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After seeing me imprisoned in this prison with these criminals spending my days behind these bars you must think that I am just another criminal like the rest You are not wrong in your belief but you are not right either It is true that I am a criminal but before I am a criminal I am just an unlucky man Before you judge me let me tell you my story. I was born unlike most children who are born crying I was born calm with a small smile on my face When my parents saw me they decided to name me with a name wishing that the smile would never leave my face And what they wished for happened Although I was born into a poor family in Egypt, I was always positive I tried to see the good side in everything since I was a child. Years passed and I reached university Even though I was not smart I was persistent I believed in a sentence my father, a fisherman, told me when I was young If you don’t succeed the first time, keep trying and you will succeed in the end After I finished high school I was lucky enough to be accepted into the Newton-Mosharafa program This program gave me a scholarship to a university in Britain The scholarship included everything expenses Food and drink And all the necessities of the night. I sat with my parents and my two annoying brothers, Ahmed and Khaled. Everyone was proud of me. After all, I was the first member of the family to complete his studies abroad. Although my brothers were only three years younger than me, they respected me as much as they loved me. To them, I was the older brother they looked up to and wanted to become like. Time passed in the blink of an eye and the time came for departure. I said goodbye to the family and boarded the plane carrying the weight of their aspirations and hopes, afraid that the plane would break down in the air and I would die before I accomplished anything. After five long hours, the plane landed. The experience of riding a plane was a terrible experience. Throughout those five hours, I could not get the thought of a plane breaking down in the sky out of my head. I got off the plane, grateful for the proximity of the ground to me. At the airport, a man from the university welcomed me. He had a picture of me on his phone. He introduced himself and told me that his name was Fish and that he was in charge of the students who had received the Newton-Musharafa Scholarship. He asked me to approach him if I faced any problems or needed anything, as he was responsible for me. Here. We rode with him in the car heading to the university. Fish had a name that suited him, he was just like a fish going with the flow. I don’t know if it was because he was half Egyptian and half British or if it was just his nature, but he knew how to go along with people, no matter how important or trivial his opinion was, he would just go along with you but he wouldn’t start an argument with you. I used to think that riding a plane was a terrible experience, but after riding in a car with Fish for three hours, I realized that riding a plane wasn’t that bad. After a while, we arrived at the university, and what a university it was. If someone had told me that it was a fantasy palace, I would have believed them. As soon as I saw it, I felt as if a huge burden had been lifted from me. All the exhaustion caused by the fear of a plane crash and all the tension that Fish’s calmness had caused me while we were riding in the car disappeared. I entered the university with Fish and walked with him until we reached the student rooms where he showed me my room and asked me to rest in it and prepare to meet my roommate and the academic activities that would start in a week. After he finished speaking, he gave me a card with his number and residential address and a sealed white envelope on it and stressed that I should call him if I talked to him. A problem and left. I put the white envelope in my pants pocket and opened a bag that contained only some clothes. I took out the clothes and put them in the room. The room wasn’t very small or very big. It was just a room prepared for two people containing two beds and a bathroom. I don’t know if I was exhausted from the trip or stress, but as soon as I lay down on the bed to rest a little, I was overcome by drowsiness and slept even though the sun hadn’t set yet. I woke up the next morning and the first thing I did was check the white envelope that Fish had given me yesterday. The envelope contained two things: the first was a black credit card and the second was the message. The message wasn’t important. It only told me that I would receive a certain amount of money every month on the credit card to manage things and needs. To be honest, the amount was respectable, so I put the credit card in my wallet and started thinking. Since I arrived a week before the start of school activities, this meant that I had a free week and a good amount of money. Many crazy ideas came to me, but in the end, I decided to spend the week at the university to get used to it and its atmosphere. Every day as the opening approached, the number of people increased. In it. I started to wander around and I couldn’t believe the size of that university. It was more like a small city. That university had a strange atmosphere. The design of its old buildings inspired by Arab culture and the vast spaces covered with green grass that separated its buildings gave it a strange magical character that gave me a feeling of insecurity as if someone was always watching me. That week I discovered some interesting information about that university, such as that it was very old, as some of its buildings are more than 250 years old, and that the disappearance of some of its students or even its professors every few years without leaving any trace behind them is something normal. No one knows the reason for their disappearance or if they are alive or dead or where they went. They just evaporate. In any case, my week of vacation ended and academic activities began. The study system at the university was simple. I was required to attend 15 hours a week in lectures and the rest was self-study. As for me, the first month was good. I attended classes and when I finished them, I went to the university library, which looked like a library from the Middle Ages. I read for a few hours until the sun set, and then I returned to my room and slept. Once in Every week on Friday I call family members and ask them how they are. Yes, international calls are not cheap. Anyway, you can say that I adapted to my new environment, but I did not adapt to the people around me, maybe because I did not find time to make friends. This was the case throughout the first month at least, because at the beginning of the second month, on the fifth day, I returned to my room as usual from the library after sunset and found my room door open, although I am sure that I closed it before leaving. With everything I heard about people disappearing in this university, the door of the room opened slowly. I found a young man lying on the bed. I said to him calmly, trying to wake him up without scaring him, “Hey, wake up.” He did not wake up, so I raised my voice even more, and he did not wake up again. I took a cup of cold water from one of the water taps in the corridor of the residence and threw it on him, and he did not wake up again. The boy was unconscious. At that time, I began to feel nervous. I did not know what to do. I called the only person I know in this entire country. I took out a card from Fish’s wallet and called him. I told him what was happening. Fish told me to stay out of the room until he arrived. It was a cold night, but sitting outside waiting for someone you didn't know well, when there might be a dead body in your room, made the air of that night feel especially cold. Half an hour later, Fish arrived. I went into the room with him. Fish walked over to the young man lying on his stomach, while I stood by the door watching Fish turn the young man onto his back and search his pockets, taking out his wallet. Fish opened the wallet and asked, "Isn't this your roommate?" He threw me a card and found it in the wallet. It said, "Student at Richards University, Rooms 69, Zach Anderson." A puzzled expression appeared on his face. I had forgotten I had a roommate. It had been over a month since the university opened, and this was the first time I had seen him. Fish understood what was going on and told me, "Don't worry, he's not dead, just passed out from a drink." That reassured me. I thanked Fish for coming, while he told me, "It's okay, just make sure to call me if anything happens." I accompanied him to his car and went back to my room. I lay on my bed, trying to sleep, while I had a nervous feeling about my new roommate. My first impression of him was that he was a drunk. In the morning, I I woke up to the foul smell of alcohol mixed with the smell of cigarettes that Zack was smoking while sitting on his bed. I got out of bed and sat on it and asked Zack, “That was a wild night, wasn’t it?” He replied, “I went to a party thrown by a Mexican. Mexicans know how to throw parties. You know what I mean?” I just smiled and said, “When I found you passed out in the room last night, I thought someone was trying to frame me for murder.” Zack laughed, thinking I was saying this as a joke. Zack was the embodiment of a stereotypical European teenager: blond hair, blue eyes, a thin, white body, rich and spoiled. He spent his time drinking, smoking and playing games instead of studying. I know I describe him as an asshole, but human relationships are really strange. I make two strangers meet once a day, and over time, without them realizing it, they become friends. This is what happened to me with Zack. Although I used to think of him as just an idiot, over time we became good friends. Time passed quickly and the university held a party to celebrate the first third of the academic year. I was planning to ignore the party, as I had a lot to do and I don't even have proper clothes for the party but with Zack constantly asking me to accompany him and feeling curious I decided to go with Zack. I didn't have proper clothes for the party. Luckily Zack was aware of this and brought me proper clothes before I could even say anything. He said we'll wear uniforms. He had his way of taking people into consideration. We went to the party and as soon as we arrived Zack looked at me and said to me tonight is your night enjoy and don't think about anything before I replied he took a drink from the waiter standing next to us. He drank the drink and quickly left me. I walked around the party for a while and it was a classic European party everyone was drinking alcohol and dancing to silly songs. I kept walking around until my eyes fell on something beautiful something that shouldn't be at this party. A girl with beautiful facial features wearing a black hijab and loose clothes that hid her body but couldn't hide how beautiful she was standing away from the crowd alone in a corner of the hall. I'm not a romantic guy or have any experience with women but still I went to her and said the first words that came to my mouth what What are you doing here? Excuse me, what is this? She replied to me. I said to her, what is a veiled girl doing at a party like this? It is none of your business. This is how she replied to me. I calmed down a little and remembered something Zack had told me: If you have nothing to talk about with a woman, ask her and keep asking her questions until you find something in common. I told her, I am sorry to have
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