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Jing so 1 tried to cover his wound, while ¢h,. Other boys stoo

bleediné I roared at them, “Wp,, the he]] 4. _ around .
2ht, but jp, raring in anger: A tlare yo, doingy» ,
» nlie - ~ . «“ . "
'Pright; he The tallest one rep lie a:) © backed Way, “We're Wiping the Cross off p;

G < g 'f l

He waspy | hand ‘cause he’s a Christian, s
open. And

[ asked them if they were Muslims When the

Y noddeq, | let
cry 't 8oof th
truggle o hoy's arm an d ran after them., ’I wasnt able to capch them before they go¢ tz
rying and he other side of the square. They were 100 gy 3, They starteq
Chere wag cks, which they got from God knows where, and though I'had pq problem
' the boy. N i i’ng the rocks, I couldn’t stop their taunts: “Direy Christign
1. Tt wag do g{/ hat was weird, and surprising, was that I never told Marci, that story,
way from despite the fact that we'd been together 4 long time, ang [ usually just told
I told the ories to tell stories. I'd told stories that were fhore pointless, Yet, despite my
 three or ]Stve for her and our strong connection, or whatever other term described our
:.e Stati'on rZ]ati onship, I'd never told her; even after we'd begun working together on 4
In taking oject about these kids, I hadn’t even ysed that as 5 pretext to tell her,
' the gal- pro]
weeping Translated by Adym Talib
ed along
igarettes
, but she
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nd most
gthened from F arewell, Heaven
f rescue
. It was
e three . : ames and
i BEFORE I WENTTO the country, ‘Germany’ conjured up contradlctf)ry n
ey were ilke and the Germany of Hitler and Goer-
events: the Germany of Goethe and Rilke an e d
> on top G any of the economic miracle an
d I was ing; ravished post-war Germany and the Germ I d West and its reunification
on that reonstruction; Germany divided between East an k ej-der and the signature
0 ’
> of his without a single drop of blood. The Germany of work, soccer team that wins
sred on Phrase Made in Germany”, not to mention the el ey the
is free eVety game regardless of whether or not the team Il’) é}(;le q d;? sire; Germany, the
_ ri ,
et cot- °fMartin Luther and the land of freedom a“d:nlan d of poets, philosophers,
rred to land of the Franks—my relatives. Germany, the have heroes
. av '
.ached and heroes‘a country that is no longer allowed to . vere those of neo-
ipe Th : I had seen on televisio d those
0 Wip ¢ only images of Germany f refugee homes—an ‘
outin ’ 421 protests in the streets and of the arson 0
m was of th

ions O
had other impressions
¢ Collapse of the Berlin Wall in total peace. Lbedla
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Germany from the film a/-Nimr al-aswad, which showed us thae any
yermail)}

avel to Germany, become a millionaire, and marry
he course of a few short years.

18N0ran;

Egyptian could tr the mgg;

beautiful women in t e e
T an li re, but 1dnt kKnow a thi
I read a lot of German literature, thmg about the ¢y

rent political and social conditions there.. My general i(‘ie:«il of Germany Was
positive, especially since they have no history Of CO'lomahsm in our region,
Even the Holocaust, the darkest moment of their history, is seen by us as ,
boon rather than a scandal, since the enemy of my enemy is my friend.

M first direct contact with Germany was full of bitterness and disgrace. |
went io the German embassy in Zamalek to submit a request for 3 visa whep
hordes of young men gathered unexpectedly in front of the embassy gates and
waited there as if they were circumambulating the Kaaba. Out of the thou-
sands waiting outside, the embassy was only allowing fifty applicants to enter,
and only a few of those would actually get a visa to enter the ‘promised [ang'__
those ﬁ'ft_v had camped out in front of the embassy during the previoys night,
before the arrival of the flocks of pilgrims. The embassy security staff tried
to drive the mobs away but they were unsuccessful since the men waiting in
front of the embassy had nowhere else to go—it was easier for them to pursue
a soothing mirage than to face their own painful reality.

I returned to the embassy after nine o’clock that night and found that
there were twenty people already in line—1I was number twenty-one. One
of them wanted to visit his sister in Berlin and then ‘disappear’ there. Two
of them, like me, wanted to study. Another wanted to marry an old German
tourist he met at the hotel where he worked as a waiter. As for the others,
they had no idea what they wanted to do in Germany or even why Germany
in particular. Most of them were waiting in front of the German embassy for
one reason alone—the line at the German embassy was far shorter than the
lines at the American, French, or English embassies.

We were all promising young men whom Egypt could have needed, but
instead our country had ignored us: our education was handed out to us like
candy and we had received our diplomas in a staged spectacle. However, there
was also an older man in his seventies among this group of young men. I won-
dered what this old man wanted in Germany. He wore a simple gallabiya and
couldn’t have been a businessman or someone who wanted medical touris.m.
“Maybe he needs to check up on one of his sons there,” I thought to myselt

The young men began to chat and joke around to kill time, while th‘{ old
man leaned against the wall of the embassy without saying a word. Most of the
Y(?ung men were ready for a long night and had brought blankets and Pil_low;
with them. They offered a pillow and blanket to the old man, but he refuse
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r

sticed that he didn’t have a folder for submitting embassy requests
angrily ed 10 cell him, but 1 feared the same violent response, Sudde nl;r;

l‘ wal"‘. forti es—1 think his name was Khamis—appeared out of nowh;.,e
in his ter of minutes erected a small kiosk in front of the embassy and
ina ma" e and sandwiches to those who were waiting, rememb(:r that
delicious despite the filthiness of the cup it was poured in, I've
been amazed by the resilience of our people in the face of bureaucratic
hey do not accept the label ‘unemployed.” Even if the world collapses
{ them, he won’t worry and sit at home all day—instead he will
ues and sell them at stoplights and call himself a ‘businessman.’ It
hamis had found himself a job, something thousands of Egypt's
ed to do—one man’s misfortune is another man’s gain,

I n

an to S€
hamis’ €4 W2
alway’
purdles—*
arou“d one O

ab some tiss
Scemcd [hat K

M he young men began to talk about what they would do in Germany as

if they had already received their visas, even though they all knew that the
chance of actually getting a visa was very slim. Their laughter awakened the
old man leaning on the embassy wall, and he gave them a bitterly fierce pierc-
ing stare. [ wondered what the old man thought of us. Was he rebuking us for
trying to leave our country at such a young age? Did he know that we cursed
the West in our hearts, but could only find hope at the doors of its embassies?
Or perhaps we reminded him of his son who had left and gone to Germany?

The old man leaned against the wall again and fell asleep sitting. One after
the other we all fell into a deep sleep that wouldn’t end until the first rays
of sunlight. Khamis passed out cups of tea and some breakfast sandwiches
before he disassembled his kiosk and disappeared just as he had come, before
anyone from the embassy or the police saw him.

While the first man in line slept clinging to the iron door of the embassy
to establish his precedence in line, the old man opened his eyes and stared into
the nothingness. He then stood and came to take his place in line in front of
me. Minutes before the embassy opened its gates, an elegant middle-aged man
fmying a black bag came and stood in line in front of the old man. I became
lf?fun'ated and went to him and said “Excuse me! We've been waiting here all
f_"gl}t. What do you have against this hajj? Why do you want to take his place in
::e.' ”.I expected some sign of gratitude or acknowledgement from the old man,

t “hls face of stone-like despair turned to one of punishment and heartbreak.
thensgl:v )’Ol;1 don’t understand . . . hold on a minute,” said the elegant man. He
Ahmedv”e the old man five pounds and told him, “Now head on home, Amm

The man took the pet h and shuffled ttering incomprehensi-

€ Words to hi P tyca’s and shutfled away, mutte g2 4

mself. He hadn’t wanted to go to Germany—perhaps he didn’t
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re Germany was. He was merely reserving a spot for a ‘hege,
no ashamed—when I saw this. Had the elegant man
)

had he merely presented him with an Opportunity

even know whe
man. I was incensed—
exploited the old man, o1
to earn five pounds?

[ didn’t have tim
finally came to enter the
of the stronghold and stop
an to speak to me in German.
“Sorry . . . my German isn’t . .

future was still in Egyptian hands. I gave the arrogant employee all the neces-
ence in Germany, including my letter

e to dwell on these issues of social injustice since my turg
‘embassy of deliverance.’ I walked through the door

ped in front of an Egyptian embassy employee wh,,

beg .” I said, filled with disappointment that my

sary documents for my travel to and resid
of acceptance from the University of Munich, my credentials for a German Jan-

guage course at the university, and health insurance documents, among other
things. The employee meticulously examined my papers as if he was looking for
an excuse to refuse my request, but in the end he approved my file and informed
me that the visa procedure would take six weeks. I left the embassy reciting from
the Qur'an, “Oh Lord! Deliver us from this land whose people are oppressors!”
Six weeks later I went back to the embassy and received an entrance visa
to the land of Karl Marx and Mercedes. I was one of the few who had this
‘g00d’ fortune bestowed upon them. I left the embassy and began to wander
the streets of Cairo, and my feet involuntarily led me to the street where my
grandfather lived and where I hadn’t been for nineteen years. I don’t know
why I went there or what I was looking for in that place where I spent the
happiest and saddest moments of my childhood. Perhaps 1 was looking for
an old wound to take with me as a souvenir from Egypt, or maybe I was look-
ing for an excuse for my escape. My grandfather’s house had collapsed years
before and the foundations of a new house stood in its place. These founda-
tions heralded that more prestigious and higher quality construction would
replace the buildings that had collapsed, but they also proclaimed that these
would be buildings without any spirit. I stood in front of the place for a long
time, watching over the bakery, the coffee house, and the mechanic’s work-
shop. I marveled that the distance between my grandfather’s house and these
d.lre? places was so close when it had seemed so vast during my childhood. I
g;dondtriryn?ddl f'd}: no pain. Memories both beautiful and dreadful began o
| thzn w:elnt‘:lt OUt‘CO”CSPOT.ldmg to any negative or positive emotions.
0 my village to bid farewell to my family.

Translated byAndrew Herss
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