



  [image: PDF Archive]
  
    

  

  
    	About
	
        Features 
        
          Personal and corporate archive
          Private social network
          Securely receive documents
          Easily share your files
          Online PDF Toolbox
          Permanent QR Codes
        

      
	Premium account
	Contact
	Help
	Sign up
	

  
 Sign in


  



    


  

    
      
        2017 > 
        January > 
        January 21, 2017
      

    


    





    
      001; The Tunisian Spy; Rahal Eks; On the Path of the Friend (PDF)


    

    
      









        File information

Title: 001; The Tunisian Spy; Rahal Eks; On the Path of the Friend
Author: Rahal Eks

  This  PDF 1.3 document has been generated by Word / Mac OS X 10.7.5 Quartz PDFContext, and  has been sent on pdf-archive.com on 21/01/2017 at 11:45, from IP address 36.69.x.x.
  The current document download page has been viewed 547 times.

  File size: 610.27 KB (19 pages).

   Privacy: public file
  
 







        
        
          [image: ]

          

          [image: ]

          

          [image: ]

          

          [image: ]

          

          [image: ]

        
        


File preview

NOTICE

No part of this publication can be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or means, without

permission from the publisher. The publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for

damages resulting from the use of information contained herein.

Copyright © 2015. All rights reserved.

Cover design by Kemal Sharif.



Although the incidents in this publication are true, the names and certain identifying features of some

of the people, situations, and locations portrayed in it have been changed to protect the privacy of

individuals involved.



Unpublished Material

The material in this publication is from the Rahal Eks memoir, On the Path of the

Friend, a memoir on his life in the Sufi Tradition.

For more, purchase a copy of the book available at:

http://rahaleks.com/store/



THE SPY IN TUNISIA

I was traumatized by my Moroccan experience and having to leave my lover Hussein behind.

His image waving good-bye to me at the Marrakesh airport stayed with me the entire flight

across North Africa to Tunis. I was convinced I would never set foot on Moroccan soil. The

recent nightmares had just been a bit too much. Therefore it felt somewhat easy to let go of my

Marrakesh fantasy, but I definitely was not able to let go of Hussein, hoping he would soon be

able to join me in my next ‘promised land’. Right away – like a good filmmaker – I projected new

fantasies onto an imaginary screen. Before setting foot on Tunisian ground I was already

idealizing the country and its people. I was in love with an idea, an ideal idea of Moorish delights

in different drag: a more Mediterranean version, lighter and friendlier.

“Please remain seated until the plane has come to a standstill,” a female voice announced over

the speakers in Arabic and French.

My heart was beating fast with excitement. I was traveling on a one-way ticket, somehow

convinced that there was no life beyond Tunisia and things just had to work out. Going through

customs and the passport control was fast and in no time I stepped outside the airport building

with my luggage. It was a bright sunny day. In the air there was a slight smell of the

Mediterranean. Waves of joy and relieve went though my entire being. I could have kissed the

ground out of gratitude. Instead I screened the crowd who was waiting for arriving people.

Supposedly someone was going to pick me up – a friend of a Tunisian friend – but I had no clue

how he looked. All I knew was his name: Ali.

“Are you Rahal, coming from Marrakesh?” A very straight looking older man asked me.

“Yes, I am. Are you Ali?”

He smiled. Then he embraced and kissed me as if we were best friends since eternity.

“Marhaba, bienvenue!”

Ali took one of my suitcases and we went to the parking lot where his friend was waiting in a

car.

“This is Mohamed,” said Ali. “He will rent you a small house in the medina.”

Mohamed was a slightly heavy, gray-haired man with a bright smile on his face. He jumped

out of the car to embrace and kiss me in the same welcoming manner Ali had done. Before we

entered our destination, the medina of Tunis, I was given a tour around town.

“My wife has prepared couscous,” said Mohamed. “I’m sure you are hungry. So let’s eat

something in my house and then we will bring you to your new home.”

“Thank you, that is very kind.”

Over a late lunch or an early dinner, depending how one wanted to look at it, we signed the

rental contract and then I was brought to my new medina home.
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“Tomorrow Ali and I can help you if you want to buy things for the house,” said Mohamed.

“Great. Let’s meet in the morning if that suits you both.”

Mohamed and Ali were really nice and so helpful. Mohamed worked in an office in a

government ministry and Ali in a neighborhood post office. They had both kindly taken time off

work to help me. The local Arabic was of course something I had to get used to it.

After one week, I received a note that my shipment with paintings and other personal

belongings had arrived at the airport. Excited I went there to get them. The custom’s officer

opened each box and everything was pulled out.

“What about all these paintings?” he asked.

“Well, they are mine. I painted them. You can see my signature on each picture. I want to

decorate the house I’m renting with my artwork. Is there any problem?”

“Yes, there is a problem,” he said. “We don’t know if the value of these paintings is 1 $ or

1.000000 $.”

“But I’m not intending to pay customs on my own artwork! This is crazy. After all I’m not

importing any Picasso’s.”

“Are you a resident in Tunis?”

“I just got here a week ago. If I like it I will apply for my residence permit, if not, I’ll take my

paintings and everything and will move on.”

“I’m sorry, but you need an Import Permission. Go to the Ministry of Commerce.”

Like a beaten dog I returned to the city and went to see Ali. The idea of dealing alone with

any bureaucracy was not to my liking.

“It is too late to go to the Ministry today,” said Ali. “But I will come with you tomorrow

morning.”

“Alf shukur, a thousand thanks!”

I decided to take the rest of the day off and explore the city. That was always one of my

favorite times in new places. Aimlessly I strolled through the small Medina of Tunis with its

colorful souk section. There were no false guides bothering anyone and people were very mellow.

Tunis had a feminine vibe to itself, soft. From the old part of town I slowly made my way to the

modern part, cruising along the downtown area in search for a friendly café. Soon I found one at

a street corner with chairs and tables. But everything was occupied and I headed towards one of

the entrances.

“Andak nar?” asked a young man at a table not far from the entrance door.

I lit his cigarette. He thanked me politely and I continued my way. But a huge man who

looked like a bodyguard with a mean look on his face blocked the door.
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“We don’t want your kind in this café,” he said with great authority.

What on earth was he talking about?

“Pardon, monsieur, you don’t even know me. I’ve never been here before. What is your

problem?”

“I know your kind,” he said. “You don’t enter this café!”

“You’re crazy,” I said and left.

I checked out another café. There I was not bothered by anyone and the waiter was friendly.

But this incident didn’t leave me in peace. I couldn’t take a ‘no’ for an answer by this blown up

Tunisian macho creep and just in order to prove a point to myself I returned to the former café.

This time I managed to enter through another door. Before I could order anything the macho

creep spotted me and came running to my table and forced me out into the street. He was very

rude and finally it dawned upon me that he was plagued by acute homophobia.

I explored other parts of town and observed that the guys who in Morocco or in Dubai would

be flirting were rather low key in this place, if not to say timid. In spite of the modern flair of

Tunis the climate felt a little conservative as far as queer life was concerned and I wondered why?

I noticed the difference compared to my experiences in other parts of the Arab world. Hopefully

soon Hussein would arrive from Marrakesh. I missed him so much.

The Ministry trip turned out to be nightmarish. Ali and I had to wait forever in a most

depressing waiting room. The news concerning the ‘import’ of my paintings sounded rather

complicated.

“The Goethe Institute is around the corner,” said Ali to me. “Perhaps the German cultural

center might have an idea or be of help.”

We went and were attended by Rosa, a lovely Latin-American lady working there and with

whom I could talk in Spanish.

“Las leyes aduaneras de este país son bastante problemático y confuso,” she said, “the customs

laws of this country are rather problematic and confused.

Rosa’s German boss was on a holiday, but she advised me to go to an art opening that same

evening and hopefully meet Abdullah, a Tunisian painter and gallery owner.

“Muchisimas gracias, I will come!”

On the way back to my place Ali stopped at a little shoe repair shop to greet a distant relative,

a young man who was working there. He was perhaps nineteen years old and trying hard to grow

a long beard.

“Miloud, this is Rahal, an artist friend I’m helping. He came recently from Morocco,” said

Ali.

“Marhaba,” said Miloud.
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While talking to us Miloud kept working, repairing an old shoe.

“Nice to meet you.”

“You are an artist? What do you do?”

“I’m a painter.”

“Painting is haram, forbidden in Islam,” said Miloud with great authority as if he were the

Grand Mufti of Al-Azhar Mosque in Cairo.

“It is not forbidden in Islam,” I countered. “What is forbidden is to create idols and worship

them. But art is something else than primitive idol-worship.”

I didn’t like the look of Miloud, nor the way he spoke. He sounded like a hardcore fanatical

extremist with fossilized ideas of the wrong type. Ali tried to defuse things by telling Miloud

about my travels and having studied in Europe. It made things worse.

“It would have been better for you to have grown up in an Islamic country instead of the land

of the unbelievers.”

This was too much. His oozing ignorance and prejudice against anything outside of his

cultural sphere made me angry and for the first time in my life I defended my adoptive parents.

“They are not unbelievers and they treated me very well and let me study.”

“All Non-Muslims go to hell!” grunted Miloud in a hateful way.

“Watch out that you are not going to hell,” I thundered back. “I know of quite a few zigzag

Muslims who do as many evil things as other people from different religions or no religions.

Your attitude sucks.”

Ali tried to calm down the scene, but I had enough of this young fundamentalist who was

probably conditioned by Saudi Arabian Wahhabism or the Salafist variation or both.

“I think it is better to go. I have no desire to speak to hateful and narrow-minded people like

this.”

Ali said good-bye to his distant relative and we went on our way. He was a softy, not taking a

stand, trying to excuse Miloud’s stupid attitudes by his young age.

“Miloud is hanging out with the wrong crowd, with those who are arrogantly convinced that

they are the only true believers, but their fossilized interpretation of Islam is truly dangerous,” I

said.

Ali kept silent. He seemed to dislike arguments and discussions. He came across as a person

who avoids confrontation, the soft-boiled-egg-type who assimilate no matter where and what. I

thought it was a most scary attitude and thanked the Lord for being the way I turned out with

clear likes and dislikes: I was spicy, I could bark, and when required I could easily defend definite

positions!
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In the evening I went on my own to the art opening. The exhibition consisted of paintings by

a Kurdish artist who lived in Germany. I liked it. The foreign community of Tunis was present

and of course Tunisians. All were ‘cultured’ people, heavily engaged in small talk. It made me feel

like an alien who by accident had descended from outer space.

Finally Rosa showed up and went with me through the crowd to look for Abdullah.

“He is not here,” she said. “But I’m sure he will come later.”

That very moment a man entered the room. He looked like the Arab twin brother of Fernand

Legros, the notorious art dealer who sold fakes to Americans. Abdullah had the same mustache,

beard and long hair as Fernand. Rosa introduced us and Abdullah and I hit it off like a house on

fire. He was delightful and only after three words by him it was clear that he was an artist.

Abdullah felt like family to me, even though he seemed being a man in his early sixties. He was

still very handsome and in spirit more like a lively and creative boy.

“Come tomorrow afternoon to visit me at my gallery.”

He handed me his card and explained the way.

“Merci! I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Armed with my portfolio I set out by bus the next day to find Abdullah’s gallery. It was quite

far from where I lived, but I had no trouble finding it. Abdullah had built the house himself. The

lower part was the gallery; in the upper part his private living quarters. The house was

surrounded by a garden with a terrace. I really liked his work. Abdullah was the incarnation of an

Arab avant-garde artist. Needless to say he was a misfit and the black sheep of the local cultural

scene. Perhaps because of having this misfit thing in common we became friends right then and

there. Abdullah also liked my work.

“Once we solved your customs problem you are welcome to exhibit your paintings in my

gallery,” he said.

Right away he produced a piece of paper in this regard, hoping it would help me.

“This is a beautiful country with nice people, but the bureaucracy is really a nightmare,” he

said.

It turned out that I wasn’t the only one suffering from the local customs arias. He too had his

bad experiences with them.

“Don’t get discouraged, there will be a way. You have to have patience and determination. In

addition to my help you should also wait until Rosa’s boss is back, he might have more power

and influence than I do. The more we unite our efforts the easier it will get.”

We had coffee on the terrace in the garden and Abdullah cheered me up with his travel tales

in Black Africa.

“I lived for some months with a tribe where the people were running around naked. In order



5












        

  


      Download 001; The Tunisian Spy; Rahal Eks; On the Path of the Friend

        


        001; The Tunisian Spy; Rahal Eks; On the Path of the Friend.pdf (PDF, 610.27 KB)

        

        Download PDF


        

    


  




        
  Share this file on social networks

  

  

  
    
      
    
     
  
    
      
    
     
  
    
      
    
     
  
    
      
    
  
  







        
  
  Link to this page

  


  Permanent link

    Use the permanent link to the download page to share your document on Facebook, Twitter, LinkedIn, or directly with a contact by e-Mail, Messenger, Whatsapp, Line..


  
  
  Copy link
  

  

  
      


      Short link

      Use the short link to share your document on Twitter or by text message (SMS)


      
        
          
          Copy link
        

      
      

  


  HTML Code

    Copy the following HTML code to share your document on a Website or Blog


  
  
    PDF Document 001; The Tunisian Spy; Rahal Eks; On the Path of the Friend.pdf
    Copy code
  

  
  



  QR Code to this page

    

      [image: QR Code link to PDF file 001; The Tunisian Spy; Rahal Eks; On the Path of the Friend.pdf]

      


      
  

  
  




This file has been shared publicly by a user of PDF Archive.

Document ID: 0000540501.

 Report illicit content





      

    

  













  
  
    
      
        
          [image: PDF Archive]
        

        
          2023 · 
          Legal notice · 
          Terms of use

          Privacy policy / GDPR ·

          Privacy settings ·

          Contact
          

          Report illicit content · 
          FR · 
          EN
        

      

    

  





















    