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Magid Noor Sultan spent in home most of his time. Sometimes he went to the club to sit alone reading ads in newspapers. Sometimes he walked from Abbassia to Heliopolis then to the airport to take a taxi to return to his home. When he remembered food some sandwiches were enough. Sometimes he found himself in strange areas. A friend met him in Giza square. 

‘Hi Magid,’ the friend said.

‘Hi,’ Magid said. He tried to remember the friend.

‘I’m Mostafa. We were in the faculty of law together. I live here now after I married,’ he said.

‘Yes, I remember you,’ Magid said.

‘You grew older. You hair is grey now. Are you married?’ Mostafa said.

‘No,’ Magid said. 

‘I think you were in love with a colleague, weren’t you?’ Mostafa said.

‘I don’t remember. Who was she?’ Magid said seriously.

‘Are you all right?’ Mostafa said.

‘Just tired. Where are we?’ Magid asked.

‘In Giza square,’ Mostafa said. ‘My home is near. Would you come with me to have some rest?’

‘No, I’m fine. I’ll take a taxi to Abbassia. Have a cigarette?’ Magid said.

‘Let’s have a time together. I know a café which is good.’ Mostafa said. Magid told Mostafa about what happened after his father had gone to the jail. He asked Mostafa if he knew any lawyer to employ him. Mostafa suggested that Magid would go to Libya where they welcome Naserist. 

‘Can you help me?’ Magid begged his friend.

‘I’ll try,’ Mostafa promised.

Two weeks later Magid was in Tripoli airport. He fled with a forged passport. 

‘This passport is forged,’ Magid said to the Libyan customer officer. The officer looked at him but Magid continued, ‘I’m a Naserist. They sent my father, my sister and my brother in law to jail. I could flee.’ The advice of Mostafa made wonders. They welcomed him. Next day the Libyan newspapers made him a hero. They gave him a journalistic job, a flat, a car and a good salary for his weekly article to criticize Sadat. He also became a TV presenter to talk about Naser and to condemn Sadat’s government and everything Egyptian. He did the work. 

Ali Mazloom went to his mother’s new shop and found her busy counting the cash before keeping the money in the safe. 

‘Well, I want twenty pounds,’ he said.

Samira closed the safe then without turning her face to him, ‘you think that I’m a bank or what? Yesterday I gave you ten pounds. When you’ll have your degree you just get seventeen pounds per month.’ Samira said.

‘I’m not going to work in the government with the science degree. The only job for science college graduates is a teacher. I’m not going to be a chemistry teacher,’ he said.

‘When you finish the army service we shall see what you are going to do,’ she said.

‘I’ll go to the military college to be an officer. Conscripts now go to the army and God only knows when they will be dismissed,’ he said.

‘The army will give you about thirty five pounds. You spend fifty or more per month,’ she said.

‘When the war is finished I’ll work with you in the trade besides working in the army,’ he said. 

‘First you have to obtain your degree and I don’t think it is suitable for a final year chemistry science student to spend most of his times in cinemas,’ she said.

Jermyn, a Lebanese woman entered into the shop carrying a small bag. 

‘Can I help you?’ the sales assistant girl asked her.

‘Are you the owner?’ Jermyn asked.

‘I’m the owner,’ Samira turned her face to see the beautiful woman. ‘Can I help you?’ 

Jermyn showed Samira some smuggled women panties to sell. 

‘Well how much for the piece?’ Samira asked.

‘One pound,’ Jermyn said.

‘Too much. Sorry,’ Samira was sharp.

‘How much will you pay for the piece?’ Jermyn asked.

‘I don’t need now. May be next time,’ Samira insisted on letting down the woman so the best deal might be stricken. 
‘I’ve three hundreds and I did not sell to anybody until now. You will be the only shop that has this style. It came from Italy to Lebanon. I brought them. I can bring you anything you request in the future. This is my phone number in Cairo if you change your opinion,’ Jermyn said. She turned to leave. She stopped at the entrance of the shop and turned again to face Samira. ‘It is afternoon now. In the evening I’ll be in this street again to sell the goods to other shops.’

‘One hundred pounds for the three hundred pieces,’ Ali said.

Samira smiled and stared at Jermyn’s face to see the reaction.

‘Are you kidding? Say something good to conclude the bargain,’ Jermyn said. 

‘It is final,’ he said.

‘You kill me,’ Jermyn said.

‘How can I kill this beauty?’ he said. 

‘Thank you,’ Jermyn laughed sarcastically. ‘But one hundred pounds are not suitable at all. Your sister knows that.’

‘I’m his mother,’ Samira said. ‘But how come you knew he is my son?’ 

‘I can’t believe he is your son. You must have married too young,’ Jermyn said. 

‘How come you knew?’ Samira insisted on asking the question and ignored the compliment. 

‘As he interfered in the bargain he must have a say. Who is else to be then? A brother or a son,’ Jermyn said. 

‘You are intelligent. But why did you choose this shop to start with?’ Samira asked.

‘The elegance of the goods in the shop window attracted me. I knew that you will value the elegant style goods,’ Jermyn said. ‘Two hundred fifty pounds. This is final.’

‘One hundred fifty,’ Ali said.

‘Say a word madam. I’ll bring you what you want from Lebanon,’ Jermyn said.

‘Two hundreds,’ Samira said.

‘Some more,’ Jermyn begged.

‘No,’ Samira said.

‘Agreed,’ Jermyn said. ‘Will the gentleman accompany me to take them?’

‘I’m ready,’ Ali said.

‘Take the goods to the home in Abbassia and I’ll bring them her in tens,’ Samira said.

Ali drove his mother’s small car to Mohandseen in Giza. Jermyn noticed that his eye moved to the right corner of his globes frequently. She pulled down her mini-skirt she was wearing several times. Suddenly he used the brakes to stop the car before colliding into another car. 

‘I think it is better to concentrate on the road. Looking at my thighs will be a bad excuse for your mother if you break her car,’ she said smiling.

Jermyn used the key to open the flat door and invited Ali to come into the flat. 

‘Hi Jermyn,’ Jasmine her younger sister came from inside. When she saw Ali she stopped for a while not knowing what to do while she was wearing only one of the elegant panties her sister had brought from Lebanon. ‘O’ my god,’ she screamed and ran into the bedroom. 

Ali had a sit in the small reception listening to the conversation between Jermyn and Jasmine that ended with both laughing. Both sisters came carrying a big bag. He stood and carried the heavy bag.

‘Have a drink?’ Jasmine asked Ali.

‘No, thank you,’ he said. 

‘Bring him some of the Lebanese sweets that I brought from home and make some tea for us,’ Jermyn said to her sister. She looked at Ali and said, ‘she lives here in Egypt. She is a student in the Cinema Institute. She wants to be a director. My family is proud of her and they encouraged her to come to Egypt despite the fact that we are a poor family. I run a small cafeteria in Beirut. I find that trading in cloths is a good opportunity to spend sometime with her every month. Would you open the bag please to see the goods?’

Jasmine came carrying the tea on a tray and he stood and took the tray. He spent three hours with them chatting and laughing then he left. He intended to go next morning to the Cinema Institute.

Nagwa used to spend much of her time in the family home especially when Emad was home. The day of his graduation from the Military Technical Collage was a happy day. This day Ibrahiem came to celebrate with them. Nagwa was too happy not only because the graduation of her brother and the presence of Ibrahiem with them but also because next morning it might be her final revenge. The court would say the final verdict about Hussein and Noor Sultan as perpetuators and sharing in the killing of the victim Saber Mazloom. She did not tell anybody and intended not to do to keep her final victory to be declared by the judge. The happiness and laughs attracted Ibrahiem. Salwa switched on a cassette recorder and Nagwa danced like a butterfly. She needed some fresh air after dancing and went to the balcony. Ibrahiem went after her. 

‘Will you marry me?’ he asked her. He knew the answer but his love to her always overwhelmed him to the point that several trials became his habit and hope. 

‘Do you insist on marrying a crazy woman?’ she smiled.

‘I love crazy women,’ he said.

‘Do you love another crazy one?’ she asked. She gave him a look that made him remember her jealousy of the old good days. 
‘You know whom I love,’ he felt that time stopped waiting for her word to resume its path. 

‘You propose to me after tomorrow 11 am in Misr and al-Sudan cafeteria. Same place and same time as what happened before. You will find me wearing the same cloths. They are not fashionable now but I keep them. Even the accessories I wore that day I’ll wear them again,’ she said.

‘Why after tomorrow?’ he asked.

‘Because tomorrow I shall close the past history page for good. I’ll be Nagwa whom you knew. Don’t ask now. Tomorrow everybody will know. Tomorrow the judge will sentence the killers of my father to death or at least to twenty five years behind bars. Didn’t you read the newspapers?’ she said.

‘Yes, I did. I’ll be waiting for you after tomorrow,’ he said.

‘If you don’t come I’ll kidnap you,’ she went to dance again. 

‘The court found defendants Hussein Yousry and Noor Sultan not guilty,’ the judge said.

Nagwa stood. Journalists’ cameras were flashing. She went towards Hussein and Noor behind bars. She swore at them.

‘I’ll drag you to courts again, next time I’ll say you forced me to be your mistress and your ex-wife will be my witness. She knows about raping me in your office. Fuck you,’ her words and screams were recorded by the many cassettes the journalists carried. 

She went to her apartment. She found the old cloths that she had them washed and ironed to be ready when she would meet Ibrahiem. She threw her self on the cloths and her tears wet the cloths of the lost hope. She tore them while crying. ‘No hope.’ She cried it. 

Next morning her photos and words were on the front page of the morning newspapers. She went to her office. The telephone on her desk rang. It was Ibrahiem.

‘What the hell did you do yesterday?’ he was enraged by the photos and her words of having a relationship with Hussein. ‘Why do you always make people remember your past?’

‘We have no hope Ibrahiem. I found journalists whisper about my story with Hussein even before the judge who needed witnesses entered the hall. They know. In Egypt people always remember scandals. They never forget it. Forget what I told you about today’s meeting. I tore the cloths and I’m not coming. People see me a slut and I don’t like my cousin to marry a slut,’ she said finally.

In Abbassia Emad was no less furious than Ibrahiem when he read the morning newspapers. He swore and shouted.

‘Tell this slut not to visit me when I have a holiday,’ he said to his aunt and then carried his bag and left for Suez where he would first lieutenant engineer in a mine battalion on the front line. 

‘When she come don’t tell me to meet her,’ Tamer the younger brother who was now in the second year of the secondary school year said to his aunt. 

In the same day Ibrahiem received an order to go to Ismailia city to be a command of an infantry battalion that its command was martyred. He left his office in the training center and went to home to say good bye to his family. 

‘I don’t like you to see any of Nagwa,’ he said to his sister Thurya when he gave her a hug before leaving. 

