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			“Two things are infinite: The universe and human stupidity… And I’m not sure about the universe.”

			—Albert Einstein
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			31.12.2025… Year End

			The Islamic Desert, “Fata Morgana”...

			The “White Mouse” Facility

			A grotesque figure loomed before him—an alien creature with a red face and a squat, trembling body. It glanced left and right, laughing hysterically. The laughter of his friends echoed around him as a peculiar voice declared, “What’s the difference? Are we in heaven or hell? The most important thing is that we feel happy.”

			This statement resonated in the distance, delivered by a shrill, rough feminine voice. Suddenly, Barney Chaplin realized that the grotesque alien he was staring at was himself. He looked around with a glazed expression, focusing on the tent where his friends continued to laugh uncontrollably. His tone shifted to a mumble filled withMelancholy and Sorrow. “Barney, you are 49 years old. Once, you were the most renowned comedian in the Democratic Selected Organization. Now, you are a man lost to addiction, the very figure every mother warns her children about.”

			This scene unfolded within a large, opulent tent illuminated by somber oil lamps and flickering candles, casting vibrant colors that danced upon the fabric. A stylized sign at the entrance, crafted in distorted shapes with bold, warm letters in both Arabic and English, greeted guests to the “White Mouse” for the year-end celebration of 2922.

			The party was already in full swing. Some guests sat, transfixed by the abundant food and drinks, while others savored the alluring presence of Arab belly dancers who moved sensuously before them, reminiscent of forbidden fruit in the Garden of Eden. A blend of modern English and Arabic music filled the air, creating an atmosphere of joy and celebration. Thick clouds of smoke and the scent of incense permeated the space, accompanied by raucous laughter, all under the enchanting influence of the event’s creator.

			Barney detached himself from the reflective surface of a mirror and joined his six friends. Like him, they were dressed in white Moroccan galabiyas adorned with colorful jewelry, their heads covered with traditional headgear. They wore Moroccan slippers embellished with sparkling stones in a spectrum of colors. Seated in a circle, they held their trembling hands over seven authentic, large Arabic hookahs, their lips pressed to the mouthpieces as they inhaled the bubbling contents of brown hash, artfully arranged near whispering coals over red flames. Their bodies sank heavily into magnificent, kitschy Arabic pillows within the vibrant tent. Occasionally, the hookah smokers paused, their laughter erupting uncontrollably. Barney attempted to restore some semblance of calm while still chuckling, pondering to himself:

			“Am I mad, or am I the only sane one here?” He shouted, “This is just Barney. I may have lost my mind, but I will find it again.”

			He felt a wave of relief as their laughter erupted once more, accompanied by their continued inhalation of the hookah smoke with infectious enthusiasm. From the corner of his eye, he noticed seven imposing men in black suits wearing C.I.A.-style sunglasses. They observed Barney and his friends with a sense of apprehension, yet he remained unfazed, finding comfort in the act of smoking the hookah. Suddenly, he let out a loud scream, startling the guards.

			“Please listen to this intriguing anecdote. God speaks to His angels and announces His decision to establish a state for the Jews called Israel. This land will feature mountains and hills, rivers with fresh water, beautiful flowers, and majestic trees, fertile soil for crops, and consistently warm weather—a true land of milk and honey! Suddenly, one of the angels, who also embodies the devil, stands up and questions, ‘Don’t you think you’re being too generous?’ God responds, ‘Just wait until they see who their neighbors are.’”

			Once again, a woman gazed at them with disdain and contemptuously whispered to the man beside her.

			“Could you remind me what these individuals are doing here? Who are they?”

			“They are smoking a hookah, as usual. They came here after—”

			She interrupted him, shouting in his ear while gesturing towards a nearby group.

			“Are you on drugs? Not the ones with the hookah. I mean those standing next to me.”

			“Ah, those?” A wave of despair washed over him. “It’s a TV crew from NBC,” he murmured to himself. “It’s unfortunate that some people are still alive solely because it’s illegal to harm them.”

			The embarrassed man trembled like a leaf in the wind, wishing he could disappear from the spot where the detestable woman stood. Yet, his legs remained rooted to the ground. The TV reporter, resembling a hyena inspecting a carcass, turned to the woman with a forced kindness.

			“Madam, we’d like to film outside as well. Is that acceptable?”

			“Of course! You’re from television! Film whatever you wish. Broadcast whatever you like. You also have the face of a hyena.”

			The reporter sighed, a sentiment echoed by his crew. They followed her to the main gate, where the photographer paused to capture a grand sign at the top: “A Psychiatric Hospital for Mental Illnesses and Ego, Governed by the Selected Democratic Organization ‘The White Mouse’.” The reporter called out to the photographer,

			“Capture the honorable lady. Go ahead and shoot,” he whispered to his colleagues, “I once encountered creatures like her, but I had to pay to enter.” Prof. Cheers turned to them with an overly sweet smile.

			“It’s evident you’re enjoying yourselves, but remember: a man always falls where he bends over.” The TV crew shuddered.

			The producer quickly whispered to his team, “We’d better leave here promptly. This individual could detain us against our will.”

			He stared at her with revulsion as the camera rolled. “Prof. Cheers, Manager of the Psychiatric Hospital ‘The White Mouse,’” read the ID attached to her smock pocket. Beside her stood a man whose ID read “Dr. Stone Annabel – Deputy Manager.” The director inquired,

			“What about this unusual septet with the hookahs? They are government representatives of the Selected Democratic Organization, correct? Representatives of a government that sold us the last war,” he chuckled, “claiming it was a righteous cause.”

			Prof. Cheers became animated; her facial muscles twitched, and foul-smelling saliva dribbled from the corners of her lips.

			“Indeed. The committee found those seven guilty of their failures during the last war against the Free Islamic Forces. This war, initiated without just cause at the beginning of this year, was led by the President of the Democratic Organization and the Minister of War, Monro. The seven representatives are: Monro, the President; Vice President Barney Chaplin, the renowned comedian; the Finance Minister; the Defense Minister; the Foreign Minister; the Minister of the Interior; and, last but not least, the Internal Security Minister.” She glanced at her watch. “Enough. This interview is becoming tedious. Any further questions? You’d best refrain.” She giggled, “If you continue speaking, you might inadvertently articulate something intelligent.”

			One of the reporters asked, “Yes, I have one more question. What are they doing here?”

			She regarded him suspiciously and impatiently, responding as the reporter noted her flushed face.

			“The committee I appointed found them guilty by omission during the last war against the Free Islamic Forces. Consequently, they will remain here until their trial or until the new election—whichever occurs first.”

			Suddenly, a loud, jarring sound of sirens and screeching brakes startled the TV crew and gate guards, with the exception of Prof. Cheers, who remained stoically like the Sphinx at the gate of logic. Everyone feared something catastrophic had transpired and sought refuge wherever possible along the convoy of police cars, limousines, a luxurious Mercedes, black field vehicles, and police motorcycles. The police silenced their sirens, leaving an unsettling silence. The TV crew exchanged glances, rubbing their eyes in disbelief. The individuals in suits who emerged from the Mercedes were exact duplicates of the seven government representatives smoking hookahs in the tent. The TV producer whispered to the photographer,

			“Please proceed swiftly. We are navigating a complex political illusion in this land of illusions.”

			Seven government doubles and seven security doubles entered as the reporter stood in astonishment opposite the smiling Prof. Cheers and inquired with curiosity,

			“But who are those seven individuals in suits who just arrived? They appear to be identical to the government representatives we observed earlier today... and what about the seven security personnel who resemble the security staff in the tent? What is happening here?”

			Prof. Cheers stood before the television crew, exuding pride and enthusiasm, her hands gesticulating animatedly as if in a fervent state.

			“When the government led by Monro was elected at the beginning of 2922, various laws were enacted. One of the most significant was my proposal. From a security perspective, it became essential for every government representative to have a double in case of emergencies—whether it be war, alien invasion, or even the arrival of the Messiah. Thanks to my innovative concept, the seven men you see here are the doubles of the government representatives. They have come to visit their counterparts and partake in the Christmas celebrations.”

			To ensure these representatives do not evade accountability, as has occurred in the past, it is crucial for the public to understand that following the conflict between Democratic and Islamic forces, government members will feign continuity in their roles until their trial or new elections. Their doubles will assume their responsibilities in the interim. If it is determined that the government representatives should be removed due to their failures and missteps during the war, they will be relocated to ‘The White Mouse,’ an upgraded facility for mental health patients and political zealots. Their doubles and security doubles will then permanently take over their positions.

			You did not grasp that, did you? Barney will clarify it slowly, as one might to a child. To ensure peace of mind, industrial serenity, and political stability within the Democratic organization, the doubles are government members, and the government members are doubles.

			The television crew stared in stunned silence, attempting to process the information. One crew member glanced at another, then at Prof. Cheers, his expression one of bewilderment. The producer interjected, stammering, “So why the doubles... wait, not the doubles. I mean, why are the government members present? Who made the decision to hospitalize them? How do we differentiate between government members and their doubles? And what if the doubles believe they are the actual government members?”

			“I made the decision,” Professor Cheers stated, her tone laced with condescension. “It is due to my expertise as the foremost governmental psychiatrist, both historically and presently, along with my role as the president’s image consultant and confidant to Monro and the Democratic organization. Do you comprehend, my dear colleagues?” She sighed deeply. “I believe you may be suffering from a form of delusion and have grown fond of it.”

			Professor Cheers spoke with a level of enthusiasm that seemed almost childlike, producing a cigar from her suit pocket with a flourish. Her deputy promptly lit it, and the aromatic smoke enveloped the room, prompting the TV crew to cough.

			She continued, “The chair of our war investigations committee, who also happens to be our President, expressed concern that those accountable for the war and other crises might escape justice. Early in his administration, he sought my advice on how to ensure that the guilty are held accountable. Fortunately for him, I maintain close relationships with prime ministers, presidents, leaders, and even extraterrestrial entities. I devised a truly exceptional solution—one that some may deem unconventional.” Her enthusiasm intensified, her voice rising. “The solution is akin to a chaotic amalgamation of scrambled eggs. I never underestimate a large group of individuals lacking discernment! So, I reflected on the matter and consulted myself—drawing from my position as the government’s psychiatrist, which surpasses that of the district psychiatrist, who is, coincidentally, also me. My subordinate psychiatrists have always adhered to my directives, or they could choose to leave quietly. Together, we resolved to authorize the involuntary hospitalization of the so-called ‘magnificent seven’ until new elections, all in the best interest of democracy and governance. Thanks to my intervention, Professor Cheers, elected officials will remain here for the sake of democracy.” She winked at the reporter. “And you thought they weren’t continuing their governmental meetings here? They are deprived of their McDonald’s, Starbucks, donuts, or pretzels.”

			She exhaled smoke towards them, laughing maniacally with an undercurrent of madness. “When a small man’s shadow looms large, it signifies that the sun is setting.”

			The perplexed television crew followed closely behind the seven doppelgängers and their identical security personnel, perfect replicas of the government representatives and their guards. These doubles, accompanied by their new security detail, arrived at the Christmas tent for their inaugural tour of the mental hospital. Barney, along with his celebrating companions, was momentarily paralyzed upon encountering the doubles, confusion evident on his face. He gazed at the identical figures, a blend of surprise and embarrassment overtaking him as he shifted his attention from the hookah in his right hand to the glass of whiskey in his left. He touched his own body in disbelief, a mix of astonishment and fear flooding his senses. With a grin tinged with madness, he looked at his double and inquired,

			“How can I be here and there at the same time? Perhaps I am not myself. Am I Barney? Or is Barney my double?” He yelled at his hookah, “What has happened to you, you wretched hookah? Are you intoxicated?” Smacking himself, he screamed in terror, “Leave me be, devil; get away!”

			He recoiled in horror when his double extended a hand and smiled. Barney was astounded by what he was hearing.

			“It’s a pleasure to meet you; I am Barney, Vice President Barney, President Munro’s vice president. How are you, my dear double?”

			The other doubles exchanged greetings with their originals, who were equally shocked and frightened by the sight of their doppelgängers. The greetings were accompanied by enthusiastic embraces and a keen eagerness to partake in the refreshments. Feeling trapped, Barney shook hands with his double but quickly withdrew.

			“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Barney. I... I...” Barney stammered, captivated by the mirror image smiling back at him, his mind spiraling into confusion. “My name, my... hmm.” He was utterly disoriented. “I don’t know my name; I don’t know who Barney is,” he shouted at the hookah. “Depart, spirit; leave me, devil.”

			Professor Cheers addressed the new doubles, “Please come forward and administer the medication to each of your twin brothers. Ensure that each plastic cup is given to the correct individual.”

			The doubles approached the table where the medications were laid out, smiling as they verified the names on the cups and distributed them to the appropriate politicians, who gratefully accepted them, swallowing the pills with delight. Ironically, the government doubles instinctively took the medication as well, much to the astonishment of the television crew and Professor Cheers, who flinched anxiously.

			Munro proclaimed with undeniable confidence, “This was my war. I, Alexander Munro, the preeminent military leader, have succeeded in saving the world and the Democratic organization. The people revere me as the esteemed President, a messenger of God.”

			The ministers, under the influence of substances, echoed, “Runnel is an approaching train. You are losing your grip on reality, drawn only to the irrational and the politicians.”

			Professor Cheers promptly distanced herself from Munro, as though fleeing from danger. She turned away from him while his associates continued to consume their pills, oblivious to the fact that Barney had disposed of his in the trash. Barney and his friends passed their hookahs to their doubles, imploring in unison.

			“Take them, our brothers; experience the most extraordinary moments of your lives. We are the new generation, the Chosen Democratic people, and the ultimate democratic man.”

			Laughter erupted as they indulged, with some competing to see whose exuberance was more delightful. Suddenly, everyone rose, singing and dancing in a state of euphoria, embracing one another.

			“For Cheers is a jolly good fellow, for Cheers is a jolly good fellow, which no one can deny, for this marks the end of all.”

			They gathered for a vibrant American cowboy dance, a captivating Kozachok, and an impassioned Arabic dance led by Barney, Munro, Yeats, and the other former ministers, alongside Professor Cheers, her deputy, the television crew, security personnel, and their doubles. They moved rhythmically, clapping their hands in enthusiasm and joining in the chorus. The hospital inmates also participated, contributing to a fusion of disco, hip-hop, rock, and tango music—a unique blend understood only by them. Barney felt a profound sense of happiness and fulfillment surging through his soul. In a mystical and fervent spirit, he called out to the heavens like an apocalyptic prophet:

			“Is war detrimental? You fail to comprehend! Barney fights; therefore, Barney exists. Long live the war, long live Gog and Magog.”
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			The White Mouse
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			January 2, 2025

			As the sun began to rise, it cast a golden light across the Arabian desert known as “Fata Morgana,” a region adjacent to territory controlled by the Democratic Organization. Among the scattered Bedouin tents, the desert’s inhabitants—camels, sheep, and donkeys—moved freely, greeting one another with a chorus of moans, bleats, and brays. The striking beauty of nature stood in stark contrast to the events unfolding nearby.

			Barney gradually opened his eyes, rubbing them as the turbulence of the helicopter jolted him awake. The jarring movements helped him transition from his usual unpredictability to a state of focus. As he gathered his thoughts, he noticed the curious and sympathetic smiles of those around him. All eyes were fixed on the infamous “White Mouse” facility, a specialized prison and mental hospital for the most dangerous and disturbed inmates. The stained and dilapidated structure stood in sharp contrast to the endless brown desert surrounding it, rendering thoughts of escape seem futile.

			From the corner of his eye, Barney observed Munro, clad in his customary military combat suit adorned with faux medals and honors. With his stylish striped combat hat, Munro proudly reviewed front-page newspaper articles from around the world featuring advertisements for his presidential inauguration ceremony. Suddenly, the underbelly of the helicopter opened, and Munro’s enforcers emerged to conduct inspections of those present. Government officials, invited guests, and members of the press from the Democratic Organization and beyond anxiously awaited on the concrete surface near the facility’s entrance.

			Several microphones were positioned on a small, garishly decorated podium, set against a long red carpet that extended to the helicopter landing pad. The guests, attempting to conceal their anxiety, sought to contact their investment consultants to cancel buy orders, but Munro’s bodyguards had deactivated their phones. The enforcers meticulously inspected everyone and everything, frequently questioning one another:

			“Is everything in order, Grisha and Boris?”

			“Yes, all is fine.”

			“Is everything in order, Alex and Nikolai?”

			“Yes, Grisha and Boris, all is fine.”

			“Is everything in order, Ivan and Oleg?”

			“Yes, Alex and Nikolai, all is fine.”

			“Is everything in order, Ivan and Oleg?”

			“Yes, Alex and Nikolai, everything is okay.”

			“Is everything in order, Grisha and Boris?”

			Frustrated, Grisha and Boris replied, “You’ve already asked us that,” sighing, “When God distributed intelligence, he must have overlooked you.”“Vodka.” Grisha turned to Munro, awkwardly saluting him. “President Munro, everything is fine; we can proceed.” Munro prepared to exit the helicopter, but the guards paused to adjust his appearance, holding a gleaming mirror in front of him until he approved of his presidential look.

			As they exited the helicopter, Munro led the way, followed by his entourage. The guards conducted thorough inspections, seemingly anticipating an alien invasion intent on assassinating Munro. Local and international media teams eagerly awaited the meeting between Munro and Aswad. Barney watched with curiosity as two figures emerged from the prison gate and approached them. They seemed familiar, but he couldn’t quite place them.

			The pair saluted Munro, and the senior of the two spoke politely. “Hello, honorable President. I am the chief warden, Madoff,” he gestured to his companion. “And this is my deputy, the renowned Rabbi Joves from New York. Welcome to the ‘White Mouse’ facility. We will ensure your comfort during your visit.”

			Rabbi Joves added with a laugh, “The boss and I will do everything to make sure you enjoy your time here. Typically, those who arrive do not leave.”

			Munro flinched at the remark but quickly regained his composure. “I am Munro the Great...the chosen Munro...I fear no one...not even in this place.”

			Professor Cheers whispered in Munro’s ear, “That was a joke, President. Please take it as such.”

			Munro erupted into laughter, delivering a playful karate chop to Madoff’s shoulder. The blow nearly toppled Madoff, who retaliated by playfully slapping his deputy on the forehead.

			“Relax, Mr. Munro. He was referring to the criminals and the unpredictable individuals we manage here, not politicians,” Madoff said, chuckling. Both men then laughed heartily, exchanging lighthearted slaps.

			Barney observed this spectacle with a mix of disbelief and amusement. These two individuals were once the most notorious fraudsters and corruptors in the world. Until now, Barney hadn’t realized they were under such close scrutiny in prison.

			Turning to Yeats, Barney whispered, “I remember Madoff was sentenced to 150 years, but I can’t recall the Rabbi’s sentence. How are they operating this facility as warden and deputy?”

			Yeats, puffing out his chest with pride, replied, “That is correct. Given the notoriety of the ‘White Mouse’ facility, their lawyers negotiated a plea deal. Instead of serving time in prison, they will assume the roles of warden and deputy, provided they return as much of the stolen money as possible. I advised Munro to accept the agreement promptly. We have achieved peace and recovered some funds. Quite clever, wouldn’t you agree?”

			Barney, taken aback, stared at Yeats, struggling to comprehend the information. Noticing their attention, the warden and his deputy approached. Barney hastily whispered to Yeats, “Everyone knows you’re a genius, Yeats. But what if they escape?”

			“Are you out of your mind? They wouldn’t dare. They are fitted with electronic ankle monitors. If they attempt to escape, they will be returned here as life prisoners.”

			“And where are the keys to their ankle monitors?”

			“That is an absurd question! Naturally, they are secured by the warden and deputy in their offices.”

			The warden and deputy stood before them, smiling amiably. Madoff addressed Yeats, “How are you, Brother Yeats?” He then regarded Barney with caution, “Is everything satisfactory with you?”

			“Everything is fine, my brothers,” Yeats replied, gesturing toward Barney. “This is Barney, Deputy Minister of Education and Culture, and Oprah Winfrey’s deputy, now our Minister of Education and Science. He is also the greatest comedian of all.”

			Barney smiled politely, shook their hands, and quickly moved toward Munro, cautious of a potentially unpleasant reception from them. As he walked away, they laughed at him, joined by Yeats. Barney regarded them with disdain.

			Suddenly, a loud, irritating noise filled the air as Aswad’s helicopter approached. Yeats shouted, “Everyone get ready; Suleiman Aswad, the new President of the Free Islamic Forces, and his entourage are landing soon!”

			Munro gestured for the journalists to gather around. “President Aswad seized power in a violent coup, alleging that the Selected Democratic Organization had transformed Saudi Palestine into a puppet democracy. Although the residents initially celebrated, Aswad systematically eliminated his rivals using pathogens like anthrax, bird flu, and swine flu. He later formed an alliance with ‘Mike Satanic,’ a former Israeli who converted to Islam and became a notorious terrorist leader. Aswad directed him to sabotage his competitors’ oil wells, establishing the Free Islamic Forces as the world’s largest oil supplier. Consequently, Aswad became a billionaire oil exporter.”

			A helicopter adorned with the insignia of the Free Islamic Forces landed nearby. Monro, accompanied by bodyguards, officials, and a translator, awaited its arrival. The door opened, and President Aswad emerged, wearing a black military hat and a camouflage uniform embellished with medals of questionable legitimacy.

			Joined by several government officials, Islamic media representatives, and his translator, photographers from both nations and around the globe promptly began documenting the occasion. Monro and Aswad exchanged reluctant handshakes in front of the cameras, their expressions revealing mutual disdain, followed by awkward cheek kisses. The translators introduced the two presidents, while their officials engaged in brief handshakes, maintaining a respectful distance.

			As the leaders proceeded toward the stage, they exchanged insincere pleasantries, discreetly wishing for each other’s misfortune. An uncomfortable silence enveloped them, leading to a superficial inquiry into each other’s well-being.

			“What’s going on, Your Honor? How are you? How do you feel?”

			A sense of relief washed over both as they arrived at the stage, each holding a neatly wrapped package. President Monro stepped forward with a forced smile.

			“Congratulations on your election, honorable President Aswad. I wish you, your government, and your people prosperity and happiness. And for you, Suleiman, may you enjoy good health and a long life. The people of the Selected Democratic Organization extend their blessings to you.” Monro presented a small model of a camel bearing Aswad’s likeness. “Please accept this modest gift from me and the people of the Selected Democratic Organization.” Under his breath, he muttered, “I would have given you poison, you fool.” Aswad smiled broadly, seemingly unfazed by the tension.

			“Thank you, my esteemed brother, honorable Monro, the new president of the Selected Democratic Organization. The people of the Free Islamic Forces and I extend our blessings and wish you and the Selected Democratic Organization prosperity and happiness. May God grant you health and a long life.” He privately mused, “It’s a pity Bigler didn’t eliminate you and all the democrats along with the Jews.” Aswad presented Monro with a miniature statue of a pig bearing Monro’s likeness. “Please accept this humble gift from me and the people of the Free Islamic Forces who admire and respect you.”

			The two leaders shook hands once more, their contempt barely concealed by forced smiles, as the crowd applauded and cameras flashed. They remained on stage, conferring with their entourages. Monro leaned in and whispered to Aswad:

			“I trust you will continue supplying oil to the Selected Democratic Organization without increasing prices, unlike your predecessor, Mr. Aziz.”

			“I also hope you will continue providing your agricultural and grain experts without taking advantage of us.”

			“Of course, President Aswad, you will not be disappointed,” Monro muttered to himself, “I hope the oil rig collapses on you, you thief.”

			“Certainly, Mr. Monro, everything will be fine,” Aswad mumbled, “I hope you get swallowed by a combine, you liar.”

			Barney observed them with curiosity, pondering what lay behind their expressionless faces as they upheld their facade of cordiality. They reminded him of two venomous snakes poised to strike. Aswad placed a paternal hand on Monro’s shoulder, prompting Monro to instinctively prepare for a defensive move before regaining his composure.

			“Perhaps we should move inside,” Monro suggested, momentarily alarming Aswad until he recognized Monro’s discomfort.

			“I want to see the condition of the Arab prisoners; I trust your prison manager treats them well.”

			“Certainly, Mr. Aswad. Let us proceed indoors. You will find there is nothing to worry about,” Monro chuckled. “You will see that the Arabs receive better treatment than the prisoners of the Selected Democratic Organization.” Aswad paused before suddenly appealing to Monro:

			“Dear Mr. Monro, honorable President, I kindly ask for a small favor in light of the good relations between our countries. Please release Mr. Mike Satanic and hand him over to us. He deserves to be in the custody of the Free Islamic Forces. Let us give peace a chance between the Free Islamic Forces and the Selected Democratic Organization.” He smiled sarcastically for the cameras.

			Monro was taken aback by Aswad’s audacity, his disdain barely concealed as he responded through clenched teeth.

			“Your puppet, the so-called ‘sweet Mike,’ is responsible for the destruction of iconic buildings and the indiscriminate slaughter of innocents—children, adults, the elderly. I will never release a terrorist like him. Ever.”

			The two leaders glared at each other with a hatred as intense as that of two vampires desperate for blood. Yet, as if by magic, the tension dissipated. The seasoned politicians, well-versed in the art of deception, suddenly smiled sweetly for the cameras, resuming their diplomatic charade. Monro turned to the assembled journalists, his smile unwavering.

			“Ladies and gentlemen of the press, if you have any questions, now is the time,” Monro announced, his voice rich with charm.

			A journalist from the Democratic Organization rose to ask a question. “Mr. Monro, how do you perceive the relationship between these two countries?”

			Monro smiled. “As the new leader of the Democrats, I strive for peace and understanding with President Aswad and the Free Islamic Forces.”

			Aswad interjected, “As the leader and general of all Arabs and Muslims, I seek truth and happiness in the world, particularly in our interactions with the Selected Democratic Organization.”

			A journalist near Monro leaned forward and inquired, “Mr. Aswad, the world is interested in your new nuclear reactors. Why will you not permit the Nuclear Weapons Control Committee or any other oversight body to inspect them?”

			Aswad took the microphone, his tone resolute. “Nonsense! The Atomic, Chemical, Bacterial, Cosmic, and Galactic Control Committees can inspect whatever they wish. We do not have new atomic reactors. The installations you mention are part of our efforts to produce gold artificially, synthetically, and microbiologically. Our scientists are among the best in the world, and many are envious of their work.”

			Another journalist, unable to contain his indignation, shouted, “How is this relevant? Why will you not allow us to examine the reactors? What is this nonsense about gold production?”

			Aswad chuckled. “You deem gold production nonsense? What about the Democratic Organization’s nuclear arsenal aimed at Islamic forces? We will produce gold missiles, gold airplanes, and gold submarines. We will establish the world’s largest gold empire.”

			Monro quickly responded, “Mr. Aswad, if the Nuclear Weapons Control Committee cannot inspect your reactors, we will develop reactors similar to yours. We will produce gold, but democratic gold that surpasses yours.”

			Aswad, now visibly angry, retorted, “I no longer wish to discuss reactors or gold. Enough with the questions. Proceed as you wish, but provide us with one month’s notice.” With a touch of gravitas, he declared, “I am Aswad, the elected leader of the elected people. God has chosen me to lead the Islamic force indefinitely.” He added with authority, “We must move forward. Let us go inside.”

			Suddenly, the screen flickered, revealing an unusual patient—half of his body, face, and clothing were black, while the other half was white.

			“And who is he?” Barney inquired, his curiosity piqued.

			“Someone who is uncertain whether he embodies divinity or malevolence,” she replied with an air of superiority. “On the contrary, this is a patient exhibiting multiple personalities. He is, in fact, the most ordinary among us, as we occasionally embody different personas or pretend to be someone we are not. The two personalities often conflict, much like we do when grappling with our own internal struggles,” she laughed.

			“That’s enough,” Monro snapped, turning to Barney. “Please entertain President Aswad with a joke to lighten the atmosphere.”

			Barney paused for a moment, searching for an appropriate joke. Eventually, he recalled one he had shared with his beloved Elena a week prior. Without considering the ramifications, he directed it toward President Aswad.

			“A Christian, a Muslim, and a Jew are walking together when they discover a trunk filled with dollars in an alley. Each claims ownership of the money. They decide to consult the mayor. The mayor draws a circle and states that whoever retains more money than the others will claim it all. The Christian announces he will toss the money into the air. Whatever lands within the circle is his; whatever falls outside belongs to God.”

			They anticipated that the Jew would have no innovative approach to the money, but he surprised them by declaring he, too, would toss all the money into the air. “Whatever God desires, He will take; whatever lands on the ground is mine.”

			President Monro’s entourage erupted in laughter. Barney, feeling satisfied, joined in, resembling a mental patient awaiting applause.

			Aswad glared at him, astonished, and exclaimed in disgust:

			“Do you dare to insult Islam in my presence? Do you believe that Muslims can be so easily mocked?” Monro’s entourage fell silent, their faces flushed with embarrassment. “I assure you, one day we Arabs will return this humiliation without mercy, to the extent that you would choose death over suffering at the hands of Muslims.”

			“My apologies, honorable President. My misguided friend did not convey the joke appropriately,” Prof. Cheers interjected, panic evident as she glared at Barney’s pale, trembling figure.

			“He’s merely confused due to his ignorance. He intended to suggest that the Jew was second and the Muslim was third, who would toss the money into the air and keep what fell. The Muslim ultimately triumphed over both the Christian and the Jew.”

			Barney wished he could disappear beneath the dark mountains. He lamented the moment he was born, convinced that he alone could ignite a new conflict between the Selected Democratic Organization and the Free Islamic Forces, potentially leading to World War III. He doubted President Aswad took Professor Cheers seriously, despite her likely efforts to salvage the situation. President Aswad regarded Barney with suspicion, muttering in disgust:

			“Very well, I understand. Let us proceed. We will go to the room of my esteemed friend, ‘Mike Satanic.’”

			They walked in silence down the lengthy corridor until they arrived at a door marked “No Entry” in English, Arabic, and Russian. Barney naively assumed it was a VIP prisoner room. The prison warden activated the intercom for entry. A camera above the door focused on them, and the door swung open. Had he not witnessed it himself, Barney would not have believed such a room could exist here. The guests gasped, their enthusiasm overflowing as they exclaimed “wow” at the sight of an exceptionally organized and furnished room, far more luxurious than Monro’s office at the Democratic Presidential House.

			The deputy warden began to explain, but his superior, Madoff, interrupted, puffing out his chest with importance:

			“Welcome to the room of the Caesar of Terror, ‘Mike Satanic,’ once the leader of the ‘Bell Aida’ Organization—the most notorious terror group in the world. He was captured in Germany with false identity papers by the CIA and Shin Bet, smuggled to Demos, and sentenced to ten life terms without parole. The adjacent rooms accommodate his security team, who also serve as secretaries, wives, and mistresses, remaining with him as he desires—one, two, three, or four at a time. Mike Satanic is a man of considerable wealth and influence, with assets valued at approximately 10 billion dollars. The Selected Democratic Organization provides him with a helicopter, parked outside, to express our appreciation for his contributions to the release of soldiers captured by the Syrian Arabic Organization ‘El Haj,’ known for abducting soldiers from democratic nations,” he chuckled. “Mike Satanic occasionally takes his helicopter for a ride, accompanied by his guards, the prison warden, his deputy, and several prison guards. He enjoys looking down on us from above.”

			Everyone erupted into laughter, while Barney felt a surge of jealousy burning within him and muttered in frustration:

			“I would gladly trade places with you, Mike Satanic. Who needs Elena when one possesses 10 billion dollars, a helicopter, and the ability to enjoy life each night?”

			The room, measuring an impressive 65 feet in length and 33 feet in width, was lavishly decorated yet deceptively so. Persian and Chinese carpets adorned the floor, later revealed to be mere replicas. The walls showcased the latest hues, and state-of-the-art air conditioning systems ensured optimal climate control at the push of a button.

			The space was divided into two distinct sections. In one corner stood an opulent electric canopy bed, while on the opposite side, a massive 150-inch 3D television dazzled alongside a luxurious bathtub, Jacuzzi, expansive closet, and sleek washbasins. The front section resembled the office of a high-tech CEO, complete with an impressive executive desk and a high-quality leather chair, behind which sat “Mike Satanic.”
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