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1.2 1393 u¥e Old Man at the Bridge

1.2.1 !&ﬂl’%{ﬂﬂ

An old man with steel rimmed spectacles and very dusty clothes sat by
the side of the road. There was a pentoon bridge across the river and carts, trucks,
and men, women and children were crossing it. The mule-drawn carts staggered up
the steep bank from the bridge with soldiers helping push against the spokes of the
wheels. The trucks ground up and away heading out of it all and the peasants
plodded along in the ankle deep dust. But the old man sat there without moving. He
was too tired to go any farther.

It was my business to cross the bridge, explore the bridgehead beyond

and find out to what point the enemy had advanced. I did this and returned over the
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. bridge. Thete were not so many carts now and very few people on foot, but the old
man was still there.

“Where do you come from?” [ asked him.

“From San Carlos,” he said, and smiled.

“That was his native town and so it gave him pleasure to mention it and
he smiled.

“] was taking care of animals,” he explained.

“Oh,” I said, not quite understanding.

“Yes,” he said, “I stayed, you see, taking care of animals. I was the last
one to leave the town of San Carlos.”

He did not look like a shepherd for a herdsman and I looked at his black
dusty clothes and his gray dusty face and his steel rimmed spectacles and said, “What
animals were they?”

“Various animals,” he said, and shook his head. “I had to leave them.”

I was watching the bridge and the African looking country of the Ebro
Delta and wondering how long now it would be before we would see the enemy, and
listening all the while for the first noises that would signal that every mysterious event
called contact. And the old man still sat there.

“What animals were they?” [ asked.

“There were three animals altogether,” he explained. “There were two
goats and a cat and then there were four pairs of pigeons.”

“And you had to leave them?” ] asked.

“Yes. Because of the artillery. The captain told me to go because of the

artillery.”
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And you have no family?” I asked, watching the far end of the bridge

where a few last carts were hurrying down the slope of the bank.

“No,” he said, “only the animals I stated. The cat, of course, will be all
right. A cat can look out for itself, but I cannot think what will become of the clothes.”

“What politics have you?” I asked.

“I am without politics,” he said. “I am seventy-six years old. I have
come twelve kilometers now and I think now I can go no further.”

“This is not a good place to stop,” I said. “If you can make it, fﬂere are
trucks up the road where it forks for Tortosa.”

“I will wait a while,” he said, “and then I will go. Where do the trucks

go?”

“Towards Barcelona,” I told him.

“I know no one in that direction,” he said, “but thank you very much.
Thank you again very much.”

He looked at me very blankly and tiredly, then said, having to share his
worry with some one, “The cat will be all right, I am sure. There is no need to be
unquiet about the cat. But the others. Now what do you think about the others?”

“Why they’ll probably come through it all right.”

“You think s0?”

“Why not,” I said, watching the far bank where now there were no carts.

“But what will they do under the artillery when I was told to leave
because of the artillery?”

“Did you leave the dove cagé uniocked?” [ asked.

“Yes,”
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“Then they’ll fly.”
“Yes, certainly they’ll fly. But the others. It’s better not to think about
the others,” he said. |
“If you are rested I would go,” I urged. “Get up and try to walk now.”
“Thank you,” he said and got to his feet, swayed from side to side and
then sat down backwards in the dust.
“] was taking care of animals,” he said dully, but no longer to me. “I
was only taking care of animals.”
There was nothing to do about him. It was Easter Sunday and the
Fascists were advancing toward the Ebro. It was a gray overcast day with low ceiling
so their planes were not up. That and the fact that cats know how to look after

themselves were all the good luck that old man would ever have.

M

pontoon a floating hollow metal structure, supporting a roadway over a river
ground moved with a grinding sound

plodded continued working slowly without resting

bridgehead  the farthest position of an advancing army

contact fighting between two armies
artillery large, mounted guns
unquiet worried

dully stupidly, not interestingly
overcast darkened by clouds

alow ceiling cloud covering
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“ ‘Yes. Because of the artillery. The captain told me to go
becal;se of the artillery.’

‘And you have no family?’ I asked, watching the far end of
the bridge where a few last carts were hurrying down the
slope of the bank.

‘No’, he said, “only the animals I stated....””
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fanzAstan (Major character)
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“ ‘Where do you come from?’ I asked him.
‘From San Carlos,” he said and smiles.
That was his native town and so it gave him pleasure to

mention it and he smiled.”

' iy A = w e A o oo @ 3/

mmmﬂuuﬁ‘luﬂu'wagﬂummﬂuu5315w1fluﬁmzam auﬂszﬂaummm:
Y s =y Y Y g 1t

2§ un 1 @) wazuniisudn 8 @ udssdnuRsuniededialinnuguly
9 e Y A /s A w o o4
UTUINAUDILYT ﬂ'liﬂ@GE]WfJWﬂ@ﬂ"l]'lﬂliJ'EN“muﬂ'}iTﬁﬁﬂﬂuﬂlﬂuﬂﬁqmlﬁﬂﬂiﬂﬂ

A 1 k7 ay 9/ nu ar {J o’;’ @V ¥y Ll o
ﬂﬂalﬂﬁUU‘US\'HSU"I FNASIMITNULAZIARNARYING 11 a7 Il’.!"llN“HfN %ﬂ.ﬂﬂﬂﬂ

Aunned Taadonaznay e

‘I was taking care of animals,” he explained.
*Oh,’ I said, not quite understanding.
“Yes,” he said, ‘I stayed, you see, taking care of animals.

1 was the last one to leave the town of San Carlos.’

... ‘T had to leave them.’
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“Yes. Because of the artillery. The captain told me to go
because of the artillery.’
‘And you have no family?’ I asked,...

‘No,” he said, ‘only the animal I stated....””
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“He did not look like a shepherd nor a herdsman and I
looked at his black dusty clothes and his gray dusty face
and his steel rimmed spectacles and said, ‘What animals

were they?’”

“He looked at me very blankly and tiredly, then said,

having to share his worry with some one,...”
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“ “What politics have you?’ 1 asked.
‘I am without politics,” he said. ‘I am seventy-six years
old. | have come twelve kilometers now and I think now

I can go no further.””

“... ‘The cat will be all right, I am sure. There is no need
to be unquiet about the cat. But the others. Now what do
you think about the otliers?’

‘Why they’ll probably come through it all right.’

‘But what will they do under the artillery when I was told

to leave because of the artillery?’

“...That and the fact that cats know how to look after
themselves was all the good luck that old man would
ever have.”
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“It was my business to cross the bridge, explore the
bridgehead beyond and find out to what point the enemy
had advanced. I did this and returned over the bridge.
There were not so many carts now and very few people
on foot, but the old man was still there.”

(MTUOULUUNTSUUTIMNT)

“ ‘T will wait a while,” he said, ‘and then I will go. Where
do the trucks go?’
“Towards Barcelona,’ I told him.”

(MIABUILTVT 5618 1IM13)
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“There was nothing to do about him.”
“I know no one in that direction,” he said.

sz Tvalanuded)

“An old man with steel rimmed spectacles and very

dusty clothes sat by the side of the road.”

“He looked at me very blankly and tiredly,...”

“It was a gray overcast day with a low ceiling...”
oFuldduRon fe sqadnd

Y ) a o oA o
AUDU AD AINTUNAUAYN)

“ ‘What politics have you?’ I asked.
‘I am without politics,” he said. ...”
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“There was nothing to do about him. It was Eadter
Sunday and the Fascists were advancing toward the Ebro.
It was a gray overcast day with a low celing so ther

planeswerenot up. . ..”
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“1 studied philosophy, and, until 1 was twenty-five, I
wanted to continue. Then I had a crisis and chose litera-
ture. But philosophy was important; it prevented me, I
think, from becoming sentimental in a time when alll my

teachers were romantics.”
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“Alongside a concern with the mundane but crucial
issues of survival in the inimical environment of the
modern city, Mahfouz shows a continuing and particular
concern for such questions as the nature of madness, the
alienation of modern man and his search for consolation,
and the role of religion in contemporary societies
dominated by humanistic values. His choice of venue for
the various fictional worlds he has created has been the
city, with a particular concentration on Cairo. ... Unlike
other Egyptian novelists ... he has not used the
countryside and its peasant population as a focus for
criticism of the course of socialist politics in his country,
but has concentrated instead on the sector with which he

is extremely familiar: the bureaucrat class in the city.”s
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2.2 15096 u %0 Half a Day
& 1
2.2.1 1101399
I proceeded alongside my father, clutching his right hand, running to

keep up with the long strides he was taking. All my clothes were new: the black

*Roberta Rubenstein and Charles R. Larson, ed., Worlds of Fiction. New

York: Macmillan, 1993, p.720.
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shoes, the green school uniform, and the red tarboosh. My delight in my new
clothes, however, was not altogether ynmarred, for this was no feast day but the day
on which [ was to be cast into school for the first time.

My mother stood at the window watching our progress, and I would
turn toward her from time to time, as though appealing for help. We walked along a
street lined with gardens; on both sides were extensive fields planted with crops,
prickly pear, henna trees, and a few date palms.

“Why school?” I challenged my father openly. “I shall never do
anything to annoy you.”

“I'm not punishing yow” he said, laughing. “School’s not a
punishment. It’s the factory that makes useful men out of boys. Don’t you want to
be like your father and brothers?”

I was not convinced. I did not believe there was really any good to be
had in tearing me away from the intimacy of my home and throwing me into this
building that stood at the end of the road like some huge, high-walked fortress,
exceedingly stern and grim.

When we arrived at the gate we could see the courtyard, vast and
crammed full of boys and girls. “Go in by yourself,” said my father, “and join them.
Put a smile on your face and be a good example to others.”

I hesitated and clung to his hand, but he gently pushed me from him.
“Be a man,” he said. “Today you truly begin life. You will find me waiting for you
when it’s time to leave.”

I took a few steps, then stopped and looked but saw nothing. Then the

faces of boys and girls came into view. 1 did not know a single one of them, and
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none of them knew me. I felt ] was a stranger who had lost his way. But glances of
curiosity were directed toward me, and one boy approached and asked, “Who
brought you?”

“My father,” T whispered.

“My father’s dead,” he said quite simply.

I did not know what to say. The gate was closed, letting out a pitiable
screech. Some of the children burst into tears. The bell rang. A lady came along,
followed by a group of men. The men began sorting us into ranks. We were formed
into an intricate pattern in the great courtyard surrounded on three sides by high
buildings of several floors; from each floor we were overlooked by a long balcony
roofed in wood.

“This is your new home,” said the woman, “Here too there are mothers
and fathers. Here there is everything that is enjoyable and beneficial to knowledge
and religion. Dry your tears and face life joyfully.”

We submitted to the facts, and this submission brought a sort of
contentment. Living beings were drawn to other living beings, and from the first
moments my heart made friends with such boys as were to be my friends and fell in
love with such girls as I was to be in love with, so that it seemed my misgivings had
had no basis. I had never imagined school would have this rich variety. We played
all sorts of different games: swings, the vaulting horse, ball games. In the music
room we chanted our first songs. We also had our first introduction to language.
We saw a globe of the Earth, which revolved and showed the various continents
and countries. We started learning the numbers. The story of the Creator of the

universe was read to us, we were told of His present world and of His Hereafter,



