was determined to reclaim his 
honour so he could walk with his head held high. He 
pointed out that it was a very dangerous and risky 
operation, however he was prepared to take the risk to 
accomplish what he came here for. On the other hand, he 
do not want to jeopardise her future or her company's 
reputation, because those people are known for their swift 
retribution. 

Juliette was listening intently; perhaps she was 
considering her position or thinking of a good excuse to 
get out of it without hurting him. Apparently, she decided 
to hear the full details before committing herself. 

“Tell me what you propose to do in detail and I 
promise to seriously consider it.” 
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“It takes time.” 
“I am listening.” 
Gerard was not sure where to start. Will he give her 

a summary or the full story? He settled for details  – after 
all she has to make up her mind and is likely to put her 
neck on the chopping block for him. He cleared his throat 
and began: 

“When I was at primary school, I did not like the 
teacher and failed to perform to my parents' expectations. 
My father used to punish me and the punishment was to 
kneel outside against the wall.” 

“How did you rank?” 
“Twenty-three.” 
“Amongst?” 
“Twenty-three.” 
“You were last.” 
“You could put it that way.” 
She smiled and nodded. 
“The last semester, I ranked twenty. My parents 

were very happy and congratulated me on my 
improvement. I told them that I had not really improved. 
They requested an explanation and I told them that three 
students had been moved to a higher class. My father 
became very angry and again punished me as usual – 
making me kneel against the wall.” 

“That happened a long time ago; how do you expect 
me to help you?” 

“When I was kneeling, I remembered my pocket 
knife which I used to carry to school for self-defence. I 
used the knife to etch my initials in the cornerstone. By the 
end of my punishment time, the initials were complete.” 

Gerard paused temporarily to recollect his thoughts, 
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while reaching for the bottle of water to wet his lips. 
Juliette was sympathetic and gave him her small bottle of 
Cognac. “Drink this,” she said, “it will help you.” 

She was right, but the Cognac was too strong for his 
sensitive throat, and he coughed continually. She patted 
him on his back and encouraged him to continue. 

“The initials I etched were G.A.S. – 20.” 
“What does it mean?” she asked. 
“G.A.S. are my initials and 20 is the number of times 

I had been punished.” 
“What are you trying to tell me?” 
“Well! This stone was very dear to me, and I would 

like to keep it as a witness to this massacre. In other 
words, I want to find it and take it with me at any cost.” 

“How can I help?” 
“You have a scanner in the Craft. You told me that 

you can find a needle in the jungle of the Amazon. If what 
you said is right, then you can help me find the stone I am 
looking for.” 

“Your wish is granted. Let's kick a few arses.” She 
said it enthusiastically. 

 
 

Juliette was very enthusiastic about finding Gerard's 
stone. She asked him to find any stone in the area that he 
thought was cut from the same quarry. He searched the 
area and found a big rock that was a part of the 
foundation of the house. He called her and she exposed it 
to a source of blue gamma light emanating from the 'DNA 
detector', which revealed a set of numbers. Juliette 
touched the screen and a keyboard appeared. She entered 
the DNA code numbers followed by my initials. 
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“Are you ready?” she asked. 
“Yes, but I am not sure you can obtain DNA from a 

stone. It is not organic.” 
“Well! You only believe in what you know, but it 

doesn't mean it’s wrong if it happened that you don't 
know, correct?” 

“Enlighten me if you care.” 
“Rocks are porous and absorbent; they are complex 

materials that have never been studied or researched 
enough to know their full characteristics. Researchers 
considered the rocks copiousness in the world and, with 
the small amount of profit that could be made, decided 
that it did not justify the cost involved in the research. 
Nevertheless, an electronics company involved in DNA 
research offered an enormous amount of money to 
research the DNA of rocks. However, scholars in the field 
of DNA declined to be involved in a research doomed 
before it even started. On the other hand, one young 
researcher who was not known at that time accepted the 
challenge. He began his work by taking a sample from a 
rock core and he subjected it to the most effective means 
of scanning available to him at that point in time. He 
measured its electrical conductivity and its microstructure, 
and discovered organic matters living in it. After extensive 
tests and analysis of all data collected, he proved that it 
was possible to charter any rock and have its DNA print. 
He also proved that those organic matters are unique to 
the area of origin and, subsequently, the possibility of two 
rocks from different areas having the same organic 
matters was nil. Therefore, the accuracy of these tests was 
as good as the accuracy of a fingerprint. Now researchers 
are using this system to study the rocks’ DNA on Mars to 
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determine whether there is any similarity with the rocks’ 
DNA on earth. Are you satisfied or do you still have your 
reservations?” 

“I accept your explanation.” 
“Then, are you ready now?” 
“Can't wait.” 
“Let’s go and find your missing treasure,” she said 

and touched the lift-up button. 
 
 

The spacecraft began to ascend slowly until we reached a 
height of twelve thousand feet and then it held its 
position. Juliette put the Auto Sound Control on and 
busied herself checking the scanner's monitor and the 
DNA detector. Gerard was watching curiously, when he 
noticed on the monitor a square narrowing until it became 
a very sharp point and a set of figures appeared. Juliette 
touched the Address Finder icon, and entered the 
numbers that appeared on the scanner and the DNA 
Detector. As the numbers disappeared, a map emerged. 
Juliette put her finger on the cross, looked at me, and 
yelled, “Bingo.” Then she added. “Your treasure is 
waiting for you.” 

“Let's go and get it,” he said eagerly. 
“You'll go on your own,” she said. 
“You scared?” 
“Never knew fear,” she confirmed. 
“Why don't you come then?” 
“I have to get permission.” 
“From whom?” 
“Headquarters.” 
“Why?” 
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“We do a lot of business here and we don’t want to 
hurt anybody's feelings.” 

“Drop me there, and I'll do it solo.” 
“I have requested permission. I will have an answer 

soon.” 
The minute she finished her sentence a green light 

appeared with a warning.  
“Permission granted. If caught, you acted alone.” 
“See! All systems go; I am in it with you all the way.” 
“You're taking an uncalculated risk,” he warned. 
“And loving it,” she replied. 
“We sink or swim together?” 
“Wait till after sunset,” she proposed. 
“Why?”  
“I don't want to get caught red-handed.” 
“Have it your way.” 
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11 

 
IN THE SILENCE of the night, under the cover of 
darkness, they landed about a hundred metres south of 
the main gate. Juliette wished Gerard luck and left, 
promising to remain in the area just in case he needed her. 
However, before she left she reminded him about the 
Guardian III and asked him if he was still familiar with all 
its functions. He nodded as he covered his bald head with 
a black cap so that it wouldn't shine in the moonlight and 
expose him to the enemy. She laughed as he began to 
move like a soldier from outer space, and saluted him 
saying, “Go and get it, and don't come back without it.”  

Gerard glanced back at her with his thumb up. 
“Bloody oath, I will.” 
He lay down and scanned the area for a blind spot 

that he could use as cover in his first stage of approaching 
the main gate. He saw a hedge about half a metre high 
that could be a good cover, but it was about thirty metres 
away. The search light was coming around at regular 
intervals; about every five seconds. He calculated the 
distance from where he was to the hedge, and thought it 
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would take about seven seconds and that was not in his 
favour. He took his knapsack off, got two tablets of Urofen 
Plus, and washed them down with a good mouthful of 
water, hoping that by relieving his arthritis pain, he could 
reduce the time by at least two seconds. 

Gerard slouched on his back, convinced that 
relaxation would lessen his stiffness and help him to 
sprint faster. He remained in this position for about ten 
minutes. He tested his knees and found them to be more 
flexible and less painful. He turned around and took the 
sprint position on his hands and knees, watching the 
search light. The minute the stream of light passed over 
his right shoulder, he sprinted as fast as he could. He ran 
low avoiding any obstruction. His pulse raced, and his 
breathing became shallow and fast. His heart was 
pounding against the wall of his chest trying to knock it 
out, and by the time he hit the side of the hedge, the 
search light just passed above his head. He sat with his 
back to the hedge breathing freely. His ego inflated and 
his confidence returned. He figured out that at this level of 
fitness, he could accomplish his mission quite easily. 

He pushed his hands through the middle of the 
hedge and created an opening big enough to see but not 
be seen, while watching and assessing the guard 
movement. He was a lone guard pacing the gate slowly. 
Gerard counted his steps. It was six steps each way. The 
map confirmed that Gerard was inside a four metres high 
wall; a compound consisting of four castles similar in size 
and design, clearly marked in different colours and 
separated by a large expanse of gardens and driveways. 
At the front, there was a large roundabout with a fountain 
and two rows of roses which Gerard could use for cover 
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as soon as he passed through the main gate. 
Gerard thought of using the Guardian III blinding 

light, but he changed his mind just in case he was under 
surveillance. He pondered for a while, then he thought the 
blinding light would effective as long as he could shine it 
in the guard's eyes. He'll be blinded for ten seconds, and 
that should be enough to go inside the gate and get cover. 

Gerard was about twenty metres away from the 
guard, but from his position, he could not shine it directly 
into his eyes. He must find a way to make the guard face 
him. He remembered the Indian trick when they desired 
to attract the attention of an enemy and he howled like a 
wolf. The guard unshouldered his gun and became 
vigilant, but he did not look Gerard's way who waited for 
a few seconds then he howled again and he was 
rewarded. The guard came forward to investigate the 
source and when he was at a distance of five metres from 
the hedge, Gerard pushed the 'Eye' icon on the Guardian 
III, and two beams of white light zoomed directly into the 
guard's eyes. He moaned instantly, dropped his gun and 
covered his eyes with his hands. 

Gerard ran as he had never ran before. His speed 
had improved and in less than five seconds he was 
slumped between two rows of roses, bleeding from his 
hands and legs. He did not feel the pain of thorns slicing 
through his skin. He looked around and he spotted from 
the corner of his eye a hedge running along the south wall. 
He summoned all his energy and ran fast, jumped over 
the hedge and laid unmoving, watching the main gate 
through a small opening in the hedge. The Guardian III 
vibrated and a red light began to flash. He lifted it to his 
ear and pressed the green button. Juliette was calling. 
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“Stay put,” she said. 
“What’s wrong?” He whispered. 
“The guard is returning to the gate and a column of 

vehicles is approaching.” 
“How many?” 
“The column is separated into four motorcades. Each 

one is preceded by three motorcycles and two armoured 
vehicles and trailed by four more armoured cars.” 

“Can you identify them?” 
“Don't do things by halves, and wait for my 

instructions,” she whispered. 
Gerard switched off and became more vigilant. It 

was not long before a motorcyclist stopped at the main 
gate and talked to the guard. The guard went inside a 
small cubicle and spoke on the phone for a moment, then 
the large gate began to slide open. It was about three 
metres high and six metres wide. Gerard could hear from 
where he was the sound of engines thrashing under one or 
two tons of heavy fortified metal from which the gate was 
made. 

By the time the gate was fully opened, the 
motorcades arrived and began to move in while the guard 
was in the salute position until the last vehicle rolled in 
and the gate began to close. 

The first motorcade turned left and followed a road 
that had a white arrow fixed to the light pole inscribed 
with blue lettering that read Wally-Fickleman's Castle. The 
second motorcade veered right and followed another road 
that had a blue arrow fixed to the light pole inscribed with 
red lettering that read Michael Moody's Castle. The third 
motorcade proceeded through the main road that had a 
yellow arrow fixed to the light pole, inscribed with green 
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lettering that read Hassan Montessori's Castle, while the 
fourth motorcade proceeded through the side drive that 
was swathed by large trees, and Gerard could not read the 
street name. 

The red light on the Guardian III flashed again. “Did 
you see them?” She enquired. 

“Yes I did, but I am confused.” 
“Don't be! At the beginning I was confused too, but 

when I made contact with one of our agents, he explained 
to me that they are four warlords seen by their combatants 
as bitter enemies, but in fact they are four close friends.” 

“How did they manage to fool the people?” He 
asked. 

“Well you can call it political correctness or religious 
hypnotising. It may be the Green dollar syndrome.” 

“A lot of bulldust,” he replied. 
“Consider it the way you like, but don't make a 

sound. You are safe where you are now. I suggest that you 
hold the Guardian III tight to your chest and have a nap; 
you're going to need it. I'll call you when I consider it safe. 
Happy dreams,” she said and the red light ceased 
flushing. 

 
 

A rapid vibration hammering on his chest awakened 
Gerard. His hand was still holding the Guardian III and, 
without thinking, he pressed the flushing light button.  

“It is your chance to move now, but be careful of the 
alarm's sensors; they are all over the perimeters and 
courtyards.” 

He acknowledged Juliette's warning, and raised his 
head just above the hedge. He scanned the area carefully. 
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The sky was partly cloudy and the half moon was hiding 
behind the high mountain, giving him the chance to move 
around more freely. Before he stood up to make my move, 
he had a quick look at the guard, who was sitting on a 
chair in the front watch cabin having a snooze. 

Gerard switched the 'Alarm Detector' on, and was 
surprised to see a number of infra-red lights crisscrossing 
at about a metre span forming regular squares about fifty 
centimetres above the ground covering all the courtyards. 

He checked the map and verified the position of his 
stone. It was the fourteenth stone on the fourth row 
behind the white and blue pergola, which was about thirty 
metres from where he was standing. He thought if he 
could reach the wall without triggering the alarm system, 
the pergola would be a good cover.  

Gerard began his move very carefully and covered 
the first ten metres with little difficulty. However, after 
covering an extra ten metres or so, his knees started to 
give him trouble, and with extreme difficulty, he managed 
to raise his feet just above the alarm lights. His pulse 
began to race as the adrenaline raced to his head and he 
became more alert. He thought of going on his hands and 
knees under the network of lights, but he was afraid that a 
sudden pain may jerk his knees and his back would 
trigger the alarm. Then he abandoned this idea and opted 
instead to keep stepping carefully above the beams of 
light. Finally, he reached the wall after labouring in 
excruciating pain for three more minutes. 

He switched the Alarm Detector off and shined the 
'Invisible Light' on the wall in search of his stone. As he 
reached the fourth row, his initials shined on the 
fourteenth stone from the corner and he beamed. “At last 
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we meet,” he whispered, and began a tête-à-tête chat to the 
stone as if he was talking to an intimate friend:  

I came all this way, exposing myself to great danger to 
take you away. I want to take you from this harsh and 
unsociable environment to the place of your birth, to where you 
belong, to reunite you with your peers, and be amongst friends 
and familiar faces. I can see you're lonely and suffering 
alienation from home. I want you to come home like the prodigal 
son, but we can't rejoice, kill the fattened calf and celebrate with 
the entire neighbourhood, because there is no fattened calf to kill 
and no one to celebrate with – they are all dead. You and I will 
not mourn them, but we will celebrate their lives, for they are 
our heroes and our solace. The whole free world will grieve, for 
the humanity in this part of the world is dead, and the human 
conscience has escaped the harshness and coldness of this 
environment.  

Gerard was awakened from his daydream by a hot 
liquid rolling down his face. He immediately began to free 
part of himself from this hostile setting. He switched the 
Laser light on and narrowed its beam to the exact distance 
that separated his stone from the others in the wall. With a 
steady hand, he focused the beam on the concrete that sets 
the stone into the wall and the concrete began to fall into 
dust. He thought that a product that sets these stones 
together is a mixture of hate, selfishness and ignorance. It 
disgusted him, to see the dust falling onto his shoes and 
he feared contamination. 

When the stone became loose, he pulled it smoothly 
out of the wall and laid it on his lap. To his surprise, it was 
still unblemished, pure and unaffected by the amount of 
pollution. It had kept its structure well despite being away 
from its own environment. Gerard took a final look at the 
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wall. He saw the opening where his stone had been, and 
thought they would never be able to fill this gap again 
with the same quality, pride and dignity no matter how 
hard they tried, or how much they paid. His stone is 
irreplaceable and too highly prized to be bought and too 
proud to be broken. It was his and it will remain his 
forever and ever, and those bastards will never have the 
chance to steal it again. 

He put it under his arm, switched the Alarm 
Detector on and began to walk back to meet Juliette 
outside the main gate. He was stepping carefully avoiding 
contact with the alarm’s red beams. The stone was about 
ten kilos in weight and, after he had covered about ten 
metres, he started to feel its weight on his weary legs and 
a few times he missed the alarm beams by just a few 
millimetres. He became exhausted and his knees refused 
to bend enough to clear the alarm network. 

He thought of having a rest, but time was against 
him, as he had to meet Juliette before dawn. He decided to 
press on, after he took another two tablets of Urofen Plus, 
but it was still hard for his legs to clear the complex set-up 
of the alarm system. He decided to crawl under the net on 
his hands and knees. He took his belt off, wrapped it 
around the stone and tied it to his good left leg. He went 
under the net, which was high enough to crawl under 
with about ten centimetres to spare. He crawled the first 
ten metres with ease, and then he started to weaken. His 
heart was pounding against his chest and his breathing 
became shallow. Seeing the first ray of light appearing 
behind the crest of the mountain, he began to panic. He 
thought if he cannot summon all his energy to overcome 
the agonising pain, he will never be able to make it on 
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time.  
He tested his knees for movability, but they were as 

stiff as a rock. The situation was getting serious and he 
was not prepared to fail in his mission. It was his only 
chance to retrieve part of himself from this hostile 
environment. He decided to change his position, and 
turned on his back. It became much easier. He began to 
push as hard as he could to cover the distance and 
suddenly he saw the red light flashing on the Guardian III, 
and quickly pressed the 'Reception' button to hear Juliette 
yelling.  

“You have triggered the alarm. Leave the stone and 
run for your life.” 

“I heard no alarm. It is only five more metres and I'll 
be outside the wall.” 

“It is a silent alarm. They are moving on you right 
now. Get out while you can. Get out now.” 

Juliette’s calls were drowned out by the sound of an 
armoured vehicle and the soldiers shouting 'freeze'. The 
whole area was flooded with search lights from every 
corner of the wall and the shrieking of the great gate 
shutting down was deafening. 

Gerard raised his hands while he was still on his 
back with the stone tied to his left leg. 

“Drop it,” one officer ordered while the soldiers 
under his command were aiming their guns at Gerard, 
and he saw red dots wavering all over his body. 

“Don't shoot! I am unarmed,” he responded with a 
calm voice. 

“Drop it,” the officer cried again while shining his 
handheld light at the Alarm Detector, and Gerard realised 
what he meant. However, a thought crossed his mind and 
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he warned him. 
“If I drop the 'Bomb Activator', it will automatically 

activate all the bombs that I planted on each corner of the 
great wall, and consequently you can kiss your bloody 
wall goodbye.” 

The officer remained silent for a few seconds trying 
to measure his response. Gerard thought his trick was 
working and began to think ahead for his next response. 

“Do you see all these red spots on your body?” The 
officer asked. 

“I do,” he answered immediately. 
“They will be bullet holes in your body if you don't 

cooperate fully with me.” 
“What is it you want?” Gerard asked. 
“I want you to follow my instructions to the letter. If 

you do, I'll give you my word that no harm will come to 
you, but on the other hand if you try to trick me in any 
way or form, you will wish that you had never been born 
– you and every member of your immediate and extended 
family.” 

Gerard did not think he was going to shoot him as 
long as he had the Guardian III still in his hand. The officer 
obviously believed that it was a Bomb Activator. If he 
dropped it, he was sure he would not honour his word. 
He thought the best strategy was to keep bluffing him for 
the time being to measure his response. “Order your men 
to lay down their arms and move fifty metres back,” he 
demanded. 

“Your request is denied. You are not in a position to 
bargain,” the officer replied. 

“Don't test my patience. I am not in the mood for 
playing games. You have ten seconds to do as I tell you,” 
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and he started counting. One, two, three, and he measured 
his reaction and saw him softening, but he continued 
counting four, five, six. Then he heard Okay, and he 
stopped counting. 

“I trust that you'll keep your part of the bargain.” He 
ordered his men to lay down their arms and retreat back 
fifty metres. 

Gerard was not expecting his acceptance of his 
unconditional request so easily and he was caught 
unprepared. The officer remained alert and his handheld 
gun was still aimed at him. If Gerard did make a wrong 
move, the officer would not hesitate to put a bullet hole in 
his head. He remained focused on him and realised that 
he was formulating his next demand. Gerard thought if he 
can convince him to drop his gun too, that will give him a 
chance to make a run to the outside of the perimeter and 
be picked up by Juliette, who will activate the 'Protective 
Magnetic Shield' for complete protection and they would 
be out of there as quick as a flash, but the officer 
interrupted his thinking. 

“I am going to ask you to put the safety pin on, and 
slowly lower your hand and put the 'Bomb Activator' on 
the ground. Do you read me?” 

“Who is going to guarantee my safety after I drop 
my protection, while your gun is aimed at my head?” 

“I gave you my word.” 
“If you want your great wall to remain in one piece, 

my advice to you is to remove the bullet from your 
handgun and toss it to me.” 

The officer was focusing on Gerard trying to 
measure his reaction. Then he raised his hand and pressed 
the charger's release button, removed the bullet's charger 
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and threw the gun, which landed between his legs.  
“Have it your way,” he said. “Now, I want you to 

honour your part of the deal.” 
Gerard gazed at him momentarily and thought if he 

drop this gadget he will be a sitting duck and all his 
efforts would have been in vain. However, if he continued 
bluffing him, he would be able to get away with his stone. 
Now he could feel the effect of the Urofen Plus on his 
knees and he thought he could do the distance 
comfortably. 

Gerard started to lower his hand slowly and the 
officer smiled and focused on his hand, but he stopped 
halfway as he remembered the 'Blinding Light' and 
thought of taking advantage of it. He smiled back at the 
officer and pressed the 'Blinding Light' button followed 
instantly by the 'Destruction' button so no evidence would 
be left behind to implicate Juliette's company. Instantly he 
heard the deafening screaming of soldiers. Gerard took 
advantage of the blinding period and jumped to his feet 
dragging the stone behind him, unaware of other soldiers 
hiding behind the hedges. All of a sudden he felt the 
excruciating pain of an electrical gun paralysing his body 
and he fell to the ground unconscious.  
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12 
 

GERARD REGAINED HIS consciousness in a damp cold 
room, slumbering on a bare concrete floor without a 
mattress or blankets. The dampness and unpleasantly cold 
floor caused his arthritis to flare again. The room’s only 
light came from a small window high above the closed 
door. His knees were aching. He tried to stretch them, but 
the pain was agonising and he moaned. 

“What is the matter with you old man?” 
Gerard turned towards the sound and was taken 

aback to see two beds lined along the wall. One man was 
snuggling down on the bed next to the door, covering 
himself with a checked black and brown blanket. On the 
other bed, there was a man relaxing on his back covered 
with a worn out brown coloured blanket. His hands were 
crossed behind his head that was covered with a woollen 
bonnet. Gerard moved his gaze between them, and 
responded with a croaky voice. 

“I am sick.” 
“Of what?” one man answered with a warm smile. 
“Of life!” 
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“Life must have treated you harshly old man.” 
“Don't call me old man. I do have a name.” 
 The man got off the bed and approached Gerard 

with his hand outstretched. He held his hand while he 
was still on the floor, and pulled him up placing his other 
hand under his arm and helped him to his bed. 

“I am Andrew. This is my friend Danny.” 
“I am Gerard, and pleased to meet you in such 

unpleasant circumstances.” 
Andrew covered him with his blanket and sat on the 

edge of the bed. He was about five foot six, black short 
hair, thick moustache, brown eyes and hooked nose. He 
seemed friendly and concerned. Danny stretched out his 
hand and squeezed Gerard's hard enough to stop the flow 
of blood. He was in his late forties, short and stubby with 
a bald head, grey shaggy beard and shaved moustache. 
He did not seem interested in his welfare and asked, “Are 
you a crim?” 

“Watch your mouth wanker,” Gerard replied angrily. 
“Sorry to offend. What is your crime?” 
“Leave the man alone. He's not feeling well and is in 

need of help,” Andrew told his friend. 
“I don't need your sympathy; I am capable of taking 

care of myself.” 
Danny snorted and turned on his side. He pulled the 

blanket above his head and pretended to be asleep, while 
Andrew got off the bed and reached to a cupboard next to 
his bed, brought out a box of Teddy Bear biscuits and a 
bottle of water. 

“Take a bite and have a drink. You need it.” 
He was right. Gerard was very hungry and his 

mouth was dry. He thanked him for his kindness and 
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asked, “How long have you been here?” 
“Six months and counting,” he replied irksomely. 
“Never been charged?” 
“They must've forgotten about me,” he answered 

pitifully. 
“What are you accused of?” 
“I have no idea!” 
Gerard thought he was hiding something, because 

what he told him did not add up. It was unlikely for a 
man to be arrested and thrown in jail for six months 
without being charged. He started to doubt his answers, 
and began to scan his features but nothing indicated foul 
play. He seemed to be a man with character, perhaps 
educated and well mannered. However, he decided to 
press on with his questions. 

“Tell me the truth, and I'll try to help you.” 
He laughed and shook his head few times.  
“Save yourself if you can.” 
“I am an innocent man. I will be out of here as quick 

as a flash.” 
“You don't have to commit a crime to be locked in 

here until you rot. They don't bother to come and lay 
charges.” 

“This is against the law,” Gerard said. “If they don't 
charge you within four days, they must release you.” 

“You're kidding right!” 
“I am dead serious. We do have rights and they must 

be respected at any cost.” 
“My friend Danny has been here for nine months, 

and I’ve had the honour of sharing this cell with him for 
six. They must have forgotten about us.” 

“You have never been charged?” He asked again. 
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“Maybe we'll die before they think of something to 
charge us with.” 

“Tell me your story and as soon as I get out of here, I 
will raise your plight with the media. They will come here 
and investigate your unlawful detention.” 

Andrew seemed distrustful of Gerard, and it showed 
clearly on his face. “I am sticking my neck out far too 
much,” he said while measuring his reaction. 

“I am clean and all ears,” and nodded for him to 
continue. 

“I was a successful member of the written media. 
Here I am rotting in this awful cell for this long, unable to 
communicate with anyone, even with any of my 
immediate family. So don't tell me about the power of the 
media.” He disputed Gerard's version of the media's 
power. 

“I have connections,” Gerard said, “and I know what 
I am talking about. Tell me your story and I can assure 
you that it will be in the international press if your local 
media doesn’t take any action.” 

“You talk big old man.” 
“Try me, and you'll be surprised.” 

 
 
Andrew sat on the bed with his back to the wall and 
observed Gerard with suspicion. Gerard read his concerns 
and assured him of being clean. He told him that he came 
from Australia and explained in detail the purpose of his 
mission, and how he finished up being his roommate at 
this prison. Andrew believed his side of the story, as he 
remembered the massacre, he even named a few victims. 
Gerard's parents' names were amongst them. He trusted 



George A. Salib 

 118

him and began recounting the events as they had 
unfolded. 

“I was working for a leading newspaper as a political 
analyst,” he began. “When I was given the task of 
investigating the disappearance of archaeological artefacts 
from a particular excavation site, I took my appointment 
very seriously and worked relentlessly until I got my first 
lead.” He paused for a while and Gerard could see the 
stressful look on his face. 

“You must have been very excited.”  
“You may say so. I followed the lead that took me to 

one of the highest officers in the Archaeology Excavation 
Department. From this point on, the story became 
interesting, and I went with the result of my investigation 
to my editor-in-chief expecting some kind of 
commendation. The paper did not print my report; despite 
it being well documented with photos and receipts, even 
with four statutory declarations from a whistleblower and 
three other employees. When I asked the editor-in-chief 
why he chose not to print my investigative report, he 
advised me to keep the lid on it if I wanted to keep my 
job.” 

“Crooked bastard,” Gerard interrupted him. 
“I felt that I had been let down by the newspaper's 

executives. Then I decided to report my findings directly 
to the head of the Excavation Department.” 

“What was his reaction?” Gerard asked eagerly. 
“It took four months to arrange a time to see him. 

Strangely, he chose to see me at his home. I was 
uncomfortable with that, because it looked like private 
business rather than an official report concerning frauds 
within his own department. Actually, I was going to 
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cancel the appointment, thinking it was unusual to 
conduct official business in a private setting and that it 
could be a trap. Finally, I decided to meet him on his own 
terms, because I had nothing to fear and I was not seeking 
ransom, or demanding a reward. The report was 
watertight and I took every feasible care to be impartial. 
Anyhow, to cut the story short, the minute I walked in, I 
felt that he was up to something unlawful. The house was 
unusually quiet. No servants around and his wife and 
children were nowhere to be seen. He welcomed me with 
a wide smile, put his hand on my shoulder, and guided 
me towards his office. I became suspicious and thought he 
could be taping me secretly and decided to weigh my 
words carefully.” 

“Was he a known crim?” Gerard enquired. 
“We know nothing of his past, even we are not sure 

of his identity, but he must have excellent connections to 
be appointed to this position with no known 
qualifications.” 

“It seems to me like this is the norm of employments. 
It is rightly said, don't tell me who you are, tell me who 
you know.” 

“Damn right you are,” he responded with a faint 
smile on his face. 

Gerard smiled back and nodded, encouraging him to 
continue. 

“He offered me a drink that I declined citing the 
strict regulation of No drink on official business. He laughed 
as he praised me with flattering remarks on my good 
ethics. Then, he extended his hand gesturing for me to 
give him the report, which I did. He leafed through the file 
shaking his head, as he scanned some pictures, giving me 
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the impression that he was very pleased with it. He then 
put the folder on the table and gazed directly at me saying 
that I did the right thing by coming to him.” 

“What happened next?” 
“He rose to his feet, shook my hand firmly and 

congratulated me. He asked if I had another copy of the 
report. I told him that the editor-in-chief had a copy and I 
had the data on my laptop hard disk. He said to me that 
the report is very important and may implicate too many 
people. Then he asked me to keep it between us and not to 
tell anyone else. I assured him of my secrecy and thanked 
him for his time. He thanked me in return and escorted 
me to the door. As I was about to walk through the door, 
he whispered in my ear don't be a fool and cause any harm to 
you or to anyone else. I assured him again of my secrecy, 
and strolled along the manicured garden until I passed the 
main gate, where I had parked my car.” 

“On my way home I felt terribly sick in my stomach 
and feared for my safety. In my six years as a journalist, I 
have heard terrible stories where people were jailed for 
their honesty. I figured out that my time had come to pay 
for my integrity and for my devotion to a nation I love so 
dearly.” 

Danny coughed twice, “You should have seen it 
coming,” he said. “It happened to other people and you 
witnessed what had happened to me when I stood up to 
their false and manipulative power.” 

“It crossed my mind, but I thought the press was 
supposed to be the conscience of humanity and it was my 
job as a journalist to make sure that justice was served,” 
Andrew replied. 

“There is no justice in this world,” Danny 
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interjected.” Justice is for the rich and powerful and Joe 
Citizen must be happy to hear them talking about 
freedom, equality, justice, equal opportunity, integrity, 
coexistence, human rights and children's charter and all 
other empty vocabularies they dish out to keep us hoping 
and longing for its implementation for the rest of our 
lives.”  

“You sound bitter, my friend. Have you been treated 
harshly?” Gerard asked Danny. 

“To my people I was a hero as the organisation I 
worked for declared me a martyr. My photos were posted 
on every electrical pole in the city, stuck on every 
available wall, on bus stops around the nation and on 
every window. Large posters were dangling from most 
balconies in the city buildings. My body could not be 
found, but that did not stop political parties, the 
opposition, as well as the government holding tributes 
and honouring me with many medals. Also all religious 
denominations held prayers in different cities to save my 
soul and to assure my parents, my wife and my children 
that I am rejoicing in heaven, despite the fact there was no 
corpse and no coffin in sight,” Danny explained. 

“You've been locked in this cell for nine months, how 
do you know all that?” Gerard asked. 

“We have our means, let's put it that way.” 
“Well, this means of yours as you put it, why didn't 

they tell your parents that you did not arrive in heaven 
yet, but you are still waiting in quarantine to fumigate 
your sins.” 

Danny laughed showing his bare upper and lower 
gums, no teeth and no dentures, which prompted Gerard 
to comment wittily.  
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“You are too young to be toothless.” 
Danny shook his head and replied regrettably. “If I 

had teeth, I would not have the honour of meeting you 
today.” 

“Let's go back to the subject,” Gerard suggested. 
“We have a loyal officer here who keeps us informed 

of what is happening outside and we are happy with 
that.” 

“Why don't you ask him to tell your parents that you 
are in jail; at least they can employ an attorney to defend 
you?” 

“Well! The Secret Intelligence Service has warned my 
parents as well as others not to ask questions and they 
meant what they said.” 

“Explain,” Gerard asked. 
Danny became suspicious of the way Gerard was 

questioning him and thought to put an end to this 
dialogue thinking. If he is one of those no conscience 
government agents with a fat bank account, my immediate and 
extended family would pay dearly for what I am saying. 

Gerard read the hesitation on his face and sensed his 
concern. “Do not be on your guard my friend. I am clean 
and patriotic. I have risked my life and paid a lot of 
money to come all the way from Australia to prove a 
point, not to be a government agent.” 

 Danny lowered his gaze, avoiding eye contact. “We 
have to be vigilant,” he said. 

“I’m all ears,” Gerard responded. 
Danny gawked around the cell for a short time and 

then fixed on Gerard's eyes. When their gazes met, Gerard 
gave him an encouraging smile, and he continued. 

“My first cousin is a young and energetic person. He 
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believed that people could force change if they are united. 
He printed pamphlets and handed them out to people in 
the streets, contradicting the official reports of my death 
and accusing the puppet government of sending me to a 
secret jail. He urged political parties and community 
leaders to lobby the United Nations for an inquiry into my 
disappearance. He claimed to have documented evidence 
to prove the government’s involvement in the cover-up. 
He got caught red-handed with a few pamphlets in his 
possession. That was the last time we heard from him. He 
disappeared from the face of the earth. That is why we 
can't take the risk; because if they find out about this loyal 
officer, he will meet my cousin's destiny.” 

“I still don't know what you are in here for?” 
“I used to work with the Human Rights 

Organization. One day the Secret Intelligence Service 
raided a house and arrested an old man and his wife; they 
took them to their headquarters and treated them badly. I 
mean very badly. The man died from his injuries and his 
wife lost consciousness and died the following day.” 

“Why did they do that for; they were old people and 
could not cause anyone any harm?” Gerard asked. 

“They were caught in the polling booth voting for a 
candidate other than the one they were told to vote for.” 

“That is bullshit and hard to believe,” Gerard replied 
angrily. 

“You are free to vote, but not for your favourite 
candidate,” Danny replied with a faint smile on his face. 

“Is it a crime to vote for a candidate whom you believe 
can best represent the interests of the nation?” Gerard asked. 

“Under this system you are free to do only what you 
have been told to do.” 
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“Explain,” Gerard demanded.  
“Voting in this country is not compulsory. However, 

constituents rush to the polling booths in the thousands to 
cast their votes. Not for just any candidate, mind you. 
They must vote for the candidate who bought the right to 
their vote. If they get paid by one candidate and then cast 
their vote for another, they will pay with their lives,” 
Danny explained. 

“How does the candidate know that a constituent 
did not vote for him? Didn’t they cast their votes in 
privacy?” 

“Figuratively, yes. However, in reality privacy is a 
thing of the past. The walls – the general public say – have 
eyes and ears.” 

“You’re kidding, right?” 
“Believe it or not,” Danny responded.  
“How did you know of their arrest?” 
“One of the officers on duty saw what was 

happening. He realised that the man and his wife were 
friends of his parents. He did not dare to interfere, but 
managed to secretly take photos with his small camera 
and he passed them to the Human Rights Organization. 
Being the senior officer, I sent copies of the photos to 
Geneva's headquarters who in turn wrote to the Ministry 
of Justice in the dummy government seeking an 
explanation. The authorities here accused me of passing 
information that threatened the national security. They 
arrested me secretly, threw me in this cell and fed the 
media false reports about me being assassinated by a 
hostile country. They reported that the hostile country had 
become suspicious of my dealings and arranged, with the 
help of one of their insiders, to poison my food and 
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dispose of my body in order to protect the identities of 
other operatives. The media was happy to feast on these 
false reports and managed to convince their readers that I 
was a hero to the cause. The nation responded well and 
honoured me with every means they could think of.” 

“It is absurd,” Gerard said in disgust. 
“Do you still want to help?” Danny asked.  
“I shall not rest until I uproot the weeds from the 

garden of this nation. I shall not rest until I rid its trees 
and its flowers from borers and weevils. I will raise an 
army of honest soldiers and faithful officers to protect my 
homeland and liberate her inhabitants, so we can be the 
jewel in the crown of all nations.” 

“Stop making political speeches. You sound like 
them. You’re either a dreamer or a castle in the sky,” 
Danny remarked. 

“Do not underestimate me mate. I look old, but I still 
have enough gas in my tank.” 

Danny scanned him with a critical eye. Gerard felt 
his gaze probing deep into his soul, and he became 
agitated.  

“Don’t give me that dirty look. If you have anything 
to say, say it loud and clear.” 

Danny remained unmoved. His eyes were fixed on 
the ceiling and the colour of his face changed to the 
brownish colour of the cell wall. It seemed as if his soul 
had left his body temporarily. After a few seconds of 
complete silence, Danny came back to life and smiled.  

 “Let me tell you a little story my friend,” he said as 
he sat on the edge of the bed. My grandmother told me 
many stories. Every time she put me to bed, she used to 
tell me one of her fascinating tales. At that time, I did not 
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understand why she was telling me these stories. 
Nevertheless, I used to enjoy listening until the angel of 
sleep took over. As I grew older, I started to recall her 
stories and I found them educational and well connected 
to real life. When you began to preach patriotic lines, I 
remembered one of my grandmother’s stories, and I 
thought the theme fits well with your state of illusion.” 

“Let me be the judge,” Gerard said impatiently. 
“Once upon a time... That is how my grandmother 

used to begin her stories. One afternoon when she put me 
to bed, she brushed my short hair and I felt the palm of 
her hand like sandpaper scraping my skull. I tolerated the 
pain because I loved her dearly. Poor granny, she was a 
hard worker. She worked in the fields cultivating the land, 
milking the cows and, at the end of the day, she had to do 
all the housework. My grandmother was an amazing 
woman. She always wore her silver hair in a bun on top of 
her head. Her hairstyle remained the same as far as I could 
recall. She had an angelic face. I never saw her depressed, 
angry, or sad. She was full of energy and always greeted 
you with a warm and friendly smile. I missed her so 
much. She was truly my mentor. Unfortunately, my 
grandfather became an invalid and eventually died after a 
thug working for one of the local warlords had shot him 
and went unpunished. Since then, granny had to do 
everything for us. She became sensitive and withdrew into 
her shell. Once I heard her crying and went to investigate. 
When she saw me, she wiped her tears quickly and 
smiled.” 

“Don’t be alarmed,” she said. “I just hurt myself 
chopping some wood for rainy days.”  

I did believe her then, but as I grew older, I 
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understood that she missed my grandpa a lot. 
Always before she would begin to tell me a story, she 

would say: I want you to remember this one; you may need to 
tell it to your children. 

I always promised her that I would. I kept my word 
and memorised these stories for years until they became 
tattooed on my conscious. Now I want you to promise 
that you will tell this one to whoever you meet and keep 
your promise as I kept mine.” 

“I’ll take the risk and promise you. Now let us hear it.” 
As his grandmother used to begin her stories, he 

began: 
“Once upon a time there was a farmer – an olive tree 

farmer. His farm was the biggest in the region. The oil he 
produced was the best quality, Pure Virgin olive oil – 
authentic, smooth, sweet, fine textured and organic – not 
like the other genetically modified produce. His olive oil 
was in great demand all over the world. He was a very 
proud farmer, dedicated to his work, honest, reliable, 
well-mannered and faithful. All the farming communities 
in the region envied him. In fact, there were twenty-two 
farmers to be exact. All of them tried hard to match the 
quality of his produce. They succeeded in equalling the 
colour and size of the olives, but they could never produce 
the exact taste or the identical texture. The neighbouring 
farmers became very jealous of his remarkable success and 
gathered in a secret meeting. They proposed ideas and 
debated plans for days. Finally, an old farmer known for 
his evil spirit, suggested a radical solution. Initially the 
farmers were suspicious and were not sure if it would be 
successful, but after a lengthy debate, they resolved if we 
cannot be like him, let him be like us.  
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 “On a dark night they executed their plan, and the 
result was a disaster. The farmer lost everything. His olive 
trees, his livelihood, his future and the future of his 
offspring.” 

Danny ceased telling the story and Gerard noticed 
his eyes were welling. “Don’t leave us in suspense, what 
was their plan?” He asked. 

“All twenty-two farmers assembled their workers at 
midnight with shovels, picks and gallons of chemicals. 
Under the cover of darkness, they invaded the olive farm. 
They dug holes under every olive tree and poured a large 
quantity of a compound of chemicals that they had 
recruited on the black market. They executed their plan 
with extreme precision and then went back to their own 
farms as if nothing had ever happened. 

“Time passed and the olive trees began to die. The 
flowers began to fall without pollination. The leaves 
turned yellow and fell leaving the branches bare and dry. 
The other farmers saw the result of their action and were 
pleased. However, to cover-up their dirty works, they 
rushed to the help of their neighbour. They suggested the 
use of many different chemicals, recommended many 
treatment plans and made sure their sympathy was felt. 
However all their efforts were in vain. Since the farmer’s 
health ailed, the olive trees dried up. The farmer was 
financially broke and his dreams were destroyed. 

“One day he read about a famous botanist from the 
Western World known for his expertise in olive 
plantations. He wrote to him explaining what had 
happened to his olive plantation and the botanist agreed 
to come at a cost. The farmer paid the fees and the botanist 
honoured his part of the contract.” 
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Danny stopped as if he was trying to recollect his 
thoughts. His eyes were icy and his face turned yellowish. 
Gerard thought he had forgotten the rest of the story and 
he made it clear to him. 

“Your memory has failed you?” He asked. 
“My throat is parched and I feel an intense thirst.” 
Gerard reached to the tap, filled his mug and handed 

it to him. Danny gulped a mouthful and returned the mug 
to the shelf beside his bed and continued. 

“The botanist conducted every feasible test. He took 
samples from branches, flowers, buds, barks and trunks of 
trees. He sent all the samples to the lab and the diagnostics 
were all clear. Then he decided to test the soil and, to the 
surprise of many, the botanist gave his verdict.” 

Danny reached again to the mug and wetted his lips. 
“Can you guess the verdict old man?” He asked. 
Gerard looked him in the eye. “Of course I do, but I 

don’t want to spoil the occasion for you, please go ahead 
and claim the glory.” 

Your farm is ruined and there is nothing you can do, he 
said to the farmer. Your trees have been poisoned and the 
roots are dead. You cannot cure them because the damage 
is beyond repair. Your only choice is to uproot all your 
olive trees, disinfect the soil and plant new ones.” 

The farmer was shocked. “It would take years for the 
plants to mature. I would be long dead before I enjoyed 
the produce of my hard work.” 

The botanist looked him in the eye and said, “Your 
ancestors planted the seeds for you to harvest and enjoy 
the fine produce. Now it is your turn to plant the right 
seeds for your offspring to enjoy what you took for 
granted and failed to protect.” 
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13 
 

DANNY'S STORY SADDENED Gerard and he felt the 
pain of those honest and dedicated people. He sensed 
their disappointments, their anguish and their inability to 
unite and revolt against their oppressors. Homeland is not 
only about the good weather, the warm sunshine, the 
fresh air and the sweet water; it is the product of the 
governing bodies in their righteousness or in their 
wickedness. Wicked warlords, zealous religious 
politicians and their associates governed the nation the 
same way they managed the farms they inherited from 
their feudal parents, who treated its inhabitants like slaves 
they had bought in the slave market for a handful of gold.  

It is a shame to allow those villains to govern such a 
beautiful country. The time has come for our people to 
unite and vote with their feet. Seeing how these two good 
people had accepted their destiny with grace and had 
remained confident that they could affect change, and 
bear all the pain and suffering not knowing what would 
happen to them and their families, made Gerard very 
bitter. He became more resolved to free them to return to 



Only the dead have no dreams 

 131

their loved ones, and to live in peace and dignity which is 
what most people in the world take for granted. 

Danny noticed Gerard's state of daydreaming and 
wondered if he would ever come back to hear Andrew's 
plight, and he cleared his throat. 

“Come on old man, don't take it so seriously. At least 
I am still alive and one day I will be free. There are more 
cases worse than mine, and people still manage a smile.” 

“I am sorry for being such a nuisance; I was 
contemplating my next move.” 

“Don't you want to listen to Andrew's story?” Danny 
asked. 

“Yes … Yes! Of course,” he replied meekly.   
Andrew sighed and glanced at Danny. 
“We should not burden this old man with our 

problems. He has troubles of his own and I think he shall 
not be able to handle it with ease the way he thinks he 
can.” 

Gerard gazed at Andrew and retorted angrily 
proclaiming his innocence, and bet him that he would be 
released as early as today. Then, he pleaded with him to 
tell him the rest of his story, “I am determined to secure 
your release,” he said, “no matter how much it would 
cost.” 

“I hope you can deliver on your words, but I guess 
you don't know whom you're up against. However, we 
wish you luck for the sake of all of us,” replied Andrew. 
He paused briefly, then continued. 

“I arrived home and parked outside as usual. I did 
not notice anything abnormal. The light was on and no 
other cars were in the driveway. I opened the door and the 
moment I stepped inside, I was face-to-face with a gun 



George A. Salib 

 132

aimed at my head and immediately I was apprehended by 
two men who pushed me against the wall and began 
searching me. I objected to their unlawful action and 
demanded to know who they were. One of the intruders 
kicked my arse and told me with an unfamiliar accent that 
they were Secret Intelligence Service officers. They told me 
to shut up if I didn't want to be kicked again. The minute I 
heard their accent, I said to myself shit, I think the bastard 
has done it, meaning the head of the Department of 
Excavation, but to be sure, I demanded to see the search 
warrant and their identification cards. They laughed and 
yelled the arsehole is demanding to see a search warrant. 

“Three men walked out of the lounge and 
approached. A tall man about six two with broad 
shoulders, black short hair and an uneven styled 
moustache, introduced himself as agent 35, officer-in-
charge from the Secret Intelligence Service. He asked me if 
the two men had treated me well. I complained about 
their unlawful arrest and told him that they were 
trespassing and they should leave immediately. The 
officer-in-charge told the other two men to take me inside 
and be sure to treat me well. I understood what he meant by 
that. Anyhow, as we walked into the lounge, I saw my 
wife and my ten-year-old daughter sitting on the couch. 
My wife had fear in her eyes and Nadine was holding 
tight to her mother's neck. I asked them if they were all 
right. My wife nodded, but I knew they had been badly 
treated. One of the men asked me for my laptop. I told 
him I didn’t have it at hand. Are you sure, he asked and I 
told him yes. He said I should refresh your memory and with 
the back of his hand, he slapped me across the face with 
such force that he broke a couple of my teeth and blood 
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oozed from my mouth. My wife screamed at him, Bloody 
animal you are, but before she had finished what they 
considered as an insult, the other man punched her 
behind the ear, saying shut up you bitch or you go with him. 
Without thinking, I jumped on his back, holding his hair 
in one hand and punching him with the other. He tried to 
shake me off, but I was so mad that I was stuck to his back 
like glue. The other two men came to his aid and began 
hitting me with the butt of their guns, but I did not feel 
any pain. The fight went on for a minute or so, and the 
two of them could not free him from my hold despite that 
I was bleeding from most parts of my body. They kept 
hitting me and I started to lose my grip. I stopped hitting 
him, wrapped my hands around his neck and began to 
strangle him, but I felt weak and my hands started to slide 
back. However, I managed to insert the middle finger of 
each hand inside his nostrils. I gathered all my energy, as 
well as all my hate and anger, then I pulled as hard as I 
could. I got my reward as I heard a sound like the fast 
opening of a zip and his nose ripped in two. The splash of 
blood from his nose sullied my hands and soiled the 
carpets and furniture.” 

“What happened to him?” Gerard asked. 
“An ambulance came and attended to his injuries 

and moved him to the hospital to operate on his nose.” 
“Did they attend to your injuries?” 
“One of the medics tried to, but the officer-in-charge 

gestured him to back off, and he did.”  
“What happened next?” 
“The officer-in-charge sat on the couch, put his legs 

on a footrest and ordered his men to get towels and cover 
my injuries, then he asked me again. Where is your laptop?  
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I said it was in the car and handed him the keys.” 
One of his men brought the laptop back and asked 

me to show him the file on the excavation. I told him to 
search for it himself. He hesitated and I could see from his 
look that he was not familiar with computers. He looked 
at me and said, you still have a few good teeth, do you want to 
keep them? I understood his remarks and opened the file. 
Read it for yourself, I said. He looked at me with anger in 
his eyes and called his superior who came to check the 
file. He asked me if I had a backup file anywhere else. I 
assured him that I didn't, and he could verify that with the 
head of the Department of Excavation. He stared at me 
angrily, then smiled showing his large, uneven false teeth. 
That was not hard, was it?  

“Nothing is hard or impossible for people who have 
nothing to lose,” I said. 

He gave me a nasty look, handed me a pen and three 
A4 typed papers, and pointed to a line at the bottom of the 
last page. 

“Sign here,” he barked. 
“It is a large document and I want to read it before I 

set my signature.” 
“Are you calling me a liar?” 
 “I cannot prove it,” I said. 
He looked at me with fiery eyes. 
“Sign it,” he barked again. 
“I knew I was not going to win with him – not 

physically – I took the pen and proceeded to sign. Then I 
thought to myself, those bastards have infringed on our 
rights, restricted our freedom, stole our wealth, corrupted 
our system, influenced our rotten politicians and, with the 
help and cooperation of factions of our society, they have 
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managed to control every aspect of our lives. I pondered 
when was it ever going to stop and when will our people 
wake up and learn to govern for themselves. We should 
have learned our lesson, but I knew that we had not, and I 
wondered if we ever would.” 

 “I became aware that I had lost the war, but I 
refused to raise a white flag. I decided to fight all the way, 
with whatever was left in me, resolving to lose in dignity 
rather than to live in disgrace. I changed my mind about 
signing a document I had not read. I held the pen firmly in 
the palm of my hand and gazed at the officer-in-charge 
long and hard and with a steady voice, I told him fuck you 
and raised my hand as I summoned all my hate and anger 
and punched him on his right cheek. He screamed like a 
wounded pig, and I saw his false teeth fly out of his 
mouth through the open window and land somewhere in 
the front yard. It was the shortest and the sweetest 
moment in my life.”  

“The other man who was sitting next to him jumped 
to his feet like a mad dog, and with the butt of his gun, he 
directed one single blow to my left temple, and the next 
thing I knew Danny was attending to me the same way I 
attended to you, and I have been here ever since.”  
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14 
 

GERARD WAS TRAUMATISED by Andrew's story and 
full of pride at the same time. He preached by example 
and we should all follow suit. In this materialistic world 
and in our present state of self, we cannot create a nation 
to be proud of, unless we trade the subject 'I' with 'WE', 
and we all became one, and one became all. 

Gerard did not feel like talking; neither did Danny 
nor Andrew. They were all lingering on within a system 
eroded with corruption. The corruptors and their 
associates were always chosen to fill the highest positions 
in the land – shamefully, the very same people who knew 
that they were subjugated, voted repeatedly for the same 
people, knowing that they would exploit them again. Why 
did they do that? No one can tell. Maybe it was ignorance 
on their part, or perhaps a bond had developed between 
the oppressor and the oppressed. 

The wall of silence that fell on the cell remained in 
place, and Gerard did not dare to break that sombre 
stillness. He fixed his glance on Danny, trying to measure 
his response to the events as Andrew had unfolded them, 
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but Danny was gazing back at Gerard with the same 
inquisitiveness on his face. Their gazes locked until the 
guard's knock on the door caught their attention. 

“Visitor for Mr Gerard Shamil,” he yelled through 
the small opening in the door. 

Gerard was rendered speechless and he looked at 
Danny for assistance, but Andrew's experience saved him 
and he yelled back. 

“Can't I have a piss without being disturbed?” 
“Make it nippy, the lady is in a hurry,” the guard 

replied. 
“In good time,” Andrew responded, then he came 

close to Gerard and whispered, “Your visitor must be well 
connected.” 

“What do you mean?” 
“That guard is very rude and he's never happy until 

he has insulted us one way or another. For him to be 
polite with you, he must be expecting some form of 
reward.” 

“There must be some misunderstanding. I am alone 
and I am not expecting a visitor.” 

Danny jumped out of bed and went to the door 
sneaking a look through the keyhole. He looked longer 
than necessary. Then he turned back, smiling farcically. 

“If I had a visitor like yours,” he said, “I wouldn't 
have the honour of meeting you.” 

“Are you all right?” Andrew asked. 
“Have a look for yourself.” 
Andrew took a long, hard look through the keyhole 

and came back with a smile on his face. 
“Congratulations,” he said to Gerard. “I value your 

company, but unfortunately you will have to leave us 
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soon.” 
Gerard looked at Andrew in puzzlement as he 

shrugged gesturing to Gerard to have a look. Gerard took 
a glimpse through the keyhole, only to see a pair of legs at 
the far corner of what looked like a reception room. His 
eyes had to travel ten inches above her knees to catch the 
edge of her skirt. Since the person sitting on the chair was 
sheltered by the counter, Gerard tried to put a body on 
those legs, but unfortunately his memory failed him and 
he wondered for a while who this person could be. He 
turned back and shrugged, but Andrew and Danny were 
obviously not convinced and it showed on their faces. 

“Believe it or not,” he said to them, “I don't know 
who my visitor is.” 

“You mean you don't recognise what you saw,” 
Andrew commented. 

“The man is old enough not to remember every pair 
of legs he has come across,” Danny remarked brusquely. 

Gerard was very annoyed with their remarks, but 
too preoccupied to respond, as he was trying to figure out 
whom those legs belonged to. Then the guard called 
again. 

“Are you ready Mr Gerard?” 
“Coming,” Gerard shouted impatiently. As he 

glanced at his fellow prisoners, he noticed a question mark 
on their faces and he said to them: 

“I have been here for one day and I am telling you 
the truth. I don't know anybody.” 

At the same time as the guard opened the door and 
gestured to Gerard to go ahead of him, Andrew called out: 

“Don't forget to come back and wish us goodbye and 
good luck before you leave.” 
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15 
 

GERARD WAS WALKING ahead of the guard towards 
the reception area, when he noticed Captain Juliette 
talking to an officer. He was shocked to see her being that 
friendly with such a cruel people. He stopped and told the 
guard to take him back to the cell, because he didn't want 
to see his visitor anymore. The guard was very polite and 
civil. He pointed out that if he didn't take him to see her, 
his superior officer who happened to be talking to her 
would be very annoyed. 

Gerard accepted his explanation and walked with 
him reluctantly. As they arrived at their table, the guard 
stopped about five metres from the table and saluted the 
officer.  

“This is Mr Shamil, Sir.” 
“Thank you Sergeant Hani, that is all,” he replied as 

he returned the salute nonchalantly. 
Gerard stood silently, taken by Juliette's beauty, and 

wondered what she was up to now. However, he was 
paying special attention to her dress – a body tight 
miniskirt well above her knees and a man's shirt with four 
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buttons undone – not leaving much to hide. She wore a 
red wig that went well with her bright, shiny, red, plump 
lips. He was surprised to see how different she looked 
being off-duty. Gerard said to himself I like her better 
without the uniform. 

Juliette apparently read his mind. She stood up and 
approached him. 

“Hello darling,” she said and hugged him intimately. 
She looked at the officer and introduced us. 

“This is Captain Adel Baheer, assistant to the prison's 
Governor.” She then introduced me as her cousin. 

Gerard was taken aback by Juliette's attire and could 
not resist a never-ending gaze. He was stunned by her 
introduction as him being her cousin and wondered what 
could be behind all that. He remained silent and did not 
attempt to respond. However, Captain Adel extended his 
hand, apologised for any inconvenience and asked him if 
he had been treated fairly. To that, he answered with a 
simple yes, and smiled as he held Juliette's hand.  

“You call on me if you ever need any help,” then he 
looked at Juliette and beamed. “Go to the cafeteria and 
have a cup of coffee. No one will disturb you.” 

“Thank you,” she said. 
As he was about to leave, Juliette shook his hand and 

whispered. “I owe you one.” 
 
 

They strolled towards the cafeteria which was about two 
blocks to the right of the reception area. Juliette put her 
hand around his waist and pulled him closer. “Let's look 
like very close relatives. It helps my cause.” 

“What are you trying to prove?” He exclaimed. 
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“I am rendering a great service to the man I admire 
most. We'll have a coffee first then you'll be happy to take 
my plan on board.” 

They walked into the cafeteria and chose a table in 
the far corner away from other customers. As they sat 
down, a female attendee came up to their table and 
Juliette ordered two cappuccinos and cheesecake without 
asking him if he would like a coffee or tea. He thought 
maybe a prisoner is not allowed to even choose his drinks.  

Juliette was not interested in social etiquette and 
hastily explained to Gerard that her visit to the jail was not 
a social call from a niece to her imprisoned cousin. It was 
rather a kind of business call if you would like to see it 
that way. She insisted on discussing it while we were 
having a cuppa that she didn't really want to have. 

Gerard was stunned to hear her talking about 
discussing a business deal, while he was held in this rotten 
place awaiting the same destiny as his two friends. He 
gazed at her angrily and demanded she explain her new 
attire and her friendly relationship with Captain Adel. 

“You don't discuss a business venture wearing a 
Captain’s uniform of a spacecraft. You must present 
yourself like a real businessperson,” she explained. 

Gerard did not buy her explanation, as he was not 
aware of the nature of her business deal with the assistant 
of the prison's Governor. He decided to look like he was 
uninterested in her business deal and he smiled as he 
asked. 

“What sort of business are you going to negotiate 
with the Governor's assistant? Are you going to buy some 
prisoners cheaply and sell them on the slave market?” 

“You said it,” she responded cheekily. 
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“You’re kidding right!” 
“No!” she answered with anger on her face that he 

had not seen before. She looked very alert and edgy, and 
he anticipated trouble. She must be up to something very 
serious and he thought of warning her before she got into 
trouble. He came close to her and whispered. 

“Don't be a fool. These people have no mercy in their 
hearts. If you get caught you will never live long enough 
to regret it.” 

Juliette smiled and tried to thank him for his concern, 
but she was interrupted by the attendee bringing their 
orders. She put them on the table and asked them if they 
needed anything else. 

 
 

“You are going to break out from this prison tonight 
between twelve thirty and one thirty in the morning.” She 
said it as he was chewing on a piece of the cheesecake that 
he had finally managed to cut. He stopped chewing and 
swallowed hard. 

“Say it again.” 
“You heard me right.” 
“You mean escaping from this fortified place?” 
“Yes!” 
“How?” 
“The prison's Governor is in business providing an 

international company with human spare parts. My 
company won the contract to deliver the consignments 
and, over time, I have developed a friendly relationship 
with him. Captain Adel knew about this business. He did 
not like the concept, but he had to deal with the Governor 
and turn a blind eye for reasons you’ll understand in time. 
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Since you were captured red-handed, I paid them a visit 
and told them that you are my cousin, as well as one of 
our most valued customers and I would like them to help 
you escape.” 

“What was their response to your attractive 
proposition?” 

“They never reject a good deal.” 
“Explain!” 
“They will arrange your escape at the cost of ten 

thousand dollars in cash.” 
“Foolproof?” 
“Guaranteed, or they double your money.” 
Gerard was tempted to accept her proposal, because 

he thought that with his state of health, he wouldn’t be 
able to survive in this harsh environment.  

“Just that easy, you walked in dressed like that and 
waved your magic wand, and they accepted no strings 
attached,” he queried her. 

“They are very sharp businesspeople, and they know 
exactly which side their bread is buttered on. They have 
checked your credit balance, contacted their credit 
company and arranged for the transfer of the amount to a 
special untraceable account, from which the amount can 
be withdrawn in cash and no one could trace it back to 
them.” 

“You mean they can siphon my credit without my 
consent?” 

“No!” she assured him, as she reached into her 
handbag and took out a pen and paper. 

“This is a withdrawal form,” she said. “Sign it and 
tomorrow morning you'll be going back home.” 

Gerard took the form and folded it in half. He 
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paused for a short time trying to formulate his response, 
fearing that dealing with such corrupted people was a 
dangerous game. He thought to test their honesty, or he 
should say the reliability of their corrupt nature. 

“We are pressed for time. Sign it if you value your 
freedom,” Juliette interrupted impatiently. 

“I will, after I clarify two things.” 
“What is it?” she asked. 
“Firstly, I want to take two friends with me.” 
“Don't tell me you have been here for a few hours 

and you have developed a lasting friendship with some 
crooks, and you want to free them?” 

Gerard explained to her the circumstances which had 
led to the arrest of Andrew and Danny. She was 
sympathetic and agreed to go back and renegotiate the 
price. 

“This can be done, but that'll cost you extra.” 
“I’m happy to pay.” 
“What is your second request?” she asked. 
“I want to know the exact details of the plan.” 
Juliette lowered her voice to a whisper. 
“Tonight, the guard will leave the door of your cell 

unlocked. At exactly twelve thirty, you and your friends 
will open the door and walk to the eastern corner of the 
tower – do not run as you may wake other officers.” 

“What about the guards on the watchtower and the 
search light?” 

“No guards will be on watch.” 
“How?” 
“The Governor will summon all the guards on duty 

to an emergency meeting, pretending that an inside 
informer has informed him of a prison break to take place 
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at three o'clock in the morning. And the purpose of this 
meeting would be to formulate a plan of action to counter 
their escape, and catch them red-handed. The Governor 
and his assistant will make sure that the meeting won't 
finish before two o'clock. You and your friends will have 
ample time to move slowly without being detected to 
rendezvous with me at the pick-up point.” 

“It sounds like a foolproof plan.” 
“Sign the withdrawal form and let me see what I can 

do for your friends.” 
Gerard unfolded the paper and was stunned to see it 

completed with all his banking details as per his credit 
card. The only line left unfilled was where he would have 
to initial and put his signature. He took the pen and, as he 
proceeded to write down his initials, he reflected back on 
the past events, thinking that he had come to investigate a 
rumour of a massacre. He had succeeded in establishing 
the truth of it, and he had all the evidence he needed to 
take the perpetrators to the International Court of Justice. 
Also he had managed to free a part of him and he felt 
adamant not to leave it behind. If he run away from this 
confrontation and take with him two of the most loyal 
people to this nation, then who is going to fight to liberate 
the imprisoned souls? And if every able person is going to 
bribe the authorities to get his way out, then who is going 
to fight for the rest that don't have the negotiating power? 
Shall we leave them at the mercy of those warlords and 
their associates? 

No, Gerard said to himself: 
"I came here with a mission that I have to 

accomplish. I am going to have my day in the Court, and I 
shall be free, because I am innocent and I have nothing to 
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fear. I will win and go home with my stone, the symbol of 
my past, the symbol of resistance and the symbol of 
freedom. I shall go home, raise the plight of my two 
friends and help them to fight back and rid this great 
nation of those rodents that should have been eradicated a 
long time ago." 

Juliette was becoming edgy and looking at him 
impatiently as his hand held the pen sturdy, but was not 
moving on the signature line. She must have read his 
thoughts and urged him to sign if he wanted to save his 
two friends and himself. 

Gerard took the pen and the paper and gave them 
back to Juliette. 

“I am very grateful for your good intentions and 
your eagerness to help me escape with my friends, but 
unfortunately I have decided to have my day in court 
facing the enemies, the oppressors, the exploiters and the 
warlords of this great nation. This is my only chance and I 
am not going to let it slip through my fingers.” 

“You should think it over, they might imprison you 
or worse; they might execute you for a crime you did not 
commit. It is not unusual in this part of the world,” she 
explained. 

“I am willing to take my chances, however I want 
you to stay around if you can. I may need you to do one or 
two things for me while preparing my defence. 
Unfortunately, they confiscated my SOSCO and I have no 
other way to contact you. Therefore, if I fail, you are free 
to go back. Maybe you can sell your story to some 
interested media to make enough money and resign. You 
were not born to do such work.” 

“I won't leave you no matter what. I will send you a 
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replacement with Captain Adel. He is a gentleman, very 
honest and he loves his country more than you think. 
However, he has a family to take care of. His 
remuneration is not enough to pay for rent and bills. He 
has to find extra resources to take care of other family 
expenditures. You should also know that I have a carte 
blanche; I can come and go whenever I like.” 

 “I have no doubt that you can attain the 
unattainable.” 

“What makes you so sure?” 
“My friends saw you through the keyhole, and told 

me that if they had an outside connection with the same 
beauty and charm as you, they wouldn't have had the 
honour of meeting me in that rotten prison cell.” 

Gerard saw her smiling as they walked to pay for 
their drinks, but they were told that Captain Adel had 
paid for them.    
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16 
 

AS GERARD WALKED back to his cell, he noticed a new 
single bed, a new mattress, new blankets and pillows. 

“I don't think you're going to sleep on this mattress 
beyond tomorrow!” Andrew stated. 

“What makes you think so?”  
“No one has ever had such royal treatment in this 

cell,” Danny cut in. 
“I am innocent.” 
“You are guilty until you can prove otherwise,” 

Andrew responded. 
“I am innocent until the State can prove otherwise,” 

he corrected him. 
“We'll see about that,” Andrew responded and 

stretched out on his bed whistling a familiar tune O 
Lebanon a slice of heaven. 

Gerard left Andrew to his whistling, and sat on the 
edge of his bed contemplating his next move. However, he 
was interrupted as he saw a small box on the pillow and 
was tempted to open it. Inside it there was his SOSCO and 
a note with the compliments of Captain Adel. He wore the 
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SOSCO on his wrist, cut the note into small pieces and 
threw it in the bin. Then he took his shoes off and 
stretched on the bed considering Juliette's proposal. It was 
his only chance to get out of there in one piece, but his 
reputation would be tarnished, as well as his mission 
would not be accomplished. He thought if he accept 
Captain Juliette’s plan and run away from a fight that he 
prepared himself so hard for, he would be letting the 
victims of the massacre down. They would hang their 
heads in shame every time his name is mentioned. He is 
resolved now to face his day in court and make them 
proud. That was the honourable thing to do. 

Gerard closed his eyes and felt contented as he 
probed into our history. Some aspects of our history made 
him proud, others made him hang his head in shame. But 
isn’t it the same for every nation he asked myself. From 
the time they began to record history, every nation on 
earth passed through this cycle. Look at the British 
Empire, the Turkish Empire, and the Islamic conquests. 
All those empires failed to sustain due to the existence of 
corrupted elements throughout the government ranks. We 
are not immune to this human voracity. 

  The question that is always nagging him is, how do 
we allow ourselves to sink to this level of systematic 
deterioration? He believe people should not seek revenge, 
as vengeance is the characteristic of the weak. They should 
be vigilant and observant. They should hold politicians 
accountable and refrain from casting their votes to the 
highest bidders. It would have been better to ascertain 
their place in this society by being humble with pride, 
strong with the sense of forgiveness and rock-hard-people 
not to be jostled without consequences. He felt drowsy 
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and fought to keep his eyes open, but the bed was 
comfortable and he was too worn-out to fight off a good 
snooze. 

 
  

Gerard was awakened by a Sergeant who came to take 
him to the interview room. He followed him to a small 
room with no window. There was only one table in the 
middle and two chairs. The Sergeant made him sit on the 
chair facing what looked like a rectangular window fitted 
with a reverse mirror. 

“Sit tight,” he said as he slammed the door behind 
him. 

Gerard moved his gaze around the room. The walls 
were painted in a grey colour, perhaps to save cleaning 
the walls after a good punch-up with the prisoners. He 
remembered a film he saw last year about prisoners being 
sent to one of those horrible jails in the region to be abused 
away from the watchful eyes of the Human Rights 
Organization. The prisoners were tortured physically and 
mentally. They were undressed and electrical shocks were 
applied to the men's penises and to the nipples of the 
female prisoners. Those imageries sent a cold shiver to the 
core of his bones; however, he came back to his actual 
world at the squeaking sound of the door. He turned 
around and a man with civilian clothes smiled at him as 
he approached the table. He stood behind the chair 
opposite and examined him for longer than necessary, 
then took off his jacket, laid it on the back of the chair and 
sat down.  

Gerard examined him critically. He was about five 
foot six, well-built and well groomed with dark, short 
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hair. He was clean shaven with a thin moustache and 
bushy eyebrows. He wore specs that sat on the bridge of 
his measurably large nose. He opened a folder, took out 
three light blue sheets of paper and stapled them together. 
Then he pushed the file in front of Gerard, and pointed 
with his pen to the last line of each sheet. 

“Sign on the dotted line of each sheet,” he directed 
him.” 

Gerard glanced at the file and understood from the 
heading that it was a confession of some sort to a crime he 
did not commit. He was shaken and it showed on his face. 
“I utterly refuse to put my signature on these documents,” 
he said unfalteringly. 

“This is the minutes of your interview. I am advising 
you to sign it for your own sake.” 

Gerard looked at him sitting on the opposite side of 
the desk and noticed his name tag that read “Detective 
Sergeant Bruce Fatin.” His style of interrogation was 
somehow similar to the style used by most interrogators. 
He spoke very softly, but decisively, and adopted a 
methodical approach with a very clear idea of how it 
would end. Gerard became aware of his intention as he 
was warned previously by his two friends, and he decided 
to play the role of an ignoramus. 

“Detective Sergeant Bruce Fatin,” Gerard addressed 
him politely. “If I sign these documents, I am afraid the 
judge will declare them inadmissible evidence.” 

Sergeant Bruce examined Gerard's features 
thoroughly and managed to smile timidly. 

“Don't try to bluff me Mr Shamil. This is your 
verbally recorded statement. The stenographer retyped it 
word for word.” 
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“I am not bluffing Sir; I can assure you of that,” he 
answered without hesitation. 

“You are hindering the course of justice.” He was 
threatening him now. 

“I heard that your judicial system is very clean and 
attainable. I don't think the jury will not notice that I have 
signed documents that I don't understand.” 

Sergeant Bruce became edgy and his body language 
showed that he was moving towards some physical 
action, and he made sure that Gerard understood his 
intention.  

“Don't test my patience,” he said. “I am pressed for 
time. Sign and let justice take its course.” 

“You don't want me to sign under duress documents 
I cannot read do you?” He asked craftily. 

 Sergeant Bruce began to leaf through Gerard's 
folder, stopping every now and then to read a few words. 

“How old were you when you left?” 
“I do not understand the pertinence of this 

question.” 
“I do not ask your opinion. Answer the question.” 
“Seventy-eight.” 
“Don’t test my patience. I am asking you how old 

were you when you migrated oversees?” 
“Twenty years old.” 
Sergeant Bruce thought he was bluffing. He stared at 

him apprehensively and asked. 
“How come you don’t read?” 
“In my time, maybe as in your time as well, 

education was for the rich only. So don’t blame me for not 
being able to read. Blame the system you’re working for.” 

Sergeant Bruce put the palms of his hands on the 
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edge of the table and rose slowly to his feet. Gerard looked 
into his eyes as he was bending towards him, and 
anticipated trouble and became alert, as Sergeant Bruce 
raised his right hand and Gerard followed its movement 
with his gaze, and realised that it was coming down 
towards his left cheek, he pulled his head back and the 
Sergeant's hand slapped the air with such force that it 
made him loose his balance and fall to the ground. He got 
up, seemingly embarrassed, and called the two guards 
stationed outside the door to come in, and told them to 
make me very, very comfortable. 

Gerard understood what he meant by that and 
decided to take advantage of his rights under the Rules of 
Arrest, and get in touch with the Australian Embassy. 
That would make him think twice before he or his 
associates would lay a hand on him. 

“I know my rights and I am asking you to let me 
make a phone call before I answer any of your questions,” 
he requested. 

He raised his right hand, and the two officers 
stopped, and Gerard felt at ease. 

“You want to practice your rights and make a phone 
call?” he asked cunningly. 

“It is my legal right,” he answered. 
He glanced at the tall officer and gestured with his 

hand. “Sergeant Mahir, go and bring a phone for Mr 
Shamil.” 

“We don't have a phone Sir,” Sergeant Mahir 
answered. 

“See...! we do not have a phone,” he remarked. 
“If I can't make my call, then I have the right to 

remain silent.” 
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Sergeant Bruce looked at the other officer and asked, 
“Sergeant Ghazi, do you know how to make him talk?”  

“Sure Sir,” he replied. “Then I'll leave him in your 
capable hands.” He put his jacket on and proceeded to 
leave the room. Gerard imagined what was going to 
happen and called out, “Detective Sergeant Bruce Fatin.” 

He stopped and turned back. “I told you not to waste 
my time,” he snapped. 

“If you infringe my right to a phone call or my right 
to remain silent, I shall sue you.” 

“Be my guest,” he answered and turned around to 
leave, but as he was about to walk through the door, he 
turned back. 

“Sergeant Mahir,” he said. “You know what to do,” 
and he closed the door behind him. 

 
 

Sergeant Ghazi walked slowly and stopped behind 
Gerard. He was a short, bulky and sturdy man in his 
forties, with broad shoulders and large hands. He had 
bushy eyebrows and a badly trimmed moustache. His 
stomach bulged out to such an extent that he could not see 
his oversized black, worn out shoes. 

Sergeant Mahir was a tall man in his mid-thirties, 
with broad shoulders and large hands. He had straight 
black hair, dark eyebrows, pale green eyes and a pointed 
nose. 

Sergeant Ghazi grabbed Gerard's hands, pulled them 
around the back of the chair and cuffed them. Gerard tried 
to resist, but he could not match his strength.  

Sergeant Mahir began to pace the room, holding a 
short baton in his right hand, and beating it into the palm 
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of his left hand as he came towards Gerard. 
“Did you punch Detective Sergeant Bruce Fatin and 

called him names?” he asked. 
“No! He tumbled over.” 
“How come his nose was bleeding?” 
“He stepped on his shoelace, lost his footing and hit 

his nose on the edge of the table as he went down,” 
Gerard explained. 

“Liar,” he roared. 
“Don't call me a liar, dickhead.” 
“You called me a dickhead?” 
“You heard it right,” he affirmed.  
“I think I should refresh your memory old man,” he 

said with a faint smile revealing uneven stained teeth. He 
swiftly hit him with the baton in the lower part of his 
stomach. Gerard saw a flash of light, and screeched with 
whatever air was left in his lungs, since he could not 
inhale. It was as if his oesophagus had closed in. 

“Screw you!” Gerard bellowed. 
Sergeant Maher narrowed his gaze, placed the end of 

the baton on Gerard forehead and pushed it back.  
“Hold his head back, so he can see what is coming to 

him,” he ordered Sergeant Ghazi. 
The order was received happily, and Sergeant Ghazi 

rapped his hands around Gerard's head and pulled it back 
as far as his neck would go without breaking. Gerard took 
the first and second blow to his stomach with a short 
groan. However, because of his screaming, Sergeant Mahir 
ordered Sergeant Ghazi to gag him, because his screams 
irritated him. After Gerard took three or four extra hits, he 
became numb and ceased feeling any pain, except the pain 
of his bruised ego. 
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17 
 

GERARD REGAINED CONSCIOUSNESS on the floor 
of a dark cell. It was very small, maybe two by three 
metres at the most. The door was narrower than usual 
with a small opening hardly big enough to get your fist 
through. The bed was attached to the wall with hinges 
that you can fold up for more room. The mattress was 
about five centimetres of thick rubber foam. The toilet and 
the wash basin were at the far corner. The cell was lit by a 
twenty-five watt bulb fitted high up on the wall with no 
switch to turn it on or off. Gerard realised now that he was 
being held in solitary, and he thought of summoning 
Captain Juliette and accepting her plan.  

Gerard managed to get up, wrenched the bed down 
and sat on the edge. He attempted to take his shirt off, but 
the pain was excruciating; with every inhale he took he 
felt his lower right ribs cracking with agonising pain. His 
stomach was dotted with black and dark blue circles the 
size of a golf ball. Also there were traces of blood in the 
area close to his right ribs. The bastards have done it to me. 

He tried to stretch on the bed, but the experience was 



Only the dead have no dreams 

 157

very painful and his bruises were still very tender to 
touch. He got off the bed, wet his shirt with tap water, and 
began to soothe the affected area in the hope that it would 
reduce the inflammation and lessen the pain. It worked, 
and after a few minutes he fell asleep, to be awakened 
later by a noise outside his cell door. He turned his gaze 
towards the door anticipating to be treated to more 'comfy' 
as Detective Sergeant Bruce had put it. 

The slow squeaking of the door continued as the 
door began to open slowly. The few seconds that it took 
the door to open seemed to Gerard like time without an 
end. Finally, the door opened fully and two shadows 
appeared that he could not recognise as the daylight 
dazzled his eyes. 

“Oh God! What have they done to you?” 
Gerard recognised the voice and he breathed in 

relief, as he saw Juliette sitting on the edge of the bed 
while Captain Adel remained standing and checking the 
door from time to time.  

“Does it hurt?” she asked. 
“Bloody oath,” he moaned. 
Juliette apparently knew what was going on and had 

come prepared. She opened her bag, took out a tube of 
Aloe Vera soothing cream, and began to massage the 
bruised area gently, and Gerard thanked her for caring so 
much. 

She told him that she knew what was going on, but 
she could not help because Detective Sergeant Bruce was 
elevated to his position by one of the warlords from whom 
you took the stone out of their wall. Everyone in the jail 
system was scared shitless of him, and he knew it. 

“He acted illegally and I am going to complain to a 
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higher authority.” 
“Stop being hard-headed,” she said. “There is no 

clear black and white area in here. They don't know what 
constitutional rights or human rights mean, it is all a grey 
area. Do you understand that?” 

“When my time comes, I’d like to die fighting with 
dignity and pride. Dying while kneeling in humility, does 
not make death a little easier.”  

“There is a big difference when it comes to a slow 
death with dignity and pride, and a nippy quick death 
with humility and meekness. I strongly recommend that 
you choose the later.” She said it as she got off the bed and 
turned to Captain Adel. 

“Please Captain Adel, explain to him what you think 
he should do, maybe he would listen to you,” she pleaded. 

Captain Adel walked towards Gerard slowly, and 
stopped at the side of the bed. 

“Look mate,” he said. “We don't have much time to 
keep postponing a hard decision. It is not going to be in 
your favour, because no one is going to rush to your aid. 
You must get it in your head loud and clear. I can’t help 
you and Captain Juliette is well aware of what is going on 
here. You are alone and you are fighting a losing battle. 
You either relinquish some of your rights and get out 
soon, or remain stubborn and rot in this jail until you die. 
It is your choice, and you must seriously consider it now.”  

The way he talked scared Gerard of getting an 
unexpected defeat and he thought that if he could get an 
honourable exit out of this shit, he might consider it. 

“What do you suggest Captain?” He asked. 
“The prison Governor Emir Fadil's strongmen Wally 

Fickleman, Michael Moody, Hassan Montessori and Ralph 
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Silkman are very close friends. They are willing to 
negotiate a price for your release,” he explained. 

“How much?” 
Captain Adel did not answer, instead he gestured 

with his hand to Juliette. 
“Twenty thousand dollars,” she said. 
“What are the terms of my release?” 
Juliette put it in plain words. “You have to plea 

bargain with the prosecutor to a lesser charge, apologise to 
the warlords and return the stone to them. In return the 
judge will look into your case favourably and order your 
immediate deportation.”  

Gerard moved his gaze between Captain Adel and 
Juliette examining their features, hoping to be able to 
extract some sort of hint as to what they thought of the 
proposal, but they were unmoved and insensitive waiting 
for his initial response. He deemed their proposal to be 
unjust and an attempt to pervert the course of justice, and 
he shrugged. 

“I am shocked and deeply hurt. Your proposal is 
very tempting and I must have time to consider it.” 

“Your case will be heard first thing in the morning. 
We don't have much time to waste. And we are pressed to 
give an answer within the hour,” Juliette responded. 

“If I had my SOSCO, I would transmit my response 
to you in half an hour.” 

“Detective Sergeant Bruce took it. He thought you 
were using it to transmit information to an unfriendly 
country. He sent it to the laboratory for analysis,” she 
explained. 

“He may implicate you,” Gerard responded. 
“The SOSCO had an internal self-destroyer 
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mechanism. When Detective Sergeant Bruce was trying to 
retrieve information, the sensor could not recognise his 
gene signature and activated the ‘Slayer’ to reformat the 
Internal Processing Unit  and wipe out the Temporary 
Access Memory. That rendered the SOSCO a piece of 
trash.” 

“How am I going to get in touch with you?” Gerard 
asked. 

“I am going to have a cup of coffee with Captain 
Adel. We will be back in half an hour. However, you 
should understand that if you refuse to plea bargain, your 
destiny will be sealed to rot in this cell until you die. This 
is your last chance. Consider it with care.” 

Juliette and Captain Adel walked out and closed the 
door behind them, while Gerard stretched on the bed 
contemplating his response. 
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18 
 

“ALL RISE, JUDGE Ali Baba presiding,” the tipstaff 
yelled. 

All present in the public gallery rose to their feet. A 
six foot two, bulky man entered from the deck side door 
wearing a black robe with a green shawl on the right 
shoulder and a yellow shawl on the left. The shawl on the 
left had four stripes of red, yellow, green and orange and 
the one on the right had horizontal stripes of many 
colours. He wore a wig too small for his large head and 
multi focal spectacles with a thin gold frame sat on the 
bridge of his large, flat nose. 

He strolled haughtily and stood for a moment in 
front of the bench, bowed his head and sat down heavily 
on his high backed leather chair. All people in the room 
followed suit including the prosecutor and his assistants. 

Gerard remained standing in front of the bar table 
not far from the prosecutor's team, examining the judge's 
dry features. He anticipated hard going. The judge met his 
sharp gaze and gestured to the tipstaff who barked at him 
to sit down. 
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Gerard resumed his seat and opened a small folder 
containing a few sheets, which he had prepared in his 
defence after Captain Adel gave him a pen and a 
notebook. The prosecutor opened two briefcases on the 
table and each of his two assistants had three or four large 
folders opened in front of them. The prosecutor peeked at 
Gerard, smiled contemptuously, then asked him if he has 
an attorney, to which he did not answer. He was trying to 
familiarise himself with this unusual set-up, when he was 
interrupted by the sound of the judge's hammer. 

Judge Ali Baba cleared his throat twice and 
announced. “The State verses Gerard Aziz Shamil, case 
number 15543D,” and motioned to the prosecutor. 

The prosecutor was in his fifties, wearing a dark 
double-breasted suit with a red tie. He wore his hair 
shoulder length with a ring in his left ear. He rose to his 
feet and bowed to the judge. 

“I am Haroun Jawad, representing the plaintiffs.” He 
bowed and resumed his seat. 

“Do you have an attorney Mr Shamil?” the judge 
asked. 

“I have advised the clerk of the court that I am 
representing myself your honour.” 

“You may sit at the bar table Mr Shamil.” 
“Thank you your honour.” 
Mr Jawad got to his feet, gave Gerard a victorious 

smile, and bowed to the judge. 
“Your honour,” he began, “I am going to prove 

beyond reasonable doubt that the accused committed a 
crime against my clients and against our great nation. And 
I shall be seeking the death sentence.” 

“How do you plead Mr Shamil?” the judge asked. 



Only the dead have no dreams 

 163

Gerard stood up and bowed, imitating the 
prosecutor, “not guilty your honour. I am going to prove 
beyond reasonable doubt that the case against me is 
lacking evidence, and there is no case for me to answer. I 
request my immediate release with the right of claiming 
damages.” 

Judge Ali Baba showed his brownish uneven teeth as 
he managed a smile at Gerard's request. He called the jury 
pool supervisor for the empanelling of the jury. The 
supervisor opened the side door, stood aside, opened a 
folder and began calling the jurors. 

“Representing the Venusian Empire, the honourable 
Hassan Montessori.” 

 A stubby man wearing a dark aba similar to a large 
cloak and green shawl entered. His legs wobbled under 
his heavy weight as he tried to negotiate the four steps 
leading to the juror box. As he was about to take a seat, 
Gerard called Challenge.  

The judge raised his hand and the jury pool 
supervisor ceased calling the jurors. 

“I can adjourn your case Mr Shamil if you wish to 
appoint an attorney,” Judge Ali suggested. 

“I am capable of defending myself your honour.” 
“You cannot challenge the juror. The great people of 

this nation chose them and they are honourable and 
impartial in their judgement. Your ignorance of our legal 
system will hinder the court procedures.” 

“It is my right to select the jurors who will have the 
power to find me either innocent or guilty, and it is my 
right to refuse any juror whom I believe constitutes a 
conflict of interest.” 

“The honourable jurors are elected by the great 
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people of this nation to represent them in every aspect of 
life, and they are permanent for the period they were 
elected for. In brief, you cannot challenge. Do you 
understand Mr Shamil?” 

“This man, Hassan Montessori  is not fit to be a juror, 
your honour. He is the same person as the plaintiff who’s 
accusing me of stealing the stone from his wall. I believe 
he is not going to be impartial in his judgement. Therefore, 
I have the right to challenge.” 

“Mr Shamil,” the judge called impatiently, “you are 
not capable of representing yourself. I strongly 
recommend that you appoint an attorney.” 

“I withdraw my objection your honour,” Gerard 
replied and resumed his seat. The judge called upon the 
jury pool supervisor to continue calling the jurors. 

“Representing the Martian Empire, the honourable 
Ralph Silkman.” 

A medium built male in his late fifties, wearing a 
dark striped suit and a white shirt walked past Gerard 
and took his seat in the jury box. Gerard did not like this 
guy, but he did not bother to challenge or stand aside, while 
the pool supervisor continued calling the jurors. 

“Representing the Saturnian Empire, the honourable 
Michael Moody.” 

A male in his late sixties, wearing black trousers and 
a double-breasted orange jacket and white tie, clean 
shaven with rusted colour hair, possibly tinted with 
Henna, proceeded to the jury box. Gerard realised by now 
that the jurors were in fact the plaintiffs themselves, and 
he began to doubt the impartiality of the judicial system. 
He became aware that he was not going to have a fair and 
impartial trial. However, despite the aspects of their 
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partiality, he decided to proceed as the documents he had 
were watertight. However, the pool supervisor called out 
and brought him back to attention. 

“Representing ...,” and then he stopped and asked a 
man standing by the door. 

“Who do you represent nowadays?” 
“I am freelance at this stage,” he replied. 
“Sorry, you must represent someone.” 
“Well! The Venusian Empire,” he replied hesitantly. 
“The Venusian Empire has one representative, two 

would be very obvious,” the supervisor replied. 
“Let me see! The Neptunian Empire will do.” 
“That empire has relinquished her membership from 

our constellation, and is not hiring any more agents,” the 
pool supervisor explained. 

“What do you suggest?” the man asked. 
“Well! All empires of interest are represented. 

However, Lebanon doesn’t have any representative yet. 
How about you represent Lebanon?”  

“What did you say?” the man asked. 
“I was suggesting that you represent Lebanon,” he 

shouted. 
“Lebanon?” the man enquired again. 
“Yes,” the supervisor answered angrily. 
“No … No mate! … Not Lebanon! how about the 

Comorosians instead?”  
“The Comoros are very poor Islands; and I don't 

think it is in your interest to represent them,” the pool 
supervisor hinted.  

“I heard that they are investing heavily in petroleum 
exploration and silicon,” the man responded. 

“I believe that was pure propaganda to attract more 
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capital from G-20.” 
“I’ll take my chances,” the man implied. 
“Ok. Have it your way,” the supervisor responded 

and introduced him. 
“Representing the Comorosians, the Honourable 

Wally Fickleman.” 
A short bald-headed man with round bulging eyes, 

wearing blue jeans, a white shirt and white, red and black 
Nike runners, proceeded to the jury box and took a seat 
adjacent to the judge's bench. Gerard thought to Challenge 
again, then he remembered the judge’s order and changed 
his mind. 

All four jurors took their seats in the jury box. And 
Judge Ali Baba gestured to the prosecutor to begin. 

Mr Haroun got to his feet sluggishly, gave Gerard a 
plastic smile and glanced at the jury. Gerard saw them 
nodding their heads. Then he opened a file and began 
addressing the court. 

“Your honour,” he began, “the accused has 
committed a crime of significant magnitude against our 
great nation, and against my clients who are respectful 
members of our society. I am going to prove beyond any 
reasonable doubt that the accused had premeditated his 
actions and spied for a hostile nation, putting the security 
of our nation at great risk. He also gained entry without a 
valid Visa and stole the most valuable rock in the wall 
protecting the safety of our honourable leaders. I shall be 
seeking the death …” 

Gerard did not let him finish his address and 
shouted, “Objection your honour.” 

“Overruled,” the judge replied. 
“The prosecutor did not identify the plaintiffs and I 
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have a constitutional right to object.” 
“Mr Shamil, I am aware that you are representing 

yourself despite the fact that you are not familiar with 
court procedures, but this does not give you the right to 
conduct your defence in such an unacceptable manner,” 
Judge Ali Baba addressed Gerard in a friendly voice. 

“I have the right to know the names of all plaintiffs 
and I can assure you your honour that it is a vital point in 
the course of my defence.” 

“Objection sustained,” replied the judge and he 
called on the prosecutor to identify his clients. 

“Your honour, my clients are of high status and I 
have petitioned the court to keep their identities 
anonymous.” 

“Approach the bar,” the judge ordered. 
Haroun and Gerard approached the bar and the 

judge bent over the desk and whispered, “You must 
identify your clients, unless the defence has agreed to 
your request.” 

“It is not in the interests of justice,” the prosecutor 
replied. 

“If he does not identify his clients, I shall exercise my 
right to remain silent.” 

“The disclosure of my clients may hinder the course 
of justice.” 

“Let me be the judge of that,” Judge Ali Baba 
affirmed. 

As they resumed their seats, Gerard glanced at 
Haroun and smiled gloatingly, but he ignored him and 
looked intently at the jury, and Gerard saw them nodding. 

“Your honour,” he began, “the defendant has been 
charged with espionage to a hostile nation, gained illegal 
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entry and stole from our well respected identities namely: 
Wally Fickleman, Michael Moody, Hassan Montessori and 
Ralph Silkman.” Then he sat down and took a quick look at 
Gerard abhorrently. 

“I believe the court has infringed my rights for not 
responding to my challenge during the course of jury 
empanelment,” Gerard complained. 

“Explain yourself Mr Shamil,” the judge demanded. 
“The jury have the power to find me innocent or 

guilty. And I have the right to select twelve or fourteen 
members of the jury from a pool of about forty to forty-
five persons, and this practice has been ignored.” 

“I reminded you on previous occasions that the 
jurors are honourable members elected by the people of 
this great nation. This is a permanent position for the 
period they have been elected to govern. Do not let me 
remind you again. I told you before, you cannot change 
this ruling,” Judge Ali responded angrily. 

Gerard thought if he challenge the jury and expose 
them to the people in the public gallery and to the 
attending press; the judge will have no choice but to 
declare his trial abortive. 

“Your honour,” Gerard said, “the members of the 
jury are the plaintiffs and have a direct interest in 
declaring me guilty because they constitute a part and 
parcel of the prosecutor's case against me. This clearly 
constitutes a conflict of interest. Therefore I humbly 
petition the court to declare this trial abortive and 
discharge me immediately.” 

Gerard heard commotions in the public gallery. 
“Hang the smart-arse,” one man shouted. He looked back 
to face the people for the first time, and saw Juliette in the 



Only the dead have no dreams 

 169

back seat of the gallery that was full to its capacity. He 
thought if the judge refused his demand, he shall bypass 
the jury and address the people of this nation instead. 
However, the pounding of the judge's hammer brought 
him back to attention. 

“This court is adjourned until tomorrow at ten thirty 
in the morning,” ordered the judge and he gestured to the 
prosecutor and Gerard to follow him to his chamber. 

 
 

The prosecutor seemed very annoyed. He whispered 
something to his assistants, picked up his briefcase and 
proceeded towards the side door, and Gerard followed. 

The Chamber was a large room with a high ceiling, 
fitted with shelves around the walls that were stacked 
with books mostly of the same size binding with gold 
edged wordings. Judge Ali was sitting on a high backed 
leather chair resting his head on the palms of his hands. 
As they walked in, he raised his head and addressed 
Gerard. 

“Mr Shamil, I would like to help you, but your 
ignorance of our system makes it hard for me to 
communicate with you at the same level. Also it is obvious 
that your unfamiliarity is jeopardising your chance of 
getting a light sentence in view of your charges. I want 
you to understand that espionage is a very serious charge. 
You are not in a position to defend yourself. I want you to 
understand that I cannot help you unless you appoint an 
attorney.” 

“I do not intend to, Sir.” 
“You are jeopardising your case and causing me 

some discomfort. The attorney can plea bargain on your 
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behalf and save you the inconvenience of the jail,” Judge 
Ali suggested. 

The prosecutor looked at Gerard responsively and 
then faced the judge. 

“I am willing your honour to plea bargain if I can 
negotiate with Mr Shamil's legal team.” 

“I do not have a legal team. You have to deal with 
me directly.”  

“We can appoint an attorney for you from the free 
legal service,” Judge Ali recommended, and the 
prosecutor nodded in approval. 

“I am an innocent man and I am not going to plea 
bargain whether I have an attorney or not.” 

Judge Ali Baba examined Gerard thoroughly, then 
looked at the prosecutor and shook his head. 

“We are bending the rules in order to help you avoid 
the gallows Mr Shamil, which is the punishment for 
espionage. Do not be stubborn. Go to your cell and, if you 
decide to change your mind, tell the prosecutor tomorrow 
morning before the opening of the court.” 
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19 
 

THE GUARD DID not take Gerard to the solitary cell, but 
to Danny and Andrew's cell instead. As soon as he walked 
in, Danny was the first to ask. 

“How did you go buddy?” 
“Not good,” and he told them about the new charge 

of espionage, and the offer to plea bargain. 
“I think the charge of espionage is a farce intended to 

force you to plea bargain to save them embarrassment,” 
Andrew suggested.  

“It is a common practice,” Danny replied. 
“I think there is something going on between the 

plaintiffs, the prosecutor and the judge.” 
“Who are the plaintiffs?” Andrew asked. 
“Members of the jury.” 
“What?” 
“You heard me right, and there is nothing I can do.” 
“At least they gave you the choice to plea bargain 

and save your arse, or refuse and perish in this rotten 
cell,” Danny commented. 

“My mind is not operational. I need to have a snooze 
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right now,” he said. “I have until tomorrow morning to 
consider their offer.” 

 
 

Gerard stretched on the bed contemplating his next move 
and considering whether to plea bargain, relinquish his 
rights, abandon his mission and walk free out of this 
rotten jail, or be stubborn, refuse plea bargaining, defend 
himself, win the case and walk free, or loose and rot in this 
cell. He thought that if he wins this case, it would be the 
first step towards liberating this country from bad 
elements and the beginning of a new life. On the other 
hand, if he surrenders to their pressure and threats, accept 
their deal and walk out, his reputation would be stained 
as he fails to honour his promise to the departed souls, 
and the people of this nation would hang their heads in 
shame every time they hear his name. He was confused, 
unable to focus on one issue at a time. He was bewildered 
and incapable of comprehending how on earth a nation in 
the twenty-first century could accept the plaintiffs to be 
appointed as the jury as well. Hadn't they ever heard of 
the term conflict of interest? Maybe the interest of the 
nation is to serve their interests and bring about their 
wishes. He wondered how justice could be served in this 
corrupted environment and how the citizens of this nation 
remained silent and did not uprise against such a 
religious-politicised judicial system. Then a popular 
proverb crossed his mind 

YOU GET THE GOVERNMENT 
YOU DESERVE. 

Gerard thought there is no use trying to influence 
change if the citizens are contented with what they have. 
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His mind became foggy and he could not resist any longer 
as he drifted into a hypnotised state of mind. 

 
 

“All rise, Judge Ali Baba presiding,” the tipstaff 
announced. 

They all stood for longer than usual and the judge 
did not show. It was about a minute before he came 
through the side door and took his seat. 

Gerard heard commotion in the public gallery and 
realised that it was in response to the judge’s attire. He 
was wearing a plain black robe, no shawls and no stripes. 
Gerard did not understand why he had changed his usual 
attire, but the look on his face spelled the seriousness of 
this occasion. Gerard did not know what was happening 
and stood lifeless and confused. The prosecutor looked at 
him and smiled gloatingly, but he did not take any notice 
of him. He turned around to gauge the response of the 
people in the public gallery. As he casually scanned the 
sober faces, he noticed Juliette’s presence in the fourth 
pew behind him. When their eyes locked, he observed her 
tear filled eyes and he expected trouble. 

“Did you reach your verdict?” Judge Ali asked. 
The foreman of the jury rose to his feet. “Yes your 

honour.” 
“How did you find the accused?” 
The foreman unfolded a creased piece of paper, 

stared at Gerard with fiery eyes, then faced the judge and 
read: 

“On the charge of espionage, we find the accused 
guilty.” 

 “On the charge of theft, we find the accused guilty.” 
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“And on the charge of gaining illegal entry into the 
country without a Visa, we find the accused guilty.”  

The foreman of the jury folded the paper and handed 
it to the tipstaff who in turn passed it on to the judge. 

“Hang the bastard,” one man shouted from the back of 
the gallery. 

“Let the man go free. It is a conspiracy,” a young girl 
shouted in response. 

“Hang the traitor by his balls,” an old man barked. 
“Let him be a lesson to the others,” a group of people 

shouted, and they were then joined by others. 
“Order in the court … Order in the court,” Judge Ali 

Baba repeatedly ordered, but the people in the public 
gallery ignored him and began to chant. 

“By our blood, by our soul we redeem you O Wally 
Fickleman.” 

Others chanted for different master.  
“By our blood, by our soul we redeem you O Michael 

Moody.” 
Another group chanted for another different master. 
“By our blood, by our soul we redeem you O Hassan 

Montessori.” 
A few people chanted for another stooge. 
By our blood, by our soul we redeem you O Ralph 

Silkman.”  
The chanting became louder and louder, drowning 

out the judge's order. 
The four stooges rose to their feet and raised their 

hands. The audience suddenly shut up and resumed their 
seats. 

Judge Ali Baba hoisted himself wearily, put on a pair 
of black gloves and covered his head with a black piece of 
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material slightly bigger than a handkerchief. 
“By the power invested in me to uphold the 

constitution of this great nation, I will give the maximum 
sentence as prescribed by section 14, article 8 of the 
Criminal Act 1818.”  

He paused for a moment moving his gaze between 
the jury, the prosecutor and the people in the gallery, but 
he avoided Gerard's gaze. 

 “I sentence you Gerard Aziz Shamil to death and 
you will be hanged in the city square by ten thirty in the 
morning.” 

The last words were drowned out by chanting of 
revenge slogans from people in the gallery. Several of 
them surged forward seeking vengeance. The officers in 
the court tried to shield Gerard, but were overpowered by 
the sheer number of people who surged forward and 
came very close to grabbing him. All of a sudden the 
gallery was filled with a bright green light and the 
shouting stopped. 

Gerard looked around and saw all the people in the 
gallery were suspended except Juliette who had come to 
his rescue. 

“How did you do it?” 
“The old trick,” she replied. 
“How come it did not affect me?” He asked. 
“Your gene signature was saved into the Memory 

Selective System, which renders the light ineffective on 
you.” 

“What do we do now?” 
“Your escape is prearranged. I am taking you out of 

here to meet Captain Adel. He will drive you in his jeep to 
Silkworm Park, where I will be waiting for you.” 
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“How is he going to fool all the security people?” 
“The whole city will remain suspended until I pick 

you up.” 
“I am not leaving. I shall appeal to the highest court 

in this nation and clear my name.” 
“Are you coming willingly or I shall suspend you 

too?” 
“I told you I am not going until I clear my name.” 
Captain Juliette held the light in her right hand and 

directed it towards Gerard. “If you don’t agree to go with 
Captain Adel, I will delete your gene signature file from 
the Memory Selective System and you know what would 
happen to you.” 

Gerard pleaded with her. “Let me clear my name 
first … let me clear my name … let me…,” 

He opened his eyes to see Andrew shaking him by 
the shoulder. 

“Get up,” he said. “You have been asleep for over 
three hours.” 

Gerard yawned as he rubbed his eyes. “I needed this 
short nap. It did clear my mind.” 

“Captain Adel personally delivered this envelop. It 
could be of great interest to you.” 

Gerard opened the envelope and smiled. “Good 
work Captain Juliette, I am lucky that I hired you.” 
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20 
 

GERARD COULD NOT sleep that night. The dream had 
worried him, and he regretted not accepting Captain 
Adel’s proposal. He comprehended by now that his 
chances of getting a fair trial were vanishing by the 
minute. He felt defeated. 

"I should have plea-bargained and got it over with. I 
was trying to carry on my weary shoulders the 
responsibility that was supposed to be shared with every 
citizen. A lone stubborn man will never be able to 
influence change."  

Then he recalled George Bernard Shaw and the way 
he saw things: Some men see things as they are and say, why; I 
dream things that never were and say, why not. Then he 
thought to himself. Why not. Every uprising in the world 
has been started by one man. If the cause is right, then the 
rest of the nation will follow. 

Andrew noticed his uneasiness. “You’d better go to 
sleep early. Tomorrow is going to be a big day for you,” 
he suggested. 

“I am scared,” he humbly confessed. 
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“What are you scared of? You're innocent and you 
have a good connection.” 

“It is easy for you to say, because you are not the one 
who is facing the gallows.” 

“Yesterday you were in high spirits, willing to have 
your day in court to clear your name. Now you're telling 
me you are petrified.” 

Gerard moved his gaze between Andrew and Danny 
and told them about his dream. They seemed concerned 
and the sullenness on their faces frightened him. Gerard 
was frightened as he saw them looking at each other, not 
speaking or making an attempt to talk to him in any way. 
He felt sick in the stomach, his head became light and his 
vision blurred. Andrew noticed that he was about to lose 
consciousness and rushed to his side and held him before 
he tumbled to the ground, then gave him a cup of water. 
“Drink this and you'll be all right,” he said and comforted 
him the best he could until he fully recovered, then he 
asked humorously. 

“If you are afraid to die you should've plea- 
bargained with them.” 

“I am more concerned than afraid.” 
“Why should you be concerned? When you die, 

you're not going to feel anything. No one ever felt pain 
after his death,” Danny commented. 

“That is true. However, if I die before I have the 
chance to clear my name and expose the crooks and 
corruptors, they will feed the media false reports and 
subsequently they will paint a good and honest picture of 
themselves to deceive the public, and this nation will 
never be able to rid herself of these rodents,” he replied 
angrily. 
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“Do not foresee gloom and doom. Look at the bright 
side. You can influence the public if you choose to address 
them rather than try to convince the jury,” Andrew 
suggested. 

“I'll drink to your proposal,” Danny responded to 
Andrew's suggestion and he stared at Gerard. “You'll 
never be able to sway the jury. It is in their interest to find 
you guilty. If I were you I'd put my money on the people 
in the public gallery. They are your only hope. If you can 
convince them to support you, maybe the jury will act in 
response to the political pressure and clear your name, 
otherwise you need to write your Will now.” 

“Don't scare the old man. He needs to sort out his 
defence. He cannot think clearly if his mind is occupied by 
fear of death, “Andrew responded and gazed at Gerard. 

“I suggest you have a sleep now and let your mind 
mull over a systematic approach to your defence. The 
mind works better when you're asleep. Tomorrow is THE 
DAY. Do not waste it with worries and false anticipation. 
Concentrate and be yourself, and whatever comes next 
will be another issue for you to tackle in time.” 

Gerard thought Andrew was right, he should clear 
his mind if he want to conduct an aggressive defence or a 
vigorous cross-examination. But he could not help 
pondering what would happen to him if the dream he had 
came true. 

 
  

Gerard saw himself in his mind's eye in the city square 
with guards preparing him for the gallows, and a great 
number of citizens forming a circle around and watching. 
The majority were laughing, gloating and commenting: 
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You brought it upon yourself.  
You deserved it.  
Let it be a lesson to the others.  
A few others were praying silently fearing 

retribution, except a young woman who scaled up the 
fence separating the crowd from the gallows and began to 
chant: 

You are my hero and the hope of the nation.  
They are the traitors,  
The corruptors,  
The thieves,  
The oppressors,  
And the swindlers of the nation's wealth.  
Others in the city square shouted insults and tried to 

pull her down. The police intervened and arrested her. As 
they led her away, she turned around and Gerard tried to 
raise his thumb in a victory sign, but his hands were tied 
behind his back, however she responded to a nod of his 
head. He kept his eyes on her until they hurdled her into 
the back of a green jeep and drove into the angry crowd 
who were shouting insults and booing. The crowd became 
aggressive. They were seeking the blood of their brothers 
and sisters to be shed for the pleasure of their oppressors. 

Gerard's heart went with her, as he turned his head 
as far as he could, until the jeep made a left turn into the 
hills, and he could not turn his neck any further. Maybe 
they are taking her to reclaim his bed, waiting to be 
transported to the martyr square. He thought they will 
delete her name from the census of the nation, and if 
someone dared to ask what had happened to the girl that 
was arrested, the answer would be as he had heard it on 
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many occasions, We have never seen her. His eyes welled 
with tears forcing the floodgate to open. He turned and 
faced the angry and loathing crowd, and pondered how 
many good men and women would have to come to this 
square before the inhabitants of this city would realise, 
that they are putting the interests of their religiously 
politicised leaders before the interests of the nation. 

The tears that rolled down his face made clean 
passages through the dust of shame that was glued to his 
face during his transportation to the martyr square. The 
very same square that had witnessed the hanging of our 
past heroes who paid with their lives to liberate this land, 
and in the very same court and same cell, they were 
accused of high treason.   

Gerard wished the executioner would hurry up and 
slide the black bag over his head. He doesn't want those 
ugly faces to be tattooed into his conscious or be part of 
his memories. To his relief, the hangman answered his 
wish and slithered the rope around his neck. As he  
tightened the rope, he raised his hand for the officer-in-
charge to give his order to kick the chair from under his 
feet; Gerard began to say a prayer. He prayed not to save 
his soul, but for the youth of his homeland to wake up to 
themselves and reject their elders’ style of social, religious 
and political affiliations. He prayed for the future of the 
country to be in the hands of our youth, who would only 
pledge their loyalty to the nation before anything else. 
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21 

 
GERARD CAME OUT of his daydreaming feeling under 
the weather. He was feeling numb. The effect of the dream 
had taken hold and fuddled his judgement. Danny and 
Andrew were in a deep sleep as measured by the 
synchronisation of their snoring. He felt vulnerable, weak, 
fragile and completely wretched. He began to question his 
motives and wished he had never come. The thoughts in 
his head were coming and fading at the speed of light. He 
could not stop at one single notion to mull over. He 
thought of his parents and how misled they were in 
believing in the politics of religion. They should’ve seen it 
coming and fled as fast as they could. But his father was a 
courageous and very stubborn man. He would never run 
from a good fight. However, a wise man like him should 
have assessed the situation, escaped the massacre and 
lived so he could fight another round. 

A drum heartbeat was pounding ferociously inside 
Gerard's head. The pressure was strong enough to burst 
his eardrums. He dropped his head to rest it between the 
palms of his hands, yearning for  relief that did not come. 
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He considered the best way out was to plea-bargain, 
return home and let the dead bury the dead. All of a 
sudden a flood of emotions swarmed his mind. The only 
thought that was clear enough to focus on, was a ringing 
in his conscious calling him not to hang his head in shame. 

Gerard decided to ride the wave and fight with what 
he has. His strong faith in the people, his iron will and his 
resolve to get what once was his. He became nauseous and 
his vision hazed. He remembered his doctor’s advice to 
lower his head between his knees whenever he feels 
wobbly.   

He let his head fall as low as he could with his palms 
pressing on his ears. The pounding in his head eased, 
reducing the pressure on his ears. He became sleepy, 
unable to fight to remain awake. He began to see 
shadows, unfamiliar figures floating in the cell, and all of 
a sudden his father’s image glided through the door, 
walked towards him, sat on the edge of the bed and gazed 
at him in total silence. Gerard brushed the apparition 
away as a trick of the mind and raised his head to lie 
down on the bed when a sound startled him.  

“Gerard...! What are you doing here?” 
Gerard jumped off the bed frightened and dazed. He 

stared at him while trying to convince himself that this 
apparition was the trick of a weary mind, but his fiery 
eyes were narrowing and he sensed the passion in his 
small eyes as their gazes fused. 

“What the hell are you doing here Dad?” He 
exclaimed. 

“I guessed you’d be coming back. I followed you all 
the way and was about to leave. However, when I saw 
you getting yourself in trouble that you could not handle, 
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I came to order you to abandon your mission.” 
“You know I do not run away from a good fight. You 

taught me to fight for a good cause. Don’t you 
remember?” 

“Of course I do, but they do not follow the rules of a 
good fight. They are cowards. You give them a gun and a 
dose of hatred; they would shoot at anything that moves.” 

 “I heard many conflicting reports about the way 
they orchestrated this massacre, but I want to hear it from 
you.”  

“The killings were indiscriminate. They did not 
spare anyone. Children, women, old people even pets, 
dogs and cats and all other domestic animals; even lambs, 
goats, cows, horses and donkeys did not escape the 
assault.” 

“How did they get you? You taught me how to stay 
alive in such an environment, but you did not practice it 
yourself.” 

“We were misguided. They broadcasted warnings 
telling us that if we lay down our weapons and do not 
engage the advancing forces, no harm shall come to us.” 

“You believed them?” 
“We had no reason not to.” 
“You have not learned your lesson.” 
“We never do.” 
Gerard scanned his image, noticed bullet holes in his 

body and counted them. Twenty-two bullets. That 
prompted him to ask. “Did you put up a good fight?” 

“You know I don’t go down easy.” 
“Tell me all about it.” 
“As they came to the house, they shot the dog, two 

goats, the donkey, the cat and asked me and your mum 
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how we would like to die. I looked at the officer and told 
him: 

“I am ninety-two years of age. I carry no weapons of 
any kind. You are in your early thirties, fit as a bull, and I 
would like to go down fighting you in hand-to-hand 
combat if you spare my wife. The combatant – I should 
say the killer – agreed and handed his revolver to one of 
the murderers. He approached me holding his hands in a 
fist. I stood unmoved watching his hands, and as he took a 
swing with his right, I dodged it. He stumbled and lost his 
balance. I saw his legs parting as he was falling. I gathered 
all the energy left in my body, and with a direct hit 
between his legs, I heard his balls scramble and he fell on 
the ground screaming. I planted my foot in his mouth and 
put my weight on it. I heard a shot and a sharp pain went 
through my stomach. I looked around and saw your 
mother fighting. She should have been applauded for her 
bravery. She was holding the hair of the killer who was 
firing at me with her left hand and pulling his head back 
as far as his neck allowed before breaking. With her right 
hand, she held a kitchen fork and was striking his face 
repeatedly. I saw blood oozing and his left eye held high 
on the tip of the fork. She tore his eye from its socket 
before more than one participant fighter fired at her. As 
she fell next to me, we held hands and beamed at each 
other. Our vision blurred and we started to see a light 
dimming and getting away from us. We felt very tired. 

We could hardly open our eyes. 
The light suddenly became brighter, 
And brighter, 
We were sleepy, 
Very very sleepy. 
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And we closed our eyes on a dark page in the history 
of this nation. A history dotted with shame, disgrace and 
disgust fuelled by religious hatred taught by surrogate 
Gods across all sections of beliefs and denominations.” 

“You kept arms at home all your life, why didn’t you 
shoot the bastards,” Gerard yelled. 

“That would not have solved the problem.” 
“Why not ...?”  
“You kill one and ten would compete to take his 

place.” 
“What is the answer to all this hatred? 
“Secularism.” 
“What ...?” Gerard exclaimed. 
“Secularism ...” 
“You want me to get killed.” 
“Let me suggest other factors.” 
“Such as ...?” 
“Education ...” 
“You cannot teach old dogs new tricks.” 
“I do not mean the old dogs. Take good care of the 

youth. They are our future.” 
Gerard smiled unconvincingly knowing the lobbying 

power of surrogate Gods and the influence they have on 
the politicians. Poor Dad, he was inclined to forget. Maybe 
he couldn’t remember that the politicians are in reality the 
surrogate Gods’ deputies. His dad gauged his calm and 
interpreted it correctly. 

“Let’s try the magic words.” 
“Explain,” Gerard demanded. 
“Maybe love and compassion would achieve the 

goal,” he suggested. 
 “You still believe in love and compassion while I am 
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counting the number of bullets in your body.” 
“Your mum had the same number of bullets and she 

remained a great believer of how much love and 
compassion could achieve.” 

“I am proud of both of you,” he said as he tried to 
hold him in an emotional embrace, but he began to glide 
graciously toward the cell door calling in a resonance 
voice.  

“Do not underestimate the power of love.” 
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22 
 

GERARD ROSE EARLY the next morning feeling relaxed 
and optimistic. It truly showed on his face as he greeted 
Danny and Andrew. “It is a beautiful morning to waste in 
this rotten cell,” he told them. Then he washed his face, 
cleaned his teeth, made sure to comb the few hairs left at 
the back of his head, and pressed them tightly to stick to 
his skull. 

Danny was stunned to hear Gerard whistling the 
tune of the song Min Taht Hal Arzeh, composed by the 
Rahbani Brothers, and sang by Fayrouz. The tune was his 
favourite and he joined in singing:  

From under this cedar tree  
To the end of the world, 
I'll write the name of Lebanon  
In every coloured land ...  
Danny only stopped singing when he heard a knock 

on the door and the guard announced. “A visitor for Mr 
Shamil.” 

The door swung open and Captain Adel and Juliette 
walked in. Gerard was astonished to see them this early in 
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the morning and he stopped whistling too. Juliette read 
the state of unambiguousness on his face and handed him 
an envelope.  

“I had to come this early to give you time to study 
these documents,” she said. “They provide foolproof 
evidence. No jury in the world would see them and be 
hesitant to declare you innocent. You will be acquitted.” 

Gerard examined the documents hastily and he 
wondered how the hell could she have laid her hands on 
these sensitive documents in such a short time. That 
prompted him to ask. 

“Are they genuine?” 
“What makes you doubt their authenticity?” she 

asked. 
“I don't doubt your ability to use shortcuts, but if 

these documents were genuine, they would have taken 
months to acquire through the Freedom of Information 
Act.” 

“Have you ever heard of the motto, Don't tell me who 
you are, but tell me who you know? 

“Sure!” 
“Then don't ask questions, use whatever you can lay 

your hands on to clear your name. Make use of these 
documents with confidence. They are genuine and there is 
a witness to that. You'll find his name attached to the last 
document. I have added his name to the witness list and 
he will be in the court. Call him to the witness box when 
appropriate. He is your best chance.” 

“I don't know how to thank you.” 
“Don't thank me. It is all part of the contract. Study 

these documents intently and use them wisely.” 
“Do you know something I don't,” he asked. 
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“Don't allow little things to distract you from your 
main objective. You'll find out in due course.” 

“I trust your judgement,” he replied and extended 
his hand. 

“I wish you the best of luck,” she said as she 
squeezed his hand and turned to Captain Adel. “Shall 
we,” she asked him gesturing with her hand. 

Captain Adel stared at Gerard and extended his 
hand. “I wish you can pull off this one,” he said, and he 
shook Gerard's hand vigorously. Then he moved his gaze 
between Andrew and Danny. “Good luck to you too. I 
wish I could help.” 

“Maybe this gorgeous lady could,” Danny 
commented. 

Juliette beamed at him, “One at a time.”  
“Maybe you can't help out with our release, but you 

can arrange for us to have a last breakfast together.” 
Captain Juliette stared at each of them intently, then 

looked at Captain Adel, who nodded.  
“What would you like to have?” she asked. 
“We're broke. We don't even have a phone token,” 

Andrew replied. 
“Ask what you like. It'll go on my account,” Captain 

Adel proposed. 
“Three large cappuccinos and good sized 

cheesecakes,” Andrew requested. 
“It'll be nice if you can share it with us,” Gerard said. 

“I can take a few shots with me as a reminder.” 
“Not today,” answered Juliette, “maybe when we 

celebrate your release.” 
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23 
 

THEY HAD BREAKFAST together; Andrew and Danny 
advised Gerard to reconsider plea-bargaining, and 
explained the advantage of him being outside. “If you are 
out, you can help us to help others,” Andrew proposed. 
“On the other hand if you are stubborn and remain our 
guest, you are no help to anybody. Think it over.” 

“The evidence I have is watertight.” 
“It may be so, but considering the plaintiffs and the 

jury are one, I can assure you that your evidence means 
nothing. You'll be jailed and all your efforts will be in 
vain,” Danny pointed out. 

“Plea-bargaining means guilty and innocent people 
should not surrender in return for false freedom. I am 
innocent and I have in this file all the evidence I need.”  

“Suit yourself,” Danny said. “We enjoy and value 
your friendship and we don't mind accommodating you 
for a few more years.” 

“Stop scaring the man,” Andrew said and stared at 
Gerard. “Do not give any weight to what Danny said. Go 
and abuse the hell out of them. It is rightly said, It matters 
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not how a man dies, but how he lives. Go my friend and do 
what you have to do. And may the spirit of an eagle be 
with you all the way.” 

Gerard thanked him for his support and proposed a 
toast with the last drop of coffee remaining in his cup. 
They drank to his success and wished him luck. They 
were shaking hands and hugging each other when the 
guard opened the door and called Gerard to follow him to 
the courtroom. 

As Gerard walked out of the door, he heard Andrew 
and Danny calling. “Good luck mate! Give them what 
they deserve.” 

“A kick in the arse,” he responded. 
 
 

“All rise, Judge Ali Baba presiding,” the tipstaff 
announced. 

They all rose as Judge Ali Baba came through the 
side door. He bowed and resumed his seat. 

“Introduce your witnesses Mr Haroun,” the judge 
ordered. 

Mr Haroun got to his feet, produced a document, 
asked the clerk to note it as Plaintiff’s Exhibit A, and gave 
him a copy while he raised the other copy and showed it 
to the judge and the jury. 

“This document is a certificate from the Quantum 
Electronic Laboratory, certifying the function of this 
instrument (he produced the SOSCO, called it Plaintiff's 
Exhibit B and handed it to the clerk) is capable of passing 
information to a hostile nation without being detected by 
any deterring system available to us. The technology of 
this instrument is so advanced that it can infiltrate our 
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electronic defence systems and retrieve all vital 
information without setting off any alarm no matter how 
advanced it is. I strongly believe that the accused has used 
it to pass sensitive information to an enemy nation 
without being detected.” He glanced at Gerard snappily, 
then addressed the judge. “I call my first witness Professor 
Ameen Hamal.” 

The tipstaff called “Professor Ameen Hamal” and 
guided him to the witness box, asked him to raise his right 
hand and recite the oath to which Professor Ameen 
responded, “I do,” and took his seat. 

The prosecutor carried a notebook, walked to the 
witness box and addressed the witness. “For the benefit of 
the court, state your name and occupation.” 

“Professor Ameen Hamal. I am the director of the 
Quantum Electronic Laboratory.”  

The prosecutor pointed to the SOSCO and asked, 
“Have you seen this instrument before?” 

“Yes Sir,” Professor Ameen answered. 
“Where?” 
“The police brought it to our lab for testing.” 
“What did you find?”  
“It is a new technology to us Sir.” 
“Do you believe that this instrument is capable of 

being used for espionage?” 
It was obvious that the prosecutor was leading the 

witness to say what he was expecting from him in order to 
sway the jury's opinion. Gerard objected to the question as 
being immaterial to the case, but the judge overruled his 
objection. However he insisted on his objection yelling, 
“He is leading the witness, your honour.” 

“Overruled, you may continue Mr Haroun,” the 
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judge ordered. 
The prosecutor viewed Gerard gloatingly and 

continued.  
“Were you able to retrieve any data Professor 

Ameen?” 
“No.” 
“Why?” 
“The data has been erased.” Gerard heard 

commotion in the gallery. 
“Why do you think the data was erased?” 
Gerard had had enough of him leading the witness 

and thought if he doesn't stop him speculating he will 
have trouble convincing the jury. 

“Objection,” he shouted. The prosecutor is 
encouraging the witness to speculate your honour.” 

“Objection overruled,” the judge called. “You may 
answer the question Professor Ameen.”  

The witness seemed uneasy and hesitant to answer 
this question and it showed on his face, but he was 
encouraged by the friendly acquiesce from the judge. 

“To protect the identity of the nation involved,” he 
answered calmly. 

“Is it possible that the data was erased to protect the 
identity of the accused too?” 

Gerard thought of objecting to this style of 
questioning that would not be allowed in the process of 
any court of justice, but it was obvious the judge was 
sympathetic towards the prosecutor, probably fearing 
retribution from his superior if he offended the plaintiffs. 
In view of all that, Gerard decided not to object anymore. 
The witness answered with “Yes” and the prosecutor said, 
“No more questions your honour.”  
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The judge asked Gerard if he wished to cross-
examine the witness. To that he answered “Yes” and 
carried the notebook on which he had taken notes while 
the prosecutor was questioning the witness. He 
approached the witness box and came as close as possible 
to the witness himself, simply to intimidate him with his 
body language, and stared in his eyes long enough for the 
witness to go red in the face, then he asked.  

“Did you personally perform the test on this object 
Professor Ameen?” 

The witness lowered his gaze and did not answer. 
“I remind you Sir that you are still under oath,” he 

cautioned the witness. 
The witness stared at the prosecutor as if he was 

trying to get a signal from him, but the prosecutor ignored 
his gaze, so he then turned to the judge. 

“Do I have to answer his question your honour?” 
The judge seemed unresolved for a while and briefly 

observed the jury. “Answer the question Professor 
Ameen,” he finally ordered. 

“No, I did not.” 
“Who tested it for you?”  
“The associate professor.” 
“You mean Associate Professor Souhail Rabah?” 
“Yes Sir.” 
At this stage, Gerard walked back to the bar table, 

picked up a sheet of blue paper and returned to the 
witness box. He raised the paper and declared it to the 
court: “This is Defence Exhibit A,” and he gave the clerk a 
copy of it. When the witness saw the document in his 
hand, he became agitated and tense. He wrapped his 
hands around his stomach and bent his head. 
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Judge Ali Baba took a brief look at the witness and 
asked, “Are you okay Professor Ameen?” 

“I don't feel well your honour.” 
Judge Ali Baba gestured to the tipstaff to call for a 

medical examiner and with the hit of his hammer, he 
declared. 

“The court is in recess for twenty minutes, and it will 
reconvene at eleven-thirty.” 
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24 
 

GERARD DID NOT inform the prosecutor about 
Professor Souhail's report; even Professor Ameen was not 
expecting this report to resurface, because he had put it in 
the rubbish bin himself. He was surprised to see a copy 
with Gerard and conferred with the prosecutor before he 
would attempt to answer this question, or any other 
questions that could be related to this report. 

The court reconvened and Gerard continued cross-
examining the witness. 

He reminded Professor Ameen that he was still 
under oath, produced Professor Souhail's report, and gave 
it to him. 

“Do you recognise this report?” 
 “Yes,” he whispered so softly that he was barely 

audible to the judge and jury. 
“The jury did not hear you. Raise your voice, 

please.” 
“I gave you my answer,” he replied and he looked at 

the judge. 
“Raise your voice Professor Ameen,” the judge 
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responded to his gesture. 
“Yes, I recognise this report.” 
“Can you name the authority issuing this report?” 
“Quantum Electronic Laboratory,” he replied hesitantly. 
“Who is the signatory?”  
“Associate Professor Souhail Rabah.” 
Gerard came closer to Professor Ameen and viewed 

him with coldness.  
“The notes written by Associate Professor Souhail 

contradict your version don’t they?” 
The prosecutor jumped to his feet and shouted, 

“Objection, your honour, he is leading the witness.” 
“Sustained.” The judge approved the objection, and 

Gerard was not surprised. However, instead of 
withdrawing his question he opted to rephrase it and to 
that the judge agreed. 

“Can you read out loud the handwritten remarks 
please?” He asked politely. 

Professor Ameen cleared his throat twice before he 
began reading the handwritten note: 

I have tested this object that has been marked by police as 
Police Exhibit 44C, for mechanical and electrical purposes. I 
found no obvious component to indicate that this object can be 
operated by electricity directly or remotely. I also conducted an 
Impregnation test to find out if any data were present, as well as 
I conducted a Trans-Reception test to see if a transmission of 
data by electromagnetic sound waves or light was possible. I 
have supervised all the tests and have concluded that this object 
is a child’s toy.  

Signed by Associate Professor S. Rabah 
“One more question Professor Ameen. Just in case I 

need your help, how much will you be charging for such 
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an excellent service?” 
The prosecutor angrily objected again claiming that 

Gerard was insinuating bribery and he moved to strike 
out this question. And Judge Ali Baba approved his 
request and ordered the clerk to strike out this question. 

“I withdraw my question, your honour, but I reserve 
the right to call the witness back to the witness box.” 

 “You may stand down,” the judge ordered the 
witness. 

The prosecutor called his second witness, and the 
tipstaff swore him in. 

The prosecutor walked to the witness box and gazed 
at the witness receptively. 

“For the benefit of the court, state your name and 
occupation.” 

“Nadir Farraj, head of the Visa Section in the 
Immigration Department,” he replied softly.  

“Has the accused, Gerard Aziz Shamil, applied for a 
Visa?”  

“I searched for his name across all sections, but there 
was no match.” 

“Do you think he entered the country using an alien 
name?” 

Gerard had the right to object as the prosecutor was 
leading the witness, but he did not attempt it, knowing the 
judge would overrule. 

“We believe that he entered this country with the 
help of a hostile nation with the intention of undertaking 
intelligence work.” 

This was the type of answer the prosecutor needed, 
because such generalisation would help him to convince 
the jury – if they needed convincing – to find him guilty. 
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Gerard did not object and the prosecutor ceased 
questioning. “I have no more questions, your honour.” He 
directed his gaze at the judge. 

“Your witness Mr Shamil,” Judge Ali directed. 
Gerard moved close to the witness box. “Mr Nadir 

Farraj, could you tell me who is supposed to obtain a Visa 
to enter this country?” 

“Every person who wishes to enter Lebanon must 
obtain a Visa.” 

“How about Lebanese Nationals; do they need to 
register with the Visa Section to be allowed to live in 
Lebanon?” 

“Objection your honour, the accused is trying to 
confuse the witness,” the prosecutor claimed, and the 
judge agreed with him. 

Gerard looked at the judge and informed him that he 
was going to rephrase the question, to which he agreed. 

“Tell the jury Mr Farraj, every time you go home, do 
you have to get permission from your neighbours to enter 
your home?” 

“Objection,” the prosecutor barked. 
“Sustained.” 
“I withdraw my question your honour,” and he 

produced two documents:  
Defence Exhibit BC1, a birth certificate, and Defence 

Exhibit PC2, a Personal Identification Card. He gave a 
copy of each to the clerk. He also showed the copies to the 
witness. 

“Do you recognise these documents?” 
“Yes, I do.” 
“Do you have any doubt as to their authenticity?” 
“No, they are genuine.” 
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“What are these documents?” 
“A birth certificate for Gerard Aziz Shamil, and an 

identification card for the same person.” 
“Can you repeat the name of the said person?” 
“Gerard Aziz Shamil.” 
“These documents prove that I am a Lebanese 

National don't they?” 
“I object to the question as immaterial and move to 

strike it out,” the prosecutor yelled. 
“Strike it out,” the judge ruled. 
“No further questions, your honour.” 
“You may step down,” the judge ordered the witness 

and directed the prosecutor to call his witness. 
The tipstaff guided the witness to the witness box 

and swore him in. 
“Detective Sergeant Bruce Fatin, where were you the 

day they arrested the accused?” 
“On duty.” 
“Was it your roster day?” 
“No.” 
“If it was not your roster day, why were you there?” 

the prosecutor asked. 
“We had a tip from one of our informants that a 

renegade was sent by a hostile nation to steal a very 
valuable object from the wall of the castle of one of our 
great leaders.” 

“What was that object?” 
“We did not know at that time.” 
“When did you know?” 
“After we arrested the perpetrator.” 
“Is the perpetrator in the court?” 
“Yes.” 
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“Can you identify him?” 
“Yes Sir, he is the one sitting at the bar table,” he 

replied and pointed at Gerard with his finger. 
“What was the object that he stole?” 
“A stone.” 
Haroun opened a folder and produced two 

documents. He raised them in his hand for the judge to 
view them and continued. “Since the arresting officer 
identifies the accused in the court, I’d like to lodge with 
the court the following documents: 

Prosecutor's Exhibit A, a photograph of the accused 
stealing the stone and Prosecutor's Exhibit B, a Valuation 
Certificate from Global Estate Valuation stating that they 
could not put a value on the stone. They stated that it was 
priceless and they could not come up with enough 
noughts to provide a fixed value. They believe the value of 
this stone will depend on the State of sale.” He handed the 
copies to the court, which were viewed by the jurors as 
well. Then he returned to the witness box and continued 
questioning the witness. 

“Did you interview the accused after the arrest?” 
“Yes.” 
“Did he cooperate with you?” 
“He confessed to the crime voluntarily, and I lodged 

a copy of his confession with the court.” 
“Was he remorseful?” 
“No.” 
“Did he mention the party he was working for?” 
“No, but he said it was private business.” 
“No more questions, your honour,” said the 

prosecutor and he returned to his seat. 
“Do you wish to cross-examine the witness Mr 
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Shamil?” the judge asked. 
“Your honour, I request a recess for twenty minutes 

to inspect the prosecutor's exhibits and the police 
interviews.” 

“You had copies of them, and you had enough time 
to study them.” 

“I trusted that the prosecutor would have given 
them to the defence prior to the questioning of the 
witness, but he did not.” 

“Mr Prosecutor, why didn't you comply with the 
standard procedures?” 

“It was an unintentional mistake, your honour.” 
“The court is in recess, and it will reconvene 

tomorrow morning at ten thirty.” 
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25 
 

THE RECESS TIME gave Gerard the chance to review 
with Juliette all the relevant documents that she had 
gathered for his defence. They agreed that if the jury were 
fair in their thinking and viewed these documents in 
context, the case would be thrown out and his name 
would be cleared. 

The court reconvened, and the judge asked Gerard to 
resume his cross-examination of the witness. But before he 
proceeded, he asked the judge if he could have one of his 
family members assist him in conducting his cross-
examination by taking notes. The judge agreed and 
Gerard called on Juliette who was in the public gallery 
and introduced her as his niece, Juliette Shamil. 

Juliette took her seat at the bar table, while Gerard 
stood up and asked permission of the court to lodge the 
documents that Juliette had obtained for his defence, to 
which the judge agreed. 

“Your honour, I want to lodge with the court the 
following documents:   

Defence Exhibit A, a photograph of the defendant 
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taken after he had been beaten up as ordered by Detective 
Sergeant Bruce Fatin.  

Defence Exhibit B, the result of a DNA test conducted 
on the stone, which proves that the stone was taken from 
the defendant's demolished home. 

Defence Exhibit C, a certified copy of the land survey 
carried out on the area where the defendant was arrested, 
which showed that within a fifty kilometre radius, there 
was not a single stone quarry. 

Defence Exhibit D, a certified copy of the land survey 
carried out on the area where the defendant's home was, 
which showed a stone quarry one hundred metres from 
the defendant's home that has the same DNA as the stone 
in question.” 

Gerard handed the copies to the court, which were 
viewed by the jurors as well. Then he returned to the 
witness box, reminded the witness that he was still under 
oath, and asked Detective Sergeant Bruce Fatin, “Did you 
order Sergeant Ghazi to beat the defendant?” 

“He resisted arrest and refused to answer questions 
and my officers had to subdue him.” 

“I would like to remind you of your answer to the 
prosecutor's question. You said, He confessed to the crime 
voluntarily, and I lodged a copy of his confession with the court. 
Do you still insist on that answer or not?” 

“Objection your honour, the prosecutor yelled. The 
defendant is insinuating corruption, and I move to strike 
out this question.” 

The judge agreed with the prosecutor and ordered 
the clerk, “Strike it out.” 

Gerard did not need to prove his point. “No further 
questions your honour,” he stated and returned to the bar 
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table. 
The judge ordered the witness to stand down and 

directed the prosecutor to call his next witness. To that the 
prosecutor answered, “I have no more witnesses, your 
honour.” 

The judge turned his gaze to Gerard and asked if 
him had any other witness to which he answered, “Yes 
your honour,” and called Mr Anwar Fadil. 

The tipstaff guided the witness to the witness box 
and swore him in. 

Gerard approached the witness box and asked the 
witness to state his name and occupation for the court 
record. 

“My name is Anwar Fadil. I am a truck driver,” the 
witness responded.  

“What do you usually carry in your truck?” 
“Building materials?” 
“Can you clarify what you mean by building 

materials?” 
“Concrete blocks, sands, soils, stones and wood 

frames.” 
Gerard thanked the witness and went back to the bar 

table and Juliette gave him a photograph. Then he went 
back to the witness box, gave the photograph to the 
witness and asked him if he could remember that 
photograph. 

“This is the photograph of a house that I was ordered 
to come to.” 

“Who ordered you?” 
“The order came from the company's head office.” 
“What was the name of that company?” 
“WE DEMOLISH AND WE BUILD.” 
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“Nice name,” he commented and he heard laughter 
from the gallery. 

Gerard took a look at the prosecutor and noticed 
signs of stress on his face while he was gazing at the jury 
and Gerard understood his concern. He turned back and 
continued his questioning. 

“Was this company demolishing or building?” He 
asked wittily. 

“The company was building a wall around the 
castles of our Leaders.” 

“What were you supposed to pick up from the house 
in the picture?” 

“Stones, after the house was demolished.” 
“When the workers were loading the truck, did you 

notice any stone as being different from the rest?” 
“Yes.” 
“What was it?” 
“The man in charge of the demolition team came up 

to me carrying a stone. He put it on the seat next to me 
and told me to personally deliver it to the supervisor in 
charge of building the wall.” 

“Where did you take the stones to?” 
“I took them to the location where they were 

building the wall.” 
“Did you deliver this particular stone to the 

supervisor?” 
“Yes.” 
The prosecutor became irritated at this systematic 

questioning and made an effort to stop Gerard quizzing 
the witness. He viewed him with contempt and addressed 
the judge. 

“I object your honour. These questions are irrelevant 
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and are hindering the course of justice, therefore I move to 
strike out these immaterial questions.” 

“Strike it out,” the judge ordered. 
“No more questions your honour,” he said and 

resumed his seat at the bar table. 
Judge Ali asked the prosecutor if he wished to cross-

examine the witness. To that he answered “Yes,” and 
approached the witness box. 

“How old are you Mr Fadil?” he asked. 
“Seventy-five years old.” 
“How long have you been driving a truck?” 
“Sixty years.” 
“Did you start driving a truck at the age of fifteen?” 

the prosecutor asked wittily. 
“This business has been in my family for many 

moons. I was helping my father who was getting too old 
for this sort of business.” 

“How long have you been driving this particular 
truck?” 

“Fifty-five years.” 
“I bet you have moved in your time hundreds of 

demolished houses and thousands of stones, didn't you 
Mr Fadil?” 

“You may say so Sir.” 
“You are seventy-five years old. How is your 

memory Mr Fadil?” 
“As sharp as a razor blade Sir.” 
“This job is one of thousands you have moved in 

your truck. Can you tell me Sir, how do you remember 
this house, and in particular this stone amongst thousands 
of others?” 

“When I arrived at the scene to pick-up the stones, 
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the house was not completely demolished yet. I had to 
wait until they had finished. It was a hot day and I 
sheltered from the heat under a black mulberry tree. One 
of the men, who was cutting the apple and pear trees 
using a chainsaw, came along to cut the black mulberry 
tree. I begged him not to chop it at least until I leave. That 
is how I remember the house.” 

“How could you identify one small stone amongst 
thousands of other stones?” 

“The stone had a coded number. And the man in 
charge of the demolition made me sign a special delivery 
order. When I delivered it, I asked the supervisor to give 
me a receipt.” 

The prosecutor seemed tense and anxious. It showed 
on his face as he stopped for a moment and moved his 
gaze between the judge and the jury, as if he was seeking 
advice. However, the judge was stony-faced and the jury 
seemed bewildered. He was not sure of his next move and 
Gerard smiled at him gloatingly, but he was bemused to 
notice my gesture and finally looked at the judge. “No 
more questions your honour.” He voiced it indistinctly 
and resumed his seat. 

Gerard thought this was his chance to prove to the 
jury, as well as to the people in the public gallery, that this 
particular stone was stolen from his home and used 
illegally in building a great wall to protect the scrums of 
the nation. He stood and requested that the witness read 
to the court what was written on the receipt. However, the 
objection of the prosecutor received, as usual, the judge's 
approval, despite his assurance to the court that the 
answer to this question would prove to be relevant in the 
interest of justice. The judge overruled and Gerard 
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withdrew his request. 
Judge Ali gestured to the witness to step down and 

asked Gerard if he would call more witnesses. To that he 
answered, “No more witnesses your honour.” 

Judge Ali Baba wiggled in his seat and fixed his eyes 
on Gerard pensively. He could not make an educated 
guess as to his gesture, but he was surprised to hear him 
call on the prosecutor to begin his address to the jury. 
However, when he was conferring with Juliette, she 
explained to him that they might move simultaneously to 
address the jury in order to take him by surprise and 
possibly to discredit him, and his response would not be 
as convincing as he would like it to be. She advised him if 
this happened, to ask for a recess before he begins his 
address to the jury.  

The prosecutor thanked the judge, walked to the jury 
box and moved his gaze between the judge and the jury. 
“Honourable members of the jury,” he began. “I am going 
to prove to you beyond reasonable doubt that the accused 
has committed an act of treason against our country. He 
entered undetected with the help of a hostile nation, and 
was equipped with the most sophisticated equipment we 
have ever come across, but his mission was not 
accomplished thanks to our efficient security system that 
did not give him time to pass any classified information to 
the enemy. Our security system discovered his plan before 
he had time to put it into action. 

“The accused confessed voluntarily to the charge of 
illegal entry and to the espionage. It is up to you, 
honourable members of the jury, to find him guilty.” 

The prosecutor walked back to the bar table, picked 
up a photograph and walked back to the jury box. He 
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raised the photograph in front of the jury as he walked up 
and down besides the railing of the jury box. 

“A picture is worth a thousand words,” he stated. 
“Actually, I don't need to prove his guilt in words, or in 
written evidence.” He raised the picture of the stone and 
paraded it in front of the jury. “This picture tells the whole 
story. He is guilty of stealing this valuable stone from the 
wall that protected the residences of our superiors – the 
cream of the crop – the chosen to whom we trust this 
nation. However, we ask the question, Why did he steal the 
stone? 

“The answer to that question lies in the value and 
feature of the stone. The history of the stone is undefined. 
However, we believe it goes back to the date of early 
creation, the beginning of time when a meteorite entered 
the earth’s protective shield and landed in our country. 
And when this stone was found, it was put in the custody 
of the high priests, and through the centuries was handed 
down from one leader to another, until it reached our 
honourable leaders. 

“This stone has unexplained characteristics. It has the 
power to reduce the ageing process, and can affect the 
human being to become warm, loving, caring and 
peaceful. It has been said that this stone has stopped wars 
and prevented famine. It is very valuable as it is the only 
stone of its kind available on this planet. It is the gift of 
God to our honest and caring leaders. That is why the 
accused took so much risk to pilfer it and deprive us of all 
its benefits. Every square centimetre of the stone is worth 
thousands of dollars, if not millions. If the perpetrator 
managed to steal it, divide it in small slices and sell it on 
the black market, the estimated value would be in the 
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trillions of dollars. 
“Honourable members of the jury, I put it to you in 

facts, figures and photos. I proved to you beyond 
reasonable doubt that the accused is guilty and I expect 
you to find him so and seek the death penalty.” 

People in the public gallery applauded the 
prosecutor, commended him for his good work, urged the 
jury to find me guilty and pleaded with the judge to 
impose the harshest possible sentence. 

Judge Ali Baba called for order in the court, but 
people in the gallery ignored his order and began to chant.  

Kill the traitor,  
Hang the mole. 
Let him suffer bitterly, 
As he dangles from a pole. 
“Let us tear him to pieces,” a man shouted from the 

back of the gallery. “No one challenges our masters and 
survives.” 

Gerard looked back and saw people in the gallery 
standing with their fists hitting the air and pledging their 
loyalty to their masters, not knowing that those same 
stooges that they called their masters are the swindlers 
that strangle this nation and her citizens and make them 
suffer. Maybe they know but they are scared to face them 
since their livelihood depends on pleasing these surrogate 
Gods and their deputies. Their commotion roared louder 
and their anger seemed stronger measured by the speed 
and the force of their fists hitting the air and shouting:  

We are your men,  
we are your servants,  
we redeem you with our blood. 
The judge kept calling for order, but the crowd 
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continued applauding and chanting until the four stooges 
leapt to their feet and thanked the crowd for their support 
and requested them to stop.  

“Thank you Mr Haroun,” the judge said and, with a 
knock of his hammer, he declared “the court is in recess 
for twenty minutes.” 

 
 

Gerard was delighted to have a recess to confer with 
Juliette again and evaluate his defence strategy. Captain 
Juliette rushed to his side, took his hand and led him to 
the corridor. “You must not address the people in the 
gallery. Stick to the legal argument and try to convince the 
jury. With them, you may have a better chance. The 
people in the gallery are hopeless and you cannot trust 
them to uprise against their masters.” 

“Why not? If they know the truth, they will revolt.” 
“Their livelihoods depend on them and they cannot 

stand against their will. They’ll starve them to death and 
they know it. You heard them a minute ago how they 
stupidly approve of the prosecutor’s address and how 
they greeted the bogus jury and submitted to them 
without thinking.” 

“I still believe in the power of the people. I will put 
my life in their hands.” 

“Have it your way. Here is all the information, 
documents and all the available evidence you need. Good 
luck.” 

 
 
The court resumed at one thirty. It was the defendant’s 
turn to address the jury. Gerard walked to the front of the 
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jury box. He stood wordlessly for a few seconds trying to 
measure the jury’s response. From the look on their faces, 
he predicted a guilty verdict. He thought why should he 
bother addressing them, since he can tell that their minds 
are made up. The guilty verdict is in their favour. The jury 
are the plaintiffs. It is in their favour to find him guilty.  

Gerard contemplated his options and decided not to 
give the jury much weight. He opted to put his faith in the 
people of this nation despite the objection from Captain 
Juliette. The public gallery was full to its capacity. As he 
examined the audience in the gallery, his heart sank since 
he could perceive the hatred and the vengeance on their 
faces, and expected trouble. However, he decided to take 
his chances. 

 “Are you going to address the jury Mr Shamil?” the 
judge asked. 

Gerard bowed his head to the judge and began. 
“Your honour, members of the jury,” and he turned 

around to face the people in the public gallery, “and 
citizens of this great nation. I agree with the prosecutor's 
remarks about the value and characteristics of this stone. 
However, I totally disagree with the rest of his address, 
because it was full of bulldust and not worth listening to.” 

As he finished his sentence, a man yelled from the 
gallery, “Traitor”. 

Gerard realised by now that what Juliette had told 
him was right. You get the government you deserve. The 
people of this nation have been under the control of their 
leaders, and it has become obvious that they pledge their 
loyalty to them, not to the nation. They have become blind 
to the fact that they are being used and abused by these 
stooges. They have managed to fool the citizens of this 
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great nation into believing that their interests are in their 
safe hands. Someone must expose those agents who 
represented the interests of foreign nations and get paid 
handsomely. He ignored the traitor’s remark from the 
public gallery and continued his address to the people. 

“I am not surprised to see you following your 
masters’ orders blindly. Perhaps your livelihood depends 
on them. If you decide to free yourself of their domination, 
and refuse to be their obedient servants, they will deprive 
you of your rights. You will not be able to work nor afford 
to be sick. Your children will never be able to have any 
education. You will remain under their thumbs unless you 
uprise against them and build a non-sectarian nation 
based on democratic values. This is your only chance to 
rid yourselves from slavery and feel human again. 

“These stooges have never worked an honest day in 
their lives. They have no trade and no business to run to 
earn an honest living. You are their commodities and the 
source of their wealth. They have sold you many times to 
serve the interests of a particular foreign nation and were 
paid handsomely. It is in their interests to keep you in 
need and they make sure that the government cannot 
provide you with an equitable system, so that you have to 
go back to them seeking help and favours.” 

“Hang the bustard,” a woman shouted. 
“Hang him by the balls,” a young man barked. 
“He is right; we have been used and abused for too 

long,” an old man cried from the back of the gallery. 
“Shut your trap, you old dill,” another youth roared 

at the old man and the people applauded.  
“Citizens of Lebanon! Listen to me. I came here to 

proclaim what is ours; our history, our culture, our dignity 
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and our memories. They stole them from us and we must 
claim them back. It was ours, and should remain ours. 
Lebanese do not need to obtain a Visa to live in Lebanon; 
we do not need to divide the nation to satisfy others. We 
should be accountable and responsible and live in this 
nation in peace and harmony. It is our nation. Do not sell 
it for money and fame. It is the gift of God to us; we 
should respect that gift, protect it with our bodies and 
redeem it with our souls.” 

The commotion in the gallery rose louder, and they 
began to chant:   

By our blood,  
by our soul,  
we redeem you O masters. 
As they surged towards Gerard he saw Juliette under 

the bar table searching in her handbag. 
The judge ordered the police in. They came through 

the western door, through the northern windows, through 
the eastern alley and began shooting. No one in the gallery 
was shot and Gerard was shocked to see the police 
shooting at each other instead, and he began to shout.  

Stop the carnage …  
Stop the carnage … 
His plea was drowned out by the sound of bullets 

and screaming and shouting from the main gallery. 
Captain Juliette was wiser than he thought. She must 

have got a hint from Captain Adel and had come to the 
court prepared. She executed her plan with extreme 
accuracy. And Gerard was relieved when he saw the 
green light shining from her Cryonator and the shooting 
stopped and everyone in the gallery was temporarily 
suspended. 
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CAPTAIN JULIETTE AND Gerard left the courtroom 
unhindered. Captain Adel executed his part of the plan 
and escorted them to Silkworm Park where their Craft 
was camouflaged. He spoke briefly with Juliette who 
handed him an envelope that he pocketed unchecked. 
They shook hands warmly and the smile on his face 
showed that he was extremely happy and had been 
handsomely rewarded. 

Gerard thought Captain Adel was a reasonable man. 
His wheeling and dealing was somehow justified. He had 
a family to take care of. The education of children was for 
the privileged and health care was only available for the 
ones who could afford to pay the high costs, and Gerard 
valued his honesty and excused his blunders since they 
were excusable. He reached for his wallet and retrieved 
everything he had, and shook his hand warmly. 

“This is a small token for your honesty. I wish you 
good luck,” he said as he pushed the money into his hand. 

The smile on his face showed the extent of his 
happiness and his contentment with the reward. He 
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opened his arms as wide as he could and hugged Gerard 
tightly. 

“I wish you a safe trip home. If you ever come back 
again, drop me a line and I shall be at your service.” 

“I have nothing here to return to.” 
“Of course you do.” 
“Like what?” 
“This is your birthplace. You have family, relatives, 

friends and memories. This nation needs you and longs to 
embrace you and hold you. You and people like you 
should make every possible effort to return with fresh 
new ideas, new strategies and new systems that treat us 
all equally. You have what we need. Promise to come back 
if you really love this nation as you have demonstrated.” 

Captain Adel was still holding Gerard, who 
unlocked his tight grip and held Captain Adel at arm’s 
length. 

“My heart tells me to come back, but my mind says 
no. I have nothing left to come back for. You can’t come 
from outside to change what the people are not willing to 
accept. The change must come from the inside. The people 
must take charge and be responsible citizens. You, the 
citizens of this nation, must initiate the change and stop 
casting your votes to the highest bidders. You must vote 
for policies and demand their implementation. You must 
adopt a non-secular system and refuse to be bullets in the 
guns of surrogate Gods and their deputies. You must 
remember the most quoted proverb and act accordingly.” 

“What proverb you are talking about?” 
“As you were, you shall be governed.” 
Captain Adel had a plastic smile on his face while he 

wished them good luck, as they boarded the craft. 
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27 
 

THE REDBREAST BEGAN its ascent and Captain Adel’s 
figure became smaller until they could not see him 
anymore. The earth was moving away from them as they 
reached a height of twenty-two thousand feet. Captain 
Juliette broke her silence. 

“Do you wish to say a final goodbye to your home?” 
“I don’t think I have the heart.” 
“This is your last chance. You may never come back 

again.” 
Gerard did not respond, trying to deal with his 

emotions. It was never easy to turn your back and never 
give your last salute and deep respect to the departed 
souls. It was none of their faults. They lived through 
tough times and deprived themselves of so many luxuries 
in order to provide for their children. People at the helm 
were to be blamed for the miseries of those honest and 
faithful citizens. They should be held responsible for 
annihilating and depriving the citizens of their legitimate 
rights. But the question that kept him wondering was, 
who is going to hold them responsible? The answer to that 
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question was not immediately on hand.  
Captain Juliette was watching Gerard motionlessly 

waiting for his answer. She must have sensed the 
emotional sequences that affected Gerard's ability to 
respond. She held the craft steady at twenty-two thousand 
feet above his home waiting for his answer. He was in a 
state of indecisiveness. What is the point of saying his 
final goodbye? He has nothing left of sentimental value 
and nothing to remind him of his identity. All his 
memories were erased. He has nothing left to remind him 
of his past. His culture and tradition have been stolen. No, 
he thought, I shall not say goodbye. I shall leave and never look 
back again. But as he looked down, he was not able to 
recognise any features. It was bare land. Nothing to see. 
Nothing familiar from that height, even the partly 
demolished house of his cousin was barely visible. The fig 
tree that was the last witness to the killing fields was not 
visible. He changed his mind. I wanted to go back and say 
my final goodbye. He looked at Captain Juliette and she 
beamed as if she had read his mind. “What is the matter 
with you old man. Are you going to say your last goodbye 
or not?” 

“Why not?” 
“Wise decision, shall we go?” she asked. 
“What are you waiting for?” 
“Your order buddy.” 
 
 

Slowly and smoothly the Redbreast responded to Captain 
Juliette’s command, like a little boy responding to his 
mother’s call for breastfeeding. They landed at the exact 
spot where his bedroom used to be. As the door of the 
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Redbreast opened, Gerard showed reluctance in leaving 
the Craft. He looked around trying to imagine the horror, 
the fear and the trepidation his people had had to face. If 
they were armed and fighting, it would have been less 
painful, since in war there can only be one winner. If you 
lose a battle, at least you had a chance to prepare again for 
another round of fighting. But if you were old and 
unarmed, you had no chance and no choices. In the 
history of wars, he has never heard of armies or militias 
ever massacring old people, women and children. It is 
now obvious to everyone that the Surrogate Gods and 
their deputies have succeeded in preaching and 
moralising religious hatred since they know that it was the 
only way to get the upper hand. 

Captain Juliette respected his privacy and 
understood the need to leave him uninterrupted. She 
opened her door, stepped out, walked around to his door 
and offered her hand. “Come on,” she said. “Come and sit 
next to your favourite fig tree.” 

Gerard did not have the strength nor the willingness 
to resist. The warmth of her hand holding him tight 
around his waist helped him to saunter until he was safely 
sitting with his back at the trunk of the fig tree. “Take your 
time,” she said. “I will go back to the Craft and take a few 
shots of you so you can show them to your 
grandchildren.” 

Gerard nodded, as he didn’t have the strength to 
talk. He thought, what should he tell them? This is the 
photo where your grandfather’s home used to stand in 
pride and dignity. Are they going to believe him, since 
there is not a home in the picture? No one in his right 
mind would believe this could still be happening in the 
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twenty-first century. 
He dropped his head between the palms of his hands 

and pressed hard against his temples to release his 
headache, and his head slumped onto his chest. He went 
back in reveries to his childhood, while he was in his 
mellowing state of mind. They were very simple, but very 
loving memories. He was raised lovingly and taught 
dutifully how to live in harmony with God’s creatures. He 
was taught how to respect the environment and be a 
responsible member of society. Religious hatred never 
entered his heart and forgiveness was a daily practice of 
his life. He did not hurt anyone and he did not expect 
anyone to harm him. He was taught to work hard and live 
well. He was always happy to share and respect other 
people’s right to belong to a different faith. That was the 
norm of every soul in this peaceful village. Now he 
wonder whether those teachings were right! If his parents 
were taught otherwise, they would have been prepared; 
watchful and very vigilant, and nothing would have 
happened to them. He thought of the proverb that he had 
heard so often, if you do not look like a wolf and act as a wolf, 
the wolves would have you for breakfast. 

  Gerard was beleaguered; his pulse raced and he 
began to lose his sense of orientation. His vision blurred. 
He was getting dizzy and began to see images and shades. 
He did not know what to do; he had no strength to even 
call Juliette for help.  

Gerard made the effort to raise his head, but he only 
managed to take his hands off his temples, then his head 
fell forward and he went back in time to his early 
childhood, to the nights where the storyteller used to 
amuse them with his fantasy tales of one thousand and one 
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nights. He was a very smart and thoughtful man, very 
alert and far-reaching. Intentionally, he used to tell them 
about early massacres committed by religious fanatics and 
always concluded his session with the same theme: 
remember, religion has the role to preach love and tolerance, and 
yet it can preach hatred, and manipulate people to kill in the 
name of God, to start wars and commit massacres. At that 
time, it meant nothing much to them other than a boring 
and irrelevant conclusion. Now Gerard valued the 
storyteller’s motives. He meant to alert them to the power 
of religion; that it is used to brainwash people to commit 
acts that would not be committed if not motivated by 
religious hatred. That reminded him of Blaise Pascal’s 
quote: Men never do evil so completely and cheerfully as when 
they do it from religious conviction. 

Gerard began to blame God for all their miseries. He 
blamed Him for not impeding his representatives from 
preaching hate instead of tolerance. He blamed Him for 
standing aside and allowing his surrogates and their 
deputies to justify killings and promote racism and 
intolerance. Surely, God had witnessed those massacres? 
It is undisputable that he did nothing to avert it. Why 
didn’t He stop it? Why?  

Slowly he managed to raise his head and gaze 
around to capture everything and engrave it into his 
memory. He felt his silent anguish as he wandered 
through the ruins of his home and all the way through the 
valley to the crest of the mountain, to the point where it 
sealed earth and heaven. The sun was whirling tranquilly 
in the middle of the sky. Its golden rays were soft and 
warm. The grey cloud in the far horizon began to move 
northerly, picking up speed and gobbling up other small-
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scattered clouds. It looked like nature was preparing for a 
brief storm that was familiar at this time of spring. He felt 
a sudden blow of cold wind and the smell of early rain. 
He began to scan the area where his home used to stand 
and the surrounding vinery, apple, pear and peach 
plantations. Nothing there … All gone ... The land is bare 
now and no one could ever tell that this was once a lush 
and fruitful agricultural estate. Now the land is only 
suitable for pasture and wildflowers, even though there 
are no more animals to feed on it. It is all strange, wild and 
unfriendly.  

He felt hot liquid seeping down his cheeks that 
dropped onto the ground forming a very small circle. It 
seemed like a little dewdrop that barely wetted the dust. 
He gazed at it as it evaporates gradually, and a few 
seconds later, no mark was left. He looked feverishly 
trying to re-mark the position of the dewdrop. No matter 
how hard he searched, he could not see where the 
dewdrop had soaked into the dust. All the ground seemed 
the same with no trace of the falling tear as if it was never 
there. What a coincidence, he thought: My home was here 
too for many moons. Now it is gone. There is no trace of it. It 
will never be rebuilt. No one is left to rebuild it and I do not 
care. I could not build a home and raise a family just to be 
massacred in the very near future. It is time for me to move on 
and never look back. Two more tears ran down his cheeks 
and dropped onto the ground forming again two little wet 
circles, and these eventually evaporated leaving no trace. 
Gerard learned his lesson and swore not to look back. He 
began to blame his parents, the neighbours, the religious 
affiliations, the political parties and the governing bodies. 
Despite all of that, he could not comprehend nor 
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formulate a lasting, acceptable and equitable solution to 
satisfy all parties. Then a thought traversed his mind. 
Maybe God can help. He crossed himself, clasped his 
hands together and began to pray. 

Dear God, you taught me to come to you in my troubled 
days and ask. You promised to give me what I need for my 
redemption. Now I want to ask you a small favour. I want you 
to shine upon the hearts of your surrogates and their deputies – 
the politicians – and transform them to preach love, tolerance 
and to devote themselves to care for their constituents. Give 
them big hearts and small pockets. Let them be honest, humble, 
tolerant and reachable. I never asked you anything for myself. I 
am not seeking wealth, fame, or power. I am a very reasonable 
and practical man. All I ask of you is to protect us from the ones 
who are evil in their teachings and wicked in their souls. Give us 
the chance once more and let us redeem ourselves. To you I pray. 
Amen. 

Gerard heard thunder, then a voice coming from 
inside the clouds.  

“I cannot help you.” 
He was startled and asked, “Who is that?” 
“You know who I am. You have been nagging me 

since you came here. I know your intentions are honest 
and good, but your means are wrong. I wanted to help 
you if things got out of your power and knowledge. 
However the way I look at it now, I do not think I could be 
of any help,” he said softly but forcibly. 

Gerard became a little angry and disappointed. He 
thought He was bluffing or his mind was playing tricks on 
him. “Why can’t you help us?” He shouted. “You are the 
mighty God aren’t you? You created heaven and earth. 
You created us and now you are refusing to help your 
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humble and troubled subjects.” 
“I do not wish to interfere in your way of living?” 
 “Bulldust!” 
“Watch your mouth old man, or I shall reprimand 

you.” 
“Sorry God, but you made me angry. If you do not 

want to help me, tell me straight.” 
“I am telling you the truth. I do not wish to interfere 

in your daily affairs. I created you to be free to decide the 
way you want to live.” 

“Your representatives on earth do not preach by 
example. In your name, they have committed crimes, 
made wars, orchestrated massacres and abused people’s 
rights. They did all that in your name, and you are still 
reluctant to help us.” 

“I do not know how to get it into your thick head 
Gerard. You’re hurling blame everywhere and on 
everyone. Even you are blaming me for your miseries. I 
think the time has come now to blame yourselves for 
whatever has happened to you. The time has come to stop 
being stupid and use your brain effectively.” He said it 
with an angry tone. 

“How could you tell us we’re stupid? We are very 
clever and innovative people. We invented electricity and 
nuclear power to give light to the world. We invented 
submarines to search the bottoms of oceans and 
aeroplanes to move passengers around the globe. We left 
human footsteps on the surface of the moon and we are 
about to explore the galaxy seeking further knowledge. 
We cured sickness and promoted longevity and you are 
still calling us stupid?” 

“You have effectively used every element I gave you. 
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However, you failed to use your heart and your inner 
conscience. You have invented things that make you 
money, but ruined the environment. You have invented 
killing machines and invested heavily in war 
preparations, but lost radical thinking. You invented 
medicines hoping to cure sickness and live longer to 
gather more wealth and satisfy your greed. You have used 
all your senses in pursuit of your earthly dreams. Those 
you called my representatives and their deputies are one 
of you. They love power. They manipulated you by my 
name, and you were dim-witted and stupid enough to 
believe them.” He said it angrily. 

“You call me stupid once more and you could get 
yourself in trouble.” 

“I like you Gerard, but you should acknowledge that 
people have the right to choose what is best for them and 
for the society at large. Unfortunately, you have chosen 
the thorny road. That is your choice and I am not willing 
to interfere.”  

Gerard stared at Him with his blurred vision that 
carried a confused signal to his mind, and he could not 
think of any worthwhile excuse. He must have read his 
confused state of mind and decided to have mercy on him: 

“Do you know why you and others flee this country, 
seeking better living somewhere else?” He asked. 

“We were poor people. The governing bodies were 
not interested in providing an equitable system nor giving 
us equal opportunities. We were deprived of our rights 
and were treated badly. We refused to live without 
dignity and decided to seek a better place. Is there 
anything wrong with that?” 

“No! Nothing wrong with that. However, you 
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should not forget that you have rights and obligations. 
You must practice your rights and fulfil your obligations 
at the same time. In your case, you demand to have rights, 
but are reluctant to fulfil your obligations.” 

Gerard sensed what He was getting at. To avoid the 
answer, he decided to dodge the question, but whom was 
he trying to fool? He is God. He knew exactly what was in 
his mind, and He continued as if Gerard had given him 
the answer to his question: 

“You remember the last election?” He asked. 
“Yes I do, but what has that got to do with my 

demands?” He queried cunningly. 
“Do you remember how people were queuing at 

airports around the world to come home and vote to re-
establish the very governing bodies that initially were the 
reason for them fleeing the country seeking better living?” 

“They want to prove a point,” he answered softly. 
“You are covering for them. Tell me the truth 

Gerard,” He ordered. 
Gerard was ashamed to tell Him the reason, and 

thought of camouflaging the answer. However, he 
thought why cover for them and decided to tell the truth. 

“They got paid for a return ticket and they took 
advantage of it. Do you blame them for that?” 

 “I was watching you all the time. I observed your 
furiousness and intenseness when your fellow citizens 
were selling their votes to the highest bidders.” 

“That was a very small mistake. They can be 
forgiven for their immaturity.” 

“Their small mistakes and their immaturities are the 
reason for their miseries. They have given power to the 
same governing bodies from which they fled. They sold 
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themselves, and you want me to reward them for their 
fraudulences?” 

“You forgave our trespasses before, and you can do 
it now. I beg you to grant us our wish this once more and 
we promise you to be straight from now on.” 

“I created you to be free, to decide your own future 
and to bear consequences. You have the right to choose 
between right and wrong, and the right to make mistakes 
and the wisdom to rectify them. I created you and gave 
you free will. You are free to do things as your conscience 
sees fit, or as you were taught, with justification of the end 
results. You are free to kill each other, or help each other. 
You are free to be greedy or be compassionate. You are 
free to hate each other or love your enemies. If I interfere 
or direct your daily affairs, I will be depriving you of the 
freedom that distinguishes you from the rest of my 
creation. Your destiny is in your hands. You can choose to 
live in pride and in meekness. You have the right to 
choose your earthly governing bodies and your spiritual 
leaders. Make sure you practice your rights wisely and 
choose the right governing bodies to lead you on this 
earth, and the right spiritual leaders to lead you into the 
coming world. You must learn to treat others the way you 
expect others to treat you.” 

His voice began to fade and the last words Gerard 
heard were, “You might as well face up to it and choose 
wisely.” 

Gerard looked up to see if He was still there. Instead, 
he saw a black and white umbrella protecting him from 
the heavy rain and Captain Juliette holding it with a 
friendly smile on her wet face. “Time to go,” she said. 
“Samantha is waiting for us. I have requested on your 
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behalf kebabs and stubbies of VBs.” 
 
 

Gerard did not have the energy or the willingness to make 
a move. This vision had drained him of energy, leaving 
hardly enough to keep his heart just pounding. He 
managed to raise his eyes to meet Juliette’s, pleading to be 
left in his seclusion. He needed time to reflect, time to 
consider, time to search the depth of his consciousness 
and time to measure the possibilities of action. 

Captain Juliette extended her hand. “Let’s go,” she 
said. “I have been sheltering you from this rain for over 
ten minutes.” 

Gerard tried to stand, but the rain and the cold snap 
had flared up his arthritis and restricted the movement of 
his knees. Captain Juliette sensed his frustration. She held 
his hands and pulled him to his feet. He took the first 
wobbly step, but her strong hand wrapped around his 
waist was greatly appreciated. They boarded the Craft and 
took off smoothly. 
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28 
 

SAMANTHA WELCOMED GERARD and captain 
Juliette with a warm smile and showed them to the Beer 
Garden. They occupied a table for two that was the only 
one available in the far corner under the Eucalyptus tree. 
The Beer Garden was full to its capacity. It was lunchtime 
and Samantha was busy attending to her customers. 
Despite her welcoming smile, Gerard sensed that there 
was sadness in her eyes. When she served them their 
kebabs, he told her that he would be leaving in a few 
hours. She did not seem to be surprised. On the contrary, 
she looked calm and composed. 

“The new owner is coming shortly,” she said, “as 
soon as he arrives I will come and have a beer with you.” 

Gerard was stunned. She is selling. Maybe she has 
decided to leave too. She mentioned about selling when 
they first met, but he did not take her seriously and did 
not respond to her statement. He thought she would tell 
them on her own terms. 

The cold snap and storms were rare at this time of 
the year. The grey clouds dispersed, the southerly wind 
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eased and the sun shone again. Gerard was cold and  the 
midday sunrays were a relief. He asked Juliette for a 
cigarette. He took one puff and stamped it out since he 
coughed hard and felt a chocking sensation in his throat. 

“You should not smoke. Cigarettes can do you 
harm,” Juliette commented as she raised her stubby. “To 
your safe return.” 

Gerard enjoyed the food. The kebab was really a 
treat. The meat was tender and the spices were 
scrumptious. Captain Juliette was chewing bit by bit and 
dodging his eye contact. Gerard thought maybe he was 
thinking too loud, and she must have heard his thoughts 
but did not want to embarrass him. The reverie was 
central to his task and he decided to find out one way or 
another; it was very important to him to know if she had 
heard him talking, and he dared to ask.  

“Tell me, what was I talking about?” 
“How would I know?” 
“I believe you were sheltering me while I had an 

apparition, but I do not remember a thing. If you heard 
anything that could trigger my rusted memory, I would 
greatly appreciate it.” 

“I was sitting beyond hearing distance. Most of the 
time I saw you mouthing words. I respected your privacy 
and I did not eavesdrop.” 

“I am not accusing you of spying, but you were 
holding the umbrella over my head for over ten minutes. 
You told me that. Surely during that time you must have 
heard something?” 

“I sheltered you with the umbrella because I did not 
want the rain to interrupt your final goodbye. Although I 
heard you squabbling ambiguously, I respected your 
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privacy and did not try to fathom it.” 
Gerard was relieved to know that Captain Juliette 

did not hear his thoughts. Probably it was not a weird 
dream, or a revelation he had experienced. If he told her 
he was quarrelling with God, she would take him as 
foolish. Instead he smiled, “thanks for your niceness. I am 
thankful for your help and delighted that you decided to 
be my partner in this venture.” 

 
 

Captain Juliette and Gerard were the only customers 
remaining in the Beer Garden. They were exchanging 
details of their return trip. He asked if they could give 
Samantha a lift back home if she was ready to leave. 
Captain Juliette accepted the risk of being seen as double 
dipping and welcomed the idea.  

Samantha came back followed by a middle-aged 
man. He seemed active and well kept if you consider he 
was overweight. His attire indicated his business level and 
you’d mistaken him for a bank manager sealing a finance 
deal for the sale or a solicitor preparing the legal 
documents. They were surprised when she introduced 
him as Jamal Jaber, the new owner. 

They shook hands and exchanged a few pleasantries. 
Jamal seemed very familiar with the rules of decorum and 
spoke impeccable English with a slightly unfamiliar 
accent. He was very enthusiastic about the deal and 
invited Gerard and captain Juliette to visit him whenever 
they are back in town. He said he was going to close the 
pizza shop for renovation and, since they were the last 
customers, he offered them the last two dozen stubbies. 
“Either you drink them before you leave or you take them 



George A. Salib 

 234

with you.” 
 “Thank you for the offer,” Gerard said. “We’ve 

already had a drink. You keep the beer. Customers like us 
would kill to have VB stubbies in this kind of weather.” 

Mr Jaber gave him a plastic smile and Gerard 
resented his gesture as he wiped with his hand a few 
beads of sweat sliding on his bald head. He avoided eye 
contact and Gerard thought he was up to something as he 
read concern on Samantha’s face.  

“I won’t need the beer. You can have it,” he declared. 
“Why is that?” Gerard asked curiously. 
“We will not be selling pizzas anymore.” 
“A pizza restaurant is a good business and can yield 

plenty of tourist dollars.” 
“This place will close immediately after you leave. It 

will be closed for renovation and will reopen with a new 
face and a new service.” 

“Excuse me Mr Jaber, but out of curiosity what sort 
of a service are you insinuating?” 

“I don’t know yet.” 
“You’re telling me you bought this place for double 

the asking price and you have no idea what are you going 
to do with it? It is hard to believe Mr Jaber.” 

“I do not think it is of your concern. You are a tourist 
and you’d better act accordingly.” 

Gerard narrowed his eyes and probed past his ugly 
face into the wicked litter inside his head. He suspected 
that he was acting on behalf of a third party and that it 
was not in their favour to be known. Gerard detested this 
man and decided to give him some of his medicine. No 
one ever insulted a boxing kangaroo and was left 
unpunished. This dickhead was not going to step on his 



Only the dead have no dreams 

 235

foot and get away with it. 
“Mr Jaber, you are not telling the truth, only rich 

idiots pay double what a property is worth and do not 
know what to do with it. If you are in the market to make 
a profit, I am willing to buy the property back and pay 
you an extra fifty thousand dollars profit for one day 
work.” 

“We’re in the business of buying properties not 
selling. We buy and wait for opportunities.” 

“Opportunist Yeah! How about if I pay you one 
hundred thousand dollars?” 

Mr Jaber seemed angry. His face reddened. He 
became agitated, not knowing what do. Gerard was 
closing in on him and was not giving up until he had 
extracted the truth. Captain Juliette stepped on Gerard's 
foot and winked, a notion from her to tell him to stop 
quizzing the man. She excused herself and went outside. 
Gerard considered letting it go, but he had a hunch that 
this man was covering up for his client. He thought he is 
not buying it for himself and decided to throw out the 
line. Gerard gazed at him in contempt and said:  

“I believe you are buying this country piece by piece 
and are handing it over to a third party who has more 
interest than in buying a piece of land at a time. When the 
buying frenzy is over, the Lebanese people will have no 
more land of their own to stand on. Your client will 
become the only landlord and all the Lebos will be his 
tenants. He will dictate his terms and conditions. Any 
tenant who has the guts to question his terms and 
conditions will be forced to look for an alternative 
accommodation that he will not be able to get, since your 
client is the only property owner. That is your final and 
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ultimate goal isn’t it Mr Jaber?” 
It seemed that Gerard hit the right nerve. Mr Jaber 

tossed a folder on the table in front of Samantha.  
“This is your copy of the sale. Signed and sealed. 

Our solicitor deposited the money in your account. You 
can verify this with your bank.” Then he suddenly stood 
up and eyed Gerard suspiciously:  

“We shall be very happy to see you out Mr whatever 
your name is. If you stay any longer you will ruin many 
opportunities. This is not in favour of the citizens of this 
nation.”  

He turned and moved quickly towards the exit 
intending not to give Gerard time to respond, but as he 
reached the door he turned back and addressed Samantha: 

“Do not forget to leave the key under the doormat; I 
will be calling after five.”  

Gerard coughed twice to attract his attention and, as 
he looked at him, Gerard saluted him twice with his 
middle finger. To that he did not respond and slammed 
the door behind him. 

Samantha remained unmoved. She did not comment, 
but seemed very concerned and in distress. Gerard held 
her hand and cocked his head to search her welled eyes 
for some reason for her concern and distress. He did not 
have a read. Her thoughts were cramped and he got the 
reading of confusion and helplessness:  

“I know it is hard to leave behind something you 
really love, but the continuum of time will help people to 
forget.” 

She lifted her head enough to come head-to-head 
with Gerard. Tears that were welling into her eyes glided 
gracefully down her sunburned cheeks.  
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“I did not want to sell to this man. I believe his 
intention is bad, but I have to go back home. I cannot stay 
any longer. I feel suffocated. The system is sickening and I 
cannot tolerate it anymore. This person was the only 
buyer to come with an offer. I did not believe my ears 
when he doubled the quoted price. I did not have a good 
sleep for two days trying to come up with a motive. He 
could have bought this property for the advertised price. 
Why he doubled the price, I do not know. There must be a 
hidden agenda, but it is beyond my comprehension. 
However, the way you interpreted his motive, I thought 
you were right. The Lebanese people did not comprehend 
this strategy. I wish your interpretation is baseless, but I 
had a hunch as you put it yourself, where there is smoke, 
there is fire. 

Captain Juliette walked in and sat next to Samantha. 
As she looked at her red eyes, she knew something was 
wrong. She held Samantha’s hand and remained silent. 
Gerard am glad she did not ask and ignored Samantha’s 
tears. She reached into the box and retrieved three 
stubbies. “Let us have a drink before we move.” 

Samantha acknowledged our intention to go back 
home. “I wish you well,” she said. “I will be seeing you 
soon. The minute I arrive home I will give you a call if you 
don’t mind giving me your number.” 

Gerard gave her a card with his name and address. 
Captain Juliette rose to her feet, hugged Samantha and 
wished her good luck. Gerard carried his knapsack and 
planted a quick kiss on her cheek. She opened her arms 
and hugged him warmly.  

“For the sake of this country, I hope your 
interpretation is a baseless conjecture.” 
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Samantha walked with them to the Redbreast. They 
boarded the Craft and before they began their ascent, 
Captain Juliette switched off the engine, opened the door 
and ran back to Samantha. They hugged while exchanging 
conversation. Gerard gazed at Samantha’s faced and saw a 
terrified woman. She was crying hysterically. 

Captain Juliette came back, started the engine and 
the Craft begun to ascend. Gerard looked through the 
window and saw Samantha still waving. He waved back 
and mouthed the words, “I hope I am wrong.” 

When the Craft reached the height of thirty-two 
thousand feet, Captain Juliette set the speed at Mack III. 
“You’ll be home in a few hours.” 

 “What did you tell Samantha to make her cry?” 
Gerard asked. 

“I gave her the name of the third party.” 
“How did you know?” 
“Connections and links,” she replied. 
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29 
 

IT WAS FOUR o’clock when they landed at the same 
place they had taken off from a week ago. Captain Juliette 
released a hatch and the door begun to open. A gush of 
cool breeze slightly laden with sea scent filled the cabin. 
Gerard breathed hard until his lungs were about to 
explode. It was good to be back home. 

Jerry was waiting by the car. He did not approach 
until he got a gesture from Captain Juliette. He extended 
his hand with a warm handshake. “Welcome back home, I 
trust you had an enjoyable holiday,” he said as he carried 
Gerard's bag and walked back to the waiting car. 

Gerard shook hands with Captain Juliette and 
thanked her for lending him a hand when he most needed 
it. She smiled as she acknowledged his remark and asked 
for his credit card to finalise his account. 

He handed her the card. She swiped it over the green 
light and a set of figures appeared. “This is your final 
account. One thousand dollars more than we had agreed.” 

“What was it for?” 
“Smoothing the way and oiling wheels so they don’t 



George A. Salib 

 240

squeak.” 
“You are experienced in this field?” 
“It is my living.” 
“Easy living?” 
“You may call it easy, but I served you well.” 
“You were an amazing person.”  
“Serving you was a pleasure for two reasons.” 
“What were they?” 
“Your objectives were honourable and I was proud 

to be a part of them.” 
“What about the second reason?” 
 “You’ll hear about it in due time.” Then she opened 

her arms wide and hugged him warmly. “I am happy that 
you found what you were looking for. It was sad to end 
this way, but at least it gave you the satisfaction of seeing 
it firsthand. Maybe the future generation will learn a 
lesson from your adventures.” 

“I am glad you agreed to be my partner. For that 
allow me to add another one thousand dollars for you as 
an acknowledgment of your good work.” 

“I got paid for my job and I am not expecting any 
other rewards. Thank you, but I cannot accept it.” 

“I insist. You must take it. You deserve every cent. 
You were honest and you stuck your neck out for me. 
Please accept it as a gift.” 

“I will accept your gift as a sign of friendship, but I 
think Captain Adel deserves it more than I do. I will 
deposit it in his account and tell him it is a gift from you.” 

“I already tipped him well.” 
“I saw you and I am happy that you did. Captain 

Adel is an honest man, but circumstances sometimes force 
honest people to veer to the other side of the road.” 
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“I’ll take your word for it.” 
“Time will tell. Goodbye Gerard and may the force 

be with you.” 
“I may need it if I had to do this journey again. As he 

turned to follow Jerry to the waiting car she called, “wait a 
minute.” She grabbed a parcel from inside the Craft. “I 
forgot to give you this parcel. It is from Captain Adel. He 
instructed me to tell you not to open it until you arrive 
home.” She handed him the parcel and walked back to the 
Craft. 

Jerry held the door open and Gerard boarded the car 
and buckled his seatbelt. He heard a light roar and looked 
up to see the Redbreast lifting up and a green light 
flashing. He waved, not knowing if he had caught her 
attention. She hovered above the car for a few seconds 
then, like a flash of light, the Craft was beyond his normal 
vision. He kept waving until he was interrupted by Jerry 
who was calling on him to close the door. 

Gerard sat in the car slothful. He needed some time 
to relax and rest. The past week’s events were disturbing 
and the truthfulness of the massacre rumours had had a 
negative effect on his health. He felt relieved that he had 
discovered the truth but resentful of the system that 
allows such brutality. Jerry sensed his vagueness and did 
not attempt to trouble him with any query about his so-
called holiday with a mission. He manoeuvred Smart II 
professionally above rough terrain and winding roads. 
The ride was comfortable and the only time Jerry talked to 
Gerard was when they arrived at the point where he had 
picked him up a week ago. Jerry held the vehicle floating 
on a cushion of air and steadied it about a foot above the 
ground until Gerard picked up his gear and alighted. 
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“Have a great day,” he said. “Here is your ticket. 
You have been booked on Sheikh Khalid’s Blue Line Bus 
Service number 22. You wait in George's Cafe and Snack 
Bar. The bus will arrive in twenty-five minutes. Then he 
closed the door and waved Gerard goodbye. 

 
 

Gerard inched his way to the coffee bar. There was a table 
for two in the far corner. He was happy that the chair 
relieved his weary legs. He took off his knapsack and put 
it on the floor. The parcel that Captain Juliette had given 
him, he put it down on the table wondering what Captain 
Adel had for him. It must be something of a surprise or 
just a little present for his generosity. He sat unaware of 
other customers, and began to review everything he had 
encountered during his mission. He wondered if it had 
been worth all the trouble. It might have been better not 
knowing firsthand the details of the massacre. Before he 
went he had the element of doubt that nothing like that 
could be possible. Now he realised that it had happened. 
It is not an illusion any more. It hurts so bad that the 
wound will never heal. 

“Good afternoon Sir, can I help you?” said the same 
young blond girl who had served him on his way out.  

“I’ll have a latté please.” 
“Yes Sir, anything else?” 
“Thank you. I only have time for a quick cuppa.” 
“Why the hurry?” 
“I have a bus to catch. 
“Where are you heading to? 
“Coburg.” 
“Oh! That is you? How was your sightseeing tour?” 
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“You remember me?” 
“Of course! Have you forgotten that I have been 

raised in Coburg? 
“Of course, your father owns the local nursery 

there.” 
“That’s right. You may say hello to him if you pass 

by the nursery. He’ll be pleased to know you saw me.” 
 
 

Gerard enjoyed the latté and cigarette. The breeze was 
cool and the sun was about to set. The scene was romantic 
and that triggered a flood of happy and heartbreaking 
memories. Despite all the setbacks and disappointments, 
he had enjoyed every minute of his stay. It was true that 
he had lost his parents in such sad circumstances, and it 
was sickening to know that people can massacre innocent 
people simply because they don’t belong to the same faith. 
Whom can he blame? Shall he blame religious leaders who 
preach hate or the people who accept those teachings 
without questioning the source? He believe wicked people 
will interpret ideology to suit their goals or to enforce 
their grip on others. This norm has been widely practiced 
since the beginning of time. However, the ones adapting 
those teachings should be held responsible and bear the 
consequences. They should have thought, compared, 
analysed and mulled those teachings before they took 
them on. God created us with a marvellous analysing and 
researching machine called the BRAIN. People should 
think hard before accepting ideologies dished out to them 
by political and religious leaders. In short, we should 
adapt the simplest form of coexistence: Do unto others as 
you would have others do unto you. Gerard's eyes welled and 
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tears broke loose and gently rolled down his cheeks. He 
took the napkin that was left on the plate with the latté 
cup and wiped his tears as he heard his name. 

He lifted his head and looked to where the sound 
was coming from. There was a man wearing black pants, a 
white shirt and a golden tie. He had the name ‘Sheikh 
Khalid’s Blue Line Bus Service’ engraved in blue letters on 
the fold of his shirt pocket and a blue emblem on each 
shoulder and one on his cap. He called again ‘Mr Gerard 
Shamil’. Gerard raised his hand to attract his attention. He 
acknowledged his gesture with a smile and approached 
him with courtesy. 

“May I take your luggage Sir?”  
Gerard was bowled over and confused. His face 

seemed familiar, but he could not put a head on the 
shoulders. He searched his memory hard and finally he 
said with astonishment, “You’re the same driver whom I 
met a week ago aren’t you?” 

“Yes Sir, we had some disagreement.” 
“Of course! Mr Ashraf Baker. What a transformation! 

I would like to hear all about it.” 
“We have to keep moving. I am on a tight schedule. 

You have the first seat right behind me. We’ll talk on the 
way.” 

Ashraf carried the knapsack and Gerard followed, 
anticipating many surprises. 

 
 

Ashraf took the driver’s seat and talked into the 
microphone. “Good afternoon ladies and gentlemen,” he 
announced. “On the back of each seat, there is a TV 
monitor. You can select your favourite TV show or 
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favourite music. Cold drinks are available from the fridge 
at the rear of the bus. They are served with the 
compliments of the company. Relax and have an enjoyable 
journey.” 

Gerard was shocked to witness such a quick 
transformation in such a short time. He examined the 
driver closely and the change in his attire, his manner and 
behaviour stunned him and he decided to start 
complimenting him. “It is heart-warming to have such 
courtesy and good service. You must’ve undergone a 
complete change.” 

“You’re right Sir. We have to move on with times. 
We’re catching up with the latest technologies, and we 
welcome customers’ comments as we strive to meet their 
needs.” 

“Excuse my curiosity Ashraf. Last week I 
experienced the most uncomfortable ride in my life. The 
bus was older than the invention of fire, and your attire 
and behaviour were far less than I expect from a service 
provider. How come within a week you’ve had a complete 
change over?” 

“The quality of the service and the remuneration 
usually reflect upon the service provider. We had poor 
service and low wages. What we were getting for driving 
those ancient buses was barely enough to pay for rent. We 
had to take another part-time job or depend on tips to be 
able to put bread and butter on the table.” 

“How come you changed so fast?” 
“We have been trying for a long time to convince the 

owners of the company to look at other services in the 
town, and improve their services to match the others. In 
the end, we were fed up with begging and gave them an 
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ultimatum adapt to change or accept our mass resignation. 
They tried hard to make us change our minds by 
infiltrating our ranks and setting us against each other. 
Fortunately, they did not succeed. In the end, a young 
executive decided to side with us, and immediately they 
began to improve their services. These buses and the small 
Zedcraft that serve the city and surrounding suburbs are 
the beginning of the change. Next week we will start 
receiving our long distance Zetabuses.”  

“I am glad to see you adapting to change for the best, 
even though it was a bit late.” 

“Better late than never. It would have happened a 
long time ago if we had been united in our demands to be 
treated equally and have our rights respected.” 

Gerard did not ask any further questions. He 
accepted his philosophy in life and wished the wind of 
change would lash our nation carrying the same motto: 
Better late than never. 
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30 
 

IT WAS DARK when they arrived at the city depot. 
Gerard did not bother to check the time, since he was tired 
and heavy- eyed. All he was interested in was a hot 
shower and a nice forty winks. He was the last passenger 
to leave. He carried his knapsack and shook hands with 
Ashraf. “Good luck mate and have a good day,” and 
Ashraf rewarded him with a warm smile and Gerard 
noticed his new set of teeth and was surprised by his 
etiquette and good manners. “Keep up the good work,” he 
said and waved him goodbye. 

Ashraf wished Gerard luck and apologised. “I feel 
ashamed about how I treated you last time. I hope you 
understand.” 

“If I were in your shoes, I would've behaved the same. 
We all make mistakes and the good citizens are the ones who 
know that they’ve made mistakes and work to rectify them.” 

“You’re right Sir.” He extended his hand once more 
wishing Gerard goodnight. 

 
Gerard walked out intending to catch a cab at the taxi 
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rank. But the short walk and the cool breeze gave him 
back some of his vigour and he felt refreshed. He changed 
his mind about catching a cab, and opted to walk home 
instead. He thought a short stroll at night would clear his 
mind and invigorate his body. 

He walked along Sydney Road and turned left into 
Victoria Arcade. This food precinct is about a hundred 
yards in length and about fifty feet wide, with food outlets 
on both sides and tables and chairs in the middle. It was 
known for the vast variety of food. You cannot miss the 
small Souvlaki shop, the fish and chips, the seafood, the 
Chinese and the Lebanese shish kebab and tabouleh. The 
blended aroma of these foods opened his appetite and he 
decided to have some fish and chips and a cappuccino.  

He looked around in search of an empty table. All 
seats were occupied with young people either eating or 
having coffees and listening to music that was not to his 
taste. He narrowed his search to the far corner in front of a 
fish and chip shop and spotted a table for two that was 
occupied by an elderly person. He approached him 
courteously and asked, “Is this seat taken?” 

“Be my guest,” he replied as he took his time 
scanning him. 

Gerard felt edgy, but he managed a smile. “Thanks, 
you’re a scholar and a gentleman.” 

“You look dead on your feet old man.” 
“I just arrived from a long journey and I feel like 

having something to eat.” 
“Thomas, Thomas Sheehan,” he told Gerard and 

extended his hand. 
“Gerard, Gerard Shamil,” he replied and shook his 

hand. 
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“Passing by?” 
“I live in the neighbourhood.” 
“Fancy, I have not seen you before.” 
“I don’t come here often. I prefer the shopping 

centres. They are air-conditioned summer and winter.” 
“You must’ve saved a lot of money on your 

electricity bill.” 
Gerard became nervous and thought to put an end to 

his chatter, but he changed his mind as he saw the waiter 
approaching. He stared at him instead and smirked. 

He smirked back, “Do not keep the waiter waiting, 
he’s exceptionally busy tonight.” 

Gerard ordered a plate of fish and chips and a 
cappuccino and asked Thomas if he would like a coffee. 
He looked at him intensely and smiled, “I’d love to, thank 
you.” 

As the waiter left, Gerard lowered his head to avoid 
eye contact with Thomas hoping that he would stop 
asking personal questions. However, Thomas cleared his 
throat twice to attract his attention. As soon as he 
reconnected with him, he asked as he stared at his 
knapsack. “Aren’t you going to tell me about your 
holiday? It must’ve been exhausting at your age.” 

Gerard thought that he had read the Sheikh Khalid’s 
Blue Line Bus Service tour tag on his bag and presumed 
he was on holiday. Gerard stared at him, discontented 
with his curiosity. “It is a long story and I do not think it 
would interest you.” 

“Try me!” 
“Well … I visited my homeland for a short time.” 
“That is interesting! Where are you from Mr 

Gerard?” 
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“Lebanon,” he responded with a tone of bitterness in 
his voice. 

“Oh! Yeah! It is a lovely place to go for a holiday. I 
wish I could go back again.” 

“Have you been before?” 
“Many times, mate.” 
Gerard thought he was faking it, as he could smell 

the stinking odour of beer on his breath. “It is a nice 
holiday destination,” Gerard replied and looked at the 
waiter as he served him a large plate of fish and chips and 
two cappuccinos. “Eight-fifty,” he requested and Gerard 
gave him ten. “Keep the change,” he said. 

“Thank you Sir, anything else?” 
“No … Thank you.” 
As the waiter left, Gerard felt relieved since his 

interruption had put an end to Thomas’ invented story of 
visiting Lebanon many times, and he began to eat. 
Thomas coughed to catch his attention and, as he lifted his 
head and their eyes locked, Gerard sensed the resentment 
shown on his face and their gazes fused for long enough 
for Gerard to lower his head and continue eating.  

“You don’t believe me do you?” 
“Of course I believe you. Lebanon is a tourist country 

and anyone who happens to have money to burn would 
go there, but I cannot see the significance of your visits.” 

“I did not intend to go on holiday, as you put it. My 
father was on a tour of duty putting his life at risk. In fact, 
he was killed trying to save your country from the 
Ottoman Empire occupation. I went to the Middle East on 
many occasions, visiting the War Memorial in Beersheba. I 
have spent many memorable times in Lebanon, and I shall 
go again.” 
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“I beg your pardon Mr Sheehan. I did not mean to be 
rude. Many people visit Lebanon and I thought you were 
one of the holidaymakers. I did not know that your father 
fought a war there!” 

“He fought a war so you and others could live in 
peace and liberty without due consideration to the people 
who paid the ultimate price,” he said fervently. 

Gerard thought he was right to be passionate about 
it. Fighting in wars takes courage, bravery and many 
sacrifices, and he apologised. “I do not mean to be 
impolite; on the contrary, I value his services and I wish to 
know more about his involvement in a war so far away 
from home.” 

 “The outbreak of war was met in Australia, like in 
many other countries, with enthusiasm and many young 
people volunteered to join the army, the navy, or the air 
force. My father was one of the recruits who were sent to 
Egypt to meet the threat of the Ottoman Empire that 
endangered the interests of the British Empire in the 
Middle East. We engaged the Ottoman army and 
defended the Suez Canal. The following year, the 
Australian and other allied troops were posted to 
Palestine and we captured Gaza and Jerusalem. And by 
1918, we occupied Lebanon and Syria. We suffered many 
casualties; my father was one of them. Many soldiers were 
lucky and survived to tell the horror of war, so you 
became aware of our involvement and our friendly ties 
with your people. Whenever I go to pay my respects for 
the fallen soldiers at Beersheba War Memorial, I visit 
Lebanon. The last time was in 1958. I fell in love with the 
people and the natural wonders that your country offers. 
Unfortunately, you are badly governed.”  
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Gerard felt ashamed to have judged him harshly 
without knowing firsthand his personal circumstances. 
However, he was offended as he dared to criticise the 
government. He know that the Lebanese are badly 
governed and he will be pleased to see the wind of change 
coming through, but to hear it from an outside observer 
hurt and it showed on his face. 

“You’re deeply hurt aren’t you?” 
“Well … Lebanon is a democratic state. People have 

the legitimate right to vote for the candidates they believe 
serve the nation’s interest as well as theirs, and by 
criticising the government you are indeed wounding the 
good citizens of the nation.” 

“I believe you’re defending your politicians not 
because they are really honourable gentlemen, but 
because you feel that you and your fellow citizens did not 
choose wisely. I have a special interest in Lebanon, and I 
am following every political move since my daughter is 
married to a Lebanese and I am trying to be impartial in 
my judgement. Don’t take me wrong my friend; I do love 
Lebanon and the Lebanese people as much as I love 
Australia and the Australian people.” 

Gerard swallowed his resentment and soothed his 
anger. He was right, the choices are limited for the 
Lebanese have only one option, either vote for the person 
chosen by religious leaders to represent them or wish they 
had never been born. A nation governed by sectarianism 
is doomed to fail. 

Thomas was staring at Gerard waiting for his 
response. Gerard felt the heat of his gaze on his skin like 
boiling liquid scalding his skin through his thin flesh deep 
down to his bones. He lowered his head and whispered, 
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“They have no other choice, I cannot blame them.” 
Thomas seemed very enthusiastic about his interest 

in Lebanese affairs. He meant what he said about his love 
of Lebanon. He laid his hand on Gerard's shoulder and 
shook him. “Listen my friend,” he said, “I am going to tell 
you a little story that might shed light on what is going to 
happen to the Lebanese people.” 

Gerard's throat was getting tight and he felt a 
chocking sensation. He raised the coffee cup and 
swallowed the last drop of cappuccino. He felt the air 
getting through his throat to the depth of his lungs again. 
“Tell me all about it,” he said. 

He stared at Gerard intently, and began. “Once upon 
a time, there was an old sheep farmer cultivating his land 
and raising his sheep. One day as he was about to stop for 
the day, he heard yowling and went to investigate. Under 
a shrub, he found two little cubs maybe two days old. 
They were American tiger cubs. Their mother had died. 
They were hungry and cold. 

“The farmer, who was known for his love of animals, 
took the two cubs home and nursed them. It was not long 
before they grew into healthy, strong adult tigers. 

“His neighbour who had had a very close encounter 
with orphaned tiger cubs, advised him on many occasions 
to chain them or house them in a steel cage. The farmer 
contradicted his neighbour saying, “They are harmless, 
they sleep with me in the same room, and most cold 
nights they sleep with me in the same bed.” 

“One day, the neighbouring farmer noticed the 
absence of his neighbour. He was worried, but soon 
dismissed his worries saying, they are still young and not 
capable of causing any harm. However, the day passed and 
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the farmer did not come to take care of his flock. 
“His neighbour became very worried and went to his 

friend’s house to investigate. He knocked and waited. No 
answer. He called loudly, and to that no response. He 
walked around the house calling. There was no response 
either. Then he became suspicious, as he did not see the 
two adult tigers and attempted to break down the door. 
Then he heard a roar and looked through the closed 
window where the curtain was slightly drawn. Guess 
what he saw? 

“I dunno, you’re the storyteller, and I don’t want to 
spoil your excitement as you conclude.” 

“The two adult tigers were eating the farmer. From 
the little opening, he could not see what was really 
happening. He wanted to break down the door, but he 
was afraid to face the wild tigers. He ran home and came 
back with a Winchester. As he broke the door open, the 
tigers left whatever was left from the organs of the farmer 
and poised to attack. The farmer, fearing for his life, shot 
the two tigers and called the police. 

“The news reached the local press, which in turn 
circulated it to other media sources, and the Animal 
Lovers Association came in force and charged the farmer 
with cruelty against animals. He was charged and fined 
five hundred dollars.” 

Gerard followed his story eagerly, but as he 
concluded, he couldn’t make a connection. Thomas saw 
the bewilderment on his face and smiled, “you do not see 
the analogy of my story?” 

“No … I don’t,” he said with humility. 
Thomas moved his right hand fingers through his 

thin hair, pondering whether Gerard was a naïve person 
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or a pretender. He examined him like a wool assessor 
scanning a flock of sheep for the quality of their wool. 
Gerard gazed at him with a fake smile on his face. “Tell 
me mate, don’t make me wait, I am all ears.” 

“Maybe you are not aware of the fact that Lebanon 
has the highest number of refugees than any other country 
in the world per head of population.” 

“I am aware of that, and we are proud of taking so 
many refugees. They are persecuted people, and our first 
duty is to provide them with a safe haven. I can’t see 
anything wrong with that.” 

“The number of refugees in Lebanon and their 
descendents are equal if not more than the residing 
Lebanese. You are fleeing the country and they are 
claiming citizenship. Sooner rather than later, you will be 
the refugees looking for a country to take you in, and 
believe me my friend, not many countries would rush to 
your aid.” 

Gerard thought he had merit and the Lebanese 
should be alert to such a peaceful and democratic take 
over. They do not have to fire a gun. They do not have to 
declare a war and kill all their opponents. They don’t have 
to pretend fighting to maintain the supremacy of their 
religion or to satisfy their warlords. All they have to do is 
to call for the formation of a democratic nation that will 
have the support of other willing nations, and implement 
a democratic voting system. The result of that systemic 
implementation of true democracy, will see the end of the 
Lebanese control of many aspects of the government and 
there will be nothing they can do about it. 

Gerard stared at Thomas until their vision locked for 
an untimed length of time and, as they broke eye contact 
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Gerard asked, “what do you think we should do?” 
“Adopt non-sectarian policies and everyone will be a 

winner.” 
Gerard stood up, extended his hand and said, 

“Thanks for the advice.”  
As Thomas shook Gerard's hand firmly, he replied 

“We shall meet again, perhaps in happier times.” 
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31 
 

GERARD WAVED THOMAS goodbye and strolled 
along Victoria Street. At last he is going home after a 
strenuous week; a week full of surprises. Some were 
disappointing, others were pleasing. The weather was on 
the chilly side; the cool southerly breeze laden with sea 
scent filled his lungs and revitalised his sense of belonging 
again, and he valued life more than at any time in his life. 

Gerard felt free and he valued his freedom and 
became aware of the suffering of people who lived and 
died without experiencing the taste of freedom and self-
determination. He felt their pain and understood their 
needs, their desires, and their natural right to live, to love, 
to express their opinion, to criticise the governing bodies 
without fear of persecution, to have the right to work and 
the right to free education. He understood now, more than 
at any other time in his life, their anguish and their 
deprivation of basic living needs.   

He felt tired, and his knees began to feel his dead 
weight. He thought of calling a cab, but he changed his 
mind since his home was only about a mile away. He had 
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a heavy meal; and needed to walk that distance to give his 
stomach time to digest the greasy chips and the over-
coated fish with crumbs and flour soaked with heated 
over-used oil. He walked, unaware of his surroundings, 
until he realised that he had passed the block of units that 
he lived in. He went back to number fifteen Holmes 
Parade and climbed the stairs dragging his luggage 
behind him and, by the time he reached the third floor, he 
was out of breath. He used the last few kilojoules of 
energy to lift the doormat and retrieve the key that was 
there as he had left it a week ago. He opened the door, 
threw his luggage on the floor, and slumped on the bed 
like a dead elephant. 

Gerard didn't know how long he slept, but when he 
woke it was dark. He switched the light on and reached 
for his knapsack, and took out the parcel that Captain 
Juliette had given him and began to tear the wrapping. It 
took three folds of wrapping to reveal a red and white box 
tied with a blue ribbon. Inside there was a large envelope 
and a parcel. He took some time dithering as to which one 
to open first and opted to open the envelope as he 
anticipated some form of letter. The parcel that was in the 
box could wait. 

Gerard slit open the envelope and unfolded three 
pages of creamy coloured paper with neat text typeset in 
paragraphs indented at the first line and justified. There 
was also another sealed folder. He wondered why Captain 
Adel had taken so much trouble in writing to him, while 
he had only spoken a few words whenever he had had the 
chance to talk to him, even though he was neither 
aggressive nor friendly. Although he was helpful, Gerard 
interpreted his kindness to be due to his interest in 
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Captain Juliette. However, to write to him such a lengthy 
letter made him curious to find out. He put his specs on 
and began to read: 

Dear Gerard, 
Trusting you had an enjoyable time with 

us in spite of all those hassles. I do sincerely 
apologise for being far-flung towards you, but I 
couldn’t be otherwise without jeopardising my 
future as a Captain and deputy to the prison 
Governor. I am writing to you because I want 
you to know what happened to your family, 
and to let you know my plans for reform. I am 
hoping to be worthy of your help. 

What I am about to tell you now is the 
truth as it happened then, and my vision for the 
new Lebanon. I could not tell you then, fearing 
retribution. I trusted Captain Juliette to deliver 
this letter to you, because she is helping me a 
lot, not for any personal gain, but because she 
loves Lebanon and the Lebanese people. She is 
one of us even though she was born overseas. 
Her grandparents migrated during the 
Ottoman Empire, and have never been back 
since. 

What I am about to tell you now is 
classified as secret information. I am planning a 
military coup, and I have the numbers and the 
support of the army, air force and the police. 
We want it to be a bloodless coup. We do not 
want to shed any more blood. People have 
suffered enough waiting for an answer to their 
plight. Captain Juliette is helping me to draft 
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the Constitution. She is a marvellous and well 
informed solicitor; she is in fact a Queen's 
Councillor, but she took this job because it was 
the easiest and the cheapest way to travel and 
see the world.  

When we execute the coup, we will 
disarm all militias and dissolve all political 
parties. We will separate religion from the state, 
and we will not allow Lebanon to be the 
dumping ground of all nations. We will decide 
who can come as a refugee and the number of 
people that Lebanon can accept. 

"We will sign a peace agreement with 
Israel and demand the United Nations to place 
Lebanon under the protection of the countries 
that hold the right of veto. 

We will reform the education system and 
provide free education for all, as well as we will 
have national health and pension schemes that 
provide services for all citizens regardless of 
their political or religious beliefs. 

These are the major reform areas to the 
non-sectarian system and controlled democratic 
government until the time comes to have a free 
and democratic society. It will take some time, 
but I am sure it will happen.  

We want you to give us as much support 
as you can, especially with the media. This is 
your field. We are aware that you had an early 
retirement from your position as editor-in-chief 
of the Truth bulletin, but we believe your pen 
has remained active in this field. You may ask 
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how we know all this information about you 
since we never met before, but by the time you 
finish reading this letter, you'll know the truth 
and you will resolve to support our coup the 
best you can. 

Dear Gerard, I knew you were going to 
open the letter first. This is the natural reaction 
of human curiosity to a sealed envelope. I want 
you to know that your parents and I were good 
friends. When you migrated, I was a young 
teenager attending my schooling in a nearby 
village. After my graduation from the police 
academy, I was posted to the Northern District 
Police Department. I visited your parents on 
many occasions, and they used to talk about 
you, your work, and the remote possibility of 
you coming back. That is how I knew about 
your work in the media. 

When the war started, I was recruited to 
the Central Command in the city. The security 
of the city took much of my time, and visitation 
to your parents became rare occasions. 
However, when the news of a massacre became 
daily news, the government was forced to act, 
hoping to create a diversion. They posted me 
with a police regiment to the Shouf region to 
investigate and report. The media began to feed 
on this move and supported the government in 
their action. The public gulped down the bait 
and were hooked. 

When I arrived at the village, I was 
shocked to see workers demolishing houses, 
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stealing furniture, even breaking the concrete 
and taking the enforced steel and hauling 
everything they could on trucks. Maybe they 
were selling them on the black market to the 
highest bidder, or they were just following the 
warlords’ orders and transporting the looted 
goods for their disposal. 

I hurriedly went to your parent's home, 
hoping to save some of your belongings. 
However, I was horrified to see some workers 
were knocking down the house and loading 
stones onto trucks, while others were tearing 
down the garden and the vinery. Nothing 
escaped their assault. The trees were razed to 
the ground and the vinery flattened with a 
bulldozer. I have never seen anyone behaving 
with such brutality towards their fellow 
citizens. 

Since I was aware of the warlords' 
intentions and hidden agenda and their 
frenzied hunger for war booty, I decided to be 
polite to the workers hoping to save whatever 
was left standing of the building. I greeted 
them politely and asked to speak with the boss. 
None of the workers bothered himself to 
respond.  

I stood with my men waiting for someone 
to notice our presence. One young fellow 
carrying a submachine gun and shouting orders 
finally stared at us and barked, “What are you 
doing here?” 

I introduced myself and asked him to 
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order his workers to stop demolishing the rest 
of the house. His response was, “Piss off … If I 
call my boss, you can kiss the stars on your 
shoulders goodbye.”  

I thought to kick this dickhead where it 
hurts, but I knew if I did, I will lose my job and 
probably will be thrown in jail for an 
unspecified time. I bit my tongue and smiled at 
him, “I am not here on official duty, I just want 
you to do me a favour,” I said. 

The man's features eased and he started to 
approach. “What can I do for you officer?” he 
asked as if he knew what was coming his way. 

“This home belongs to a dear friend of 
mine, and I wish to save some memorabilia for 
his children to remember him by.” 

“That will cost you,” he said, “my orders 
are not to leave anything behind. If my boss 
knew that I disobeyed his orders, you and I 
would have a lot to answer for.” 

I assured him that my lips were sealed. He 
scanned the area suspiciously and ordered me 
to make it fast. I looked in one of the cupboards 
that remained standing and picked up your 
grandparents’ photo album and the wedding 
portrait. I searched around and saw your 
mother's portrait baking flat bread and a 
portrait of a man riding a horse with a sword in 
his hand. I did not know this person but I 
thought of its historical value. I picked up both 
portraits and began to search for more 
memorabilia, but I was startled by his order. 
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“Enough,” he shouted. 
I ceased searching, carried the items and 

walked towards the door. As he stopped me, I 
pressed fifty dollars into his hand. He took the 
money and asked me to show him what I had 
picked up. He inspected the items, then took 
away the portrait of your mother and the 
wedding portrait of your grandparents and 
gave me the wedding album and the portrait of 
your grandfather. I asked him the reason and 
he asked for another one hundred dollars if I 
wish to take them. I told him this is the only 
money I had and begged him to give them to 
me, as the portraits have no value to him. He 
refused utterly. 

I left the scene brokenhearted. Then I 
walked through the village and took shots of 
completely demolished houses and some 
partially demolished houses to include in my 
report. I gave my superior a detailed report 
supported with photographs. However, the 
following morning all major newspapers 
published my photograph with a large heading: 
NO TRACE OF A MASSACRE, CAPTAIN 
ADEL HAS FOUND… 

It was propaganda to hinder the work of 
an honest officer and to sway public opinion.  

In the folder, you will find documents that 
I have gathered during the course of the civil 
war. These documents will convict all warlords 
who committed crimes against humanity. I 
cannot raise the issue now because the 
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perpetrators are members of the ruling 
government and some are holding ministerial 
portfolios, but as soon as the coup has 
succeeded, I will arrest them and charge them 
with crimes against humanity. 

There are three copies of these documents: 
one with me, the second with Captain Juliette 
and the third now in your care. Captain Juliette 
will contact you soon. If I fail with my coup, I 
know that the gallows will be mine, but I trust 
that Captain Juliette and you will take those 
warlords to the International Court of Justice in 
the name of all citizens of Lebanon. These 
documents are foolproof; I am sure they will 
spend the rest of their lives in jail. 

I wish to spare you and Captain Juliette 
this weighty responsibility, but I believe you 
are worthy of it. 

I wish you both good luck and may the 
spirit be with you. 

NB: I have retrieved your stone from the 
court archives. I will hand it over to the 
museum authority. 

Your friend, 
Adel. 

 
 

Gerard examined the documents while imagining those 
bustards rotting in jail for the rest of their lives. Let them 
suffer he thought, so they may understand the misery and 
agony the citizens of Lebanon have endured under their 
fraudulent government. 
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Gerard was not sure how long he was looking at 
those documents, and almost forgot to have a look at the 
album. He considered leaving it until the morning, but the 
thought of looking at the photos and finding out if any of 
his family was in them revitalised him and opened the 
box. In it he found the album of his grandparents’ 
wedding but could hardly remember any of them. He 
went through the album unhurriedly, then examined with 
much curiosity the framed photo of his grandfather 
during his glory days when he was fighting the forces of 
the Ottoman Empire. He decided to hang it on the wall in 
a prominent position so he could have a look at it every 
night before he goes to bed, and wake up in the morning 
to see the face of one of the past heroes that had given 
their lives to liberate a country they love. He began to scan 
the wall for a prominent place to hang his treasure. His 
sight travelled along the walls and stopped at the wall 
clock in the hallway, its brass pendulum swinging back 
and forth, back and forth. He lowered his gaze and 
wondered if the continuum of time would tame their 
conscious that was lost in the stillness of their greed.  

Gerard wondered if anyone would dare to ask who 
had committed those massacres, and who would dare to 
call for their arrest to bring them to face the court of 
justice? Then he reflected upon the past as no one had 
ever dared to ask those questions. Even if they dared to 
ask, no one is going to answer – neither the God’s 
surrogates nor the politicians who were chosen as their 
deputies. But who can answer questions that have never 
been asked! On the other hand who would dare to ask 
questions that were hidden for many moons under the 
hardening crust of guilt and religious hatred? 
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He closed his eyes and for the first time since he was 
a child, he cried. He cried for the souls of the newly born 
who are coming unwillingly to this world, and he 
wondered if they know what future they will really have. 
He cried, for the sick people who are dying at a hospital’s 
doors because they can’t afford to pay for their medical 
treatment. He cried, for the warlords who are serving the 
interest of every nation willing to pay and ignoring the 
interests of their own people, and he cried, for the youth 
of this nation, because they will be facing a very bleak 
future. 

Gerard relived the past events and pondered how 
and when are they going to live like civilised people? He 
studied the past and witnessed wars, massacres and 
famine. He have seen killing fields, deprivation, slavery 
and abuse of human rights, but nothing had prepared him 
to witness such brutality and the viciousness of killing and 
such hatred that can make man kill his fellow man in cold 
blood just because he does not belong to the same faith. 
Then he thought the power of love would win over 
religious hatred, then he succumbed to the reality and 
concluded that the latter will succeed. 

Suddenly, he was startled by the harshness of his 
sobs, as the fifth chime of the wall clock pendulum began 
to linger in the silence of the night. 
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Epilogue 

 
GERARD SPENT THE next two months unable to come 
to terms with reality. He was suspended in the middle of 
nowhere, wondering about the past events. He could not 
comprehend the power of religion upon the souls of naïve 
people. How could they be induced to kill in the name of 
God? Who manipulated them to hate their fellow men? 
For a man to hold another human and chop his head off 
with a single blow with a blunt axe is beyond his 
understanding.  

The abhorrence that commands a man to kill 
innocent people must be deeply rooted in his heart. 
Gerard resented the things that matter so much in the 
lives of these people to be able to kill for little gain, and he 
wondered if they would know that one day, all would 
come to nothing at the time of their death. 

Gerard had solace waking up every morning seeing 
the portrait of his grandfather on his horse. He never 
knew his grandfather who died at the age of forty-five 
fighting the enemies of the nation. His grandmother lived 
beyond her eighties. She was proud of her husband, and 
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one day she told Gerard: Antonios – your grandfather – 
was a great man. He was well brought-up and well-
mannered; and hate never found its way into his heart. 
She told Gerard a heart-warming story about his 
grandfather. She said that Antonios was a hero. On a 
wintery day, four men armed with knives held our 
neighbour and his family hostage and robbed them of 
their savings. Antonios heard their screams for help and 
responded with his two brothers and they disarmed the 
thieves. 

His brothers attempted to beat the thieves, but he 
held them back as he recognised the thieves who were 
begging for mercy. They said that they needed the money 
to pay for their daughter’s medical expenses. They 
claimed that their daughter had been bitten by a 
poisonous snake and needed hospitalisation. The hospital 
had refused to admit her unless they were paid five 
hundred Lebanese pounds in advance. Antonios asked 
them to wait and returned home. He asked me to get him 
the jar where he kept the money he had saved for a rainy 
day. He took five hundred Lebanese pounds and gave 
them the money. The money was never paid back. He 
never demanded to be paid.    

The heartbreaking element of this story is that they 
were the very same people who later ambushed your 
grandfather and killed him. I am very bitter, she said, but I 
do not wish for revenge although they bit the hand that 
fed them. It is beyond my comprehension how a religious 
person could be preached to hate and justify the killing of 
his brothers in humanity. 

 Gerard was then around ten years old. He was 
raged in fury and resented her forgiveness. He told her 
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that he believe in revenge: eye for an eye and a tooth for a 
tooth, and when he grow up he shall retaliate. 

Gerard remember her angelic smile when she would 
tell him to treat people with kindness and to give comfort 
to the dark hearts since they do not know what they are 
doing. He envied her and wished the others would do the 
same. 

This is one of many of her sad stories, and Gerard 
listened to her with rage and resentment, but now he 
realised that she was right but he still have his 
reservations as he believe that right lies in might. However, 
life doesn’t always turn out as we expect it. 

 
 

In the evenings Gerard grew fond of examining the family 
album and he travelled back in time with every photo. The 
emotions that every photo brought exhausted his soul and 
weakened every muscle in my body. He felt weak, 
vulnerable and spineless. The reveries were too painful 
and distressing. He lost hope that anything could be done 
to improve the political and social life in Lebanon; and he 
was disappointed as Captain Juliette had not honoured 
her promise when she said: I will be in touch soon, and he 
conceded defeat.  

Ping! Disturbing him from his reveries. He jumped, 
startled, and his heart missed a beat. It took him a while 
before he could identify the sound. Oh! Phone message. 
He grabbed his mobile phone. It had a yellow light 
flashing which indicated a message from someone he do 
not know. He flipped open the phone and pressed 
message, then select. He pressed view and a line in caps 
caught his eyes. 
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MISSION ACCOMPLISHED 
Adel 
Gerard flipped the phone closed and thought, Who 

the hell is Adel? He do not know anyone by this name. Ring.! 
Ring.! He checked the flashing light. It was yellow and he 
did not bother answering as he was searching his rusted 
memory to put a face to the name Adel. Ring! Ring! And 
the phone stopped ringing. 

Gerard thought of Captain Adel, and then he 
disregarded it. Captain Adel did not have his mobile phone 
number. Then he decided to find out who was the caller. 
He flipped open the phone, and checked the number on 
the lighted display. It was an unknown number. He 
pressed call back and the call connected. 

Gerard recognised the voice. It was Captain Juliette. 
He asked her hurriedly if she had sent the message. She 
told him that Captain Adel had executed a bloodless coup 
and he wanted her to go ASAP to help him set up the 
country’s Constitution. 

Gerard tried to get more details about the coup, but 
she told him she had to hang up as she was expecting a 
call from Captain Adel, and asked him to meet with her at 
Tullamarine Airport at 10 o’clock, as she was flying out at 
midnight. 

 
 
Gerard checked the clock on the wall. It was 9.10 pm. He 
flipped the phone closed and rushed out. He took the 
stairs three steps at a time, as he felt young again, and 
wondered where he had gotten that surge of energy. He 
drove along Melville Road heading north to Bell Street. 
The traffic was light, but the surface of the road was still 
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wet and slippery. He turned left into Bell Street and 
travelled in a westerly direction until he reached to the 
Tullamarine freeway entrance, and let his lead foot to 
floor the petrol pedal, and the Speedo read 125 km per 
hour. 

Gerard reached the airport’s car park. He took the 
first available parking space, and walked into the airport 
terminal to see Captain Juliette checking in. 

 
 
Gerard had never seen Captain Juliette so excited and 
happy. She was full of life, bubbling with energy and 
enthusiasm. They ordered two cappuccinos and talked 
about the possibility of success and the reaction from the 
Arab World. She told him that the coup was bloodless and 
well executed; and all the pollies, the warlords and their 
deputies had been arrested. Captain Adel promised to 
give them their day in court without any political 
pressure. He believes that justice has to be served, and 
everyone would be treated equally. 

Gerard asked her not to rush and wait for a few more 
days until the excitement settles and it becomes safer for 
her to go. She assured him that the country is celebrating 
and it is completely safe for anyone to go there. She has to 
go and help draft the country’s Constitution. “Take my 
word for it,” she said. “Your country will become the 
jewel of the Middle East. This is the first stone in the 
domino. They will all fall one after the other.” 

Captain Juliette insisted that now is the time for 
Gerard to help. She said, “You must keep writing to the 
press and promote the right of the people to decide their 
destiny.” Gerard maintained his silence, thinking that 
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after fifteen years of being out of touch with the press, he 
wondered how he would handle this assignment. Captain 
Juliette must have read his mind. “To start again is not 
easy,” she said, “you told me once that freedom will never 
come to you on a silver plate, you must fight for it.” She 
jumped to her feet. “I must be going.” She hugged him 
tight. “I will be watching for your articles in the press. I 
will call you. Promise me to do your best.”  

Gerard hugged her tightly, planted a swift kiss on 
her forehead. “I shall not disappoint you.” “I know,” she 
said as she took off towards the departure gate. Before 
going in, she turned back and waved. Gerard waved back 
and mouthed, “May the eagle’s spirit be with you.” 

 
 

Gerard could not sleep that night. The thoughts were 
jamming inside his head and he was trying to arrange 
them into priorities. It was three o’clock, but sleep 
deserted him. 

Gerard unpacked his laptop and pressed the ON 
switch. The battery was flat. He dusted the keyboard and 
ran his rigid fingers along the worn-out keys. He could not 
touch-type. It has been fifteen years since he had typed his 
resignation. Why bother with the old laptop, he thought he'll 
buy a new one.  

Captain Adel had created history and he envied him 
for his courage and dedication to his country. He felt another 
surge of energy as he imagined the New Lebanon under 
new leadership, and how the Arab World would fall like a 
domino, one behind the other. 

He switched the TV on the News Channel, and a news 
break flashed on the screen and the newsreader read. Violent 



George A. Salib 

 274

demonstrations are occurring across the Arab World, demanding 
the Arab League boycott the secular government in Lebanon until 
the return of the old sectarian regime. The Lebanese people are 
united and refusing to give up. They are defying the call to return 
to the old sectarian regime. I will keep you informed as new details 
come to hand. 

Gerard was shocked and resented the interferences of 
the Arabs in Lebanese affairs. That notion strengthened his 
resolve to play a vital role in maintaining the secular system. 
He decided to head off early in the morning to a Dick Smith 
store and purchase the latest laptop. "What I am going to 
write deserves a new computer." 
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