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Suddenly the commotion stopped

 

“Good Morning.”

 

The pupils jumped standing in respect oft heir teacher. They shouted with one voice in reply to his salutation.

 

“Good Morning.”

 

The teacher looked at them with great love and pessimism. He said benevolently:

 

“Sit down. Be seated.”

 

They sat down.

 

The pupils murmured and had discontinued side talks. The teacher was busy talking laconic with one oft eh pupils. Then he called their attention. He greeted them for coming back to school after a long absence that lasted for more than a month and a half. It was the period during which schools were closed and a complete curfew was during the Gulf War.

 

The teacher said:

 

“And now listen.”

 

The pupils listened in silence

 

The teacher asked:

 

“What is our lesson today?”

 

They answered with one voice:

 

“Reading.”

 

He wrote the title in clear handwriting on the board. The pupils murmured reading 

 

“In Unity there is Strength.”

 

Before the teacher starts speaking the pupils murmured. The teacher asked:

 

“What is this noise?”

Some pupils replied:

 

“We know the story Sir.”

 

But others said:

 

“We don’t know it.”

 

The teacher was not surprised and quickly he had many thoughts …

 

“This lesson was not given at school before the closure and the curfew. The lesson is in the textbook but I haven’t taught it to them. This classroom has a selection of bright pupils who compete for the first rank. Its doubtless that some of them has read the lesson at home … I will test their understanding of the lesson.”

 

He looked to them asking in a language that shows his attempt to test their understanding:

 

“Who of you knows the story?”

 

Some pupils raised their hands to answer his question … The teacher selected on of them … The pupils waited … The noise is down … The raised hands are down. The pupils listened carefully waiting for the story.

 

Saadi stood in front of his classmates, stood upright raised his head in pride of being chosen to tell the story … He started by saying:

 

“The story says that an old man became very sick and on his death bed. When he realized that he is about to die he called his three sons. They gathered around him standing next to his bed looking sadly at him and crying. He said to them:

 

“Don’t cry my sons. Don’t feel pain. I want you to be real men after my death. Go get me a bunch of sticks.”

 

The children thought that their father needs it for an important matter. They hurried collecting dry sticks. They collected some of it and they gave it to their father who was looking at them with love… When I caught the bunch of sticks he asked someone of them to break it:

 

“Take this and break it.”

 

He tried but couldn’t.

 

He gave it to the second boy:

 

“You try it.”

 

He tried but couldn’t.

 

He gave it to the third:

 

“Now its your turn.”

 

The third son tried but he couldn’t.

 

The old man said:

 

“Give it to me.”

 

He took the bundle, untied it and gave the eldest son one stick so he broke it, then he handed another one to his second son so he broke it and then he handed his youngest son one stick so he broke it. 

 

The father smiled in a way embedded with pain and sickness. The dying man gave his children an advice:

 

“You have seen that no one of you could break the bundle but each one of you could break a stick easily.”

 

Saadi ended his story by saying:

 

“This was the invaluable advice of the old man before his death.”

 

Saadi has finished his story. The kids loved the story and clapped their hands for the boy. They loved the smart move of the old man. Saadi went back to his bench delighted with the praise of the teacher and the happiness of the pupils. He felt glad for the looks of the boys. Suddenly a boy named Khaled spoiled all his happiness as he shouted:

 

“Wrong … Wrong … The story was not like that.”

 

The pupils were amazed. The two were about to shout at each other about the authentic story. The teacher was astonished:

 

“How this pupil dares to say that this is not the true story.”

 

The teacher meditated the pupil. He was one of the bright pupils. The teacher stood him and asked:

 

“Do you say that the story is wrong, Khaled?”

 

“Yes, sir … The story as told by Saadi is wrong.”

 

The teachers’ amazement has increased. The pupils wondered and their looks embarrassed the teacher … He shouted at the pupils to keep silent and looked towards Khaled and asked:

 

“And do you know the true story, Khaled?”

 

The boy said with confidence:

 

“Yes.”

 

“I know it well, sir.”

 

“And what you know differs from what we’ve heard from Saadi moments ago?”

 

Khaled answered quickly:

 

“It differs completely, sir.”

 

The teacher said in a challenging tone:

 

“Then … Come out to tell us the story.”

 

“Okay sir.”

 

Khaled came out of his desk … his colleagues shower him with curious looks and they love his dare. He stood in front of the his class looking at them with pride … He gave them looks of and arrogance while soloquizing himself:

 

“I know what they do not know … And perhaps what my teacher does not know.”

 

He concentrated and said:

 

“The old man was on his death bed. This is correct. But that sleeping was for long years, and when he was about to die and he realized that he is dying he called his three sons. It was a long search to get them together … They stood next to him and they were not showing sadness as they considered him as a dead man long time ago. The old man asked them to bring him a bundle of sticks … His voice reflected failing and weakness … aaa …

 

“It’s the same story … Its like Saadi’s”

 

The boy replied in a sharp and stringent tone:

 

“Don’t interrupt me … It’s the etiquette of the speech that you say your opinion when I am done … Please don’t interrupt me.” 

 

He looked towards his teacher as if seeking help. The teacher silenced them while looking at quizzically:

 

“Don’t interrupt him.”

 

The pupils cooled down. Their eyes followed the boy who continued narrating his story saying:

 

“The old man asked his sons to bring him some sticks. They argued.”

 

When Khaled said that they argued, the pupils looked at each other … Khaled didn’t care and went on stressing his word once more:

 

“And they argued.”

 

As the eldest son said to his youngest brother ordering:

 

“I cannot hold it. You bring it.”

 

The middle son said to the eldest:

 

“You bring it as you are the strongest.”

 

He replied:

 

“No. You bring it to solve a dispute between me and your brother”

 

The voice went loud … The argument had heated … The old man got upset in his death bed and yelled at them with a weakened but angry voice:

 

“You disagree in my life and in front of me? What will you do after my death?”

 

Then he ordered his eldest son to bring the sticks and ordered the other two to help him collecting them … They obeyed … All of them went out nodding their head.

 

Time passed by …

 

They brought the sticks and out it in front of their father. They stood waiting … he said to them:

 

“O, my sons, I want to speak to you but before that I want your elder brother to break this stick … take it … Break it …”

 

The eldest son tried to break the stick but he could not.”

 

The pupils got excited and suddenly shouted wondering and inquiring:

“He couldn’t break the stick!!! The story is unlike that …”

 

Khaled confirmed his words and said: 

 

“But it’s like that … he tried but couldn’t … Didn’t I say don’t interrupt me?”

 

Khaled looked at his teacher with a meaningful look. The teacher immediately understood it and ordered them to be silent and listening. Khaled continued saying:

 

And when the eldest son couldn’t break it he gave it to the middle son who tried to break it but couldn’t then he gave it to the youngest son … like them, he tried but he couldn’t …

The pupils hurried as they lost their patience:

 

“Sir, he spoiled the story … the story is unlike that sir.”

 

The teacher yelled at them:

 

“Leave him … Let him finish … Don’t interrupt him.”

 

Khaled waited until the noise and protests calmed down and silence prevailed … He continued:

 

“Then the old man said to himself: If no one of them could not break one stick how can I give them the bundle? How can I teach them the eternal advice?”

 

The old man turned to his sons and said in anger while his death bed shook:

 

“It seems that you are used to playing and laziness so you couldn’t break a stick … everyone of you couldn’t break a stick … Your fight to bring the stick, in front of me, and your failure in breaking them one by one reminded me of a story …”

 

The eldest son said in a low embarrassed voice:

 

“What is this story, father?”

 

He replied steadily saying:

 

“The story of the lions and the bull.’

 

The sons said to their father as they thought that his sickness has affected his memory:

 

“You mean the lion and the bulls.”

 

He replied angrily:

 

“No. But I mean the lions and the one bull.”

 

They retreated wondering: 

 

“The one bull?”

 

He said confirming stressing the letters while looking angrily at their faces:

 

“Yes … The one bull.”

 

The sons listened to their father. They stood next to his bed listening to the story as a complement to him and in protection of his feelings at this time of his life as the story of the three bulls and the lion are well known to them … The story of the lions and the one bull must be one of his the imaginary fables of their father who is dying …

 

The father said to them:

 

“Long years ago there was a large bull fat with meat and flesh. He walked proudly in the wide jungle … he doesn’t fear anyone nor care to anybody … With his smart moves he avoided the lions in the jungle … One day he was in jeopardy as lions gather at him. He claimed to every lion that he wants to live with him in peace but in reality the lions could do nothing against the bull  … Their only thinking was fighting among each other and whenever a lion caught the bull alone to pray him the bull understood the game so he warns him of his enemies. One time his fear and caution have increased and worry began to creep to him, so his meat and flesh began to melt away little by little. He spent all the time thinking of a trick to get him rid of his continuous torture … he became touchy and angry and bored of the lions who keep fighting to gain him so he rushed into a den of one lion while he ! is unaware and he hit him {NADAHU} busting his abdomen and killing him. The rest of the lions didn’t believe that the bull could kill a lion so the bull his turned in front of them into a fierce and frightening animal that walks showing off in the jungle whenever and wherever he wanted, fearing and hesitating no one. The fighting animals could not stop him … Rather they were careful going near him so he became safe of their danger. He lived in the jungle peacefully …”

 

The sons looked at each other everyone tries to understand what the father’s message. They said to him:

 

“Those are puzzles … May God bless you father elucidate … we’ve never heard about a bull killing a lion.”

 

“You tried breaking one stick but you couldn’t …”

 

The youngest son who feels his father’s love to him said:

 

“Why father we couldn’t while its only one stick?”

“I thought that you will scoff at me when I gave you one stick to break and I though that you will ask to break the whole bundle to break … You argued and the possible became impossible … Even breaking one stick became impossible for you.”

 

“What is the solution father?” 

 

He turned to his sons saying: 

 

“Are you a solution from me?”

 

“Yes.”

 

“I have no solutions. Go out from here until you have a solution.”

 

They left … Talked … Fought … Disagreed … Reached no solution … The youngest yelled at them:

 

“You will never understand my father.  Because you’re used to humiliation and weakness your dreams have killed you and you left your work and the stick became in your eyes a bundle, and you became like the fighting lions killed by a bull … Only a bull … Then, he plays as he likes in the wide jungle.”

 

Khaled said to the pupils:

 

“This is the true story.”

 

The pupils looked at Khaled with amazement and in admiration of his smartness. They clapped their hands for him and the teacher joined them in clapping his hands. 

 

 

 

 

