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In the Name of Allah, the Most Gracious,
the Most Merciful
Oh Allah, reckon us with an easy reckoning.
The Silence Mill... Where the Echo, Not the Break,
Resides
Thabet Kherbiche
To all, without exception.
You cannot achieve all your goals, but you can achieve goals greater than your goals.
-A novel from the realm of imagination-
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It was Sunday morning, ﬁve-thirty, Salim's house. He was lying on his left side in his
bed, as if it was time for his birth, his exit from his mother's womb. When he heard the
call to dawn prayer, he rose with closed eyes, a dry, withered face. He left his small,
clean room, which contained an old bed made of red wood, placed next to a white
wall, and a small round table in the middle with two chairs next to it, and a bouquet of
ﬂowers in its center. On one of its walls was an artistic painting drawn by hand, and we
must not forget the small wooden and gray wardrobe where he put his clothes and
belongings. Under the painting drawn on its right was a black desk with a collection of
colorful paints and books, and special papers for study, and a chair placed next to it,
where a fourth window faced it, open, overlooking the outskirts of Rotterdam. At the
end of the room, there was a red wooden door from which Salim had exited, heading
to the bathroom to wash and perform ablution, with the aim of performing the dawn

prayer, and then traveling to Amsterdam, the Dutch city, to register and study at the
University of Amsterdam, Faculty of Humanities.
Salim is a brave man, calm, and not nervous, twenty-one years old, attractive in his
black and blue clothes, calm in his morals, slender in body, his weight does not exceed
seventy-ﬁve kilograms, white-skinned, elegant in stature, his facial features are stable,
sometimes showing sadness and depression. He has a black beard on his face, two
dark brown eyes, and thick dark brown hair interspersed with white strands. On his
neck is a black necklace. He is a handsome, gentle young man.
After a few minutes, he came out of the bathroom with a towel around his neck, wiping
his wet face. He returned to his small, somewhat narrow corridor of the house. When
he settled on his chair, put on his shoes, and changed his appearance, he went out of
the house, heading to the mosque, which was not far from the house, only a few
meters away. His house was located in the heart of Rotterdam, an elegant and clean
area where he lived, with large buildings, huge malls, and luxurious houses built in a
comfortable and suitable style. There were beautiful trees, varied and colorful, placed
in the city's corners, in the gardens and streets, in front of the houses. The streets were
almost empty at that time, and silence almost spread throughout the city, especially
as he walked on the empty sidewalk.
When Salim arrived, he entered and prayed two rak'ahs of greeting the mosque and
then the dawn prayer. The Imam then stood to lead them in prayer. When he ﬁnished,
he continued to glorify and remember Allah until he ﬁnished that. He then left the
mosque, returning to his house, remembering Allah in his heart and soul again. After a
few minutes, he arrived and entered the house. He then noticed that his mother had
woken up and was now preparing breakfast in the kitchen. He immediately went to
her, kissed her forehead, and said to her:
"Peace be upon you, mother."
"Peace be upon you, my son, how are you?"
"I am ﬁne, praise be to Allah, mother."
Then he sat on the chair and began to eat his breakfast, which she had placed for him.
She stood saying:
"So you are going, my son!"

He replied with conviction: "Yes, mother, I have decided, I must go to achieve my goal
as I told you."
"What can I tell you, my son, to be a man?"
"Fine, mother."
The First Touches
When Salim ﬁnished his breakfast, he prepared himself well, packed his belongings,
and his special book in his bag. He then left the house, bidding farewell to his mother,
heading to the train departing for Amsterdam. The station was crowded that morning
with travelers who came from all over the outskirts of Amsterdam, of diﬀerent ages
and nationalities. The moment he arrived at the station, he entered the warehouse to
buy a travel ticket, and then settled down to wait for the train to arrive. He was sitting
calmly, like those who sit calmly at the beginning of their day. The sky was clear, free of
clouds, and the weather was elegant. The crowd and noise were almost ﬁlling the
place, with feet constantly moving on the ground. After a few minutes of observation
and wandering, the image of his day became clear to Salim, as his mind settled like the
sea in the twilight from the creatures. At that moment, the train arrived, whistling its
warning and safety whistle to the station, then stopped. He rose from his place, left the
warehouse carrying his book and belongings in his hand, and then boarded the train in
the ﬁrst blue seats. It contained four seats in each corner and a long, clean corridor.
The travelers had boarded a few moments ago, with their mothers, fathers, and
friends.
He sat next to the window overlooking the warehouse and the large trees that were
planted, and their simple shape and branches on the sidewalk. After three minutes,
the train began to move slowly, whistling, announcing the time. The areas it passed
through were at the height of beauty, with green grasses and ﬁelds, colorful ﬂowers,
and trees that appeared in constant motion as it sped. But what Salim saw through the
window was nothing but fantasies narrated by his mind from one side to another. It
seemed as if he was thinking of nothingness, but for another person, the ﬂowers,
trees, and ﬁelds would appear to him as something. He looked, contemplating the
scenes, searching for beauty, the natural beauty. But he was not celebrating those
buildings and scenes. All he cared about was reaching Amsterdam, and registering at
the university, Faculty of Humanities.

He was sitting, and next to him was a black-skinned man holding a newspaper and
reading. He was met by a man of his age, a woman and a married couple, people
standing next to each other, holding on to the pole installed on the back of the train to
help passengers stay stable.
After about forty minutes, the train arrived in Amsterdam. He then rose from his
fantasies, which seemed vague and complex, took his bag and held his book, then got
oﬀ and continued walking in the clean and elegant streets, full of green and dry, and
decorated gardens full of families and children. He was walking, observing with his
eyes the suitable place that would help him in his journey, and to explore the secrets
that Amsterdam hides.
He passed by one of the markets in its vicinity, and it was a good market, with its
various shapes and types, organized and arranged. It contained many meats, fruits,
vegetables, and other things, clothes and shoes. The view was blooming and
comfortable, with the shouts of merchants and the goods displayed in their types and
shapes. They were smiling and reconciled, cooperating for good, far from deceit and
hatred in selling.
All that Salim noticed and found was that they were kind, diligent, and reconciled,
saying: "Take what you want and please, brother, buy at the price you want."
This was his ﬁrst tour and visit in Amsterdam. After he passed the market, heading to
the university, he found a woman sitting, beautiful as the light, with her beautiful small
baby, on the ground next to the mosque door (special for Muslims), which faced the
clean square that contained solid iron trees and steel trees placed here and there. A
needy person, asking for money, eyes, and enough money for her child's growth and
life. The baby was crying loudly in front of the mosque, in the street of the elegant city.
It was strange that at that moment he stopped for the ﬁrst time in front of a poor,
needy woman, with her baby, and he was ashamed of himself and confused!
In fact, it was up to the people of the city and the good people or oﬃcials to help her
and protect her, and to ﬁnd a place for her to sleep with her baby, and even those like
her have the right to live in peace and security. And what was it for simple Salim to do?
He didn't have money at all, so he couldn't give her much of what she needed, clothes
and food for life.
But he had some money, so he expressed his love and concern for the poor, giving that
amount to the baby, whom his mother was placing on her warm lap, holding his small
hand. He looked at him with a strange look, and the woman looked at him with joy and

happiness, while he was crying. While he was looking at her with a look of mercy and
shame:
"May Allah bless you from His grace and kindness, sister, I will not ask you about the
reason for your presence here, but know that this child is a person who is despised and
humiliated."
He looked at the baby again, with tenderness and delicacy in his eyes, and said:
"Why are you crying, my son? Don't be afraid as long as you are next to your mother,
isn't that right?"
The poor woman replied with a nod, saying: "Thank you, doctor."
Then he prayed for them in his heart and continued his walk to where he came.
The First Touches (Continued)
Salim arrived at the university at exactly ten o'clock in the morning, except for a
quarter. The university of Amsterdam, clean and elegant from the inside, with its
beautiful trees, its high buildings painted in white and red, especially the wide square
that contained fountains of fresh water, and colorful ﬂowers of all kinds, placed next to
the rose bushes, and on the sidewalks of the main and secondary roads, which were
crowded with students and workers who came to spend and register their interests.
The main door was large, with a name and a special slogan for the university above it.
Salim entered from it with joy and amazement, from the beauty and elegance of the
area with its organized design and views. As he walked on the wide road leading to the
faculties and administration, he met one of the assistants who
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