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This novel. 
A letter of love and truthful expression of the human 

feeling brilliance and a support of the eternal human 

pulsation. 

The author’s ,whose , education is in both French and 

Arabic, he was closely connected to the characters of 

the novel, that made   him tangibly present with these 

characters. 

A wonderful novel with its plot and actions. The reader 

might think it is a  part of the author’s life in Paris 

during the seventies. He studied in its universities. He 

could, with brilliance, present a psychoanalysis in a 

nice philosophical framework enlightening its events 

and showing people coming from varied cultures 

united by the human pulsation, ambition and 

endurance and sacrifice in the life trip. 

Sami is the protagonist of the novel, enlightening the 

other characters, he presents a sample of the human 

love glittering with goodness, love and peace 

This novel was published in 2008 by Al-Ahmadi for 

Studies and Publishing in Cairo and had a wide 

resonance with writers and critics, and was one of the 

reasons the writer obtained a certificate of honor" 

Palme Academic from the French Ministry of culturel  
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for the services he provided to French culture in 

addition to his other books. 

The publisher. 
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When the two men arrived, in the Latin Quarter, 

in its first bloom, the eyes met, the souls 

flourished and the faces smiled. After they had 

embraced, and changed the friendly speeches, 

Sami said to himself: 'from where, and how, did 

he come!’ while David was smiling and thinking 

about this strange encounter. Then, he started 

laughing happily looking at Sami, then he said: 

“a strange thing, Sami, since the morning I have 

felt quietude, with no reason", but the inquietude 

was looking on his eyes, and his hands were 

shaking but sooner he became quiet and his fear 
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stopped. He cleaned his face with a handkerchief. 

He looked at Sami with a pale face and said: 

“Oh, how am I happy to see you" and added, "I 

have come to Paris a year ago, and have faced 

difficult situations, which I will later tell you, but 

let’s eat first, two days on one meal".  

The two men entered one of Latin Quarter coffe" 

Cafe des beaux arts". 

 

When David was telling his sufferance in Paris to 

Sami, entered a tall man in a gray expensive dress 
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and black shoes, he looked older than forty years, 

in brief, he was strange. 

When he passed in front the table where sat the 

friends, he stopped, then sat on a close table, two 

steps away. 

“He is French” said Sami.  

David interrupted: “How did you know that? He 

is not our business, leave him away". 

At that moment David stopped talking because 

the stranger suddenly got up and walked towards 

them. He spoke in a French dialect without 

deforming his accent: “Excuse me! I do not know 

you but I allowed myself…". 

They couldn’t but stand to greet him. Then, he 

asked politely in a spontaneous way: “May I sit 

down?” 

They let him a space and he sat between them 

politely and started immediately the speech: “If I 

am not mistaken I have heard you speaking an 

Eastern language". The stranger looked at David 

with his right black eye. David answered: “No, 

you are not mistaken. We are students from the 

Midell East, studying in France” 

The stranger shouted: “Oh, I am from Marroco  

origin, I have lived in France for twenty years. I 

beg your pardon on my intrusion. My name is 

Adam from Maghreb, I am working in one of the 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

6 

 

French companies" and he continued his speech 

in a calm and quietude leaning on his back.  

 

"I came to France when I was young so, I have 

forgotten to speak my language , you have to 

forgive me. My children have become young men; 

I live in the north of Paris. I haven’t seen my 

country for twenty  years …" then, he added.. 

"Yes this is life I did not know how I came and 

how the years passed very soon". While Adam 

was busy telling his story without being asked to 

give the details, David interrupted him: “Drink 

the coffee before it gets colder” turning to Sami 

whispering: “Oh poor, he needs compassion; 

damned is the expatriation. Adam interrupted 

him with his shining eyes to complete his speech: 

“I like to come back with the children to Morocco 

to live near the parents but unfortunately it was 

too late. My children, now, are used to the life 

here and to schools here and there are no more 

links between them and their original country. 

Oh, my sorrows!, Oh my losses!". Sami 

interrupted him: “This is God’s will" Adam 

replied: “I assume the responsibility  ..." and 

turned to the waiter "…one beer please" 
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continuing his words: ‘Yes, this is a big mistake. 

God is the winner. It is too late; oh my losses!" 

 At that moment Adam took out from his pocket 

the morning French newspaper “Le Matin” and 

said: “Excuse me, can I see you again? 

David replied: “Of course, with pleasure; but the 

problem is that I don’t have a permanent 

address".  

Sami interrupted: “But this restaurant is a place 

where we can meet from a moment to another on 

weekends” 

Adam replied: “Your meeting is a joy, I am happy 

to know both of you, I hope to see you again. I 

will come here on weekends if the conditions 

permit". 

Adam stood next to the table holding a small bag 

containing his particular things and said in a 

Moroccan slang: “Goodbye; goodbye  ... " He 

went out without looking back. 

David sighed and said: “No rest for anyone” 

Sami answered him; “These situations are 

normal for man. It seems that anxiety is 

dominating you. Anxiety always dominates man 

in his leisure time.” He added, " David, the 

treatment of anxiety is to have a serious job. But 
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how did I discover that; the essence of men is 

reflected through their long companionship.” 

David smiled, a smile showing his admiration for 

Sami and of their guest’s speeches and acts and 

said: “He is well-to-do and a nice-looking.” 

Sami added: “A person’s meeting is judged 

according to his clothes and his farewell is judged 

according to his speech” then continued: “The 

fortune can make a bed for you but it can’t make 

you sleep well.” 

David smiled: “Isn’t the return to reason a 

virtue?” 

“I don’t know, David, it seems that man’s life is a 

huge procession walking forwards" He thought a 

little and continued: “Who doesn’t regret what he 

missed will have a tranquil heart”. 

David felt an ecstasy he never felt before.  And 

while he continued to think deeply Sami 

interrupted him: “Why are you zooming out? 

Let’s go out, leave the things to the Creator. 

 (2) 

 

In one evening during the month of October; the 

symbol of autumn, and within the corridor which 

united the two wings of the campus, leading to 

the restaurant, entered David in a crowd of 

students in front of the restaurant where the 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

9 

 

odors of meals are mixed with the odors of smoke. 

There prevailed a silence interrupted suddenly by 

Sami asking in a low voice: “Why don’t you stay 

in one place?” 

“As I told you …I don’t have a fixed place to stay 

in I live temporarily in the university 

hostels…and I am looking for lodging…would I 

live with you if you don’t mind? 

“Your stay with me will certainly please me but 

my room is not comfortable, however, we can 

manage things and I can help you financially, at 

least. 

As soon as David heard Sami’s answer, he burst 

into laughter and followed it in a fine voice: 

“Thank you…thank you” 

Sami said to himself: “I must confess that my 

reasoning was right I had to answer David with 

precaution. I spent a long time looking for 

lodging and finally I found a room in the Latin 

Quarter, on the street of ‘Saint Jack’, near the 

Sorbonne University. The room was in the fifth 

floor in an old building without a lift. The fact of 

living with another man would eliminate doubts. 

It is necessary to take all measures, particularly 
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that, I don’t know anything about the neighbors 

and the opinion of the building owner… 

Despite that Sami was perplexed and busy 

thinking, his companionship for David since the 

morning made him acquire many things. He was 

fascinated by the Parisian lights and life and 

wished in his insight to stay very long 

. 

The two friends entered in a restaurant full of 

life, its roofs were very high; and very old 

paintings were highly hung on its walls. 

Sami was not aware of himself until he was 

sitting next to the table, without knowing how he 

came, while the moonlight rays were entering 

from one of the windows.  

Sami looked at the students around him: “They 

are from different nationalities” and said to 

himself: “Certainly there're students who came 

from the East. He stopped for a moment then he 

was able to see students around him. One of them 

particularly attracted his attention. It was a kind 

person, in a beard; wearing a wide sweater and 
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unfastened sport shoes. He was preparing high 

studies in geometry, 

“Welcome David – how are you?’ 

“Welcome Joseph – a long time ago.” 

“Why don’t you come to the university campus, 

but rarely?” 

“You know the conditions and the lodging …” 

“I introduce to you my brother Sami, a new 

student who wants to enroll at the university. 

“You are welcome-you are welcome” 

Sami looked at Joseph and one idea jumped to his 

mind: “It is he and his alike that deserve to be 

students. He has a scholarship from his country. 

He has only to have a lodging clothing and 

restaurant, as for me I may find the agreement of 

the scholarship as I may not". Ideas attracted 

him and ideas and different feelings flew into his 

head. Now, he is thirty years old and what after 

all these years …What is he waiting and what can 

he do? Will he complete his studies and go back 

to his country, until he reaches the old age? And 

what will his life bring him here? What benefit 

will he get? What will he gain? It is the routine 

and the calm of life. Glory will not be attained by 

those who are slave to routine. Why will I be back 

to this routinish life? Why don’t I stay here? 

david is right…Yes. Then a silence dominated 
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interrupted by Joseph with his joyful voice and 

his brightening face. 

“When did you come to Paris?’ 

“One month ago.” 

“Will you stay for a long time in Paris?” 

In reality, Sami was not able to answer the 

question because it is useless and precocious. 

The utensils were crackling when the students 

were moving them on the table and the sounds of 

the spoons and knives clacking dominated those 

of the students. 

At this moment Sami thought to ask Joseph about 

his conditions because he might help him to stay 

in Paris, he looked at him and he felt a cold chill 

moving in his body, he stopped breathing and the 

color of his face reddens. 

“Would you mind if ask if you live alone here. 

When did you come to Paris? 

Joseph replied in a confident tone, told every 

thing in order and proposed him a visit to 

introduce him to new friends. 

Sami accepted and they agreed on the visit then. 

Joseph asked David; “And you, will you visit us 

…?” He looked in Sami’s eyes: “You can lead 

him to us” 

At this moment, David was laughing and thinking 

about this strange meeting. He thought of 
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yesterday when he was alone without a 

friend…and now he is sitting in front of an old 

friend …What a nice thing! Tonight he will sleep 

deeply without fear. 

At night, on the next day, David woke up from his 

deep sleep. The sleep has dominated him feeling a 

vitality moving through his body. His face started 

shining with joy. He was pleased to see himself 

surrounded with care. He thought for a moment 

and wondered how he ended into this room with 

an old friend. He said to himself: “When a person 

stays a moment lying back to think of many 

things, of things he did not accord any 

importance! He looked at the small table. He 

looked at the white transparent curtain where 

penetrated some of the sun rays. He shook his 
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head and lit a cigarette. After he slept fully, his 

nerves became quiet and his ideas became pure. 

While he was lying back for a moment Sami woke 

up on the odor of the smoke and said to David in 

a low voice. 

“Good morning’ 

“Good morning, let’s get up. We are late!” 

Sami stands up from his bed and lifted the 

curtain, and so, entered the sun rays and 

appeared the roofs of old buildings. 

“Would you like to eat? We drink the coffee then 

go to the restaurant” 

David nodded to show his agreement.  

Sami went out washed his face and gave David a 

small handkerchief, a shirt and underclothes. He 

opened his small case and pointed to its content: 

“What would you like to wear…? Choose what 

suits you. We are brothers. “ 

‘No need, thank you". Then he resorted to a 

silence of shyness. 

After they drank coffee in a hurry, they went 

through a narrow empty passage leading to a very 

brown stairway as if it were cleaned with shining 

oil. 

“David murmured in a low voice: “This room is 

special for the students, the servants and the old 

men …Life obliges them to live here, not in the 
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special flats” Then he shook his head and 

murmured in a low voice: “The hardships of life 

are the old age with solitude, sickness during the 

exile, debts with poverty, and the long distance in 

the travel". 

“Don’t speak up …Get down quickly I don’t want 

any one to see you …Do you know the reason?  

David smiled perplexedly. 

“Ok …ok…and he found himself on the floor 

with a tempest of thoughts blowing in his head. 

They continued walking on the pavement, David 

was very happy. His eyes appeared as if they were 

smiling. The world seemed to him as if different 

from the previous days. He tried to remember his 

memories and feelings; the days before when he 

walked alone without a friend, facing life alone 

and face to face. So, these days disappeared 

completely. He said to himself; “How it seems 

beautiful, this quietude drawn on the faces of 

people”  

He wished he would go over all the streets with 

Sami. 

In the afternoon they entered one of Latin 

restaurant in the Latin Quarter. The two friends 

sat next to the table. That day was Sunday and 

the students' restaurant was closed. Suddenly 
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appeared the waiter; “What would you like?" 

And he gave them the menu 

At that moment when the waiter was carrying 

food and drinks, David looked through the 

window which stands behind Sami overlooking a 

small street frequented by tourists where are 

many small restaurants and where a group of 

people were standing next to the man selling 

‘Shwarma’. 

David was in Paris for one year, he visited this 

kind of restaurant only once. It was one week 

ago, during his first meeting with Sami in the 

same quarter. 

Sami asked him interrupting his ideas: 

“How far is the university campus from here?” 

“Not far, just few kilometers, didn’t you go to it?” 

“Yes; but it was during night time and I could not 

estimate the distance in the metro"  

Suddenly, rain fell forming small streams behind 

the windows. The lightening flashed in the middle 

of the sky. It attacked the restaurant with 

trembling lights engendering fear. People 

gathered in numbers in front of the cinema 

opposite to the restaurant. They were queuing 

along the wall and while those who passed 

quickly glanced, a time at the queue, and another 
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time at the square table where the projected film 

is affixed.  

The two friends discussed different subjects. But, 

looking for jobs was what preoccupied David. He 

narrates all his misfortunes after losing his 

money, how he could not find a permanent job 

and how he was each time obliged to leave his 

job. 

He followed: “You know, Sami, life is simply a 

matter of luck, and I am unlucky.” He continued: 

“Man has to die if he felt solitude and leisure.” 

“Life is a forest full of surprises. No one can 

guess what will happen?” 

Sami added: “Unhappy surprises come to those 

who do not act in the right way". 

“Reason brings luck, relieves in the expatriation, 

teaches the unknown and acquires friends” 

David whispered: “Don’t you see that possessing 

wealth and beauty is only a kind of luck and 

chance?” 

Sami whispered gently: “No, I don’t mean luck 

and chance, but the confidence residing behind 

them…I am not sure you understood me. Health 

and beauty can not bring happiness and they 

might bring misfortune. The unlucky one is the 

one who does not feel love and who lives in 
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solitude. Each one has a goal in life and the one 

loves money can easily get it.” 

“But this statement can be contradictory to us” 

Sami stands up: 

“This is the reality, David, it might be better for 

us to remain like this… Who knows? The 

conditions we are living today make us 

interdependent, living in tenacity and solidarity, 

what is important is that the conditions don’t let 

us feel disappointed".  He continued speaking: 

“Depression gets to the soul of the one who 

thinks too much about life's problems. The happy 

person is the one who makes things easier and 

master them". 

He gently smiled: “It seems that life hears our 

voices, so it turns its back to those who curse it 

and it opens its arms to those who love it and love 

all people. Love opens the doors of luck and 

closes the doors of misfortune and failure” 

Expressions which he recited. 

“This matter does not apply to me, my nature is 

different from yours” David said so, feeling 

unsatisfied and a little bit tired. 

“Happiness is the most mysterious and expensive 

thing” 

Sami chatted with him for a while to relieve him, 

but in vain he was tossing in a dilemma. David 
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shook his head and smiled as if he were 

apologizing for what he said; “What you said, 

Sami, is half right” 

“What I said is my personal opinion. We are 

mankind; no one knows the truth except God” 

David’s traits opened up of delight, he spoke 

highly to Sami: “You laugh with spontaneity and 

truth but I tend to sadness and it is my big defect” 

“It is also my defect, but I hide it with 

laughter…Come on, David, it is passing like a 

summer cloud. We will cooperate in every thing. I 

have a sum of money which will suffice us for a 

year, and then we can find a solution. Also I have 

a promise for a scholarship from my country” 

“But this is your money; I don’t like to be a 

burden on you” 

“Even though, it does not matter, life is giving 

and taking. The oil in the dough is never lost” 

Sami’s room was isolated. It had two small 

windows opening on the pavement extending 

from the Pantheon Square. Opposite to the door, 

few steps, away stands the university campus. 

Sami opened the small window, sat on a chair 

next to a small table. There was a small lamp and, 

next to the window, he put a small iron bed.  

The guest’s eyes opened whispering while looking 

through the window. The street was empty and 
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the rain started falling in small drizzles. The 

silence prevailed, no more sounds were heard 

from outside. 

David sat on a bed and started speaking: “A 

month ago …during a night and wearing the 

same coat which was wet. I was shrinking when I 

was walking alone…A dog scared me when he 

was lagging behind his owner, I escaped to a 

small alley. Cold and loneliness remained my 

companions and they filled me with fury and 

fear”. He continued in shyness and hesitation: “I 

could not go to a place where I can sleep. It was 

easy for me to sleep in a small alley at the 

entrance of one house under a wooden stairway. 

So, fear filled all my body". 

Sami interrupted him: “Weren’t you able to be 

acquainted with someone with him you could 

sleep that night". 

David daren’t answer…He felt a pang. He shook 

his head which was ached by the remembrances 

“I was about to die of cold until I come to live 

temporarily in the campus”. 

Sami sighed. The moon disappeared. It is 

becoming very cold. It is time to sleep. David 

answered while trembling: “I can't remember this 

story without trembling". Sami closed the window 

making a small noise and they slept. 
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(3) 

 

It was on Saturday evening at eight, when Sami 

arrived in Joseph’s house which was occupying a 

quiet place reserved to students in north Paris. 

The one entering the building must, if he wanted 

or not, be acquainted with all the announcements 

related to different sports and movies. Also, some 

pictures were hung on the stairways leading to 

the second floor, and some handwritings on the 

walls. After that, the visitor will be astonished by 

the numerous writings, announcements and ads 

filling the internal stairs. Sami entered Goseph’s 

house, there were some students. Among them: 

Rymond , Anis, a French professor named David 

and others. In the room there was a dim light. 

The attendance were scattered on different 

chairs, tables and on the small desk. Joseph was 

an elegant gentleman wearing nice and suitable 
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clothes. His eyes were awake and his intermitting 

behavior showed his light-heartedness. 

“Welcome …welcome young men” 

It was obvious that Sami was astonished when he 

saw the drinks on the table, then he thought for a 

moment: “What is happening?” 

A little after, his astonishment was complete when 

Joseph said: “Frankly speaking, last night I 

drank a little".  

Sami stared and saw another porcelain on the 

small table in front of him as he saw some broken 

glasses. Joseph stood up very gently and poured a 

half glass of beer for him. 

“Thank you very much I don’t drink beer". 

“Sorry, you want a cola or a juice?” 

“I want, if there is, a cup of juice”. 

Sami resorted to a silence showing his dignity. He 

was compelled to answer many questions; even 

though, his answers were sometimes hesitating. 

He participated in all discussions, agreeing, and 

showing that he is happy and pleased with all 

what they said. 

Sami said to himself: “Joseph is a very intelligent 

person, I must confess this, why don’t benefit 

from his experience and his relations! Then, he 

looked at the others. Those also are helpful; with 
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them, I feel quiet and safe. Many ideas sprang 

into his head but all of them were mild. 

The professor continued his speech knocking his 

pipe: “Amazing! Whenever I ask you about a 

thing you deny it very quickly".  

We have to confess that the professor's ideas were 

right but he couldn’t achieve what he wanted to. 

He had to answer many questions, sometimes 

very briefly. 

At this moment, Joseph was loudly laughing, 

thinking of this strange chance. He thought that 

the professor was always quiet in the previous 

meetings, but suddenly, he started to speak with 

all the presence; may be the coming of Sami 

made him have a quick tongue. 

The lamps were lightening the streets behind. The 

moon was sending his silver rays on the garden 

trees. Sami was absorbed listening, making sure 

not to miss any word of what the professor said. 

Then he changed his seat and shrugged as if he 

felt a cold chill, he clasped his hands as if he were 

washing them, then said in a dim voice: “The 

professor is a kind person. He showed a great 
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interest to our ideas and he liked to know more 

about the East's affairs “ 

The discussion was about politics, culture, 

literature, arts and other subjects 

Suddenly an idea attacked Sami’s mind: “The 

professor speaks fluently and expresses his ideas 

in a quiet way and without mannerism". 

At nine all the presence left the living room and 

went to the dining room, there was a low music. 

Suddenly all the faces glimmered and the ads 

which were embellishing the walls moved like 

snakes dancing on the music rhythm. 

The guests continued their speech while eating. 

Joseph said “Your opinion, Professor, is 

interesting and funny but it is different from what 

we know. No one said such things before, it seems 

that I have heard them for the first time". He 

continued: “Excuse me; what happens actually 

does not apply to what is written in the 

newspapers if we consider the press and Medias 

as a source of our views and ideas". 

The professor answers: “Well, what can prove 

that what you said actually happened? 

“There is some one who can prove it". He started 

speaking good French in full confidence “The 

matter is that I am presenting to you our opinions 

which you do not receive in the way we perceived. 
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We are living these things and we daily follow 

them. We do not rely on what is written by 

journals but on the chronological happening of 

the events. I respect your opinion, I know that 

you can’t do anything about your ideas and 

feelings about the subjects…All of us know that 

the public opinion is the result of what is 

broadcast by the media during a long period. We 

also, if we were bred here since our childhood, 

would have the same feelings and opinions. We 

also recognized some of the blunders presented by 

our journals when we were witnessing the events 

from inside".  

The professor sat in straight way, and the signs of 

happiness appeared on his face; “Yes! Yes! Yes! 

That’s possible, more than possible I agree with 

you. It is the first time I argue with people from 

your country of such high level.” 

“Yes …yes…” lifting his head thinking: “Maybe, 

he was discouraged by such ideas. But they are 

ideas that each person can imagine. But why 

these ideas do not contain a reality. Then, he 

thought deeply: “The origin of misunderstanding 

between people can’t be traced back to simple 

people but rather to the opinions of important 

people, usually creating hatred stimulated and 

aggravated by the media… Yes, yes, there is an 
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ambiguous reality which we ignore and the others 

ignore as well.” 

Joseph added "We could not, after long years of 

discussions, about thought and culture, come to a 

way of determining how the culture works to 

orientate our behavior and to determine our 

behavior choices and our intellectual and nervous 

responses.” 

Rymond added asking: “Do you think the 

traditional ways of thought and behavior can be 

traced back to the economical and social 

relationships in real life? Or do think these ways 

are completely independent, the reactionary 

problematic conceives Man as if he were 

programmed in advance according to his 

affiliations to a given culture, to his following of 

a given belief or to the predominant behavior". 

He raised his head to be heard “Man is a small 

copy of the values of his society. He is carrying 

them in his imagination and conscience. 

The professor moved his pipe trying to organize 

his opinions; he looked at Joseph and felt that his 

small eyes were scrutinizing him. He looked up. 

He drew on his pipe and turned to Rymond. 

“Culture is splendid and huge. I have thought 

very hard to deduce new ideas to include them to 

my research. I have come to the fact that culture 
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is the result of a network of social relationships. 

It is within man and the behavior he issued; and 

not the whole institution. Not all the individuals 

agree on the aims of the different behaviors; and 

not all of them agree on abiding by them. They 

are at the mercy of conflicts between conceptions 

and interests. The conflict between conservative 

people and those who want the change is not new. 

Joseph answered: “What you have reached is 

great; but we have to think about the stability 

function of culture because of the pressure of the 

communication that the societies undergo which 

leads to a state of unrest and luck of confidence.” 

The focus on the function of the stability of 

culture gives an unclear vision about culture and 

society. The stability is a phenomenon whereas 

culture is a style of life reflected in the acts of the 

individuals". He finished his speech "I agree 

with you that culture's function of control, 

because of the progress of the culture, would lead 

societies to a state of unrest and lack of 

confidence. This may explain, to some extent, the 

resort to certain narrow ties such as religious 

fundamentalism and tribalism in the East. 

Sami added smiling: “The relief we were looking 

for is conditioned by the ability of any society to 

deal with these pressures in a smart and creative 
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way. It is a big bet. The coming changes, we 

heard about, might be for the profit of man, when 

we remove the obstacles and the differences 

between the groups of societies and we generalize 

welfare and peace in the benefit of man, as it may 

be the opposite.” 

When Lisa came, she stands at the door, she 

greeted everyone, she stood next to the light with 

care and precaution, she started speaking about 

the weather then she looked at the professor. 

“The happiest period of man’s life is, without 

doubt, the period of study and that of childhood". 

While she was expressing her feelings, the 

attendance went into silence. She looked 

everywhere in the room checking the stuff she 

knew before and wondering from where came the 

dust.  

When she was thinking, absent-minded, she 

remembered the sickness of her mother and her 

life in the narrow room situated on the other side 

of the bank her rural house; that rural life full of 

sacrifices. 

She gets up suddenly after remembering an awful 

scene. She said to herself: “My new life with 

Joseph is different from my past life. I want to 

have a new life. Why should I be sad? I have the 

right to be happy". Then she murmured in an 
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unclear voice, then, she moved slowly to the 

kitchen to bring the dinner. 

The dinner was good, even excellent and Rymond  

spoke in a funny way. "Lisa has a peculiar taste". 

Lisa expresses her happiness to hear those kind 

feelings. 

All the attendance were sitting to have dinner 

while chatting and kidding without reservation of 

the professor’s presence. Joseph who had a bright 

mind understood the vivacity of the French 

people; he started speaking about the French 

kitchen and their elegance. He raised the 

materialistic parts of life, the hardship of money 

and its influence on man and loneliness. He 

completed his speech: “Why does not the world 

live in peace and concord, completing each other. 

Love and peace must prevail on earth". 

Sami was busy eating smiling from time to 

another. Then he said to himself: “Joseph is an 

intelligent person. He directs the speech very well. 

It is a wonderful and just image of him. The way 

he speaks shows an experience, a culture and a 

confidence” Sami stayed silent then soliloquizes 

“The one who sweetens his tongue gets a plenty 

of friends". 

Sami knew that he was not alone this morning 

and now he is happy at Joseph He put his elbows 
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on the table and took his head between his hands 

when he made sure that Joseph completed his 

speech, he laughed in a muffled way and said: 

“Thank you for the splendid dinner. I thank both 

of you on the hospitality and on the interesting 

speeches". He spoke in a clear voice but he 

lacked energy. In order to strengthen his words, 

he added funnily: “Lisa deserves all the 

sweetness, she is a real lady. While Joseph and 

Lisa were gathering the table stuff and preparing 

coffee, Sami was zooming out thinking of his 

future…Would he get a wife? Or a nice job? 

Wouldn’t he have his particular house? He 

thought: “How would it be pleasing to have a fire 

to sit next to it and a delicious dinner with a wife. 

But he did not fully give up hope. Now, he is 

feeling better after the dinner. He spent the night 

with less boredom and his soul less frustrated. 

There is still a hope in front of him to stay in a 

place and to live happily if he met the chance to 

have a lady like Lisa and to have little money. 

Sami left the house to begin his stroll again. He 

gets off the metro and walks to Bell Ford Saint 

Germain’s.  He met two of his acquaintances 

among the students. He stood for awhile to chat 

with them. They asked about his news and looked 

at him with tenderness accompanied with 
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criticism. They asked him if it were true that he 

won the lottery. He replied that it was true, he 

once gained a sum of money in the lottery but it 

finished life is expensive. 

Sami bid the young men a farewell and left to the 

Latin Quarter, he turned right to enter an alley 

deriving from “Saint Michel” Street where young 

men and women stood in front of restaurants. He 

was hearing many voices; people bidding farewell 

to each other. He stood under one of these 

restaurants, took a cigarette he saved and ignited 

it. He looked towards Saint Jack Street towards 

the room he was living. He remembered the 

meeting at Joseph. Happiness is of a short time. 

Then he thought of his past life: “All my long 

years went in vain; all my hard works and studies 

went in vain. I can not deny that my first 

education was the cause of all of that. I was 

religious, in my childhood; to the extent that I 

was very strict then I turned up side down in my 

late life. I was proud of my free thoughts and my 

atheism in front of my friends in a given time 

then changed my view in other times. 

He went through the Notre Dame Bridge; he 

looked at the Seine River. The rain drops formed 

a circle which vanished very soon. He continued 

his way, anxiety was choking him. He stopped 
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scared for a moment then continued his thoughts: 

“No, I don’t need the affection of any one, I am 

stronger than affection, I am a cultivated man in 

a good health, I do what I want. I refuse to be 

ruled in my life by other people, why? Why 

should I be the object of such feelings? I have 

enough money. All those men who live this 

ridiculous life can not reach my level or my 

experience. The difference between me and them 

is that they have a lot of money which suffice all 

the duties of life…They are happy…”. 

He continued his way excited then he stood at the 

bus station, remembering the discussions at 

Joseph and the sweetness of Lisa and he 

remembered in that meeting that he was avoiding 

looking at Lisa as a lover. 
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Despite what he noticed of her beauty and 

elegance, he remembered the wisdom of his 

mother “Man can imagine the happiness but the 

woman leads him to it” and soon he perceives 

how he was careful to respect the feeling of his 

friend and the general taste. He was not aware of 
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how his feet led him to the metro station to be 

carried away. Then he remains in Charley station 

walking between the crowds. 

He continued walking in Saint Donie, frightened. 

He saw a love seller, as we call them, on the right 

side of the pavement. She winked at him; he 

approached and started speaking with her: “Bon 

soir mademoiselle". He remembered at the 

moment the experience of David with one of those 

ladies. She interrupted him funnily; "You are a 

handsome man all the girls wish you, you are a 

taster, I guess aren’t you?” He remembered at 

that moment that he was confused and not able to 

speak. He smiled lightly, then, he went on in a 

hurry. He tried many times to control his soul 

which was wondering, did I fall to the consent to 

that poor lady? No, she is a girl of the pavement. 

And he tried to change his thoughts by thinking 

about his behavior. He felt relieved by her and 

that he relieved her. The satisfaction dominated 

him then he wondered: “What is the fault of this 

poor girl to live such life? What disappointment! 

what futility she is living! The girl might be 

dreaming of a peaceful life, the details of her 

thoughts might be very important. I wish I knew 

them. Is she really happy? Or is she victim of 

what she gives to make others happy? Oh, how 
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amazing! they are weaving their life with a fading 

light". He looked at one of them. "Oh, my god 

she seems as if she were able to embrace the 

whole world without being aware of what she did. 

The thing might bring joy but it is a disgusting 

joy. It is a participation in a vile deed. It is not a 

mutual participation. When the visitor tends to 

stop at one of them, he murmured in shyness he 

speaks about his pride, about his emotions but 

rarely about his reality.  

Sami continued his way and saw one of them 

sitting in a sub-alley at the edge of the stairway 

holding her red lips, calm without excitement. He 

said to himself: “She is apparently beautiful; her 

physical presence seems without life. If she had a 

simple idea about what she is doing about the 

place she is dwelling, if someone were able to 

penetrate to her mind to inform her. No… love is 

the last thing we can expect from her…Oh, my 

God what is she seeking for from such a job? 

What benefit comes to her? Does her work 

include a given sorcery?  

 The artist is aspiring for reputation and the 

respect helps him to continue; but isn’t failure the 

director of arts sometimes. The Freudians assume 

that the failures of the artist are of a sexual 

origin. He continued his thoughts “Whatever it is, 
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the artist is looking for a given goal". He looked 

at her with pain and continued his thoughts: “It 

seems that she is turning her back to life in a 

silent movement. She is looking with feeble eyes; 

they died a long time ago. It seems that man is 

weaving his life for himself. He weaves it with a 

mixture of the past, the present without the 

future". He continued his thoughts imagining the 

girl staring at the mirror with dreams and hopes. 

Man tends to see himself as if repeating the years 

in remoteness and aspiration, remoteness from 

the past and aspiration for the future. He could 

not remember where did he hear that expression. 

He went far away from the girl murmuring to 

himself: “She deserves tenderness, wasn’t it 

possible for all of those who live this kind of life 

to find a regular life? Or have they chosen to live 

and to entertain. But what does all of that 

mean…Aren’t you living in a futility, loneliness 

and expatriation…What futility is this? To live 

without parents, without companions and 

without…It is life, yes it is life. He needed a 

moment of relief. He stood then the metro 

brought him back home. He went up in slow steps 

climbing the brown stairways without seeing 
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anyone as if he lost his feelings like the sinner 

who escaped from his sins. 

He got in his room and went to the window. He 

smiled stupidly, which later, changed to a pang in 

his chest. He frowned, he wished to fly to another 

country and not come again. He remembered one 

of the young men saying: “If you want to 

succeed, you have to move. You can’t do anything 

in Paris”. In this quietude, he was pleased to 

listen to the birds' wings flapping on the next 

roof. He could remember from his reciting: 

“Birds have a honor which man does not have 

because man live under the shade of traditions he 

created for himself whereas birds live because of 

the absolute universal law which makes the earth 

orbit around the sun”. He remembered the 

expression of Lisa: “Men are of the same nature 

but they differ in their external appearances". 

While he was standing alone, he stopped 

murmuring and an internal ecstasy dominated 

him, although he was still feeling tired. He 

stretched on his bed, closed his eyes. He rolled 

over on his bed reviewing the ideas he heard at 

Joseph and his speech with the prostitute. Then 

he thought of different subjects, different 

remembrances, different sayings and wisdoms he 

recited in his childhood but he could not sleep. A 
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mixture of these ideas jumped to his head. He 

murmured to himself: “If man thought that he 

and all the people are on the same ship they 

would love each other in front of the one God …" 

Then he murmured in a low voice: “Virtue exists 

in every class, every race, and every kind and can 

not be sold at any price." 

After his tossing in his bed, he dived in a sweet 

ecstasy. He was relieved this night by the 

whispering of his old ideas and remained 

listening to these internal voices which soothed 

him and which came from the past. He did not 

know if they were a judgment or a concern that 

the hope imagines or the fancy desires. 

 

 

(4) 

 

On Sunday evening during the month of 

November, Sami went to Joseph 's house 

accepting his second invitation. He heard some 

voices before Lisa opened the door to him, while 

he was greeting her; some ideas jumped to his 

head. Oh, how is he deadly in need to scrutinize 

her beautiful face. He sat next to Joseph, then 

became aware of what is around him. What 

silence dominated! He felt that he was the 
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responsible of that silence and became a little shy. 

Joseph interrupted the silence saying: “I 

introduce to you my friend, Sami." Then he 

heard Lisa whispering in Joseph 's ear: “What 

could we present to him?” 

The attendance continued their speech. He 

turned around him he saw faces he knew: 

Rymond, Anis, Ali and others. He wanted to say a 

word he was thinking about but the words lacked 

him. His friend immediately said: “Philosophy is 

in need of sub-hypotheses. We are lacking people 

who speak with courage and freedom…A 

democracy in speech…Rationalism in thinking". 

Rymond interrupted him with an expression for 

Pascal: 

“If we look deeply at the scope of our body which 

sinks in the unlimited space, in the universe 

which I ignore and which ignores me, I feel 

horror and astonishment to see myself here, not 

there, because nothing justifies the fact that I am 

here, not there, that I am now, not then. Who put 

me in this area, by the will and orientation of 

whom, this time is specified for me and this place 

is reserved for me? The permanent silence which 

prevails in this unlimited space engenders horror 
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in my soul”. He continued “Is there an existence 

after naught or an existence after the existence?” 

Lisa interrupted him: “We know that there is 

infinity but we do not know its essence. Is there 

an essential reality? We saw many things which 

are not reality in themselves. We know the 

existence of the unlimited and its essence because 

we are like it limited and continued. We perceive 

the existence of the infinity but we ignore its 

essence and we do not the existence of god and its 

essence because he is without limit and without 

continuity. We know his existence by faith and 

he, of course, does not have any kinds of 

resemblance with us". The speech continued on 

wisdom, existence, freedom. Sami soliloquized: 

“You have to be like them if you want to be in 

conformity with this life and to adhere to the 

atmosphere of Paris full of love, joy, sadness, 

faith and culture…You do not have the right to 

decline Joseph 's invitation. It is true that you will 

find Joseph in a strange environment that you 

are not familiar with, but it will be only a short 

time that you will get used to it there is in front of 

you a barrier that you must go beyond as far as 

you can, in every meeting with foreigners". His 

ideas were interrupted by Lisa calling to the 

modest dining table in the yard of the house. He 
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took a seat on the edge of the bed next to a small 

cupboard for clothes, he breathed slowly. The 

inviters were busy eating. Jokes and laughter 

continued during their speeches. He said to 

himself: “How is it beautiful the mixture between 

different nationalities, different religions". They 

spoke simply without complex and with great 

spontaneity between kidding and seriousness and 

without reservation. 

Sami started moving his look secretly between the 

girls. Lisa was the most attractive, as for the 

others, their beauty was ordinary. The dim light 

of the lamp with the music sounds filled the 

atmosphere with warm and joy. Sami said to 

himself: “How is it painful to feel stranger 

between groups of people. I should have not come 

alone. I should have come with David at least. 

Four gentlemen and four girls, I felt petty and 

boring”. Then, he continued: “Why did I accept 

to come… Why did I come? I had to apologize or 

stay in my room or go to visit David or stay up in 

the Latin Quarter… looking for a friend. They 

exchanged smiles; exchanged…Sami noticed that 

Lisa was giving her hand to Joseph. Rymond and 

Anis were exchanging whispers and laughter. 

Suddenly Anis asked for permission and went to 

the piano to play some musical sections which 
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were difficult for the silent group. Rymond liked 

the music but he could not find a sweet melody, 

he noticed that there was no harmony with the 

inviters. He begged Anis to play for them. 

Rymond  continued looking with his eyes, he tries 

to smile. He muttered an expression, a given 

grief, then looked left and right and tried to keep 

his kind temper. 

The attendance applauded at the end of the play. 

Anis smiled widely and muttered about the 

flatteries then she took her seat courageously at 

the edge of the table. While Joseph was serving 

food, Lisa was moving round the table carrying a 

dish containing chopped potatoes with hot pieces 

of meat. There was a little silence later 

interrupted by the crackling of knives, forks and 

glasses. Sami thought :"I had to foresee the 

matter, or at least, to prepare a ready speech to be 

distinguished among the inviters, which would 

made me not stranger …I had not to come…I 

have to go.” 

He was sorry for his repeated visits for Joseph 

and said to himself "The one who visits too much 

would be less cheerful". 

He stood up sluggishly and went quickly to the 

door bidding farewell to the presence. He went 

down the stairs and walked the street, absent 
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minded, looking for sympathy, and looking for a 

familiar face, for a friend to relieve him. He 

turned his eyes to the right side of the street 

where sat two ‘clochards’ discussing, then said to 

himself; “How happy are these two men! Are they 

really happy? He heard one of them saying: “I 

need to drink, I don’t need tenderness. I am a 

normal man. I live freely, yes, in a better freedom, 

I do whatever I like. All these men who live this 

empty life are depressed. Life has deceived them. 

His friend interrupted his blabber “Take, take 

drink my friend” Oh! How they need tenderness! 

They are poor and depressed.  

The man turned to Sami and he was surprised to 

notice that he was completely ugly, an inherent 

ugliness. The look brought him sadness. He 

smiled while moving far from him, and then said 

to himself “Your smiling for an ugly person is a 

better proof of your generosity than your 

admiration for a handsome man. He continued 

his way, the smile brought little satisfaction to 

him as he felt small drops falling on his forehead 

and soon as he looked at the sky, rain fell quickly. 

He headed to small trees next to him to protect 

himself from the rain shower. The rain increased 

his confusion and anxiety. He felt sadness 

pressing his body; then he sighed remembering 
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that he had a shelter and so, disappeared a cloud 

of bewilderment. Suddenly stopped a bus, he 

jumped into it. As soon as he reached 'Lemony 

Prince', he gets off and waked slowly thinking of 

what the 'clochards'‘ said: “Why do I think of 

these affairs and be concerned  with these ideas. 

Can I be freed from my concerns? Why didn’t I 

live like the others, like the clochards without 

concerns, why do I - and I alone - carry a heavy 

burden?" These ideas made him acquire little 

warm and rest. He continued his way to his room 

without thinking of what he saw. 

He stretched on his bed wearing his clothes and 

tried, to flashback the interrelated scenes which 

circulate in his mind asking himself "Didn’t one 

of the artists live the life of the vagabond?" He 

started searching in his mind to find a support of 

what he thought of. Then he remembered 

Homerus and his fancy could not help him. He 

rolled over in his bed until he slept. 

On the next day, Sami went to Luxemburg Park. 

He tried to speak with a girl with whom he was 

acquainted at the Language Institute, he 

proposed to her to accompany him to the cinema. 

She refused his proposal saying: “No, I don’t 

have time, I have an important date". He insisted 

on her and kept on his insistence to come the next 
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day. The lady replied in a low voice; “May be, 

next week.” 

He was excited and nervous. He had a serious 

wish to have someone to accompany him to the 

cinema. He felt that he was about to taste 

something delicious. He returned and shouted 

"You must come… you must come". But he felt 

that he was mistaken when he realized that no 

one was listening to him.  

She disappeared in the crowd. It was only a short 

time when the Paris sky became cloudy again and 

whispered the trees in the garden. He went back, 

sad to his room running under the rain shower, 

closing the door behind him. 

He rubbed his hands because it was very cold; he 

quickly sat on the table. He confused the meaning 

of the word cell and the other views next to it. Is 

life existing in it by itself or is it added to it from 

outside? He worked hard and carefully to erase 

what he wrote and entered new words. He tried to 

find new meanings but his ideas did not help him. 

And the most he wrote, the most his words 

became ambiguous and confusing. 

As soon as appeared a smoky cloud and the wind 

blew, he felt overstrained and exhausted. He 

could no more write. He sat on his bed 

contemplating the window. He leaned back on the 
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wall and spent a moment, thinking. He could not 

notice how the sky became sad and dim, how 

darkness spread. He could no more hear but the 

rarely cautious steps of passersby in the external 

passage. He wondered how he was so bewildered 

of what happened. It was nine in the evening; 

Samy was still lying in his bed. The silence 

dominated the place and the ideas overlapped in 

his mind. He thought of the study he presented to 

the teacher, a week ago, and remembrances 

followed up, after remembering the study he 

remembered the teacher and his ideas, his advice 

and his meeting with David which brought him 

quietude and comfort. He soliloquized: “I can’t 

deny that my life now is better than what it was” 

he said to himself “I have gone through the city 

street by street and in the zone of Cambetta . I 

was about to die because of the freeze. I was 

saved by chance. That place was far several 

kilometers north to Paris. I wonder about the 

tenderness of Ali. He took me to his room and I 

lied on the floor of the room on a fine cover. I 

slept deeply; it was the best nap in my life. 

It is now some months, I am in this room and this 

place is not bad, not bad at all. Man does not 

have to plan for big projects and what do you 

think I am doing? I have not come to achieve 
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what I have dreamed of for a long time? I am 

now a part of this world. After some months, 

summer will come and on the balcony birds will 

sing and on the night the moon will appear. Oh, I 

don’t see the moon now. The weather is becoming 

cold. It is after midnight. It is time to sleep. 

Sami forgot the lady and the time. He looked at 

the mirror. He realized that he was lying back on 

his old bed. He closed his eyes and started 

remembering the previous days and his meeting 

with David , a silence reigned in the room. He 

moved his shoes and realized that he slept without 

moving his socks. He touched his hips with his 

hands to see if he was wearing pants or not. He 

could not determine. Finally after seeing himself 

alone and in difficulty, he decided to get up 

whatever it cost. 

He opened his eyelids, he saw in the mirror the 

image of a person with disordered hair, swelling 

eyes and face. He was wearing a leathern jacket, 

a white shirt and socks. He took out his big silver 

watch, put it on the table. He was still on his bed, 

he started searching in his remembrances; how 

did he sleep? And what did he do the day before?  

He spent his day at the university campus with 

one of the student then he accompanied him to 
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the north of Paris. He remembered also that they 

went in the metro. 

After that moment, the horrible ideas hurried to 

his mind: How did he make him enter that 

narrow alley and the street of the prostitute. He 

waked up immediately by the horror of the scene 

and looked out from the window. The space 

extending from his room to the next building was 

empty of people. He turned around through his 

eyelids …He could no more see anything in front 

of him, a moment passed in which he imagined 

that every thing disappeared around him and 

obliterated. After a short absence of mind his 

ideas came back to him. After a moment, he 

heard a voice shouting from outside. He passed 

his hand on his face like a person who has just 

woken up. 

He rolled over in his bed presenting what he saw 

in the place of amusement. He could not sleep. 

He wondered how fate led him to the vile place. 

Then he thought: “Was my aim really to pull one 

of them out of prostitution and misery was I 

really attracting her as I imagined”. He tried to 

pull her out by his sweet speech. He thought that 

he helped her, but soon realized that his hastiness 

was interpreted differently by her. His anger was 

completed by her silence and compliance. She 
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had time to talk to him with a wise speech. She 

despised him in a shameless insolence, especially 

him; he was educated on sobriety and idealism. 

While he was closing his eyes, he started 

dreaming of a happy love far from the temptation 

of the prostitute. He started imagining the bride 

of his dream, looking at him, smiling with 

innocence and satisfaction. At that moment he 

felt a strange feeling. He imagined that one day; 

he met the lady of his dreams. He imagined her 

standing next to him. He felt delight filling his 

heart. After tossing in these feelings, sleep 

overcame him. 

 (5) 

 

On one Sunday during the month of October, 

David woke up and went to Sami’s residence in 

the Latin Quarter. He had to leave his room that 

day. One of the students volunteered to transport 

him and his single case in his old Renault. The 

sun appeared suddenly between the clouds 

sending large brilliant threads, sometimes gray. 

The sounds of the cars moving quickly moved in 

David veins like a clamorous music.  

David remained waving in his chair like a doll, 

squeezing his teeth unconsciously with 

excitement. The car engine started puffing, 
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stopping then starting again and pulling out 

again. He closed his eyes. 

 

 

The driver moved his face to the front, turning his 

back to what might happen, hoping to arrive 

quickly, as a strike of luck. But a high cry of the 

driver returned David obligatorily to the street. 

The driver went to the pavement side and started 

cursing the mechanic who repaired the car. 

He gets out of the car and started looking for the 

cause of the breakdown David got out of the car, 

stood in his place, putting his hands in his 

pockets. He looked at the driver with supplication 

and hope and said: “Unfortunately I can’t help 
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you too much”. He looked at him with 

supplication. 

He answered “Don’t worry, I don’t need any 

help”. Then he shook his head insisting on his 

ability to function the car. His hands started 

shaking because of cold and excitement. The car 

roamed and started folding the distance roaring. 

It quivered as if its forces were torn out and its 

will was slackened. It could no more find a taste 

for life. Whenever it approached the address its 

sounds increased. He could not believe that he 

will reach his goal. David controlled his shivering 

nerves. His hearts pulsed between his ribs in an 

increasing speed. He looked at the lateral mirror; 

he was not pleased to see himself. He preferred to 

move his eyes from it. He assumed that his image 

has changed. He felt his teeth trembling of 

misery. A wave of sadness and misery invaded 

him. 

They continued their way in 'Limon Press' Street; 

they went across the park of Luxemburg. The 

time was too early when they arrived to the place 

and Sami have not yet woken up. 

David went up the stairs in a hurry. As soon as he 

reached the second floor, his forces were torn out. 

He felt that he is losing consciousness. He lays 

his face on the barrier of the stairs. He controlled 
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himself and tried to calm the pulses of his heart 

and to cover his features with little quietude and 

sedateness. At this moment he heard the steps of 

someone coming down the stairs very quickly. He 

looked from the corner of his eyes, he saw a man 

of disheveled hairs and shining eyes. The signs of 

excitement appeared on his face. He did not utter 

a word. He stared at David without 

understanding him. David tried to speak but his 

voice was restrained and the courage lacked him. 

He only showed a contrived smile. The man 

bowed greeting David then he went down stairs in 

a light way, leaving behind him a look of 

tenderness and the sounds of his steps as he 

moved away. This tenderness left a pain in his 

soul because he used to think badly about people. 

Everyone, in his belief, shows mercy and 

tenderness stemming from selfishness and 

hypocrisy. 

David sighed with satisfaction intending to go up 

very quickly to avoid seeing people. The guardian 

of the building followed him with her big eyes 

and supervised his acts very carefully. Then, she 

disappeared very quickly.  

Sami jumped and welcomed his friend. He 

entered the room very politely drawing with great 
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effort the heavy case behind him moving on small 

wheels. 

Sami repeated his greetings then took one of the 

tea pots and said: “Which one do you prefer tea 

or coffee?” 

“Are they both available?” 

“Yes". He bowed beside him to press a button of 

a small radio next to him, which David never 

noticed before because of its small size. 

David answered "Coffee only” 

Sami looked at the case next to him. 

“Is it your entire luggage?” 

“Yes, I am among those people who live on a 

permanent readiness to travel. This is what I am 

used to. They are the conditions as you know". 

He continued “It is beautiful this quarter in 

which you are living. The person forgets 

completely the external world. Only now, I can 

understand your long stay in your room.” 

“I had to leave that room a long time ago but I 

was always postponing that, hoping to live this 

way, on my nature. This is what I did. I don’t 

know if I am right or wrong.’ 

“You were right”. 

Sami replied “Since our acquaintance, things 

seem easier than they were". Then, he continued 

his speech with discipline “If you need money I 
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have a surplus”. Then, he walked to his small 

cupboard “It is a pleasure for me to give you 

some help because I know the conditions you are 

living, I myself, have experienced many of them 

in my life.” 

“Thank you for what you gave me".  

David put the cup of tea on the table and leaned 

on the edge of the bed “I feel for the first as if I 

had come back to my room from a long trip.” 

Sami said; “Be confident that god will help you".  

“Oh, if he had to help me why didn’t he help me? 

Then he rectifies and continued “May god forgive 

me, I don’t mean that. I have exaggerated, sorry” 

“Don’t worry …Don’t exhaust yourself with 

black ideas, these situations face all people, and 

God tests our patience, don’t excite yourself by 

thinking too much in the affair. What is 

important is courage in the coming days then you 

can reach a better position. I am next to you”. 

Then, appeared a pitiful smile on his face David 

thought: “It is a godsend that you stand in front 

of a man like Sami.” He looked at him he could 

not believe his eyes. He was speaking seriously 

and in truth. 

While things continue this way between questions 

and answers, David started checking a group of 

letters he pulled out from the letters of his pocket 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

55 

 

of his coat; they looked like slips of papers 

combined together. He started scrutinizing some 

lines and some words in a hurry then said: 

“Sometimes we have to deal with things 

carelessly; the oblivion is the best thing. Every 

thing is predetermined and we can’t escape it.” 

Sami looked at him “What is the matter? Excuse 

me, I ask you this question stupidly. Why do you 

hide things?” 

David answered “It doesn’t matter I don’t want to 

disturb you.” Then an amazing tranquility 

prevailed. It was too difficult to console him. All 

what Sami wanted was simply to calm him. 

After minutes, David returned to speaking about 

things reflecting his internal troubles, and then 

he blamed himself, looking at the window. He 

tried to convince himself that he is the origin of 

all his problems. Sami interrupted him “Let’s 

drink coffee, it stems that you don’t like to go out 

of the problem zone. David raised his head: 

“Man’s rest is in his death”. 

“Don’t say that, David … Who gets satisfied with 

his part lives happily and the one who does not 

regret what he missed will have a tranquil heart”. 

Then Sami went to the room corner to bring the 

pot of coffee, murmuring in a low voice “Don’t 

worry. If the misfortune happens, it is one; if we 
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get anxious from it, it is two. David shook his 

head in a silence without reply. As soon as David 

put the letters aside, Sami realized that something 

has happened, something related to the letters. 

David sat and started speaking again but he saw 

that it was useless to speak in front of the silent 

Sami. He lit a cigarette and sat on the bed trying 

to seem quiet. After a short time, Sami said “I 

almost think, David that the months we spent in 

Paris were tough on you” then, added “I don’t 

Know, David You have to decide by yourself what 

you are going to do” 

“I have nothing to do now except waiting, waiting 

the unknown. In the past I was still the master of 

the situation. I could choose between many 

things, when I had money… I had still a solution 

staying or traveling, but now … No, I am in a 

quandary.” 

Sami replied: "The world is as it is and the things 

happen not in the way we wish, but as the 

conditions wish, it is God’s will. But we don’t 

have to be desperate". 

David bowed his head positively. Sami thought: 

“There is a story behind David’s letters or stories, 

certainly. I am almost sure. If I am not right it is 

the first time, I am mistaken in these matters. The 

fact that he speaks with trouble and pain about 
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his conditions and more signifying is the fact of 

keeping them in the pocket of his jacket. I am not 

mistaken; I wish I knew what is in them. At least 

I do my duty. 

Now, after a month and a half of their life 

together, the days went in a similar way, they 

went out from a moment to another. Sami left 

David the choice to do with his private life. Sami 

does not come back to the room until late in the 

afternoon. 

One night, Sami came back very late and found 

David dipping in his sleep on the bed without 

removing his clothes. The signs of despair and 

tiredness appeared on him.  Samy's heart broke 

and he felt tenderness. He whispered to himself 

“Congratulation for the one who comes to survive 

despite what is surrounding him". Among what 

attracted his attention, was a letter thrown on the 

floor next to the bed. He took the letter with care. 

He felt a deep sadness while reading these words 

and moved it from his sight and thought “It is a 

letter from David’s mother" Then he continued 

thinking “You must not read it", but he 

continued reading it, after finding a desire to help 

him. 

“My son, David, my regards to you and your 

friend Sami…Your news were cut from us along 
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time ago, the last time you wrote to us you were in 

your in first days in Paris. For more than a year 

now, we didn’t receive but the brief papers of the 

feasts. Oh! My son, I have felt loneliness and 

remembered my dear son David, despite what is 

calling me to be thankful to god for everything, I 

can’t free myself from the feeling of sadness and 

loneliness. Although, I was always mocking of 

your sister’s sentimental tears, I find myself not 

able to resist this tear which fell on this letter 

without my intention, but I am persuaded that all 

of this will be better when you come to us and life 

will pervade in our house. 

Oh!  My son, your image when you were a boy 

playing with your brothers is still emerging next 

to me. I am still waiting the happy event when 

you come to us. Do you remember when you 

stood on the timber of the swing in the space and 

you were feeling the trembling of the sweet 

danger, you were calling me: "Mum, I am 

falling". I wished I were a bird to fly in the wide 

space, to live next to you, if I were able to shout 

highly by your name, but I can’t shout, and this is 

my problem. Oh!  If I were sick next to you, oh, 

my son in the mornings and evenings, I see you 
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standing in front of me reading your lessons and 

walking in the passages of the garden. 

Oh, how I am longing to see you with happiness. 

Oh, I wish we were now together. I want to stay 

here waiting for your arrival. It is the last thing 

for me. Oh, I want to ask you my son. Are you 

feeling tired? Do you want me to give you 

anything? Say my name in front of any situation 

you are facing; I will be happy and you will find 

me next to you with my soul. I always call you 

and I am telling your friend, Sami: Peace be on 

your kind soul and your big heart. I like you since 

I heard your name the first time when Serra was 

reading the paper the last time. I want you to be 

the support for my son. You are the friend brother 

and the friend mother I will be delighted when 

you state my son with you. Know my son that 

misfortune raises the virtue of man and that the 

long travel raises the solidarity between friends. 

And with voyages, we test the character of people. 

You will not regret a good act you did. 

My son I am from those life has chosen for love. I 

want you to be the sincere friend of David. As for 

me, sickness has overstrained me, I am not hiding 

you any secret. My days are limited. If I have to 

choose between dying alone without pain and 

dying with pain next to my son, David I would 
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choose the latter. Be a compassionate mother to 

him. Be quiet and have a tranquil mind. I will 

come again remember me always. May God 

preserve you to us.”  

Sami folded the letter and the image of his 

mother went floating in the room. He looked at 

the bed and whispered in silence: “My friend, oh 

my friend, oh the stubborn young man, I will be 

with you and I want you to hear me. “He felt 

pride while taking off his shirt. "I like you more 

than any one I liked before, although I find 

myself unable to do many things”. 

Sami looked at the window resenting a certain 

pain and remembered his mother “Have you also 

missed me?” You are happiness to me.” 

Sami took the sliding cover with care to protect 

himself from cold. Every thing was silent around 

him. He stayed in bed closing his eyes until he 

slept. 

The next day Sami woke up with a sad smile on 

his face like a tender mother’s smile. He started 

chatting with David alluring him with his speech. 

David thought: “It is a godsend to be in front a 
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humble person as if there were a happy new 

event. 

 “Sami, the tone of your voice is different today’ 

“Don’t you see the sun rising? The weather will 

be mild today." 

“This is better the clouds bring sadness to the 

soul.” After one minute Sami stands up and 

started preparing breakfast. He asked David 

gently “Leave that … Go and buy bread to us” 

David looked at him from up to down then went 

in silence. 

David went out quickly thinking “He is a man 

who deserves respect David came back to the 
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room and put the bread on the table then looked 

at Sami 

“You look pensive why?” 

“No…Not at all. How is your health are you 

getting better?” 

“Oh, nothing I am not sick. I have a very simple 

cold “ 

“You seem active and healthy. Let’s go out 

together.” 

“That’s great, but I can’t go out with you. This 

morning you have some preoccupations” 

 “It does not matter I have arranged a program 

yesterday. Let’s go” 

Sami advanced, gave him a glass of perfume and 

said mockingly “Use the perfume. The one who 

gets perfumed diminishes his concerns". 

The sky was pure, not as usual. The sun rays 

were shining on the pavement. David thought: 

“Oh! How is the weather beautiful!. I have spent 

two days in the room. Despite these conditions, 

Sami kept his cheerfulness and optimism. He 

thought of speaking to David: “Life is short and 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

63 

 

full of dangers and sadness as it is full of 

happiness and luck.”. 

They continued their way in ‘Belford Saint 

Michel’ and entered the garden of Luxemburg. 

They found all the chairs near the lake occupied.  

David started scrutinizing the organized flowers 

and the white water rising shiningly. Sami looked 

and said: “You have to consider me as your 

brother I can’t live alone.” David looked at him 

and got more excited. Sami continued “I will help 

you with all my forces“.David could not realize 

what is happening and could not imagine a 

person of such sincerity and friendship. 

David stands up and ideas started gathering in 

his mind. He laughed happily proud of his fun, 

looking at him as if he is looking for a support for 

his speech, then, he added in a low voice: “Thank 

you anyway” 

After a moment, they walked in the garden. They 

walked around the lake the come back. David 

said: “It is the only place where I want to remain 

for a long time; I love the flowers to the degree of 

madness. For me, they mean hope, love, and 

tenderness. They mean life, youth and 

childhood.” 

Sami stared at him remembering his mother’s 

letter, the said quickly: “What a beautiful weather 
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today”, then, put his hand on his shoulder and 

continued their way to the restaurant of the 

university. Then, they came back to their room as 

if they had an appointment with a new event. 

Sami entered the room whereas David stayed on 

the threshold of the door apparently absent 

minded and holding a letter. 

“Come in David, do you want coffee?” 

He shook his head. 

“It is a letter from my brother “ 

“It is better to read it for yourself, read the letter 

first and the coffee will be ready” 

The first letter from his brother in he which he 

said that finally he was lucky to find a job in the 

Gulf and that he had sent for him to find him a 

job. 

The letter was brief, he folded it and handed it to 

Sami as if it were his concern and asked him; 

“What to do?” 

“Drink the coffee first, try to keep your calm and 

we will find the right solution”  

“What should I do?” 

Sami answered him: 

“What do you want to do?” 

“I don’t know I am still under the pressure of the 

shock".  Then, he continued “That’s enough, 

dear enough. Let me buy a case now and leave 
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Paris, leave his ordeal, this life. Happiness and 

tranquility are the ultimate aim.” 

“Don’t hasten, you have to think’ he continued 

“will he send you a ticket?”  

“He arranged things; he will send the ticket by 

fax after my approval”.  He kept quiet for a 

moment. He looked at him sadly as if he forgot 

every thing around him and said: 

“I am confident that luck is knocking at your 

door. When you travel I hope you will come back 

the next summer and send me your letters. So that 
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I will be assured on you and when you come back 

you will be with your brother".  

David thanks him and gets out quickly. Then 

came back after a moment: “I will be traveling 

tomorrow, Sami”. 

“If the travel is the last resort, I hope you a good 

luck, David. And if you want to stay, be assured I 

will be with you”. 

The next day, David came at noon after 

arranging the travel affairs: 

“Now, it is my travel time” 

“Oh, yes David!” 

“Alone!” 

“No, but I will go with you to the airport. How 

much time do you have?” 

“The taking off will be at ten in the evening”. 

He got in the room. He arranged his things and 

went to the phone biding farewell to some of his 

friends and informing him about his surprising 

travel. 

Sami said: “The room will be empty without 

you".  

Sami stands up and went to the window following 

the street which seems excited through the falling 

rain. 

It was eight when he heard the horning of the 

car; it was Joseph who will bring him to the 
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airport. David sat on the bed then stared at the 

wall. He stands up and went to the toilet to comb 

his hair. Sami smiled to him. He replied with a 

sad and pale smile, and soon the smile 

disappeared when he thought about his unknown 

future. Then, he orientated his depressed eyes to 

the window. 

David stands at the middle of the room in silence, 

staring at the things as if he has seen them for the 

first time. He moved when he noticed that Sami 

was next to him: “Let’s go”. 

In front of the building Joseph and Lisa were 

waiting. Lisa had worn her gray dress. 

“Excuse me, Joseph, we have to hurry up. Time is 

up”. 

“There are still to hours before the taking off of 

the plane". Joseph continued “Do you want to 

escape from us”. 

“Oh, no, I will never forget you”; he continued 

“Thank you Joseph, thank you for every thing 

you did for me, you and Lisa. I will be always 

remembering the hours I spent with you, your 

delicious cooking, Lisa. Lisa tae care of Joseph 

and you, Sami, I will never forgot you all my life. 
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His eyes sank into tears. It was a sad farewell at 

the airport. David shouted “Goodbye”. 

Sami stood at the pavement looking behind him 

weeping silently. The truth was exactly what I felt 

the first time. I met David by chance on the 

pavement at the Latin Quarter. There is 

something sad in all of that. I had to do my best to 

prevent him from traveling. I had to convince him 

to stay with me. 

After they spent a moment of rest in the cafeteria 

of the airport, they saw the plane taking off flying 

in the sky with its shining windows until it 

disappeared in the horizon. The darkness settles 

on the city and the drizzles of rain were 

continuing. Joseph  said: “You have come on 

time Sami. Do you have another appointment this 

evening?” Sami hesitates before answering 

Joseph then Joseph continued: “We can go to our 

house today, be quiet and make this evening pass 

without thinking.” Then, he tapped on his 

shoulder in order to ease the desolation of 

separation. 

Sami thought: “It is a good idea; there one can 

get away from thinking".  

Sami sat silently in Joseph house listening to 

music falling like rain to erase from his memory 

all the bad ideas. He felt that time stopped. He left 
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Joseph 's house after insisting on going home by 

foot. He needed some air and some rest. He 

walked in ‘Saint Germain Des Prêts' Street 

crossing the place of “L’Odéon”, then the Latin 

Quarter and he climbed to his room 

The next morning Sami sat on his table as usual 

then he was absorbed thinking why am I not 

satisfied with my fate. My conditions are not bad. 

It is better not to think of these things especially if 

some one is alone. The ideas invaded him and the 

images of the past seem as if their dead eyes stare 

at him, he thought of his mother’s speech “The 

hope is the most soothing friend. If does not 

reach you, I has distracted you” 

He took out a letter from the stairway and started 

recording some childhood souvenirs; then he 

changed his mind and stretched on the bed. He 

put his hand under his head and closed his eyes. 

He went through all his memories from his life 

with David to his childhood. He flashed back all 

the events of his past life. He was like speaking to 

a dear friend. 

He remembered his mother who insisted on his 

study since he was five years and took him to the 

church school in the village. He said to himself 

“The weather was warm and was seducing me to 

sleep. We were receiving some prayers' songs 
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while standing on our feet. The priest was 

showing his content about me. Even, he said to 

my mother “Your son is intelligent he will have a 

future. Don’t take him out of school. He 

developed a good spirit in the monastery”. He 

continued thinking “I liked religious songs 

because of their emotional words of which I 

didn’t understand the significance. My mother 

was strong in her insistence on my study among 

my brothers and my father could not resist to her 

will until she acquainted one of my father’s 

friend who advised her to enroll me in one of the 

internal religious school in the far capital. He 

accompanied me himself. I had not yet reached 

the twelve years. 

During my first days I felt bored with my new life. 

After that I became used to it and to the 

companionship of my new friends coming from 

different far villages and cities. 

They allowed me to go out only on Monday and 

Thursday evenings and also the day of Friday. 

I did not play at leisure time but very rarely. I was 

eager to learn the religion bases and to recite 

poetry and thus was able to answer the difficult 

questions the teacher asked the students, I recited 
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hundreds of poetic verses, of wisdom and sayings 

from Arab, Persian and Indian cultures. 

I spent six months in the atmosphere of the closed 

classes and when I went to the mosque I stayed 

for a long time. Sometimes after the evening 

prayer, I used to sneak with my friends and go the 

cinema which is near the school; we entered with 

the help of the guard. In the evening, the students 

used to study in the study room until sleeping 

time. 

I usually spent a part of the night listening to 

stories and anecdotes. We read some novels 

secretly. I always read long chapters of them. 

Those novels were mainly about emotional 

adventure, ancient stories of heroes, legends of 

the Arabian nights and some translated French 

stories. I still remember some of them ‘The 

hunchbacked of Notre Dame by Victor Hugo and 

the Bread seller by Luc Xavier De Montagne and 

others. I enjoyed reading them time and time 

again and was wondering “How is Paris like?” 

I always felt a joy in reading them again .It 

seemed that they send rays which spread until 

they reached the chairs on them I sat. I was 

following the events in my imaginations so that 
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Paris became to me quieter than the ocean. I was 

always waiting in my insight for a great event.  

I was like someone looking for a white sailing in 

the light of the far horizon. I did not know the 

essence of the affair. 

There was a series of repeated similar days, with 

no change and which does not bring anything 

new. The future was extending in front of me like 

a dark tunnel. I did not know where it ends. I was 

listening to the sweet call of the muezzin as it 

followed. I was wondering “Will this life always 

accompany me?” 

I was envying those who were walking out of the 

fence of the pavement, living freely going and 

coming back. I believed that god loved and made 

me enter this school. Sometimes I regret and the 

years passed. The events were mixing and 

overlapping. My memory could no more 

distinguish between them precisely and exactly. 

He stretched in his bed absorbed thinking then 

felt a sudden pang when he remembered David 's 

farewell. Then, sleep overcame him. 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

73 

 

(6) 

 

One day, Sami went out of his room and put his 

hands in his pocket, walked quickly on Saint 

Germain” street, the street he used to take to 

arrive in the eastern library situated on the left 

side of The Seine River. While walking hard he 

heard the sounds of a dim music and sooner it 

became clear. The bell was quiet and smooth 

alluring people. When he approached, it, he 

sighed. Three musicians were relying their back 

on the edge of the river one of them was playing 

the guitar. One of them has a blond beard he was 

singing in a delicate way. He was exciting; he 

expresses a happiness mixed with sadness and 

grief.  Without understanding the meaning of the 

words, he thought “You are not alone, you are 

not better than these young men. They have 

drawn an artistic painting at the side of the river. 

The hat of one of them was put on its side 

containing dispersed francs. He looked in his 

pocket for a piece of money, but he did not find it. 

He continued searching but in vain. He found it 

stupid to continue searching in front of the 
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singers. He exchanged them a smile of 

appreciation and apology. 

Among the singers, there was a young lady 

wearing a brown coat. She looked calm and 

confident. She did not pay attention to the smiles 

expressing admirations of the passersby. Sami 

thought: 

“I think that woman looks happy she makes man 

forget loneliness. Why are you concerned with 

her? She is from the pavement crossers. She 

smiled for me between the passersby. She wants 

to relieve me… Who knows? May be she has an 

insight or she appreciated my looking. He 

remembered Rymond  saying: “The beautiful face 

stimulates the desire but the nice voice makes the 

soul sing”. He smiled shortly then suddenly felt 

the pressure of loneliness. 

At the moment of getting far away from the 

musicians, he was getting back in his minds some 

dispersed souvenirs, scenes and ideas. He said to 

himself “When all the pleasures disappear music 

remains resisting” he continued “How strange 

life is! Some are sculpting days and nights. 

Others are plying music enjoying happiness of a 

nonesuch. 

He came back to his room towards College De 

France where no friend, no companion were 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

75 

 

waiting for him. He knew completely what was 

waiting for him in his room. He continued his 

walk while thinking about the musicians group. 

He tried to chase the black hallucinations far 

away. He remembered the young singer who 

aroused his emotions a little bit. 

“Oh, how poor is she! May be she wanted to be 

happy. She is doing a job for simply exciting the 

desire and snatching the admiration without 

having an interest she is looking for by plying 

music. She seemed happy…All the scenes were 

following him. 

There on the river beach, contradictory images 

reached him. Image of sadness and joy, even, he 

could not be able to distinguish between them. He 

felt quiet but his mind was working and does not 

cease from thinking. The appearances of 

happiness were of a short time and 

disappointment appears very soon and continues 

for a long time. 

When he arrived in the door of his room, he was 

quieter. He had an appointment with a friend. He 

was not afraid of loneliness and the silence of his 

room and where the memory of the lady singer is 

evoked by itself in no clatter or melody. 

He entered his room. He felt quieter and calm for 

no reason. He sighed and gathered all his will. 
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He saw all his old papers scattered on the table. 

He saw a paper of a friend called Farid whom he 

met by chance at the university campus. He 

thought: “His marriage to Leila was a tragic 

deed, a lady who was jealous of his work. She is 

certainly willing to destroy him, but he loved her 

and his love blinded him from seeing the reality. 

He thought of finding a solution for his problem. 

He continued thinking: “The weakest point in 

him was his strange behavior. If a person like 

him gets married to a selfish girl that would only 

increase his misery” then he said to himself “I 

spoke to Ali in an indirect speech because I 

thought his understanding of reality would make 

him think of a solution, in the hope that he could 

find a source of hope for his conjugal life. I said 

to him “You have to surmount the pain by 

fidelity". I tried to make him stand on his feet. 

But I could not succeed in all of that. He rejected 

what I said and got angry. Nothing could succeed 

with him. Soon, his ideas were interrupted by the 

knocking at the door. He opened the door and 

said “I was sure of your arrival on time. He 
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hurried to welcome him. Ali interrupted him 

“Let’s go” 

Sami answered: “What is the matter with you this 

morning?” 

Farid put away his eyes and continued “Let’s go 

to a calm place". 

Sami understood the matter was more 

complicated than a mere stroll. They went down 

stairs with short and cautious steps. 

They went by the pavement; they began 

discussing moving from one subject to another. 

Sami daren’t ask his friend about what was 

worrying him. 

The street seemed sad. The sky was covered with 

a violet color always changing. They entered 

‘Jardin De Plante’. The nature was pure the rain 

drizzles were falling intermittently. The sun put 

the shades on the green grass. Suddenly Farid 

approached the birds’ cage .his face showed a sad 

expression. He put his leg on the iron cage. He 

started looking and murmuring in an unclear 

speech without moving. 

Sami thought “What do you expect from a person 

who repeatedly asks you to watch a bird standing 

alone in the cage among the other birds, on a 

metallic wire, and said “If you try to look with me 

at the bird, how it sings and moves its head. 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

78 

 

Would you notice that the birds' voices are 

similar in all over the world despite the 

differences of their kinds and places?".  

Sami thought of last night party, the presence, the 

speeches while looking at the bird which sings life 

and love. He asks him kindly 

“I will make a stroll; in the garden would you 

accompany me? Farid did not reply. He 

apologizes and went in the small alleys of the 

garden breathing the air. 

His true language has aroused his emotion. He 

imagined himself at the place of his wife who is 

suffering while rebuking and blaming him. His 

speech with Farid has renewed some confidence 

in himself by doing well and revived in him the 

feeling of quietude. He thought “They were able 

to understand each other in a way or another". 

Sami  stayed for a short time absent minded with 

dispersed ideas and thought within himself 

“What use for Farid in carelessness and anger? 

He continued “They won’t change anything in 

their bitter reality. His lack of control for his 

nerves won’t change anything. Because his wife 

is stubborn, she is never ashamed of blaming and 

scolding him whenever he hurts her pride and 

vanity. It seems that the matter is more 

complicated than what you think. He looked 
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around him and started murmuring to himself as 

if he were speaking to Farid “Why do support the 

hardship of traveling from your country to this 

painful expatriation since you can’t solve your 

problems.” He continued walking but remained 

heart broken saying to himself “It is a crazy 

adventure, both sides will be losers …She is right 

Farid has given all his day time to study leaving 

his wife in isolation and loneliness.” He rectifies 

his mind “If his wife showed any care and acted 

wisely, why would they remain distanced and 

opposed in their ideas. More, they could be 

relieved from tension. Sami stayed worried about 

Farid and his wife and he started making 

comparison between their deeds. She does not 

lack experience and wisdom she is intelligent and 

cultivated". He rectifies his mind". She is from a 

rich aristocratic family whereas Farid is from a 

modest family. They spent several months in a 

common repulsive life full off tiring tension 

which increases the gap between them. It would 

have been better for them not to be matched. He 

walked slowly in the garden. He looked curiously 

to the place where heart always beat with. He 

remembered Farid’s wife and her mother looking 

at him and her lips moving slowly advising her 

daughter   to be mindful and tactful. She was 
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speaking in a calm and solemn tone expressing 

blame: “You know what I mean … You know the 

reality my daughter… Don’t cry like this 

Leila…You must not speak about Farid like 

this… Your voice… Then she looked at Farid, 

don’t be tough on my daughter. Then she turns to 

her daughter. She felt a speech in her mouth as 

she was begging me to make her daughter happy 

and to reunite the couple.   

Sami felt vivacity and an enthusiasm when he 

remembered this and shouted to himself “I will 

bring back life to this poor couple”. 

This feeling revived in him a feeling of happiness 

and joy. The satisfaction appeared on his face but 

in his insight he was convinced that their life 

lacked a substantial and essential element. 

Sometimes, he thought it was good acts 

sometimes, he thought, love and sometimes the 

conditions. How many times, he wished to have 

the occasion to rematch them again. He would 

feel satisfied if he transformed the deserted and 

desolate house into a house enjoying a kind of 

stability. Sami retuned to find Farid in the same 

way. He could not imagine him standing still in 

front of the cage. He continually murmured. 
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Sami did not understand what he said and soon 

he asked him: 

“Why are you still standing in your place?” Then 

he rectifies “Excuse me, I don’t want to hurt your 

feeling”. 

Farid replied: 

“The conditions are stronger than me. I did not 

find any cure for my problem but loneliness and 

isolation.” 

‘I want to help you be quiet, ‘ 

Sami continued smiling “With fidelity relation 

lasted, with consent life gets better" Farid replied 

to him with a voice strangled by bitterness and 

pang: 

“It seems that the essence of behavior is revealed 

by companionship…I thank you Sami. I do no 

more like any woman. It is better for me to come 

back to my house now. Sami whispered finely 

“Speak the first to her and occupy her with 

praises. The cheerfulness extinguishes the fire of 

enmity… Know that much blame is the cause of 

rupture. Didn’t you understand what I said to 

you? 

“Yes,  but this does not change anything in the 

problem.  

His voice as sad Sami advanced and embraced 

him friendly. He tapped on his shoulder trying to 
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relieve him there was an amazement dominating 

him. He could not find anything to say to him 

except the expression: 

“Be wise, be quiet. You will be relieved if god 

wants it. I will be next to you. Promise me to do 

everything in the sake of companionship, and 

frankly, for me.  Then, he added imploring him as 

he gets away: 

“Your wife needs you, if she does not bring you 

happiness, create happiness for yourself. Speak 

about her striking features. Say! Is there a wife 

who does not have a striking feature?" He said it 

smiling and went bidding farewell. 

Farid shook his head with agreement. Before he 

left the place, he noticed a frown in his visage 

and read a bitter suffering in his eyes. Sami 

started telling to himself after his mind 

reacquired its purity and his ideas became 

reorganized in one stream”. 

“I can’t show more help and tenderness than 

what I did". He continued looking at the roses 

"…The right taste is not in stubbornness but in 

ordering things and finding a harmony between 

their qualities and their characteristics. He lifted 

his head: the trees blossom in autumn, fructify in 

summer, and they don’t want to be praised. They 

spread their leaves in spring, became naked in 
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winter and they don’t fear to be blamed.” He took 

these expressions from his reciting. 

Sami continued walking in a lateral alley, 

swaying between the pink flowers spreading on 

both sides. He wondered how wonderful to live 

here far from the world problems and noises. It is 

a real oasis constituting a real refuge for every 

one. Is difficult for a person to leave it, like a 

terrestrial paradise?. 

He walked in an alley where kinds of roses were 

arranged on both sides. Their arrangement 

showed that they were privileged with a 

continuous care. Beside the alleys, rows of small 

trees succeeded and of which the suspended 

branches form a refuge for the city visitors. They 

escape to it to take rest from the hardship and 

noises of the city to let free their depressed 

emotions. They stray around under the rain drops 

wearing their warm and protecting clothes they 

become unaware of what is happening in the 

external world moving unconsciously. They are 

looking for safety that they were unable to get 

outside, hoping to be delighted with the sweetness 

of life and its quietude. 

How beautiful is this weather dominated by a 

deep calm intervened only by the tweeting and 

singing of birds. Sami stood following the scene 
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of the gathering of birds in front of an old lady, 

wearing a black dress. She was sowing the seeds 

in front of her, not showing any pain or tiredness 

in her gestures. She stretched her weak and thin 

hand to the box of seeds. She did not pay 

attention to people around her with a smile of 

satisfaction on her lips. 

Sami stood leaning his back on the post of the 

light. He was admiring the will of the old lady, 

her vivacity and her skillfulness in taking care of 

the birds around her despite her thinness. When 

you see the birds around her, as if they were 

trained and subjected to a slow and harmonious 

step, shaking of happiness and fear.  She 

appeared very human in her familiarity and 

purity. He shouted to himself: “She was 

murmuring in kindness and gentleness. She was 

enjoying happiness and safety exactly as Farid 

was enjoying watching the birds simply by 

looking at them He continued thinking “Man has 

not to regret anything of life which has run 

away.” He remembered his mother’s speech 

“Love lengthens life. You can not bring 

happiness to the others unless it shines on your 

face and the one who is satisfied with his part will 

live happily. Hope is the best amusing friend if it 
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does not reach you it has distracted you”. He 

continued saying to himself” 

“How many times and times again I sat here to let 

my eyes enjoy this quiet place. I always imagine 

myself as a plant among these roses and that my 

roots are deeply permeating the earth". This 

thought revived his soul. 

The sounds of the footsteps succeeded back and 

forth. He approached the iron gate of the garden. 

He thought of his friend comparing him to the 

old lady. He was convinced at last that what he 

was looking for is what is inspired by this place: 

rest quietude and internal peace. 

Sami stood out the garden. He stayed for a 

moment listening to the noises coming from the 

street. He thought: “Happiness that we are 

seeking hard to find springs from the inmost soul. 

Why does nature adorn safety to us in its most 

beautiful clothing? He answered himself: "It 

seems that it is a comfortable refuge for man 

escaping from himself and from his reality, in 

this era which does not know satisfaction or 

serenity. 

Sami felt in his insight a serious desire to do 

something. He imagined that he could not do 

anything. "I want to travel to a safe place to live 

among those who want live satisfied and safe. I 
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know some of them when I was very young but I 

did not see any of them in this new world". He 

thought for a moment then answered himself 

“Don’t say that, you are still in the middle of 

road. You have not reached your goal." 

Sami realized that he was in need to revive all of 

what bantering his memory of good 

remembrances because of the previous desire 

which remained obsessing his soul for a long 

time and has been aroused again during this 

stroll in the garden. He said to himself “You have 

to choose either moving or staying”  

He answered himself “Staying here… I must stay 

here. How many times he hoped and tried to 

convince himself that his conditions will change. 

The wave of old enthusiasm clashed in his insight 

and his anxious life full of strange stages. 

He walked on the pavement in a hesitating way. 

He found himself walking between crowds similar 

to that of last night. Everything is mixing in his 

mind. Life pervades again in his body. He 

gathered all his courage and said to himself “No 

one can wish a better life than the one you are 

living. You are living in the paradise you have 

dreamed of." 

He remembered David one day saying “Have ever 

asked yourself what is existing there? Have you 
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ever asked yourself “What is expecting you in 

that world when you come back to it? He 

continued thinking: 

“What can I say when I return tomorrow to that 

world which became strange to me, but what is 

the importance of all of this thinking. It is a dark 

thinking containing a dream of a better life, but 

will life will be better? 

Sami stood in front of one of the shops. He 

looked through the glasses: “I don’t know to 

what extent is that true. He looked at his a person 

with an examining look: "Don’t occupy yourself 

with deep thoughts. He continued walking and 

his mother’s expressions obsess his thoughts: 

“My son, the life affairs are simpler than what we 

think, don’t make them difficult by your will. Try 

to be firm and happy in your thinking and 

behavior for my sake my son. Believe me. I have 

more experience than you in this life. You will, 

without doubt, agree with me when you remain 

alone. 

His ideas were meandering very far. Obscurity let 

down its curtains. He continued his way and 

reached his room thinking “How wonderful to 
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stay here in isolation far from the noises of life 

and its problems. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 (7) 

 

On one Sunday morning during the month of 

July, Sami went out of his room in calm and 

deliberateness. He walked at the side of the Seine 

River. The road was deserted at that moment. He 

remembered the musician group when he 

approached the bridge. He imagined the lady 

singer looking deeply into his eyes, her voice 

seemed dispersed when the wind sounds were 
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thrown on him playing with the tree branches in 

a sweet and fine way; he was absent minded. 

Sami went to Louver Museum. 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 The sun rays were shining. They filled the 

external surface with more life. 
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He walked through a lateral corridor wondering 

“Why do people come in crowd to this place to 

watch art? Is it by curiosity or they don’t know 

where to go?." 

The place seemed like a human symphony 

singing the silent struggle of people. The life 

pervades in the still images to go over the 

humanity has achieved through thousands of 

years of art, of eternal creativity. He continued 

wondering “Why all these crowds chat with low 

voices and with ambiguous signs trying all of 
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them to say that some images are beautiful or 

pleasant?". 
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He saw a man apparently astonished. He moved 

from a painting to another with lightness and 

calm. He approaches to look carefully as if he 

were looking for something and he found it, so 

appeared on him the signs of ecstasy and joy. He 

scrutinized a painting without being concerned by 

its story, but rather by its splendor and charm. 

Sami thought: 

"A generation goes, another comes and the 

artistic work remains as it is carrying a 

significance that we can not know. Then, he 

whispered to himself: 

“How impossible for any examining look to 

assimilate it!. The people’s looks expressing 

admiration and respect, don’t they add new 

meanings to the paintings? He remembered his 

teacher saying: “The artesthetic subject does not 

achieve among the individuals, a casual contact 

or a superficial participation but rather it creates 

from them the 'WE' which make them ascend to 

the degree of the group and oblige them to forget 

their differences. Art acquires a human character 

which lifts it from a limited audience to the 

surroundings of humanity as a whole. 

He started moving from one painting to another. 

He dipped into a sweet ecstasy, he never tasted 

before. He was relieved by the whispering of the 
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people and by the low clicking of their footsteps. 

He imagined sounds coming from the walls. He 

thought that the paintings were speaking. His 

heart pulses moved very quickly fearing the 

unknown and enjoying the human position which 

is revealed in its best forms. He imagined that he 

was watching a dream or a phantom from the 

remote past. 

He saw a woman below one of the painting. He 

imagined in her appearance an image he used to 

know. He sopped walking. He stared at her 

moving with elegance and vivacity in every step 

she is doing as if taking her vigor from time. He 

imagined that she is a phantom from the remote 

past as if she got out from one of the scattered 

paintings on the walls. Sami controlled his 

shaking nerves. He walked more quickly. His 

heart pulsed between his ribs very quickly until he 
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came closer to her. Each one of them stared at 

the other for a moment without speaking. 

 

 
 

She smiled for him and struck him with attractive 

looks. Her eyes were shining. Her state speaking 

for itself saying: “If you want to meet me you 

have simply to watch me within the paintings 

dispersed in the rooms of the museum. She 

walked quickly in a lateral corridor without 
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uttering any single word and vanished among the 

crowds. 

Sami felt that his heart almost stopped beating. 

He rubbed his eyes of the gravity of the scene. He 

started looking for her in vain back and forth. 

Then he started looking at the persons of the 

paintings 

He stood at the edge of the stairway putting his 

heads between his hands. The voice of the strange 

lady remained ringing in his ears. He 

remembered the beauty of her appearance 

enjoying the sweetness of the memory and the 

delight of the meeting. He imagined that his soul 

escaped from him and went with the lady. He felt 

a little bit anxious and started speaking with her 

in his insight. 

“Why did not you stay with me to make me 

happy?” 

“That’s impossible” 

“Would you love me if our meeting would have 

taken place?” 

He imagined her answering him smiling: 

“Yes, I would have loved you and I still love you. 

I love as man from whom the love of people 

flows’ she continued “What happened to us is a 

strange event and a fragrant memory. We have to 

keep it pure and beautiful because it is particular 
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to both of us during life and through the 

years…The thinking about you dominates me 

with high pulses. I don’t forget your 

compassionate and tender looks. I will carry your 

speech to the eladrsed generations 

I promise you that your image will remain present 

in my imagination and this wonderful place will 

remain filling my memory until the last moment 

of my life.” 

He imagined her smiling to him and touching his 

hands”. 

“Nothing prevents you from attaining your 

desires, you are adventurous and audacious. 

Persevere in what you began with all your 

abilities and talents. I am persuaded that you will 

succeed. I heard about your names many times 

from my friends. Don’t submit to your fancy and 

caprices”. She was silent for a moment then 

added: 

“Well, don’t reveal me more than that”. He 

imagined her throwing a look of satisfaction on 

him and continued: 

“Everything is right” then he moved his arms as 

if embracing her phantom. Sami 

stayed sitting on the edge of the stairway. When 

he became alone, he looked around him while 
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enjoying a sweet quietude mixed with anxiety 

then he said to himself to change his thoughts: 

“By this place passed tens of people through 

different decades. This place will remain standing 

for a long time. The fascination which is 

dominating it will remain the symbol of unity 

between people and their radiance and there 

would be no trace for the world fortune. The 

furious storms which agitated outside did not wait 

to be quiet and to be replaced by a stable calm 

where man wants in its shade to live or to die 

without feeling the need to leave it. 

He closed his eyes again and sighed of 

satisfaction then started saying to himself: “I will 

never forget as long as I live the beauty of this 

day. He let free his ideas and thoughts which 

were swarming a moment before: art is an oasis 

where man rests from the tiredness of life”. Then 

he looked everywhere astonished and in the 

overwhelming of this quietude, he started 

repeating the lady’s speech in his memory: “Art is 

the shifting from the area of fate and destiny to 

the area of understanding and liberty. It is the 
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fruit of the humankind's participation and unity 

through generations. 

Sami stands up to a lateral corridor to join a 

group of people 
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 gathering around the painting of ‘Le Monalize’ 

and he heard the tourist guide commenting on 

the painting. 

Its face is constituted of light and shade and what 

appeared to be a body was simply a mixture of 

enormous forces. Did Leonardo love her? She 

was not simply a lady to sit in front of him to be 

portrayed but also a soul waiting inside ‘Le 

Monalize’… where sat the deity Leonardo. It is 

Sophia the soul of eternal wisdom from where 

light and shade shine. 

Sami started comparing between the woman’s 

phantom and the painting. Their images started 

interfering in his mind. His thoughts were 

interrupted by the guide’s voice commenting on 

the painting of Saint Paul: “We saw a man that 

the ox has beaten and thrown away, his horse 

waiting with patience. The image of Saint 

Mathew showing Christ pointing at rays of light 

and to a man between a gang of ruffians, 

refusing to look up. Not far from him, a small,  

handsome boy, smiling , pointing with his hands 
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as if saying …who? Me!” Then he added “There 

is a clamor, organizing like a thread, the calm of 

the paintings.” The guide’s voice was followed by 

a period of general quietude. A deep silence 

prevailed for a moment followed by a loud 

turmoil where the shouts of astonishment were 

mixed with expressions of admirations and 

praise. 

And then Sami heard a lady saying in a quiet 

voice and speaking fluently: “Why Leonardo did 

not make his meaning clearer and more simple to 

get. The wonderful image must carry its mission 

without inspiration. Why do they complicate these 

things? 

Her speech was interrupted by the usher as if he 

has heard her murmurings: 

“The painting is always a benevolent experience. 

Man does not need to perceive its intrinsic 
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content to get its benevolence. Its benevolence 

comes from experience itself” 

 
 

Sami continued his way wondering: “What is the 

artist’s incentive in doing these great 

masterpieces? Power, love or bragging? May be 
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there are other forces in which participate all the 

famous artists.” He said to himself whispering: 

“It seems that the genius is doing what it wants. It 

is achieving the desire. It seems that the artist, 

through repetition, knows how to improve his art. 

He hastens that spiritual development and he 

orientates it. The artist, like the musician player, 

imitates and continues in his imitation, much or 

little, consciously or unconsciously, and each 

time the artist repeats himself with improvement, 

building another step more superior and higher.” 

He     continued thinking: 

“It seems that what man is doing, he is doing it 

with choice. Art is a personal experience. It leaves 

a trace. It leaves an ecstasy. Yes, every great 

image shows a unique experience; a thing we see 

with the eye and a thing we perceive with the 

insight.” He began repeating his teacher’s speech 

then he remembered the professor saying at: 

“The masterpieces are like the flowers in the 

Art’s field. They are different from the others, the 

same difference between the flower and the grass. 

Man realizes a point at which he becomes 

concerned with it, its beauty blossoms slowly like 
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a nut brown rose. This the best in the art 

experience.” 

Samy continued walking in the museum corridors 

to find some people sitting quietly in front of the 

paintings images. A group of people were looking 

at them with disapproval and doubt. He 

wondered:  

“Certainly these people have come to take a rest 

or may be they are waiting for something.” He 

wondered; “Why do these people walk quickly 

looking at the surface of the images seeing only 

the lines and the colors. When man looks 

carefully at the depth of any artistic painting, 

while exciting the imagination, he will see its 

shades lightening from inside, makes the painting 

alive and links with life all of those who are 

watching it.” 

He hurried looking through the rooms of Galerie 

Molian scrutinizing its paintings one after the 

other. Then he walked slowly and started telling 

himself with sedateness and quietude: “The story 

of the prices of the paintings which he read in the 

newspapers. Some of them were sold for millions 

of dollars, although their owners were unable to 

sell them. Many of them were not worth a 

financial value one day. Their owners lived the 

life of the poor and some lived the life of 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

105 

 

vagabonds. He sighed a long sigh and went on 

wondering: 

“If these watchers knew the history of these 

paintings’ owners and what they have gained of 

fortunes, they would have become more curious, 

some of the paintings would have acquired more 

importance, their visions for the paintings would 

have been linked to a contemplation of the life of 

their authors and would have showed more 

compassion and more admiration and would have 

realized that some great artists need 

tenderness!…” 

He murmured “Yes, they have lived the life of all 

people; even some of them lived almost a 

dramatic life. He started reviewing what he read 

in the newspaper: 

“Propaganda has changed tens of the artists’ life 

into great personalities through history. Others 

had more profound and plenteous art but they did 

not impress people.” He soliloquizes: “How 

impressing is the propaganda? Yes it is life and 

destiny.”      

Sami reorganized his forces and focused on his 

memory remembering the idea of his teacher: “Is 

there among the paintings one which is 

applicable to the artist’s life or the artist separates 

himself from his work? Is the ego in the paining 
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the ego of the artist or is it the world of the 

unlimited?” 

He remembered the painting of Eljokanda: “Why 

did his author paint it? Is it to make us dip into its 

light which shines from inside while it looks in 

confidence and dignity? One could hardly believe 

that it is now dead. When we move far from it, we 

feel its light still follows us!  What is this magic 

distinction? The genius, as it seems, does what it 

wants. It achieves the desire, it materializes the 

identity and it materializes the eternity. He 

soliloquizes “How great is art!”     

While Sami was thinking, his ideas were 

interrupted by the scene of one of the statue in the 

right side without recognizing the statue of whom 

or the artist who sculpted it. He approached more 

and he heard the usher saying: 

“Those sculptors are real actors. They have 

presented permanent samples to the humankind 

through their arts.” Then he looked at another 

corner he saw a statue without an arm; but it 

seemed more vivid than the body of the visitor 

walking in front of him. Sami felt a hideous 

feeling inside and whenever that feeling 

increases, the paintings shape became clearer 

and wider and the alley became easier. He 

continued walking making sure to follow 
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carefully the steps of the guide, dipping into a 

silence and without being tired. All the tiredness 

he felt because of the walking has disappeared 

…He felt that his soul has been enslaved in this 

magic place forever. He moved around the statue, 

standing up with all his stature, breathing more 

deeply, happy of being aware of his body; even he 

could feel the blood moving in his veins. A fear 

attacked him when he approached the arm. He 

listened to the usher: 

“The imagination jumps, flows and is formed, 

according to its fancy, on the back of the vacuum 

separating the watcher and the watched. This 

world, which is situated between two worlds, 

between the ego and the object, is the area of 

imagination and it is the world where wanders 

the genius artist.” Sami thought: “why don’t I 

start mimicking and imitating, who knows? May 

be I will be an artist. I may innovate artistic 

works which can be of importance to reach the 

world of museums! He remembered his teacher 

saying: 

“If man concentrates his thoughts and works 

hard, he will certainly succeed!…Each art has its 

own secret. The point in the matter is that man 

learns all the simple truths of a branch of the Art 

branches. He store in his memory the famous 
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examples as an image in the mind on which he 

builds and to test some of its works by presenting 

them to his friends. The  critics might one day 

examine what has been done; but man‘s fear of 

criticism is the biggest mistake.” He continued 

thinking: 

“All artistic works are subject to approval and 

repulsion. The art critics always require a 

difference and a change of point of view from one 

person to another and from one time to another. 

Nothing outdates the vision of man’s imagination 

or widens it or intensifies it better than art itself. 

Man creates and innovates and there is no 

repetition of a previous creation. Each work has a 

new soul. It is the emergence of life.” 

He was pushing his mind searching for what he 

heard about art…He remembered the professor 

saying: “The big majority of masterpieces acquire 

their splendors from the inspired idea which 

makes the practice of the painting itself a 

marginal act.” 

He answered himself: “Yes, I can do that. I will 

imitate and mimic artistic works. Man tries to add 

whatever he can…but this is not enough. There is 

an ambiguous secret, one has to discover it, and 
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one has to try…”He wondered: “The great artists 

and writers aren’t they ordinary people?” 

He answered himself “Of course, of course but 

they had a dream and they had struggled to 

achieve that dream and they succeeded.” 

He took out his handkerchief. He cleaned his 

eyes and put it back in his pocket. Then he stared 

a moment at the paintings, the walls and the 

people. A mixture of thoughts and scenes passed 

in his mind. 

He stood up and walked slowly to the exit gate; 

then he went down in Rivoley Street. Although 

his ideas recorded many scenes of the gathering 

where he passed through, they expressed 

happiness. He was worried about the remaining 

hours and could not find a way to spend them 

except to continue walking. 

He turned left and went to Tolerie Garden. He 

was bored of wandering alone. He wondered: 

“Won’t I have a calm life?” He thought: “How 

would it be pleasant be pleasant to have a warm 

fire to sit close to, to a have a delicious meal with 

a friend or a girl friend. I have walked too much 

alone in the streets and have realized the value of 

having a friend or a girlfriend. 

He went in the cafeteria of Ballet Royal. He 

continued enjoying watching people outside. Rain 
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started falling and the wind blowing 

intermittingly, playing with the umbrellas. 

Sadness started moving slowly to his soul and 

soon the rain stopped. The clouds began to 

disappear little by little. He had a sandwich and a 

coffee. He felt better after eating, a feeling he 

didn’t feel before. 

He left the cafeteria to begin his stroll again on 

the side of The Seine River. The he turned to 

Notre Dame. He met two of his acquaintances. 

He stopped to chat with them. He was pleased by 

that chat and relieved from his stroll. 

One of them asked him about his news. He 

replied that he spent a day in the Louver Museum 

and that he was happy of what he has seen. He 

left the two young men at nine in the evening. 

He continued his walk on the pavement. He was 

hearing the footsteps of the passersby, young men 

and young women changing the greetings. 

He regained his consciousness again and 

wondered if he will achieve his goal or live like 

the ordinary people but remembering his stroll at 

the Louver calmed his nervousness a little. His 

memories let the place for hopes and for future 

visions. He turned left to see a group of 

vagabonds ‘clochards’ sitting on the pavement. 

Their coats were wet. An odor emanated from 
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them. It is the mixture of food and wine. He 

gathered all his forces. Life moved inside him like 

a childish hope. He continued walking. 

His ideas get away from his current life. He 

continued thinking: “I am not very old only 

thirty. We can say that my sensitivity has reached 

the mature age. There some psychological cases 

and impressions which I want to express through 

painting and writing. I feel them in my insight. 

He wanted to evaluate his soul to see if it is the 

soul of an artist. He saw that sadness is the 

dominating trait in his character but it is a 

sadness mixed with gifts from faith and simple 

gaiety, If he could express it in an artistic 

painting or by a novel to be at the level of 

consideration and admiration of different 

civilization and successive generations. He could, 

by which, spread the agreement, conformity and 

love between people. He started wishing: 

“Oh, if I could transform the part into the whole 

and the narrow horizons into the wide human 

world to form a truthful mirror reflecting the 

human unity with precision and honesty. Oh, if I 

could achieve an aesthetic identity like the Sufi’s 

face. So that people cease from their selfishness 

and man be united with his friend man, unified 

by conformity and agreement. By doing so, man 
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would be reconciled with himself and have real 

harmony which is the secret of happiness. 

Perhaps, I would gain an interest or an echo 

from ordinary people. I could find an interest 

from the critics, and they could see in my art a 

new gift! 

He continued his dreaming, when he approached 

his door, his previous hesitations dominated him 

and stood perplexed in front of the door. 

He walked in the yard. He looked around him. He 

felt that a person coming from the building is 

watching him with curiosity. He looked quickly to 

the right then to the left frowning to add 

seriousness to his personality. 

He entered his room he looked nervously in his 

room, a disgust woke inside him from his 

previous life. Couldn’t he escape from his small 

room? He started turning his papers looking for a 

given thing. He sat on his chair, took his pen but 

he remained staring stupidly at the images on the 

walls…The night was falling. Darkness was 

accompanied with a thick fog. He wondered how 

could I complete my last essay. The cold black 

night was coming and he wished if he spent it 

with his friends. It was a night worth to be spent 

at Joseph or with a girl. He struggled to write. 

His body and thoughts insisted on him to do a 
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given work. He wondered if he could paint! He 

remembered that he had to earn some money. He 

spent the last franc he had at the cafeteria of 

Ballet Royal. While he was putting his pen, he 

thought of a person who promised to help him or 

at least borrow him some money that he will give 

back to him this was his ultimate goal. Why 

didn’t he think of that before.. He said to himself 

“This is the solution, tomorrow I will meet him at 

the university restaurant.” 

 

-8- 

 

Many letters he wrote to his mother, his brothers 

and to his remote friends during the last months. 

He lived on the hope to come back to his country 

like David…His nervousness hindered his 

thoughts. He was satisfied with the expectation 

and the patience. He left the phantom of 

returning home to think again of the persons and 

events around him and to be preoccupied by his 

life as it is drawn by the destiny. He was only 

occupied by imagining his things; the pocket 

expenses, the lodging, developing his artistic 
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talents and to complete his studies. He said to 

himself: 

“My visit yesterday to the Louver Museum 

brought back a confidence in myself. I have 

regained my forces and my hope, during the visit 

as the beautiful girl bring back the energy to the 

old man.” He continued:: 

“I am in Paris, my black hairs are mixed with 

white ones, despite that I still feel a vivacity which 

is about to be extinguished. I find my self again 

as I found my self ten years ago.” He 

remembered his visit to the museum. 

“Here I am feeling a new ecstasy, an ecstasy for 

writing, for painting for creativity…why not? 

What lacked me? 

He stood up and started looking through the 

window. He saw   a girl with a good make up and 

another well veiled walking in the same street. He 

leaned his head on the edge of the window and 

stared at the girls with astonishment. He shouted 

to himself: “Yes, life is not a matter of 

appearances but rather what is hidden in the 

souls.” He remembered a statement he recited 

since his childhood: “Oh, wise universe, you are 

curtained by the phenomena of creatures, throw a 

seed of wisdom in my soul, so that it grows a 
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plant in your forest and gives a fruit of your 

fruit.” 

He remembered Lisa saying:: 

“The pain is an evil but we can’t avoid it, but we 

can’t exaggerate in our fear of it. We try hard to 

face it with a smile. We try to be always satisfied 

with ourselves and we enjoy the vision of the real 

good with simplicity and content to achieve a 

balanced rationalism with little spiritualism. 

He looked at what he wrote and wondered: 

“Failure is the energy governing art. This is what 

the psychologists say. The artist is an unqualified 

socially person. He tries to express his feelings 

through paintings, writing or sculpture or 

music.”  He rectifies his mind:  

“The thing is relative …The great artists were 

healthier than all common people they were wiser 

and more committed, even the most dramatic 

artists…He remembered what he read about ‘Fan 

Gokh. He was painting while he was glad. He was 

more than awake he was more than wise!…He 

continued 

“The artist comes hungry to life, 

startled…Numerous  are the artists but the real 

artist is the one who trains himself, fills up his 

soul and frees it in the sake of giving. He 

remembered what he heard in the museum. 
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Picasso said once that he walked in the Tolerie 

Garden and comes back home to paint an 

abstract green experience. 

“Why this great number of people looking like 

giraffe, looking for art. They  are in a forest of 

which the fruits are forbidden. They were like 

souls which lost their way and went looking for 

salvation?…He sighed a little when he 

remembered his teacher saying: “The taste is a 

common thing between all people. The art is an 

intersection point, all people gather at it when 

desire and interest freeze but unity and 

coexistence are achieved.” 

He felt satisfied. He sat correctly then went out 

quickly. He run in an increasing way. He 

remembered his friend David  

David  thought that he was not equal to his 

friends and that he was not suitable to their 

companionship. He preferred loneliness, thinking 

deeply of himself, being morose; perhaps 

thinking badly about people. He was always ready 

for dispute. These characteristics deprive him 

from people’s tenderness and love. He said to 

himself: 

“It is with no doubt that people like the more 

humorous and optimist person than the bad 

tempered pessimist one. The spirit of kidding 
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plays an important role in establishing love.” He 

remembered Joseph saying: “The sweet words, 

when coming without mannerism and without 

constraint, could acquire friends more than 

words of disdain. The kind word or testimony of 

our companion and his good characteristics, even 

competing with us, would never hurt us. On the 

contrary, it creates within him a hot feeling 

towards us. He remembered his appointment with 

Joseph and his last words: 

“I hope that you will spend the evening with us. 

Lisa will be happy with our speech. We can have 

dinner and listen to music together.” 

Sami went out quickly. He did not   know how he 

came to Joseph’s house. His feet were walking by 

themselves as if they were familiar with this way. 

Sami asked for a drink. He felt warm and rest. He 

found himself in Joseph’s house surrounded with 

calm and quietude. He felt the paradox existing 

between his life and his friend’s life. The 

situation seemed perplexing. Joseph is younger 

than him and less cultivated. He is certain that 

his life could be better than his friend and could 

achieve something better than the mere drawing 

of embellished geometric paintings or 

commenting on them from here and there! He 

also is an artist. He draws some paintings 
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containing a talent and a transparency. What is 

hindering him? He wished to express himself in a 

way or another to prove his existence and status. 

He remembered Rymond’s speech: “Four things 

diminish sadness: women’s speech, the meeting 

with friends, the drinking and the passing of 

days.” He smiled with an ecstasy. He went far 

with his imagination. He remembered his 

mother’s letter: “No good in man if he is not 

sober, fight against your fancy and stop your 

desire…My son and eliminate the envy from your 

heart.” His thoughts were interrupted by the 

arrival of Joseph from the kitchen who handed 

him a glass of juice and took the other glass with 

courage. Joseph said while raising his glass: “I 

wish you a happy and successful life my friend.” 

And while Sami was sipping his glass, Joseph 

went on: “It will be solved my one day.” He 

stressed on his tone, but he knew that he was 

complimenting him. Joseph threw the remaining 

of the glass in his mouth and went on laughing 

loudly saying: 

“We can get money tomorrow, wait a little my 

friend and see how I will play my cards …The 

scholarship is not enough…When I am 
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determined to do something, it will be my main 

preoccupation, I assure you…Only wait. 

Sami smiled a smile showing his admiration for 

Joseph for the way he thinks and for his 

optimism, then he wondered: 

“Why his eyes seemed quiet without excitement.” 

While he was wondering the door was pushed 

open and entered the young Lisa panting. After 

welcoming him, Lisa with her slim stature started 

opening her smile…He stared at the arm she was 

moving with gracefulness…He felt an ecstasy, a 

rest then he soliloquizes: 

“When the woman is coming life is a paradise; 

when she runs away, life is a hell.” 

He remembered at this moment his friend Farid 

and his wife but soon his ideas were interrupted 

by Joseph’s voice calling to come close to the 

heater. 

Lisa let them act freely. They sat next to the 

heater speaking about the last days. 

There was a lateral library made of brown 

wooden shelves, a piano, a table covered with a 

white cover, a red rug covering the whole room 
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and on the edge of shelf, there were some novels, 

dictionaries and books of geometry. 

Lisa said : 

“I have brought something special for Mum, 

something she likes very much…She started 

searching in the crimson basket then Joseph 

joined her. He made her sit close to him and 

asked her for more drink. 

Everything was velvet, Lisa brought the water to 

sprinkle the basins of roses scattered on the 

window smiling. She started speaking kindly to 

them while they were watching a documentary 

film on Vietnam war. Sami  thought: 

“Lisa is about to discover a new life with the kind 

Joseph. She will accompany him in the walk of 

his life. She will live with him in any place. He 

remembered exactly the story of the first meeting 

between Joseph and Lisa at the institute of 

language. He used to meet her in the evening and 

accompany her to her house. He took her to 

watch the theater of ‘The Three Cavaliers’ in the 

theater of Chatley. She felt gaiety while sitting 

with him at the theater. She began loving him. He 

continued: 

“She will not weep after today with Joseph. She 

will live with him, she will be treated with respect. 

She is still feeling, even she is more than twenty 
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years, that her life is threatened by the hardship 

of her father…She knew that her dear father 

caused her a heart attack. Despite his death last 

year, his ghost is still living around her. She had 

to do a hard job to satisfy her father.” His 

thoughts were interrupted by Joseph commenting 

on one of the most bleeding scenes of the war on 

Vietnam: 

“All these scientific achievements, we might 

think, at the first glance that they would bring an 

essential change to humanity, are very soon 

collapsing. We can say that the human situation 

is becoming more complicated, even there are 

more sufferings. In the Stone Age man produced 

weapons to face the harmful animals 

surrounding him. He continued in a 

philosophical look: 

“There was a kind of balance between the 

creatures, even between the things but now, we 

are in front of technological animals. Time has 

changed to an animal thrusting its claws in our 

souls!…Lisa said participating: 

“It seems that Sartre in his book Nausea realized 

in an astonishing exactitude what was going in 

the human insight; two world wars broke out in a 

quarter of a century. The problem of the 

existence of feelings. The science is working hard 
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to make of a man a machine.” Joseph added: 

“Images which arouse fright…It seems that the 

television is the crushing the consciousness; the 

events and scenes come successively…The warm 

culture has disappeared which is in good relation 

with man; to publish instead at random news that 

perplex man and mislead him. There is an 
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alienation. There is a collapse and there a 

question to where? 
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The war provokes disgust; so it seems that man is 

excited to accept the event when he finds himself 

surrounded and not able to secure his life. So, he 

accepts more easily to lose his life…That is the 

tragedy.” 

Sami commented: 

“Despite this direct condemnation Lisa pointed 

that there is an ambiguous power that inflicts 

man or rather take control over him just as any 

advanced machine. Man is the technological 

instrument the most advanced.” She repeated: 

“Yes, the matter is always the existence of the 

emotions.” 

The room went into calm. Sami started rubbing 

his hands over the heater fire in a quick 

nervousness then said: 

“Life is strange.” Lisa interrupted him: 

“Don’t bother yourself life is like that.” 

Sami said while taking a cigarette and trying to 

hide his excitement: “You are a kind woman 

Lisa.” He did not know why he said that; may be, 

he wanted to console her because of her 

American origin. He went on soliloquizing: “The 

peoples’ emotions are the same or close to each 

other. Man transcends his individualism when 

facing similar positions, when the human soul is 
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embodied in him. The pure human soul that 

allows him to other people,  a direct contact. It is 

like people’s emotions in the museum.” 

Joseph interrupted him: 

“Our belief in progress started to be like a 

mirage. It was mostly a materialistic progress, 

measured with quantities like the increase of 

production, the abundance of consumption, but it 

did not lead to a progress within the human being 

entity.” He continued “This accelerated growth is 

enclosing the seeds of its progress, its ends, and 

its destruction. A thing which will end into 

catastrophes sooner or later. 

The anxiety is dominating the developed societies. 

It appears among the youth who are sensitive, the 

rejection movements which we see with the 

university students and other groups. The new 

crimes which we daily hear about, the vagabonds’ 

life and…and…aren’t they a proof of that? 

Lisa added: 

“It seems that the underdeveloped societies show 

,also, the phenomenon of anxiety but it is coming 

from different causes; the feeling of 

backwardness, the feeling of weakness caused by 

underdevelopment and the attempt to join the 

procession of the developed societies which, in 
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their turn, suffer from many problems!…It seems 

that the circumstances are stronger than man.” 

Sami interrupted her: 

“The problem is the conduct man has to think 

that he is a brother of every man. Men are from 

Adam, no man is better than the other except by 

work and good conduct. The celestial religions 

have come, Judaism, Christianity and Islam and 

all the other religions, they have come with love 

and good. We must get rid of the money pressure, 

return to the patrimony to the conduct and to 

love. The world is still until now changing the 

religious conducts in every field and every 

domain. The solution resides in respecting the 

conducts and the patrimony in order to face the 

new civilization and its deceiving appearances.” 

Joseph answered angrily: 

“What am I hearing? You went too far.” He 

continued “Weren’t religious struggles behind 

the long wars?” Sami interrupted him: “The 

backwardness and the lack of safety were the 

causes of wars and struggles, some of them still 
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exist in the world. Man has progressed with his 

science and reason.” 

Lisa looked at him, her face containing a smack 

of pain. She wanted to speak but his speech did 

not let her the occasion. He continued with calm: 

“This does not mean the ideological differences 

between religions on the essential matters should 

be eradicated. It is difficult to remove some 

differences in some subjects but it is possible to 

find some common points between many faiths 

without dealing with the ideas of he points of 

conflicts. The possibility of applying the unique 

religion with its numerous laws.” 

Sami noticed her interest so, he was happy to see 

her listening to him carefully with all her senses. 

Joseph followed her with a fabricated anxiety as 

if he is according all the importance to her 

opinion. Lisa looked at him with the corner of her 

eyes. Joseph sent his look at the roof. Lisa 

realized that he is thinking of something else. 

Then Joseph added smiling after putting his 

hands in the pockets of his pants: “The hunger is 

an awful thing.” Lisa looked at him, a look of 

blame. Joseph felt that and moved from his chair. 
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Sami hesitated with timidity and shyness then he 

followed completing his speech: 

“The divinity , the righteous work, the judgment 

and punishment are the roots of the religions of 

the unique god but the diversity of prophets and 

messengers is like the diversity of laws which the 

approaches and means always changing and 

developing according  to the prophets’ change 

due to the development of societies and 

civilizations. 

Lisa interrupted him “Our new generations are 

lacking human characteristics. We are living in 

an era which is less ample. Let’s hope at least 

that we speak with courage!..” Sami did not 

understand what she meant. He looked up and 

continued his speech:  

“Our contemporary problems like addiction, Aids, 

pollution, poverty aren’t they more dangerous to 

the societies than the ideological differences? We 

must unite the law. People must be united for the 

good of man which reached a dilemma.” Lisa 

said: 

“I agree with you Sami the world is celebrating 

today two centuries of the birth of the German 

Philosopher Hegel. Christianity to him is the 

religion of love which is the relationship between 

man and god and the relationship between man 
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and his brother man. The Christ Gospel is not a 

mere fatherhood divinity gospel but it is a gospel 

of the relatives’ love. Therefore, it governs our 

unity with god simultaneously with our unity with 

our brothers in humanity. Love is merely man’s 

expression that there is an infinity in life existing 

in everything and every being.” 

Sami was surprised by Lisa’s speech. He was 

happy. He studied philosophy and it was the 

origin of all his problems and the dispersion of 

his ideas then he left philosophy to study art; even 

art has a link with philosophy. Then he added to 

change the subject of the discussion: 

“Isn’t the artistic work one of the worship fruit? 

Isn’t it the expression of the direct unity between 

the human element and the divine elements? 

Hegel had already imagined that the Greek 

people, in an early stage of its development, were 

the happiest people through history because they 

could achieve the direct unity between the human 

element and the divine element.” 

Lisa remained for a moment sitting on the edge of 

the bed listening with reverence. She stood up 

went to the mirror to rearrange her hair around 

her head, after that, she went back to the chair. 

Sami’s speech has aroused in her the 

remembrance of one of her friend at the faculty. 
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She put her neck on the bed and plunged in her 

contemplating dream. Sami’s speech dispersed 

the anxiety which was appearing on her face. Her 

souvenirs were leaving the place to the future 

visions. 

Her hopes were so complicated that she could no 

more see the film at which she was staring. She 

could not remember that she was looking at 

something. At last, she heard Joseph’s voice: 

“The speech has turned to philosophy let’s 

complete it at the diner table…” At that moment 

Lisa remembered what was waiting for her and 

run quickly to the kitchen. 

Sami opened the window and looked out staring 

at the sky. Today will be cloudy as usual; winter 

the darkest and coldest period of the year, when 

miserable people feel loneliness and the fear of 

the hard nature. 

The room of which the walls are gray, looked like 

an empty store. This room was not lighted 

enough. Sami usually sleeps in extra clothes, 

sometimes he is awaked by the cold and when the 

wind blows, strange voices come from the window 

and penetrate through the curtain to his ears. He 

felt scared, black ideas dominated him. He 

stretched on the bed wearing his clothes and 
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started looking at the mirror. He reviewed 

David’s speech: 

“It is no use looking for a solution…All hopes 

and promises have vanished, many attempts have 

come to nothing. The last time I worked as a 

transporter for houses furniture without knowing 

the nature of the work. I could not carry the big 

fridge. My foot slipped once. There was always 

something. I had to split a road in a world which 

I don’t understand but I had to secure my daily 

food. Hunger is hard, Sami, I have experienced 

what is more horrible than being hungry and 

being homeless for a person like me…I did not 

care about the companionship of people until I 

met you but you are possessing something that I 

don’t possess. I am envying you on it.” 

He remembered his answer to him: 

“Don’t make yourself tired by thinking deeply 

about the past. I, myself, have experienced similar 

things. I have tried to work in journalism as a 

language corrector in one of the modern 

publishing houses that was with the 

recommendation of Joseph I sat working; I hung 

my eyebrows and closed my eyes in front of the 

workers. Joseph advised me to be silent and not 

participate in the sub-discussions with 

workers…One of them passed in front of me, he 
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smiled to me. He recognized me, his eyes started 

eating me from right to left, to the extent, that I 

could not advance or utter a single word until 

happened what happened. I cursed one of the 

workers who tried to speak with me kidding, I left 

the work and I did not come back again.” 

He continued thinking; “Oh, my god many people 

are seething under blunders they cannot bear… 

Oh, the way things are getting worse! I spent all 

the autumn wandering in the streets of Paris and 

in public gardens. I was writing my diaries of one 

to two pages. When I finish writing in one subject 

I continued writing excitingly and rapidly in 

another subject. I repeated to myself many times 

that luck will come to me one day. I created new 

ideas I discussed with my teacher and the 

students.” 

Sami stood up, went to the table and put his 

watch in his pocket as usual. He went downstairs 

with great quietude, in order not to attract the 

attention of the guard. Some days passed for the 
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rent to be paid and he did not have money in that 

period. 

It was ten in the morning, he was delighted by the 

traffic and people’s talks on the pavement. He felt 

too much satisfied. 

He started examining people he encountered and 

reading the ads on the walls. He noticed a woman 

looking at him from the bus window. He 

continued walking on the pavement of ‘Boulvard 

Jordan Street’ then he turned to Boulvard Raspay 

moving from a street to another without scruples. 

He could not have a plan for walking in the 

streets. He met a student he knew in the street 

who greeted him. He stared at him, a ray of anger 

flies from his grey eye. He said in a tone 

expressing disgust: “I am sorry.” They changed 

looks then the student hurried away from him. 

He wondered: “Why he was in a hurry to that 

extent, I did not ask him for help!…I will give 

him back some francs he gave too weeks ago 

when my conditions become better. My ultimate is 

not to owe any penny to anyone.” 

A strange desire burst from his deep insight to 

find an acceptable justification for his deeds. He 

wanted to make sure of his feeling guilty. He kept 

quiet proudly and shouted to himself: “The one 

who showed you his enmity, he is telling you 
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about the place of his dart.” He remembered 

Joseph ’s expression: “The friend is the opposite 

of the clothes the more it becomes older, the more 

it becomes valuable.” 

Then he murmured to himself: “I am stupid I 

have to pay the price of my stupidity.” He smiled 

“ You have to smile the scholarship may come 

one day…Why not? I try my chance in the lottery 

as I did before? Life is luck and no one knows the 

date of his luck, at least I have to expect 

something, a dream. Life is but dreams and 

attempts.” 

He continued his way in Lemon Prince. He 

stopped in front of the cafeteria of Saint  Malo. 

The cafeteria was crowded with people. He 

decided to get in and order a coffee to take a rest 

he said to himself: “It is a long time ago I did not 

go to a modern cafeteria …” He took his seat 
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gradually between the cafeteria visitors…

 
 

He regained his courage, after being sure of the 

existence of only twenty francs, he had in his 

pocket. 

He thought: “Oh, my god how are they happy 

these people! The young men and women 

exchanging speeches and laughter. There is no 

sadness in one of these eyes. I, only, am dreaming 

in my philosophical thoughts.” He felt a deep 

bitterness. He continued: 

“I am in a better condition than them. I have 

much knowledge but they are useless, you write 

something or you become known. Oh, to the 

startling way by which I am recording my 
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thoughts. They were dispersed in the corner of my 

room. They have evaporated and dried for no 

reason except mess and disorder. Why don’t I put 

a strategy and complete my research or write my 

Book? That may be a solution for me. I may 

introduce ideas which make people happy…Who 

knows? I won’t attack philosophers as I told my 

teacher. I can avoid all of that.” 

Some of the childhood scenes passed in his 

memory. He closed his eyes very well, to get rid of 

some of the past souvenirs. He started to read the 

names on the list of his notebook as if he did not 

see them before. He thought of each person who 

passed in front of his eyes, imaging his conditions 

and his deeds. He thought of a foolish idea; it was 

to contact all of these names and to chat with 

them. Then he decided to leave that idea. 

An old man wearing a gray hat came and sat at 

the right side of his table. He looked at him 

secretly then moved his lips. 

Sami stayed in his seat scrutinizing the old man 

and wondering: 

“What is in him which arouses my concern? 

Nothing except that he is carrying a small book.’ 

He started checking the titles of its pages quietly. 
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Curiosity overtook him. He turned to him and 

thought of a way of starting the speech with him. 

The man turned towards him he was wearing 

thick medical glasses. suddenly, he decided to get 

rid of timidity and greeted him smiling, a smile 

expressing surprise. Then the man asked him if 

he was a student. He replied “Yes.” They started 

speaking briefly about study and its subjects. 

The man nodded…He looked at him surprised. 

He seemed satisfied and dipped in his thoughts. 

He could not finish the speech which moved in 

his head until the man asked with a tone showing 

no irony: 

“You are not from here?” 

Strange! There was nothing in his image showing 

that. The thing didn’t need a great effort, despite 

his speaking French fluently and his white skin. 

He found himself excited in discussing with him 

different subjects which were not interrelated. He 

told him about his visit to the Louver Museum, 

about his admiration for its great paintings and 

finished his speech: “The advantages of the 

country are the beaux arts.” 

The man murmured while absent minded and 

looking at the floor: 

“Yes, they are great paintings.” He continued his 

speech: “They are fantastic. If you went through 
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the Louver, you would have realized from 

watching the paintings and the abundance of 

their creators, the outcome the humanity has 

reached of unity of complete side despite its 

diversity and the role of the unknown soldiers 

who collected them through generations like 

George Absen and others. They have given to the 

Louver a group of chosen artistic paintings. They 

have selected from a great number of this century 

paintings.” He continued: 

“They were men of thoughts and letters. They 

have an artistic taste and a motivation to a kind of 

art.” 

Sami regained his confidence of himself and a 

quick tongue. 

“How can it be possible for us to know if the 

emotions, aroused in the visitors souls by the 

artistic paintings, are similar to the emotions felt 

by the artists themselves. Does people’s 

excitement come to the same?” 

the man answered with a slow and sedate tongue: 

“The art is the contemplation, it is the spirit of joy 

which penetrates to the essence of the paintings to 

discover all its creativities, to bring life to it.” He 
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continued: “Each painting requires a deep 

feeling and a strong emotion.” 

Sami was quiet and of high morale. The case of 

excitement which dominated him disappeared 

slowly. He relaxed revived to hear the old man’s 

speech. He swayed backward in a good mood. 

The man stood up on his feet. He stretched his 

hand, he shook hand with him bidding him a 

farewell. Sami took a pen a sheet of paper and sat 

writing waiting for the ideas to come from what 

he has heard. A collection of art’s thoughts he 

heard from the old man passed in his mind. He 

felt sleepy, he was about to sleep when the waiter 

put his hand on his shoulder and said: 

“You don’t have to sleep here…Pay attention to 

yourself.” 

“I am sorry.” Immediately he returned to the 

previous state with all his forces. He had to do 

something; he has to settle on something. He 

remembered the old man’s speech: “The artist is 

a strange man between his family and his friends. 

A stranger in the country, even, he stranger in 

this world. Then he changed his thoughts with 

excitement…He stretched his hand quietly to his 

pocket…He paid the coffee. He jumped running 

sluggishly…Some feelings mixed with joy sadness 
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dominated him. He stepped some steps in the 

alley and said to himself: “That must finish.” 

He walked in ‘Lemon Prince’ going toward 

Luxembourg Garden. The wind whispered 

between the trees leaves…The sky started raining. 

It became very cold. He did not have a hat. He 

raised the collar of his shirt to his neck, put his 

hand in his pocket while saying to himself: 

“If this problem finish I pay the room rent. The 

room owner asked twice for the rent, I had to bow 

my head and to sneak in front of him.” He 

promised next week greeting him hesitatingly. “I 

can’t do this another time.” 

He went down the metro stairs and to the 

university restaurant saying to himself: 

“The best thing is that I am not afraid of 

returning to my room empty handed. He walked 

cross ‘Bd Jordan’ Street full of hope and 

confidence.  I will meet Joseph and borrow the 

rent of the room from him. It is my only occasion. 

He stood hesitating in the students’ queue to 

enter the restaurant. He went to Joseph’s table 
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and looked at him with shy eyes. He squeezed his 

teeth to get the courage to greet him. 

Joseph said merrily: 

“That’s you! Good afternoon…Sit down.” 

Sami thought: “If he did not reply the thing 

would be easier. I feel that I am about to weep.” 

Joseph said: “Sit down.” I sat in front of him. 

“I daren’t ask him one franc! I explain to him 

why I was feverish all the time!…certainly he will 

help me…I did that before…I could not open my 

lips to utter my request. The kindness of that man 

is unimaginable but I must know how to start the 

discussion with him, without regretting to leave 

the restaurant empty handed. How to ask this 

man and bother him again?” He murmured with 

sullenness: “How villain is the submission at 

need.” Sami blamed himself for his shyness. 

Then they discussed different subjects. Joseph 

asked him about his health and conditions, about 

David ’s news. He proposed that if he needs 

something he has not to hesitate. Sami replied 
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very lately and when he spoke his voice expressed 

anxiety and nonchalance. 

Joseph looked at him with silence, and then 

answered him with a dim voice: “So, let me help 

you…or at least …let me lessen your ordeal!” 

“No, I don’t want help from anyone, I need 

loneliness and solitude. I must be settled.” 

However, despite all his efforts to hide his 

anxiety, he could not recapture his previous 

feeling. He could not clearly remember his 

ancient friends he met by chance. They appeared 

to him very rapidly like a lightening. 

All the memories were about to mix up and 

disappear in his mind to be put in the corner of 

oblivion. The students’ voices were mixed with 

those of chairs, forks and knives. 

Sami went out as if punishing himself and left the 

restaurant to the next cafeteria and throw himself 

on a lateral chair at the cafeteria entrance. He 

stood up again contemplating the students’ 

movements. Then he sat and dried the sweat on 

his face. He started speaking kindly to himself 

giving her advice about what to do. Then he stood 

up and left the place and when he reached the 

main gate of the restaurant, he was surprised by 

Joseph touching him smoothly on his shoulder: 

“Why did you go out in a hurry…What help can I 
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offer to you?…Don’t be shy we are for each 

other. Things are easy, ask what you want.” 

His voice engendered force in him 

“Thanks, you know, I did not let any field not 

experienced since my money run out. I have done 

all what I did. Imagine that I was not lucky, even 

one day, for two months since we meet the last 

time. If I told id to any one he could not believe 

me.” He continued: “Aren’t you in a hurry?”  

“No, I have enough time.” 

Sami thought: “I was afraid of bothering him 

and muddling his mood. He looked hallow and 

strange.” He advanced towards him smiling and 

looked directly in his eyes without saying a word 

then added:  

“Well, how much do you want? I want to ask you 

to know if I what I have is enough to solve your 

problem.” 

“I don’t hope for too much but I thought it would 

be possible to take some of it from you.” Sami 

replied with shyness. “You know pretty well that I 

don’t like debts, as I told you before, but this time 

I am deadly in need for a sum to pay the rent and 
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I will give it back to you on the first occasion. I 

am waiting for a sum from my brother.” 

“Don’t mind.” 

“God bless you.” He took the sum of money and 

put it in his pocket in a mechanic way and left the 

place. He wished him a nice day. When he 

reached the pavement, he stopped, took the 

money and examined it saying to himself: “The 

one whose conditions have changed understands 

the essence of men.” He continued “It is more 

than what I need. It was solved. While he was 

speaking to himself, his foot slid on the pavement. 

He got up and looked when getting away 

“Farewell, Joseph 

 may God protect you and take care of you.” 

Some days passed. He paid the rent of the room. 

His morale has been elevated. He started writing; 

his writings seemed to be better than what they 

were. 

His teacher has returned him the last chapter of 

the thesis. He put many ideas of his thoughts 

supply. 

He went out satisfied, even without reading the 

comments of his teacher. He intended to start the 

writing again. The last crisis was difficult for 

him. His body seemed better.  The cases of 

headaches which disturbed him have 
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disappeared. He said to himself: “I am now in 

better conditions. I have food everyday. I will 

have a rest for a month.” 

He started arranging his room. The small 

shaking table is now always carrying many 

papers and manuscripts. He worked on them 

from a time to another, adding new ideas, erasing 

or adding expressions here and there. Samy 

thought: “My conditions are better. It is now time 

for writing and moving to a specific goal, in the 

hope that I might finish the thesis and start 

writing my novel which I dreamt of. The sun 

might rise, the morning brings a new hope.” 

It was eleven in the evening; the street was dark 

to some extent. The room was warm. He stretched 

on his bed. The dark room seemed lighted and 

friendly. He felt satisfied and that luck is coming 

to him. He listened happily to the rain falling. He 

wondered: “How can I dream of a thing better 

than this peaceful room?” As if the room jumped 

swimming with him to his Far East, tickling with 

many memories. 

Memories crumbled. He closed his eyes: “Oh, you 

the calm night…You the mute window to the 

outside …You the shaking table coming from the 

remote past. You carry stories of many people 

who sat on you. Oh, if I know their stories and 
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lives. They might relieve me and enjoy me. Oh, 

you the silence in the next room. Oh, you the 

compassionate mother. 

You are the only one who stood in front of this 

silence when I was a child. You appeared inside 

darkness and shouted: ‘My son, don’t be afraid. I 

am here your mother. You removed darkness and 

fear with your nice and sweet voice. When I got 

sick you were the rescue, rest and safety. 

How many times I dreamt of a mother like you, 

kind calm and compassionate. A generous 

woman stretching her hand like a light breaking 

the darkness to her son! Is there a creature of 

your donation in life? 

Oh, how am I missing you. Oh, I wish you to 

embrace me. How, these days passed, where did 

these nights go in which you relieved me? 

How these moments passed, the moments you 

filled me with your songs, your chants and the 

beauty of your face. Will these days in which we 

lagged behind vagabonds dogs come again? The 

days in which we chant with the birds songs on 

the branches of dusk?” he continued: “The most 

beautiful thing in life is that our souls remain 

flying over the places we enjoyed. He started 

speaking to her closing his eyes: “And now let me 

inform you about my news because I know that 
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you want to know the conditions of your son that 

you loved. I am a young man exhausted by the 

days. If, you come now, mother and enter the 

room, you will see me stretching on the iron bed, 

in one of the corner, hidden from the sight in this 

room which is mixed with anxiety. If you ask me 

how I live and how I spend my daily life. I am like 

someone living on the back of a sailboat.  

The waves throw him up and down. The destiny 

has thrown me into the sea in a boat which is 

about to sink. We cannot predict its movements, 

as if I am undertaking an unknown trip. You my 

mother, you are like a warm sun which quietens 

Paris cold where purity is felt and where the pure 

breeze blows. So, the sadness vanishes. 

The last months I spent in Paris have filled my 

chest with the pain of homesickness. There is a 

jumbled hope in the heart. I don’t need anything. 

I only need you so that you embrace me and 

lessen my tiring. The memory of childhood is 

hurting me because it provokes emotions in my 

soul. I am always expecting to see you eagerly to 

tell you about my hopes and dreams…Do you 

know my mother that I have always dreamt that I 

am in my old house. I see your sweet phantom, 

crouching in front of you, speaking tenderly to 

you. Trying to forget everything by looking at 
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your eyes. If I were able to see you everyday, you 

don’t know how I would be happy. I hope you, my 

mother to give me a hope in order to fill my life 

and to revive my soul. A hope which can be 

attained only by a few.” 

The snow fell heavily the next day. The air was 

wet and cold. He woke up very late. His mind was 

confused by last night excitement. His heart was 

drunk by the beautiful meeting. 

He remained stretched with joy and happiness for 

a moment imaging that his mother is sitting next 

to him. He stretched his arm and stopped his 

breath in order to have a pure mind and to know 

what has happened to him. He looked everywhere 
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in the room startled. He thought that his essence 

has completely changed in a way. 

He moved lying with his elbow and looked at the 

pillow. He noticed that  it is wet and curling. 

He went out to take the morning coffee. He felt 

much warm. The thoughts of last night dream 

overwhelmed him. He was about to hallucinate. 
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He worked in the street ready to achieve great 

works. The wish to achieve startling works 

seduced him. He was absorbed in studying the 

passersby’s faces. While he was preoccupied, 

Joseph 

 he reached Pontain Square which derived from 

Saint Jack Street. On the pavement, he met a girl. 

 She looked deeply at him she smiled deeply at 

him. He smiled to her saying: “Good morning.” 

She returned the greeting. He found himself 

walking beside her with shyness. She looked at 

him surprised. She examined his face saying: 

“Your face is not strange to me.” She continued: 

“If I am not mistaken you are one of the library 

visitors.” He nodded positively and with hidden 

happiness. 

“Don’t you have anything to say? Are you 

looking for something?” 

He thanked her saying: 

“No, excuse me; frankly speaking, I am looking 

for a friend a boy or a girl to relieve me in my 

loneliness.” He said so, when he was under the 

dominance of a strange excitement. He felt 
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shyness of his deeds, and then his shyness was 

removed by a smile on her face. He asked her: 

“What is your name?” 

“Me, Sami, a student in the faculty of art.” 

He walked some steps to see, to what extent, 

things will go on. He continued to speak to her as 

if he knew her for a long time. He felt a big 

happiness when he walked with her in Saint 

Michel Street. She told him that she is a student 

in the French literature. She visits the Sorbonne 

library from a time to another. 

His morale was high. He felt the force and 

readiness for doing something. He asked her to 

come and have a cup of coffee with him in one of 

Latin Quarter restaurant. She replied 

hesitatingly: 

“With pleasure, I have a half of an hour before 

the train date.” 

She walked next to him with lightness and 

elegance. A nice feeling dominated him, a feeling 

that he is close to a woman, to a mother, a sister, 

a friend or a young girl. He felt warm for the first 

time although he was a little bit excited. He 

walked talking to her the long of the distance. She 

was wearing a dress below the knee. Her hair was 
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perfumed. The sweet feminity was coming from 

her soul. 

All of this followed him and controlled his senses. 

After they entered the cafeteria of ‘Dro Caster’ 

Saint Michel, he sat opposite to her he saw her 

face depressed. Her eyes were blue covered with 

green kohl which contributed to the magic 

attraction of her pure hair, to the purity of her 

soul and to her simplicity without mannerism. 

She replied to him with her look. She said 

replying to his question: 

“I came to Paris from the center of France, I 

belong to a French family my father said that my 

third grandfather emigrated from the East, from 

Russia. I am a student in the last year of the 

French Literature department. This is all what 

she said to him. She continued: 

“I live in Paris the fifteenth with my sister.” 

It was possible that he could understand from her 

speech that she was looking for someone to 

relieve her. Distress appeared on her for a 

moment. He felt that his questions disturbed her. 

She noticed that she is speaking about herself 

flowingly without reason. He rectified his speech 
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to speak about himself. He informed her that he 

is from the East. 

She replied: 

“I was not mistaken that you are from the East.” 

It was possible to know that she was smiling and 

that she was happy to sit with him without 

knowing the reason of that strange feeling! 

He felt again perplexed and stupidly happy, with 

no reason. He could not resist for a long time. He 

smiled inattentively. He felt his heart beating. She 

said: “well, well.” She seemed distressed. He 

started speaking about his residence in Paris. He 

digressed in his speech whenever he noticed in 

her eyes a desire for more. He told her about the 

beauty drawn by the great artists and what he saw 

in the corridors of the Louver Palace. What has 

he watched of masterpieces showing in their 

characters’ faces, looks and features expressing 

the outcome of the human existence epic. The 

common man can not explore it. Their authors 

have been folded by land but it could not fold 

their great works. He continued: 

“Oh, Mary I am feeling a residing force   in me 

which wants to achieve works. This feeling 

accompanies me and prevents me from sleeping. 

He kept quiet for a moment when a beard man 

passed around. Except from that man, the street 
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was empty, there were only some tourists wearing 

black and rose umbrellas. 

The snow fell with less speed. The sky was cloudy. 

She suddenly asked him looking at him: 

“Don’t you feel cold?” 

Sami was not wearing a coat. He felt a little bit 

shy. He said to himself: 

“Shall I inform her of my situation now to make 

the doubt come to her to soul and gets away from 

me. So, to change the subject, he asked her if she 

has an extra time to spend with him. Suddenly 

she noticed that she was late for her appointment. 

May be, she felt relief and forgot her date. 

They went out of the cafeteria. They walked on 

the pavement of Belford Saint Michel. Sami was 

completely confused. He did not remember where 

the road ends. The lady has upturned his feelings. 

He was extremely happy. He felt the real bliss. He 

walked forward fixing his looks on her. Gaiety 

increased. He felt the desire to approach her at 

every word she said. They spoke unceasingly 

during that time. He did not remember what she 
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said but he was happy. When they reached the 

metro station, she said to him smiling: 

“I was happy to know you I hope to meet you next 

Monday at the university library. I may visit you 

in the lodging.” 

“Yes, I will be waiting for you; I will be waiting 

for you.” While he was next to the metro, she run 

and went down the stairs without saying a word. 

He stood on the pavement. He stood in his place. 

He felt sorry for being too audacious in his 

speech with her. He wondered: “What would 

happen if she was upset and rejected him? What 

would happen if he could not contact her again? 

When he reached the room, he met the house 

owner going out from the building. Sami greeted 

him. He replied with confusion. 

He stood for seconds. He asked him about the 

conditions of his study. He smiled for the first 

time a smile expressing compassion. He felt 

satisfaction dominating his body. He tried to 

assure himself:  

“I am living in good conditions of conduct. So, 

Mary frankly desires to come again.” What he 

wished is to see himself surrounded by many 

hearts who love him, many faces smiling to him 

and many friends who respect and admire him. 

While he was standing at the window, black ideas 
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penetrated to his soul again. He started to move 

back and forth to warm his body. 

The snow was freezing on the window; dunes of 

snow were stretching out of the building on the 

pavement stones. 

Successive waves of hope and despair, of sadness 

and joy overwhelmed him. He said in a loud 

voice: “It will be solved. It seems that life is 

coming to me. I must follow seriousness and hard 

work. It seems that luck is knocking at my door. 

Why don’t comply with it and let it enter?” He 

gathered all his forces. He squeezes his teeth 

strongly. “You have to put an end to this.” 

He got up in the morning. He sat correctly on the 

bed, at the sun rise. He drank the morning coffee 

and started working on the small table. He sat 

moving until the afternoon. He has finished 

several pages of the thesis. His head at that 

moment was so pure that he was able to follow 

ideas in his mind without any effort. 

He remembered Mary: she is  a wonderful 

woman, quiet eyes. A simple look from her 

provokes a strange effect in the soul. She was 

simply a distinguished woman. He sighed and 

thought: “You are at the beginning of the road. 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

158 

 

You have to suffer too much before you awake 

your sensitive consciousness.”   

10 

 

One day at the entrance of the building Sami met 

the woman guard whose temper is nervous and 

whose voice is sharp. Her tempers change 

according to the conditions and positions. She is 

kind in her own way. He greeted her she replied 

coldly and with a hesitating smile. 

He imagined the slim lady following him on her 

toes. He does not look back when he reached the 

room. He thought of loneliness and of the hours 

which pass very slowly. He felt very tired without 

reason. 

He woke up on the thunder sounds. He looked at 

his watch trying to arrange the things. He found 

that he has slept two hours. He thought of 

arranging his room and taking a bath before the 

coming of the guest. Taking a bath was an 

essential matter to him. 

He rushed to the bathroom in the external alleys. 

The hot water flows on his body. He freshened up 

and felt satisfied for the warm which gave 

compassion, some confidence and quietude. 

He returned to his room. He poured some of Eau 

De Cologne on his body to be more freshened. He 
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put on his clothes in front of the mirror shaking 

with cold. He looked very quickly at the room 

trying not to neglect any corner. He revised 

everything…It was a room without life, somehow, 

he wondered: “Will life pervade in this room 

again as it was with David to be transformed to a 

small paradise of harmony and rest with the 

coming of Mary.” 

Although he was expecting that moment, his 

heart shrank when he heard a light knock at the 

door…Is it she herself? Or someone knocked by 

mistake? Someone meaning another room? He 

looked at the door again. He listened carefully, he 

rushed in fear, and inappropriate ideas attacked 

him when he came to the door. He opened it 

timidly. He remained quiet and looked at her. His 

hands shook a little on the knob. He sighed of 

satisfaction for not seeing anyone in the alley and 

that no one of his neighbors saw her. The anxiety 

which was dominating him was eliminated by 
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Mary’s smile and the deep tenderness in her big 

eyes. 

Her smile brought more light to his dark life. The 

special accent in the tone of her voice brought 

him more refreshment. 

She interrupted his perplexed look saying: 

“May I get in?” 

“You are welcome, come in I am sorry the room 

does not suit your status.” 

“It does not matter, we are students.” 

All what he had to do is to regain his confidence 

after seeing her quiet smile. The first moments 

were perplexing. She put her black bag on the 

corner of the table of the books. 

He was afraid that she would consider him 

ridiculous. His ideas were dispersed by her asking 

about the weather and the traffic. He felt that he 

was dipping little by little in an atmosphere of 

relief. He forgot about everything; the running 

time, the uproar of streets, the clamor of the 

neighbors, their passing in the alley outside and 

the world as a whole. When darkness fell, 
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quietude and silence reigned. He desired to touch 

her hands approaching her 

 

 

 
 

 

 but Mary dispersed his desire by talking about 

things he did not try to understand. Soon, she was 

occupied by getting her particular things from 

her bag. Things, later he discovered to be lips-

reddener and a small mirror. 

He interrupted the silence: 

“We will have the dinner together, a fast food!” 

It was very late when they finished dinner, they 

change non sequenced discussions. All what he 
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planned to say this evening, of nice expressions 

and ideas, have vanished from his memory. 

He felt happiness was dominating him when he 

was cleaning the small table while Mary was 

carrying the dishes to the lavatory. She was 

showing him a kind of admiration for the light of 

his blood and his hot emotions. She smiled in 

shyness. After a moment a silence reigned with 

the first kiss followed by sighs of satisfaction. 

Then he returned to talk about unclear things 

reflecting his internal confusion. 

He felt his desire and tenderness, her reservation 

from him for the first time. Sooner, she 

murmured in a dim voice, looking at the clock on 

the wall. She suddenly jumped asking for 

permission to leave the room because she was 

late. 

“It is still very early.” 

“No, I want to arrive home before nine.” 

He approached her and they exchanged kisses. 

He closed his eyes in order not to see the light. A 

deep, silence filled the room. He wished strongly 

that the time does not go. Then silence prevailed, 

each one looked at the other. 

“You are strange and kind.” She laughed shortly 

and continued: “Well, I am leaving it is too late, 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

163 

 

we will meet again. I will contact you soon after 

my visit to my family. 

 

She left slowly smartening herself when she went 

out. 

“We spent a nice time did not we?” 

He felt happiness and sighed. He remembered his 

friend Rymond saying: “Man can imagine 

happiness but the woman leads him to it.” He 

said to himself: “What has happened is simply the 

external relation, but everything will come by the 

end, you have simply to wait yes this is true.” 

The weather has become awful. The air of the 

small room became warm. He noticed sleep 

overcoming him. He tried to neglect it for some 

minutes. He was sleeping on the bed he was not 

sure of the moment he woke up to continue 

sleeping again and happiness overwhelmed him. 

Sami woke up on the voices of his neighbors in 

the external alley. They were greeting each other 

in the morning. The engines of buses started to be 

heard. He made sure of his watch, then closed his 

eyes deliberately in order not to see the day light 
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and to enjoy last night memories. He wished very 

much if the meeting of love had lasted. 
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11 

 

Mary traveled with her sister to her birth place. 

She arrived in the evening. Dusk was spreading 

its curtains. The night dim whispers were 

awakening when the birds sang the symphony of 

sleep and tranquility. Mary felt a strange console 

and an insisting desire for singing and awake 

hopes coming from her satisfaction with her new 

conditions. Mary has discovered a new heat by 

her meeting with Sami she never felt before. 

When the family gathered around the table, the 

speech went intermittingly and slowly because of 

Mary’s excitement and what came to her of 

perplexity which was a barrier between her and 

her mother. The mother continued to ask her 

questions when they remained alone on the table. 

She wanted to know what projects interested the 

young girl. 

Mary started to introduce with tactfulness and 

numeration all what her mother wanted to know. 

Timidity was about to dominate her, at first, but 

soon, she recaptured her confidence in herself. 
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Slowly, she regained her enthusiasm and 

excitement. 

The mother smiled and added jokingly: 

“Drink your coffee, Mary it has been cold.” 

At this moment darkness thickened to the extent 

that the mother could not see Mary’s face where 

she heard her sweet and warm voice. Sooner, she 

was silent. The mother realized that she was 

looking for a logical excuse. She continued her 

speech about Sami: 

“What attracted me to him…” She was silent 

suddenly she continued “It is not love, love, as my 

uncle say, is simply a passing cloud.’ 

“Do you say so by arrogance and recklessness?” 

“No, my mother, I mean what I say.” 

“How wonderful what are you saying. You are of 

strange stages …You wept a moment ago, you 

were sad? Do love Sami?” 

“I love all of you mother. And I love all of those 

who do good to me and who treat me kindly.” 

“You were loving Mr. Daniel too?” 

“Yes but Sami is different somehow, I don’t know 

my mother.’ 

“How is that Mary?” 

“Samy is of high conducts. He is a handsome 

man. More than, that he is a man of principles 
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and of noble feelings that I did not meet with 

those I met before.” 

“Mary you are going to derange the atmosphere 

of the family.” Then she rectified saying: 

“But nothing makes me angry, what is important 

for me is that you be happy.” While he was saying 

these words, Mary came to embrace her: “This is 

very kind of you, Mum, I did not tell you about 

him. He is a student in the art. He is very highly 

educated and very modest. I think that you will 

meet him very soon. He is a student from the 

East, a man of letter. More than that he is very 

kind and tender. Kindness and tenderness are the 

best of his features.” 

This was the first day of her arrival in her 

campaign house. While she was speaking 

steadily, she left the living room, sat at the 

window. She looked outside at the quiet night. 

She started telling herself: “I can’t get rid of that 

feeling. The worst thing of it is that it pushes me 

to disturb myself.” 

At that moment the wall clock rang. She counted 

the ten rings. She thought; “Tomorrow at the 

same time, I will be in Paris talking to Sami. He 

will tell me nice and kind words. I will sit to listen 
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to him.” She laid her head in her hands she 

soliloquizes: 

“I am carrying a burden which provokes a 

strange feeling, fear and happiness, ecstasy and 

anxiety. I am feeling that but, does my conscience 

blame me? No, and this what makes me afraid of 

myself. But what makes the pressure is something 

else, may be the fear, the fear of the unknown. 

Feeling shy of what I am going to do is what I 

don’t feel. What is interesting is that man posses 

an opposing feeling and that he is sincere with 

himself. So, then nothing can harm him. 

She hides her head between her arms. She closed 

her eyes then she stood up and looked at the 

garden. 

Everything was calm. She heard from inside 

living room the intermitting sounds of the clock. 

Then the echo of sounds disappeared little by 

little until it vanishes from her ears. Nothing 

remained except the dim light of the moon 
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lightening the branches of the tress and sound of 

the trees branches like a rain falling lightly. 

On the following day Mary arrived in Paris, Sami 

was expecting her in Lemon Prince. 

“I thought you would not come.” 

“I keep my promise Mary this is my duty.” 

Sami thought: “I was drunk by every word she 

said. We changed the quick kisses of the greeting. 

I felt her breath on my face.” 

They talked about the weather and the rain. Then 

she asked him about his news. He took the 

occasion and told her about everything. 

The old hallucinations were somehow afflicting 

Mary. It seemed to her that a shade was pursuing 

her. This feeling of anxiety is still accompanying 

her but she is getting freed from it little by little. 

She was relieved by Sami’s speech and smiles 

from a moment to another. This quietened her 

fears. 

At the whelm of talks her feelings improved 

gradually. What helped her more to surpass her 
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feelings were the kind expressions she heard from 

him. 

Sami felt that there was a speech in her eyes, but 

soon this feeling disappeared with time. 

“You can reveal whatever is annoying your 

consciousness.” 

“No, Sami I am o.k.” 

He held her and inquired about her family. He 

said in a dim voice; “Come today to the Sorbonne 

cafeteria. You can meet me there. You come to 

my house you don’t have to be anxious.” He 

continued: 

“We must chat.” Sami left the place, when he was 

some steps away, Mary remembered that she did 

not thank him for his help and did not give him 

the present she brought him. She tried to join him 

but she couldn’t walk quickly. Her feet were tired. 

She thought of crying but she did not do. 

The weather was bright the next day, no rain, no 

wind. The sun was shining. The streets were full 

of people. People’s faces showed smiles and 

laughter. 

At nine in the morning, Sami left his house. He 

was of high morale he strolled in the street 

looking at people then he went to Saint Germain 

Des Prets. He looked at the cafeteria of ‘Les Deux 

Magots.’ Then he moved away feeling shy 
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because he came so early for the date. He looked 

in Saint Michel street for awhile until he reached 

around the fountain of the street square. He 

stopped there quiet. Then he came back and 

started looking everywhere. Suddenly, he saw her 

coming from the other side of the street 

pavement. 

He was startled by her coming from this side. She 

said breathing quickly: 

“Was I very late?” 

“No, never you are always on time.” He was not 

to lose something if she waited a little. 

“I passed to post some letters.” 

They walked on the pavement. She said: 

“Where do ,you prefer to go?” 

“Wherever you want.” 

They walked toward the church of Notre Dame. 

His ideas suddenly diverted. He as dominated by 

his financial problems. No place for joking now! 

I am now with an important personality. She 

belonged to a deep rooted family. Then he said, 
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only in order to say something: “The weather, as 

you see, is beautiful today.” 

She answered joyfully: 

“Yes, the sun is rising today.” 

They stood looking at the building where his 

house is situated as if he did not see it before. She 

interrupted his ideas saying: 

“So, we go up to your house.” 

He trembled and regretted that they passed in 

front of the house. They entered the building and 

in the outside alley, she said: 

“You are living in a bourgeois quarter.” 

“Yes, but my house is very modest as you know.” 

“Don’t mind.” She took his hand and walked 

whispering in his ear. 

“You don’t have to be shy, this way. What is 

important in life is neither the place nor the 

fortune but rather joy and happiness.” 

He answered: “I am not shy of you.” 

“Oh, really.” She sat on the iron bed saying: 

“Why aren’t saying anything?” 

“How sweet you are. Here I am sitting here.” 

She looked at him and said: “Is life this way!” 

“Yes.” He did not know what she meant or may 

be he did not hear her quite well. 

She said hitting lightly her feet on the floor. 

“Simplicity is good.” She wanted to soothe him. 
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She surprised him with her speech and felt an 

ecstasy of none such. Although she is from a rich 

and a noble family, she showed a great modesty 

in front of him and tried to make happiness come 

to his soul. 

He began saying words containing some fun. She 

advanced toward him. She said in a dim voice: 

“I love you.” 

He felt shy. He looked at the window. He moved 

away a little. He was confused. She did not say 

anything. He felt that his act is painful to her. 

She is proposing him a reward by allowing him to 

kiss and embrace her. She is really a sweet heart! 

He felt afraid and confused. He looked at her 

without saying a word. He looked for something 

to say. He wanted to make her understand that 

her simple deeds, to him, bring problems and 

consciousness blame. His senses are sharp. He is 
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a man of principles and emotions then he heard 

her voice: 

“Oh, my God.” 

He felt that he was torturing her not deliberately. 

She said: 

“Why are you cold with me, suddenly, as if you 

did not know me?” 

“I am not cold my dear.” 

“But why are you so perplexed.” She advanced 

quickly to him. She stretched her hand. She 

looked at him with confidence. She put her arms 

around his neck. The feelings of happiness were 

clear in her eyes. He stood looking at her. He was 

afraid that she obliged herself to show all this 

tenderness. He tried to rectify his position. He 

whispered: 

“How beautiful are you now!” 

“Your position has increased my admiration for 

you now. You grow in my eyes. You are a 

wonderful man. 

They stood up looking at each other for a short 

time. She felt a great happiness. She said to 

herself; “Now things will be right I will be no 

more afraid. The hallucinations are the worst 

thing. She continued thinking; “Sami is a young 

man. He is too serious, or I think he wants to 
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remain pure. He is planning for future plans.” 

She smiled and said: 

“I am late. I am going to the library.” This as all 

what she said. 

She opened the door with kindness. She went out 

saying: 

“Have a nice day.” She gave him a paper saying: 

“Contact me tomorrow.” She went out. 

She fell downstairs waving to him with a farewell. 

He returned to his house feeling a strange 

ecstasy. He reviewed back all the scenes. He did 

not miss anything, even, a non important detail. 

He remembered every small thing and thought of 

every word. 

“It was impossible that there was a mistake in one 

of my act.” He laughed at some of his acts and 

thought many times of what he said. 

“I wasn’t suffering of anything. I did well.” 

He started telling himself happily: 

“All what I really needed was this great period 

full of life. This moment which is full of joy, 

empty of any trace of sadness. 

The beautiful days continued; many meetings 

occurred. They traveled many times together. 

Most of the time, they were strolling along the 
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Seine River until reaching the beginning of Eiffel 

Tower. Mary was happy. 

Weeks passed followed by other weeks until Mary 

showed her desire to invite Sami to visit her 

family. He showed little enthusiasm, making 

excuse, sometimes by the writing another time by 

other jobs but finally he was obliged to submit. 

He started to think of all of this suddenly. He 

could not find an idea to rescue him. His spirit 

started reasoning in a strange way: 

“Despite everything, my acquaintance to Mary 

was a strong push forward. My writings have 

improved in a satisfied way. I was persuaded that 

I would achieve more if my conditions were 

better.” He continued writing unceasingly and 

filled pages after the others. His thoughts started 

to be about the rent again. 

“How can I reveal my conditions to Mary? There 

would be a way to find money. Yes, the newspaper 

agreed to publish my first essay. I will be paid 

when it is published. There could be another 

solution, if I thought of it and deployed a great 

effort. The poor lady is falling in love.” 

It was nine in the morning; suddenly an idea 

attacked him to go to find his friend Joseph to get 

a sum of money. He strongly changed his idea. 

He went to his post box. He felt that an angel is 
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falling on him to give him help. He took the mail 

and came back to his room. He rubbed his hands 

happily when he saw a letter from David  He 

opened the letter. He started reading the letter 

from the beginning. 

Suddenly, he jumped standing! 

“Finally, it was solved…I was not expecting that 

letter. It is the first letter coming from David I did 

not ask him anything. He looked again at the 

paper. It is a paper of congratulation on the 

coming of the New Year. Four lines were written 

on it: 

“Dear friend, why did not you tell me about your 

conditions? My financial conditions have become 

excellent. I have specified a monthly sum for you. 

Why did not you ask me with simplicity and 

clarity? Your brother Samir informed that your 

name was not on the list of scholarships. I hope 

that you accept from your brother. It is not a debt. 

It is the paying back of your good deeds. It is 

from a good heart. It is my mother’s will before 

her death.” 

Sami laughed highly a laughter full of joy, like a 

child’s laughter. But soon the tears fell on his 

eyes, he remembered David’s mother. He tried to 

flash back what he felt when he read David’s 

mother letter and her sweet words to him. So, her 
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face and David’s face loomed to him as 

lightening. Her face as he imagined as an angel 

flying in space. All these images and memories 

were mixing and disappearing in his mind. 

He coughed and disentangled strongly his thorax 

to calm down himself. He felt an ecstasy. He 

stretched on the bed. He closed his eyes and 

remembered suddenly his mother and started 

talking to her. He mixed the image of his mother 

with David’s mother: 

“Oh, mother you are great creature. I am sitting 

here with my heart full of your love. You are the 

greatest woman in this universe. You are 

brightening in front of me in a way I did not see 

before in my life. I promise you that your memory 

will be imprisoned in my chest  

I have thought of you all the day yesterday. I 

thought within myself that I must ask you 

something. Here you are stretching your hands 

towards me. Here you are giving me all what I 

need, may god help me. I am not negligent my 

mother. You will realize, if you think so, that 

there is no mistake in my deeds. Come here I will 

kiss your hands. I will kneel in front of you for a 
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minute. Do, you hear me?” Sami continued his 

monologue: 

“I am not sinning because I didn’t own money. I 

had a balance…My balance of money was huge. 

But, a year ago, no penny entered in my pocket 

except a small sum which came from an essay I 

published in the newspaper. I spent a great sum 

on my friend David, I aimed at making his 

mother happy. My name was put on the list of 

scholarship but it suddenly evaporated. 

Everything evaporated, this was the reality. 

You know my mother you don’t have to be angry 

with me. I am thinking of making you happy. I 

have acquainted a French girl of Eastern heart. 

Excuse me and forgive me if I don’t inform you 

my mother, and take your opinion but I was 

forced. When I wanted to eat from the apple, here 

in the place where I am sitting, Your voice came 

to me from the back. I could not move, I could 

not make any gesture. When I was asking you if I 

could do that but you did not allow me to do that. 

I won’t do. I did not do so in order not to make 

you angry or to make god angry. I understood 

exactly what apple you meant. This was not right. 

I forgot to eat like as people eat because I knew 

that that would be painful to you. I only touched 

and kissed her. I had to touch her. May god help 
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me. It is the reality my mother. You aren’t saying 

anything mother. I hope that you allow me to do 

that. I explained it to Mary to understand that I 

am of that kind of people. That increased her love 

to me and her admiration for my behavior. I am 

happy with her and proud of you mother. I felt 

that most of what I had to say was said. Farewell 

I ask your consent and your invocation." Sami 

stood up, put David’s letter on the able. He felt a 

great joy. He remembered his appointment with 

Joseph and Rymond. He thought: 

“Everything is right today.” He got what he 

aspired for. He wore his clothes. The meeting ill 

be pleasant. 
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12 

 

Sami met, in the evening in the cafeteria of Select 

in Lemon Prince, his two friends Rymond and 

Joseph after a rupture of three months. He was 

pleased to see them. He felt happiness. They 

changed the greetings. He felt a deep feeling that 

they were surrounding him with love and care. 

He was relieved by them since he acquainted 

them in the Latin Quarter. He felt a psychological 

warm by sitting with them. They hurried to 

receive him by the best welcomes. 

Sami sat at the chair at the side of the main street. 

They talked about culture and other different 

subjects not interrelated as usual. After they 

welcomed him, Rymond continued: 

“The value and the progress of any civilization 

are represented of it owns of respect to the human 

rights as an essential measure to judge the 

civilization. Also, of what it posses of respect of 

the right of individuals; like the equality in front 

of the law, the freedom of thought and self 

realization. What is important is not the written 

texts but applying their contents to become apart 

of the inherited customs and traditions by the 
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decision makers and to apply the law seriously 

and spontaneously.” 

Rymond expatiated on the speech with sedateness 

and confidence. 

Joseph interrupted saying: 

“Most of the third world countries which were 

freed from the colonization have tried to profit 

from the experience of the western countries but 

unfortunately the political participation brought 

opposite results. It did not lead to the development 

but it led to the unrest in a way that the social and 

political restraints replaced the restraints of the 

occupying armies; despite the exception in some 

countries.” 

Rymond shrugged affirming: 

“The reality, in fact, makes us ask an essential 

question. What is the reason? Is it our culture? 

Or is it because we are people who are still 

suffering illiteracy and backwardness? Or the 

western democracy does not suit our societies? 

Why the democratic experiences are successful in 

the world but when you came to a nation of 

civilizational heritage, we find that these 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

183 

 

experiences lead to nothing but they lead to more 

conflicts.” 

Joseph added:  

“The truth is not that these peoples are not 

qualified but that these peoples were not given the 

opportunity of this practicing and that they are 

still lacking institutional organizations which are 

the main bricks of democratic powers in addition, 

to the abolition of illiteracy, the spreading of 

education and the achievement of economic 

safety and political stability. This does not come 

except by planning and organization. It is a 

matter of time and we cannot jump over the 

barriers.” 

Sami was listening with all his sense to his 

friends’ speeches. His confusion disappeared; he 

recaptured the purity of his mind. His ideas 

started to be concentrated. He felt a strong desire 

for speech but Rymond digressed in his dim 

speech: 

“I see that the hard conditions of people trying to 

sculpture in the stone a road for the development 

like the grass which grows on the pavement. They 

are deadly in need of an essential value which is a 

perfect work. It is the responsibility of the chosen 

elite. Yes, yes, our responsibility is great. Let’s 

start by the work, the writing and the publishing 
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of commended and positive ideas, hoping that the 

sun will shine again!” 

Rymond was well informed. His friends listened 

carefully to his opinions. Sami was listening 

without saying a word. He was waiting for an 

occasion to speak. He profited from the silence of 

his friends. He started speaking about a specific 

subject. Finally he was equilibrated. He spoke 

with anxiety: 

“Can we say the whole truth in our country, with 

safety? We know that the principles on which we 

are building our writings are the echo of most of 

the world inhabitants. Will our voices be 

considered in our country? Or will they die before 

arriving?” Then he digressed in a dim and 

agitated voice: 

“Can we change people’s eyes from darkness to 

light and truth? Or be like those who preceded us 

and could not achieve their ambitions which 

vanished in front of the chains and barricades.” 

Rymond completed the speech: 

“We have to add a new brick to the house, if we 

could not complete it, others will come and build 

on what we built. This is life tradition. I don’t 

know, I am feeling a force in the deep of my chest 

which wants to get out. And it will get out with 

time, if the sky wants.” He kept quiet a little, his 
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look escaped to the window. He sighed: “We have 

to understand the meaning of time. We don’t 

have to measure by saying it was yesterday, it will 

be tomorrow. Time is in the present moment, with 

all of what is time.” 

The meeting continued until midnight. A fog rose 

containing colors and colors from this speech. 

While Sami was thinking, a good idea came to 

him: 

The last expression he heard from Rymond was 

the best expression he heard that week. It 

dominated all his senses. It is worth of concern. 

Rymond has a sharp philosophical look. 

Sami went out bidding a farewell to his friends. 

As they disappeared from his look, ideas jumped 

to his head. He walked to the garden with wide 

and quick steps. He started walking the whole 

distance between the cafeteria and his lodging. 

Suddenly and in a non explainable way, he 

recaptured his sharp look. The exciting ideas he 

heard a little time ago responded in him. He 

repeated to himself: 

“Never, never… The matter is more 

dangerous…This was possible in the past but now 

the conditions have changed.” 

While he was walking, he passed next to the 

cemetery of the greatest ‘Pontoon’. He tried to 
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review in his memory the names of these men but 

it was difficult to gather in his memory what he 

felt before now when he was wandering in Paris 

streets. Their images appeared to his mind; faces 

like ghosts with no shape and with no landmarks. 

He stopped hurrying to let himself the occasion to 

think of these great men: 

“Every one of those great is carrying the story of 

his success and his greatness.” He was fond of 

adventures and of facing the difficult affairs. 

With arrogance and pride and will, he will 

achieve miracles. 

He continued walking until he reached his house. 

He room moment in the middle of his room Then 

he stretched on his bed. He reviewed the speech at 

the cafeteria. His friends’ speeches brought him 

back some confidence in himself. He felt a great 

enthusiasm for thinking. Then he felt tired. He 

remained for a moment closing his eyes. Ideas 

started multiplying in his mind. He remained 

listening to the garden sounds which soothed 

him. He did not know if it was a truth or an 

allusion portrayed by the hope and imagination. 

Sami realized that a supernatural force was 

forcing him to think. He started murmuring 

repeating his teacher’s speech and his repeated 

discussions with Mary and with his friends. Some 
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intermitting expressions came to him. He could 

not reject them. They took their way to his 

thinking: 

“Nothing develops, widens or thickens the 

imagination except the art. Man has to train 

himself on imagination. After much training, 

transparent and unknown images open in front of 

man. 

New images emanating from the interference of 

the known images and burst to a new 

creation…It is not a reproduction but the 

enthusiasm to the unknown, to what is new and 

to the creativity.” He remembered an expression 

he heard from Mary: 

“When man speaks suddenly, how beautiful and 

how creative is it! Then he found that a given 

experience occurred without feeling its meaning, 

when an overwhelming joy dominates him. It 

grows and develops as it gets out of a very dark 

room to the splendid nature with its pure and free 

air. And soon, it strengthens this secrete glow to 

light  a world he has not yet known …When  man 

comes back again to what he created of art, he 

found himself in front of a group of ideas 

glowing and changing whenever he checks what 

he produced. Feelings of gaiety and doubt attack 

him, and he become used to them, to follow his 
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eyes with a soul of confidence. A confidence 

which grows very soon by the flattery of admires 

around him. The critics may speak about his art 

and becomes subject to giving and taking and 

changing points of views!” 

These expressions dominated all his soul. His 

soul was filled with vanity and arrogance. He 

started checking the idea from all its sides. 

Sami felt an ecstasy and a gaiety not equivalent to 

a mere happiness. It is like walking up from a 

sleep. He felt that sorcery is carrying him to a 

new world. He continued: 

“How amazing is that man knows himself and 

loves what is contained in his soul of creativity 

spark and does not realize that spark between he 

and himself.” Suddenly the speech of his teacher 

rings in his ear: 

“No created can plan for it or possess it. In the 

eyes of the imagination occurs the spark. He tries 

to develop it more and more by trying again and 

again. This is common with all the artists.” 

He sighed and murmured in a dim voice: 

“I don’t think anyone of the greatest artists who 

drew the scattered paintings in the corridors of 

the Louver has escaped to this rule!… Despite 

that some of them have suffered more than the 

others. Yes, yes man can belong to the family of 
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art in different ways. He remembered Mary’s 

speech: 

“The dream is beautiful, and hope is relieving 

friend, if it does not reach you it has distracted 

you.” 

While he was stretching on his bed, he started 

murmuring overwhelmed by the light ecstasy. He 

noticed at that moment that his thinking attracted 

him back to the Louver corridors and to his 

insisting desire for writing and drawing and 

awake hopes emanating from his satisfaction of 

his new thinking. This is a cogent proof of his 

discovery of his new personality. 

A moment passed in which he felt a strong desire 

for singing. He started murmuring to chase away 

the tranquility. Sweet images of his past came 

back to him. He felt more quietude. 

Sami woke early in the next morning, and when 

he opened his eyes it was still dark. He tried to 

sleep again but he could not. He woke up little by 

little and started thinking of yesterday speech. 

Suddenly, a subject suitable for writing came to 

his mind. He stretched on his bed repeating the 

ideas for himself. He decided that they are 

excellent and sooner new other ideas came to 

him. He got up immediately. He sat on the table. 

He took the pen and the papers and followed 
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them by speeches in his mind. He felt a strange 

feeling of happiness and delight. He started 

writing.  

He wrote as if he was assigned to homework. He 

filled pages after the others without stopping. 

Ideas came to him surprisingly and hurried as a 

stream from which diverged other streams, even, 

he forgot some of them. He could not remember 

them quickly. 

He continued writing greedily as if he was living 

in another world of thoughts. Ideas flew on him 

whenever he stops writing. He had twenty pages. 

He wondered: “If the pages deserve care, reading 

and publication. So, I would have realized 

something!…” 

He started revising what he wrote with care. He 

modified some paragraphs taking into account 

the sequencing of ideas. When he finished he 

read what he wrote many times. Every time, you 

find that he added an idea or modified a 

paragraph until he felt a complete satisfaction. Of 

what he wrote an expression was hunting him. 

He soliloquizes with a kind of resentment. An 

expression he read in a book: “The ignorant 
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doctor might kill one person, but the ignorant 

artist might kill a whole nation.” 

The lights shine more and more in the room. The 

morning looked joyful outside. The thick fog 

which was over the roofs of neighboring houses 

vanished. He remembered the owner of the room: 

“It is certain that I must inform him of my 

departure before the end of the month. So that, he 

knows that he is dealing with a man who respects 

himself." 

He thought of thanking him and giving him a 

present to erase the traces of the previous months, 

to prove the honesty of the young man he hosted 

in his house and to live good impressions in his 

memory. He followed his ideas. He felt that the 

ideas he wrote were an inspiration and answers to 

the questions yesterday at the cafeteria. He got up 

with cheerful face and sneaked without being 

seen by anyone. 

When he arrived at the building of the 

newspaper, the secretary asked him to wait for 
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some minutes. She took the essay from him and 

went to the door inside. 

Sami sat at the reception room; 

“Her speech was not encouraging. She seemed to 

speak with me by the motive of duty.” 

The living room was full of life. There was a 

young man about to go out. He stopped speaking 

with the miss. It seemed from his speech that he is 

a correspondent for the newspaper. He asked 

permission bidding a farewell. When voices of 

speakers were heard speaking among themselves 

nervously. From a time to another, they throw a 

look at Sami who was very confused. He did not 

change his sitting to see how things will change, 

then he sighed a little and started telling to 

himself: 

“Oh, I did all what I could.” 

It was possible for him to read some titles related 

to the organization of work put on the table of 

announcement. 

He stared at the frontal wall to see an old image. 

He looked deeply at it. The image showed a group 

of artists, he recognized among them Jean Paul 

Sartre. 

He started looking for the philosophical stream 

represented by his book: “Yes, it is the 
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existentialism which diversified people in France 

and went beyond it to the whole world.” 

Ideas followed in his head. He remembered what 

he read about it, he remembered the book and the 

nausea. 

“His life was simple he did not live in an ivory 

tower. He was like me strolling in the markets. He 

visited the cafeterias and clubs. He attended the 

ceremonies like thousands of ordinary people, a 

strange thing to you.” He remembered Mary’s 

speech at the cafeteria of ‘Les DEUX Maggots’: 

“It is really strange that we sit today in the same 

place Sartre and his wife had sat. All of this flew 

in his head at the moment of expectation. He 

continued thinking: 

“Yes, Sartre formulated the experience of life and 

formulated the sufferance, in literature and 

thought, to create a phase of intellectual conflicts 

that people are still living." 

He sat straightforward; he dipped in his thinking 

about this matter. He felt a delight running in his 

blood disturbed by the lady’s voice: 

“Come in.” 

He held his papers ready in his hands and start 

arranging in his mind what he is going to say. 

The man was sitting to the desk of his office, busy 

writing a given subject. He did not utter a word; 
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he did not reply to Sami’s greeting or may be he 

did not hear it. 

His voice seemed dim in a strange way. The 

pulses of his heart hurried very quickly. He 

smiled a little and asked the permission for 

sitting. 

He stood for a moment checking the affair in his 

mind. He asked: 

“Did you work before in the press?” 

He had to guess exactly what he meant and to 

give an appropriate answer in a correct language. 

He answered overwhelmed by joy: 

“No, but I worked as a language corrector. I have 

written some essays for different newspapers, a 

period ago." 

He checked the affair in his mind for a moment: 

“You writing showed a particular transparency, 

well, type it in a clear way and give it to us.” 

Sami stood in tranquility, he started smiling. His 

eyes darkened with joy. He hurried out. He did 
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not see anyone in the alley when he was walking. 

He said to himself: 

“I see that the conditions will be right.” He felt 

proud of this: “I was not hoping for too much, I 

was hoping for something.” 

He went straight to the university campus. He 

moved his hands happy of his essay. He spoke 

loudly…he thought of Mary’s speech: 

“Don’t be afraid of works because of the critics, if 

so, you will never work. Do what you think is 

right and consider likely to be interesting.” He 

continued: 

She is a good woman. He started telling himself: 

“Oh, the relief I am feeling, while moving from a 

street to another. It would be better for me, if I 

were lucky enough and could publish the second 

subject.” He smiled and continued: “I need to 

continue writing to move to the second idea. I 

continue the series of my essays gradually, long 

literary essays which will end finally in a book, 

which will be the herald of works…How it is 
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startling that a man achieves a dream. This has 

happened, thanks god.” 

When he was excited from the ecstasy of joy, he 

murmured to himself: 

“My meeting with her will be funny. I will look in 

her face and announce her the news. My 

behavior will be really excellent.” 

He took his way to buy a coat to wear it in order 

to be in a suitable look in front of her. 

About five in the evening Sami left the room. He 

was in high morale. He stood in front of the 

entrance of the library. He looked secretly at the 

rows of students sitting. Mary saw him without 

noticing her. He walked in the corridors of the 

building feeling a gaiety. He waited: 

“From where will she come? What will I tell 

her?” 

He reached the side of the external door. He 

stopped therefore a moment. He started looking 

everywhere. He heard the steps of a woman 
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behind him. Then he heard a sweet voice calling 

him: 

“Sami were you here for a long time?” 

“No, never I have come a few minutes ago.” 

“Will you go to the cafeteria?” 

He felt an ecstasy and a joy looking at her. His 

heart was beating: 

“Oh, it is a wonderful feeling to sit with a young 

lady and to chat with her with high spirits. She 

said: 

“You look much better than what you were. Last 

time you were anxious.” 

The perplexity appeared on Sami’s face. He 

became confused somehow and could not find a 

way to start the speech. He asked her: 

“Does it fit you this cafeteria?” 

She nodded then rectified: 

“Isn’t that cafeteria better than this one? She 

pointed at the opposite side of the street meaning 

the cafeteria of 
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 ‘Les deux magots" 

He asked her: 

“But you have specified this place before the 

meeting.” 

“I don’t know, I did not remember another place 

at that moment.” 

The lady was confident in herself. He thought: 
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“How many times I wished to be able to talk to 

her in spontaneous way about any subject which 

fits the meeting! Joseph can provoke interesting 

discussions about any subject, unlike me.”  

 

He said happily as he found a thing he could talk 

about: 

“What do drink? Beer or coffee?” 

“Panche, please.”  

She drank the same kind last time. Yes, it is the 

drink she often drinks. 

Things began to radiate in front of his eyes. He 

regained confidence in himself. His talk about the 

visit of the newspaper was behind the feeling of 

great joy because he achieved the thing he 

dreamed of. The words start coming for him by 

intuition. He does not judge himself on what he 

said as if rebelling against the routine of the days. 

She interrupted his thoughts: 

“I am very happy. I thought of you many times 

yesterday.” She continued: 

“How am happy to go out tonight. I stayed the 

long day in the library. I don’t like to return 

immediately home.” She continued breathing 
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deeply the breeze: “The weather today is beautiful 

it is carrying, in its breath, the smell of spring.” 

Sami led Mary to the metro station. Then he 

returned slowly. Suddenly, he felt while flashing 

back Mary’s last expressions: 

“An artist may aspire for fame all his life without 

reaching it, while the fame can be gotten by an 

unknown one.” 

He murmured to himself: 

“I will never forget the beauty of that day.” 

The rain sprinkles start tickling his face. He stood 

in front of the façade of Julper library skimming 

through the books titles. Then he continued 

walking to his room. 

He tried to get out a heavy burden from the 

spiritual side caused by his new life and by the 

rational speeches of his friends…He attacked his 

soul obliging her on refreshment and activity. He 

stood up from the couch. He removed the curtain, 

opened the window and sniffed the summer heat 

in a warm day of July. 

Sami wore his jacket which was hung behind the 

door. He put its buttons. He went out of his room 

feeling the scruples of his ideas between his new 
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reality which dominated his heart and his old 

reality which attracted him to his roots. 
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13 

 

At the middle of June, Sami, accompanied with 

Mary, went to Lemon Prince to visit Mary’s 

family. 

The train started moving, gliding in high speed. 

Sami felt an interesting stream of joy creeping 

and sneaking towards his heart with happiness 

and joy. The trip was pleasant. The weather was 

nice. At the pavement of station, Mary’s sister 

was waiting for them. She was called Simon. 

She received them politely and kindly. Mary 

climbed next to her sister in the vehicle after 

introducing him to her. Sami took his place back 

in the vehicle. 

The vehicle started moving slowly in the muddy 

streets of the village. Mary looked around her. 

She felt an enthusiasm and a vivacity she did not 

feel for months. 

Sami said: 

“The city and the country are completely 

different. People here are calm, they show 

tranquility.” The sister replied in a voice that the 

clamor of the car and the passing of the train did 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

203 

 

not let him hear. She smiled continuing her 

speech: 

“Yes, this true,” while Mary was submitting to 

quietude and contemplation. After a half of an 

hour, the car stopped in front of Mary’s house. 

The house was of simple ground yard and old 

fashioned stones. The façade of the main house 

was opening on the main road but from the back 

it opened on a small forest. 

As soon as the vehicle stopped, Sami get out 

opening the outside door, giving Mary his arm. 

Mary gets out. She turned to the servant. She saw 

a wide smile on her face. Mary understood the 

secret of her smile. The servant followed Mary to 

the lobby of the house surrounded by a big 

ancient magazine. She helped her to take out the 

coat. The mother advanced. She welcomed them 

with a smile and contemplation. Mary said: 

“This  is Sami.” She looked at the servant in a 

kidding way: 

“And this is Margaret who is a good cook.” 

The servant started looking at the Sami with 

curiosity. All of them went left and entered the 

sitting room. Before Mary spoke, the mother 

opened the lateral door. Another small room 
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appeared, somehow, opening on the back garden. 

She said: 

“This is your room Sami. Margaret equipped it 

with my orders. I find it acceptable. I will be 

happy if it pleases you. He draws his arm from 

her hand. He thanked her smiling. He looked at 

her to see the effect of his speech on her. She 

immediately changed her look to Mary. He said to 

himself: “I am but a poor man in front of this 

magnificent table, this Persian carpet and a 

magazine full of rare works of art. He advanced 

to the mother smiling and thanked her on her 

great hospitality and kind reception. The mother 

said in an equable and slow language. 

“Let’s sit and eat something.” She continued her 

speech: “Where do we eat? Here in the corridor 

or inside?” she laughed and looked at Mary, she 

wanted to make her happy. 

On the morning of the following day, Sami woke 

up. He found a difficulty to recognize what is 

around him: 

“Where was I yesterday? Is it true that I am in 

Mary’s house? I was yesterday very tired to look 
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carefully at what is surrounding me. He started 

checking the place carefully: 

“How great is my happiness. I did not feel all that 

satisfaction during the trip but where is Mary? 

Everything is quiet around me. No one is here!” 

He was not hearing except the crackling of the 

small watch and from a time to another a sound 

of a car in the street outside. 

 

It is eight in the morning, the mother said to her 

daughter: 

“The gentleman gets out lightly, I did not hear 

anything. Does he usually wake up so early like 

this? 

“Yes, mother, and he does not like long sleep.” 

The mother felt a little bit guilty by asking such 

question, then she started the speech again. 

“The gentleman was right, waking early is a 

correct behavior and it is the habit of your father’ 

“And now mother  let’s go to the corridor, is 

father inside or is he out?’ 

“I think, he went to the bank but he is back a few 

minutes ago” 

At that moment the maid servant entered bringing 

the coffee and put the breakfast staff on a small 

table situated in an angle of the corridor. 
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Sámi was not late to come, they continued their 

speech, one time about the warbling of the birds 

in the garden, another time about the program of 

the visit to the village, but they were obliged to 

stop their speech when father entered smiling, he 

welcome Sámi  and talked about the weather. 

Mary’s eyes were aspiring for that his father be 

delighted by Sámi’s arrival and she got what she 

wanted. 

The signs of delight mixed with anxiety were 

apparent on her father’s face when he went out. 

They talked about their visit program. They 

visited different shops in the village then came 

back for lunch. 

It was a good  opportunity for Sámi to discover 

Mary’s family and to discover new habits 

different from his. Mary was acting in simplicity; 

joy and self confidence. She was happy because 

she felt the consent of her father and his welcome 

for the guest. 

It is true that anxiety is still dominating her but 

she is no more afraid or , at least; fear is 

dwindling in her acts. 

In the morning they went to a neighboring 

restaurant opening on a small lake, surrounded 

by high beech trees with their calm water covered 

with lotus flowers. The sight of the gull was 
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fantastic. From the south appear the tiles of the 

village roofs. Mary’s face was shining with joy 

and happiness. It was pleasant to find her self 

with Sámi. She was extremely pleased by her 

family’s warm and hospitality to Sámi. 

They sat to a table next to the window opening on 

the river. She looked at Sámi’s eyes. The gentle 

breeze coming from the window filled her lungs. 

She said: 

“How am I happy with your arrival.” she was 

happy with his arrival and felt that his speech 

revived her. They changed intimate speech. They 

left the restaurant, stopped many times at the side 

of the river. 

The next day he took the train back, he was 

dominated by joy and happiness. 

Mary spent another week at home what she has 

planned has been materialized. Her father was 

treating her as a father. He was afraid of 

exaggerating in love, but her mother surrounded 

her with all love and affection. 

The father said: “Mary is a smart girl but I find 

her attachment abnormal to Sámi and that made 
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me anxious despite the fact that he seems to be a 

nice person. What is the reality of her feelings?” 

The mother replied; 

“What do mean?’ 

“I mean what I mean and you know what I mean. 

Is she happy? Are there some obstacles in her 

face? At first, it seems that she loves him more 

than she considers him and that is illogical, love 

may not remain for a long time. 

“ You always come back to these subjects about 

which we talked many times. How do you imagine 

a young girl especially your own daughter? Do 

think it possible that we can get what we want 

easily. The reality remains hidden and your 

daughter is reluctant to reveal her secrets, more 

than that, she is cunning despite her kindness.”’ 

She continued “Of course she is good-hearted 

otherwise I am sure of anything , I think, she 

does not care about the future, she is well assured 

about her relations with Sámi and their relation 

seems to be more harmonious with the passing of 

the days, . She mentioned things like that to me, 

but, more than that, I made sure of them myself. 

“And what did she said?” 

“ She said that he is a good person, well educated, 

strange in his manners, she was fearing him 

sometimes but the most important is that he is a 
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man of principles that made me assured of him 

despite their difference in faith, a matter which 

has become of no importance in our days. She 

confessed to me that she got rid of the feeling that 

he is a stranger, that made her happy. To her 

mind, he is the best of those she has known. 

A week passed of speeches related to that visit. 

Three days later, the world has become small 

today, Sámi called mary to know about her, he 

felt that her days were quiet and gentle because 

Mary was expecting her father’s reply and that 

was  what her mind needed. 

He said: “ How nice is the speech with you Mary, 

but tell me what are you going to wear tonight?’ 

“There is a party tonight at seven . It is the birth 

day of my sister Simon. I have decided for your 

sake to wear the blue dress in which I met you 

that night in the warm hall of your house. This 

dress reminds of beautiful remembrances, which 

attract me to you. I felt safe and warm when I 
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approach the train station. I feel I am closer to 

you.’ 

Sámi closed his eyes happily: 

“I have never heard her speaking that ways, her 

replies were usually in looks or words without 

speech. 

“Goodbye Mary, promise that you will  be happy 

tonight, your happiness is mine. I will send a 

paper to congratulate your sister.” 

‘Oh, yes Sámi I feel happiness and pleasure with 

you.” 

“ Goodbye Mary and see you soon.” 

He put down the phone and kept on thinking of 

Mary, he thinks that their separation was too 

long. 

He sometimes thought that one day, he will wake 

up to find that all his dreams have gone for ever. 

He carried his bag and hurried on the pavement, 

for the first time he felt everything around him 

has become warm and close, the pavement, the 

people, the trees, the shops even, the woman 

guard of the building, he saw her cheerful face. 
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He felt a desire to embrace all people as someone 

who embraces the life, thanks to god 
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-14- 

In the beginning of August, Sámi woke up early , 

the sky was blue, the weather was warm. It is a 

quarter to nine, he thought: 

“Only a quarter before the date. He took the 

advertisement, and went looking for the address 

in Paris II. He entered Rue Sudain. He knocked 

at the door and waited for the reply. 

He felt an internal hope stemming from the 

surprise waiting him. The door was opened. He 

heard a deep voice puffing, an old lady appeared 

in front of him, she was in the sixties, she was 

wearing a blue vest and grey shoes. The lady 

stood staring at him with her blue eyes. She 

controlled her breath quietly, her right hand 

trembled a little, then she regained the purity of 

her arrogance. She advanced and remarked: 

“You are the one who contacted me the last night 

for the lodging.” 

“ It’s me Sámi.” 

He stood silent in front of her as if he forgot his 

language, he started looking everywhere in the 

room. The room color was rose and it was of a 

medium size. There was a rose table inside the 
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room with a vase of flower on it, it was opening 

on the main street. 

The old lady asked: 

“Has the room pleased you?” 

He nodded smiling. She looked at him curiously 

with little doubt. Then he had to answer a flood of 

questions. Great, she appeared pleased. 

“You are an educated student and I think you are 

aware of these matters.” 

He nodded in agreement, although he did not 

understand what she meant, because he is used to 

such things. He thought: 

“By not asking questions, we are avoiding 

problems.” 

Sámi thought: 

“I will be luckier here. I will find a comfortable 

house with a large living room. I will be allowed 

to sit in that room from a time to another. It has 

gone for ever that old life. A new life is looming, 

a life without fear, a life far better than the old 

one, and better than all of this, I will devote 

myself to study and I will have a daily opportunity 

to talk to that old lady, it seems that she is fond 

talks. 

The ideas continued in his head: 

“Oh, everything has its advantages and 

disadvantages. In my old room there was 
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simplicity and freedom and this beautiful room is 

suitable to my taste , there is a new furniture and 

rest. But her strict style, her abundant conditions, 

and her blabber. Then he rectified: “No, no, it is 

good for my language practice and she is good-

hearted, otherwise I am not sure of anything. 

He continued his soliloquy: 

“She is certainly right in her behavior, if I were 

in her place I would do the same. You don’t have 

to disturb yourself by these thoughts, man always 

gets what he deserves.’ 

He went to his old room to bring his case ,he went 

downstairs, said goodbye, to the woman guard, he 

went out, made a deep sigh and he went to his 

new home. 

“Welcome, are you back?” 

He opened the door with prudence, he was not in 

a mood of answering questions. He stayed in his 

room for a moment, then he gets up, changed his 

clothes and sat on the couch next to the window. 

A mild breeze came out of the window. He sat 

quietly thinking of that morning chat with old 

lady. 

The first days are the most difficult, don’t worry 

the sharpness of anxiety will diminish soon. It is 
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enough to be proud of the new home in front 

Mary. 

Mary traveled with her family to spend their 

summer holiday. She wrote for him regularly, he 

waited for her letters impatiently. He read them 

many times, moments passed which pushed him 

to think that she will not be back again, nights 

passed that he could not sleep of her missing. He 

tried to suppress her nostalgia by writing, reading 

or going out. 

One evening after sun set, the old lady knocked 

smiling at the door, she gave him a choclate  and 

started talking about the weather and the stress 

made by the information. He had to answer many 

questions, suddenly she looked at him a little bit 

nervous: 

“Tell me what you said a little time ago is not 

true. 

Sámi understood that he  did not understand her 

last question, his answer excited her. He rectified: 

“Yes, it is a reality. I feel the truth of what you 

said. He did not know what she meant. He was 

silent, he had nothing to say. Then he tried to 

change the topic of the speech: 

“Your house is beautiful, how beautiful are these 

paintings and this calm, no one can wish more 

than what you have. You have to thank god for 
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being far from people and that you are in a good 

health. He wanted to ask her about her age, he 

hesitated, then the old lady interrupted him. 

“Yes but I am not o.k.” then she changed the 

topic of the discussion. 

‘You have to be prudent in your questions,” He 

remembered a wisdom: “Don’t ask how old two 

things are: the true art and the woman.” She 

summoned him to drink tea with her in the living 

room. He felt fear and supplication in her pale 

eyes. 

She came always on time and they spoke 

spontaneously. Now, he talks with her about 

whatever comes to his mind. 

He noticed that she likes listening to his stories 

and that she listens to them with pleasure. 

She was fearing something. She was afraid of 

being alone in the evening but the rest of the 
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time, she is active. As soon as he completed his 

words, she left saying; 

‘The house is at your service. You can stay in the 

living room when I am out.” She continued with 

passion: 

“If you want anything, inform me” 

“Thank you madam for everything you did to me” 

She went in slow steps bending a little bit. Then 

she entered her room she needed to be alone. 

Sámi felt a real need for getting out. Suddenly he 

felt satisfied with the new life which seems to be 

easier than what he expected. 

It was dusk, outside the building, the street was 

wonderful through the window. How sweet is life 

in this building! 

He thought deeply: 

“You are undergoing a test in this period, it will 

determine if you will stay in this room or not. But 

she seems to be pleased with me, her look was not  

look of doubt, she was very fond of my arrival. 

She was looking for someone to soothe her in her 

loneliness. She seems to be well to do with her 

wage of retirement and she is doing extra work in 

the evening, despite the fact that her son is a 

manager of a big company in Paris. 

It seems that before my arrival, she was dwelling 

alone in her room. Does she realize the value of 
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what she got? The money I pay her is not the 

cause of my lodging. 

Then he wondered: 

 

”Oh, my god, why didn’t she get a dog like all the 

women who are alone? The dogs help to dissipate 

their loneliness. She certainly doesn’t like dogs, 

she likes talking too much” 

Her life arises a deep feeling for him. Aren’t that 

eternal tranquility and that dwelling between the 

rooms strange? The most difficult thing is hope 

which leads to despair. But there are thousands  

of people living a similar life. He continued: 

“Oh, I wish I could  do something these days, a 

work like this would be a kind of fantasy. He did 

not know the reasons which pushed him to think 

of this. She certainly is right in what she did. If I 

were in her place I would do the same. Isn’t it 

strange that I encounter these  matters. You can’t 
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understand this. You are from this century as 

Joseph said: 

“Our century is the century of solitude and 

misery and we can’t change anxiety to rest nor 

war to security.’ 

Sámi looked at the tuft of flowers in front of him. 

He remembered Joseph saying:” Oh you 

dreaming romantics, you can’t stop this time.” 

He answered himself: 

“No, no I don’t want to stop it, I want to live in 

peace. You came to this world to live your short 

period. He started repeating the advice of his 

mother unconsciously : 

“Don’t forget one thing my son, don’t scarify 

love, love is the artery of life. It brings life to the 

stagnant water.” 

 

15 

In the beginning of September, Mary returned to 

Paris. Sámi went to visit her at home. He is used 

to visiting her at home or meet her at the library 

to go to the cafeteria, 

In front of Mary’s house, Sámi stopped to 

arrange his clothes, then he went upstairs. The 
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house was too old the stairs were covered with a 

red carpet. 

Mary lived in the fourth floor. The door was 

opened by a girl wearing a rose dress. He 

recognized her by her features. She is Mary’s 

elder sister. 

“Mister Sámi” 

“Yes” 

She welcomed him and led him in the alley 

shouting “Mary, we are here ‘”She opened the 

door of the room. 

Sámi felt a little disappointed but his fears were 

dissipated at the sight of Mary walking in her 

elegant steps. She closed the door after giving 

him a quick kiss. 

Sámi put the tuft of flowers on the table. He went 

on looking every where in the room. There was 

little furniture, there are quiet and extremely 

elegant. 

He continued his looks. He looks forward to 

Mary as if she was giving him a nice gift he was 

waiting for. 

Thoughts continued in his head: 

“How many times I wished to sit next to her on 

the bed but an internal feeling prevented him 
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from doing so. I didn’t sit next to her  as I was 

planning, no, no, I don’t think of these matters” 

Mary started speaking with her sad voice about 

things she encountered during her trip. Her face 

seems fascinating under a dim light coming from 

an angle of the room swimming in a light music. 

Sámi forgot his existence. He didn’t believe that 

the intimate love makes ,of two persons, only one. 

He considered that being far from one’s lover 

makes love more vivid and let lovers feel the 

pleasure of the meeting. 

Mary turned and said: 

“Are you tired Sámi?” 

“No, my tiredness is of another kind, I will have 

time to overcome it.” He continued the speech 

about the new house and her owner: 

“Don’t you like to change your clothes and be 

ready for the party? We are late” 

“I will be ready in minutes.” 

They went downstairs, they had to go to Drocaster 

Saint Germain Depres. They sat on a table which 

overlooked the main street. After a moment, they 

were joined by Joseph and Lisa. Sámi was happy 
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and nervous. He felt tranquil because he will be 

tonight among kind people. 

Joseph asked him; 

“How are you doing with the new home?” 

“It’s good, things are different from the past, I 

am feeling happy for ever.’ He turned to Mary as 

if he wanted her to sustain him. 

Rymond and his wife Agnes joined them. Rymond 

tapped on Sámi’s shoulders expressing intimacy 

and morale support. Sámi was extremely happy 

and talked vividly with Rymond: 

“The world is o.k. my dear Rymond” 

“Let’s toast the health of all of you and the 

occasion of meeting Mary. Sámi returned to his 

usual behavior, talking, laughing unceasingly. 

He got rid of calm and timidity. He was the 

challenger of Joseph in leading the session. They 

were all dominated by an atmosphere of joy and 

happiness. After drinking the third cup, Rymond 

whispered in Sámi’s ears: 

“Love makes life longer.” Then he continued 

laughing. “If you want to loose your partner, tell 

her frankly, your opinion about her. Women 

refine the character but they weaken the morale. 
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How wonderful is she. She good-hearted and well 

educated.” 

Sámi smiled of satisfaction. Mary looked sharply 

at Sámi but she didn’t notice anything. She 

smiled and continued her speech with Lisa. 

Joseph was wishing good luck for everyone after 

each drink, it was his habit. His act disturbed 

Lisa somehow but Mary’s face showed 

indifference. She was calm, her face was shining. 

Sámi felt that the restaurant was flying in the sky 

through nights and years. There is no more 

sadness. He does no more care about life.. 

He turned to Rymond and noticed that he is 

talking to Agnes and Lisa. He could not hear 

what they were saying but he felt a warm 

happiness going through him deeply. He started 

listening to Joseph sweet speech talking to Lisa: 

“Do you believe Rymond can drive in that case, if 

you are doubting, I can drive for him. 

“May be but I am not sure of his ability to 

concentrate. She looked at Sámi smiling. He 

realizes that she wants him to drive. He neglected 

her because he didn’t want to intervene in this 

matter. At this moment, the visitors were coming 

and going while Rymond was dealing with 

different subjects which concerned the invited. 

Joseph who was speaking stopped for a moment 
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and looked at the audience. Suddenly, he looked 

at Sámi and he has a good guess, he noticed the 

change on Sámi’s face. He asked him: 

“What happened to you Sámi?” 

Sámi smiled and answered: 

“Every thing is right.’ 

Joseph added: 

“I am happy of the improvement of your 

conditions and your new home. He approached 

him and give him a dish of dessert. After 

stopping, he continued speaking cleverly. He 

understood what was occupying Sámi’s mind. He 

added: “Your conditions will be better with the 

days. It would be enough that Mary is at your 

side. The slow fire makes good food.” 

Joseph laughed and answered: 

“I was happy about what Rymond told me. You 

know, the lodging is the biggest problem in Paris 

and the one who is well in his lodging is well in 

his living.” 

Sámi  replied Smiling: 

“Yes, that’s right.” 

Sámi was happy of the affection he heard from 

Joseph. He trembled a little and changed the 

speech because he was not ready to talk in front 

of the guests about his private life. He turned his 

eyes towards Mary and while he was watching 
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her, he noticed that she behaves with timidity. She 

showed beauty and vivacity in that night. She 

hurried taking his hand with  desire. He took her 

hand kindly. 

She said : 

“It is better to leave now.’ 

They left the restaurant. 

The rain was falling outside, the thunder was 

deafening. Sámi went out quietly and said: 

“Come on, there is a taxi’, he opened the door 

and they run. 

16 

In one evening Sámi received a letter from David  

. He remained a moment looking at it. Then he 

took out the cover. He sat at the edge of the bed. 

His face was shining of happiness. Then he stood 

correctly and started opening the letter with a 

desire. He cried of joy in a low voice. Then, he 

stopped his breath and started reading the 

introduction of the letter quickly but he started 

reading the following paragraph slowly: 

“Dear Sámi your human tendency is planted in 

your soul. How lucky are you! You are happy 

when you are with people. Just when you see a 

person, you feel love towards him, even before 

knowing him. It is a pleasure for you to see your 

neighbor happy. It is easy to you to find nice 
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language to talk to people and that made them 

forget many difficulties. Everything goes as if you 

possess the benefaction and I do not.  

Dear Sámi the words I uttered to you I couldn’t 

separate them from my ideas and when I was 

organizing my ideas in my head, the words didn’t  

come spontaneously because of habits I acquired 

I don’t forget you my friend when I was in Paris 

walking on its pavements, as myself a foreigner, 

wherever I go. My memory would always would 

leave me when I try to dip in its fascination and 

beauty. She was fleeing me, I lived in a 

permanent coma. The only choice I have is 

solitude and isolation and when I looked around 

me, I was saddened by a strange sorrow and 

regret as if I was responsible of that separation 

So everything was destined to an end, I may be 

paying the cost of my sins, as if god wants to 

punish me for something I did not commit, more 

than that, The death of my mother without seeing 

her. 

I want to thank you my dear on the behalf of my 

mother. Her death was a strong stroke. I couldn’t 

imagine it. I wept too much, I had to hide myself 

in my room when I was weeping. In my room 

enlightened by the moon, I was suffering alone, I 

whispered “Mother, my dear, why did you go? 
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why? Behind the window the quart dwelled in its 

nocturnal silence. 

Suddenly my mother’s voice came to me: 

”It’s no use folding yourself this way, for my sake 

you have to get rid of that suffering, oh my son, I 

am with you I am satisfied with you and my shade 

will remain with you. 

We were whispering and the echo of words rang 

above the rooms, the hills lighted by the moon. 

My feelings towards her are decreasing but not 

stopping. Her image is always in front of my eyes, 

in the light I can get control of myself but in the 

night when I am alone, I always see her face in 

front of me eyes, as I see it now at any moment. 

Yesterday night I heard a voice calling me, my 

son David , she pressed on my hand, Sámi, don’t 

forget him.’ 

I could never train myself on the idea that my 

mother wouldn’t never be back again, all of that 

is now a dream of the childhood. 

If you could see how I have changed, you won’t 

recognize me and a week before her death, she 

told me in her letter to keep your friendship and 

to help you. 

I always remember you with sweet memories, 

even though sad you know whom am I ? before 

preaching or disturbing you I have my part in the 
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problem when I was next because I always let 

things go as they want and I don’t have your 

experience. 

I will send you as I told you apart of your good 

deeds to me. I will be happy if you accept it. 

Goodbye, my friend, I hope that you always write 

to me. 

David’s letter shook Sámi’s existence because 

David appeared in unusual way. He was more 

intelligent and deeper in his thoughts. 

In the calm of the night, while sitting to his table, 

he murmured while overwhelmed by a hidden 

ecstasy and an insisting desire for writing. He 

started telling him all the details of his life 

“Dear David I read your letter which is full of 

noble feelings. I noticed your great interest in my 

ideas when we were together. I know this is due to 

your sincere feeling and admiration. I know this 

saddens your heart and I know it is a great 

responsibility. I wish I could share them with you. 

The most precious in my letter is the memory of 

our previous days. Do you remember those days? 

The days we lived together and when the plane 

flew high in Paris sky, I imagined when we were 

walking together by the side of the street. Life had 

united us and you opened to me the way of life 

and showed the world beautiful. You colored 
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everything with joy. I started seeing the beauty of 

the city and I didn’t perceive that beauty before 

you. Your companionship changed life in my eyes 

and made me fond of the city. I owe much love 

and sincerity. I am very grateful for you for your 

help and support. The destiny has chosen that I 

stay and you travel. I couldn’t imagine such 

thing. 

Dear David the days have taught me that no can 

depend on himself and mainly in this place where 

the matter dominates the feelings. It has become 

certain for me that love gives things their beauty 

and man can’t be happy without little love and I 

would like to inform you that I have become less 

miserable. I have become an important person in 

the life of another person, her happiness depends 

on my being next to her, she is Mary whom I told 

her about you. The days haven’t allowed you to 

see her. God sent her to me after your departure 

to relieve me in my solitude and to compensate 

your separation. 

Dear friend, it is a big mistake to think that all 

people wherever they are, are of the same feeling, 

even if they are of the same country or the same 

city. 

If you are asking about my conditions, the style of 

my life has changed. I lost a part of my freedom 
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which embraced my soul before. I moved to my 

new home. Before I was alone in my small room 

but now I am like a chained bird who wants to fly 

freely in the fields and grasslands. 

In the past I lived freely but now I am living 

chained. I see life with my eye of imagination 

glowing, flickering, retreating and fading me like 

ghosts. In the past I concentrated my thoughts 

leading my life in a fragile weaving of thoughts 

and feelings. I feel an inherent force in my soul, I 

never felt before, and this made me see the future 

full of hope and prestige. I have started realizing 

my dreams. 

Dear David, virtue can’t be reached except by 

combating the soul and the desire and little 

arrogance destroys many advantages and know 

that virtue exists in every class and every ethnic 

group and kind. It’s not sold at any price. I have 

known from my own experience that pain brings 

a value to life. Nothing is more fascinating than 

veiled things. Man’s love remains the main artery 

of life. Man must give his hand to his brother 

man under the same sun and he must look 

forward leaving ill ideas and pains from the past. 

My dear I was finding in my feeling of relax a 

feeling of safety pushing me to ecstasy, then your 

nice letter came to increase my relax. This 
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increases my courage and led me to more 

seriousness,  and discipline in life. I devoted my 

life to study and writing, when I came to my new 

home, I was feeling that ecstasy that knowledge 

was attributing me. I am persuaded that the best 

adventure of man is his adventure in the sublime 

world of thought and creativity. It is only 

available for those who are working without 

hesitation or tiredness. 

Nothing is more beautiful than spending the 

evening with a book in the hand, the wind 

scorching the glass of the window, the heater 

giving him warm and peace, when man moves 

very far from the hardships of life. And to live 

with ideas which were ambiguous to you and 

which haunted you with obscure images coming 

from the remote past expressing the finest 

feelings. 

Of course each of us is living a routinish life and 

we were submitting to a group of ideas and 

conditions. Yes Paris was, and we were about to 

enter its life style. It required more of actions,  

activities and patience. So, I couldn’t really 

understand Paris except now, that city full of life 

and speed and soon this city possessed me, so I 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

232 

 

dipped in its depths. I started touching its body 

full of energy. 

Oh, my friend, I was a shy student, I found myself 

speaking with freedom with a beautiful girl in 

front of the university campus. 

The happy opportunity would not have  happened 

without adventure and audacity. So, I found 

myself obliged to advance under the effect of 

surprise. I have never spoken with such 

fascinating style, yes, I have never heard a speech 

full of passion like those words which pulsate 

with the human instinct, spontaneity and 

authenticity and she has a magical force which 

deprived me of my will. I advanced a step forward 

unconsciously as if walking in my sleep on the 

pavement and so all the noble forces emerged in 

my body. I felt the pavement widening and the 

humid grey fog of The Sain River uncovering a 

warm sun. 

I have discovered many great things about this 

beautiful city. The Parisians are peaceful and 

rational in their thinking and their respect for 

man’s humanity. But man here is satisfied about 

the materialistic character of life and its 

hardship, a thing which made him tend to 

solitude, the fear of the others and for this reason 

I had difficulty in attracting people when I first 
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met them. I was strange in my deeds. I was like 

the one who wants to supply nature with autumn, 

and warm to the heart. I could not draw a smile 

from their mouth. I couldn’t imagine that such 

thing could happen. 

I had to  put myself at the others’ place. And see 

things with their eyes. I struggled to create new 

images by the choice and beautiful interests. I 

thought that I realized that achievement myself. I 

thought that it came out of me without being 

conscious of it like the magician who formulated 

things like the one who is mending the rift 

between him and the rest of the people, like a bird 

who is flying over the past freely and the sun on 

his shoulders about to set, carried by the 

transparent air and hardly seen by the one 

oriented to the sun. I lived a period of life which 

was not my life in reality but it is generated from 

a past without contrivance or mannerism. I am 

wondering my friend: 

“In our lives and theirs, there is much happiness 

and sadness. We have simplicity and spontaneity 

of modest life, cooperation and the glittering of 

the intimate feelings and a kind of tranquility, 

despite the mess dominating our conducts. And 

they have  the discipline, the organization and the 

hardship of life caused by the stress of solitude 
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and fear of people. So, we can’t know which is 

better? 

Dear David, every one in this life is determined so 

as not to fall in a vulgar love which fades away 

with the first shock of life. Many are the young 

men and women who consider love as a lovely 

entertainment. Love, my friend is the life song 

among people. It is the symphony of happiness 

and its origin. 

How many times I suffered the pains and fear by 

trying to open people’s hearts. I offered much 

love which sooner opened their hearts to me. It 

was like a balsam to their injuries. 

As I told you I was lucky to know and meet Mary, 

without a preceding a appointment                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                

. we are still students in the middle of or way in 

life. If I try to express to my feelings towards her 

my pen will be quick flowing with imagination. 

Dear David,  you don’t know the suffering of 

many people who live alone. I have met in my 

home an old lady, the owner of the house, a 

woman who loves me not as person independent 

in his existence but she loves me me as a symbol 

of one of her sons. How many times next to my 

bed, her eyes staring at my face as if her eyes  

were saying: “How sweet is life with you my son, 

I thank you on your arrival. I like to sleep the last 
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sleep with a son, a person, I don’t like to die 

alone. When I saw  you all my grieves 

disappeared and I forgot my loneliness. Her eyes 

were telling me; “Do you want to be suffering 

alone in this life, no my son, what I encounter in 

my miserable suffering is harder than what you 

encountered. You are relieving me and reducing 

my solitude and suffering. 

I was looking at her and expecting her to speak, 

speak tell me what are you feeling towards me. I 

am waiting for the words which will make me 

happy. I am waiting that Mum would call me 

“My son.” You will cure my soul and let me rest. 

I would have told her be confident that you won’t 

regret your love because I won’t let you regret it. 

You have put your trust and confidence in a 

faithful man who knows how to preserve them. 

Dear David,  fate had separated us. You left Paris 

and went far away from me, but your sweet 

nature appeared to me every moment. It is alive 

and lives close to me. How am I missing your 

talking to me. I am recommending you to 

preserve people’s love and our friendship. I am 

promising that I will be sincere and faithful. 

Thank you again for your generosity. I will be 

always thinking of you in every moment of relief, 
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happiness or pleasure as if we were only one 

body. 

Accept all my wishes. 

Yours sincerely . 

 

Sámi. 

Sámi put down the pen and laid back on his bed. 

He started murmuring dominated by a slight 

ecstasy of satisfaction. He did not leave his room 

and even forgot to have his lunch. David,’s letter 

and the letter he wrote to him were still effecting 

him. He took the second letter and started reading 

it. He noticed that he is imitating David,’s voice 

spontaneously. He felt a tiredness in his eyes. 

Memories shook his feelings for two hours. 

Images from the past were still shining and 

brightening in his memory. An absurd feeling 

was agitated in his soul which was sooner 

dispersed by hearing footsteps going to his room. 

He knows the steps of the old lady because she 

has a quick step and a special ring. 

He opened the door, the lady was standing 

smiling, a smile expressing endearment and 

sympathy. The smile was destined to him. He was 
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dominated by comfort, when looking at it as if he 

returned to his ancient moments of life. 

Memories followed up in his head as if attacking 

him. She started speaking freely to him as if she 

was speaking to her son. When she informed him 

of the achievement she realized in Paris her voice 

carries much warm and passion. 

He was pleased by her visit. He felt that he is 

under the pressure of heavy burdens. His 

tiredness is different from her tiredness. Her 

tiredness is due to her old age whereas his 

tiredness is caused by conflicting ideas and fear 

of the unknown. Each one of them needed to 

chat. It was a kind of relaxation and bringing rest 

before sleep. 

As usual Sámi makes a flashback in his 

memories, all of what the old lady said. He tried 

to remember her beautiful expressions. He 

repeated these expressions when speaking to 

himself or to the others. It seems that her 

language has been changed and improved. He 

realized that afterward. 

A year passed, an awful feeling makes him think 

that he is not the one who is speaking but another 

person, the owner of the house. He lived within 
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the atmosphere of this house and it grows in his 

senses. 

His language and feelings lived in the protection 

of that old lady. The more, his relations with the 

old lady improves, the more he becomes isolated 

from the external world. He shared with her the  

comfort of the house, this made Mary shows 

coldness and dissatisfaction. The solitude didn’t 

disturb him because he was orienting himself a 

positive orientation towards scientific progress. 

But with time his nerves could no more bear this 

continued locking up. 

He was enjoying his continued speeches with the 

old lady and his long staying up to write his 

essays and complete his reports. This led to an 

exhaustion of his body. Mary was the first to 

notice the falling down of his health. She was 

controlling his life carefully and giving him 

advice. Then she said explicitly; 

“You are exaggerating in your business life. You 

have enough time for writing. Leave a time for 

rest you are still very young.” 

Mary was determined pushed by jealousy to bring 

him far from the madam. It was apparent, in her 

speech and looks, he was noticing that. Sámi was 

feeling that his restlessness was the origin of his 

deep sensitivity and deep feelings. Whenever he 

https://mysmaster.com/


This novel (The Parisian Pavement) is available on 

mysmaster.com  

239 

 

felt a slackness from one side, he moves to the 

other to reinforce his position and looking for a 

psychological support and tranquility. 

One time, he noticed a severity in the madam eyes 

towards his relation with Mary. She couldn’t 

declare it openly but it was clear in her voice and 

tone. She was trying, by all means, not to utter a 

clear word, then her looks became more fine and 

passionate. She said; “You know your interest, 

my son.” Then turned her face and moves 

surprisingly. 

Sámi felt a confusion of paradoxical feelings 

which disrupted his ideas and life. His ideas were 

dispersed between study and thought on the one 

hand, and Mary and madam’s behavior on the 

other hand. 

These lasted ten months of strange emotions and 

behavior from Mary whom he loves very much 

and the old lady whom he likes as a mother. The 

existence of the old lady was enough to give him 

peace and tranquility. Whenever he looks at her, 

he was dominated by a clear satisfaction, a 

psychological comfort which makes his soul 

refined and purified. He felt satisfaction and 

tranquility whenever he speaks to her. 

This situation made him feel arrogance one time 

and hardship another. His behavior became a 
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little odd in both sides. Each one of them was 

trying to woo him by special characteristics, 

softness, passion or causing him strange feelings. 

Sometimes, he was ashamed of himself and felt 

the regret of being attracted by these two 

creatures. He was used to hear their voices 

whenever he is alone. 

 

17 

 

One evening while Sámi was stretching on his 

bed in his room, trying to find a solution, he 

remembered Mary; “What I did do myself?” he 

remembered her voice sitting next to him and her 

sweet breaths scorching him. “Why did I come 

here I wish I stayed in my modest room. Why am 

I the cause of conflict between these two innocent 

ladies? He felt that blood froze in his veins. 

He got up, opened the window, the city was still 

covered by the calm night and the rain drizzles 

courting the window glasses. Some windows were 

shining with a dim light. He wondered: 

“Perhaps, there are some who indulged in their 

deep sleep whereas I am here in this room as if I 

were besieged with absurd ideas. At this time, the 

old lady was immersing in her quiet sleep. He felt 
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cold going through his legs. He sat on his bed, 

closed his eyes and remembered his mother: 

“Oh, where are you now, mother? and what are 

you doing? Are you suffering like me in despair? 

He remembered her when attacked by a problem 

telling him: 

“What’s the matter with you my son? Come here, 

my son, lie down. She embraced him and started 

kidding passing her hands on him saying: “I am 

here my son don’t afflict yourself, I know what’s 

going on with you. She keeps on surrounding him 

with love and passion. Her words were fun to him 

and her hands decreased his pain. She was a 

source of kindness and tenderness. 

He continued addressing his interior: 

“I am enjoying the presence of a passionate 

mother, she is almost a mother. I was deprived of 

this passion after our separation. He was silent 

for a moment then he gets up speaking to 

himself: “Stop, Sámi. Don’t behave like a child, 

be a man. There is nothing bad in the matter. 

Everything will vanish soon. Your conditions are 
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better now, better than staying alone in your old 

room. 

Why do I punish myself? Mary is right, we have 

to go out and enjoy life. 

On the next day, Sámi got up after enjoying some 

rest. He imagined he was in a dream. He tried to 

read, but he couldn’t . He  put on his clothes and 

went out quickly. 

He started to calm   himself while he was walking 

on the pavement. He tried to convince himself 

that the old lady was the only responsible of what 

happened. Then he changed his view to blame the 

conditions, fate or Mary. 

His walking alone was enough to bring an 

ecstasy to his soul. He went far from the room 

and his thoughts. 

He stood in front of the university campus. He 

advanced with unconscious steps to Saint Jack 

Street. He found himself led to his former room. 

When looking at his ancient room, he felt a 

gratitude. He was about to enter and go upstairs 

with the wooden steps. 

He remembered the woman guard. He was 

anxious, it was sure that she is not the woman he 

was eager to meet. He was perplexed and 

remembered Mary. She penetrated to the depths 
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of his soul and put his senses under the pressure 

of her imagination. 

He rushed to the library to see the image of Mary 

sitting next to the window, putting one hand on 

the window and the other on the table. 

Sámi entered the library noticing some students 

sitting next to Mary. He approached, sat next to 

her, so as not to be an intruder, she looked at him 

with a satisfactory smile. 

He looked tender, splendid, well shaved. A smile 

appeared on her colored lips and tension 

appeared another time .  Her eyes shined when 

she turned her pupils to him. She returned the 

greeting timidly: 

“Wait for me outside to have the coffee together.” 

He waited for several minutes at the door, his 

heart was happy. 

“What I can tell her about the long absence? 

How can I confess that I was absorbed in my 
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thinking? What shall I tell her? Won’t she expel 

me? And despise me?” 

As soon as she joined him, and throw him with 

her sweet smile, all his remorse disappeared. 

In order to disperse his timidity and to justify his 

position, she started asking him about his wealth 

and his study. They sat in the Sorbonne cafeteria.  

Sámi felt a glitter shining from his interior. His 

financial matters were settled. He saw everything 

around him brilliant and beautiful. She looked at 

her quietly showing a sad passion and affection. 

Sámi smiled to encourage her. He was listening 

to her carefully. He talked of the conditions he 

experienced as if he wanted to apologize and call 

her affection. 

She looked at him with her blue eyes, a serious 

look showing blame. The she controlled herself 

and didn’t show any excitement. The speech was 

slow and intermitted at the beginning, then little 

by little it becomes more enthusiastic. 

Sámi started speaking about literature and art in 

order not to stop the speech. He asked her about 

the book between her hands. Sámi was surprised 

to notice that she realized his intention but she 

didn’t show it on her face. 

She started speaking about the topic of the novel 

“The Street Of The Obscure Shops.” For Patrick 
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Marian. She expanded her speech without being 

asked: 

“He is of  fine feelings and emotions, living in 

solitude and perplexity, looking for himself from 

a place to another from a city to another. It is the 

search of the lost time.” She compared his two 

books. 

He doesn’t reveal the identity of his characters. 

And what is particular to that novel is the fact 

that names are not important, the protagonist 

does not have a name, the she looked at him 

blinking and smiling and whispered: 

“As if the writer was tired of his trip of 

investigation, like his protagonist.” She 

continued: “Few are those who get of their 

narrow world to the wide horizon of the human 

world.” 

Sámi answered: “The conditions are stronger 

than man.” 

They talked about different subjects. Her eyes 

rushed upon him as if they were looking for him 

for many years. Her speech tricks arouse his 

curiosity to the extent of love. The speech 

shoveled then, the expressions came out of him to 

find their rhythm in Mary’s soul. Then an hour 

later, he realized that Mary could destroy, with a 

magical stick, the wall which separates them. He 
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discovered a new love for her. He felt a new 

pleasure for a new active woman who shook his 

emotions and made him forget himself. He was 

happy and noticed a look in his eyes wondering: 

“Is she the same girl I met yesterday?” 

He was looking at her with a rising anxiety. He 

was looking at the face which has become strange 

to him today. Silence dominated a short moment 

full of pain. Then he remembered an expression 

he heard from Rymon: “Woman can pull the 

secret from man’s chest but how impossible for 

man to discover a secret kept by a woman.” 

His ideas were interrupted by her smile. She 

turned toward him with passion. Her voice was 

warm and passionate. The restaurant seems to be 

dancing in front of his eyes. His body regained 

his initial energy he lost a week ago. He regained 

his great pleasure, his love and engagement 

towards life. He felt as if he were a child full of 

life. The agreed that they would meet every day 

after five. 

Sámi thought: “How sweet are the moments I 

expected for days and weeks. Whenever he, thinks 

of their meeting his glowing emotions, are 
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extinguished by the effect of the infernal troubles 

he is living at home. 

Sámi could no more be patient the moments 

separating from meeting his love. He was always 

on time. When they finish with the library, they 

go the restaurant or the cafeteria. Sometimes, he 

accompanied her home. 

Sámi becomes satisfied of the harmony between 

his emotions and his ideas about art and culture. 

Their meeting allowed him to penetrate to the 
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depth of the French literature. The new ideas 

came in a style mixing fun and seriousness. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

18 

 

 One evening Sámi was stretching on his bed. He 

closed his eyes and started formulating images in 

a calm. Within his eyelids, different lights crept to 

give the images different forms. So, he flew back 

in the memories of the past. 

During the night, he could not sleep. He dipped 

in a sweet ecstasy, he never tasted before. He was 

relieved during the night by Mary’s whispers and 

his talk to her. He said to himself: “The 

imagination gives different shapes anew essence 

and a value.” His speech to Mary started 
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penetrating to his head. The art is the harmony 

between motions starting by the inactivity, the 

rhythm between the shapes, motions and images, 

is the secret of creativity. The artist’s choice for 

his topic reveals the nature of his personality. 

Isn’t the choice itself expressing the taste of the 

author? But the artist generates things which are 

forever. No, art can’t be restricted to choices of 

these topics but can be restricted to their 

formulation and their restrictiveness. The artist is 

obliged to create a new world coming from 

people’s admiration for him and his attractively. 

The artist is a social creature enabled with a 

genius allowing him to get out of himself and 

share the others’ lives. He owns the ability to take 

out his personality and put on the others’ 

personalities. His mixing with the others is the 

secret of its expansion and the spread of this 

genius is a force which precedes the present and 

foresees the societies of the future. Art wasn’t at 

first, but a mere conception in the mind of the 

artist. He continued his speech with Mary as if 

she were present. The artist can’t create, unless 

he imitates, the one who does not imitate can’t 

create. No, no the artist should find himself 

attracted to all what is virgin, never touched by 

any artist’s hand. His ideas swam very far. He 
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thought of his professor saying: “The artist’s 

work requires a kind of adventure, audacity and 

sacrifice, also, the ideas require continued efforts. 

The  execution and the implementation are the 

only yardstick for all inspiration. The artistic 

work is the fruit of the artist huge synthetic ability 

to organize dreams, ideas and forms and their 

molding into beautiful pictures suitable for the 

art line, yes it seems that the artist’s organization 

and skillfulness are determinant in any artistic 

production. He continued repeating Mary’s ideas 

inwardly: 

“Beware Sámi, never think that there is no 

relation between the artist and his artistic works. 

The artist is always pursued and followed by his 

works. The horizon is open to him to achieve his 

work then comes the execution to take the form of 

the creation and creativity, in which he relied 

only on himself. He focuses only on what he 

achieves and produces in this world. The artist 

can’t know his work in advance before the 

achievement of his work. His only reward is the 

pleasure of looking at his art. 

The artist becomes only artist only by work and 

the transfer of imagination to incentives and the 

dreams to simple shapes. He becomes like a 

spectator. The artist  moves from the planning to 
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work through a set of attempts associated with 

many a modifications and revisions. It is a 

productive stage including many risky attempts, 

revisions and hard work.  

These ideas awakened his emotions and dropped 

a blur of fear from his eyes to find himself as 

seen by his eyes. He regained confidence in 

himself from these thoughts. They revived in him 

his former boldness. He felt eager to writing. 

A plan was designed in Sámi’s mind and was 

waiting Mary’s signal to execute it. He continued 

repeating within himself Mary and the 

professor’s expressions. Then he realizes that 

what he was longing for a long time ago is the 

creation of a new work. He thought: 

“How is sweet  to write the kind of novel he was 

aspiring to publish instead of all the assay he 

wrote until now in which he collected many 

philosophical ideas. He has become proficient in 

the secrets of writing. How easy is the success! 

And how easy are its causes! 

Sámi woke up, he took some pages he already 

wrote, he tore them and threw them in the waste 

basket. He felt satisfied with this act. These ideas 

produced a big change in his mind. Without 

being able to identify what actually happens, he 

felt he is a new person like a person who has 
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removed a turban from his head. Now, he has 

become a new man with a conscious mind. A 

stream of light covered him. His body has become 

lighter than the autumn’s breeze. He whispered to 

himself: “Now I feel more inspired than before. 

He felt a happiness within himself he never felt 

before. 

He knew three weeks full of enthusiasm, ecstasy 

about the world of thoughts and the essence of 

art, he learned during this period more than what 

he learned during months of reading and 

attending lectures. He could now speak and 

participate with freedom. He could speak with 

Mary with familiarity and less mannerism. No 

one could interrupt him these  hours in which he 

was to complete his report. He was telling himself 

during these beautiful hours: “No one treated me 

so well as she did. No one helped with truth and 

sincerity as  she did. But a small impediment was 

occupying him. He was expecting the moment in 

which the madam would express her respect and 

affections for Mary.  

Sámi heaved a sigh for the first time. It is a 

month now, he never sees that gentle look of the 
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madam toward Mary. The surprise produced a 

big shock to him. 

She slowly approached him, she started looking at 

him then calls him smiling to have  the tea, she 

has prepared for him. She wanted to show him 

her affections towards Mary. An initiative he was 

about to take. 

She sat gently on the couch. She shrugged and 

looked absurdly at Sámi, a look of pity. Her 

features were showing calm and seriousness. 

While scrutinizing her, an idea jumped to him 

which makes his heart leap: “Do you think a 

miracle will happen this day particularly?” 

While his gestures were showing astonishment 

and perplexity, she was speaking to him as if she 

was speaking to her son. 

“You are more valuable than being a victim of a 

woman’s caprices.” She spoke fluently about 

different subjects then she said in a sharp voice 

that she will invite  him and Mary tomorrow 

Sunday for lunch. She insisted on him. 

I hope that you confirm the appointment. He 

looked at her restraining his breath, he could not 

believe his ears. He shouted dominated by 

happiness and surprise. He felt like kissing her 

and running away. He leapt from his place. He 
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thanked her smiling. An absurd feeling arouse in 

him. 

“How strange! She discovered the most hidden of 

his feelings.” By looking at her, he saw a new 

visage. All the anxiety has disappeared from her 

face at hearing Mary’s name. That anxiety was 

replaced by a pitiful look full of affection, that 

was enough to evoke ecstasy in his soul. He went 

out happily. 

“It’s time to get rid of all the old excitements.”  

His happiness was tremendous because of what 

he heard and because of the purity on her face, 

all of this dispersed his anxiety.” 

At nine o’clock on the next day, Sámi and Mary 

were on the exact date. Sámi waited while his 

heart was beating at the arrival of madam. She 

entered and welcomed Mary. After embracing her 

softly, she started speaking to her freely as if 

speaking to her daughter. Her voice acquired 

much warm and tenderness. The room widened 

more and more. Then the lady appeared in slim 

voice saying: “Lunch is ready.” 

Sámi was observing her gestures anxiously. He 

didn’t notice any sign of slander causing his 

anxiety. She moved in slow steps while she used 

to walk in quick steps. He looked from a time to 

another to her , he noticed a clear satisfaction 
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mixed with little emotions empty of excitement, 

like pure clouds which swayed for a moment then 

vanished in the horizon. 

Mary was smiling saying to herself: 

“I never saw her face with such purity or her 

gestures with such simplicity and calm.” 

Mary felt glad and found herself in a real party. 

Her face was brightened by the gentle rays 

coming from the window coloring with a beauty 

he never noticed before. 

Sámi said to himself:  

“How beautiful to see her with such serenity and 

happiness! Was it because of the purity of this 

day? Or was it because of the hot waves stemming 

from the old lady’s eyes which come to her with 

pity animating her and evoking a strange 

happiness within her. He continued: 

“Nothing is more exciting for the souls than their 

achievement for their wishes.” 

Sámi’s gratitude to her unexpected behavior was 

great. Madam’s face was shining with a gaiety 

and a continued smile. Sámi was happy of her 

behavior, she showed none of her former 

excitements. The wrinkles on her face appeared 

mixed with the characters of the old age. She 
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appeared beautiful when saying goodbye to Mary 

while embracing her with a smile. 

Sámi remembered his mother’s speech and 

addressed himself: 

“Oh, my mother if you were now close to me in a 

position of love, I would like to thank you on 

every word and every moment in which you gave 

me life. The moments I am living now are the 

presents of love you gave. Really, love is the song 

of the beautiful life and the source of real 

happiness when hearts agree and bodies embrace. 

He wondered: “Isn’t that love? Aren’t these its 

signs? Love has won, love has won my mother. 

During all the night, Sámi couldn’t sleep. He 

plunged in a sweet ecstasy, he never tasted before. 

All the previous obstacles have been removed. 

The causes of boredom and the blaming of 

consciousness have gone. The pure love appeared 

in its most beautiful shapes. 

 

20 

 

One day Sámi woke up to find himself at the same 

time happy and sad. He put on his clothes and 
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went out without objectives leaving himself to the 

will of destiny. 

He advanced to his postal box. His heart was 

shrinking. At the entrance of the building, he met 

a woman of beautiful appearances and elegant 

clothes. While he was scrutinizing her, the traits 

of his face became solid. He waited for her 

leaving. He couldn’t let himself go on scrutinize 

carefully the features of her face. He started 

looking everywhere in the lobby opening on the 

square of the building. In this quietude, he 

listened carefully to what he heard without 

understanding any word of it. Sámi was amazed 

because he noticed that the lady was absent-

minded. When she turned to him, she pushed 

cries and murmurs expressing perplexity. They 

were the first signs of amazement and trembling 

as a warning of danger. She was silent for a 

moment. She was looking for a logical 

explanation for what she read. 

Rays of anger came out of her eyes reflecting a 

slow in her space. She took out her eyes of the 

letter, then she murmured telling herself: 

“I am stupid. How did I ignore that? They 

exchanged confused looks. He said to himself; 

“The reading of the titles does not show the 

reality of the things. He avoided looking at her. 
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She went out rapidly as if she was hit by a stick 

on the head, fear and anxiety had dominated her. 

Sámi remained silent thinking: 

“I don’t know what is the secret behind the 

excitement happening to people at opening their 

postal boxes.’ He said to himself; “ Am I waiting 

for a white rose? A letter from a lover? Or black 

ideas calling for pessimism? How could I look 

deep in the feelings of those who stand in front of 

their postal boxes every morning. If were able to 

look at their hidden feelings with extraordinary 

eyes and see what is going in their souls. Few are 

those who find in their letters what make them 

satisfied or calm their nerves. That feeling which 

was dominating me the last time is the feeling of 

all the inhabitants of this bright city. He 

continued within himself; 

“You can go in the morning  or evening and feel 

pity for those who are opening their letters. 

Whenever you look, you will see they are afraid of 

comparing the present with the past. They become 

more scared if they consider the future. 

The letters come every morning! Can’t we stop 

writing? Can’t we wait and speculate our souls? 

The contemplation will be full of tears. Oh, this is 

now very far. If you return to the past, you will 
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see in the past life what is not found in the 

present life of today.” 

He read the letter quickly. He didn’t want to 

complete it. He was dominated by the feeling of 

sadness. He went up to his room. He informed the 

madam and went out quickly to where Mary is 

waiting for him. 

He walked next to her without telling her 

anything. She asked him anxiously, what is the 

matter with you? Can I help you? He was 

thinking very far. He answered her after a 

silence: 

“Well, we can have coffee together.’ 

They sat in the Bastille cafeteria. After a moment, 

he said: “Listen to me Mary.” He looked at her 

with signs of sadness on his face….”You know 

Mary how was my past life.” He was silent for a 

moment “I am with you now and I don’t like to 

cheat you. I know pretty well the cheating is the 

last thing I can do. When he was informing her 
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the news, tiredness overcame him. He couldn’t 

complete his speech. 

She answered him the surprise on her face: 

“Don’t worry Sámi, for your sake, I am ready to 

do any sacrifice or accept any request you want 

from me.” 

Sámi soliloquizes; “I am responsible for the 

whole situation. “The problem Mary is that you 

can’t do anything, myself, I ignore what I will I 

do. I finish my study and I have no hope to extend 

my study for the  military service . 

She answered with a silence: 

“You are destroying the most precious thing I 

have. You want to leave me forever. You want to 

leave me for another woman.” 

“Never Mary you know whom am I .I don’t have 

to confirm you the news again. It concerns my 

future.” 

She looked at him sadly and said with excitement: 

“I never thought our relation would have such a 

dramatic end. The tears were falling on her eyes. 

A wave of sorrow was dominating her. She 

continued: “I never imagined I would be defeated 
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that way. If I weren’t so attached to you, I 

wouldn’t mind.” 

Her voice was sad. She leaned at him blaming 

him. 

“God allowed you many advantages, you are of a 

handsome looking and kind behavior. I can’t 

bear your separation. You imprisoned me with 

your tenderness. After gaining her force, she 

continued with pity and anxiety.” 

“You know Sámi no one of us can bear living far 

from the other. I am aware of this a long time ago 

and every day, I become very convinced of it.” 

When Sámi thought of the unknown, of the 

hardships waiting for him, h e answered: 

“I hope I can overcome the crisis and remain in 

Paris. It’s better for me to return back now to my 

room.” 

Sámi chose the Bastille square. His nerves were 

collapsing of seeing Mary’s tears on her cheeks 

and the impressive words she said. A pity rose in 

his heart and felt a bitterness. 

He was feeling whenever he thinks that she does 

not know the reality and that he will leave her 

without justification. He said to himself: “Yes, 

she is right but what can we do? How can I 

relieve her? He remembered his friend Joseph. 

He thought: “Can he help me? Maybe Rymond 
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has particular relations with my country. He felt 

deeply in need for rest. 

He walked silently. The feeling of sadness 

overcame him. The city seemed as dark to him as 

a prison. He went in an alley deriving from the 

Bastille square. Finally, he heard the tune of a 

music mixed with dim songs from a Moroccan 

cafeteria. The bell was sad. The music becomes 

clearer the more he approached it. He shouted to 

himself: “How pleasant are these simple songs! 

When he listened to the music, it brought him his 

far east and his nostalgia of the past. It lessened 

his burdens and made him enjoy words of 

affection. Separated from his new paradise and 

overwhelmed by an enjoyable slackness, he tried 

to gather in his mind the words he heard from the 

song. It left in his memory an expression repeated 

in the song. He started repeating it; “Last night, 

last night, I was twenty.’ He continued walking 

until he reaches his room. 

He entered the door of the flat and when he 

reached the door of his room, he heard the noise 

of a door opening behind him. He turned to see 

the madam sad in black clothes. A deep pain was 

in her eyes. He said to himself: “I didn’t consider 

her very sensitive.’ Then he saw her eyes telling: 
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“Don’t go Sámi. Don’t go Sámi. Your stay means 

a lot to me.” 

Sámi tried to soothe her but couldn’t find to say 

except: “I will see the matter.” 

Before he got in his room, he noticed her bitter 

sadness as if she lost the dearest of her sons. 

He entered his room, stretched on his bed 

wearing his clothes. He closed his eyes; 

“What can I do? Can I change the matter? Then 

he zoomed away. 

Sámi couldn’t explain why all his thoughts have 

gone far away from the atmosphere of bliss he is 

living to find himself in the middle of his garden 

in his remote country. That garden which is 

crossed by a river where he is used to sit when he 

was small, dangling his legs in the water. A small 

alley went from the house to the river where a 

bridge stands and where a stream goes under the 

houses of the villages until the gardens with its 

transparent pure water under an umbrella of 

willows leaves. There is an alley inside the house 

between a wide garden full of fruitful trees, kinds 

of flowers were arranged at its side and on both 

sides of the fence climb branches of different 

colors. He continued his memories. 

In the morning, the villagers come from the 

western mountains. Carrying on their animals, 
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boxes of grapes and fig and buckets of pure milk 

packed in wooden boxes. One can hear their steps 

back and forth until the door is open gently. The 

woman put her buckets down sweeping her rose 

hands with their belt, greeting with naivety and 

respect. The traits of her face undulated by 

vivacity, empty of any sign of anxiety or 

bitterness, calling with her sharp voice: 

“Look at these ripe flowers and this fresh milk. 

Her wide eyes brightening and asking to barter 

her fruits with the village crops of wheat and 

potatoes. His mother comes slowly, her face 

shining with happiness. The smile is always on 

her face and the satisfaction on her lips. 

The milk seller started telling with innocence her 

skillfulness in dealing with fruits then she gets up 

bidding a farewell while mother is calling: 

“Let’s get in, your father should have gotten up, 

taking my hand looking at me with affection. All 

these memories almost mixed in him while he was 

rolling over his bed, considering the remote past, 

he couldn’t sleep.  

His ideas remained flying very far. He 

remembered his mother going back and forth , 
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the willows leaves dancing on their branches, 

shaken by the wind as if telling him: 

“Come back Sámi, come back to your eternal 

paradise.” 

He tried to forget all the love and emotions 

waving between his rips. He thought: “I can’t 

bear more than what I did.” 

He couldn’t identify what can he do? Mary’s 

image returned with her simplicity and humanity 

in front of him. Then, he changed his thinking to 

the madam: 

“Poor, how can she stay alone? Then he felt a 

strange disturbance causing him melancholy and 

boredom. He found it unusual to find that room 

empty.” 

The place appeared to him awful and desolate 

after finding life and warm in it. He was 

dominated by a strange feeling of dreadfulness, 

this day appeared to him as a jinx. 

Sámi spoke unceasingly to himself, the emotions 

throwing him from right to left. He remembered 

Ali and his unexpected trip. He remembered Ali’s 

wife. He continued ; 

“Every one of them regained his freedom to do as 

he wishes. How many times Ali’s wife caused me 

a problem by her attempting to attract me. She 

appeared to me in her most beautiful clothes. She 
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exaggerated in her elegance to tempt me. It was 

very shrewd to explain my position to her. She 

appeared to me everywhere but she never got a 

clear answer. I didn’t show her any interest. 

Whenever I saw her I imagine Ali standing in 

front of me blaming me for the companionship of 

his wife and how many times I was disappointed 

when Mary comes to find her supplicating me. I 

have to get rid of her gently by calling Mary and 

introducing her as my fiancée , as a convincing 

thing, then I have to apologize for Mary and 

blame myself. 

“I didn’t intend to hurt your feelings but the 

conditions sometimes oblige.” 

He stood abruptly, washed his face and went out 

quickly. He saw the street in front of him empty 

and calm. He went to Bastille square with slow 

steps. He was surprised to see Paris city with such 

calm. 

He said to himself: “This is the city I loved and 

preferred to all the cities of the world. This  is 

Paris where I settled many years ago. I walked on 

her pavements alone to crack my way through 

life.” 

While he was walking, he remembered all its 

landmarks as he saw them for the first time with 

its brightening lights and speedy movements and 
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beautiful museums. He remembered when he was 

wandering as he is doing now. He is walking now 

on the pavement. He remembered his first 

meeting with Adam. 

Perhaps I am facing a new adventure. He 

remembered his old rooms where he was sitting 

with Adam in the springs evenings experiencing 

the ordeal of life. He remembered his friends 

whom he met by chance, Yussuf, Rymon, Ali 

Lisa. Agnes, Mary and the madam. 

He felt a strong distress occupying his mind. He 

restricted his mind to make sure of what he 

acquired of culture, experience and expertise in 

the field of writing, things which change him and 

made of him a new personality. He felt satisfied. 

He continued walking and couldn’t believe that 

he walked all the distance which separates from 

Mary’s house. He saw from a distance Mary’s 

room and he remembered his last visit and their 

different meetings. He wondered if he could 

continue walking to avoid approaching her 

house. 

He imagined Mary in her rose room appearing 

with her tall stature, and her slim body 

welcoming him. She allowed him all the help and 
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affection she could do. She evoked in him the 

spirit of hope and ambition. 

He walked with slackness in Belford Saint 

Germain Dipper. Despite the fact that he saw 

many people he encountered in the street, his eyes 

didn’t respond to their looks. He turned left and 

felt satisfied when passed in front of the cafeteria 

“Les Deux Magots.” He remembered his different 

meetings with Mary. He looked at the cafeteria 

for a long time. He remembered many beautiful 

remembrances,  the scenes overlapped in his head 

to that extent that he could no more see the 

people staring at him. He felt depressed, he 

looked left and right, walking slowly from a side 

to another, crossing the street to the other side. 

He continued his way to his room. 

He sat on the chair, leaned on the table. He was 

exhausted. He said to himself: 

Mary is a great woman, she creates an 

atmosphere of tranquility and relief. Suddenly, he 

heard a noise, he sat correctly. He saw the 

madam advancing towards him in slow and quick 

steps. She knocked at the door gently and asked 
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him: “I hope I didn’t disturb you. I think you 

were asleep.’ 

No! 

I was expecting you awake, I brought you the 

journal and a little cake. If you want a cup of tea 

or coffee, you have to inform me. The water is 

still hot. She put the tray on the table and 

remained a moment looking at him with her 

anxious face, staring at him with pity and 

affection. 

It never happened to him to think that she would 

knock at him at this moment, showing him that 

affection and kindness. He wanted to tell “Don’t 

go with that haste madam.” He continued his 

thoughts: 

“I maybe wrong by informing her so early. I 

should have waited, maybe there would have been 

a change. However, the fact of not informing her, 

would be more distressing to her.” He thought: “I 

didn’t tell her but the truth and this doesn’t 

change anything and it is not the end of the 

world.” 

These ideas troubled his emotions, to consider 

himself as seen by his eyes. He imagined himself 

at the place of Mary who is suffering and who is 

confessing to him all the pains she is undergoing. 

These feelings made him regain the confidence in 
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himself for his good deed. The confidence didn’t 

prevent that afloat ideas. He felt a bitter 

desolation when he felt that he will go far away 

from the land he likes too much. He thought that 

he committed a big mistake by not speaking with 

Mary about the future and about what will 

happen in a case he is obliged to go back to his 

country. He continued: 

“I think it’s time to speak frankly with Mary. Why 

fleeing the reality? He was ashamed of these 

thoughts. He thought of Mary’s speech: 

“You are still a student, you don’t possess any 

penny. You have to forge your life and to gather a 

fortune, then come back to Paris to constitute a 

happy home.” 

He trembled of thinking. He felt that his ideas 

perplexed him. He said to himself: 

“I don’t have to let my emotions master me. 

Shave to enjoy them and control them. Avoiding 

pain can be only by ambitions as mother said. I 

have to take a position of a spectator from my 

soul. I am a man of a thorough growth. My ideas 

now are not my ideas in the past. 

Suddenly he felt the time is stopping. He saw an 

awful veiled image of the future. He said to 

himself: “What happen to you Sámi? You seem to 
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be of ill temper. The conflicting emotions were 

about to throw him down. 

How can he abandon Mary? It is very tough for 

her. He remembered her coldness when he was 

contemplating her next to him begging his 

tenderness. He blamed himself for his rudeness 

but also apologizes for himself because he tasted 

the same hardship. He will come back to Mary 

and begs her consent and tries to make her 

happy. She was more miserable and tired for my 

cause than I was myself. How wonderful girl is 

she! She was the gaiety of life. The food of the 

soul. How miserable am I today! I wish I didn’t 

meet you. He remembered Mary telling him: 

“Don’t leave  me Sámi, don’t leave me, I am 

thinking of you all the time. Your thought has 

overstrained me and turned me away from the 

study. Don’t punish me, I am carrying your love, 

but I see that you are right, the conditions are 

stronger than love. Perhaps, it was a stupidity of 

my part but I have no choice in what I did.” 

“Why didn’t I find anything to tell her? I only 

stood quietly, instead of throwing myself towards 

her to dissipate her anxiety. 

I realized the meaning of contradiction between 

my principle which I respect and to which I 

devote myself, and my new emotions. It’s better to 
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put an end to all of this and to escape the burden 

of this silence. I need a flexibility to succeed in 

hiding this paradox in my behavior. 

Sámi woke the next day, the sun was covering his 

room with its intermitted rays. The remembrances 

of yesterday started rising in his head. He tried to 

convince himself that the conditions in his 

country are the responsible of his anxiety and 

agitation. But this justification didn’t make him 

feel better and in vain tried to calm himself. 

He felt his life is missing something, sometimes, 

he thinks, it’s love and that love is not the passion 

he seeking  is to control. What was he seeking for, 

is the love which evokes the feeling of bliss and 

satisfaction which dominates with warm and 

quietude that the happiness generates. He 

continued thinking: 

“What’s the difference between love and passion? 

Is what Mary feeling to me is similar to what I am 

feeling to her? Suddenly he remembered his last 

meeting with Mary. I have become moderate in 

my feelings. Love is a sublime feeling but it’s not 

eternal. It often languishes and dies out with the 

days. What remains is only the intimacy and 

friendship between the lovers and the acceptance 

of the tendency of each one the other in order for 
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this intimacy to last,. The two persons should 

have common and similar thinking about life. 

Sámi considered the imminence of his travel and 

started imagining important projects to convince 

his government to find an opportunity to stay in 

Paris for a long time. 

He started thinking shrewdly to find a set 

arguments which would allow him to stay in the 

capital of knowledge and art. Remaining hopeful, 

has become difficult to him. He felt like a 

vagabond who does not know from and to where 

he is going. Despite his hope, he remembered 

Yussuf saying; “Do you know what is waiting you 

when you leave to that world which has become 

unknown to you?” 

He couldn’t understand what is happening to 

him. Everything is gloomy in Paris. He closed his 

eyes trying to suit himself with his previous life in 

his country: 

“My mother and my beloved brothers will receive 

me in their laps.’ 

He tried to remove a spiritual burden caused by 

his new life and from the rational speeches of his 

friends. He mobilized himself for activity. He 

jumped from his porch. He  removed the curtain, 
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opened the window. He breathed the warm of 

summer in one the hottest days of July. 

Sámi put on his jacket which was hung behind 

the door, attached its buttons. He went out of his 

room feeling the delusion of his ideas between his 

new life which captivated him and his ancient life 

to calls him to his roots: 

“I will think of everything and take the advice of 

my friends.” 

He was walking excited in the streets, he felt 

unexplained tenderness. The bell ring, Mary 

opened the door, Sámi took out his jacket and 

said: 

“The weather is hot!” 

Mary lifted her eyes showing a kind of 

agreement: 

“The weather is hot it’s nice to travel by train to 

the beach.’ 

Sámi kissed her gently: 

“I was walking now and thinking of you.’ 

Mary was trying to smile resorting to silence. Her 

voice was begging him to help her, to tell her a 

good news. She was listening carefully trying to 

hear something new. Her eyes were showing love 

a time and sadness another time. She was 
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contemplating his face, she stopped her breath 

and said: 

“I am afraid that I will remain alone when you 

travel. I don’t want you to move to any place. I 

know you are in a dilemma and have problems. I 

am afraid everything will be demolished. I don’t 

know what to do. Shall I love you or stop loving 

you? She said jokingly.” 

She smiled gently. He was showing apology and 

excitement. He sipped from the cup and said to 

himself: 

“Life is not going on the same rhythm. Mary is a 

wonderful woman. She didn’t blame me I see the 

sufferance in her eyes. She is having pity to me. 

Oh, my love what a purity! What a fineness. What 

chastity you are. No, I can’t answer your 

question. We can’t prevent what is going to 

happen. We are hapless. 

Mary inquired: “What are you thinking of ?” 

“No, nothing I have forgotten everything. I only 

want to remember you alone and for this I am 

thinking.” 

Mary has discovered during her first meetings 

with Sámi, his fine and crispy voice and his extra 

respect for her. Sámi thought: 

“Our love has tired out Mary! Mary her father 

was right. I shouldn’t have sown the hope in her 
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soul. This idea shook him. He felt a pain in his 

head. Nothing is steady except birth and death, 

apart from these, it depends on the conditions. 

Shall  I submit to the conditions or adapt them? 

Then started reciting some poetic verses to 

console himself.” 

Don’t regret what you can’t reach. 

Oh, that you return to your past days! 

He murmured these verses with excitement, then 

he added: 

“The best thing is the fact of not fearing life. We 

are together and we must remain together. He 

tried to relieve her then said goodbye and went 

out quickly. 

Her tenderness, her interest in my future and to 

every word I utter were a balsam to my injuries 

after the shock. Oh, if I were able to tell her a 

good news. Sometimes, we feel disabled and 

hopeless. 

 

 

21 

 

On Sunday morning of the last weeks of August, 

Sámi woke up with distress feeling that a new 

page of his life is beginning. He was attacked by a 

choking wave of sadness. He stayed for a moment 
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in his bed.  He remained three days ignoring the 

news of the unexpected disease of his mother and 

the necessity of his return to his country. He was 

filled with despair and regret. He remembered 

what Mary told him in the last meeting. 

“I think it’s high time to return to your country, I 

have never doubted that one day, you will return 

to your country. You have to face the reality.” 

He felt at same time happy and sad. He 

remembered the last letter of his mother; 

“I am certain of your return. We are waiting your 

return to us. He imagined his mother receiving 

him, her eyes shining with longing, crying with 

joy. She precipitated to hug him. They will remain 

hugging each other for a long time like thirsty 

person when drinking, their eyes full of tears. He 

put his head on his mother’s shoulder. He 

remembered the hot meeting at the front yard of 

the garden between the poplar and willows trees. 

They were chatting and exchanging speeches of 

longing. 

Sámi got up as if he were in a deep dream. He 

went to the kitchen. He prepared a cup of tea and 

said to himself: “I must travel.” He thought of 

Mary’s speech: “You are doing only what you are 
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required to do and your travel is not the end of 

the world.” 

Suddenly, he got rid of the jail of his ideas and of 

all what was repressed because of the bright ideas 

of Mary who is open minded. He shouted in his 

heart: 

“Now I feel I am living my reality.” 

Sámi gradually felt that Mary is escaping him by 

her body not by her soul. She will be absent by 

her slim stature but her soul will be traveling with 

him far in another unknown country. He felt that 

she is more realistic than him in speeches and 

has got more experience. His departure would be 

only an application for her ideas. Mary will 

remain a symbol of this nice land. 

He remembered silent while shaking the coffee. 

He remembered her saying: “I can’t travel with  

you even if I could. I don’t do because it is an 

extemporaneous act will lead to the impediment 

of your affairs while struggling in this life and 

serving the army. You have to pave your way in 

life and reach what you are aspiring for. We will 

speak later about that. Thinking of these matter 

was at the same time interesting and awful. 

When the farewell time comes the madam tears 

fell down. Mary hides her excitement, bites her 

lips and rests her shoulders on the stairs. A 
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silence prevailed, every one of them looked at the 

other. Their heads were undergoing the same 

pains. He stared at all the things around him, 

tables, bed, walls. He was bidding them a 

farewell. They remained alone after the madam 

turned back and went to the living room. 

May said: “It’s raining.” 

Mary turned around. Sámi kissed her many times 

and murmured: 

“Goodbye my love, my honest.” The light was 

shining on her face from the window. She looked 

at him. They lugged in one body. Without 

knowing what is going in her mind, she said: 

“Goodbye.’ Their eyes met again. 

The madam returned, she opened the living room, 

she took the tray and continued: 

“Goodbye Sámi. She was weeping, a mild odor of 

perfume emanated from her clothes. It reminds 

him of his mother and her grey clothes, she wears 

on Friday. Before she withdrew to her room, she 

closed the door and said: “I will leave you alone 

and she went beyond the lobby of the room. Sámi 

followed her with his eyes , her face was sad and 

perplexed. 

His ideas were interrupted by Mary’s voice: 

“Write to us don’t forget the correspondence.” 

She looked at him with sadness and despair. He 
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noticed in her look a brightness and humbleness 

mixed with perplexity. He  wondered about what 

is going in her mind. He noticed that she never 

noticed a girl looking at him with such innocence 

and satisfaction. She has forged of him a new 

creature. She has produced a tangible changes in 

his personality, although, he couldn’t identify the 

nature of that change. He felt freedom, 

rationality and consciousness. Now, he belonged 

to his new world. Life has removed him from his 

remote world without being able to know this new 

world. 

Sámi noticed that Mary is looking at him with 

love and tenderness. He turned his eyes to enjoy 

of her dreaming eyes, her simplicity and 

attraction. She sighed and said: 

“I traveled too much, and I preferred the travel 

whenever, I feel loneliness before knowing you. 

She stood and continued: 

“I think time has come, but at this time she 

turned her face from him. He trembled because 

he felt more than any time before that he is going 

to lose her. He is afraid that he will never meet 

her. He said goodbye to Mary and the madam, he 

felt blood rising in his cheeks looking lastly at her 

when approaching the door. His heart informed 

him of what is going on in their fancy. He 
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remembered a flood of emotions. He walked 

silently the pain crushing him. He threw a last 

glance at Mary while kissing her. 

“Farewell Mary, farewell madam.” 

Mary I would like you to continue with madam, 

with my mother, take care of her. When he 

reached the door ,he heard the voices of Hoseph 

and Rymond from behind the door. 

He got on the car, all the sweet memories woke 

up for him when he was passing through the 

streets of Paris, how many times he walked on 

their pavements. His heart beat with passion. He 

couldn’t bear their separation. He said to himself: 

“I will come back to this city. I will come back to 

you Paris if god wants.” 
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22 
 

 

After a month he spent in his country feeling 

loneliness, Sámi wrote a long letter to Mary in 

which he cited all the details of his new life, his 

ideas and emotions. 

Dear Mary; 

All the people I knew in the past are but ghosts to 

me in my new world. The last previous weeks 

were full of events, so, it was difficult to me to 

record my impressions about them. I would like to 

clarify to you that I felt more expatriation in my 

new world. I discovered that there is another 

person in my personality who has opened my eyes 

when I felt astonishment and doubt of the people 

around me. Their looks were enough to read 

clearly their impressions towards me. They were 

saying: “This man is strange. Is he aware of our 

existence? Why is he arrogant? 

I wanted from a time to another to enter in 

intricate matters, but finally, I remain silent and 

prefer listening. The speech we exchange is 

generally a formal and a moral speech which 

includes only expressions of compliments. It 

doesn’t contain the usual warm between friends, 

and because their dominant feeling is that I am a 
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foreigner, no strong relation unites us. It was 

difficult to find a common subject to treat. I felt 

disturbed by this heavy position. 

I wanted to gain the confidence of around me by 

all means. The most awful is to see yourself a 

foreigner in the eyes of those who were in the past 

friends, and we try to appear comfortable, they  

made me feel desolate and debased. 

I was trying hard to conform myself to the 

atmosphere of satisfaction dominating the 

attendance. I was tongue tired and distressed of 

fabricated excuses. 

At night I sat in the garden watching the moon 

light to purify my soul of the mixture of sadness 

and joy. The morning breeze penetrates gently 

through my window. My mother’s face features 

appeared coming with a lovely smile on her face 

as if she is discovering my secrets and a 

conspirator with me on hiding my emotions. I was 

telling my mother: “Life here ends up in 

displeasure and boredom.” Her answer was 

always soothing me: “Don’t think that, Sámi, you 

will end up in satisfaction and be used to our life, 

you see that you won’t regret your coming back to 

us. I felt I was suffering the complex of the artist 

and the man of the letters. Sometimes I am of a 

sharpened sensibility, dominated by happiness by 
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a simple matter, with no value, another time 

dominated by anxiety for a reason or another. I 

was confident that I see things in a way different 

from the way of simple people. I felt of strange 

phases and of confused ideas. Sometimes I see a 

selfishness in my acts suggesting my pride and 

arrogance, although I try to keep the decency and 

politeness in my speech with people. Despite all of 

that, I felt disturbed when in reality i felt different 

from the others, a difference which can’t 

understood or explained. I was trying to avoid 

this kind of thinking. 

But now after a month of my return, I look at 

things differently. I discovered that I gained 

much and lost much, not only what touched my 

behavior and thinking but also all what is related 

to my way of living and judging the affairs. 

I can’t hide you Mary that your words evoked 

optimism in my soul, courage and self 

confidence. I never felt happiness in a way like 

now when I am writing to you this letter. I am 

remembering our last meeting and my travel, I 

am remembering what you were saying. Your 
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image was always present in my mind. I never lost 

your image , I never tried to lose it in anyway. 

My kisses and regards to all friends. 

Yours sincerely Sámi. 

The clock of the living room rang at seven 

o’clock, Sámi opened his eyes still asleep. The 

weather was cold. He couldn’t get up because of 

the warm and laziness. 

Conflicting ideas clashed in his soul between 

despair and hope but one feeling remains clear to 

him. It was his ecstasy of his letter yesterday, 

after a short moment, he obliged himself to get 

up, after feeling warm and purity of the mind. He 

heard some voices in the next room. His mother’s 

voice came to him. 

“Come here, join us Sámi. He sat next to the 

radio. He was surrounded by a group of people 

from the village. A silent and a pain prevailed for 

a moment. His mother sighed, he wished he could 

express his feeling but the position hindered his 

tongue. He lifted his head after realizing from the 

effect of the speech that there is a particular thing 
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happening. The silence of his mother disturbed 

him. He said: 

“What’s up?” 

She looked at him with pity and said: 

“Everything is in its time my son.” 

What his mother said produced a strange feeling 

to him. She started murmuring in a clear voice. It 

seems that she was saying: “You shouldn’t have 

come. He saw her looking at him with interest 

and pity trying to reduce his excitement. 

Sámi noticed that there was a coming tempest 

blowing everything. He  tried to interrupt the 

silence: “All the life affairs are easy and 

difficult.” 

She said while opening the door: 

“The most pleasant thing is security. The best joy 

is the joy of the ends.” She went out without 

being answered then she entered carrying the 

blanket to arrange the bed. 

On the breakfast table, Sámi acquainted with two 

old ladies. One of them started saying: 

“In our youth life was easier .” then she started 

kidding noticing that Sámi followed her. He 

smiled to encourage her. He saw his sister Sara 

carrying the pot of coffee. He was silent and 

because the lady did a satisfying answer, she 

asked: “Is there any doubt in this?” she 
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continued: “We are living difficult days. It seems 

that the hereafter is close.” 

Then she said to her friend: “How difficult is the 

old age. Loneliness and sickness made me elder.” 

She answered her saying, all her teeth appeared: 

“With consent,  life would be pleasant. Let’s go 

my friend.’ 

They went out. 

Sámi was overwhelmed by a strange feeling of joy 

and distress. The old ladies’ speech affected him 

deeply. He remained alone. The excitement 

diminishes, the joy dominated him. Anxiety and 

fear vanished at remembering Mary lying next to 

the books gazing at him with her blue eyes. She 

smiled and took his hand between her hands 

pressing it gently. The emotion removed all his 

anxiety. Her sweet voice came to him: 

“Don’t you have anything to say?” 

Sámi realized that it was his first or perhaps his 

last love in this life. Despite their separation, he 

felt a strange feeling of satisfaction. He smiled of 

tenderness, his enthusiasm increases. He decided 

to return to his room and decided to write her a 

second letter. He waited to measure his words, 

then ideas followed in his head. He continued 
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writing with his wise style after gathering his 

courage: 

“I may perhaps not express what I want to say, 

but I assure you, don’t be deceived by two 

disputing people, whatever is the extent of their 

dispute, don’t be deceived by that. There is always 

a link uniting them which is not apparent. 

Each person has his own personality and his way 

of life, and we have to understand that 

personality before giving judgments at random. 

The peoples, although different from each other, 

are like the persons. Some people’s only concerns 

are the pleasure and the gathering of money 

whereas others are ready to scarify everything for 

the human work. So, we can understand the 

others position and responses when we put 

ourselves in their places. Whenever we go far, we 

discover that the appearance is not the reality. 

The reason for that is the fact that man looks at 

his brother man from prejudgments and the 

outcome of the old days and years. 

I think that man, if he has the opportunity to that, 

can learn the life style of each  of the peoples on 

earth. Man is a continuous reaction of his 

environment and can imagine himself in one of 

the imaginary worlds. When learning speeches 

and languages, we are taking from the human 
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patrimony. We are growing in a general 

atmosphere of friendship and imitation. There 

are no superior ethnics or inferior ethnics. The 

backwardness’ causes are not the inferiority of 

the ethnic but they are environmental and 

historical causes, because societies exist and 

disappear in the world. Many civilizations 

disappear in the east and west, each one of them 

was carrying the patrimony and the thinking of 

its time. 

I assure you that the writer is occupied by moving 

from an idea to another of the ancient ideas 

which attack him. He won’t let himself see the 

abstract reality and for that reason, he doesn’t 

give any interest to any subject, unless, he 

experiences it and knows it perfectly. 

The coexistence creates familiarity and sharpens 

the mind. I assure you that the one who 

experienced this would be more likely to 

understand what I told you than the one who 

didn’t experience it, even if he tries hard to 

imagine it. 

The writers and artists wherever they are on earth 

can bring people much good and much evil. I 
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wonder how great and how dangerous is the 

responsibility put on their backs. 

I always thought, I don’t know why, that if man 

faces a man from the other world, he certainly 

would feel homesickness and doubt appearing on 

his eyes and for this, the alienation I felt during 

my last weeks is like the feeling of someone of a 

sin he didn’t commit. It is like the excitement of 

someone waiting for the storm but doesn’t know 

from where it will come and sooner these 

excitements vanish. A short time later, he 

discovers little by little the secret of the other 

person’s life, until he sees himself coming 

gradually to understand the behavior and 

sympathizes with him and the desire to discover 

his affairs. Do you know Mary what does that 

mean to me? I always think I am the person who 

doesn’t interest anyone. Before, when I enter a 

shop or a cafeteria in the village, the customers, 

and the workers came to me. All of them knew 

me. I was the young man that every worker must 

know and shows affection to. My exaltation and 

my pride made me give them lavishly. I have an 

instinctive intelligence and a natural gift in 

observing people’s movements around me. 

People here are  always smiling, even if they are 

hiding pain and bitterness. The poor are satisfied 
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with their lives and waiting for a miracle that 

would carry them. They don’t admire the riches 

but they flatter them. They court anyone who 

acknowledge their existence, their humanity and 

smile to them. They try to overwhelm them by real 

happiness, by their acts and feelings toward them. 

The east land must bring every day a new 

surprise, many people who see me alone without 

work strolling in the fields or the markets going 

and coming home, would consider me a prey of 

weariness and boredom. I was reading in their 

eyes that it was their duty to change speeches with 

me in order to relieve me from my loneliness and 

despair. Despite this, my loneliness helps me to 

think deeply of what is around me and to 

contemplate people’s lives and the atmosphere of 

the village. 

In the past the poor appeared in their reality with 

their modest clothes and the riches embellished 

by clothes showing their wealth and grandeur, 

but today the poor disguise their misery in nice 

clothes, a thing I never knew before. 

It has difficult now for any person contemplating 

a man walking in the alleys of the village to know 

whether he belongs to a class or to another. He 
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walks without stinginess satisfied of his part and 

sure of his share tomorrow. 

The woman here in the village is the master of the 

house and its queen. The sons are more attached 

to their mother than their father. 

The woman here endures much with her 

husband. She has to show joy in his presence, 

even if it’s hard for her. She is saddened by what 

makes him sad, even if it might pleases her. She is 

like his younger sister. She is satisfied of 

whatever he gives her and must show satisfaction. 

She helps him and bears his bad behavior and his 

decreasing virtue. She rarely blames him of she 

disapproves of him or he disapproves of her. She 

protects him in his absence. 

What is paradoxical is that man here strives to 

achieve his wishes but the woman drives him to 

do so and she sometimes pays the price. The 

sterile woman here does not have a chance 

because selfishness convinces some men that the 

children are the treasure of life. The woman here 

is a person of a value nut her value is limited to 

her motherhood, this was painful to me but also, 

it evokes warm in me. 

What is requested from a woman here is to be a 

mother. Her motherhood emancipates her. The 

mother is a relief for sadness. She is the strength 
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for the weakness. She is the source of life. 

Generations have inherited good qualities and 

psychological handicaps one from another. They 

have become inherent characteristics in man 

here, a man who is avoid of them is considered 

incomplete and unlucky. I have noticed the 

decrease of these affairs among young educated 

men. There is still a trace of it in their souls. I am 

sure that the day will come when this ghost 

disappear because it is languishing with the days 

until it is masked and thrown away in the abyss of 

the past. 

The sun disappeared behind the horizon. He saw 

a shining star through the clouds. The twilight 

filled the sky. I know that light will follow 

darkness and will remove the old ideas. Can we 

remain resisting in the night prison until we go to 

the daylight? I am like an ophthalmic who tries 

tom remove the blur but he can’t. 

On, my table, my ideas start running towards you, 

my lightening star. Ideas which are sometimes 

happy and sometimes sad. In the hope that fate 

responds to us and that comes the day in which I 

will be next to you, because when I am next to 

you I can let my soul fly in your protection in the 

world of thoughts. Your love made me the 

happiest and the saddest man. I need tranquility 
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in life. Can this be achieved with our relation and 

our love? 

Your presence in my memory added much to my 

happiness and made me fly in the world of 

imagination filled with great hopes. Love, my 

dear is the conformity of feelings, the mixture of 

nature. Love is not a transient pleasure orientated 

by the youth feelings. Love is the virtue and the 

feeling of the eternal human beauty. It is the 

beautiful song of life and the humankind source 

of happiness. We have to strive for the 

understanding between the humankind, until love 

triumphs and faces the sadness and the 

rottenness of sick hearts. I am still longing for a 

beautiful future in which we live together, not 

separated by time or hindered by the causes of 

divergence and distance. 

Transmit my regards and my love to all of those 

who remind me of the happy days to madam who 

surrounded me with warm and care, to your 

parents, to your sisters and all the friends. 

After a week I  will join the military service and 

will carry with me your photo which you gave me, 

to remember you all the time. I will keep it in my 

pocket, so that it lives with me. I beg your pardon 

for every mistake I did. I will be remembering you 

until fate allows our meeting, my meeting to the 
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dearest creature I have known. Your photo will be 

a balsam to my hurts and if it happens that I 

disappear forever, complete my love to all of those 

we have known, to madam to all the people and 

the  love word would lift me high to the paradise 

and would plead for me in front of the people. 

Until then, I wish  you a bright future and a 

happy life. God will be with us. Goodbye. 

Mary also wrote many letters but they were very 

concise. In the last letter she wrote: 

“You will see one day that your act was right. We 

have to be satisfied of what the destiny brought 

us. My dear friend Sámi I thought deeply and 

continually that your decision was right. In the 

morning when I received your kind letter, I 

remained for a moment thinking of its words and 

expressions. I remember those pleasant days and 

hours, we lived together, longing for great hopes 

and dreams. These remembrances accompanied 

me everywhere. I know that you remember them 

and be effected by them. I felt your emotions 

between the lines. 

After your departure, I walked on the Saint River. 

For the first time, the streets appeared sad, as if 

all my feelings have wanted to hide themselves. 

And when I sat reading in the library, I see your 

image in the page, I am trying hard to read. 
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Sometimes, the tears fell without reason and I 

become unable to gather my ideas. The tones and 

accent of your nice speech are presented to me in 

the quiet silence. You throw an eastern song on 

me. I close my eyes, repeated it for myself to be 

relieved. 

The conditions have wanted our separations but I 

hope that you will be back to us after tracing your 

way in life. I will be very glad of it. But now I am 

better than the days of your departure. I will read 

carefully the essays you sent me. I am confident 

they will be wonderful like all your writings. I 

can’t express my feeling, I am in love with you 

and I will remain faithful to the memory of the 

young man I met on the Bonton pavement. 

Love. 

Mary. 

Sámi continued his writings for many times and 

times, before he enrolled in the army. But when 

he was writing his last letter, he felt that his love 

has languished. After a moment, he repeated to 

himself: “The farness may cause coldness in our 
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relation, maybe, I did well by my arrival. 

Remembrances of Mary still worry him. 

Moments passed in which he couldn’t sleep 

because of Mary’s love. He wondered: 

“Why do I suffer? Can’t another woman bring 

me what I lost? Is Mary the only woman who can 

give me love? He was answering himself: “Yes, 

she is only one who possessed my feeling, my 

respect. She was intelligent, careful to 

everything.”  But the unknown future was 

dominating his thoughts. 

Mary remained present in his mind especially at 

the moments of boredom and despair in her slim 

stature calling him with her nice words, but Sámi 

was neglecting these thoughts and trying to forget 

them, but her remembrances haunted him, 

mainly at difficulties, she was a refuge to which 

he escaped to get the gaiety, Mary offered him 

when he was next to her. 

Before being carried by the soldiers vehicles, 

many ideas and scenes from the past preoccupied 
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his mind and what comes to him most is May’s 

expression: 

“Don’t forget to speak in details about your life in 

your letters and tell me about the time of your 

arrival if god wants.” 

Emotions run up in his mind as the beautiful 

scenes of his country, run in front of his eyes. He 

remembered Mary Madam and all his friends. He 

thought of the strangeness of his coming back 

from the remote land. The hope induces him that 

he will be back again to the city of light, his lost 

paradise to profit of what the city offered him of 

tenderness, thoughts and happiness by meeting 

Mary. 

Ideas followed in his head. He flew in high 

imagination full of great hopes, like an 

ophthalmic trying in vain to remove the blur from 

his eyes. He murmured to himself: “I recited the 

Arabic Island poetry and the western arts and I 

am still standing not seeing because of the black 

darkness, but a ray of a slight hope. I sleep 

without light, without hope, without promise. 

His ideas were organized in his head, echoing in 

his soul like a sad bird trying to fly freely in the 

fields and valleys. While the wind scorched his 

head, ideas appeared in his soul, ideas that 

haunted him, beautiful images from the remote 
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past expressing the finest feeling: “War evokes 

disgust, man engaged in it when he find himself 

besieged and he will accept easily to lose it and 

this is the problem. He remembered Lisa saying: 

“Whole civilizations went to the abyss, war, 

ignorance might vanish if man has a wisdom and 

high decency. He remembered the tender face of 

his mother looking at him with affection and pity. 

Her lips were moving imploring god to bring her 

back her son. He was soothing and calming her. 

 

 

 

 
 

The vehicle continued moving slowly in the 

muddy streets. He was looking curiously and 
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changed his pale face to the fields. He imagined 

that he was walking on a rope stretched in the 

horizon space, from a distance, appear the dunes, 

the clouds and the trees. He closed his eyes and 

was absorbed in his thoughts, plunging in 

another world, going from despair and vacuum to 

adventure. He sighed and said to himself: “You 

my soul, you are going slowly to naught, wait and 

don’t hasten, a saying he recited. He started 

murmuring unconsciously a verse from the 

coran: “Our Lord in thee do we trust, and repent, 

to thee is our final return.” 

 

He could only hear the voice of the car moving 

and the soldiers singing. He submitted to the wish 
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of destiny plying with him without being able to 

resist. 

The villagers were waving at him bidding him a 

farewell until they disappear from his eyes. 

(Finish.) 
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	As soon as David heard Sami’s answer, he burst into laughter and followed it in a fine voice: “Thank you…thank you”
	Sami said to himself: “I must confess that my reasoning was right I had to answer David with precaution. I spent a long time looking for lodging and finally I found a room in the Latin Quarter, on the street of ‘Saint Jack’, near the Sorbonne Universi...
	Despite that Sami was perplexed and busy thinking, his companionship for David since the morning made him acquire many things. He was fascinated by the Parisian lights and life and wished in his insight to stay very long
	.
	The two friends entered in a restaurant full of life, its roofs were very high; and very old paintings were highly hung on its walls.
	Sami was not aware of himself until he was sitting next to the table, without knowing how he came, while the moonlight rays were entering from one of the windows.
	Sami looked at the students around him: “They are from different nationalities” and said to himself: “Certainly there're students who came from the East. He stopped for a moment then he was able to see students around him. One of them particularly att...
	“Welcome David – how are you?’
	“Welcome Joseph – a long time ago.”
	“Why don’t you come to the university campus, but rarely?”
	“You know the conditions and the lodging …”
	“I introduce to you my brother Sami, a new student who wants to enroll at the university.
	“You are welcome-you are welcome”
	Sami looked at Joseph and one idea jumped to his mind: “It is he and his alike that deserve to be students. He has a scholarship from his country. He has only to have a lodging clothing and restaurant, as for me I may find the agreement of the scholar...
	“When did you come to Paris?’
	“One month ago.”
	“Will you stay for a long time in Paris?”
	In reality, Sami was not able to answer the question because it is useless and precocious.
	The utensils were crackling when the students were moving them on the table and the sounds of the spoons and knives clacking dominated those of the students.
	At this moment Sami thought to ask Joseph about his conditions because he might help him to stay in Paris, he looked at him and he felt a cold chill moving in his body, he stopped breathing and the color of his face reddens.
	“Would you mind if ask if you live alone here. When did you come to Paris?
	Joseph replied in a confident tone, told every thing in order and proposed him a visit to introduce him to new friends.
	Sami accepted and they agreed on the visit then. Joseph asked David; “And you, will you visit us …?” He looked in Sami’s eyes: “You can lead him to us”
	At this moment, David was laughing and thinking about this strange meeting. He thought of yesterday when he was alone without a friend…and now he is sitting in front of an old friend …What a nice thing! Tonight he will sleep deeply without fear.
	At night, on the next day, David woke up from his deep sleep. The sleep has dominated him feeling a vitality moving through his body. His face started shining with joy. He was pleased to see himself surrounded with care. He thought for a moment and wo...
	While he was lying back for a moment Sami woke up on the odor of the smoke and said to David in a low voice.
	“Good morning’
	“Good morning, let’s get up. We are late!”
	Sami stands up from his bed and lifted the curtain, and so, entered the sun rays and appeared the roofs of old buildings.
	“Would you like to eat? We drink the coffee then go to the restaurant”
	David nodded to show his agreement.
	Sami went out washed his face and gave David a small handkerchief, a shirt and underclothes. He opened his small case and pointed to its content: “What would you like to wear…? Choose what suits you. We are brothers. “
	‘No need, thank you". Then he resorted to a silence of shyness.
	After they drank coffee in a hurry, they went through a narrow empty passage leading to a very brown stairway as if it were cleaned with shining oil.
	“David murmured in a low voice: “This room is special for the students, the servants and the old men …Life obliges them to live here, not in the special flats” Then he shook his head and murmured in a low voice: “The hardships of life are the old age ...
	“Don’t speak up …Get down quickly I don’t want any one to see you …Do you know the reason?
	David smiled perplexedly.
	“Ok …ok…and he found himself on the floor with a tempest of thoughts blowing in his head.
	They continued walking on the pavement, David was very happy. His eyes appeared as if they were smiling. The world seemed to him as if different from the previous days. He tried to remember his memories and feelings; the days before when he walked alo...
	He wished he would go over all the streets with Sami.
	In the afternoon they entered one of Latin restaurant in the Latin Quarter. The two friends sat next to the table. That day was Sunday and the students' restaurant was closed. Suddenly appeared the waiter; “What would you like?" And he gave them the menu
	At that moment when the waiter was carrying food and drinks, David looked through the window which stands behind Sami overlooking a small street frequented by tourists where are many small restaurants and where a group of people were standing next to ...
	David was in Paris for one year, he visited this kind of restaurant only once. It was one week ago, during his first meeting with Sami in the same quarter.
	Sami asked him interrupting his ideas:
	“How far is the university campus from here?”
	“Not far, just few kilometers, didn’t you go to it?”
	“Yes; but it was during night time and I could not estimate the distance in the metro"
	Suddenly, rain fell forming small streams behind the windows. The lightening flashed in the middle of the sky. It attacked the restaurant with trembling lights engendering fear. People gathered in numbers in front of the cinema opposite to the restaur...
	The two friends discussed different subjects. But, looking for jobs was what preoccupied David. He narrates all his misfortunes after losing his money, how he could not find a permanent job and how he was each time obliged to leave his job.
	He followed: “You know, Sami, life is simply a matter of luck, and I am unlucky.” He continued: “Man has to die if he felt solitude and leisure.”
	“Life is a forest full of surprises. No one can guess what will happen?”
	Sami added: “Unhappy surprises come to those who do not act in the right way".
	“Reason brings luck, relieves in the expatriation, teaches the unknown and acquires friends”
	David whispered: “Don’t you see that possessing wealth and beauty is only a kind of luck and chance?”
	Sami whispered gently: “No, I don’t mean luck and chance, but the confidence residing behind them…I am not sure you understood me. Health and beauty can not bring happiness and they might bring misfortune. The unlucky one is the one who does not feel ...
	“But this statement can be contradictory to us”
	Sami stands up:
	“This is the reality, David, it might be better for us to remain like this… Who knows? The conditions we are living today make us interdependent, living in tenacity and solidarity, what is important is that the conditions don’t let us feel disappointe...
	He gently smiled: “It seems that life hears our voices, so it turns its back to those who curse it and it opens its arms to those who love it and love all people. Love opens the doors of luck and closes the doors of misfortune and failure” Expressions...
	“This matter does not apply to me, my nature is different from yours” David said so, feeling unsatisfied and a little bit tired.
	“Happiness is the most mysterious and expensive thing”
	Sami chatted with him for a while to relieve him, but in vain he was tossing in a dilemma. David shook his head and smiled as if he were apologizing for what he said; “What you said, Sami, is half right”
	“What I said is my personal opinion. We are mankind; no one knows the truth except God”
	David’s traits opened up of delight, he spoke highly to Sami: “You laugh with spontaneity and truth but I tend to sadness and it is my big defect”
	“It is also my defect, but I hide it with laughter…Come on, David, it is passing like a summer cloud. We will cooperate in every thing. I have a sum of money which will suffice us for a year, and then we can find a solution. Also I have a promise for ...
	“But this is your money; I don’t like to be a burden on you”
	“Even though, it does not matter, life is giving and taking. The oil in the dough is never lost”
	Sami’s room was isolated. It had two small windows opening on the pavement extending from the Pantheon Square. Opposite to the door, few steps, away stands the university campus.
	Sami opened the small window, sat on a chair next to a small table. There was a small lamp and, next to the window, he put a small iron bed.
	The guest’s eyes opened whispering while looking through the window. The street was empty and the rain started falling in small drizzles. The silence prevailed, no more sounds were heard from outside.
	David sat on a bed and started speaking: “A month ago …during a night and wearing the same coat which was wet. I was shrinking when I was walking alone…A dog scared me when he was lagging behind his owner, I escaped to a small alley. Cold and loneline...
	Sami interrupted him: “Weren’t you able to be acquainted with someone with him you could sleep that night".
	David daren’t answer…He felt a pang. He shook his head which was ached by the remembrances “I was about to die of cold until I come to live temporarily in the campus”.
	Sami sighed. The moon disappeared. It is becoming very cold. It is time to sleep. David answered while trembling: “I can't remember this story without trembling". Sami closed the window making a small noise and they slept.
	(3)
	It was on Saturday evening at eight, when Sami arrived in Joseph’s house which was occupying a quiet place reserved to students in north Paris. The one entering the building must, if he wanted or not, be acquainted with all the announcements related t...
	“Welcome …welcome young men”
	It was obvious that Sami was astonished when he saw the drinks on the table, then he thought for a moment: “What is happening?”
	A little after, his astonishment was complete when Joseph said: “Frankly speaking, last night I drank a little".
	Sami stared and saw another porcelain on the small table in front of him as he saw some broken glasses. Joseph stood up very gently and poured a half glass of beer for him.
	“Thank you very much I don’t drink beer".
	“Sorry, you want a cola or a juice?”
	“I want, if there is, a cup of juice”.
	Sami resorted to a silence showing his dignity. He was compelled to answer many questions; even though, his answers were sometimes hesitating. He participated in all discussions, agreeing, and showing that he is happy and pleased with all what they said.
	Sami said to himself: “Joseph is a very intelligent person, I must confess this, why don’t benefit from his experience and his relations! Then, he looked at the others. Those also are helpful; with them, I feel quiet and safe. Many ideas sprang into h...
	The professor continued his speech knocking his pipe: “Amazing! Whenever I ask you about a thing you deny it very quickly".
	We have to confess that the professor's ideas were right but he couldn’t achieve what he wanted to. He had to answer many questions, sometimes very briefly.
	At this moment, Joseph was loudly laughing, thinking of this strange chance. He thought that the professor was always quiet in the previous meetings, but suddenly, he started to speak with all the presence; may be the coming of Sami made him have a qu...
	The lamps were lightening the streets behind. The moon was sending his silver rays on the garden trees. Sami was absorbed listening, making sure not to miss any word of what the professor said. Then he changed his seat and shrugged as if he felt a col...
	The discussion was about politics, culture, literature, arts and other subjects
	Suddenly an idea attacked Sami’s mind: “The professor speaks fluently and expresses his ideas in a quiet way and without mannerism".
	At nine all the presence left the living room and went to the dining room, there was a low music. Suddenly all the faces glimmered and the ads which were embellishing the walls moved like snakes dancing on the music rhythm.
	The guests continued their speech while eating. Joseph said “Your opinion, Professor, is interesting and funny but it is different from what we know. No one said such things before, it seems that I have heard them for the first time". He continued: “E...
	The professor answers: “Well, what can prove that what you said actually happened?
	“There is some one who can prove it". He started speaking good French in full confidence “The matter is that I am presenting to you our opinions which you do not receive in the way we perceived. We are living these things and we daily follow them. We ...
	The professor sat in straight way, and the signs of happiness appeared on his face; “Yes! Yes! Yes! That’s possible, more than possible I agree with you. It is the first time I argue with people from your country of such high level.”
	“Yes …yes…” lifting his head thinking: “Maybe, he was discouraged by such ideas. But they are ideas that each person can imagine. But why these ideas do not contain a reality. Then, he thought deeply: “The origin of misunderstanding between people can...
	Joseph added "We could not, after long years of discussions, about thought and culture, come to a way of determining how the culture works to orientate our behavior and to determine our behavior choices and our intellectual and nervous responses.”
	Rymond added asking: “Do you think the traditional ways of thought and behavior can be traced back to the economical and social relationships in real life? Or do think these ways are completely independent, the reactionary problematic conceives Man as...
	The professor moved his pipe trying to organize his opinions; he looked at Joseph and felt that his small eyes were scrutinizing him. He looked up. He drew on his pipe and turned to Rymond.
	“Culture is splendid and huge. I have thought very hard to deduce new ideas to include them to my research. I have come to the fact that culture is the result of a network of social relationships. It is within man and the behavior he issued; and not t...
	Joseph answered: “What you have reached is great; but we have to think about the stability function of culture because of the pressure of the communication that the societies undergo which leads to a state of unrest and luck of confidence.”
	The focus on the function of the stability of culture gives an unclear vision about culture and society. The stability is a phenomenon whereas culture is a style of life reflected in the acts of the individuals". He finished his speech "I agree with y...
	Sami added smiling: “The relief we were looking for is conditioned by the ability of any society to deal with these pressures in a smart and creative way. It is a big bet. The coming changes, we heard about, might be for the profit of man, when we rem...
	When Lisa came, she stands at the door, she greeted everyone, she stood next to the light with care and precaution, she started speaking about the weather then she looked at the professor.
	“The happiest period of man’s life is, without doubt, the period of study and that of childhood". While she was expressing her feelings, the attendance went into silence. She looked everywhere in the room checking the stuff she knew before and wonderi...
	When she was thinking, absent-minded, she remembered the sickness of her mother and her life in the narrow room situated on the other side of the bank her rural house; that rural life full of sacrifices.
	She gets up suddenly after remembering an awful scene. She said to herself: “My new life with Joseph is different from my past life. I want to have a new life. Why should I be sad? I have the right to be happy". Then she murmured in an unclear voice, ...
	The dinner was good, even excellent and Rymond  spoke in a funny way. "Lisa has a peculiar taste". Lisa expresses her happiness to hear those kind feelings.
	All the attendance were sitting to have dinner while chatting and kidding without reservation of the professor’s presence. Joseph who had a bright mind understood the vivacity of the French people; he started speaking about the French kitchen and thei...
	Sami was busy eating smiling from time to another. Then he said to himself: “Joseph is an intelligent person. He directs the speech very well. It is a wonderful and just image of him. The way he speaks shows an experience, a culture and a confidence” ...
	Sami knew that he was not alone this morning and now he is happy at Joseph He put his elbows on the table and took his head between his hands when he made sure that Joseph completed his speech, he laughed in a muffled way and said: “Thank you for the ...
	There is still a hope in front of him to stay in a place and to live happily if he met the chance to have a lady like Lisa and to have little money.
	Sami left the house to begin his stroll again. He gets off the metro and walks to Bell Ford Saint Germain’s.  He met two of his acquaintances among the students. He stood for awhile to chat with them. They asked about his news and looked at him with t...
	Sami bid the young men a farewell and left to the Latin Quarter, he turned right to enter an alley deriving from “Saint Michel” Street where young men and women stood in front of restaurants. He was hearing many voices; people bidding farewell to each...
	He went through the Notre Dame Bridge; he looked at the Seine River. The rain drops formed a circle which vanished very soon. He continued his way, anxiety was choking him. He stopped scared for a moment then continued his thoughts: “No, I don’t need ...
	He continued his way excited then he stood at the bus station, remembering the discussions at Joseph and the sweetness of Lisa and he remembered in that meeting that he was avoiding looking at Lisa as a lover.
	Despite what he noticed of her beauty and elegance, he remembered the wisdom of his mother “Man can imagine the happiness but the woman leads him to it” and soon he perceives how he was careful to respect the feeling of his friend and the general tast...
	He continued walking in Saint Donie, frightened. He saw a love seller, as we call them, on the right side of the pavement. She winked at him; he approached and started speaking with her: “Bon soir mademoiselle". He remembered at the moment the experie...
	Sami continued his way and saw one of them sitting in a sub-alley at the edge of the stairway holding her red lips, calm without excitement. He said to himself: “She is apparently beautiful; her physical presence seems without life. If she had a simpl...
	The artist is aspiring for reputation and the respect helps him to continue; but isn’t failure the director of arts sometimes. The Freudians assume that the failures of the artist are of a sexual origin. He continued his thoughts “Whatever it is, the...
	He went far away from the girl murmuring to himself: “She deserves tenderness, wasn’t it possible for all of those who live this kind of life to find a regular life? Or have they chosen to live and to entertain. But what does all of that mean…Aren’t y...
	He got in his room and went to the window. He smiled stupidly, which later, changed to a pang in his chest. He frowned, he wished to fly to another country and not come again. He remembered one of the young men saying: “If you want to succeed, you hav...
	After his tossing in his bed, he dived in a sweet ecstasy. He was relieved this night by the whispering of his old ideas and remained listening to these internal voices which soothed him and which came from the past. He did not know if they were a jud...
	(4)
	On Sunday evening during the month of November, Sami went to Joseph 's house accepting his second invitation. He heard some voices before Lisa opened the door to him, while he was greeting her; some ideas jumped to his head. Oh, how is he deadly in ne...
	The attendance continued their speech. He turned around him he saw faces he knew: Rymond, Anis, Ali and others. He wanted to say a word he was thinking about but the words lacked him. His friend immediately said: “Philosophy is in need of sub-hypothes...
	Rymond interrupted him with an expression for Pascal:
	“If we look deeply at the scope of our body which sinks in the unlimited space, in the universe which I ignore and which ignores me, I feel horror and astonishment to see myself here, not there, because nothing justifies the fact that I am here, not t...
	Lisa interrupted him: “We know that there is infinity but we do not know its essence. Is there an essential reality? We saw many things which are not reality in themselves. We know the existence of the unlimited and its essence because we are like it ...
	Sami started moving his look secretly between the girls. Lisa was the most attractive, as for the others, their beauty was ordinary. The dim light of the lamp with the music sounds filled the atmosphere with warm and joy. Sami said to himself: “How is...
	Suddenly Anis asked for permission and went to the piano to play some musical sections which were difficult for the silent group. Rymond liked the music but he could not find a sweet melody, he noticed that there was no harmony with the inviters. He b...
	Rymond  continued looking with his eyes, he tries to smile. He muttered an expression, a given grief, then looked left and right and tried to keep his kind temper.
	The attendance applauded at the end of the play. Anis smiled widely and muttered about the flatteries then she took her seat courageously at the edge of the table. While Joseph was serving food, Lisa was moving round the table carrying a dish containi...
	He was sorry for his repeated visits for Joseph and said to himself "The one who visits too much would be less cheerful".
	He stood up sluggishly and went quickly to the door bidding farewell to the presence. He went down the stairs and walked the street, absent minded, looking for sympathy, and looking for a familiar face, for a friend to relieve him. He turned his eyes ...
	The man turned to Sami and he was surprised to notice that he was completely ugly, an inherent ugliness. The look brought him sadness. He smiled while moving far from him, and then said to himself “Your smiling for an ugly person is a better proof of ...
	He stretched on his bed wearing his clothes and tried, to flashback the interrelated scenes which circulate in his mind asking himself "Didn’t one of the artists live the life of the vagabond?" He started searching in his mind to find a support of wha...
	On the next day, Sami went to Luxemburg Park. He tried to speak with a girl with whom he was acquainted at the Language Institute, he proposed to her to accompany him to the cinema. She refused his proposal saying: “No, I don’t have time, I have an im...
	He was excited and nervous. He had a serious wish to have someone to accompany him to the cinema. He felt that he was about to taste something delicious. He returned and shouted "You must come… you must come". But he felt that he was mistaken when he ...
	She disappeared in the crowd. It was only a short time when the Paris sky became cloudy again and whispered the trees in the garden. He went back, sad to his room running under the rain shower, closing the door behind him.
	He rubbed his hands because it was very cold; he quickly sat on the table. He confused the meaning of the word cell and the other views next to it. Is life existing in it by itself or is it added to it from outside? He worked hard and carefully to era...
	As soon as appeared a smoky cloud and the wind blew, he felt overstrained and exhausted. He could no more write. He sat on his bed contemplating the window. He leaned back on the wall and spent a moment, thinking. He could not notice how the sky becam...
	It is now some months, I am in this room and this place is not bad, not bad at all. Man does not have to plan for big projects and what do you think I am doing? I have not come to achieve what I have dreamed of for a long time? I am now a part of this...
	Sami forgot the lady and the time. He looked at the mirror. He realized that he was lying back on his old bed. He closed his eyes and started remembering the previous days and his meeting with David , a silence reigned in the room. He moved his shoes ...
	He opened his eyelids, he saw in the mirror the image of a person with disordered hair, swelling eyes and face. He was wearing a leathern jacket, a white shirt and socks. He took out his big silver watch, put it on the table. He was still on his bed, ...
	He spent his day at the university campus with one of the student then he accompanied him to the north of Paris. He remembered also that they went in the metro.
	After that moment, the horrible ideas hurried to his mind: How did he make him enter that narrow alley and the street of the prostitute. He waked up immediately by the horror of the scene and looked out from the window. The space extending from his ro...
	He rolled over in his bed presenting what he saw in the place of amusement. He could not sleep. He wondered how fate led him to the vile place. Then he thought: “Was my aim really to pull one of them out of prostitution and misery was I really attract...
	(5)
	On one Sunday during the month of October, David woke up and went to Sami’s residence in the Latin Quarter. He had to leave his room that day. One of the students volunteered to transport him and his single case in his old Renault. The sun appeared su...
	David remained waving in his chair like a doll, squeezing his teeth unconsciously with excitement. The car engine started puffing, stopping then starting again and pulling out again. He closed his eyes.
	The driver moved his face to the front, turning his back to what might happen, hoping to arrive quickly, as a strike of luck. But a high cry of the driver returned David obligatorily to the street. The driver went to the pavement side and started curs...
	He gets out of the car and started looking for the cause of the breakdown David got out of the car, stood in his place, putting his hands in his pockets. He looked at the driver with supplication and hope and said: “Unfortunately I can’t help you too ...
	He answered “Don’t worry, I don’t need any help”. Then he shook his head insisting on his ability to function the car. His hands started shaking because of cold and excitement. The car roamed and started folding the distance roaring. It quivered as if...
	They continued their way in 'Limon Press' Street; they went across the park of Luxemburg. The time was too early when they arrived to the place and Sami have not yet woken up.
	David went up the stairs in a hurry. As soon as he reached the second floor, his forces were torn out. He felt that he is losing consciousness. He lays his face on the barrier of the stairs. He controlled himself and tried to calm the pulses of his he...
	David sighed with satisfaction intending to go up very quickly to avoid seeing people. The guardian of the building followed him with her big eyes and supervised his acts very carefully. Then, she disappeared very quickly.
	Sami jumped and welcomed his friend. He entered the room very politely drawing with great effort the heavy case behind him moving on small wheels.
	Sami repeated his greetings then took one of the tea pots and said: “Which one do you prefer tea or coffee?”
	“Are they both available?”
	“Yes". He bowed beside him to press a button of a small radio next to him, which David never noticed before because of its small size.
	David answered "Coffee only”
	Sami looked at the case next to him.
	“Is it your entire luggage?”
	“Yes, I am among those people who live on a permanent readiness to travel. This is what I am used to. They are the conditions as you know". He continued “It is beautiful this quarter in which you are living. The person forgets completely the external ...
	“I had to leave that room a long time ago but I was always postponing that, hoping to live this way, on my nature. This is what I did. I don’t know if I am right or wrong.’
	“You were right”.
	Sami replied “Since our acquaintance, things seem easier than they were". Then, he continued his speech with discipline “If you need money I have a surplus”. Then, he walked to his small cupboard “It is a pleasure for me to give you some help because ...
	“Thank you for what you gave me".
	David put the cup of tea on the table and leaned on the edge of the bed “I feel for the first as if I had come back to my room from a long trip.”
	Sami said; “Be confident that god will help you".
	“Oh, if he had to help me why didn’t he help me? Then he rectifies and continued “May god forgive me, I don’t mean that. I have exaggerated, sorry”
	“Don’t worry …Don’t exhaust yourself with black ideas, these situations face all people, and God tests our patience, don’t excite yourself by thinking too much in the affair. What is important is courage in the coming days then you can reach a better ...
	While things continue this way between questions and answers, David started checking a group of letters he pulled out from the letters of his pocket of his coat; they looked like slips of papers combined together. He started scrutinizing some lines an...
	Sami looked at him “What is the matter? Excuse me, I ask you this question stupidly. Why do you hide things?”
	David answered “It doesn’t matter I don’t want to disturb you.” Then an amazing tranquility prevailed. It was too difficult to console him. All what Sami wanted was simply to calm him.
	After minutes, David returned to speaking about things reflecting his internal troubles, and then he blamed himself, looking at the window. He tried to convince himself that he is the origin of all his problems. Sami interrupted him “Let’s drink coffe...
	“Man’s rest is in his death”.
	“Don’t say that, David … Who gets satisfied with his part lives happily and the one who does not regret what he missed will have a tranquil heart”. Then Sami went to the room corner to bring the pot of coffee, murmuring in a low voice “Don’t worry. If...
	“I have nothing to do now except waiting, waiting the unknown. In the past I was still the master of the situation. I could choose between many things, when I had money… I had still a solution staying or traveling, but now … No, I am in a quandary.”
	Sami replied: "The world is as it is and the things happen not in the way we wish, but as the conditions wish, it is God’s will. But we don’t have to be desperate".
	David bowed his head positively. Sami thought: “There is a story behind David’s letters or stories, certainly. I am almost sure. If I am not right it is the first time, I am mistaken in these matters. The fact that he speaks with trouble and pain abou...
	Now, after a month and a half of their life together, the days went in a similar way, they went out from a moment to another. Sami left David the choice to do with his private life. Sami does not come back to the room until late in the afternoon.
	One night, Sami came back very late and found David dipping in his sleep on the bed without removing his clothes. The signs of despair and tiredness appeared on him.  Samy's heart broke and he felt tenderness. He whispered to himself “Congratulation f...
	“My son, David, my regards to you and your friend Sami…Your news were cut from us along time ago, the last time you wrote to us you were in your in first days in Paris. For more than a year now, we didn’t receive but the brief papers of the feasts. Oh...
	Oh!  My son, your image when you were a boy playing with your brothers is still emerging next to me. I am still waiting the happy event when you come to us. Do you remember when you stood on the timber of the swing in the space and you were feeling th...
	Oh, how I am longing to see you with happiness. Oh, I wish we were now together. I want to stay here waiting for your arrival. It is the last thing for me. Oh, I want to ask you my son. Are you feeling tired? Do you want me to give you anything? Say m...
	My son I am from those life has chosen for love. I want you to be the sincere friend of David. As for me, sickness has overstrained me, I am not hiding you any secret. My days are limited. If I have to choose between dying alone without pain and dying...
	Sami folded the letter and the image of his mother went floating in the room. He looked at the bed and whispered in silence: “My friend, oh my friend, oh the stubborn young man, I will be with you and I want you to hear me. “He felt pride while taking...
	Sami looked at the window resenting a certain pain and remembered his mother “Have you also missed me?” You are happiness to me.”
	Sami took the sliding cover with care to protect himself from cold. Every thing was silent around him. He stayed in bed closing his eyes until he slept.
	The next day Sami woke up with a sad smile on his face like a tender mother’s smile. He started chatting with David alluring him with his speech. David thought: “It is a godsend to be in front a humble person as if there were a happy new event.
	“Sami, the tone of your voice is different today’
	“Don’t you see the sun rising? The weather will be mild today."
	“This is better the clouds bring sadness to the soul.” After one minute Sami stands up and started preparing breakfast. He asked David gently “Leave that … Go and buy bread to us”
	David looked at him from up to down then went in silence.
	David went out quickly thinking “He is a man who deserves respect David came back to the room and put the bread on the table then looked at Sami
	“You look pensive why?”
	“No…Not at all. How is your health are you getting better?”
	“Oh, nothing I am not sick. I have a very simple cold “
	“You seem active and healthy. Let’s go out together.”
	“That’s great, but I can’t go out with you. This morning you have some preoccupations”
	“It does not matter I have arranged a program yesterday. Let’s go”
	Sami advanced, gave him a glass of perfume and said mockingly “Use the perfume. The one who gets perfumed diminishes his concerns".
	The sky was pure, not as usual. The sun rays were shining on the pavement. David thought: “Oh! How is the weather beautiful!. I have spent two days in the room. Despite these conditions, Sami kept his cheerfulness and optimism. He thought of speaking ...
	They continued their way in ‘Belford Saint Michel’ and entered the garden of Luxemburg. They found all the chairs near the lake occupied.
	David started scrutinizing the organized flowers and the white water rising shiningly. Sami looked and said: “You have to consider me as your brother I can’t live alone.” David looked at him and got more excited. Sami continued “I will help you with a...
	David stands up and ideas started gathering in his mind. He laughed happily proud of his fun, looking at him as if he is looking for a support for his speech, then, he added in a low voice: “Thank you anyway”
	After a moment, they walked in the garden. They walked around the lake the come back. David said: “It is the only place where I want to remain for a long time; I love the flowers to the degree of madness. For me, they mean hope, love, and tenderness. ...
	Sami stared at him remembering his mother’s letter, the said quickly: “What a beautiful weather today”, then, put his hand on his shoulder and continued their way to the restaurant of the university. Then, they came back to their room as if they had a...
	Sami entered the room whereas David stayed on the threshold of the door apparently absent minded and holding a letter.
	“Come in David, do you want coffee?”
	He shook his head.
	“It is a letter from my brother “
	“It is better to read it for yourself, read the letter first and the coffee will be ready”
	The first letter from his brother in he which he said that finally he was lucky to find a job in the Gulf and that he had sent for him to find him a job.
	The letter was brief, he folded it and handed it to Sami as if it were his concern and asked him; “What to do?”
	“Drink the coffee first, try to keep your calm and we will find the right solution”
	“What should I do?”
	Sami answered him:
	“What do you want to do?”
	“I don’t know I am still under the pressure of the shock".  Then, he continued “That’s enough, dear enough. Let me buy a case now and leave Paris, leave his ordeal, this life. Happiness and tranquility are the ultimate aim.”
	“Don’t hasten, you have to think’ he continued “will he send you a ticket?”
	“He arranged things; he will send the ticket by fax after my approval”.  He kept quiet for a moment. He looked at him sadly as if he forgot every thing around him and said:
	“I am confident that luck is knocking at your door. When you travel I hope you will come back the next summer and send me your letters. So that I will be assured on you and when you come back you will be with your brother".
	David thanks him and gets out quickly. Then came back after a moment: “I will be traveling tomorrow, Sami”.
	“If the travel is the last resort, I hope you a good luck, David. And if you want to stay, be assured I will be with you”.
	The next day, David came at noon after arranging the travel affairs:
	“Now, it is my travel time”
	“Oh, yes David!”
	“Alone!”
	“No, but I will go with you to the airport. How much time do you have?”
	“The taking off will be at ten in the evening”.
	He got in the room. He arranged his things and went to the phone biding farewell to some of his friends and informing him about his surprising travel.
	Sami said: “The room will be empty without you".
	Sami stands up and went to the window following the street which seems excited through the falling rain.
	It was eight when he heard the horning of the car; it was Joseph who will bring him to the airport. David sat on the bed then stared at the wall. He stands up and went to the toilet to comb his hair. Sami smiled to him. He replied with a sad and pale ...
	David stands at the middle of the room in silence, staring at the things as if he has seen them for the first time. He moved when he noticed that Sami was next to him: “Let’s go”.
	In front of the building Joseph and Lisa were waiting. Lisa had worn her gray dress.
	“Excuse me, Joseph, we have to hurry up. Time is up”.
	“There are still to hours before the taking off of the plane". Joseph continued “Do you want to escape from us”.
	“Oh, no, I will never forget you”; he continued “Thank you Joseph, thank you for every thing you did for me, you and Lisa. I will be always remembering the hours I spent with you, your delicious cooking, Lisa. Lisa tae care of Joseph and you, Sami, I ...
	Sami stood at the pavement looking behind him weeping silently. The truth was exactly what I felt the first time. I met David by chance on the pavement at the Latin Quarter. There is something sad in all of that. I had to do my best to prevent him fro...
	After they spent a moment of rest in the cafeteria of the airport, they saw the plane taking off flying in the sky with its shining windows until it disappeared in the horizon. The darkness settles on the city and the drizzles of rain were continuing....
	Sami thought: “It is a good idea; there one can get away from thinking".
	Sami sat silently in Joseph house listening to music falling like rain to erase from his memory all the bad ideas. He felt that time stopped. He left Joseph 's house after insisting on going home by foot. He needed some air and some rest. He walked in...
	The next morning Sami sat on his table as usual then he was absorbed thinking why am I not satisfied with my fate. My conditions are not bad. It is better not to think of these things especially if some one is alone. The ideas invaded him and the imag...
	He took out a letter from the stairway and started recording some childhood souvenirs; then he changed his mind and stretched on the bed. He put his hand under his head and closed his eyes. He went through all his memories from his life with David to ...
	He remembered his mother who insisted on his study since he was five years and took him to the church school in the village. He said to himself “The weather was warm and was seducing me to sleep. We were receiving some prayers' songs while standing on...
	During my first days I felt bored with my new life. After that I became used to it and to the companionship of my new friends coming from different far villages and cities.
	They allowed me to go out only on Monday and Thursday evenings and also the day of Friday.
	I did not play at leisure time but very rarely. I was eager to learn the religion bases and to recite poetry and thus was able to answer the difficult questions the teacher asked the students, I recited hundreds of poetic verses, of wisdom and sayings...
	I spent six months in the atmosphere of the closed classes and when I went to the mosque I stayed for a long time. Sometimes after the evening prayer, I used to sneak with my friends and go the cinema which is near the school; we entered with the help...
	I usually spent a part of the night listening to stories and anecdotes. We read some novels secretly. I always read long chapters of them. Those novels were mainly about emotional adventure, ancient stories of heroes, legends of the Arabian nights and...
	I always felt a joy in reading them again .It seemed that they send rays which spread until they reached the chairs on them I sat. I was following the events in my imaginations so that Paris became to me quieter than the ocean. I was always waiting in...
	I was like someone looking for a white sailing in the light of the far horizon. I did not know the essence of the affair.
	There was a series of repeated similar days, with no change and which does not bring anything new. The future was extending in front of me like a dark tunnel. I did not know where it ends. I was listening to the sweet call of the muezzin as it followe...
	I was envying those who were walking out of the fence of the pavement, living freely going and coming back. I believed that god loved and made me enter this school. Sometimes I regret and the years passed. The events were mixing and overlapping. My me...
	He stretched in his bed absorbed thinking then felt a sudden pang when he remembered David 's farewell. Then, sleep overcame him.
	(6)
	One day, Sami went out of his room and put his hands in his pocket, walked quickly on Saint Germain” street, the street he used to take to arrive in the eastern library situated on the left side of The Seine River. While walking hard he heard the soun...
	Among the singers, there was a young lady wearing a brown coat. She looked calm and confident. She did not pay attention to the smiles expressing admirations of the passersby. Sami thought:
	“I think that woman looks happy she makes man forget loneliness. Why are you concerned with her? She is from the pavement crossers. She smiled for me between the passersby. She wants to relieve me… Who knows? May be she has an insight or she appreciat...
	At the moment of getting far away from the musicians, he was getting back in his minds some dispersed souvenirs, scenes and ideas. He said to himself “When all the pleasures disappear music remains resisting” he continued “How strange life is! Some ar...
	He came back to his room towards College De France where no friend, no companion were waiting for him. He knew completely what was waiting for him in his room. He continued his walk while thinking about the musicians group. He tried to chase the black...
	“Oh, how poor is she! May be she wanted to be happy. She is doing a job for simply exciting the desire and snatching the admiration without having an interest she is looking for by plying music. She seemed happy…All the scenes were following him.
	There on the river beach, contradictory images reached him. Image of sadness and joy, even, he could not be able to distinguish between them. He felt quiet but his mind was working and does not cease from thinking. The appearances of happiness were of...
	When he arrived in the door of his room, he was quieter. He had an appointment with a friend. He was not afraid of loneliness and the silence of his room and where the memory of the lady singer is evoked by itself in no clatter or melody.
	He entered his room. He felt quieter and calm for no reason. He sighed and gathered all his will. He saw all his old papers scattered on the table. He saw a paper of a friend called Farid whom he met by chance at the university campus. He thought: “Hi...
	Sami answered: “What is the matter with you this morning?”
	Farid put away his eyes and continued “Let’s go to a calm place".
	Sami understood the matter was more complicated than a mere stroll. They went down stairs with short and cautious steps.
	They went by the pavement; they began discussing moving from one subject to another. Sami daren’t ask his friend about what was worrying him.
	The street seemed sad. The sky was covered with a violet color always changing. They entered ‘Jardin De Plante’. The nature was pure the rain drizzles were falling intermittently. The sun put the shades on the green grass. Suddenly Farid approached th...
	Sami thought “What do you expect from a person who repeatedly asks you to watch a bird standing alone in the cage among the other birds, on a metallic wire, and said “If you try to look with me at the bird, how it sings and moves its head. Would you n...
	Sami thought of last night party, the presence, the speeches while looking at the bird which sings life and love. He asks him kindly
	“I will make a stroll; in the garden would you accompany me? Farid did not reply. He apologizes and went in the small alleys of the garden breathing the air.
	His true language has aroused his emotion. He imagined himself at the place of his wife who is suffering while rebuking and blaming him. His speech with Farid has renewed some confidence in himself by doing well and revived in him the feeling of quiet...
	Sami  stayed for a short time absent minded with dispersed ideas and thought within himself “What use for Farid in carelessness and anger? He continued “They won’t change anything in their bitter reality. His lack of control for his nerves won’t chang...
	Sami felt vivacity and an enthusiasm when he remembered this and shouted to himself “I will bring back life to this poor couple”.
	This feeling revived in him a feeling of happiness and joy. The satisfaction appeared on his face but in his insight he was convinced that their life lacked a substantial and essential element. Sometimes, he thought it was good acts sometimes, he thou...
	“Why are you still standing in your place?” Then he rectifies “Excuse me, I don’t want to hurt your feeling”.
	Farid replied:
	“The conditions are stronger than me. I did not find any cure for my problem but loneliness and isolation.”
	‘I want to help you be quiet, ‘
	Sami continued smiling “With fidelity relation lasted, with consent life gets better" Farid replied to him with a voice strangled by bitterness and pang:
	“It seems that the essence of behavior is revealed by companionship…I thank you Sami. I do no more like any woman. It is better for me to come back to my house now. Sami whispered finely “Speak the first to her and occupy her with praises. The cheerfu...
	“Yes,  but this does not change anything in the problem.
	His voice as sad Sami advanced and embraced him friendly. He tapped on his shoulder trying to relieve him there was an amazement dominating him. He could not find anything to say to him except the expression:
	“Be wise, be quiet. You will be relieved if god wants it. I will be next to you. Promise me to do everything in the sake of companionship, and frankly, for me.  Then, he added imploring him as he gets away:
	“Your wife needs you, if she does not bring you happiness, create happiness for yourself. Speak about her striking features. Say! Is there a wife who does not have a striking feature?" He said it smiling and went bidding farewell.
	Farid shook his head with agreement. Before he left the place, he noticed a frown in his visage and read a bitter suffering in his eyes. Sami started telling to himself after his mind reacquired its purity and his ideas became reorganized in one stream”.
	“I can’t show more help and tenderness than what I did". He continued looking at the roses "…The right taste is not in stubbornness but in ordering things and finding a harmony between their qualities and their characteristics. He lifted his head: the...
	Sami continued walking in a lateral alley, swaying between the pink flowers spreading on both sides. He wondered how wonderful to live here far from the world problems and noises. It is a real oasis constituting a real refuge for every one. Is difficu...
	He walked in an alley where kinds of roses were arranged on both sides. Their arrangement showed that they were privileged with a continuous care. Beside the alleys, rows of small trees succeeded and of which the suspended branches form a refuge for t...
	How beautiful is this weather dominated by a deep calm intervened only by the tweeting and singing of birds. Sami stood following the scene of the gathering of birds in front of an old lady, wearing a black dress. She was sowing the seeds in front of ...
	Sami stood leaning his back on the post of the light. He was admiring the will of the old lady, her vivacity and her skillfulness in taking care of the birds around her despite her thinness. When you see the birds around her, as if they were trained a...
	“How many times and times again I sat here to let my eyes enjoy this quiet place. I always imagine myself as a plant among these roses and that my roots are deeply permeating the earth". This thought revived his soul.
	The sounds of the footsteps succeeded back and forth. He approached the iron gate of the garden. He thought of his friend comparing him to the old lady. He was convinced at last that what he was looking for is what is inspired by this place: rest quie...
	Sami stood out the garden. He stayed for a moment listening to the noises coming from the street. He thought: “Happiness that we are seeking hard to find springs from the inmost soul. Why does nature adorn safety to us in its most beautiful clothing? ...
	Sami felt in his insight a serious desire to do something. He imagined that he could not do anything. "I want to travel to a safe place to live among those who want live satisfied and safe. I know some of them when I was very young but I did not see a...
	Sami realized that he was in need to revive all of what bantering his memory of good remembrances because of the previous desire which remained obsessing his soul for a long time and has been aroused again during this stroll in the garden. He said to ...
	He answered himself “Staying here… I must stay here. How many times he hoped and tried to convince himself that his conditions will change. The wave of old enthusiasm clashed in his insight and his anxious life full of strange stages.
	He walked on the pavement in a hesitating way. He found himself walking between crowds similar to that of last night. Everything is mixing in his mind. Life pervades again in his body. He gathered all his courage and said to himself “No one can wish a...
	He remembered David one day saying “Have ever asked yourself what is existing there? Have you ever asked yourself “What is expecting you in that world when you come back to it? He continued thinking:
	“What can I say when I return tomorrow to that world which became strange to me, but what is the importance of all of this thinking. It is a dark thinking containing a dream of a better life, but will life will be better?
	Sami stood in front of one of the shops. He looked through the glasses: “I don’t know to what extent is that true. He looked at his a person with an examining look: "Don’t occupy yourself with deep thoughts. He continued walking and his mother’s expre...
	His ideas were meandering very far. Obscurity let down its curtains. He continued his way and reached his room thinking “How wonderful to stay here in isolation far from the noises of life and its problems.
	(7)
	On one Sunday morning during the month of July, Sami went out of his room in calm and deliberateness. He walked at the side of the Seine River. The road was deserted at that moment. He remembered the musician group when he approached the bridge. He im...
	Sami went to Louver Museum.
	The sun rays were shining. They filled the external surface with more life.
	He walked through a lateral corridor wondering “Why do people come in crowd to this place to watch art? Is it by curiosity or they don’t know where to go?."
	The place seemed like a human symphony singing the silent struggle of people. The life pervades in the still images to go over the humanity has achieved through thousands of years of art, of eternal creativity. He continued wondering “Why all these cr...
	He saw a man apparently astonished. He moved from a painting to another with lightness and calm. He approaches to look carefully as if he were looking for something and he found it, so appeared on him the signs of ecstasy and joy. He scrutinized a pai...
	"A generation goes, another comes and the artistic work remains as it is carrying a significance that we can not know. Then, he whispered to himself:
	“How impossible for any examining look to assimilate it!. The people’s looks expressing admiration and respect, don’t they add new meanings to the paintings? He remembered his teacher saying: “The artesthetic subject does not achieve among the individ...
	He started moving from one painting to another. He dipped into a sweet ecstasy, he never tasted before. He was relieved by the whispering of the people and by the low clicking of their footsteps. He imagined sounds coming from the walls. He thought th...
	He saw a woman below one of the painting. He imagined in her appearance an image he used to know. He sopped walking. He stared at her moving with elegance and vivacity in every step she is doing as if taking her vigor from time. He imagined that she i...
	She smiled for him and struck him with attractive looks. Her eyes were shining. Her state speaking for itself saying: “If you want to meet me you have simply to watch me within the paintings dispersed in the rooms of the museum. She walked quickly in ...
	Sami felt that his heart almost stopped beating. He rubbed his eyes of the gravity of the scene. He started looking for her in vain back and forth. Then he started looking at the persons of the paintings
	He stood at the edge of the stairway putting his heads between his hands. The voice of the strange lady remained ringing in his ears. He remembered the beauty of her appearance enjoying the sweetness of the memory and the delight of the meeting. He im...
	“Why did not you stay with me to make me happy?”
	“That’s impossible”
	“Would you love me if our meeting would have taken place?”
	He imagined her answering him smiling:
	“Yes, I would have loved you and I still love you. I love as man from whom the love of people flows’ she continued “What happened to us is a strange event and a fragrant memory. We have to keep it pure and beautiful because it is particular to both of...
	I promise you that your image will remain present in my imagination and this wonderful place will remain filling my memory until the last moment of my life.”
	He imagined her smiling to him and touching his hands”.
	“Nothing prevents you from attaining your desires, you are adventurous and audacious. Persevere in what you began with all your abilities and talents. I am persuaded that you will succeed. I heard about your names many times from my friends. Don’t sub...
	“Well, don’t reveal me more than that”. He imagined her throwing a look of satisfaction on him and continued:
	“Everything is right” then he moved his arms as if embracing her phantom. Sami
	stayed sitting on the edge of the stairway. When he became alone, he looked around him while enjoying a sweet quietude mixed with anxiety then he said to himself to change his thoughts:
	“By this place passed tens of people through different decades. This place will remain standing for a long time. The fascination which is dominating it will remain the symbol of unity between people and their radiance and there would be no trace for t...
	He closed his eyes again and sighed of satisfaction then started saying to himself: “I will never forget as long as I live the beauty of this day. He let free his ideas and thoughts which were swarming a moment before: art is an oasis where man rests ...
	Sami stands up to a lateral corridor to join a group of people
	gathering around the painting of ‘Le Monalize’ and he heard the tourist guide commenting on the painting.
	Its face is constituted of light and shade and what appeared to be a body was simply a mixture of enormous forces. Did Leonardo love her? She was not simply a lady to sit in front of him to be portrayed but also a soul waiting inside ‘Le Monalize’… wh...
	Sami started comparing between the woman’s phantom and the painting. Their images started interfering in his mind. His thoughts were interrupted by the guide’s voice commenting on the painting of Saint Paul: “We saw a man that the ox has beaten and th...
	And then Sami heard a lady saying in a quiet voice and speaking fluently: “Why Leonardo did not make his meaning clearer and more simple to get. The wonderful image must carry its mission without inspiration. Why do they complicate these things?
	Her speech was interrupted by the usher as if he has heard her murmurings:
	“The painting is always a benevolent experience. Man does not need to perceive its intrinsic content to get its benevolence. Its benevolence comes from experience itself”
	Sami continued his way wondering: “What is the artist’s incentive in doing these great masterpieces? Power, love or bragging? May be there are other forces in which participate all the famous artists.” He said to himself whispering:
	“It seems that the genius is doing what it wants. It is achieving the desire. It seems that the artist, through repetition, knows how to improve his art. He hastens that spiritual development and he orientates it. The artist, like the musician player,...
	“It seems that what man is doing, he is doing it with choice. Art is a personal experience. It leaves a trace. It leaves an ecstasy. Yes, every great image shows a unique experience; a thing we see with the eye and a thing we perceive with the insight...
	Samy continued walking in the museum corridors to find some people sitting quietly in front of the paintings images. A group of people were looking at them with disapproval and doubt. He wondered:
	“Certainly these people have come to take a rest or may be they are waiting for something.” He wondered; “Why do these people walk quickly looking at the surface of the images seeing only the lines and the colors. When man looks carefully at the depth...
	He hurried looking through the rooms of Galerie Molian scrutinizing its paintings one after the other. Then he walked slowly and started telling himself with sedateness and quietude: “The story of the prices of the paintings which he read in the newsp...
	“If these watchers knew the history of these paintings’ owners and what they have gained of fortunes, they would have become more curious, some of the paintings would have acquired more importance, their visions for the paintings would have been linke...
	He murmured “Yes, they have lived the life of all people; even some of them lived almost a dramatic life. He started reviewing what he read in the newspaper:
	“Propaganda has changed tens of the artists’ life into great personalities through history. Others had more profound and plenteous art but they did not impress people.” He soliloquizes: “How impressing is the propaganda? Yes it is life and destiny.”
	Sami reorganized his forces and focused on his memory remembering the idea of his teacher: “Is there among the paintings one which is applicable to the artist’s life or the artist separates himself from his work? Is the ego in the paining the ego of t...
	He remembered the painting of Eljokanda: “Why did his author paint it? Is it to make us dip into its light which shines from inside while it looks in confidence and dignity? One could hardly believe that it is now dead. When we move far from it, we fe...
	While Sami was thinking, his ideas were interrupted by the scene of one of the statue in the right side without recognizing the statue of whom or the artist who sculpted it. He approached more and he heard the usher saying:
	“Those sculptors are real actors. They have presented permanent samples to the humankind through their arts.” Then he looked at another corner he saw a statue without an arm; but it seemed more vivid than the body of the visitor walking in front of hi...
	“The imagination jumps, flows and is formed, according to its fancy, on the back of the vacuum separating the watcher and the watched. This world, which is situated between two worlds, between the ego and the object, is the area of imagination and it ...
	“If man concentrates his thoughts and works hard, he will certainly succeed!…Each art has its own secret. The point in the matter is that man learns all the simple truths of a branch of the Art branches. He store in his memory the famous examples as a...
	“All artistic works are subject to approval and repulsion. The art critics always require a difference and a change of point of view from one person to another and from one time to another. Nothing outdates the vision of man’s imagination or widens it...
	Man creates and innovates and there is no repetition of a previous creation. Each work has a new soul. It is the emergence of life.”
	He was pushing his mind searching for what he heard about art…He remembered the professor saying: “The big majority of masterpieces acquire their splendors from the inspired idea which makes the practice of the painting itself a marginal act.”
	He answered himself: “Yes, I can do that. I will imitate and mimic artistic works. Man tries to add whatever he can…but this is not enough. There is an ambiguous secret, one has to discover it, and one has to try…”He wondered: “The great artists and w...
	He answered himself “Of course, of course but they had a dream and they had struggled to achieve that dream and they succeeded.”
	He took out his handkerchief. He cleaned his eyes and put it back in his pocket. Then he stared a moment at the paintings, the walls and the people. A mixture of thoughts and scenes passed in his mind.
	He stood up and walked slowly to the exit gate; then he went down in Rivoley Street. Although his ideas recorded many scenes of the gathering where he passed through, they expressed happiness. He was worried about the remaining hours and could not fin...
	He turned left and went to Tolerie Garden. He was bored of wandering alone. He wondered: “Won’t I have a calm life?” He thought: “How would it be pleasant be pleasant to have a warm fire to sit close to, to a have a delicious meal with a friend or a g...
	He went in the cafeteria of Ballet Royal. He continued enjoying watching people outside. Rain started falling and the wind blowing intermittingly, playing with the umbrellas. Sadness started moving slowly to his soul and soon the rain stopped. The clo...
	He left the cafeteria to begin his stroll again on the side of The Seine River. The he turned to Notre Dame. He met two of his acquaintances. He stopped to chat with them. He was pleased by that chat and relieved from his stroll.
	One of them asked him about his news. He replied that he spent a day in the Louver Museum and that he was happy of what he has seen. He left the two young men at nine in the evening.
	He continued his walk on the pavement. He was hearing the footsteps of the passersby, young men and young women changing the greetings.
	He regained his consciousness again and wondered if he will achieve his goal or live like the ordinary people but remembering his stroll at the Louver calmed his nervousness a little. His memories let the place for hopes and for future visions. He tur...
	His ideas get away from his current life. He continued thinking: “I am not very old only thirty. We can say that my sensitivity has reached the mature age. There some psychological cases and impressions which I want to express through painting and wri...
	“Oh, if I could transform the part into the whole and the narrow horizons into the wide human world to form a truthful mirror reflecting the human unity with precision and honesty. Oh, if I could achieve an aesthetic identity like the Sufi’s face. So ...
	He continued his dreaming, when he approached his door, his previous hesitations dominated him and stood perplexed in front of the door.
	He walked in the yard. He looked around him. He felt that a person coming from the building is watching him with curiosity. He looked quickly to the right then to the left frowning to add seriousness to his personality.
	He entered his room he looked nervously in his room, a disgust woke inside him from his previous life. Couldn’t he escape from his small room? He started turning his papers looking for a given thing. He sat on his chair, took his pen but he remained s...
	-8-
	Many letters he wrote to his mother, his brothers and to his remote friends during the last months. He lived on the hope to come back to his country like David…His nervousness hindered his thoughts. He was satisfied with the expectation and the patien...
	“My visit yesterday to the Louver Museum brought back a confidence in myself. I have regained my forces and my hope, during the visit as the beautiful girl bring back the energy to the old man.” He continued::
	“I am in Paris, my black hairs are mixed with white ones, despite that I still feel a vivacity which is about to be extinguished. I find my self again as I found my self ten years ago.” He remembered his visit to the museum.
	“Here I am feeling a new ecstasy, an ecstasy for writing, for painting for creativity…why not? What lacked me?
	He stood up and started looking through the window. He saw   a girl with a good make up and another well veiled walking in the same street. He leaned his head on the edge of the window and stared at the girls with astonishment. He shouted to himself: ...
	He remembered Lisa saying::
	“The pain is an evil but we can’t avoid it, but we can’t exaggerate in our fear of it. We try hard to face it with a smile. We try to be always satisfied with ourselves and we enjoy the vision of the real good with simplicity and content to achieve a ...
	He looked at what he wrote and wondered: “Failure is the energy governing art. This is what the psychologists say. The artist is an unqualified socially person. He tries to express his feelings through paintings, writing or sculpture or music.”  He re...
	“The thing is relative …The great artists were healthier than all common people they were wiser and more committed, even the most dramatic artists…He remembered what he read about ‘Fan Gokh. He was painting while he was glad. He was more than awake he...
	“The artist comes hungry to life, startled…Numerous  are the artists but the real artist is the one who trains himself, fills up his soul and frees it in the sake of giving. He remembered what he heard in the museum. Picasso said once that he walked i...
	“Why this great number of people looking like giraffe, looking for art. They  are in a forest of which the fruits are forbidden. They were like souls which lost their way and went looking for salvation?…He sighed a little when he remembered his teache...
	He felt satisfied. He sat correctly then went out quickly. He run in an increasing way. He remembered his friend David
	David  thought that he was not equal to his friends and that he was not suitable to their companionship. He preferred loneliness, thinking deeply of himself, being morose; perhaps thinking badly about people. He was always ready for dispute. These cha...
	“It is with no doubt that people like the more humorous and optimist person than the bad tempered pessimist one. The spirit of kidding plays an important role in establishing love.” He remembered Joseph saying: “The sweet words, when coming without ma...
	“I hope that you will spend the evening with us. Lisa will be happy with our speech. We can have dinner and listen to music together.”
	Sami went out quickly. He did not   know how he came to Joseph’s house. His feet were walking by themselves as if they were familiar with this way.
	Sami asked for a drink. He felt warm and rest. He found himself in Joseph’s house surrounded with calm and quietude. He felt the paradox existing between his life and his friend’s life. The situation seemed perplexing. Joseph is younger than him and l...
	“We can get money tomorrow, wait a little my friend and see how I will play my cards …The scholarship is not enough…When I am determined to do something, it will be my main preoccupation, I assure you…Only wait.
	Sami smiled a smile showing his admiration for Joseph for the way he thinks and for his optimism, then he wondered:
	“Why his eyes seemed quiet without excitement.”
	While he was wondering the door was pushed open and entered the young Lisa panting. After welcoming him, Lisa with her slim stature started opening her smile…He stared at the arm she was moving with gracefulness…He felt an ecstasy, a rest then he soli...
	“When the woman is coming life is a paradise; when she runs away, life is a hell.”
	He remembered at this moment his friend Farid and his wife but soon his ideas were interrupted by Joseph’s voice calling to come close to the heater.
	Lisa let them act freely. They sat next to the heater speaking about the last days.
	There was a lateral library made of brown wooden shelves, a piano, a table covered with a white cover, a red rug covering the whole room and on the edge of shelf, there were some novels, dictionaries and books of geometry.
	Lisa said :
	“I have brought something special for Mum, something she likes very much…She started searching in the crimson basket then Joseph joined her. He made her sit close to him and asked her for more drink.
	Everything was velvet, Lisa brought the water to sprinkle the basins of roses scattered on the window smiling. She started speaking kindly to them while they were watching a documentary film on Vietnam war. Sami  thought:
	“Lisa is about to discover a new life with the kind Joseph. She will accompany him in the walk of his life. She will live with him in any place. He remembered exactly the story of the first meeting between Joseph and Lisa at the institute of language....
	“She will not weep after today with Joseph. She will live with him, she will be treated with respect. She is still feeling, even she is more than twenty years, that her life is threatened by the hardship of her father…She knew that her dear father cau...
	“All these scientific achievements, we might think, at the first glance that they would bring an essential change to humanity, are very soon collapsing. We can say that the human situation is becoming more complicated, even there are more sufferings. ...
	“There was a kind of balance between the creatures, even between the things but now, we are in front of technological animals. Time has changed to an animal thrusting its claws in our souls!…Lisa said participating:
	“It seems that Sartre in his book Nausea realized in an astonishing exactitude what was going in the human insight; two world wars broke out in a quarter of a century. The problem of the existence of feelings. The science is working hard to make of a ...
	The war provokes disgust; so it seems that man is excited to accept the event when he finds himself surrounded and not able to secure his life. So, he accepts more easily to lose his life…That is the tragedy.”
	Sami commented:
	“Despite this direct condemnation Lisa pointed that there is an ambiguous power that inflicts man or rather take control over him just as any advanced machine. Man is the technological instrument the most advanced.” She repeated: “Yes, the matter is a...
	The room went into calm. Sami started rubbing his hands over the heater fire in a quick nervousness then said:
	“Life is strange.” Lisa interrupted him:
	“Don’t bother yourself life is like that.”
	Sami said while taking a cigarette and trying to hide his excitement: “You are a kind woman Lisa.” He did not know why he said that; may be, he wanted to console her because of her American origin. He went on soliloquizing: “The peoples’ emotions are ...
	Joseph interrupted him:
	“Our belief in progress started to be like a mirage. It was mostly a materialistic progress, measured with quantities like the increase of production, the abundance of consumption, but it did not lead to a progress within the human being entity.” He c...
	The anxiety is dominating the developed societies. It appears among the youth who are sensitive, the rejection movements which we see with the university students and other groups. The new crimes which we daily hear about, the vagabonds’ life and…and…...
	Lisa added:
	“It seems that the underdeveloped societies show ,also, the phenomenon of anxiety but it is coming from different causes; the feeling of backwardness, the feeling of weakness caused by underdevelopment and the attempt to join the procession of the dev...
	Sami interrupted her:
	“The problem is the conduct man has to think that he is a brother of every man. Men are from Adam, no man is better than the other except by work and good conduct. The celestial religions have come, Judaism, Christianity and Islam and all the other re...
	“What am I hearing? You went too far.” He continued “Weren’t religious struggles behind the long wars?” Sami interrupted him: “The backwardness and the lack of safety were the causes of wars and struggles, some of them still exist in the world. Man ha...
	Lisa looked at him, her face containing a smack of pain. She wanted to speak but his speech did not let her the occasion. He continued with calm:
	“This does not mean the ideological differences between religions on the essential matters should be eradicated. It is difficult to remove some differences in some subjects but it is possible to find some common points between many faiths without deal...
	Sami noticed her interest so, he was happy to see her listening to him carefully with all her senses. Joseph followed her with a fabricated anxiety as if he is according all the importance to her opinion. Lisa looked at him with the corner of her eyes...
	“The divinity , the righteous work, the judgment and punishment are the roots of the religions of the unique god but the diversity of prophets and messengers is like the diversity of laws which the approaches and means always changing and developing a...
	Lisa interrupted him “Our new generations are lacking human characteristics. We are living in an era which is less ample. Let’s hope at least that we speak with courage!..” Sami did not understand what she meant. He looked up and continued his speech:
	“Our contemporary problems like addiction, Aids, pollution, poverty aren’t they more dangerous to the societies than the ideological differences? We must unite the law. People must be united for the good of man which reached a dilemma.” Lisa said:
	“I agree with you Sami the world is celebrating today two centuries of the birth of the German Philosopher Hegel. Christianity to him is the religion of love which is the relationship between man and god and the relationship between man and his brothe...
	Sami was surprised by Lisa’s speech. He was happy. He studied philosophy and it was the origin of all his problems and the dispersion of his ideas then he left philosophy to study art; even art has a link with philosophy. Then he added to change the s...
	“Isn’t the artistic work one of the worship fruit? Isn’t it the expression of the direct unity between the human element and the divine elements? Hegel had already imagined that the Greek people, in an early stage of its development, were the happiest...
	Lisa remained for a moment sitting on the edge of the bed listening with reverence. She stood up went to the mirror to rearrange her hair around her head, after that, she went back to the chair. Sami’s speech has aroused in her the remembrance of one ...
	Her hopes were so complicated that she could no more see the film at which she was staring. She could not remember that she was looking at something. At last, she heard Joseph’s voice:
	“The speech has turned to philosophy let’s complete it at the diner table…” At that moment Lisa remembered what was waiting for her and run quickly to the kitchen.
	Sami opened the window and looked out staring at the sky. Today will be cloudy as usual; winter the darkest and coldest period of the year, when miserable people feel loneliness and the fear of the hard nature.
	The room of which the walls are gray, looked like an empty store. This room was not lighted enough. Sami usually sleeps in extra clothes, sometimes he is awaked by the cold and when the wind blows, strange voices come from the window and penetrate thr...
	“It is no use looking for a solution…All hopes and promises have vanished, many attempts have come to nothing. The last time I worked as a transporter for houses furniture without knowing the nature of the work. I could not carry the big fridge. My fo...
	He remembered his answer to him:
	“Don’t make yourself tired by thinking deeply about the past. I, myself, have experienced similar things. I have tried to work in journalism as a language corrector in one of the modern publishing houses that was with the recommendation of Joseph I sa...
	He continued thinking; “Oh, my god many people are seething under blunders they cannot bear…
	Oh, the way things are getting worse! I spent all the autumn wandering in the streets of Paris and in public gardens. I was writing my diaries of one to two pages. When I finish writing in one subject I continued writing excitingly and rapidly in anot...
	Sami stood up, went to the table and put his watch in his pocket as usual. He went downstairs with great quietude, in order not to attract the attention of the guard. Some days passed for the rent to be paid and he did not have money in that period.
	It was ten in the morning, he was delighted by the traffic and people’s talks on the pavement. He felt too much satisfied.
	He started examining people he encountered and reading the ads on the walls. He noticed a woman looking at him from the bus window. He continued walking on the pavement of ‘Boulvard Jordan Street’ then he turned to Boulvard Raspay moving from a street...
	He wondered: “Why he was in a hurry to that extent, I did not ask him for help!…I will give him back some francs he gave too weeks ago when my conditions become better. My ultimate is not to owe any penny to anyone.”
	A strange desire burst from his deep insight to find an acceptable justification for his deeds. He wanted to make sure of his feeling guilty. He kept quiet proudly and shouted to himself: “The one who showed you his enmity, he is telling you about the...
	Then he murmured to himself: “I am stupid I have to pay the price of my stupidity.” He smiled “ You have to smile the scholarship may come one day…Why not? I try my chance in the lottery as I did before? Life is luck and no one knows the date of his l...
	He continued his way in Lemon Prince. He stopped in front of the cafeteria of Saint  Malo. The cafeteria was crowded with people. He decided to get in and order a coffee to take a rest he said to himself: “It is a long time ago I did not go to a moder...
	He regained his courage, after being sure of the existence of only twenty francs, he had in his pocket.
	He thought: “Oh, my god how are they happy these people! The young men and women exchanging speeches and laughter. There is no sadness in one of these eyes. I, only, am dreaming in my philosophical thoughts.” He felt a deep bitterness. He continued:
	“I am in a better condition than them. I have much knowledge but they are useless, you write something or you become known. Oh, to the startling way by which I am recording my thoughts. They were dispersed in the corner of my room. They have evaporate...
	Some of the childhood scenes passed in his memory. He closed his eyes very well, to get rid of some of the past souvenirs. He started to read the names on the list of his notebook as if he did not see them before. He thought of each person who passed ...
	An old man wearing a gray hat came and sat at the right side of his table. He looked at him secretly then moved his lips.
	Sami stayed in his seat scrutinizing the old man and wondering:
	“What is in him which arouses my concern? Nothing except that he is carrying a small book.’ He started checking the titles of its pages quietly. Curiosity overtook him. He turned to him and thought of a way of starting the speech with him.
	The man turned towards him he was wearing thick medical glasses. suddenly, he decided to get rid of timidity and greeted him smiling, a smile expressing surprise. Then the man asked him if he was a student. He replied “Yes.” They started speaking brie...
	The man nodded…He looked at him surprised. He seemed satisfied and dipped in his thoughts. He could not finish the speech which moved in his head until the man asked with a tone showing no irony:
	“You are not from here?”
	Strange! There was nothing in his image showing that. The thing didn’t need a great effort, despite his speaking French fluently and his white skin.
	He found himself excited in discussing with him different subjects which were not interrelated. He told him about his visit to the Louver Museum, about his admiration for its great paintings and finished his speech: “The advantages of the country are ...
	The man murmured while absent minded and looking at the floor:
	“Yes, they are great paintings.” He continued his speech: “They are fantastic. If you went through the Louver, you would have realized from watching the paintings and the abundance of their creators, the outcome the humanity has reached of unity of co...
	“They were men of thoughts and letters. They have an artistic taste and a motivation to a kind of art.”
	Sami regained his confidence of himself and a quick tongue.
	“How can it be possible for us to know if the emotions, aroused in the visitors souls by the artistic paintings, are similar to the emotions felt by the artists themselves. Does people’s excitement come to the same?”
	the man answered with a slow and sedate tongue: “The art is the contemplation, it is the spirit of joy which penetrates to the essence of the paintings to discover all its creativities, to bring life to it.” He continued: “Each painting requires a dee...
	Sami was quiet and of high morale. The case of excitement which dominated him disappeared slowly. He relaxed revived to hear the old man’s speech. He swayed backward in a good mood.
	The man stood up on his feet. He stretched his hand, he shook hand with him bidding him a farewell. Sami took a pen a sheet of paper and sat writing waiting for the ideas to come from what he has heard. A collection of art’s thoughts he heard from the...
	“You don’t have to sleep here…Pay attention to yourself.”
	“I am sorry.” Immediately he returned to the previous state with all his forces. He had to do something; he has to settle on something. He remembered the old man’s speech: “The artist is a strange man between his family and his friends. A stranger in ...
	He walked in ‘Lemon Prince’ going toward Luxembourg Garden. The wind whispered between the trees leaves…The sky started raining. It became very cold. He did not have a hat. He raised the collar of his shirt to his neck, put his hand in his pocket whil...
	“If this problem finish I pay the room rent. The room owner asked twice for the rent, I had to bow my head and to sneak in front of him.” He promised next week greeting him hesitatingly. “I can’t do this another time.”
	He went down the metro stairs and to the university restaurant saying to himself:
	“The best thing is that I am not afraid of returning to my room empty handed. He walked cross ‘Bd Jordan’ Street full of hope and confidence.  I will meet Joseph and borrow the rent of the room from him. It is my only occasion.
	He stood hesitating in the students’ queue to enter the restaurant. He went to Joseph’s table and looked at him with shy eyes. He squeezed his teeth to get the courage to greet him.
	Joseph said merrily:
	“That’s you! Good afternoon…Sit down.”
	Sami thought: “If he did not reply the thing would be easier. I feel that I am about to weep.” Joseph said: “Sit down.” I sat in front of him.
	“I daren’t ask him one franc! I explain to him why I was feverish all the time!…certainly he will help me…I did that before…I could not open my lips to utter my request. The kindness of that man is unimaginable but I must know how to start the discuss...
	Joseph looked at him with silence, and then answered him with a dim voice: “So, let me help you…or at least …let me lessen your ordeal!”
	“No, I don’t want help from anyone, I need loneliness and solitude. I must be settled.”
	However, despite all his efforts to hide his anxiety, he could not recapture his previous feeling. He could not clearly remember his ancient friends he met by chance. They appeared to him very rapidly like a lightening.
	All the memories were about to mix up and disappear in his mind to be put in the corner of oblivion. The students’ voices were mixed with those of chairs, forks and knives.
	Sami went out as if punishing himself and left the restaurant to the next cafeteria and throw himself on a lateral chair at the cafeteria entrance. He stood up again contemplating the students’ movements. Then he sat and dried the sweat on his face. H...
	His voice engendered force in him
	“Thanks, you know, I did not let any field not experienced since my money run out. I have done all what I did. Imagine that I was not lucky, even one day, for two months since we meet the last time. If I told id to any one he could not believe me.” He...
	“No, I have enough time.”
	Sami thought: “I was afraid of bothering him and muddling his mood. He looked hallow and strange.” He advanced towards him smiling and looked directly in his eyes without saying a word then added:
	“Well, how much do you want? I want to ask you to know if I what I have is enough to solve your problem.”
	“I don’t hope for too much but I thought it would be possible to take some of it from you.” Sami replied with shyness. “You know pretty well that I don’t like debts, as I told you before, but this time I am deadly in need for a sum to pay the rent and...
	“Don’t mind.”
	“God bless you.” He took the sum of money and put it in his pocket in a mechanic way and left the place. He wished him a nice day. When he reached the pavement, he stopped, took the money and examined it saying to himself: “The one whose conditions ha...
	may God protect you and take care of you.”
	Some days passed. He paid the rent of the room. His morale has been elevated. He started writing; his writings seemed to be better than what they were.
	His teacher has returned him the last chapter of the thesis. He put many ideas of his thoughts supply.
	He went out satisfied, even without reading the comments of his teacher. He intended to start the writing again. The last crisis was difficult for him. His body seemed better.  The cases of headaches which disturbed him have disappeared. He said to hi...
	He started arranging his room. The small shaking table is now always carrying many papers and manuscripts. He worked on them from a time to another, adding new ideas, erasing or adding expressions here and there. Samy thought: “My conditions are bette...
	It was eleven in the evening; the street was dark to some extent. The room was warm. He stretched on his bed. The dark room seemed lighted and friendly. He felt satisfied and that luck is coming to him. He listened happily to the rain falling. He wond...
	Memories crumbled. He closed his eyes: “Oh, you the calm night…You the mute window to the outside …You the shaking table coming from the remote past. You carry stories of many people who sat on you. Oh, if I know their stories and lives. They might re...
	You are the only one who stood in front of this silence when I was a child. You appeared inside darkness and shouted: ‘My son, don’t be afraid. I am here your mother. You removed darkness and fear with your nice and sweet voice. When I got sick you we...
	How many times I dreamt of a mother like you, kind calm and compassionate. A generous woman stretching her hand like a light breaking the darkness to her son! Is there a creature of your donation in life?
	Oh, how am I missing you. Oh, I wish you to embrace me. How, these days passed, where did these nights go in which you relieved me?
	How these moments passed, the moments you filled me with your songs, your chants and the beauty of your face. Will these days in which we lagged behind vagabonds dogs come again? The days in which we chant with the birds songs on the branches of dusk?...
	The waves throw him up and down. The destiny has thrown me into the sea in a boat which is about to sink. We cannot predict its movements, as if I am undertaking an unknown trip. You my mother, you are like a warm sun which quietens Paris cold where p...
	The last months I spent in Paris have filled my chest with the pain of homesickness. There is a jumbled hope in the heart. I don’t need anything. I only need you so that you embrace me and lessen my tiring. The memory of childhood is hurting me becaus...
	The snow fell heavily the next day. The air was wet and cold. He woke up very late. His mind was confused by last night excitement. His heart was drunk by the beautiful meeting.
	He remained stretched with joy and happiness for a moment imaging that his mother is sitting next to him. He stretched his arm and stopped his breath in order to have a pure mind and to know what has happened to him. He looked everywhere in the room s...
	He moved lying with his elbow and looked at the pillow. He noticed that  it is wet and curling.
	He went out to take the morning coffee. He felt much warm. The thoughts of last night dream overwhelmed him. He was about to hallucinate.
	He worked in the street ready to achieve great works. The wish to achieve startling works seduced him. He was absorbed in studying the passersby’s faces. While he was preoccupied,
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	he reached Pontain Square which derived from Saint Jack Street. On the pavement, he met a girl.
	She looked deeply at him she smiled deeply at him. He smiled to her saying: “Good morning.” She returned the greeting. He found himself walking beside her with shyness. She looked at him surprised. She examined his face saying: “Your face is not stra...
	“Don’t you have anything to say? Are you looking for something?”
	He thanked her saying:
	“No, excuse me; frankly speaking, I am looking for a friend a boy or a girl to relieve me in my loneliness.” He said so, when he was under the dominance of a strange excitement. He felt shyness of his deeds, and then his shyness was removed by a smile...
	“What is your name?”
	“Me, Sami, a student in the faculty of art.”
	He walked some steps to see, to what extent, things will go on. He continued to speak to her as if he knew her for a long time. He felt a big happiness when he walked with her in Saint Michel Street. She told him that she is a student in the French li...
	His morale was high. He felt the force and readiness for doing something. He asked her to come and have a cup of coffee with him in one of Latin Quarter restaurant. She replied hesitatingly:
	“With pleasure, I have a half of an hour before the train date.”
	She walked next to him with lightness and elegance. A nice feeling dominated him, a feeling that he is close to a woman, to a mother, a sister, a friend or a young girl. He felt warm for the first time although he was a little bit excited. He walked t...
	All of this followed him and controlled his senses. After they entered the cafeteria of ‘Dro Caster’ Saint Michel, he sat opposite to her he saw her face depressed. Her eyes were blue covered with green kohl which contributed to the magic attraction o...
	“I came to Paris from the center of France, I belong to a French family my father said that my third grandfather emigrated from the East, from Russia. I am a student in the last year of the French Literature department. This is all what she said to hi...
	“I live in Paris the fifteenth with my sister.”
	It was possible that he could understand from her speech that she was looking for someone to relieve her. Distress appeared on her for a moment. He felt that his questions disturbed her. She noticed that she is speaking about herself flowingly without...
	She replied:
	“I was not mistaken that you are from the East.” It was possible to know that she was smiling and that she was happy to sit with him without knowing the reason of that strange feeling!
	He felt again perplexed and stupidly happy, with no reason. He could not resist for a long time. He smiled inattentively. He felt his heart beating. She said: “well, well.” She seemed distressed. He started speaking about his residence in Paris. He di...
	“Oh, Mary I am feeling a residing force   in me which wants to achieve works. This feeling accompanies me and prevents me from sleeping.
	He kept quiet for a moment when a beard man passed around. Except from that man, the street was empty, there were only some tourists wearing black and rose umbrellas.
	The snow fell with less speed. The sky was cloudy. She suddenly asked him looking at him:
	“Don’t you feel cold?”
	Sami was not wearing a coat. He felt a little bit shy. He said to himself:
	“Shall I inform her of my situation now to make the doubt come to her to soul and gets away from me. So, to change the subject, he asked her if she has an extra time to spend with him. Suddenly she noticed that she was late for her appointment. May be...
	They went out of the cafeteria. They walked on the pavement of Belford Saint Michel. Sami was completely confused. He did not remember where the road ends. The lady has upturned his feelings. He was extremely happy. He felt the real bliss. He walked f...
	“I was happy to know you I hope to meet you next Monday at the university library. I may visit you in the lodging.”
	“Yes, I will be waiting for you; I will be waiting for you.” While he was next to the metro, she run and went down the stairs without saying a word. He stood on the pavement. He stood in his place. He felt sorry for being too audacious in his speech w...
	When he reached the room, he met the house owner going out from the building. Sami greeted him. He replied with confusion.
	He stood for seconds. He asked him about the conditions of his study. He smiled for the first time a smile expressing compassion. He felt satisfaction dominating his body. He tried to assure himself:
	“I am living in good conditions of conduct. So, Mary frankly desires to come again.” What he wished is to see himself surrounded by many hearts who love him, many faces smiling to him and many friends who respect and admire him. While he was standing ...
	The snow was freezing on the window; dunes of snow were stretching out of the building on the pavement stones.
	Successive waves of hope and despair, of sadness and joy overwhelmed him. He said in a loud voice: “It will be solved. It seems that life is coming to me. I must follow seriousness and hard work. It seems that luck is knocking at my door. Why don’t co...
	He got up in the morning. He sat correctly on the bed, at the sun rise. He drank the morning coffee and started working on the small table. He sat moving until the afternoon. He has finished several pages of the thesis. His head at that moment was so ...
	He remembered Mary: she is  a wonderful woman, quiet eyes. A simple look from her provokes a strange effect in the soul. She was simply a distinguished woman. He sighed and thought: “You are at the beginning of the road. You have to suffer too much be...
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	One day at the entrance of the building Sami met the woman guard whose temper is nervous and whose voice is sharp. Her tempers change according to the conditions and positions. She is kind in her own way. He greeted her she replied coldly and with a h...
	He imagined the slim lady following him on her toes. He does not look back when he reached the room. He thought of loneliness and of the hours which pass very slowly. He felt very tired without reason.
	He woke up on the thunder sounds. He looked at his watch trying to arrange the things. He found that he has slept two hours. He thought of arranging his room and taking a bath before the coming of the guest. Taking a bath was an essential matter to him.
	He rushed to the bathroom in the external alleys. The hot water flows on his body. He freshened up and felt satisfied for the warm which gave compassion, some confidence and quietude.
	He returned to his room. He poured some of Eau De Cologne on his body to be more freshened. He put on his clothes in front of the mirror shaking with cold. He looked very quickly at the room trying not to neglect any corner. He revised everything…It w...
	Although he was expecting that moment, his heart shrank when he heard a light knock at the door…Is it she herself? Or someone knocked by mistake? Someone meaning another room? He looked at the door again. He listened carefully, he rushed in fear, and ...
	Her smile brought more light to his dark life. The special accent in the tone of her voice brought him more refreshment.
	She interrupted his perplexed look saying:
	“May I get in?”
	“You are welcome, come in I am sorry the room does not suit your status.”
	“It does not matter, we are students.”
	All what he had to do is to regain his confidence after seeing her quiet smile. The first moments were perplexing. She put her black bag on the corner of the table of the books.
	He was afraid that she would consider him ridiculous. His ideas were dispersed by her asking about the weather and the traffic. He felt that he was dipping little by little in an atmosphere of relief. He forgot about everything; the running time, the ...
	but Mary dispersed his desire by talking about things he did not try to understand. Soon, she was occupied by getting her particular things from her bag. Things, later he discovered to be lips-reddener and a small mirror.
	He interrupted the silence:
	“We will have the dinner together, a fast food!”
	It was very late when they finished dinner, they change non sequenced discussions. All what he planned to say this evening, of nice expressions and ideas, have vanished from his memory.
	He felt happiness was dominating him when he was cleaning the small table while Mary was carrying the dishes to the lavatory. She was showing him a kind of admiration for the light of his blood and his hot emotions. She smiled in shyness. After a mome...
	He felt his desire and tenderness, her reservation from him for the first time. Sooner, she murmured in a dim voice, looking at the clock on the wall. She suddenly jumped asking for permission to leave the room because she was late.
	“It is still very early.”
	“No, I want to arrive home before nine.”
	He approached her and they exchanged kisses. He closed his eyes in order not to see the light. A deep, silence filled the room. He wished strongly that the time does not go. Then silence prevailed, each one looked at the other.
	“You are strange and kind.” She laughed shortly and continued: “Well, I am leaving it is too late, we will meet again. I will contact you soon after my visit to my family.
	She left slowly smartening herself when she went out.
	“We spent a nice time did not we?”
	He felt happiness and sighed. He remembered his friend Rymond saying: “Man can imagine happiness but the woman leads him to it.” He said to himself: “What has happened is simply the external relation, but everything will come by the end, you have simp...
	The weather has become awful. The air of the small room became warm. He noticed sleep overcoming him. He tried to neglect it for some minutes. He was sleeping on the bed he was not sure of the moment he woke up to continue sleeping again and happiness...
	Sami woke up on the voices of his neighbors in the external alley. They were greeting each other in the morning. The engines of buses started to be heard. He made sure of his watch, then closed his eyes deliberately in order not to see the day light a...
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	Mary traveled with her sister to her birth place. She arrived in the evening. Dusk was spreading its curtains. The night dim whispers were awakening when the birds sang the symphony of sleep and tranquility. Mary felt a strange console and an insistin...
	When the family gathered around the table, the speech went intermittingly and slowly because of Mary’s excitement and what came to her of perplexity which was a barrier between her and her mother. The mother continued to ask her questions when they re...
	Mary started to introduce with tactfulness and numeration all what her mother wanted to know. Timidity was about to dominate her, at first, but soon, she recaptured her confidence in herself. Slowly, she regained her enthusiasm and excitement.
	The mother smiled and added jokingly:
	“Drink your coffee, Mary it has been cold.”
	At this moment darkness thickened to the extent that the mother could not see Mary’s face where she heard her sweet and warm voice. Sooner, she was silent. The mother realized that she was looking for a logical excuse. She continued her speech about S...
	“What attracted me to him…” She was silent suddenly she continued “It is not love, love, as my uncle say, is simply a passing cloud.’
	“Do you say so by arrogance and recklessness?”
	“No, my mother, I mean what I say.”
	“How wonderful what are you saying. You are of strange stages …You wept a moment ago, you were sad? Do love Sami?”
	“I love all of you mother. And I love all of those who do good to me and who treat me kindly.”
	“You were loving Mr. Daniel too?”
	“Yes but Sami is different somehow, I don’t know my mother.’
	“How is that Mary?”
	“Samy is of high conducts. He is a handsome man. More than, that he is a man of principles and of noble feelings that I did not meet with those I met before.”
	“Mary you are going to derange the atmosphere of the family.” Then she rectified saying:
	“But nothing makes me angry, what is important for me is that you be happy.” While he was saying these words, Mary came to embrace her: “This is very kind of you, Mum, I did not tell you about him. He is a student in the art. He is very highly educate...
	This was the first day of her arrival in her campaign house. While she was speaking steadily, she left the living room, sat at the window. She looked outside at the quiet night. She started telling herself: “I can’t get rid of that feeling. The worst ...
	At that moment the wall clock rang. She counted the ten rings. She thought; “Tomorrow at the same time, I will be in Paris talking to Sami. He will tell me nice and kind words. I will sit to listen to him.” She laid her head in her hands she soliloqui...
	“I am carrying a burden which provokes a strange feeling, fear and happiness, ecstasy and anxiety. I am feeling that but, does my conscience blame me? No, and this what makes me afraid of myself. But what makes the pressure is something else, may be t...
	She hides her head between her arms. She closed her eyes then she stood up and looked at the garden.
	Everything was calm. She heard from inside living room the intermitting sounds of the clock. Then the echo of sounds disappeared little by little until it vanishes from her ears. Nothing remained except the dim light of the moon lightening the branche...
	On the following day Mary arrived in Paris, Sami was expecting her in Lemon Prince.
	“I thought you would not come.”
	“I keep my promise Mary this is my duty.”
	Sami thought: “I was drunk by every word she said. We changed the quick kisses of the greeting. I felt her breath on my face.”
	They talked about the weather and the rain. Then she asked him about his news. He took the occasion and told her about everything.
	The old hallucinations were somehow afflicting Mary. It seemed to her that a shade was pursuing her. This feeling of anxiety is still accompanying her but she is getting freed from it little by little. She was relieved by Sami’s speech and smiles from...
	At the whelm of talks her feelings improved gradually. What helped her more to surpass her feelings were the kind expressions she heard from him.
	Sami felt that there was a speech in her eyes, but soon this feeling disappeared with time.
	“You can reveal whatever is annoying your consciousness.”
	“No, Sami I am o.k.”
	He held her and inquired about her family. He said in a dim voice; “Come today to the Sorbonne cafeteria. You can meet me there. You come to my house you don’t have to be anxious.” He continued:
	“We must chat.” Sami left the place, when he was some steps away, Mary remembered that she did not thank him for his help and did not give him the present she brought him. She tried to join him but she couldn’t walk quickly. Her feet were tired. She t...
	The weather was bright the next day, no rain, no wind. The sun was shining. The streets were full of people. People’s faces showed smiles and laughter.
	At nine in the morning, Sami left his house. He was of high morale he strolled in the street looking at people then he went to Saint Germain Des Prets. He looked at the cafeteria of ‘Les Deux Magots.’ Then he moved away feeling shy because he came so ...
	He was startled by her coming from this side. She said breathing quickly:
	“Was I very late?”
	“No, never you are always on time.” He was not to lose something if she waited a little.
	“I passed to post some letters.”
	They walked on the pavement. She said:
	“Where do ,you prefer to go?”
	“Wherever you want.”
	They walked toward the church of Notre Dame. His ideas suddenly diverted. He as dominated by his financial problems. No place for joking now! I am now with an important personality. She belonged to a deep rooted family. Then he said, only in order to ...
	She answered joyfully:
	“Yes, the sun is rising today.”
	They stood looking at the building where his house is situated as if he did not see it before. She interrupted his ideas saying:
	“So, we go up to your house.”
	He trembled and regretted that they passed in front of the house. They entered the building and in the outside alley, she said:
	“You are living in a bourgeois quarter.”
	“Yes, but my house is very modest as you know.”
	“Don’t mind.” She took his hand and walked whispering in his ear.
	“You don’t have to be shy, this way. What is important in life is neither the place nor the fortune but rather joy and happiness.”
	He answered: “I am not shy of you.”
	“Oh, really.” She sat on the iron bed saying:
	“Why aren’t saying anything?”
	“How sweet you are. Here I am sitting here.”
	She looked at him and said: “Is life this way!”
	“Yes.” He did not know what she meant or may be he did not hear her quite well.
	She said hitting lightly her feet on the floor.
	“Simplicity is good.” She wanted to soothe him.
	She surprised him with her speech and felt an ecstasy of none such. Although she is from a rich and a noble family, she showed a great modesty in front of him and tried to make happiness come to his soul.
	He began saying words containing some fun. She advanced toward him. She said in a dim voice:
	“I love you.”
	He felt shy. He looked at the window. He moved away a little. He was confused. She did not say anything. He felt that his act is painful to her. She is proposing him a reward by allowing him to kiss and embrace her. She is really a sweet heart!
	He felt afraid and confused. He looked at her without saying a word. He looked for something to say. He wanted to make her understand that her simple deeds, to him, bring problems and consciousness blame. His senses are sharp. He is a man of principle...
	“Oh, my God.”
	He felt that he was torturing her not deliberately. She said:
	“Why are you cold with me, suddenly, as if you did not know me?”
	“I am not cold my dear.”
	“But why are you so perplexed.” She advanced quickly to him. She stretched her hand. She looked at him with confidence. She put her arms around his neck. The feelings of happiness were clear in her eyes. He stood looking at her. He was afraid that she...
	“How beautiful are you now!”
	“Your position has increased my admiration for you now. You grow in my eyes. You are a wonderful man.
	They stood up looking at each other for a short time. She felt a great happiness. She said to herself; “Now things will be right I will be no more afraid. The hallucinations are the worst thing. She continued thinking; “Sami is a young man. He is too ...
	“I am late. I am going to the library.” This as all what she said.
	She opened the door with kindness. She went out saying:
	“Have a nice day.” She gave him a paper saying: “Contact me tomorrow.” She went out.
	She fell downstairs waving to him with a farewell. He returned to his house feeling a strange ecstasy. He reviewed back all the scenes. He did not miss anything, even, a non important detail. He remembered every small thing and thought of every word.
	“It was impossible that there was a mistake in one of my act.” He laughed at some of his acts and thought many times of what he said.
	“I wasn’t suffering of anything. I did well.”
	He started telling himself happily:
	“All what I really needed was this great period full of life. This moment which is full of joy, empty of any trace of sadness.
	The beautiful days continued; many meetings occurred. They traveled many times together. Most of the time, they were strolling along the Seine River until reaching the beginning of Eiffel Tower. Mary was happy.
	Weeks passed followed by other weeks until Mary showed her desire to invite Sami to visit her family. He showed little enthusiasm, making excuse, sometimes by the writing another time by other jobs but finally he was obliged to submit. He started to t...
	“Despite everything, my acquaintance to Mary was a strong push forward. My writings have improved in a satisfied way. I was persuaded that I would achieve more if my conditions were better.” He continued writing unceasingly and filled pages after the ...
	“How can I reveal my conditions to Mary? There would be a way to find money. Yes, the newspaper agreed to publish my first essay. I will be paid when it is published. There could be another solution, if I thought of it and deployed a great effort. The...
	It was nine in the morning; suddenly an idea attacked him to go to find his friend Joseph to get a sum of money. He strongly changed his idea. He went to his post box. He felt that an angel is falling on him to give him help. He took the mail and came...
	Suddenly, he jumped standing!
	“Finally, it was solved…I was not expecting that letter. It is the first letter coming from David I did not ask him anything. He looked again at the paper. It is a paper of congratulation on the coming of the New Year. Four lines were written on it:
	“Dear friend, why did not you tell me about your conditions? My financial conditions have become excellent. I have specified a monthly sum for you. Why did not you ask me with simplicity and clarity? Your brother Samir informed that your name was not ...
	Sami laughed highly a laughter full of joy, like a child’s laughter. But soon the tears fell on his eyes, he remembered David’s mother. He tried to flash back what he felt when he read David’s mother letter and her sweet words to him. So, her face and...
	He coughed and disentangled strongly his thorax to calm down himself. He felt an ecstasy. He stretched on the bed. He closed his eyes and remembered suddenly his mother and started talking to her. He mixed the image of his mother with David’s mother:
	“Oh, mother you are great creature. I am sitting here with my heart full of your love. You are the greatest woman in this universe. You are brightening in front of me in a way I did not see before in my life. I promise you that your memory will be imp...
	I have thought of you all the day yesterday. I thought within myself that I must ask you something. Here you are stretching your hands towards me. Here you are giving me all what I need, may god help me. I am not negligent my mother. You will realize,...
	“I am not sinning because I didn’t own money. I had a balance…My balance of money was huge. But, a year ago, no penny entered in my pocket except a small sum which came from an essay I published in the newspaper. I spent a great sum on my friend David...
	You know my mother you don’t have to be angry with me. I am thinking of making you happy. I have acquainted a French girl of Eastern heart. Excuse me and forgive me if I don’t inform you my mother, and take your opinion but I was forced. When I wanted...
	“Everything is right today.” He got what he aspired for. He wore his clothes. The meeting ill be pleasant.
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	Sami met, in the evening in the cafeteria of Select in Lemon Prince, his two friends Rymond and Joseph after a rupture of three months. He was pleased to see them. He felt happiness. They changed the greetings. He felt a deep feeling that they were su...
	Sami sat at the chair at the side of the main street. They talked about culture and other different subjects not interrelated as usual. After they welcomed him, Rymond continued:
	“The value and the progress of any civilization are represented of it owns of respect to the human rights as an essential measure to judge the civilization. Also, of what it posses of respect of the right of individuals; like the equality in front of ...
	Rymond expatiated on the speech with sedateness and confidence.
	Joseph interrupted saying:
	“Most of the third world countries which were freed from the colonization have tried to profit from the experience of the western countries but unfortunately the political participation brought opposite results. It did not lead to the development but ...
	Rymond shrugged affirming:
	“The reality, in fact, makes us ask an essential question. What is the reason? Is it our culture? Or is it because we are people who are still suffering illiteracy and backwardness? Or the western democracy does not suit our societies? Why the democra...
	Joseph added:
	“The truth is not that these peoples are not qualified but that these peoples were not given the opportunity of this practicing and that they are still lacking institutional organizations which are the main bricks of democratic powers in addition, to ...
	Sami was listening with all his sense to his friends’ speeches. His confusion disappeared; he recaptured the purity of his mind. His ideas started to be concentrated. He felt a strong desire for speech but Rymond digressed in his dim speech:
	“I see that the hard conditions of people trying to sculpture in the stone a road for the development like the grass which grows on the pavement. They are deadly in need of an essential value which is a perfect work. It is the responsibility of the ch...
	Rymond was well informed. His friends listened carefully to his opinions. Sami was listening without saying a word. He was waiting for an occasion to speak. He profited from the silence of his friends. He started speaking about a specific subject. Fin...
	“Can we say the whole truth in our country, with safety? We know that the principles on which we are building our writings are the echo of most of the world inhabitants. Will our voices be considered in our country? Or will they die before arriving?” ...
	“Can we change people’s eyes from darkness to light and truth? Or be like those who preceded us and could not achieve their ambitions which vanished in front of the chains and barricades.”
	Rymond completed the speech:
	“We have to add a new brick to the house, if we could not complete it, others will come and build on what we built. This is life tradition. I don’t know, I am feeling a force in the deep of my chest which wants to get out. And it will get out with tim...
	The meeting continued until midnight. A fog rose containing colors and colors from this speech. While Sami was thinking, a good idea came to him:
	The last expression he heard from Rymond was the best expression he heard that week. It dominated all his senses. It is worth of concern. Rymond has a sharp philosophical look.
	Sami went out bidding a farewell to his friends. As they disappeared from his look, ideas jumped to his head. He walked to the garden with wide and quick steps. He started walking the whole distance between the cafeteria and his lodging. Suddenly and ...
	“Never, never… The matter is more dangerous…This was possible in the past but now the conditions have changed.”
	While he was walking, he passed next to the cemetery of the greatest ‘Pontoon’. He tried to review in his memory the names of these men but it was difficult to gather in his memory what he felt before now when he was wandering in Paris streets. Their ...
	“Every one of those great is carrying the story of his success and his greatness.” He was fond of adventures and of facing the difficult affairs. With arrogance and pride and will, he will achieve miracles.
	He continued walking until he reached his house. He room moment in the middle of his room Then he stretched on his bed. He reviewed the speech at the cafeteria. His friends’ speeches brought him back some confidence in himself. He felt a great enthusi...
	Sami realized that a supernatural force was forcing him to think. He started murmuring repeating his teacher’s speech and his repeated discussions with Mary and with his friends. Some intermitting expressions came to him. He could not reject them. The...
	“Nothing develops, widens or thickens the imagination except the art. Man has to train himself on imagination. After much training, transparent and unknown images open in front of man.
	New images emanating from the interference of the known images and burst to a new creation…It is not a reproduction but the enthusiasm to the unknown, to what is new and to the creativity.” He remembered an expression he heard from Mary:
	“When man speaks suddenly, how beautiful and how creative is it! Then he found that a given experience occurred without feeling its meaning, when an overwhelming joy dominates him. It grows and develops as it gets out of a very dark room to the splend...
	These expressions dominated all his soul. His soul was filled with vanity and arrogance. He started checking the idea from all its sides.
	Sami felt an ecstasy and a gaiety not equivalent to a mere happiness. It is like walking up from a sleep. He felt that sorcery is carrying him to a new world. He continued:
	“How amazing is that man knows himself and loves what is contained in his soul of creativity spark and does not realize that spark between he and himself.” Suddenly the speech of his teacher rings in his ear:
	“No created can plan for it or possess it. In the eyes of the imagination occurs the spark. He tries to develop it more and more by trying again and again. This is common with all the artists.”
	He sighed and murmured in a dim voice:
	“I don’t think anyone of the greatest artists who drew the scattered paintings in the corridors of the Louver has escaped to this rule!… Despite that some of them have suffered more than the others. Yes, yes man can belong to the family of art in diff...
	“The dream is beautiful, and hope is relieving friend, if it does not reach you it has distracted you.”
	While he was stretching on his bed, he started murmuring overwhelmed by the light ecstasy. He noticed at that moment that his thinking attracted him back to the Louver corridors and to his insisting desire for writing and drawing and awake hopes emana...
	A moment passed in which he felt a strong desire for singing. He started murmuring to chase away the tranquility. Sweet images of his past came back to him. He felt more quietude.
	Sami woke early in the next morning, and when he opened his eyes it was still dark. He tried to sleep again but he could not. He woke up little by little and started thinking of yesterday speech. Suddenly, a subject suitable for writing came to his mi...
	He wrote as if he was assigned to homework. He filled pages after the others without stopping. Ideas came to him surprisingly and hurried as a stream from which diverged other streams, even, he forgot some of them. He could not remember them quickly.
	He continued writing greedily as if he was living in another world of thoughts. Ideas flew on him whenever he stops writing. He had twenty pages. He wondered: “If the pages deserve care, reading and publication. So, I would have realized something!…”
	He started revising what he wrote with care. He modified some paragraphs taking into account the sequencing of ideas. When he finished he read what he wrote many times. Every time, you find that he added an idea or modified a paragraph until he felt a...
	The lights shine more and more in the room. The morning looked joyful outside. The thick fog which was over the roofs of neighboring houses vanished. He remembered the owner of the room:
	“It is certain that I must inform him of my departure before the end of the month. So that, he knows that he is dealing with a man who respects himself."
	He thought of thanking him and giving him a present to erase the traces of the previous months, to prove the honesty of the young man he hosted in his house and to live good impressions in his memory. He followed his ideas. He felt that the ideas he w...
	When he arrived at the building of the newspaper, the secretary asked him to wait for some minutes. She took the essay from him and went to the door inside.
	Sami sat at the reception room;
	“Her speech was not encouraging. She seemed to speak with me by the motive of duty.”
	The living room was full of life. There was a young man about to go out. He stopped speaking with the miss. It seemed from his speech that he is a correspondent for the newspaper. He asked permission bidding a farewell. When voices of speakers were he...
	“Oh, I did all what I could.”
	It was possible for him to read some titles related to the organization of work put on the table of announcement.
	He stared at the frontal wall to see an old image. He looked deeply at it. The image showed a group of artists, he recognized among them Jean Paul Sartre.
	He started looking for the philosophical stream represented by his book: “Yes, it is the existentialism which diversified people in France and went beyond it to the whole world.”
	Ideas followed in his head. He remembered what he read about it, he remembered the book and the nausea.
	“His life was simple he did not live in an ivory tower. He was like me strolling in the markets. He visited the cafeterias and clubs. He attended the ceremonies like thousands of ordinary people, a strange thing to you.” He remembered Mary’s speech at...
	“Yes, Sartre formulated the experience of life and formulated the sufferance, in literature and thought, to create a phase of intellectual conflicts that people are still living."
	He sat straightforward; he dipped in his thinking about this matter. He felt a delight running in his blood disturbed by the lady’s voice:
	“Come in.”
	He held his papers ready in his hands and start arranging in his mind what he is going to say.
	The man was sitting to the desk of his office, busy writing a given subject. He did not utter a word; he did not reply to Sami’s greeting or may be he did not hear it.
	His voice seemed dim in a strange way. The pulses of his heart hurried very quickly. He smiled a little and asked the permission for sitting.
	He stood for a moment checking the affair in his mind. He asked:
	“Did you work before in the press?”
	He had to guess exactly what he meant and to give an appropriate answer in a correct language. He answered overwhelmed by joy:
	“No, but I worked as a language corrector. I have written some essays for different newspapers, a period ago."
	He checked the affair in his mind for a moment: “You writing showed a particular transparency, well, type it in a clear way and give it to us.”
	Sami stood in tranquility, he started smiling. His eyes darkened with joy. He hurried out. He did not see anyone in the alley when he was walking. He said to himself:
	“I see that the conditions will be right.” He felt proud of this: “I was not hoping for too much, I was hoping for something.”
	He went straight to the university campus. He moved his hands happy of his essay. He spoke loudly…he thought of Mary’s speech:
	“Don’t be afraid of works because of the critics, if so, you will never work. Do what you think is right and consider likely to be interesting.” He continued:
	She is a good woman. He started telling himself:
	“Oh, the relief I am feeling, while moving from a street to another. It would be better for me, if I were lucky enough and could publish the second subject.” He smiled and continued: “I need to continue writing to move to the second idea. I continue t...
	When he was excited from the ecstasy of joy, he murmured to himself:
	“My meeting with her will be funny. I will look in her face and announce her the news. My behavior will be really excellent.”
	He took his way to buy a coat to wear it in order to be in a suitable look in front of her.
	About five in the evening Sami left the room. He was in high morale. He stood in front of the entrance of the library. He looked secretly at the rows of students sitting. Mary saw him without noticing her. He walked in the corridors of the building fe...
	“From where will she come? What will I tell her?”
	He reached the side of the external door. He stopped therefore a moment. He started looking everywhere. He heard the steps of a woman behind him. Then he heard a sweet voice calling him:
	“Sami were you here for a long time?”
	“No, never I have come a few minutes ago.”
	“Will you go to the cafeteria?”
	He felt an ecstasy and a joy looking at her. His heart was beating:
	“Oh, it is a wonderful feeling to sit with a young lady and to chat with her with high spirits. She said:
	“You look much better than what you were. Last time you were anxious.”
	The perplexity appeared on Sami’s face. He became confused somehow and could not find a way to start the speech. He asked her:
	“Does it fit you this cafeteria?”
	She nodded then rectified:
	“Isn’t that cafeteria better than this one? She pointed at the opposite side of the street meaning the cafeteria of
	‘Les deux magots"
	He asked her:
	“But you have specified this place before the meeting.”
	“I don’t know, I did not remember another place at that moment.”
	The lady was confident in herself. He thought:
	“How many times I wished to be able to talk to her in spontaneous way about any subject which fits the meeting! Joseph can provoke interesting discussions about any subject, unlike me.”
	He said happily as he found a thing he could talk about:
	“What do drink? Beer or coffee?”
	“Panche, please.”
	She drank the same kind last time. Yes, it is the drink she often drinks.
	Things began to radiate in front of his eyes. He regained confidence in himself. His talk about the visit of the newspaper was behind the feeling of great joy because he achieved the thing he dreamed of. The words start coming for him by intuition. He...
	She interrupted his thoughts:
	“I am very happy. I thought of you many times yesterday.” She continued:
	“How am happy to go out tonight. I stayed the long day in the library. I don’t like to return immediately home.” She continued breathing deeply the breeze: “The weather today is beautiful it is carrying, in its breath, the smell of spring.”
	Sami led Mary to the metro station. Then he returned slowly. Suddenly, he felt while flashing back Mary’s last expressions:
	“An artist may aspire for fame all his life without reaching it, while the fame can be gotten by an unknown one.”
	He murmured to himself:
	“I will never forget the beauty of that day.”
	The rain sprinkles start tickling his face. He stood in front of the façade of Julper library skimming through the books titles. Then he continued walking to his room.
	He tried to get out a heavy burden from the spiritual side caused by his new life and by the rational speeches of his friends…He attacked his soul obliging her on refreshment and activity. He stood up from the couch. He removed the curtain, opened the...
	Sami wore his jacket which was hung behind the door. He put its buttons. He went out of his room feeling the scruples of his ideas between his new reality which dominated his heart and his old reality which attracted him to his roots.
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	At the middle of June, Sami, accompanied with Mary, went to Lemon Prince to visit Mary’s family.
	The train started moving, gliding in high speed. Sami felt an interesting stream of joy creeping and sneaking towards his heart with happiness and joy. The trip was pleasant. The weather was nice. At the pavement of station, Mary’s sister was waiting ...
	She received them politely and kindly. Mary climbed next to her sister in the vehicle after introducing him to her. Sami took his place back in the vehicle.
	The vehicle started moving slowly in the muddy streets of the village. Mary looked around her. She felt an enthusiasm and a vivacity she did not feel for months.
	Sami said:
	“The city and the country are completely different. People here are calm, they show tranquility.” The sister replied in a voice that the clamor of the car and the passing of the train did not let him hear. She smiled continuing her speech:
	“Yes, this true,” while Mary was submitting to quietude and contemplation. After a half of an hour, the car stopped in front of Mary’s house.
	The house was of simple ground yard and old fashioned stones. The façade of the main house was opening on the main road but from the back it opened on a small forest.
	As soon as the vehicle stopped, Sami get out opening the outside door, giving Mary his arm. Mary gets out. She turned to the servant. She saw a wide smile on her face. Mary understood the secret of her smile. The servant followed Mary to the lobby of ...
	“This  is Sami.” She looked at the servant in a kidding way:
	“And this is Margaret who is a good cook.”
	The servant started looking at the Sami with curiosity. All of them went left and entered the sitting room. Before Mary spoke, the mother opened the lateral door. Another small room appeared, somehow, opening on the back garden. She said:
	“This is your room Sami. Margaret equipped it with my orders. I find it acceptable. I will be happy if it pleases you. He draws his arm from her hand. He thanked her smiling. He looked at her to see the effect of his speech on her. She immediately cha...
	“Let’s sit and eat something.” She continued her speech: “Where do we eat? Here in the corridor or inside?” she laughed and looked at Mary, she wanted to make her happy.
	On the morning of the following day, Sami woke up. He found a difficulty to recognize what is around him:
	“Where was I yesterday? Is it true that I am in Mary’s house? I was yesterday very tired to look carefully at what is surrounding me. He started checking the place carefully:
	“How great is my happiness. I did not feel all that satisfaction during the trip but where is Mary? Everything is quiet around me. No one is here!”
	He was not hearing except the crackling of the small watch and from a time to another a sound of a car in the street outside.
	It is eight in the morning, the mother said to her daughter:
	“The gentleman gets out lightly, I did not hear anything. Does he usually wake up so early like this?
	“Yes, mother, and he does not like long sleep.”
	The mother felt a little bit guilty by asking such question, then she started the speech again.
	“The gentleman was right, waking early is a correct behavior and it is the habit of your father’
	“And now mother  let’s go to the corridor, is father inside or is he out?’
	“I think, he went to the bank but he is back a few minutes ago”
	At that moment the maid servant entered bringing the coffee and put the breakfast staff on a small table situated in an angle of the corridor.
	Sámi was not late to come, they continued their speech, one time about the warbling of the birds in the garden, another time about the program of the visit to the village, but they were obliged to stop their speech when father entered smiling, he welc...
	Mary’s eyes were aspiring for that his father be delighted by Sámi’s arrival and she got what she wanted.
	The signs of delight mixed with anxiety were apparent on her father’s face when he went out.
	They talked about their visit program. They visited different shops in the village then came back for lunch.
	It was a good  opportunity for Sámi to discover Mary’s family and to discover new habits different from his. Mary was acting in simplicity; joy and self confidence. She was happy because she felt the consent of her father and his welcome for the guest.
	It is true that anxiety is still dominating her but she is no more afraid or , at least; fear is dwindling in her acts.
	In the morning they went to a neighboring restaurant opening on a small lake, surrounded by high beech trees with their calm water covered with lotus flowers. The sight of the gull was fantastic. From the south appear the tiles of the village roofs. M...
	They sat to a table next to the window opening on the river. She looked at Sámi’s eyes. The gentle breeze coming from the window filled her lungs. She said:
	“How am I happy with your arrival.” she was happy with his arrival and felt that his speech revived her. They changed intimate speech. They left the restaurant, stopped many times at the side of the river.
	The next day he took the train back, he was dominated by joy and happiness.
	Mary spent another week at home what she has planned has been materialized. Her father was treating her as a father. He was afraid of exaggerating in love, but her mother surrounded her with all love and affection.
	The father said: “Mary is a smart girl but I find her attachment abnormal to Sámi and that made me anxious despite the fact that he seems to be a nice person. What is the reality of her feelings?”
	The mother replied;
	“What do mean?’
	“I mean what I mean and you know what I mean. Is she happy? Are there some obstacles in her face? At first, it seems that she loves him more than she considers him and that is illogical, love may not remain for a long time.
	“ You always come back to these subjects about which we talked many times. How do you imagine a young girl especially your own daughter? Do think it possible that we can get what we want easily. The reality remains hidden and your daughter is reluctan...
	“And what did she said?”
	“ She said that he is a good person, well educated, strange in his manners, she was fearing him sometimes but the most important is that he is a man of principles that made me assured of him despite their difference in faith, a matter which has become...
	A week passed of speeches related to that visit. Three days later, the world has become small today, Sámi called mary to know about her, he felt that her days were quiet and gentle because Mary was expecting her father’s reply and that was  what her m...
	He said: “ How nice is the speech with you Mary, but tell me what are you going to wear tonight?’
	“There is a party tonight at seven . It is the birth day of my sister Simon. I have decided for your sake to wear the blue dress in which I met you that night in the warm hall of your house. This dress reminds of beautiful remembrances, which attract ...
	Sámi closed his eyes happily:
	“I have never heard her speaking that ways, her replies were usually in looks or words without speech.
	“Goodbye Mary, promise that you will  be happy tonight, your happiness is mine. I will send a paper to congratulate your sister.”
	‘Oh, yes Sámi I feel happiness and pleasure with you.”
	“ Goodbye Mary and see you soon.”
	He put down the phone and kept on thinking of Mary, he thinks that their separation was too long.
	He sometimes thought that one day, he will wake up to find that all his dreams have gone for ever. He carried his bag and hurried on the pavement, for the first time he felt everything around him has become warm and close, the pavement, the people, th...
	-14-
	In the beginning of August, Sámi woke up early , the sky was blue, the weather was warm. It is a quarter to nine, he thought:
	“Only a quarter before the date. He took the advertisement, and went looking for the address in Paris II. He entered Rue Sudain. He knocked at the door and waited for the reply.
	He felt an internal hope stemming from the surprise waiting him. The door was opened. He heard a deep voice puffing, an old lady appeared in front of him, she was in the sixties, she was wearing a blue vest and grey shoes. The lady stood staring at hi...
	“You are the one who contacted me the last night for the lodging.”
	“ It’s me Sámi.”
	He stood silent in front of her as if he forgot his language, he started looking everywhere in the room. The room color was rose and it was of a medium size. There was a rose table inside the room with a vase of flower on it, it was opening on the mai...
	The old lady asked:
	“Has the room pleased you?”
	He nodded smiling. She looked at him curiously with little doubt. Then he had to answer a flood of questions. Great, she appeared pleased.
	“You are an educated student and I think you are aware of these matters.”
	He nodded in agreement, although he did not understand what she meant, because he is used to such things. He thought:
	“By not asking questions, we are avoiding problems.”
	Sámi thought:
	“I will be luckier here. I will find a comfortable house with a large living room. I will be allowed to sit in that room from a time to another. It has gone for ever that old life. A new life is looming, a life without fear, a life far better than the...
	The ideas continued in his head:
	“Oh, everything has its advantages and disadvantages. In my old room there was simplicity and freedom and this beautiful room is suitable to my taste , there is a new furniture and rest. But her strict style, her abundant conditions, and her blabber. ...
	He continued his soliloquy:
	“She is certainly right in her behavior, if I were in her place I would do the same. You don’t have to disturb yourself by these thoughts, man always gets what he deserves.’
	He went to his old room to bring his case ,he went downstairs, said goodbye, to the woman guard, he went out, made a deep sigh and he went to his new home.
	“Welcome, are you back?”
	He opened the door with prudence, he was not in a mood of answering questions. He stayed in his room for a moment, then he gets up, changed his clothes and sat on the couch next to the window. A mild breeze came out of the window. He sat quietly think...
	The first days are the most difficult, don’t worry the sharpness of anxiety will diminish soon. It is enough to be proud of the new home in front Mary.
	Mary traveled with her family to spend their summer holiday. She wrote for him regularly, he waited for her letters impatiently. He read them many times, moments passed which pushed him to think that she will not be back again, nights passed that he c...
	One evening after sun set, the old lady knocked smiling at the door, she gave him a choclate  and started talking about the weather and the stress made by the information. He had to answer many questions, suddenly she looked at him a little bit nervous:
	“Tell me what you said a little time ago is not true.
	Sámi understood that he  did not understand her last question, his answer excited her. He rectified:
	“Yes, it is a reality. I feel the truth of what you said. He did not know what she meant. He was silent, he had nothing to say. Then he tried to change the topic of the speech:
	“Your house is beautiful, how beautiful are these paintings and this calm, no one can wish more than what you have. You have to thank god for being far from people and that you are in a good health. He wanted to ask her about her age, he hesitated, th...
	“Yes but I am not o.k.” then she changed the topic of the discussion.
	‘You have to be prudent in your questions,” He remembered a wisdom: “Don’t ask how old two things are: the true art and the woman.” She summoned him to drink tea with her in the living room. He felt fear and supplication in her pale eyes.
	She came always on time and they spoke spontaneously. Now, he talks with her about whatever comes to his mind.
	He noticed that she likes listening to his stories and that she listens to them with pleasure.
	She was fearing something. She was afraid of being alone in the evening but the rest of the time, she is active. As soon as he completed his words, she left saying;
	‘The house is at your service. You can stay in the living room when I am out.” She continued with passion:
	“If you want anything, inform me”
	“Thank you madam for everything you did to me”
	She went in slow steps bending a little bit. Then she entered her room she needed to be alone.
	Sámi felt a real need for getting out. Suddenly he felt satisfied with the new life which seems to be easier than what he expected.
	It was dusk, outside the building, the street was wonderful through the window. How sweet is life in this building!
	He thought deeply:
	“You are undergoing a test in this period, it will determine if you will stay in this room or not. But she seems to be pleased with me, her look was not  look of doubt, she was very fond of my arrival. She was looking for someone to soothe her in her ...
	It seems that before my arrival, she was dwelling alone in her room. Does she realize the value of what she got? The money I pay her is not the cause of my lodging.
	Then he wondered:  ”Oh, my god, why didn’t she get a dog like all the women who are alone? The dogs help to dissipate their loneliness. She certainly doesn’t like dogs, she likes talking too much”
	Her life arises a deep feeling for him. Aren’t that eternal tranquility and that dwelling between the rooms strange? The most difficult thing is hope which leads to despair. But there are thousands  of people living a similar life. He continued:
	“Oh, I wish I could  do something these days, a work like this would be a kind of fantasy. He did not know the reasons which pushed him to think of this. She certainly is right in what she did. If I were in her place I would do the same. Isn’t it stra...
	“Our century is the century of solitude and misery and we can’t change anxiety to rest nor war to security.’
	Sámi looked at the tuft of flowers in front of him. He remembered Joseph saying:” Oh you dreaming romantics, you can’t stop this time.”
	He answered himself:
	“No, no I don’t want to stop it, I want to live in peace. You came to this world to live your short period. He started repeating the advice of his mother unconsciously :
	“Don’t forget one thing my son, don’t scarify love, love is the artery of life. It brings life to the stagnant water.”
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	In the beginning of September, Mary returned to Paris. Sámi went to visit her at home. He is used to visiting her at home or meet her at the library to go to the cafeteria,
	In front of Mary’s house, Sámi stopped to arrange his clothes, then he went upstairs. The house was too old the stairs were covered with a red carpet.
	Mary lived in the fourth floor. The door was opened by a girl wearing a rose dress. He recognized her by her features. She is Mary’s elder sister.
	“Mister Sámi”
	“Yes”
	She welcomed him and led him in the alley shouting “Mary, we are here ‘”She opened the door of the room.
	Sámi felt a little disappointed but his fears were dissipated at the sight of Mary walking in her elegant steps. She closed the door after giving him a quick kiss.
	Sámi put the tuft of flowers on the table. He went on looking every where in the room. There was little furniture, there are quiet and extremely elegant.
	He continued his looks. He looks forward to Mary as if she was giving him a nice gift he was waiting for.
	Thoughts continued in his head:
	“How many times I wished to sit next to her on the bed but an internal feeling prevented him from doing so. I didn’t sit next to her  as I was planning, no, no, I don’t think of these matters”
	Mary started speaking with her sad voice about things she encountered during her trip. Her face seems fascinating under a dim light coming from an angle of the room swimming in a light music.
	Sámi forgot his existence. He didn’t believe that the intimate love makes ,of two persons, only one. He considered that being far from one’s lover makes love more vivid and let lovers feel the pleasure of the meeting.
	Mary turned and said:
	“Are you tired Sámi?”
	“No, my tiredness is of another kind, I will have time to overcome it.” He continued the speech about the new house and her owner:
	“Don’t you like to change your clothes and be ready for the party? We are late”
	“I will be ready in minutes.”
	They went downstairs, they had to go to Drocaster Saint Germain Depres. They sat on a table which overlooked the main street. After a moment, they were joined by Joseph and Lisa. Sámi was happy and nervous. He felt tranquil because he will be tonight ...
	Joseph asked him;
	“How are you doing with the new home?”
	“It’s good, things are different from the past, I am feeling happy for ever.’ He turned to Mary as if he wanted her to sustain him.
	Rymond and his wife Agnes joined them. Rymond tapped on Sámi’s shoulders expressing intimacy and morale support. Sámi was extremely happy and talked vividly with Rymond:
	“The world is o.k. my dear Rymond”
	“Let’s toast the health of all of you and the occasion of meeting Mary. Sámi returned to his usual behavior, talking, laughing unceasingly. He got rid of calm and timidity. He was the challenger of Joseph in leading the session. They were all dominate...
	“Love makes life longer.” Then he continued laughing. “If you want to loose your partner, tell her frankly, your opinion about her. Women refine the character but they weaken the morale. How wonderful is she. She good-hearted and well educated.”
	Sámi smiled of satisfaction. Mary looked sharply at Sámi but she didn’t notice anything. She smiled and continued her speech with Lisa.
	Joseph was wishing good luck for everyone after each drink, it was his habit. His act disturbed Lisa somehow but Mary’s face showed indifference. She was calm, her face was shining.
	Sámi felt that the restaurant was flying in the sky through nights and years. There is no more sadness. He does no more care about life..
	He turned to Rymond and noticed that he is talking to Agnes and Lisa. He could not hear what they were saying but he felt a warm happiness going through him deeply. He started listening to Joseph sweet speech talking to Lisa:
	“Do you believe Rymond can drive in that case, if you are doubting, I can drive for him.
	“May be but I am not sure of his ability to concentrate. She looked at Sámi smiling. He realizes that she wants him to drive. He neglected her because he didn’t want to intervene in this matter. At this moment, the visitors were coming and going while...
	“What happened to you Sámi?”
	Sámi smiled and answered:
	“Every thing is right.’
	Joseph added:
	“I am happy of the improvement of your conditions and your new home. He approached him and give him a dish of dessert. After stopping, he continued speaking cleverly. He understood what was occupying Sámi’s mind. He added: “Your conditions will be bet...
	Joseph laughed and answered:
	“I was happy about what Rymond told me. You know, the lodging is the biggest problem in Paris and the one who is well in his lodging is well in his living.”
	Sámi  replied Smiling:
	“Yes, that’s right.”
	Sámi was happy of the affection he heard from Joseph. He trembled a little and changed the speech because he was not ready to talk in front of the guests about his private life. He turned his eyes towards Mary and while he was watching her, he noticed...
	She said :
	“It is better to leave now.’
	They left the restaurant.
	The rain was falling outside, the thunder was deafening. Sámi went out quietly and said:
	“Come on, there is a taxi’, he opened the door and they run.
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	In one evening Sámi received a letter from David  . He remained a moment looking at it. Then he took out the cover. He sat at the edge of the bed. His face was shining of happiness. Then he stood correctly and started opening the letter with a desire....
	“Dear Sámi your human tendency is planted in your soul. How lucky are you! You are happy when you are with people. Just when you see a person, you feel love towards him, even before knowing him. It is a pleasure for you to see your neighbor happy. It ...
	Dear Sámi the words I uttered to you I couldn’t separate them from my ideas and when I was organizing my ideas in my head, the words didn’t  come spontaneously because of habits I acquired
	I don’t forget you my friend when I was in Paris walking on its pavements, as myself a foreigner, wherever I go. My memory would always would leave me when I try to dip in its fascination and beauty. She was fleeing me, I lived in a permanent coma. Th...
	So everything was destined to an end, I may be paying the cost of my sins, as if god wants to punish me for something I did not commit, more than that, The death of my mother without seeing her.
	I want to thank you my dear on the behalf of my mother. Her death was a strong stroke. I couldn’t imagine it. I wept too much, I had to hide myself in my room when I was weeping. In my room enlightened by the moon, I was suffering alone, I whispered “...
	Suddenly my mother’s voice came to me: ”It’s no use folding yourself this way, for my sake you have to get rid of that suffering, oh my son, I am with you I am satisfied with you and my shade will remain with you.
	We were whispering and the echo of words rang above the rooms, the hills lighted by the moon. My feelings towards her are decreasing but not stopping. Her image is always in front of my eyes, in the light I can get control of myself but in the night w...
	I could never train myself on the idea that my mother wouldn’t never be back again, all of that is now a dream of the childhood.
	If you could see how I have changed, you won’t recognize me and a week before her death, she told me in her letter to keep your friendship and to help you.
	I always remember you with sweet memories, even though sad you know whom am I ? before preaching or disturbing you I have my part in the problem when I was next because I always let things go as they want and I don’t have your experience.
	I will send you as I told you apart of your good deeds to me. I will be happy if you accept it. Goodbye, my friend, I hope that you always write to me.
	David’s letter shook Sámi’s existence because David appeared in unusual way. He was more intelligent and deeper in his thoughts.
	In the calm of the night, while sitting to his table, he murmured while overwhelmed by a hidden ecstasy and an insisting desire for writing. He started telling him all the details of his life
	“Dear David I read your letter which is full of noble feelings. I noticed your great interest in my ideas when we were together. I know this is due to your sincere feeling and admiration. I know this saddens your heart and I know it is a great respons...
	Dear David the days have taught me that no can depend on himself and mainly in this place where the matter dominates the feelings. It has become certain for me that love gives things their beauty and man can’t be happy without little love and I would ...
	Dear friend, it is a big mistake to think that all people wherever they are, are of the same feeling, even if they are of the same country or the same city.
	If you are asking about my conditions, the style of my life has changed. I lost a part of my freedom which embraced my soul before. I moved to my new home. Before I was alone in my small room but now I am like a chained bird who wants to fly freely in...
	In the past I lived freely but now I am living chained. I see life with my eye of imagination glowing, flickering, retreating and fading me like ghosts. In the past I concentrated my thoughts leading my life in a fragile weaving of thoughts and feelin...
	Dear David, virtue can’t be reached except by combating the soul and the desire and little arrogance destroys many advantages and know that virtue exists in every class and every ethnic group and kind. It’s not sold at any price. I have known from my ...
	My dear I was finding in my feeling of relax a feeling of safety pushing me to ecstasy, then your nice letter came to increase my relax. This increases my courage and led me to more seriousness,  and discipline in life. I devoted my life to study and ...
	Nothing is more beautiful than spending the evening with a book in the hand, the wind scorching the glass of the window, the heater giving him warm and peace, when man moves very far from the hardships of life. And to live with ideas which were ambigu...
	Of course each of us is living a routinish life and we were submitting to a group of ideas and conditions. Yes Paris was, and we were about to enter its life style. It required more of actions,  activities and patience. So, I couldn’t really understan...
	Oh, my friend, I was a shy student, I found myself speaking with freedom with a beautiful girl in front of the university campus.
	The happy opportunity would not have  happened without adventure and audacity. So, I found myself obliged to advance under the effect of surprise. I have never spoken with such fascinating style, yes, I have never heard a speech full of passion like t...
	I have discovered many great things about this beautiful city. The Parisians are peaceful and rational in their thinking and their respect for man’s humanity. But man here is satisfied about the materialistic character of life and its hardship, a thin...
	I had to  put myself at the others’ place. And see things with their eyes. I struggled to create new images by the choice and beautiful interests. I thought that I realized that achievement myself. I thought that it came out of me without being consci...
	“In our lives and theirs, there is much happiness and sadness. We have simplicity and spontaneity of modest life, cooperation and the glittering of the intimate feelings and a kind of tranquility, despite the mess dominating our conducts. And they hav...
	Dear David, every one in this life is determined so as not to fall in a vulgar love which fades away with the first shock of life. Many are the young men and women who consider love as a lovely entertainment. Love, my friend is the life song among peo...
	How many times I suffered the pains and fear by trying to open people’s hearts. I offered much love which sooner opened their hearts to me. It was like a balsam to their injuries.
	As I told you I was lucky to know and meet Mary, without a preceding a appointment                                                                                                                                                                         ...
	Dear David,  you don’t know the suffering of many people who live alone. I have met in my home an old lady, the owner of the house, a woman who loves me not as person independent in his existence but she loves me me as a symbol of one of her sons. How...
	I was looking at her and expecting her to speak, speak tell me what are you feeling towards me. I am waiting for the words which will make me happy. I am waiting that Mum would call me “My son.” You will cure my soul and let me rest. I would have told...
	Dear David,  fate had separated us. You left Paris and went far away from me, but your sweet nature appeared to me every moment. It is alive and lives close to me. How am I missing your talking to me. I am recommending you to preserve people’s love an...
	Accept all my wishes.
	Yours sincerely .
	Sámi.
	Sámi put down the pen and laid back on his bed. He started murmuring dominated by a slight ecstasy of satisfaction. He did not leave his room and even forgot to have his lunch. David,’s letter and the letter he wrote to him were still effecting him. H...
	Memories shook his feelings for two hours. Images from the past were still shining and brightening in his memory. An absurd feeling was agitated in his soul which was sooner dispersed by hearing footsteps going to his room. He knows the steps of the o...
	He opened the door, the lady was standing smiling, a smile expressing endearment and sympathy. The smile was destined to him. He was dominated by comfort, when looking at it as if he returned to his ancient moments of life.
	Memories followed up in his head as if attacking him. She started speaking freely to him as if she was speaking to her son. When she informed him of the achievement she realized in Paris her voice carries much warm and passion.
	He was pleased by her visit. He felt that he is under the pressure of heavy burdens. His tiredness is different from her tiredness. Her tiredness is due to her old age whereas his tiredness is caused by conflicting ideas and fear of the unknown. Each ...
	As usual Sámi makes a flashback in his memories, all of what the old lady said. He tried to remember her beautiful expressions. He repeated these expressions when speaking to himself or to the others. It seems that her language has been changed and im...
	A year passed, an awful feeling makes him think that he is not the one who is speaking but another person, the owner of the house. He lived within the atmosphere of this house and it grows in his senses.
	His language and feelings lived in the protection of that old lady. The more, his relations with the old lady improves, the more he becomes isolated from the external world. He shared with her the  comfort of the house, this made Mary shows coldness a...
	He was enjoying his continued speeches with the old lady and his long staying up to write his essays and complete his reports. This led to an exhaustion of his body. Mary was the first to notice the falling down of his health. She was controlling his ...
	“You are exaggerating in your business life. You have enough time for writing. Leave a time for rest you are still very young.”
	Mary was determined pushed by jealousy to bring him far from the madam. It was apparent, in her speech and looks, he was noticing that. Sámi was feeling that his restlessness was the origin of his deep sensitivity and deep feelings. Whenever he felt a...
	One time, he noticed a severity in the madam eyes towards his relation with Mary. She couldn’t declare it openly but it was clear in her voice and tone. She was trying, by all means, not to utter a clear word, then her looks became more fine and passi...
	Sámi felt a confusion of paradoxical feelings which disrupted his ideas and life. His ideas were dispersed between study and thought on the one hand, and Mary and madam’s behavior on the other hand.
	These lasted ten months of strange emotions and behavior from Mary whom he loves very much and the old lady whom he likes as a mother. The existence of the old lady was enough to give him peace and tranquility. Whenever he looks at her, he was dominat...
	This situation made him feel arrogance one time and hardship another. His behavior became a little odd in both sides. Each one of them was trying to woo him by special characteristics, softness, passion or causing him strange feelings. Sometimes, he w...
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	One evening while Sámi was stretching on his bed in his room, trying to find a solution, he remembered Mary; “What I did do myself?” he remembered her voice sitting next to him and her sweet breaths scorching him. “Why did I come here I wish I stayed ...
	He got up, opened the window, the city was still covered by the calm night and the rain drizzles courting the window glasses. Some windows were shining with a dim light. He wondered:
	“Perhaps, there are some who indulged in their deep sleep whereas I am here in this room as if I were besieged with absurd ideas. At this time, the old lady was immersing in her quiet sleep. He felt cold going through his legs. He sat on his bed, clos...
	“Oh, where are you now, mother? and what are you doing? Are you suffering like me in despair? He remembered her when attacked by a problem telling him:
	“What’s the matter with you my son? Come here, my son, lie down. She embraced him and started kidding passing her hands on him saying: “I am here my son don’t afflict yourself, I know what’s going on with you. She keeps on surrounding him with love an...
	He continued addressing his interior:
	“I am enjoying the presence of a passionate mother, she is almost a mother. I was deprived of this passion after our separation. He was silent for a moment then he gets up speaking to himself: “Stop, Sámi. Don’t behave like a child, be a man. There is...
	Why do I punish myself? Mary is right, we have to go out and enjoy life.
	On the next day, Sámi got up after enjoying some rest. He imagined he was in a dream. He tried to read, but he couldn’t . He  put on his clothes and went out quickly.
	He started to calm   himself while he was walking on the pavement. He tried to convince himself that the old lady was the only responsible of what happened. Then he changed his view to blame the conditions, fate or Mary.
	His walking alone was enough to bring an ecstasy to his soul. He went far from the room and his thoughts.
	He stood in front of the university campus. He advanced with unconscious steps to Saint Jack Street. He found himself led to his former room. When looking at his ancient room, he felt a gratitude. He was about to enter and go upstairs with the wooden ...
	He remembered the woman guard. He was anxious, it was sure that she is not the woman he was eager to meet. He was perplexed and remembered Mary. She penetrated to the depths of his soul and put his senses under the pressure of her imagination.
	He rushed to the library to see the image of Mary sitting next to the window, putting one hand on the window and the other on the table.
	Sámi entered the library noticing some students sitting next to Mary. He approached, sat next to her, so as not to be an intruder, she looked at him with a satisfactory smile.
	He looked tender, splendid, well shaved. A smile appeared on her colored lips and tension appeared another time .  Her eyes shined when she turned her pupils to him. She returned the greeting timidly:
	“Wait for me outside to have the coffee together.”
	He waited for several minutes at the door, his heart was happy.
	“What I can tell her about the long absence? How can I confess that I was absorbed in my thinking? What shall I tell her? Won’t she expel me? And despise me?”
	As soon as she joined him, and throw him with her sweet smile, all his remorse disappeared.
	In order to disperse his timidity and to justify his position, she started asking him about his wealth and his study. They sat in the Sorbonne cafeteria.
	Sámi felt a glitter shining from his interior. His financial matters were settled. He saw everything around him brilliant and beautiful. She looked at her quietly showing a sad passion and affection.
	Sámi smiled to encourage her. He was listening to her carefully. He talked of the conditions he experienced as if he wanted to apologize and call her affection.
	She looked at him with her blue eyes, a serious look showing blame. The she controlled herself and didn’t show any excitement. The speech was slow and intermitted at the beginning, then little by little it becomes more enthusiastic.
	Sámi started speaking about literature and art in order not to stop the speech. He asked her about the book between her hands. Sámi was surprised to notice that she realized his intention but she didn’t show it on her face.
	She started speaking about the topic of the novel “The Street Of The Obscure Shops.” For Patrick Marian. She expanded her speech without being asked:
	“He is of  fine feelings and emotions, living in solitude and perplexity, looking for himself from a place to another from a city to another. It is the search of the lost time.” She compared his two books.
	He doesn’t reveal the identity of his characters. And what is particular to that novel is the fact that names are not important, the protagonist does not have a name, the she looked at him blinking and smiling and whispered:
	“As if the writer was tired of his trip of investigation, like his protagonist.” She continued: “Few are those who get of their narrow world to the wide horizon of the human world.”
	Sámi answered: “The conditions are stronger than man.”
	They talked about different subjects. Her eyes rushed upon him as if they were looking for him for many years. Her speech tricks arouse his curiosity to the extent of love. The speech shoveled then, the expressions came out of him to find their rhythm...
	He was looking at her with a rising anxiety. He was looking at the face which has become strange to him today. Silence dominated a short moment full of pain. Then he remembered an expression he heard from Rymon: “Woman can pull the secret from man’s c...
	His ideas were interrupted by her smile. She turned toward him with passion. Her voice was warm and passionate. The restaurant seems to be dancing in front of his eyes. His body regained his initial energy he lost a week ago. He regained his great ple...
	Sámi thought: “How sweet are the moments I expected for days and weeks. Whenever he, thinks of their meeting his glowing emotions, are extinguished by the effect of the infernal troubles he is living at home.
	Sámi could no more be patient the moments separating from meeting his love. He was always on time. When they finish with the library, they go the restaurant or the cafeteria. Sometimes, he accompanied her home.
	Sámi becomes satisfied of the harmony between his emotions and his ideas about art and culture. Their meeting allowed him to penetrate to the depth of the French literature. The new ideas came in a style mixing fun and seriousness.
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	One evening Sámi was stretching on his bed. He closed his eyes and started formulating images in a calm. Within his eyelids, different lights crept to give the images different forms. So, he flew back in the memories of the past.
	During the night, he could not sleep. He dipped in a sweet ecstasy, he never tasted before. He was relieved during the night by Mary’s whispers and his talk to her. He said to himself: “The imagination gives different shapes anew essence and a value.”...
	“Beware Sámi, never think that there is no relation between the artist and his artistic works. The artist is always pursued and followed by his works. The horizon is open to him to achieve his work then comes the execution to take the form of the crea...
	The artist becomes only artist only by work and the transfer of imagination to incentives and the dreams to simple shapes. He becomes like a spectator. The artist  moves from the planning to work through a set of attempts associated with many a modifi...
	These ideas awakened his emotions and dropped a blur of fear from his eyes to find himself as seen by his eyes. He regained confidence in himself from these thoughts. They revived in him his former boldness. He felt eager to writing.
	A plan was designed in Sámi’s mind and was waiting Mary’s signal to execute it. He continued repeating within himself Mary and the professor’s expressions. Then he realizes that what he was longing for a long time ago is the creation of a new work. He...
	“How is sweet  to write the kind of novel he was aspiring to publish instead of all the assay he wrote until now in which he collected many philosophical ideas. He has become proficient in the secrets of writing. How easy is the success! And how easy ...
	Sámi woke up, he took some pages he already wrote, he tore them and threw them in the waste basket. He felt satisfied with this act. These ideas produced a big change in his mind. Without being able to identify what actually happens, he felt he is a n...
	He knew three weeks full of enthusiasm, ecstasy about the world of thoughts and the essence of art, he learned during this period more than what he learned during months of reading and attending lectures. He could now speak and participate with freedo...
	Sámi heaved a sigh for the first time. It is a month now, he never sees that gentle look of the madam toward Mary. The surprise produced a big shock to him.
	She slowly approached him, she started looking at him then calls him smiling to have  the tea, she has prepared for him. She wanted to show him her affections towards Mary. An initiative he was about to take.
	She sat gently on the couch. She shrugged and looked absurdly at Sámi, a look of pity. Her features were showing calm and seriousness. While scrutinizing her, an idea jumped to him which makes his heart leap: “Do you think a miracle will happen this d...
	While his gestures were showing astonishment and perplexity, she was speaking to him as if she was speaking to her son.
	“You are more valuable than being a victim of a woman’s caprices.” She spoke fluently about different subjects then she said in a sharp voice that she will invite  him and Mary tomorrow Sunday for lunch. She insisted on him.
	I hope that you confirm the appointment. He looked at her restraining his breath, he could not believe his ears. He shouted dominated by happiness and surprise. He felt like kissing her and running away. He leapt from his place. He thanked her smiling...
	“How strange! She discovered the most hidden of his feelings.” By looking at her, he saw a new visage. All the anxiety has disappeared from her face at hearing Mary’s name. That anxiety was replaced by a pitiful look full of affection, that was enough...
	“It’s time to get rid of all the old excitements.”  His happiness was tremendous because of what he heard and because of the purity on her face, all of this dispersed his anxiety.”
	At nine o’clock on the next day, Sámi and Mary were on the exact date. Sámi waited while his heart was beating at the arrival of madam. She entered and welcomed Mary. After embracing her softly, she started speaking to her freely as if speaking to her...
	Sámi was observing her gestures anxiously. He didn’t notice any sign of slander causing his anxiety. She moved in slow steps while she used to walk in quick steps. He looked from a time to another to her , he noticed a clear satisfaction mixed with li...
	Mary was smiling saying to herself:
	“I never saw her face with such purity or her gestures with such simplicity and calm.”
	Mary felt glad and found herself in a real party. Her face was brightened by the gentle rays coming from the window coloring with a beauty he never noticed before.
	Sámi said to himself:
	“How beautiful to see her with such serenity and happiness! Was it because of the purity of this day? Or was it because of the hot waves stemming from the old lady’s eyes which come to her with pity animating her and evoking a strange happiness within...
	“Nothing is more exciting for the souls than their achievement for their wishes.”
	Sámi’s gratitude to her unexpected behavior was great. Madam’s face was shining with a gaiety and a continued smile. Sámi was happy of her behavior, she showed none of her former excitements. The wrinkles on her face appeared mixed with the characters...
	Sámi remembered his mother’s speech and addressed himself:
	“Oh, my mother if you were now close to me in a position of love, I would like to thank you on every word and every moment in which you gave me life. The moments I am living now are the presents of love you gave. Really, love is the song of the beauti...
	During all the night, Sámi couldn’t sleep. He plunged in a sweet ecstasy, he never tasted before. All the previous obstacles have been removed. The causes of boredom and the blaming of consciousness have gone. The pure love appeared in its most beauti...
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	One day Sámi woke up to find himself at the same time happy and sad. He put on his clothes and went out without objectives leaving himself to the will of destiny.
	He advanced to his postal box. His heart was shrinking. At the entrance of the building, he met a woman of beautiful appearances and elegant clothes. While he was scrutinizing her, the traits of his face became solid. He waited for her leaving. He cou...
	Rays of anger came out of her eyes reflecting a slow in her space. She took out her eyes of the letter, then she murmured telling herself:
	“I am stupid. How did I ignore that? They exchanged confused looks. He said to himself; “The reading of the titles does not show the reality of the things. He avoided looking at her. She went out rapidly as if she was hit by a stick on the head, fear ...
	Sámi remained silent thinking:
	“I don’t know what is the secret behind the excitement happening to people at opening their postal boxes.’ He said to himself; “ Am I waiting for a white rose? A letter from a lover? Or black ideas calling for pessimism? How could I look deep in the f...
	“You can go in the morning  or evening and feel pity for those who are opening their letters. Whenever you look, you will see they are afraid of comparing the present with the past. They become more scared if they consider the future.
	The letters come every morning! Can’t we stop writing? Can’t we wait and speculate our souls? The contemplation will be full of tears. Oh, this is now very far. If you return to the past, you will see in the past life what is not found in the present ...
	He read the letter quickly. He didn’t want to complete it. He was dominated by the feeling of sadness. He went up to his room. He informed the madam and went out quickly to where Mary is waiting for him.
	He walked next to her without telling her anything. She asked him anxiously, what is the matter with you? Can I help you? He was thinking very far. He answered her after a silence:
	“Well, we can have coffee together.’
	They sat in the Bastille cafeteria. After a moment, he said: “Listen to me Mary.” He looked at her with signs of sadness on his face….”You know Mary how was my past life.” He was silent for a moment “I am with you now and I don’t like to cheat you. I ...
	She answered him the surprise on her face:
	“Don’t worry Sámi, for your sake, I am ready to do any sacrifice or accept any request you want from me.”
	Sámi soliloquizes; “I am responsible for the whole situation. “The problem Mary is that you can’t do anything, myself, I ignore what I will I do. I finish my study and I have no hope to extend my study for the  military service .
	She answered with a silence:
	“You are destroying the most precious thing I have. You want to leave me forever. You want to leave me for another woman.”
	“Never Mary you know whom am I .I don’t have to confirm you the news again. It concerns my future.”
	She looked at him sadly and said with excitement:
	“I never thought our relation would have such a dramatic end. The tears were falling on her eyes. A wave of sorrow was dominating her. She continued: “I never imagined I would be defeated that way. If I weren’t so attached to you, I wouldn’t mind.”
	Her voice was sad. She leaned at him blaming him.
	“God allowed you many advantages, you are of a handsome looking and kind behavior. I can’t bear your separation. You imprisoned me with your tenderness. After gaining her force, she continued with pity and anxiety.”
	“You know Sámi no one of us can bear living far from the other. I am aware of this a long time ago and every day, I become very convinced of it.”
	When Sámi thought of the unknown, of the hardships waiting for him, h e answered:
	“I hope I can overcome the crisis and remain in Paris. It’s better for me to return back now to my room.”
	Sámi chose the Bastille square. His nerves were collapsing of seeing Mary’s tears on her cheeks and the impressive words she said. A pity rose in his heart and felt a bitterness.
	He was feeling whenever he thinks that she does not know the reality and that he will leave her without justification. He said to himself: “Yes, she is right but what can we do? How can I relieve her? He remembered his friend Joseph. He thought: “Can ...
	He walked silently. The feeling of sadness overcame him. The city seemed as dark to him as a prison. He went in an alley deriving from the Bastille square. Finally, he heard the tune of a music mixed with dim songs from a Moroccan cafeteria. The bell ...
	He entered the door of the flat and when he reached the door of his room, he heard the noise of a door opening behind him. He turned to see the madam sad in black clothes. A deep pain was in her eyes. He said to himself: “I didn’t consider her very se...
	Sámi tried to soothe her but couldn’t find to say except: “I will see the matter.”
	Before he got in his room, he noticed her bitter sadness as if she lost the dearest of her sons.
	He entered his room, stretched on his bed wearing his clothes. He closed his eyes;
	“What can I do? Can I change the matter? Then he zoomed away.
	Sámi couldn’t explain why all his thoughts have gone far away from the atmosphere of bliss he is living to find himself in the middle of his garden in his remote country. That garden which is crossed by a river where he is used to sit when he was smal...
	In the morning, the villagers come from the western mountains. Carrying on their animals, boxes of grapes and fig and buckets of pure milk packed in wooden boxes. One can hear their steps back and forth until the door is open gently. The woman put her...
	“Look at these ripe flowers and this fresh milk. Her wide eyes brightening and asking to barter her fruits with the village crops of wheat and potatoes. His mother comes slowly, her face shining with happiness. The smile is always on her face and the ...
	The milk seller started telling with innocence her skillfulness in dealing with fruits then she gets up bidding a farewell while mother is calling:
	“Let’s get in, your father should have gotten up, taking my hand looking at me with affection. All these memories almost mixed in him while he was rolling over his bed, considering the remote past, he couldn’t sleep.
	His ideas remained flying very far. He remembered his mother going back and forth , the willows leaves dancing on their branches, shaken by the wind as if telling him:
	“Come back Sámi, come back to your eternal paradise.”
	He tried to forget all the love and emotions waving between his rips. He thought: “I can’t bear more than what I did.”
	He couldn’t identify what can he do? Mary’s image returned with her simplicity and humanity in front of him. Then, he changed his thinking to the madam:
	“Poor, how can she stay alone? Then he felt a strange disturbance causing him melancholy and boredom. He found it unusual to find that room empty.”
	The place appeared to him awful and desolate after finding life and warm in it. He was dominated by a strange feeling of dreadfulness, this day appeared to him as a jinx.
	Sámi spoke unceasingly to himself, the emotions throwing him from right to left. He remembered Ali and his unexpected trip. He remembered Ali’s wife. He continued ;
	“Every one of them regained his freedom to do as he wishes. How many times Ali’s wife caused me a problem by her attempting to attract me. She appeared to me in her most beautiful clothes. She exaggerated in her elegance to tempt me. It was very shrew...
	“I didn’t intend to hurt your feelings but the conditions sometimes oblige.”
	He stood abruptly, washed his face and went out quickly. He saw the street in front of him empty and calm. He went to Bastille square with slow steps. He was surprised to see Paris city with such calm.
	He said to himself: “This is the city I loved and preferred to all the cities of the world. This  is Paris where I settled many years ago. I walked on her pavements alone to crack my way through life.”
	While he was walking, he remembered all its landmarks as he saw them for the first time with its brightening lights and speedy movements and beautiful museums. He remembered when he was wandering as he is doing now. He is walking now on the pavement. ...
	Perhaps I am facing a new adventure. He remembered his old rooms where he was sitting with Adam in the springs evenings experiencing the ordeal of life. He remembered his friends whom he met by chance, Yussuf, Rymon, Ali Lisa. Agnes, Mary and the madam.
	He felt a strong distress occupying his mind. He restricted his mind to make sure of what he acquired of culture, experience and expertise in the field of writing, things which change him and made of him a new personality. He felt satisfied.
	He continued walking and couldn’t believe that he walked all the distance which separates from Mary’s house. He saw from a distance Mary’s room and he remembered his last visit and their different meetings. He wondered if he could continue walking to ...
	He imagined Mary in her rose room appearing with her tall stature, and her slim body welcoming him. She allowed him all the help and affection she could do. She evoked in him the spirit of hope and ambition.
	He walked with slackness in Belford Saint Germain Dipper. Despite the fact that he saw many people he encountered in the street, his eyes didn’t respond to their looks. He turned left and felt satisfied when passed in front of the cafeteria “Les Deux ...
	He sat on the chair, leaned on the table. He was exhausted. He said to himself:
	Mary is a great woman, she creates an atmosphere of tranquility and relief. Suddenly, he heard a noise, he sat correctly. He saw the madam advancing towards him in slow and quick steps. She knocked at the door gently and asked him: “I hope I didn’t di...
	No!
	I was expecting you awake, I brought you the journal and a little cake. If you want a cup of tea or coffee, you have to inform me. The water is still hot. She put the tray on the table and remained a moment looking at him with her anxious face, starin...
	It never happened to him to think that she would knock at him at this moment, showing him that affection and kindness. He wanted to tell “Don’t go with that haste madam.” He continued his thoughts:
	“I maybe wrong by informing her so early. I should have waited, maybe there would have been a change. However, the fact of not informing her, would be more distressing to her.” He thought: “I didn’t tell her but the truth and this doesn’t change anyth...
	These ideas troubled his emotions, to consider himself as seen by his eyes. He imagined himself at the place of Mary who is suffering and who is confessing to him all the pains she is undergoing. These feelings made him regain the confidence in himsel...
	“I think it’s time to speak frankly with Mary. Why fleeing the reality? He was ashamed of these thoughts. He thought of Mary’s speech:
	“You are still a student, you don’t possess any penny. You have to forge your life and to gather a fortune, then come back to Paris to constitute a happy home.”
	He trembled of thinking. He felt that his ideas perplexed him. He said to himself:
	“I don’t have to let my emotions master me. Shave to enjoy them and control them. Avoiding pain can be only by ambitions as mother said. I have to take a position of a spectator from my soul. I am a man of a thorough growth. My ideas now are not my id...
	Suddenly he felt the time is stopping. He saw an awful veiled image of the future. He said to himself: “What happen to you Sámi? You seem to be of ill temper. The conflicting emotions were about to throw him down.
	How can he abandon Mary? It is very tough for her. He remembered her coldness when he was contemplating her next to him begging his tenderness. He blamed himself for his rudeness but also apologizes for himself because he tasted the same hardship. He ...
	“Don’t leave  me Sámi, don’t leave me, I am thinking of you all the time. Your thought has overstrained me and turned me away from the study. Don’t punish me, I am carrying your love, but I see that you are right, the conditions are stronger than love...
	“Why didn’t I find anything to tell her? I only stood quietly, instead of throwing myself towards her to dissipate her anxiety.
	I realized the meaning of contradiction between my principle which I respect and to which I devote myself, and my new emotions. It’s better to put an end to all of this and to escape the burden of this silence. I need a flexibility to succeed in hidin...
	Sámi woke the next day, the sun was covering his room with its intermitted rays. The remembrances of yesterday started rising in his head. He tried to convince himself that the conditions in his country are the responsible of his anxiety and agitation...
	He felt his life is missing something, sometimes, he thinks, it’s love and that love is not the passion he seeking  is to control. What was he seeking for, is the love which evokes the feeling of bliss and satisfaction which dominates with warm and qu...
	“What’s the difference between love and passion? Is what Mary feeling to me is similar to what I am feeling to her? Suddenly he remembered his last meeting with Mary. I have become moderate in my feelings. Love is a sublime feeling but it’s not eterna...
	Sámi considered the imminence of his travel and started imagining important projects to convince his government to find an opportunity to stay in Paris for a long time.
	He started thinking shrewdly to find a set arguments which would allow him to stay in the capital of knowledge and art. Remaining hopeful, has become difficult to him. He felt like a vagabond who does not know from and to where he is going. Despite hi...
	He couldn’t understand what is happening to him. Everything is gloomy in Paris. He closed his eyes trying to suit himself with his previous life in his country:
	“My mother and my beloved brothers will receive me in their laps.’
	He tried to remove a spiritual burden caused by his new life and from the rational speeches of his friends. He mobilized himself for activity. He jumped from his porch. He  removed the curtain, opened the window. He breathed the warm of summer in one ...
	Sámi put on his jacket which was hung behind the door, attached its buttons. He went out of his room feeling the delusion of his ideas between his new life which captivated him and his ancient life to calls him to his roots:
	“I will think of everything and take the advice of my friends.”
	He was walking excited in the streets, he felt unexplained tenderness. The bell ring, Mary opened the door, Sámi took out his jacket and said:
	“The weather is hot!”
	Mary lifted her eyes showing a kind of agreement:
	“The weather is hot it’s nice to travel by train to the beach.’
	Sámi kissed her gently:
	“I was walking now and thinking of you.’
	Mary was trying to smile resorting to silence. Her voice was begging him to help her, to tell her a good news. She was listening carefully trying to hear something new. Her eyes were showing love a time and sadness another time. She was contemplating ...
	“I am afraid that I will remain alone when you travel. I don’t want you to move to any place. I know you are in a dilemma and have problems. I am afraid everything will be demolished. I don’t know what to do. Shall I love you or stop loving you? She s...
	She smiled gently. He was showing apology and excitement. He sipped from the cup and said to himself:
	“Life is not going on the same rhythm. Mary is a wonderful woman. She didn’t blame me I see the sufferance in her eyes. She is having pity to me. Oh, my love what a purity! What a fineness. What chastity you are. No, I can’t answer your question. We c...
	Mary inquired: “What are you thinking of ?”
	“No, nothing I have forgotten everything. I only want to remember you alone and for this I am thinking.”
	Mary has discovered during her first meetings with Sámi, his fine and crispy voice and his extra respect for her. Sámi thought:
	“Our love has tired out Mary! Mary her father was right. I shouldn’t have sown the hope in her soul. This idea shook him. He felt a pain in his head. Nothing is steady except birth and death, apart from these, it depends on the conditions. Shall  I su...
	Don’t regret what you can’t reach.
	Oh, that you return to your past days!
	He murmured these verses with excitement, then he added:
	“The best thing is the fact of not fearing life. We are together and we must remain together. He tried to relieve her then said goodbye and went out quickly.
	Her tenderness, her interest in my future and to every word I utter were a balsam to my injuries after the shock. Oh, if I were able to tell her a good news. Sometimes, we feel disabled and hopeless.
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	On Sunday morning of the last weeks of August, Sámi woke up with distress feeling that a new page of his life is beginning. He was attacked by a choking wave of sadness. He stayed for a moment in his bed.  He remained three days ignoring the news of t...
	“I think it’s high time to return to your country, I have never doubted that one day, you will return to your country. You have to face the reality.”
	He felt at same time happy and sad. He remembered the last letter of his mother;
	“I am certain of your return. We are waiting your return to us. He imagined his mother receiving him, her eyes shining with longing, crying with joy. She precipitated to hug him. They will remain hugging each other for a long time like thirsty person ...
	Sámi got up as if he were in a deep dream. He went to the kitchen. He prepared a cup of tea and said to himself: “I must travel.” He thought of Mary’s speech: “You are doing only what you are required to do and your travel is not the end of the world.”
	Suddenly, he got rid of the jail of his ideas and of all what was repressed because of the bright ideas of Mary who is open minded. He shouted in his heart:
	“Now I feel I am living my reality.”
	Sámi gradually felt that Mary is escaping him by her body not by her soul. She will be absent by her slim stature but her soul will be traveling with him far in another unknown country. He felt that she is more realistic than him in speeches and has g...
	He remembered silent while shaking the coffee. He remembered her saying: “I can’t travel with  you even if I could. I don’t do because it is an extemporaneous act will lead to the impediment of your affairs while struggling in this life and serving th...
	When the farewell time comes the madam tears fell down. Mary hides her excitement, bites her lips and rests her shoulders on the stairs. A silence prevailed, every one of them looked at the other. Their heads were undergoing the same pains. He stared ...
	May said: “It’s raining.”
	Mary turned around. Sámi kissed her many times and murmured:
	“Goodbye my love, my honest.” The light was shining on her face from the window. She looked at him. They lugged in one body. Without knowing what is going in her mind, she said: “Goodbye.’ Their eyes met again.
	The madam returned, she opened the living room, she took the tray and continued:
	“Goodbye Sámi. She was weeping, a mild odor of perfume emanated from her clothes. It reminds him of his mother and her grey clothes, she wears on Friday. Before she withdrew to her room, she closed the door and said: “I will leave you alone and she we...
	His ideas were interrupted by Mary’s voice:
	“Write to us don’t forget the correspondence.” She looked at him with sadness and despair. He noticed in her look a brightness and humbleness mixed with perplexity. He  wondered about what is going in her mind. He noticed that she never noticed a girl...
	Sámi noticed that Mary is looking at him with love and tenderness. He turned his eyes to enjoy of her dreaming eyes, her simplicity and attraction. She sighed and said:
	“I traveled too much, and I preferred the travel whenever, I feel loneliness before knowing you. She stood and continued:
	“I think time has come, but at this time she turned her face from him. He trembled because he felt more than any time before that he is going to lose her. He is afraid that he will never meet her. He said goodbye to Mary and the madam, he felt blood r...
	“Farewell Mary, farewell madam.”
	Mary I would like you to continue with madam, with my mother, take care of her. When he reached the door ,he heard the voices of Hoseph and Rymond from behind the door.
	He got on the car, all the sweet memories woke up for him when he was passing through the streets of Paris, how many times he walked on their pavements. His heart beat with passion. He couldn’t bear their separation. He said to himself:
	“I will come back to this city. I will come back to you Paris if god wants.”
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	After a month he spent in his country feeling loneliness, Sámi wrote a long letter to Mary in which he cited all the details of his new life, his ideas and emotions.
	Dear Mary;
	All the people I knew in the past are but ghosts to me in my new world. The last previous weeks were full of events, so, it was difficult to me to record my impressions about them. I would like to clarify to you that I felt more expatriation in my new...
	I wanted from a time to another to enter in intricate matters, but finally, I remain silent and prefer listening. The speech we exchange is generally a formal and a moral speech which includes only expressions of compliments. It doesn’t contain the us...
	I wanted to gain the confidence of around me by all means. The most awful is to see yourself a foreigner in the eyes of those who were in the past friends, and we try to appear comfortable, they  made me feel desolate and debased.
	I was trying hard to conform myself to the atmosphere of satisfaction dominating the attendance. I was tongue tired and distressed of fabricated excuses.
	At night I sat in the garden watching the moon light to purify my soul of the mixture of sadness and joy. The morning breeze penetrates gently through my window. My mother’s face features appeared coming with a lovely smile on her face as if she is di...
	But now after a month of my return, I look at things differently. I discovered that I gained much and lost much, not only what touched my behavior and thinking but also all what is related to my way of living and judging the affairs.
	I can’t hide you Mary that your words evoked optimism in my soul, courage and self confidence. I never felt happiness in a way like now when I am writing to you this letter. I am remembering our last meeting and my travel, I am remembering what you we...
	My kisses and regards to all friends.
	Yours sincerely Sámi.
	The clock of the living room rang at seven o’clock, Sámi opened his eyes still asleep. The weather was cold. He couldn’t get up because of the warm and laziness.
	Conflicting ideas clashed in his soul between despair and hope but one feeling remains clear to him. It was his ecstasy of his letter yesterday, after a short moment, he obliged himself to get up, after feeling warm and purity of the mind. He heard so...
	“Come here, join us Sámi. He sat next to the radio. He was surrounded by a group of people from the village. A silent and a pain prevailed for a moment. His mother sighed, he wished he could express his feeling but the position hindered his tongue. He...
	“What’s up?”
	She looked at him with pity and said:
	“Everything is in its time my son.”
	What his mother said produced a strange feeling to him. She started murmuring in a clear voice. It seems that she was saying: “You shouldn’t have come. He saw her looking at him with interest and pity trying to reduce his excitement.
	Sámi noticed that there was a coming tempest blowing everything. He  tried to interrupt the silence: “All the life affairs are easy and difficult.”
	She said while opening the door:
	“The most pleasant thing is security. The best joy is the joy of the ends.” She went out without being answered then she entered carrying the blanket to arrange the bed.
	On the breakfast table, Sámi acquainted with two old ladies. One of them started saying:
	“In our youth life was easier .” then she started kidding noticing that Sámi followed her. He smiled to encourage her. He saw his sister Sara carrying the pot of coffee. He was silent and because the lady did a satisfying answer, she asked: “Is there ...
	Then she said to her friend: “How difficult is the old age. Loneliness and sickness made me elder.”
	She answered her saying, all her teeth appeared:
	“With consent,  life would be pleasant. Let’s go my friend.’
	They went out.
	Sámi was overwhelmed by a strange feeling of joy and distress. The old ladies’ speech affected him deeply. He remained alone. The excitement diminishes, the joy dominated him. Anxiety and fear vanished at remembering Mary lying next to the books gazin...
	“Don’t you have anything to say?”
	Sámi realized that it was his first or perhaps his last love in this life. Despite their separation, he felt a strange feeling of satisfaction. He smiled of tenderness, his enthusiasm increases. He decided to return to his room and decided to write he...
	“I may perhaps not express what I want to say, but I assure you, don’t be deceived by two disputing people, whatever is the extent of their dispute, don’t be deceived by that. There is always a link uniting them which is not apparent.
	Each person has his own personality and his way of life, and we have to understand that personality before giving judgments at random. The peoples, although different from each other, are like the persons. Some people’s only concerns are the pleasure ...
	I think that man, if he has the opportunity to that, can learn the life style of each  of the peoples on earth. Man is a continuous reaction of his environment and can imagine himself in one of the imaginary worlds. When learning speeches and language...
	I assure you that the writer is occupied by moving from an idea to another of the ancient ideas which attack him. He won’t let himself see the abstract reality and for that reason, he doesn’t give any interest to any subject, unless, he experiences it...
	The coexistence creates familiarity and sharpens the mind. I assure you that the one who experienced this would be more likely to understand what I told you than the one who didn’t experience it, even if he tries hard to imagine it.
	The writers and artists wherever they are on earth can bring people much good and much evil. I wonder how great and how dangerous is the responsibility put on their backs.
	I always thought, I don’t know why, that if man faces a man from the other world, he certainly would feel homesickness and doubt appearing on his eyes and for this, the alienation I felt during my last weeks is like the feeling of someone of a sin he ...
	People here are  always smiling, even if they are hiding pain and bitterness. The poor are satisfied with their lives and waiting for a miracle that would carry them. They don’t admire the riches but they flatter them. They court anyone who acknowledg...
	The east land must bring every day a new surprise, many people who see me alone without work strolling in the fields or the markets going and coming home, would consider me a prey of weariness and boredom. I was reading in their eyes that it was their...
	In the past the poor appeared in their reality with their modest clothes and the riches embellished by clothes showing their wealth and grandeur, but today the poor disguise their misery in nice clothes, a thing I never knew before.
	It has difficult now for any person contemplating a man walking in the alleys of the village to know whether he belongs to a class or to another. He walks without stinginess satisfied of his part and sure of his share tomorrow.
	The woman here in the village is the master of the house and its queen. The sons are more attached to their mother than their father.
	The woman here endures much with her husband. She has to show joy in his presence, even if it’s hard for her. She is saddened by what makes him sad, even if it might pleases her. She is like his younger sister. She is satisfied of whatever he gives he...
	What is paradoxical is that man here strives to achieve his wishes but the woman drives him to do so and she sometimes pays the price. The sterile woman here does not have a chance because selfishness convinces some men that the children are the treas...
	What is requested from a woman here is to be a mother. Her motherhood emancipates her. The mother is a relief for sadness. She is the strength for the weakness. She is the source of life. Generations have inherited good qualities and psychological han...
	The sun disappeared behind the horizon. He saw a shining star through the clouds. The twilight filled the sky. I know that light will follow darkness and will remove the old ideas. Can we remain resisting in the night prison until we go to the dayligh...
	On, my table, my ideas start running towards you, my lightening star. Ideas which are sometimes happy and sometimes sad. In the hope that fate responds to us and that comes the day in which I will be next to you, because when I am next to you I can le...
	Your presence in my memory added much to my happiness and made me fly in the world of imagination filled with great hopes. Love, my dear is the conformity of feelings, the mixture of nature. Love is not a transient pleasure orientated by the youth fee...
	Transmit my regards and my love to all of those who remind me of the happy days to madam who surrounded me with warm and care, to your parents, to your sisters and all the friends.
	After a week I  will join the military service and will carry with me your photo which you gave me, to remember you all the time. I will keep it in my pocket, so that it lives with me. I beg your pardon for every mistake I did. I will be remembering y...
	Until then, I wish  you a bright future and a happy life. God will be with us. Goodbye.
	Mary also wrote many letters but they were very concise. In the last letter she wrote:
	“You will see one day that your act was right. We have to be satisfied of what the destiny brought us. My dear friend Sámi I thought deeply and continually that your decision was right. In the morning when I received your kind letter, I remained for a...
	After your departure, I walked on the Saint River. For the first time, the streets appeared sad, as if all my feelings have wanted to hide themselves. And when I sat reading in the library, I see your image in the page, I am trying hard to read. Somet...
	The conditions have wanted our separations but I hope that you will be back to us after tracing your way in life. I will be very glad of it. But now I am better than the days of your departure. I will read carefully the essays you sent me. I am confid...
	Love.
	Mary.
	Sámi continued his writings for many times and times, before he enrolled in the army. But when he was writing his last letter, he felt that his love has languished. After a moment, he repeated to himself: “The farness may cause coldness in our relatio...
	Moments passed in which he couldn’t sleep because of Mary’s love. He wondered:
	“Why do I suffer? Can’t another woman bring me what I lost? Is Mary the only woman who can give me love? He was answering himself: “Yes, she is only one who possessed my feeling, my respect. She was intelligent, careful to everything.”  But the unknow...
	Mary remained present in his mind especially at the moments of boredom and despair in her slim stature calling him with her nice words, but Sámi was neglecting these thoughts and trying to forget them, but her remembrances haunted him, mainly at diffi...
	Before being carried by the soldiers vehicles, many ideas and scenes from the past preoccupied his mind and what comes to him most is May’s expression:
	“Don’t forget to speak in details about your life in your letters and tell me about the time of your arrival if god wants.”
	Emotions run up in his mind as the beautiful scenes of his country, run in front of his eyes. He remembered Mary Madam and all his friends. He thought of the strangeness of his coming back from the remote land. The hope induces him that he will be bac...
	Ideas followed in his head. He flew in high imagination full of great hopes, like an ophthalmic trying in vain to remove the blur from his eyes. He murmured to himself: “I recited the Arabic Island poetry and the western arts and I am still standing n...
	His ideas were organized in his head, echoing in his soul like a sad bird trying to fly freely in the fields and valleys. While the wind scorched his head, ideas appeared in his soul, ideas that haunted him, beautiful images from the remote past expre...
	“Whole civilizations went to the abyss, war, ignorance might vanish if man has a wisdom and high decency. He remembered the tender face of his mother looking at him with affection and pity. Her lips were moving imploring god to bring her back her son....
	The vehicle continued moving slowly in the muddy streets. He was looking curiously and changed his pale face to the fields. He imagined that he was walking on a rope stretched in the horizon space, from a distance, appear the dunes, the clouds and the...
	He could only hear the voice of the car moving and the soldiers singing. He submitted to the wish of destiny plying with him without being able to resist.
	The villagers were waving at him bidding him a farewell until they disappear from his eyes.
	(Finish.)

