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INTRODUCTION

I never imagined that the day would come when I would write
a book. However, the smallest and most delicate details of the
human imagination and visions that I have experienced—some
of which were happy—have been portrayed in my memory.
Such visions have moved me for decades, compelling me
to share them with those who care about the details of human
feelings, which are found in our ordinary lives. They include
stories of many people who were oppressed and left our world
unnoticed and lots of great love stories that have been forgotten.
Such details consist of the remains of scattered events in life and
its effects, making such details take another form, silently isolated
beyond the events of life, carrying no attention. Nevertheless, they
carry within them sadness, pain, frustrated hope, disappointed
dreams, and hard failure. Thus, I felt I had to write this book.
I attempted to focus on the life that flows within those details
after realizing how deep and effective they are in comparison to
the daily events that we experience . Such events have remained
deep in our hearts where, in the dark places, a man who had
been oppressed could die silently unnoticed. Inside the deepest
part of our hearts, a painful and hurtful love story could tremble,
causing pain and suffering until it is overcome with time and its
flames fade away, leaving whatever has remained from it inside
the pleats of emotions.
However, the human life is not made up of only pain and
sorrow, for within those deep places of our feelings and emotions,
genuine happiness and true delight are created, whether we
share them or not. Hence, a cup of tea with a cigarette could
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bring us lots of joy; a beautiful view could move our emotions;
hope could light the path of life—whether it is met or not—
and a flashback of memory could fill our lives with rapture and
happiness causing us to be surprised at being able to laugh alone.
I felt I had to offer some narrations that may contain
unnecessary details, but without a doubt, highlight important
hidden grief along with confusion and sadness.
It is my responsibility—under pressure of an austere life and
its rhythm—to present to readers narrations that would probably
contain unimportant details, but I claim that their importance
lies within agonizing but lovely sorrow, causing the human to
feel purified and apart from this dry life and its noisy rhythm.
I will present the whole story as I lived and experienced it,
in order to describe the delicate contents that would make it a
narration, if I may call it so.
In some of the stories, such as “The Saint,” a different
approach was taken. This story consists of three separate parts,
all of which I lived in reality. I thought of combining them in
one sequence, mainly because the human life is a combination
of stories that start from the day of one’s birth and may or may
not end with one’s death.
I took a different approach in narrating stories such as “The
Princess and The Shepherd,” which I listened to on Cairo Radio
almost forty-four years ago. I present some of these wonderful
stories as they were narrated and have edited some others.
My dearest reader, I hope that I have succeeded in presenting
to you something different for your mind and heart. If so, then
such prosperity is from God in addition to your gratification. If
not, then I would like to say in my defense that my intentions
were very sincere; therefore, please do not forbid me the honor
of the attempt and please forgive me.
With my love and respect,
Dr. Abdulkader Almujahed
xii

MANGO SHRUB

It was a few days after the occurrence of the September 26
Yemeni revolution, in a district not far from the city of Taiz,
called Hujariyah. An eight-year-old boy lived with his family
and his father, the main judge of the district, in a house that was
also known as the “Government.” Back then, the main judge’s
residence would also be the place where he normally worked
and held trials.
Al-Turba, the main city in this district, had been witnessing
a series of successive events and overwhelming happiness
because of that revolution, although people were unfamiliar with
its nature and how it had occurred. However, this revolution
evanesced the gloom and dullness of people’s everyday lives,
and it brought hope that the sunrise of every new day would
bring events that grabbed people’s attention and zealousness.
One day, an unfortunate and surprising incident happened
to the boy. What happened surprised him and dampened his
happiness for the events that had been taking place. His father
was put under house arrest, and the soldiers that once protected
him now became the ones that guarded him. The people had
also changed; a lot of mockery appeared clearly in the speech
of both his friends and the older people he knew, which puzzled
him. He could not understand why people had changed, and
why they refused to allow him to share this happiness, though
he had a right to. A feeling of injustice began to grow inside him.
He felt that this revolution had rejected him and his happiness.
Moreover, it wrongly classified his father as one of the enemies
of the revolution.
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One late night, a terrifying incident happened to the young
boy. While he slept, a group of soldiers and some conspirators,
people that had once gone unnoticed, entered the young boy’s
home and asked the father to immediately leave with them for
the city of Taiz. When the boy awoke, he was surprised that his
great father was not there and became worried that something
bad might have happened to him. The whole city emptied of
all that could have made it happy. He felt that his father did not
deserve such harsh treatment, but no one was willing to listen.
Meanwhile, a large demonstration lead by a mentally
deranged man was taking place and demonstrators were about
to break into the home of the young boy. The only others there
were his sisters and a younger brother. The boy, who was the
eldest among his sisters and brother, had been walking among
those in the crowd during the demonstration and felt both
surprise and fear when he saw the crowd stop in front of the
Government where he was born and where he still lived. The
mad man, leading the demonstration, delivered a resounding
and confusing speech; surprisingly, it was received with strong
applause and cheers from the crowd.
The boy became afraid, wondering if it was a peaceful
demonstration as he thought it would be. Since it was lead
by a crazy man, he wondered what would happen if this man
thought of breaking into the home. The crowd would definitely
follow him, causing a great disaster to his family who were
without protection. He thought only God the Almighty, Allah,
could prevent them from breaking into the home. Thus, he
started praying to God to prevent them from committing
such an act. With the care of the Almighty, the leader and his
followers went away, and the boy did not continue walking
with them.
After that incident, the family was forced to leave the
Government and move into another house, but he would return
often to play in front of the Government. It made him happy
whenever he was asked to deliver a paper to the new judge,
2
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who took his father’s place. It was his chance to go into the
house where he had watched his father work and where he had
been born, a place he truly missed. He wanted to know what had
happened to his home after he left and after the arrival of the
new judge .
As he went in to deliver the paper to the new judge, he stared
staring at the walls that had embraced him since the day he first
saw light. Details of his life, buried deep in his memory, began to
surface in his mind. He looked at the area of the house where he
once played with his brother and two sisters and at the window,
where he sat silently beside his mother every morning listening
to her touching voice, without interrupting her, as she recited the
Holy Quran.
Unfortunately, he was only able to stay a few minutes, while
waiting for the judge to give him the reply to the paper he had
delivered, before he had to leave. He knew that he would not
be able to see his home again, so, with tears in his eyes, he said
good-bye to each corner of the house.
A few days later, he and his family had to go to the city of
Taiz. Knowing he would not be coming back any time soon, he
went to say good-bye to his loyal friends. He remembered to
say a special farewell to something that held a very important
place in his heart. He had always loved and cared for the small
mango shrub, he had planted in a corner of the garden in front of
his old home. He would sit and watch the beautiful shrub bloom
and measure its height each time, as each leaf grew from it. At
the time of his farewell, it was already a foot tall. Now he sat
alone beside it, picturing how they would both grow up together.
When he returned, many years later, he knew this small shrub
would have grown into a big great tree.
Carrying it with him would have been a luxury, which was
not possible under the circumstances. After staying with it for
almost an hour—cleaning its leaves, praying for its survival,
imagining coming back to it as an adult and feeling happy and
proud that he had planted it by himself—he left.
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He had to hurry and not be late for the car that would take
them to Taiz. Nothing came to his mind except his mango shrub,
some friends, some memories, and strange emotions of sadness.
Nineteen years later, he returned and visited his mother’s
grave and recited Quran verses on it. The idea that he was finally
going to see his shrub intermingled with his feelings, as he
thought, it is nineteen years old and has grown into a big tree
by now. When he arrived at its place, he found neither the shrub
nor the garden. The small garden was replaced with a number of
shops, and in the exact place of his shrub, a small shop stood!
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LIFE

In Al-Turba, the main city of Al-Hujariya District in Taiz, he
lived in the Government, building in which a judge both worked
and lived. He was the judge of that district and was an honorable,
but simple man.
As he came downstairs to leave his house, dozens of men
waited for him outside preparing themselves to accompany him
on his morning tour. During the tour, when he wanted to talk
with his court penman, he would slow down and stop; so did
the men who accompanied him. The same thing happened again
when he started walking. They followed him wherever he went.
To his young son, this scene seemed so dignified, making him
feel that his father was entitled to such treatment.
The judge’s working area in the house was always crowded—
with plaintiffs, defendants, soldiers, guardians, and Holy Quran
teachers who used to teach in the same place—making it look
like a beehive of activity whether it was during the day or in
the evening. At night, the most important religious and doctrine
scholars of the time gathered together in that house to worship
and exchange knowledge and experience. During the day, the
crowed courthouse handled legal cases, a daily routine that did
not surprise the young boy. When the September 26 revolution
occurred in 1962, everything changed, dispersing the routine
and quietness, and the demonstrations supporting the revolution
erupted.
The revolution was living its wild childhood, where
everything mixed together. Mean men, who did not attract
attention in the past, began to surface, rushing to catch and jump
5
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on the train of political power. Their foolishness and ignorance
pushed them to do so, and they asked other men of their same
type to join them. Men who had jumped from the bottom of
society to take over elite positions were told to arrest the judge
and send him to prison in Taiz. Their great ignorance and hatred
pushed them to insult people, especially the religious scholars
and high government officials, during the monarchical reign.
The son became terrified when his father, the judge, was taken
to jail. He did not imagine that he would ever see his great father
imprisoned.
The boy visited his father in Taiz, and it broke his heart when
he saw the shackles on his father’s feet. He knew his father was a
good man who was always on God’s side, and it was not suitable
for such a respected man to be in prison and restrained in such a
cruel and heartless manner.
His eyes filled with tears, and his father, who understood the
boy very well, quickly removed the shackles from around his
legs and told him that the warden was a respectable person. He
told his son that the warden had asked him to put them on only
during the inspection committee’s visit, and to keep them off the
rest of the time. The father explained to the son that he did not
want to waste time waiting for the committee to come and go in
order to wear and remove the shackles. He decided to just keep
them around his feet and spend his time either reading the Quran
or doing other things that could be done while restrained. The
son felt gratitude toward that warden, whom he never knew, and
prayed that God would bless him.
The judge spent three months in prison for no reason other than
being a government official during the time of the monarchical
reign. When he left, he remained out of the spotlight, not holding
any governmental post, until something unexpected took place
during those silent and dark times when he and his son lived
together.
The judge asked his son to come home immediately after
the night prayer without drawing the attention of anyone in the
6
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house. He told his son that they were going to go to an important
meeting, and that he trusted his son to keep it secret and never
tell anyone.
They left for the meeting and the great judge, who had been
forced to leave the spotlight, held his son’s hand and carried his
walking stick with his other hand. They walked through narrow,
dark unpaved lanes, with the silence broken only by the rhythm
of the stick, as it slightly touched the ground and dispersed the
silence, adding monotony to the journey.
The son pictured in his mind this amazing paradox; his father
had never gone out at night except to go to the mosque next to
the Government to pray the night prayer. Only late at night did
the life at the government place fade away. Now, however, his
father was walking through narrow alleys in dim darkness.
They arrived at the house where the meeting was being held.
The host was the first minister of education appointed after the
revolution. The boy noticed that among the attendants were a lot
of religious scholars of nearly the same age, who held religious
and scientific positions, similar to his father.
The minister was living the revolution, and its childish
feeling burned in his heart until he became elated. He started
delivering a speech, which got him out of his age gravity. Part of
what he said concerned the judge’s father and the boy’s eightyyear-old-plus grandfather, who was the last Supreme Court
chief judge of Taiz, and who had also been sent to prison. The
minister said that every month the grandfather would send his
salary to one of the ladies of the royal palace so that he could
keep his position. The shy and polite nature of the boy’s father,
and the time and place, did not allow him to deny the minister’s
accusations. In brief, the purpose of this invitation had been to
form a Religious Yemeni Committee that would be lead by that
minister. Instead, the minister continued to waste the whole time
with his childish speeches.
Finally, they all left, and both the judge and his son started
for home with a lot of thoughts running through their minds,
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mostly about each other. The boy felt sympathy and pity for his
father, as he knew he shouldn’t have had to go out alone at night.
In addition, the father did not deserve to hear such an insulting
speech about his father, the grandfather judge, without being
able to reply with even a single word. All the father could hope
for was to escape the mockery, harassment, and irresponsible
hostility.
The father asked his son to comment on the speech that was
delivered by the host, who came from the spotlight area of the
revolution. In firm but sad tones, the boy said, “He lies,” sparing
the father the trouble of having to explain that the minister’s
accusations had no truth whatsoever.
They continued on their way, grief stricken, with their
thoughts focused on what the coming days would bring. The
boy believed that his father should be in the spotlight again, and,
in fact, that is exactly what happened.
Events passed quickly, and one or two years later, along with
the committee of scholars, his father met the Arab leader and
Egyptian president Jamal Abdul-Nasser when he visited Yemen.
The Yemeni government appointed him the head of court of
Mount Saber district, a large mountainous area in Taiz.
The revolution put away its wild childhood, and all those
who had jumped on top of it; fell back to the places they had
come from.
The Yemeni government asked the judge to hold the position
of the minister of justice, but he had already chosen another
path. One night, the father felt pain in his chest that continued
until the dawn prayer. He prayed, slept on his praying carpet,
and sometime during the night his soul returned to his God,
leaving behind the whole world with its happiness and sadness.
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