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To every heart that lives by the creed:

"The scorpion's kiss only kills when betrayal Is the seed,"

And that the "Sacred Antidote" is the only path for love to exceed..

To those whose feelings are pure and true..

This tale is born from, and for, you

The bar room looked empty because it was still early; the evening hadn't yet begun its childhood. It was a miserable day in my life, when a simple emotional problem with my sweetheart threw me into the depths of the bar. My legs carried me to the drinks display area and the counter where the waitress stood, or the "Comptoir" as Algerians here like to call it.

Its high stools, the idea of sitting next to the beautiful waitress, and thoroughly enjoying the songs while drinking was what appealed to me in that place in the evening; furthermore, all the waitresses were unoccupied at that time, far from the hustle and bustle of the nights that make them as rare as a precious commodity. Only those who satisfy the bar owners' greed and pull money from their wallets relentlessly get to sit with the most beautiful of them. And even if you managed to sit with one of them, you would never enjoy a conversation due to the sheer noise.

Luckily for me that afternoon, the counter's attendant was a captivating blonde girl not yet nineteen years old. Her tall stature and graceful figure added perfection to the place of intoxication. For a moment I wondered how such Aryan beauty could settle in such a place? How did the bar become her home?

Her beauty, the allure of her eyes, and the softness of her voice captivated me, so I wanted to monopolize her for my table. I straightforwardly asked her if it was possible for me to order her a drink and for her to grace my moment and join me at my table. She made me happy when she agreed, called a colleague to take her place, and I took her by the hand to our table. My table was close to the counter so we could enjoy and control the songs, and to make it easier for Fifi to serve me. Fifi was the name of my blonde companion, as I was the only customer besides two others who were engrossed in the middle of the hall with their drinks, paying no attention to their surroundings.

When I was moderating my intoxication after two huge glasses of beer, I requested a song by Cheb Hasni, its opening line was: "Your absence has been long, my gazelle."

Fifi smiled at me, saying: "You must be in love, then."
I confessed to her without hesitation: "That is what brought me here to you."
She inquired gently: "Why? What happened? Did your girlfriend leave you?" And she broke into a mocking laugh.
I said to her in a philosophical tone, intoxication having played its game with me: "Do you know that your laughter is convincing, because separation between lovers has become like a trend or the new scream of our time? It’s a prerequisite in most stories; they even race to announce it to each other, proclaiming their victory in the theatrical relationship."

"Many names have emerged to describe these types of flimsy relationships: 'Taiwan love', or 'Made in China love', or 'deceitful love'. All these popular names in the Algerian street and in their Rai songs melt into the crucible of false love that doesn't last long, and whose death certificate is issued every time a better opportunity arises for one of the lovers, or rather, opportunists. You see a girl leaving her lover running after the wealth of another, or after a better career for someone else, or you see a man cutting off his love connection for better beauty, or even beauty accompanied by wealth or a prestigious social status."

"In this severance, the tears of the other party, who is always innocent, don't matter, nor even their dying of grief. Their innocence never continues to grow after that; it dies the moment of the tear, and this unjust separation creates another deceiver, perhaps more cruel than their first executioner. And woe, woe betide anyone who falls into their traps in the future."

Fifi interrupted my speech, which had carried her far away, with a long sigh: "Your words are sweet and true, and this is what exists currently. But with your words, you have wounded an old wound in me that hasn't healed yet. And how can it heal when I wake up every day to its reality? My destiny here in this place, which I wouldn't wish on any girl, is the making of a deceitful love."

My pupils widened with interest in her words, nodding to her in my regretful surprise, leaving her the chance to complete her story.

She finished her sad sentences with miserable eyes, wandering in the sorrows of her past, saying: "My reason is the same as the reason for most of these girls you see here and in similar places. I surrendered myself to a traitorous wolf who devoured my honor and deflowered me at the first opportunity. He owned my command with an overwhelming love, so I obeyed him in destroying myself. I left my home with him, fleeing from honor to the abyss, and he left me at the start of the road after he had satisfied his instinct with me, he and his friends, his friends who rejoiced at the availability of a whore to keep them company on their red nights."

"I tried to return home after he kicked me out at night after his drunkenness, but my family disowned me and told me over the phone: 'Stay away, it's better than one of your brothers killing you, thus causing him life imprisonment for the sake of a bitch'."

"All doors were closed in my face, so I followed the first opportunity I encountered from one of the lustful young men, who brought me here. I then exchanged words, at the end of my evening, with a waitress here to intercede for me to work here, whatever the wage. My first goal was a roof to shelter me. My beauty and young age are what helped in my acceptance. And here I am before you, living life with my body, dead at heart."

I sighed with sadness at her painful story and couldn't find words to console the deep wound of her days.

I teased her by saying: "Do you know that you are in the best place and the brightest place? There is nothing outside but problems and sorrows."

She finally laughed and made me happy to forget her pains, then continued her words by asking me: "You haven't told me the reason for your story?! From your words, it seems you understand chaste, sincere love. Is your love sincere or just a fleeting love?"

I denied her bad assumption about me and included myself in the ranks of the extinct, true lovers, while explaining to her that I am a lover at the beginning of the test, and that my story is not yet involved in complication, because it is still in its early days.

The heroine of my story is one of the fascinating teachers whom my heart chose to be my other half, but she surrounds herself with a lot of caution and wariness, making reaching her almost impossible. All my attempts to stand before her were met with rejection, justified by the views of society. The situation forced me to look for her number.

I got it after I bribed one of the girls close to her. I called her, but she hung up as soon as she heard my male voice, which confused me greatly. An idea flashed in my mind: messaging her. I tried the first, second, and twentieth message, showing her all my good intentions.

But she neither called me nor replied to my messages.

So now I am in the infernal wait for her reply to my words.

Fifi then burst into intense laughter and said: "Subhan Allah! You reminded me of the sweetest, most wonderful, and most sincere love story I have ever heard in my life. By my life, it is a masterpiece from a bygone era, proving that chaste love still lives among us."

"You awakened that icon from my memory, whose events circulated in our time. You reminded me of it with your words about the messages whose answer is delayed. A story whose hero was a man in the full sense of the word in the eyes of girls dreaming of sincere love. A young man of the male species, fascinating with enchanting eyes, you feel love dripping from his eyes, surrounded by a great aura that makes you aspire to fathom his depths, and urges every female to surrender herself to him on a silver platter, because she smells in his eye an intense respect for the female and a greater appreciation for her charms. He knows the value of eyelashes and the depth of eyes. You see a lover in his eyes who respects beauty and stands there paralyzed, a lover who masters the art of diving into you and holding you from realizing your surroundings in an instant, who masters the game of eyes, and is addicted to practicing love with them, a lover who loves eyes."

She continued her words with shining eyes: "It was a wine session, and in men's wine sessions, their noble qualities appear, and they appear in their best form and most wonderful personality. He captivated my state with his looks and asked me to be his companion on his bed that night, so I accepted immediately, my heart thanking him for giving me the opportunity."

"It was a night of dreams that satisfied my passion. He completed it, after his drunkenness, with his talk about his story that took me with her until seven in the morning without sleep. It was a great night in my life, he fascinated me with the sighs of his exciting novel and the sincerity of the love he poured into it. He awakened in me that night my childish love for listening to velvety love stories that float you above the clouds of happy dreams, and he awakened in me the desire for love and its magical feeling."

I then interrupted her speech and her praise, which I saw would not dry up, and said to her after my longing had reached its peak: "You have made me very eager for his story and the story of his love. Like you, I grow and become happier by listening to imaginary love stories that I believe in and yearn for their feelings that I tasted before and which intoxicated me. So please, would you share his story with me?"

She said to me, laughing and ecstatic with wine: "His story is genuinely interesting, but my limited time makes it difficult for me to narrate it to you with all its precise details, so forgive me, please. But in respect for your loving heart, I will hand you an electronic copy of his story."

I was surprised and burst out laughing: "What? He wrote it in a novel?"

She said: "Yes, he told the chapters of the story to one of his writer friends who organized it into words carrying some of his emotions that were poured out in abundance, and he begged me not to hand it over except to someone who has sincerely experienced love and its suffering."

Her words captured my mind, and I became more eager to live within the words of these hidden lines.

I received the file of the true story, while Fifi left me and went to adjust her makeup and rest a little, because her charm made her the star of the evenings and its essential member.

More than an hour had passed since I sat down. I announced my satisfaction with the wine, so I took my happy self and headed to the outdoor 'swamp' (slang for the outside world/street). Upon exiting, I realized that I was still in a neighborhood of the capital, I was in one of the neighborhoods of the Casbah municipality. The clock was striking six in the evening. I continued my walk on the Algiers cornice, the cold sea breezes refreshed me and blew away some of my honeyed intoxication.

I went up to my home located next to Port Said garden or "the Square" garden as we call it here in the capital. After eating a light and early meal of grilled liver that I had bought from a restaurant next to the house, I isolated myself on my bed with my laptop computer, my bed companion. I put the file in it, towards which the longing still pulled me, and opened the real words without patience.

The words of the captivating story were arranged in this manner, ascending the steps of its suspense staircase, degree by degree:
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« Love is a great secret that the mind is unable to fathom its depths. It is misery itself if it seizes a solitary heart unrecognized by the heart of its beloved, and it is bliss itself if it succeeds in bringing two hearts together under the banner of sincerity and fidelity ».

« Love is that feeling which gives you the right to despise and hate a person and call them the ugliest names merely because they neglect you, try to exclude you from their circle of interest, or incline towards not submitting to your desire for them after you have given them your heart and thought. It is also that feeling that unites two disagreeing hearts in the blink of an eye, even after years of abandonment or long obstinacy. It is also that feeling that gives you the right to hold a person accountable for their actions, their looks, their attention, or even their friendships and life. Total submission is required on its paths for fear of its fires igniting, which leave nothing behind, and no love ever resembles another love, its forms varying between the possible and the impossible ».

« As for our story, love in it took an arduous path with its riders, which made it, when it exploded, unbearable, as if it were a form of madness, leading its inhabitants to flight instead of seeking embraces ».

* * *
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IN BEN AZZOUZ, ONE of the municipalities of Skikda province located on the eastern coast of Algeria, Ihab was born in the early eighties and grew up under the roof of a conservative, poor home. He grew up within its confines, drinking in the values of pure virtue and modesty from everything that is religiously forbidden and socially unacceptable. However, despite his kindness, he was not idealistic to the extreme in his youth; his lips could lie, and his lust could bring him low at most first opportunities.

He grew little by little within that city, and the cells of his body and mind grew with the days, so his qualities became apparent to the eye: intelligent, shy, handsome, captivating, with enchanting, shining, honey-colored eyes, a white complexion, gypsy blonde hair tending to brown, tall, well-built within narrow limits, enjoying an athletic constitution, loving bodybuilding.

His small family consisted of two brothers and parents: his father El Hadj Ayoub and his mother El Hadja Zouleikha. As for his brothers, the eldest, ten years older than him, was named Bassem, married to a young girl from the family named Sara, and their bed had been adorned with a son they named Wael, residing in a room in the family home and sharing the kitchen with the family. His middle brother, Nassim, five years older than him, had completed university and worked in a red brick factory in the city of Boumaiza, close to his city, which is only 8 kilometers away from Ben Azzouz, working at the factory in the field of equipment maintenance.

At the age of 18, Ihab entered the August 20, 1955 University in the province capital, Skikda, registering himself in the common core technology branch from which all the different engineering branches branch out after two years.

He spent his first days and the ones that followed enjoying, like his peers, his new freedom, exploring the environment he had just entered with passion. He spent his free time hanging around its streets, flirting with its girls, panting after the most beautiful ones to win their company for the following days. That was what occupied the minds of most students, to brighten their days with the tenderness of dating and its embraces.

As for the dormitory, there was another kind of freedom, as if you had gained a house where you could do whatever you wanted. Staying up late and loud music were their best repressed desires, which is why the dormitory rooms echoed every evening as if they were concert halls.

Like most young Algerians at that time, he was fond of listening to the songs of the most famous romantic singer in Algeria, Cheb Hasni, who had a sensitive voice that made his listeners involuntarily sensitive. That is why most of those halls or rooms were keen to play his songs at a high volume that increased their joy.

His gang was completely chaotic. They turned up the volume of the stereo inside the university room with songs every day until late at night, oblivious to their neighbors in the dormitory. University life was beautiful like the beauty of life and the vigor of the youth inhabiting it.

Three years passed inside it without them feeling it, as they continued in this state. Their situation worsened after their morals decayed due to their association with some young men, and alcohol became their favorite companion. They organized a party every two months upon receiving the university scholarship. A party where all varieties of wine, alcohol, and drugs were the heroes. It was noisy as if it were inside one of the largest nightclubs or bars. Rai songs and Cheb Khaled were among the most prominent things heard during it.

The situation continued as if the days of those parties were holidays for those young men, days more important than anything else in that university, holidays to escape the routine of that dormitory which they now called a graveyard. The reason for not organizing those parties frequently was the inability to bear their costs, so most nights were spent smoking drug cigarettes. All these moral slides were nothing but a search for happiness and in order to regain that first intoxication that inhabited them when they tried it.

Ihab says: "The days passed like this and I didn't notice the years passing with them, until my body lost its freshness and some of its weight, and with it went that well-built body with prominent muscles. We started rolling drug cigarettes not looking for false intoxication, but to get the mood of a normal person, because losing those drugs or the treated 'kif' caused confusion for anyone who was addicted to it. So obtaining a 'kif' cigarette became our main preoccupation every day."

"Over the days, the primary goal of taking drugs changed from an aid to achieving intoxication and enjoying beautiful memories, especially for those with beautiful and sincere love memories, to taking them to satisfy a demand from our body cells to give us just the comfort of a normal person."

Ihab says: "It was as if, during our study period, we were looking for unhappiness, not happiness, as the effects of the drugs were prominent on us."

Fawzi and Ayham, Ihab's roommates, decided to join the military academy. As for the third roommate, Shahine, he chose to complete his specialization after the two years of study at the University of Setif, which is about 300 km from Skikda, in the branch of nuclear physics.

As for Ihab, he repeated the academic year for the second time in the second year, the main reason being, of course, his terrible lack of attendance due to the constant staying up late that he had become addicted to. This affected his supportive points (TD) which support the exam points by one-third. He tried to balance this by increasing his exam point average, but alas, as they say: the train had already left him behind.

All the students went on vacation that year and each student returned to his personal life. Ihab wandered a lot that vacation and could not settle on a specific idea of a path to take. He sent a file to the Inter-Arms Military Academy in Cherchell in the Tipaza province, hoping to be accepted.

The days passed and the young man's imagination took him far away. He no longer saw himself as anything but a military officer, and his thoughts constantly occupied him in that life. He lived in his mind as an officer. The poor fellow’s thinking failed to include that he had another personality—'Ihab the university student'.

The days passed and joy filled his heart. The summer period was nearing its end and October was the start of university registrations. The poor Ihab, out of his intense love for the officer personality that his mind had represented to him in his dreams and wakefulness all summer long, loved himself as an officer. He saw it as the solution to everything he dreamed of for his future, and divorced his university project definitively.

October, November, and December passed, and the date for the entrance exam to the academy arrived. He went, filled with hope, especially since some of his relatives had talked to some of their acquaintances there on his behalf.

The poor fellow entered eagerly, but the winds overturned his ship. He was surprised by the issuance of a law preventing participation in the competition except for those holding a recent baccalaureate certificate for that year, meaning only for newly successful students. Ihab received the news like a thunderbolt, to the extent that he could not hear the words of the lieutenant officer as he re-explained what was new in that law, because the daggers of the sad message had reached his heart and he no longer cared for additional words.

He left the lieutenant, sad; due to the shock, he had not taken enough oxygen into his chest, which forced him to inhale a large amount in a huge breath with which he regained his calm. He returned to the capital and from there home, dragging the tails of disappointment, not knowing where his dream had gone.

The month of January was nearing its end after that. He saw no solution other than returning to the university where, fortunately for him, his registration was automatic. He went the next day to ask about the possibility of withdrawing his new study documents to join the ranks, and fortunately for him too, he could do so, as they only remove those late in withdrawing their documents from the list at the beginning of February.

The defeated one registered and went to his friend Hazem's room. Hazem's room, like his past room, included a gang of the area's sons or close high school companions, who were also part of his gang, having lived the same conditions as him and experienced most of his days with him in his first room.

Hazem and Fadi were among Ihab's close friends. Fadi was most like him, loving fun, laughter, and lightness of spirit, handsome and elegant, poetic, white-skinned, the same height as him, about one meter eighty centimeters. As for Hazem, he resembled them in his cheerful spirit but was slightly shorter, dark-skinned, curly-haired, enjoying good looks and attractive eyes and a stronger muscular build.

Ihab settled with them while his eyes wandered from the window to the horizon and the coming days. The muezzin then called to prayer: "Hasten to prayer". Serenity descended upon his heart and he yearned for prayer.

The prayer of the Algerian adolescent was for most of them not a source of joy, but was intermittent. He went down to the university 'douche' (shower stall), washed and went to the prayer room and made the intention to repent and asked God for success in his coming days. He prayed with the imam, his heart was reassured, and the atmosphere in Hazem and Fadi's room helped him a lot too, as they were among those who hated the addiction of the past years. The gang agreed to leave that utter evil.

With the days, everyone regained their vitality and freshness that addiction had taken away. Everyone had good taste in clothing of the type that attracts attention. Hazem was the one in the group who flirted with girls the most and had the most relationships with them previously.

Time passed in chasing beautiful girls and flirting with them, and everyone laughed, enjoying themselves when a beautiful flirtation came from one of the three. The days passed, Hazem's room came to include only the three of them after their fourth roommate, Aymen, asked permission to go to the room of one of his study partners.
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Ihab's days stabilized, and he plunged into his studies. His class had many beautiful girls, and his studies had many practical works (TP) which required the creation of a practical group (GROUPE DE TP). The group consisted of three individuals; the professor chose two girls for him: Salwa and Chirine.

Chirine was from the province capital, Skikda, while Salwa was from his area, living only a few miles from his residence, but they did not know each other. She was two years younger than him, as he had repeated two years at the university.

Salwa was attractive in every sense of the word, captivating, but not the type that attracts attention. Modesty and shyness in her walk and dress were what shielded her from the flirting eye.

Ihab sat with them, and like every first meeting, one of them must break the ice, as the well-known saying goes. Ihab introduced himself kindly, especially after knowing Salwa's family well, one of whom was a colleague of his in primary school. Salwa felt reassured by him with shyness and the ice melted a little between them. All this happened while Ihab was not focusing much on Salwa's eyes for fear of disturbing her. He felt that by avoiding their eyes, they were comfortable talking with him, so he involuntarily made it a habit.

Salwa, about twenty years old, was in her strongest days, enjoying a striking charm and immaculate whiteness and wide black eyes in which the viewer would get lost, and a honey-colored mouth tied like a ring, and a nose like a bird's beak, small and beautiful. Some of her silky strands of hair would fall defiantly from under her veil, which always took the color of roses. Those intensely black strands added luster to the whiteness of the fascinating face, in perfect harmony with the blackness of the wide eyes. Above all this, her figure was slender and full, striking you when looking closely at her slim chest and wide basin that captivated minds.

Her tenderness was in her kind and balanced speech that added beauty and music to the atmosphere, which made Ihab enjoy her shy talk.

As for Chirine, the first thing one saw of her was her blonde hair and her slender figure due to her practice of aerobics in one of the muscle-building and gym rooms for women. She strived to highlight her breathtaking charms to the minds of young men, even her scent was pleasant and enticing to anyone who came near. However, all this did not reflect her kindness and sweetness. Her material situation was easier than that of Ihab and Salwa, which made her a lover of the latest fashion trends in clothing that became tighter day by day.

And as psychologists and human relations experts say, reaction depends on action. When Salwa's relationship was shy and hesitant with Ihab, this involuntarily generated shyness from her in Ihab's psyche, so he began to avoid talking to her a little, or even talking to her alone, unlike Chirine who was outgoing, quick to talk, refusing silence to prevail in the group. She was an essential, pivotal element who released Ihab's true cheerful personality from its den. He began to feel that she was like his friend Hazem or Fadi.

Vitality and laughter filled the group, but the funny thing was that whenever Ihab's eyes fell upon Salwa's eyes, he would find her engrossed in contemplating the details of his face, so she would blush and turn them away from him. Ihab would smile at her, Salwa would cast a fleeting glance at his smile, rejoice in it, and hide it in her mind as if she was compiling a file through which she was studying his personality.

Kindness was the most prominent thing that increased the bonds of cohesion of that group; even the kindness and sincere intention in their relationships with their other friends indirectly brought their hearts closer to each other.

The practical works brought this new company closer little by little, especially between Chirine and Ihab, because Salwa would always ask permission to leave during free hours, leaving Ihab and Chirine alone. Over the days, they became intimate friends.

Salwa was the hesitant observer; Ihab's personality and eyes were what attracted her most to him, as well as his stances which always emanated masculinity, even his defense and protection of them like a brother protecting his sister, his laughter and constant joking that added sweetness and charm to the gathering. All this captivated and fascinated her in secret.

All she wanted was to always be close to his heart like the cheerful and smiling Chirine. The relationship built on constant joking between them fascinated her, as if they were childhood friends. She wished for his proximity despite the fact that she was almost always a party to the happiness group. Her feelings were not feelings of jealousy, but a desire to be close to him just like her friend's proximity.

Salwa's desire had its motives because she was certain of Ihab's clear affection for her, but she felt, along with him, that communication was difficult between them, as if the shyness between them had not died. It was the presence of the cheerful Chirine that truly created that companionship.

Ihab's eyes, apparently, were the secret behind Salwa's desire, for those enchanting, slightly sunken eyes and that Aryan face made her unable to turn her gaze away from him. When they met, she would seize the opportunity of his conversation and camaraderie with Chirine to look intently into his pupil, interpreting his feelings and everything new occurring within him. All this while participating in the conversation, whether serious or joking. Her intense monitoring of his pupil, his feelings, and his actions, even in the presence of his two friends, Chirine, and her friends, made it a habit that was not boring, and who would get bored of looking into enchanting eyes as if they were made by a skillful artist.

Everyone sensed Salwa's passion for Ihab's eyes, and the eyes are the path to the heart. Everyone realized, to her shyness, that she wanted to reach his heart, but she didn't care or wasn't aware of their feeling. Her constant, unshy gaze, which had become involuntary, encouraged Ihab to look into her eyes, and oh how I wish he hadn't.

Finally, the beam of the two eyes fell on each other without shyness. Ihab stared into her black sea for a long time, feeling at that moment wonder at their intense clarity and breadth, an unusual sparkle of its deep sea water. The heart understood, as a secret message, that this sparkle only happens when the eye sees what it longs to see and loves to be beside. The habit of continuously looking at the spirit and essence of their eyes became daily, in a way that adds a special happiness to the day, looks more eloquent and beautiful than the most wonderful words.

This situation continued, and her addiction (to looking) continued. Chirine noticed it well. She always asked innocently: "Why do you look at each other so much?" Or maybe they were not innocent questions, maybe it was an unwillingness for such behaviors to happen in front of her, maybe a fear for her position in Ihab's heart. For she realized, just like Salwa, that he cherished her and held sincere feelings for her. It was at least more than what he felt for Salwa, because she had become
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