

  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      I HAVE A CERTIFICATE

    

    
      First edition. April 16, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Sarra Amri Islamovic.

    

    
    
      Written by Sarra Amri Islamovic.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To those who are neither chosen nor forgotten, but who continue to drive.

      

    



[image: ]






SARRA AMRI ISLAMOVIC




I HAVE A CERTIFICATE

A Story of Dust, Degrees, and Destiny




Copyright © 2026 by Sarra Amri Islamovic

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy.

Find out more at reedsy.com

Contents

	Chapter 1: The Fall on the Road to Sidi Bouzid 1

	Chapter 2: The Passing Mirror 3

	Chapter 3: The Dialogue of the Forgotten 5

	Chapter 4: The Anatomy of Sacrifice 7

	Chapter 5: The Dust that Remains 9

	The End 11


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​1


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


Chapter 1: The Fall on the Road to Sidi Bouzid
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The Fall on the Road to Sidi Bouzid


On a dry road between fields in Sidi Bouzid, the sun burned with a relentless, indifferent heat. The wind carried the dust through the air, coating everything in a fine, grey veil. It was mid-afternoon, the hour when the day feels oldest and the spirit is most weary.

A worn-out truck—a 44-bache that had seen too many seasons—groaned as it carried exhausted men home from a long day of labor in the sun. Among them sat Quousay. At forty-four years old, he sat with his shoulders hunched, his fingers tracing the invisible edges of a degree that had never changed his life. He was a man of letters in a world of rocks, holding a promise that had faded like ink in the water.


Suddenly—


The tires lost their grip on the cracked asphalt. The world tilted in a chaotic symphony of screaming metal and tearing
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rubber. The truck flipped.

Men fell like discarded shadows into the dirt. Voices rose in a mixture of prayer and pain. But as the dust settled, the driver stood up, his eyes darting not to the bruised men, but to the dents in his metal. He cared more about the vehicle than the souls it carried.

Quousay remained silent, sitting in the soil, the weight of his reality finally heavier than the accident itself.
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Chapter 2: The Passing Mirror

The Passing Mirror


As the men brushed the Sidi Bouzid earth from their clothes, another truck passed.

This one was a mirror image of their own “iron horse,” but its cargo was clean, white, and full of life. It carried sheep destined for the upcoming Eid. They were clean. They were well-fed. They were valuable, undocumented yet protected by their purpose. They looked out from their wooden slats with a calmness that felt like a deliberate insult.

The driver of the second truck slowed down to a crawl, a wide, mocking grin on his face as he looked at his colleague’s wrecked vehicle.

“Look at mine...” he laughed, gesturing to the livestock. “Not one fell!”

Quousay watched them. He watched the woolly heads swaying in the breeze. A surge of bitter pride, hot and useless, rose in his chest.
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“I am not like you...” he whispered, his eyes locked with a sheep wearing dark, reflective shades. “I have a degree.”

But in the heavy silence of the Tunisian desert, something answered back.
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Chapter 3: The Dialogue of the Forgotten
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The Dialogue of the Forgotten


“You have a degree?” The voice was a deep, resonant rumble, a “Baaa” that Quousay heard not with his ears, but in his mind.

“Yes...” Quousay replied, his voice a ghost of his former confidence. “I studied and I waited. I stayed up while the world slept, believing in the value of what I was learning.”

“We are chosen too,” the sheep replied, its gaze steady behind its shades.

“I was supposed to be a teacher...” Quousay’s voice broke, the confession



and my books, but in the offices of the city, those are not the currencies they trade. They value lineage over logic, and wealth over wisdom.”
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The Anatomy of Sacrifice





“Then look at yourself...”





“And you?”
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The Dust that Remains
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