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Dedication 


To every soul that got lost in the darkness of the night 


And searched for a light to save it… 


To those who still believe 


That in the depths of darkness there is a glimmer of hope that never goes out… 


To every dream that was killed but did not die, 


And every heart that still beats despite the pain… 


To those who danced with sorrow as if it were joy, 


And cried in silence as if they were singing… 


To those who believed that freedom is not in breaking chains,


Rather, in the understanding of the soul and its solutions… 


I present to you “The Prince and the Night Dancers,” 


The cry of the spirit when it calls upon itself, 


And the dialogue of man with his humanity, 


And the story of a light born from the womb of darkness. 


Tarek


Introduction 


When I wrote the letters of 'The Prince and the Night Dancers,' I was not writing a story about a prince living in a palace surrounded by beauty. Rather, I was trying to write about humanity with all its contradictions between light and darkness, between dreams and reality, between love of life and the desire for extinction. 



The characters of the story embody the soul, emotions, feelings, eyes, life, and the dimensions of the human interior, and they converse with it in honest reflection, when it gets lost in a time in which artifice dominated truth and mechanical reason overcame the human heart. 


'Amir and the Night Dancers' is not merely a story about palaces and luxury; it is a mirror that reflects the pain and loss we have hidden, and the values we have lost that once made us human before we became machines of flesh and bone.


It is the cry of a soul searching for freedom in a time when freedom has become an illusion, and the hand of a heart trying to remind humans that God, love, truth, and humanity do not die as long as we believe in them within our depths. 


I wrote this story to say: that your true revolution is not ignited by weapons, but by thought, awareness, and returning to ourselves. 


For perhaps a prince resides within each of us, governed by reason at times, and overthrown by emotions at others, wandering with the dancers of his night between dream and wakefulness, between sin and forgiveness, until he realizes that salvation is not in the palace, but in the light that dwells in the heart if faith resides within it. 


Tarek Boughanam


The prince of the night, Dancers 


I sit there, on that golden seat, surrounded by the night dancers. 


They are magazines; they are the dancers of the prince's gathering. They are magazines, and no one resembles the magnificence of their golden qualities; for magnificence is measured not by the external beauty of the body, but by an inner clarity and awe that is felt, touched, and seen. 


It touches your feelings, it senses you without you speaking, 


It grieves for your sadness and rejoices in your happiness. 


And they are of that kind which has become rare since long ago and years past, when a human was measured by his humanity, his compassion for others, and his respect for them, not by his money.



And its external appearance. 


As for the prince, he is I, or every person is a prince in his own principality, in his small home, with dancers who brighten the nights of his solitude with their stories and tales and the narratives of longing for a bygone era, which for a human, for the individual among us, had value and place, like a frozen, forgotten being behind the walls of memories. 


For the sake of every night, night dancers surround me whose gaze resembles the towers of the old times; their roofs strike the waves of the sea, raining generosity, hospitality, and kindness, and their walls are adorned with flowers that are preserved by time, the time of those who ignited within us a blessing called the talisman of creation 


and continuity. 


He is surrounded by flourishing trees, their branches lofty, shining like the swords of victory, honor, and manhood; that manhood which has almost become extinct in these days we live in.


A prince holds in the palm of his right hand the fire of hell, defending it. Blow away from a soil that was nurtured upon it, its title traditions are a means of origin, and on the other hand, spreads over a white father, to wealth, rather than surrendering to the reality we live. 


And the night dancers swagger and sway with their dances, to add to the completeness of the above. 


Who are they? 


Soul,                                                     dreams 


Feelings,                                               eyes &


Life






Soul: 


It dwells in the heart, imprisoned within its ribs; it sees the light, and if it sees it, the heart fills with hope. It is full of gentle feelings, tenderly touching, with its innocent, soft laughter, and its angelic face that enchants you. It is the reflection of the self, the mirror of the heart. From its purity, flowers bloom, writing stories woven by its deeds and thoughts, and nurtured to express them, then they are told after long periods. 


She speaks little, and if she speaks, a few letters summarize everything. She is like a breeze; delicate and transparent—any sorrow can break her, and any joy can strengthen her. 


She contains everything in its contradictions; for the soul, joy is the joy of the soul. She is the self-swimming in the sea of our bodies, enveloping it in a persistent, eternal, radiant light.





Dreams: 


They are an illusion that is seen, carrying within their thoughts scenes from life; some of them are funny, and some of them are sad. They are closely connected to the eyes, that is, the mind, depicting for it the stars as shining spheres playing in a short nap, only for it to wake up to the reality that the stars are unreachable. 



They appear to us with scenes from past years, or from coming years; some of them hold for us images of joys we live as illusions, hoping they might become real. 


And some of their images are dominated by darkness, making us shiver with fear of revisiting them. And between the white of joy and the black of despair, hope remains frozen in dreams.


Emotions: 


They represent the beating heart, the honest milk, that feeling which tickles us as children with our first love, indeed it is the embrace that nourishes us sweetly. That feeling that no one truly understands, as if it is born with us in the first breath we take, and with the first embrace in our hands, and it remains with us until the last breath. 


And perhaps, the heart beats new rhythms for a girl who dwells in the corners of the heart, and we choose her to be the companion of our path. 


And perhaps, and love is united within us, so the fruit of this milk bears new passion. 


It is a glow, or perhaps a flash, or a wild storm raging inside us, leaving the veins flowing endlessly. 


It senses two hearts, reminds us of the past, informs us that this is our present, and that is our future, until the last breath.


Eyes: 


They represent the rational mind; they are the ones that see things in their beauty and ugliness, and they are the ones who guide and command, and they are the ones who decide if we need the language of reason. 


They are the confluence of opposites that do not meet mentally; their struggle is a struggle for survival, and their stories and tales are written in solid forms.


And ambition meant something else, as the conscience had a painful impact on anyone whose conscience was weak. With the passage of time, and moment after moment, the glow of customs and traditions began to fade and fade, until we woke up to a new reality; customs and traditions that were persecuted and imprisoned in dungeons unreachable by light, at the hands of a mechanical ruler who controls human minds, cleansed their brains, and planted in place of religion and worship the worship of the self and boredom.


Many people were dazzled by their own consciousness, and boredom covered their insights, so they began to worship it. Some of them declared it as a rebellion against the rule of that idol, so they withdrew and hid, each in his own state, so as not to be annihilated, until the Hour comes. The humanity of humankind awakens in it, and the terror of the masses to support customs and traditions from their prisons, and they restore the religion to its majesty. We live, each individual in his own situation, whether prince or princess, according to what


We have, we manage our affairs or some of our affairs; often, like burdens with a great force that occupies a certain place, it governs some of our matters and writes our destiny from birth until death. A person among us grows up aware of his own state, ruling himself by himself; so he has no master, 


and his wife, since marriage has become merely a contract to have a child or children or more according to desire, and he counts its name as marriage, but rather as cohabitation under a contract that extends for a period of time, it may end in a year or more, but it rarely continues.


This is how everything that existed at that time has faded away. The wilderness in which we used to live; we used to work and struggle, and live the sweetness and the bitterness, we grieved the sorrows of our relatives, and rejoiced at their happiness. We used to help each other, but with the advancement of artificial intelligence and robots, they have taken our place.


So we became without work, living in our palaces in poverty, ruling ourselves so that a tyrannical man does not rule us. Yes, we, we are called the forgotten and the revolutionary; there are many of us everywhere, oppressed, living in hope that our revolution will triumph one day.



The second story


Conversations Exchanged


In my apartment, I sit that night, not knowing in which year we have arrived. I watch the night dancers strutting with dazzling brilliance and charm. I called them to come closer to me, and after they sat near me, I asked them: 


Is this the life we used to wish for and dream about and hear of in fantasy tales? 


Is it heaven or hell we read about in the books of religion and faiths? 


Where does religion stand in our time, for all religions have faded away, and in their place, worship of something man-made has arisen.


Human beings, and not of God's creation? 


Where has humanity and our social life gone? 


Where is humanity, and where is the human? 


Where is our freedom for which the people were martyred? 


calling out to rise from the tyranny of a colonizer, occupier, or Nimrod-like ruler? 


All of this is gone, and in its
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