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Al-Sayyid Ahmad would raise his head from his ledger every so often to
listen to recitaton or look out at the street and the endless flow of passershy,
hand and horse carts, and the Suares ominibus, which was so big and heavy it
could scarcely wobble along. There were singing vendors who chanted jingles
about their tomatoes, mallow greens, and okra, each in his own style. The
commotion did not interfere with the proprietor’s concentration. He had grown
accustomed to it over a period of more than thirty years. He was so lulled by
noise that he was disturbed if it ceased.2

2Naguib Mahfouz, paace waik, trans. William Maynard Hutchins and Olive E Kenny
( London: Black Swan, 1994), p. 37.
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The Shaykh appeared to be in enviable health, for his age, which was
over seventy-five. [...]

The owner gestured to his assistant to prepare the unusal present of
rice, coffee, and soap for the shaykh.3

31bid, .38
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The light shone throughout the room, revealing the large, square floor,
high walls, and ceiling with parallel beams. The quality of the furnishings was
evident: the Shiraz carpet, large brass bed, massive amoire, and long sofa
draped with a small rug in a patchwork design of different motifs and colors.4

(al-
Darrasa)

It was nothing but bad luck which decreed that his adversary in
one of his two fight was from a family of know toughs living in al-Darrasa.
[..] The father had recourse to some merchants he knew in al-Darrasa.
They went to the home of the toughs to intercede for him. Thus the father

41bid, p.L.
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made use of his well-known forbearance and sensitively to soothe their
temperss

412

“religious district”

5 Ibid, p.46.
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(al-Husayn Mosque)
(Fatimid 969 - 1170)6

She began to ask Kamal about the sights, buildings, and palaces they
encountered on their way. The boy was proud to serve as her guide and
volunteered lengthy explanations. Here was the famous vaulted ceiling of Qirmiz
Alley. Before walking beneath it one needed to recite the opening prayer of the
Qur'an as  defense against the jinn living there. This was Bayt al-Qadi Square
with its tall trees. She might have heard him refer to square as Pasha’s Bread
Square, from the popular name for its flowering lebbek trees, or at times also as
Shangarly Square, giving it the name of the Turkish owner of a chocolate shop.7

6Encyclopaedia Britannica 1the New Encyclopaedia Britannica 15™'ed., Macropedia Volume
6 ( .SA. Encyclopaedia Britannica, 1989), pp.489-490.

TNaguib Mahfouz, paiace waik, transWilliam Maynard Hutchins and Olive E Kenny
(London: Black Swan, 1990), p. 167.
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(Qirmiz
Alley)

(Friday Prayer)

The intensity of the demonstrations decrease in the Husayn district after
the British soldier occupied it and al-Sayyid Ahmad was able to resume a
favorite custom he had temporarily been force to curtail, that of attending the
Friday prayer service at Flusayn-mosque, accompanied by his sons. It was a
practice he had scrupulously observed for a long period. He had invited his
sons to join him, when they were old enough, in order to district their hearts
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toward religion early in life. He hoped it would be blessing to him, his sons, and
the entire family.8

1 The Cairo Trilogy

4.1.3

lid, p. 411.
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The period of his employment with the government was a time of his
employment with the government was a time full of memories and come to him
after the long, obligatory asceticism he had endured out of respect for his father
and the frightening shadow he cast on his life. Thereafter, he plunged into the
Ezbekiya entertainment district, like water dawn the fall in spite of the
harassment of the soldiers brought to Cairo by the winds of war.9

91bid, p. 72,
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Abbasiya

The Suarés omnibus went down al-Husayniya street, and then its two
emaciated horses began to traverse the asphalt of al-Abbasiya street, as the
driver goaded them on with his long whip. Kamal was sitting at the front of the
vehicle at the end of a hench close to the driver. With a slight turn of his head
the boy could see al-Abbasiya street stretching out in front of his eyes. It was
wider than the streets he was used to in the old part of  town and so lengthy
that it appeared to have no end. The surface was level and smooth, and the
houses on either side were huge with spacious ground and lush gardens.D

Naguib Mahfouz, Palace Desire, trans. William Maynard Hutchins, Lome M Kenny and
Olive E.Kenny ( London: Black Swan, 1994), p. 141,
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He admired al-Abbasiya greatly, and the loved and respect he harbored
for that area bordered on reverence. The underlying reasons for his admiration
were the district’s cleanliness, its careful planning, and the restful calm reigning
over its residences. All these characteristic were alien to his ancient and noisy
district. His love and respect were attributable to al-Abbasiya’s being the
homeland for his heart and the residence for his love, since itwas the location of
his beloved's mansion. 1L

" Ibid, p. 141,
D lhid, p. 142
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A Quarter of century had passed while she was confined to this house,
leaving it only on infrequent occasions to visit her mother in al-Kurunfush. Her
hushand escorted her on each visit in carriage, because he could not bear for
anyone to see his wife, either alone or accompanied by him.3

[Amina’s mother] ~ Your father himself, who was a religious scholar and knew
the Book of God by heart, permitted me to go to neighbors’ homes and watch
the procession of pilgrims setting out for Mecca.”#

BNaguib Mahfouz, Palace Walk, trans.William Maynard Hutchins and Olive E. Kenny
(London: Black Swan, 1990), p.35.
1 bid., p. 202,
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There were forced to observe military discipline all the time. Their fear itself
made them more nervous and prone to the very errors they were trying so hard
to avoid. The meal, moreover, was consumed in an atmosphere that kept them
from relishing or enjoying the food. Itwas common for their father to inspect the
boys during the short interval before the mother brought the tray of food. He
examined them with a critical eye until he could discover some failing, however
trivial, in a son’s appearance or a spot on his clothes. Then a torrent of censure
and abuse would pour forth.55

Grief had almost killed him during the long year of mourning and self-
denial. He had drunk no alcohol and listened to no music. Not a single witty
remark had escaped from his mouth, and his hair had turned gray. Yes ... that
year had been the first time that gray had appeared in his hair. Then he had

'51bid., p.19.



134

reverted to drinking and music, out of consideration for his close friend who had
renounced their entertainments to honor his grief, or at least that had heen how
he rationalized it.55

[ Sayyid Ahmad] “Jamil al-Hamzawi’s son Fuad, to whom you used to give your
old suits, will attend Law school. He's a smart boy who's done well in school, but
he's no smarter than you. Ive promised his father to help pay his fee until he’s
been there long enough to get free tuition. How can I pay for other men’s
children to go to decent schools when my own son is studying free of charge in

aworthless one?”/

Naguib Mahfouz, Palace Desire, trans. William Maynard Hutchins, Lome M. Kenny and

Olive E.Kenny (London: Black Swan, 1994), pp.10-11.
7 Ihid, p, 49.
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His career as a whole was a necessary task he performed in order to gain some
hours filled with drink, laughter, songs, and flirtation to be spent in the chummy
company of his pals. [...] He abandoned himself to them and sighed, as they
drifted away from him, “God is most great." He loved the singing, as much as
the drink, laughter, companions, and pretty girls.18

Naguib Mahfouz palace Walkltrans. William Maynard Hutchins and Olive E Kenny

(London: Black Swan, 1994), p. 10.
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His career as a whole was a necessary task he performed in order to
gain some hours filled with drink, laughter, songs, and flirtation to be spent in the
chummy company of his pals. [...] He abandoned himself to them and sighed,
as they drifted away from him, “God is most great.” He loved the singing, as
much as the drink, laughter, companions, and pretty girls.

» |bid, p. 10
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Through the stillness of the early morning, when the dark dawn sky was
transfixed by arrows of light, there rose from the courtyard oven room the sound
of dough being kneaded rhythmically, like the beating of drum. Amina had been
up for about half and hour. She had finished her ablutions and prayed before
going down to the oven room to rose Umm Hanafi, the servant,d

(Umm Hanafi)

* Ibid., p. 14.
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A \big, p. 14-15,
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This roof, with its inhabitants of chickens and pigeons and its arbor
garden, was her beautiful, beloved world and her favorite place for relaxation
out of her whole universe, about which she knew nothing. As usual at this hour,
she set about caring for it. She swept it, watered the plants, fed the chickens
and pigeons. [..] She went to the end of the garden and stood behind the
interwoven, coiling vines, to gaze out through the openings at the limitless space
around her. 2

2 |hid,, p.34-35,
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To her mind, wine had always suggested brutality and craziness and, most
shocking of all, and offense against religion. She had suffered unbearable
torments.  time, experience had revealed that on his return from his partying
he was more gentle than on any other occasion and not so stem. [...] she never
forget to implore God to pardon his sin and forgive him.23

= Ibid, p. 9.
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“Forget your claim to be unable to love on a single day after he died,”
she thought, “you haved lived on to swear by his grave. When a heart is turned
upside down, that does not means the world is too. He seems to totally
forgetten, until it's time to visit the cemetery. [...] Everyone’s busy with his own
affairs, [...] Have pity on their young hearts. Fahmy was everything to me. Your
hair has turn grey, Amina and you look like a ghost. That's what Umm Hanafi
says. You'll never be young and healthy again.24

| wonder if my husband’s head is free of such thoughts. Leave him out of it! The
grief of men is not like that of women.’ It tears me apart, Mother, that he’s gone
back to his old habits, as though Fahmy had never died or all memories of him
had evaporated. He’s even critical when grief overwhelms me. Isn't he the father
as much as I'm the mother? [...] He’s a man, and the grief of men is not like that

2 Naguib Mahfouz, Palace Desire, trans. William Maynard Hutchins, Lom M. Kenny and
Olive E.Kenny (London: Black Swan, 1994), p.9.
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of women. If men gave way to sorrow, they would collapse from weight of their
burden. [...] You'l always be Fahmy’s mother and be called Umm Fahmy. So
long as Ilive I'l continued to be your mother, son, and you'll be my child.”>

(Umm  Fahm)

 bid., p. 9,10.
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On his way, he passed by the tobacco store of Matoussian. He stopped
under his sign, as he did every day at this hour, and raised his small eyes to the
colored poster of a woman reclining on a divan with a cigarette between her
crimson lips, from which rose a curling plume of smoke. She was leaning her
arm on the windowsill. The curtain was drawn back to reveal a scene combining
a grove of date palms and a branch of the Nile. He privately called the woman
Aisha after his sister, since they both had golden hair and blue eyes.%

Naguib Mahfouz, Palace Walk, trans. William Maynard Hutchins, and Olive E. Kenny
(London: Black Swan, 1994), p.47.
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Although his high regard for al-Husayn—matching the high status his mother in
particular and the family in general accorded him—derived from al-Husayn’s
relationship to his grandfather, [...] This centuries-old saga had found in Kamal
an attentive, passionate, loving, believing, grieving, weeping listener. His
suffering response was eased only by the fact that the martyr’s head, after being
severed from his immaculate body, chose Egypt from all the world for its resting
place.Z

7 Ibid,, p. 48.
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At the time, he had felt that his friendship with young men like Husayn Shaddad,
Hasan Salim, and Isma'il Laitf demanded a large increase in his pocket money,
[..]  Al-Sayyid Ahmad had said, “l used to know his grandfather Shaddad
Bey. Iknow that his father Abd al-Hamid Bey was exiled, because of his ties to
the Khedive Abbas.... Isnt that SO?28

, (Fuad Hamzawi)

The relationship between the two friends was influenced by the
difference in class between their families and by the fact that Kamal’s father
owned the shop where Fuad’s father worked. This distinction was accentuated

Naguib Mahfouz, Palace Desire, trans. William Maynard Hutchins, Lorn M. Kenny and
Olive E.Kenny (London: Black Swan, 1994), p. 21.
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as Fuad grew accustomed to running errands for Kamal’s family. [...] From the
beginning, their friendship had been marked by Kamal's dominance and Fuad’s
subservience. Although amity had supplanted these other fallings, their
psychological impact had never been totally extirpated.?

The term ‘merchant’was always surrounded by an aura of respect in my
mind, Kamal remind himself, “until the merchant's son was compared
unfavorably with son of the superior court judge.”d

Ibid., p. 67,
0 1bid., p. 316.
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.. 1914

b (Husayn Shaddad)
(Aida Shaddad)
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Alda said something unintelligible in French. Kamal with his limited
knowledge of that language assumed that she was translating her brother’s
comment. Using foreign words was a common practice for her, one that
softened his extreme identification with the national tongue, Arabic, and
imposed itself on his taste as a chracteristic of feminine beauty.d

Didn't she say once that she attends classes in Christianity at Meére de Dieu
School, goes to mass, and signs their hymns? But she’s a Muslim! A Muslim
despite the fact that she knows nothing worth mentioning about Islam.2

3 Ihid,, p. 179,
2 Ihid, p. 179.
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Then Alda removed the stopper from the thermos and started filling the
glasses with a golden liquid.|...]

What’s that?”

Aida laughed but did not reply. Winking at his sister, Husayn said
quickly, “Beer" [...]

"And Ham.”[,..]3

At first he was uneasy to see her undertake this activity in which both men and
animals share. Then he felf somewhat relieved, since this activity brought the
two of them closer together, if only a little. But he was still not free of questions.
He was forced to wonder whether she also participated in other natural human
functions. He could not deny, that but it was hard for him to accept. Therefore he
refused to answer although he experienced a sensation he had not known
previousl, one containing a silent protest against the laws of nature.3

Bbid, p. 191
Wlbid, p. 192-193,
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“Aida fasts one day out of the whole month and sometimes gives up by
afternoon.” ...

Our nurse was Greek. Aida knows more about Christianity and its rituals
than she does about Islam.3

* Ibid., p.193.
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Palace Walk

(Khalil - Agha)

Kamal had concentrated his attention on it and raised his hand more than
once to ask about points he did not understand. Since the teacher was
favorably disposed toward him on account of the extraordinary interest he
displayed inthe lesson as well as his excellent memorization of Qurian and
suras, he was much more open to the boy’s questions than he usually was
with his pupils.3

Naguib Mahfouz, Palace Walk, trans. William Maynard Hutchins and Olive E. Kenny
(London: Black Swan, 1994), p. 46.
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The fact was that he looked up to the civil service and bureaucrats. He
perceived their significance and importance in public life. He had observed this
personally with his friends who were civil servants and through contacts with the
government relating to his business. He wanted his sons to be civil servants and
had prepared them that career. It was no secret to him that businessmen
received only a fraction of the respect that government employees did,.even if
bureaucrats earned less. He shared this bias, although he would not have
admitted it out loud. He was pleased by the deference civil servants showed him

and fancied himself to have the mind of a bureaucrat or at least one as good.&

3 Naguib Mahfouz, Palace Desire, trans. William Maynard Hutchins, Lom M. Kenny and
Olive E.Kenny (London: Black Swan, 1994), p. 56.
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This grave report on the teacher and his mission came as an alarming
surprise to Kamal. What reason was there for all this prejudice? It was not
possible to attribute it to the teacher’s calling, which was to impart knowedge.
Was it based on the absence to tuition fees at the college where teachers were
trained? He could not understand how money entered into the question of value
of learning. [...] He was sorry but could only repeat, with al the politeness and
delicacy he could muster, a phrase he had picked up in his reading: "Learning’s
superior to prestige and wealth, Papa.”38

.. 1922

= |hig., p. 49.
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.. 1935

(Na'ima)

| saw my friend Salma in the street today. She was in grade school with
me. Next year she’s going to sit for the baccalaureate examination.” [...] Na'ima
said with regret, “l wish | had finished my education. All the girls study today, just
like boys.”

Umm Hanafi observed scornfully, "They study because they can't find a
bridegroom. But a beauty like you. ...”

Amina nodded her head in agreement and said, “You're educated,
young lady. You have the grade school certificate. Since you won't need to find a
job, what more than that would you want?®

Naguib Mahfouz, Sugar Street, William Maynard Hutchins and Angele Botros Samaan.
(London: Black Swan, 1997), pp.4-5.
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“If she does well in elementary school, she’ll succeed in secondary
school too. Girls to day are safer bet in school than boy."

Secondary school? ... That was what Zanuba wanted. Certainly not. ...
he could not bear to have a daughter strall off to school with bouncing breasts
... and what about the fee?

“We dont send our girls to secondary school. Why not? Because they're
not going to take jobs.”

A third man asked, “Does talk like this make sense in 19387"

our family, they'll be saying it in 2038.”0

“Why are girls so interested in the Arts Faculty?”

“ bid., p. 151.
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“Because the teaching profession offers the more opportunities than
most others.” [...]

Everyone laughed, even Ahmad, and despite their vigorous protest the
other Arts equally to medicine. For a long time nursing has been considered a
woman's job.4l

43.2

(Muhtashimi
Zayed)
10

“ Ibid., pp. 121-122.
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At long last, | tear myself away from my reveries to awaken those

asleep. 1 am alarm clock of this exhausted household.£2

“ 1ig., p. 3-4.
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Dear Grandpa, till when we go on learning things off by heart and
parroting others? He's my best friend. And I'm but an orphan. I'lost my parents
when they lost themselves in continuous work from morning to night, shuttling
between the government and private sector to eke out a meager living. We meet
only fleetingly.83

Our engagement was announced in the Nasser era and we were made to face
reality in the days of Infitah. We sank in the whirlpool of a mad world. We are not
even eligible for emigration. There is no demand for philosophy or history
majors. We are redundant. So many redundant people. How did we get to this
point of no return? 1am a man persecuted and burdened with responsibilities
and doubts; she is pretty and desirable. There | stand, broad as a dam,
blocking her path.4

B 1bid., p. 10.
#1bid., p. 12
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“Let’s amuse ourselves by counting our enemies,” I once told her at the
Pyramids Resthous.

“The Infitah monster and those expert crooks,” she said, joining in the
game.

“Would killing a million people be good enough?”

“Killing just one person would be good enough!” she said, laughing.%

“ Ibid., p. 27-28,
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| often tell my beloved grandson stories about the past the hope that
he will, for a moment, set aside his woes. Itry to encourage him to read but he
reads very little. He listens to me in amazement as one who would want to
believe what he hears(...)

“All Iwant now is an apartment and decent dowry,” he says with laugh.

How can | forget the woes of the world when | think of my beloved
grandson? The miracles of holy men are verily a wondrous thing!4

* Ibid., pp. 24 -25.
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43.3

The Cairo Trilogy The Day the Leader Was Killed

b Palace Walk

This is not to say that Idont love my daughters. ~ fact, Ilove them as much as |
do, Yasin, Fahmy, and Kamal each equally. But how can my mind be at rest
when I 'know that Iwall carry them to a stranger one day. ...What can a weak girl
do when she's faced by a strange man far from the supervision of her father?
What will her fate be if her hushand divorces her one day, after her father had
died?4

The Day The

Naguib Mahfouz, Palace Walk, trans. William Maynard Hutchins and Olive E. Kenny
(London: Black Swan, 1994), p. 263.
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Leader Was Killed

The Day the Leader Was K/\V/ed

There’s a last stage called old age. | stretch out my hand to grip the ring of
eighties at the peak of the mountain. 1am now entitled to brood on my last days,
leaving the woes of my country to its sons.  my days, | fulfilled my obligations
to the hest of my abilities. | tried my best to inculcate in you a sense of
commitment. But I shall continue to warn you of the perils involved in premature
aging.

“Has the wily dervish forgotten the bad old dissolute, happy-go-lucky
day?"



164

Love has replaced fear between God Almighty and myself,(,..)8

“As far as we’re concerned, you people are out first choice, but for how
long is she supposed to wait?" [...]

“Love misleads, Muhtashimi Bey. And, nowadays, love has become a
god. Was yours a love match, Muhtashimi Bey?4

“I heard that Ibrahim Bey is ready to propose again,” [...] He's an elderly
man, the owner of a mining factory, who had proposed two years ago and was
turned down. [...]

“But he’s a widower and a father!” Isaid, objecting.

“He’s also rich, and is ready to accept you just as you are," she pleaded.

“Its not a matter of buying and selling.”...]

“Time is ruining out..." she said ina compassionate tone.

“lwon't be the first spinster in history,” I said defiantly.%

s Ihid,, pp. 49-50.
o Ihid, p. 37
5 Ihid, p. 58-59.
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| hadn't been absolutely honest  expressing how | actually felt. The fact is |
want assert myself but not at the expense of my dignity. There should be both
money and respectability. Anwar Allam has both. Had he been a dubious
person, it would have probably been known already. At least, he’s acceptable
and not physically repulsive. The age difference between us is not
unreasonahle. As for love, it would be foolish to think about it right now .4

* 1hid., p.59,
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When | was alone with my mother, | asked her what she thought we
could afford to contribute on our side.

“Nothing on your father’s side. As for me, Istill have some jewelry which
| can sell to get your trousseau ready. The man had better know everything
though,” she said hitterly.

The bitterness of experience Ihad undergone had just about destroyed
the hallow masques of diffident. | had matured in the process far more than |
had ever imagined.2

He wants to get married as soon as possible and | can find no excuse
for procrastinating. We decided to hold the celebrations in Gulstan Hanem’s
villa. My father, though, was unable to attend by the company’s top executives

 1hid., p.60.
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and  group of businessmen. | wore the inevitable mask of joy.  fact, I had
long prayed—and was determined—to succeed.

| had genuine desire to try to make it work and adjust to my new life...
Suffice it that I now feel that Icould come to love Anwar one of these days.3

the days that followed, there was an uninterrupted stream of well
wishers, particular on my side of the family. But whats about these men? They
come bearing gift. We welcome them and offer them drinks. Night after night,
this wretched stream of men, some of them are most persistent. |was worn out
by these permanent fixtures and by having to exert painstaking efforts at being
courteous. [...]

My job here is to be courteous, to entertain, an offer drinks. He was not
even satisfied which that, and soon informed me that he could no longer
postpone his evening duties and that Iwould myself have to be responsible for
receiving and entertaining guests.

B1hid., p.71-72
5 1hid., p.72-73.
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Sanaa, my sister—a divorcee who shares my room—has come to join us too.
She’s taking secretarial courses ina private institute in the hope of finding a job.
She doesn't want to be a burden on anyone. (...)

My sister Sanaa made a love match, was content with her secondary-
school certificate, with being a housewife, and having a landed young
gentleman for a hushand. But it didnt work out and love simply died. As usual,
accusing fingers were pointed at the other party. But she’s a nervous person
and erupts like a volcano for the most trivial reason.%

“Miss Randa, I have a story that will interest you." (...)

* Ibid., p.16.17.
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“She was a young doctor engaged for a many years to a colleague of
hers, also a doctor. They despaired of ever getting married and broke off their
engagement. She then married a rich merchant from Wilkalat al-Balah and
consented to stay at home as a simple housewife,” he said.%

 1hig., p.31.
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After Elwan’s disappearance, | am reduced to utter loneliness. As for the world
around, it is aspiring to new hope. How courageous Randa turned out to be:
going to court to defend the young man—and with such decency and dignity. It
was lucky that the crime was interpreted as beating that resulted in death. Years
will go by and then he will leave prison having mastered some skill or other. He
will then be a better position to meet the challenges of life and relize his hopes. |
do not think Ishall see him again. But he will find my room vacant and will be
able to have it and get married to his sweetheart. Have | perchance lived too
long? And have |, unknowngly, played a part in aggravating his problem?

The Time has come for me to join the ranks of those who dedicate

themselves to the glorification of God in anticipation of eternity in the realm of All-
Exalted.57

The Day the Leader Was K/\V/ed

 |hid,, p. 103,
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