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He woke up in the morning and discovered that he was happy. “What's

this?” he asked himself. He could not think of any word which described
his state of mind more accurately and precisely than “happy.” This was
distinctly peculiar when compared with the state he was usually in when
he woke up. He would be half-asleep from staying so late at the news-
paper office. He would face life with a sense of strain and contemplation.
Then he would get up, whetting his determination to face up to all
inconveniences and withstand all difficulties. '
Today he felt bappy, full of happiness, as a matter of fact. There was
no arguing about it. The symptoms were quite clear, and their vigour and
obviousness were such as to impose themselves on his senses and mind all
at once. Yes, indeed; he was happy. If this was not happiness, then what
was? He felt that his limbs were well proportioned and functioning perfectly.
They were working in superb harmomny with each other and with the
world around him. Inside him, he felt a boundless power, and imperish-
able energy, an ability to achieve anything with confidence, precision, and
obvious success. His heart was overflowing with love for people, animals,
and things, and with an all-engulfing sense of optimism and joy. It was as
if he were no longer troubled or bothered by fear, anxiety, sickness, death,
argument, or the question of eaming a living. Even more important than
that, and something he could not analyze, it was a feeling which penetrated
to every cell of his body and soul; it played a tune full of delight, pleasure,
serenity, and peace, and hummed in its incredible melodies the whispering
sound of the world, which is denied to the unhappy.

He felt drunk with ecstasy and savoured it slowly with a feeling of
surprise. He asked himself where it had come from and how; the past
provided no explanation, and the future could not justify it. Where did it
come from, then, and how?! How long would it last? Would it stay with
him till breakfast? Would it give him enough time to get to the newspaper
office? Just a minute though, he thought . . . it won't last because it can't.

If it did, man would be turned into an angel or something even higher.
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So he told himself that he should devote his attention to savouring it, living
with it, and storing up its nectar before it became a mere memory with no
way of proving it or even being sure that it had ever existed.

He ate his breakfast with a relish, and this time nothing distracted his
attention while he was eating. He gave “Uncle” Bashir, who was waiting
on him, such a beaming smile that the poor man felt rather alarmed and
taken aback. Usually he would only look in his direction to give orders or
ask questions, alﬂlough-, on most occasions, he treated him fairly well.

“Tell me, ‘Uncle’ Bashir,” he asked the servant, “am 1 a happy man?”

The poor man was startled. He realized why his servant was confused;
for the first time ever he was talling to him as a colleague or friend. He
encouraged his servant to forget about his worries and asked him with
unusual insistence to answer his question.

“Through God's grace and favour, you are happy,” the servant replied.
“You mean, I should be happy. Anyone with my job, living in my
house, and enjoying my health should be happy. That's what you want to

say. But do you think I'm really happy?” .

The servant replied, “You work too hard, sir;” after yet more insis-
tence, “It’s more than any man can stand....”

He hesitated, but his master gestured to him to continue with what he
had to say. e

“You get angry a loi,” he said, “and bave fiexce arguments with your

neighbours. ...

He interrupted him by laughing loudly. “What about you?” he asked.
“Dor't you have any worries?”

“Of course, no man can be free of worry”

“You tnean that complete happiness is an impossible quest?”

“That applies to life in general....”

How could he have dreamed up this incredible happiness? He or any
other hurnan being? It was a strange, unique happiness, as though it wered
private secret he had been given. In the meeting hall of the newspaper
building, he spotted his main rival in this world sitring down thumbing
through a magazine. The man beard his footsteps but did not look up from
the magazine. He had undoubtedly noticed him in some way and was thefe-
fore pretending to ignore him so as to keep his own peace of mind. At sope

circulation meetings, they would argue so violently with each other that:~,
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The I:iuppv Man

sparks began to fly and they would exchange bitter words. One stage mOTe,
and they would come to blows. A week ago, his rival had wonl in the union
elections, and he had lost. He had felt pieiced by a sharp, poisoned arrow,

snd the world had darkened before his eyes. Now here he was approaching
his rival's seat; the sight of him sitting there did not make him excited, 1ot

did the memories of their dispute spoil his composure. He approached him
with a pure and carefree heart, feeling drunk with his incredible happiness;

s face showed an expression full of tolerance and forgiveness. It was a5

though he were approaching some other man toward whom he had never
be renewing a friendship

had any feelings of enmity, or perhaps he might
again. “Good morning!” he said without feeling any compunction.

The man looked up in amazement. He was silent for a few moments
il he Tecovered, and then returned the greeting curily. It was as though
he did not believe his eyes and ears.

He sat down alohgside the man. “Marvelous weather today...." he said.

“Okay.. ..” the other replied guardedly.
“Weather to fill your heart with happiness.”

His rival looked at him closely and cautiously. “'m glad that you're s0
happy: ..." he muttered. '

“Inconceivably happy. ... he replied with a laugh.
“T hope,” the man continued in a rather hesitant tone of voice, “that 1

shan't spoil your happiness at the meeting of the administrative coundil....

“Not at all. My views are well-known, but 1 don't mind if the members
adopt your point of view. That worn't spoil my happiness!”

“You've changed a great deal overnight,” the man said with a smile.
“The fact is that Tm happy, inconceivably happy. '
The man examined his face carefully. °1 bet your

his mind about staying in Canada?!” he asked.

“Never, never, my friend,” he replied, langhing loudly. “He Is still
sticking to his decision....”

“But that was the principle reason for being so sad....”

“Quite true. Pve often begged him to come back out of pity for me in
my loneliness and to serve his country. But he told me that he's going to
open an engineering office with a Canadian partner; in fact, he’s invited
tme 1o join him in it. Let him live where hell be bappy. I'm quite happy

here—as you can see, inconceivably happy: - . .”

dear son has changed

Pt

P
= e g A = e it P
L L L '

o i e o
T T




238

$hort Fiction

The man still looked a little doubtful. “Quite extraordinarily bravel”

he said.

«f dom't know what it s, but ' happy i the full meaning of the word.”

Yes indeed, this was full happiness; full, firm, weighty, and vital. As
deep as absolute power, widespread as the wind, fierce as fire, bewitching
as scent, transcending nature. It could not possibly last.

The other man warmed to his display of affection. “The truth is,” he

said, “that 1 always picture you a5 someone with a fierce and violent

temperament which causes him a good deal of trouble and leads hirm to

irouble other people.”
“Really?”
wou domt know how to make a truce; youw've no concept of inter-
mediate solutions. You work with your nerves, with the marrow in your
bones. You fight bitterly, as though any problem is a mattet of life and
death!”
 “Yes, that’s true.”

He accepted the criticism without zny difficulty and with an open
heart. His wave expanded into a boundless ocean of happiness. Fe strug-
gled to control an innocent, happy laugh, which the other man interpreted
in a way far removed from its pure motive.

“So then,” he asked, “you think it's necessary to be able to take a

balanced views:of events, do you?”
«Of course. 1 remember, by way of example, the argument we had the
day before yesterday about racism. We both had the same views on the
subject; it’s something worth being zealous about, even to the point of

what kind of anger? An intellectual anger, abstract 1o a certait

anger. But
digestion, and

extent; not the type which shatters your nerves, Tains your
gives you palpitations. No s0?”

“That's obvious; I quite understand. . ..” He struggled to control
second laugh and succeeded. His heart refused to Tenounce one drop of
its joy. Racism, Vietnam, Palestine . . .no problem could assail that fortresS
of happiness which was encircling his heart. When he remembered 2

problem, his heart guffawed. He was happy. Tt was a tyrannical happiness.

 despising all misery and \aughing at any hardship; it wanted to laugh,
dance, sing, and disiribute its spirit of laughter, dancing, and singing
among the various problems of the world.
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He could not bear to stay in his office at the newspaper; he felt no
desire to work at all. He hated the very idea of thinking about his daily
business and completely failed to bring his mind down from its stronghold
in the kingdom of happiness. How could he possibly write about a trolley
bus falling into the Nile when he was so intoxicated by this frightening
happiness? Yes, it really was frightening, How could it be anything else,
when there was no reason for it at all, when it was so strong that it made
him ezhausted and paralyzed his will; apart from the fact that it had been
with him for half a day without letting up in the slightest degree?!

He left the pages of paper blank and started walking backward and

forward across the room, laughing and cracking his fingers. . ..

He felt slightly worried; it did not penetrate deep enough to spoil his
happiness but paused on the surface of his mind like an abstract idea.

It occurred to him that he might recall the tragedies of his life so that'he
could test their effect on his happiness. Perhaps they would be able to
bring back some idea of balance or security, at least until his happiness
began to flag a little. For example, he remembered his wife’s death in all
its various aspects and details. What had happened? The event appeared
1o him as a series of movements without any meaning or effect, as though
it had happened to some other woman, the wife of another man, in some
distant historical age. In fact, it had a contagious effect which prompted

a smile and then even provoked laughter. He could not stop himself
laughing, and there he was guffawing, ha...ha... ha!

The same thing happened when he remembered the first letter his son
had sent him saying that he wanted to emigrate to Canada. The sound of
his guffaws as he paraded the Bloody tragedies of the world before him
would have attracied the attention of the newspaper workers and passersby
in the street, had it not been for the thickness of the walls. He could do
nothing to dislodge his happiness. Memories of unhappy times hit him like
waves being thrown onto a sandy beach under the golden rays of the sun.

He excused himself from attending the administrative council and left
the newspaper office without writing a word. After lunch, he lay down on
his bed as usual but could not sleep. In fact, sleep seerned an impossibility
to him. Nothing gave him any indication that it was coming, even slowly.
He was in a place alight and gleaming, resounding with sleeplessness and
joy. He had to calm down and relax, to quiet his senses and limbs, but
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how could he do it? He gave up trying to sleep and got up. He began to

hurn as he was walking around his house. If this keeps up, he told him.

self. T won't be able to sleep, just as I can't work ox feel sad. It was almost

time for him to go to the club, but he did not feel like meeting any friends, -

What was the point of exchanging views on public affairs and private

worties?! What would they think if they found him laughing at every .
major problem? What would they say? How would they picture things? P
How would they explain it? No, he did not need anyone, nor did he want P
to spend the evening talking. He should be by himself and go for a long
walk to get 1id of some of his excess vitality and think about his situation,
What had happened to him? How was it that this incredible happiness
had overwhelmed him? How long would he have to carry it on his
shoulders? Would it keep depriving him of work, friends, sleep, and peace
of mind?! Should he resign hirnself to it? Should he abandon himself to

' the flood to play with him as the whim took it? Or should ke lock for a

way out for himself through thought, action, or advice?

When he was called into the examination room in the clinic of his o
friend, the specialist in internal medicine, he felt a little alarmed. The '
doctor looked at him with a smile. “You dor't look like someone who's
complaining about being ill,” he said. _ !

* haven't come to see you because I'm ill.” he told the doctor ina o
hesitant tone of voice, “but because I'm happy!” - 3

The doctor looked piercingly at him with a questioning air. -

“Yes,” he repeated to underline what he had said, “because I'm happy!”

There was a period of silence. On one side, there was anxiety, and on
the other, questioning and amazement. |

“Is an incredible feeling which can’t be defined i any other way, but N
it's very serious....” ’ '

The doctor laughed. “I wish your iliness were conta gious,” he said,
prodding him jokingly: '

“Don't treat it as a joke. It's very serious, as I told you. I'll describe it

00 bt b et e

to you...."” : L

He told him all about his happiness from the time he had woken up”.
in the morming till he had felt compelled to visit him. i
“Haver't you been taking drugs, alcohol, or tanquilizers?”
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“Absolutely nothing like that.”

“Have you had some success in an important sphere of your life:
work...love...money?”

“Nothing like that either. I've twice as much to worry about as I have
to make me feel glad....” y

“Perhaps if you were patient for a while....”

“I've been patient all day. I'm afraid I'll be spending the night wandering
around....”

The doctor gave him a precise, careful, and comprehensive examination
and then shrugged his shoulders in despair. “You're a picture of health,”
he said.

“And so?”

“] could advise you to take a sleeping pill, but it would be better if
you consulted 2 pg:;}'vg specialist. ..."

The examjn:ﬂ%ﬁ was Tepeated in the nerve specialist’s clinic with the
self-same precision, care, and comprehensiveness. “Your nerves are sound,”
the doctor told him. “They’re in enviable condition!”

“Haven't you got a plausible explanation for my condition?” he asked
hopefully.

“Consult a gland specialist!” the doctor replied, shaking his head.

The examination was conducted for a third time in the gland specialist’s
clinic with the same precision, care, and comprehensiveness.

“] congratulate you!” the doctor told him. “Your glands are in good
condition.” :

He laughed. He apologized for laughing, laughing as he did so.
Laughter was his way of expressing his alarm and despair.

Hle left the clinic with the feeling that he was alone, alone in the hands
of his tyranmical happiness, with no helper, no guide, and no friend.
Suddenly, he remembered the docfor’s sign he sometimes saw from the
window of his office in the newspaper building. It was true that he had no
confidence in psychiatrists even though he had read about the significance
of psychoanalysis. Apart from that, he knew that their tentacles were
very long and they kept their patients tied in a sort of long association.

He laughed as he remembered the method of cure through free association
and the problems which it eventually uncovers. He was laughing as his
feet carried him toward the psychiawist’s clinic, and imagined the doctor
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listening to his incredible complaints about feeling happy, when he was
used to hearing people complain about hysteria, schizophrenia, anxiety,

and so on.
“The truth is, Doctor, that I've come to see you because I'm happy!”

He looked at the doctor to see what effect his statement had had on
him but noticed that he was keeping his composure. He felt ridiculous,
“I'm inconceivably happy....” " he said in a tone of confidence.

He began to tell the doctor his story, but _the latter stopped him with a
gesture of his hand. “An overwhelming, incredible, debilitating happiness?”
he asked quietly.

He stared at him in amazement and was on the point of saying some-
thing, but the doctor spoke first. “A happiness which has made you stop
working,” he asked, “abandon your friends, and detest going to sleep?, . .”

“You're a miracle!” he shouted.

“Every time you get involved in some misfortune,” the psychiatrist
continued quietly, “you dissotved into laughter?. ..
“Gir. .. are you familiar with the invisible?”

“No!" he said with a smile, “nothing like that. But 1 get a similar case
in my clinic at least once a week!”

45 it an epidemic?” he asked.

“1 d}ldll't say that, and 1 wouldn't claim that it's been possible to analyze
one case into its primary elements as yet.”

“But is it a disease?”

«All the cases are stll under treatment.”

“But are you satisfied without any doubt that they aren't natural

»

cases?...”
“That's a necessary assumption for the job; there’s only...."
“Have you noticed any of them to be deranged in?....” he asked
anxiously, pointing to his head. '
“Absolutely not,” the doctor replied conﬁncjngly “] assure you that
they're all intelligent in every sense of the word. . i
The doctor thought for a moment. “We should have two sessions a ek
1 think?” he said.
“Very well. ...” he replied in resignation.
“There’s no sense in getting alarmed or feeling sad....”




The Bappy Man

Alarmed, sad? He smiled, and his smile kept onL getting broader. A laugh
slipped out, and before lbng, he was dissolving into Taughter. He was
determined to control himself, but his resistance collapsed completely. |

He started guffawing loudly. . . .

¢ Naguib Mahfouz began writing when he was seventeelt and 15 now }élihlly re?;l;;;[;;i
throughout the Arabic-speaking world. In novels such as The Children of Gebelawi ,
67), Mahfouz frequently uses allegory and

Small Talk on the Nile (1966), and Miramar (19 ; f
symbolism to address political concerns. An English translation of his fhort sto'ry The
Happy Man” appeared in Gods World (1973). Mahfouz wont the Nobel Prize for Literature
in 1988. (Born Catro, Egypt 1911) -
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Meaning
1. In your own words, explain what this story SUgg
happiness. . .
2. a) A caricature is @ comic exaggeration of a character’s partlcular‘tralts. 1'Are t|hFre
elements in the protagonist’s characterization that aré f:lgse to canf:atut:e.?Exp ain.
b) Which elements of his character and situation are realistic and behe?va le?
c) How do these various elements affect your response to his dilemma:

ests about the human capacity for

Form and Style

3. The author uses a series of metaphors to descri
ness. Identify two metaphors you found particular

4. What is the basic irony in the happy man's situation? How do
humour inherent in the situation?

be the protagonist's feelings of happi-
ly effective and explain why.
es the author play on the

Exploring Context :

5. Existentialism is a philosophy of life that emphasizes ) \
that is, the idea that our everyday choices, acticons._ﬁ“'ld reactlonstdengrcf'lt';::rV::Srsgg
what we are. Find out more about existentialism, using the |_ntei:ne EThe Happy Man®
Write a summary of what you have discovered, and explain Row
reflects elements of this philosophy.

personal choice and subjectivity;

Creative Extension . ;

6. Write a poem or song lyric based on the theme of the quest for happiness. ?ﬁnmcﬁr hov;
you will structure your piece {(use of refrains, syntaX, gtc.) to convey your | ougd.s an
emotions. Choose your diction and imagery carefully. Present a dramatic reading of
performance of your piece. :

7. With a pariner, present a dramatic reading of one scene _from the story. Use gestures,
pauses, and facial expressions to emphasize the humour in the scene.




