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One time we were distinguished by the colour of our skin. No matter of high 

education, no matter of beauty, no matter of richness; you are black, you still 

black. You cannot change their opinion; we want only to get respect, as every 

race want too. And it is not too late to change their opinion, but to me respect 

should be imposed.  

My name is Omar. I am black with round brown eyes, and thick curly hair. I 

am only describing my face, but when it comes to my body I would perhaps say 

that I have dead legs. I am handicap. Whatever you think of me, Omar is black 

handicap.  

From the day I had opened my eyes I found myself in an orphanage full of 

white whales and I was the only black. My life was not easy, and was hard to be 

sustained; the children at the orphanage neglected me all time. At first, I thought 

because of my disability, but then they start saying bad words about my skin and 

about blacks. I did not understand why they are saying this, but there was more 

for me to know later.  Mrs Dabline was the only person who treated me well. 

She was trying to protect me from harm. An old lady, who was the owner of the 

orphanage, was so soft and sweet in her way of treating children. All of them 

love her very much including me with an extra proportion. Mrs Dabline was a 

good, honest person; where she goes, she blows peace in every place she enters 

or sees. She was as mother, and sometimes called me –Sam-her only dear son 

who was also physically and mentally handicapped, therefore he could not 

survive, and because of that she felt that I resemble him. Two dear persons died- 

her husband and her child-and that is why she made her house an orphanage to 

homeless, parentless and disabled children, and as I can add blacks also. When I 

speak about Mrs Dabline as a teacher is something, but as a mother is something 

else. Her tenderness that surrounds me makes me forget the pain. I became 

capable to read perfectly. She gave me many books to read and taught me how 

to write, because she tried to make of me a person whom all people should 

respect. Writing and reading had diverted me from being alone all time. I felt 

that I knew this outstanding world and what it hid.  

When I reached eight years, all children, in the orphanage, went to the 

elementary school-that was paid by the state- except me. I was left alone. 

 On morning, Mrs Dabline entered my room, then asked “what are you doing, 

Omar?”  

„Am…I am reading this book,‟ I displayed it to her, „John Lock‟s theories, 

Mrs Dabline.‟  I replied.  

She looked at me in the eyes and said, “and why this sad look is in your 

eyes?‟. 



3 
 

 “I am not sad Mrs Dabline, but I…couldn‟t I go to school as they did, and 

those writers did as well. 

 She gave a soft smile “yes, you can go and learn as they did, but…” I replied 

hastily, “but what?”  

“Omar, your papers are not available yet, but I will do the best to find them; 

you have only to wait, my dear son. “She replied and her eyes were full of 

anxiety and tears.  

“But Doctor William can. “I added hastily. 

 “It is not the matter of Doctor William or the matter of me, but of the papers, 

dear son.” I could not bear myself that time; I wept and wanted to shout loudly.  

“I can teach you Omar, can‟t I?” she wiped my tears, “don‟t you trust me?” 

she asked me in a very soft way. I trust her of course; she is the only person who 

I trust in the whole world. I looked at her eyes, she understood what I wanted to 

say then she smiled. 

 Days and days passed, and my level was improving at reading and writing. I 

started writing my own ideas and feelings and felt about writing as the only 

source of relief. One day I was in the hall reading a book and the other children 

were watching a television programme. Suddenly, the news was announced; 

there was a lot of noise in the hall, because of the sudden change of the 

programme. I looked at them wondering; I saw in the television a Black man 

who was arrested by the police, and many blacks were struggling with the 

police. The one who arrested the black, was hitting him badly and bitterly; I felt 

terribly, and that made me have some answers about many questions I was 

asking myself time ago “why?” 

Every scene was worse than the previous one. I was totally shocked .Mrs 

Dabline turned the television off, and saw a sad look crossing my face. She 

asked the children to go to bed. I went in to my room then Mrs Dabline followed 

me in. 

„Omar, what is the matter?‟ she said. 

„Black race…‟  I replied in a very sad, tired voice and with teary eyes. „What 

about the black race?” I continued, “Why are they treated in such way? They 

are…but why?” 

Silence fell upon the room, and Mrs Dabline gave no reply. 

„When I tried to understand life, it became tortuous. I am only eight, and I 

have no power.‟ I said to myself. 
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When day came, I had been thinking, and a lot of ideas were confusing me. 

Mrs Dabline entered the room, “good morning sweet son.” She said with smile, 

“Won‟t you leave this bleak room? It is a beautiful day out there.” I looked at 

her. 

„I will,‟ I replied, „When I know the truth, the reality and what is happening.‟ 

She smiled and then walked to open the window. 

 When she did so, the sun rays invaded the room, and lit it up, then she looked 

at me. “And do you think truth will emerge from the sky as the sun rays.” she 

said, and a soft wind blew, throwing her hair away. „You should look for it to 

wipe these queries in your mind.‟ then she sat on the bed and continued, „Omar, 

no matter what this truth costs, you should only be ready for it.‟ 

„Why? Is it harsh?‟ I said.  

„Yes, it is, but perhaps not only for you.‟ 

„I can‟t imagine Mrs. Dabline.‟  

„Oh little, life is not easy as it looks, you should fight.‟ 

„But I‟m not in wilderness. „ 

„That is what we are living now, something called races‟ fights and eagerness 

to gain and impose respect. „ 

'Black race is not respected, is it?' 

'All races'. 

„Except whites- what about equality of men; didn‟t this reach the blacks?‟ 

I added in a trembled voice. 

 „Perhaps.‟ She answered as her eyelids fell down in shame. 

 I knew what Mrs. Dabline meant. She went to her room for a while, and then 

brought two books.‟ Take and read these two novels,‟ she said, ‟and you are 

going to understand everything. Both of the novels were written from real 

experiences.‟ 

„How is that, Mrs. D?‟  I asked. She turned, then added „read and you‟ll 

discover my little.‟ 

Both novels were unfamiliar to me-To kill a Mockingbird, and the Narratives 

of the life of Frederick Douglass- when I read the latter I cried on every page, 

and on every expressive word. Every disguised event had been displayed. I 

became so interested in searching the truth, and Mrs. D helped me. Those two 
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books made me feel so sad, and determined to do something to change, but 

could I? 

A month later, Doctor William who was a close friend of Mrs. Dabline, a 

surgeon and a rich man who helps, provides, and manages the orphanage, came 

to me and said, „Do you like to learn outside this place Omar?‟ I looked at him 

wondering, and then he added, „Are you ready to study at school?‟ I was 

astonished; he smiled and took out my papers, then said „you are welcomed to 

enter this elementary school.‟ I could not believe myself for the first time I felt 

myself that I had a place in this tortuous society. 

„But how doctor William?‟ I asked and the smile could not leave my lips. He 

did say nothing. I wondered about his attitude. 

In the evening, I was thinking of what will happen the day I would enter the 

school. How I would find children there, and would they welcome me among 

them.   

The door was knocked softly, then Mrs. D entered, „Hello!‟ said with smile, 

„what, lovely Omar, is doing?‟ 

 I looked at her and replied „Thinking!‟  

„Of school, do you?‟ she said. I nodded. She held me from the roller chair and 

put me in my bed, then said „you were excited to enter the school, weren‟t you?  

„Yes, I was. But I am afraid of being neglected and disrespected especially as 

you know I‟m handicap and…a black.‟  

„Oh, my little, don‟t be afraid of people like you. You are strong enough, and 

well educated too, from whom will you get afraid?‟ she continued „you are 

going to school to have a good education, and respect. So don‟t care about them 

and don‟t make your situation an excuse to be weak, you have a dream to 

realise, Omar.‟ 

I was happy, motivated, and determined after what Mrs. D told me; I could 

not hide my happiness… and my smile as well. 

When day came, I went to school with Mrs. D. She talked to the principal, 

and he comforted her of the whole situation of treatment at the school-that‟s 

what I had heard- then he took me to my classroom. Before I go, she said „Are 

you ready, little Omar!‟, as her eyes filled up with tears. I looked at her eyes 

with full determinism. 

When I came into the classroom, all the pupils stared at me as a black fly 

entering a beehive. I felt uncomfortable, but the teacher Miss Carly welcomed 

me warmly, and then asked me to introduce myself. It was hard. I felt so afraid 
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and I couldn‟t speak a word, but I tried hardly , „I …I „,I said, then I looked at 

them ,turned to miss Carly . She understood that I was afraid. She took me to my 

place; I was quiet sad, I waited this moment for long time and it was a loss. No 

one of them spoke to me; they did not even welcome me. The lesson begun, all 

of them were with the teacher for a while then turned to stare at me, and 

sometimes they laughed. Miss Carly asked me a question – it was simple and I 

could answer – all of the pupils looked at me, „ah...Am‟ I couldn‟t reply, and 

that made them laugh. The teacher stopped them „quiet! I said quiet.‟ She said, 

„don‟t be afraid, Omar, take your time when answering the question‟. But 

actually her advice did not work out. 

 After the session, all the pupils were around me. „You are black and handicap 

too.‟ One of them said drily; all of them laugh on his saying, and I could say 

nothing. Then Miss Carly separate them away then said, „don‟t care about them; 

you are good pupil and I know this from these gritty eyes.‟ she actually 

encouraged me. After school, I went to the orphanage and told Mrs. D 

everything; she was happy, and said to me to do not feel sad on what happened 

at school. 

 Not all teachers were treating me well; and children were always saying bad 

words about the black race that skin‟s hair bristled. I could not believe I will be 

treated such way. No one was speaking or even looking at me; I was the only 

black that was quite seen. Many times I returned to Mrs. Dabline and tears 

streaming down my face. She was always trying to comfort me, „you have 

assumed that, dear‟ she said with her tender voice, „and I know you strong 

enough to face such treatments, life can be hard sometimes, just be brave.‟ 

After a hard month, I felt quite good despite of what children say to me; I 

neglected them as Mrs. D said to me. Miss Carly gave us assignment in writing 

about our lives and dreams. This was hard to me to write but I did. During the 

session, many have read their work, then Sam- one of my classmates-  asked 

Miss to tell me to read mine .she looked at me, I have never seen that sad look, 

she could not say a word, her eyes were uttering „ poor Omar what will say 

about your family‟ . What a pity! But I spoke „Perhaps when you see me, you 

sympathise with me, „I said confidently, „but please don‟t! This will not help me 

at all; I‟m not a poor child, and not because I‟m black and handicap means that 

I‟m weak. No, I‟m strong enough, because I have, perhaps, few people who help 

me to realize my dream in education, but I‟m only afraid of losing them more 

than failing in drawing the path to my future. I live hard life but this is not going 

to stop me from doing the best. I only want to be welcomed in your hearts.‟ Miss 

Carly smiled and the tears she shed were tears of joy.  

After the session a girl came to me and said softly „you are welcomed, Omar.‟ 

she smiled and continued, „my name is Tess Oliver.‟, Then went. This was the 

first time a child of my age speaks to me in that kind way. 



7 
 

  Miss Carly came to me and said „I know you are strong, Omar, you‟ve done 

well.‟ 

„Not all teachers are treating me as you do; they see me as black that can‟t be 

taught. But I will fight for it, miss‟ I said happily. 

I was waiting Mrs. D out the school alone; a group of bad boys came, and hit 

me harshly, then said a boy, „blacks are not strong to fight or to do anything, you 

Negro,‟ he added, „you are disabled and no body‟ he laughed and ran away as 

soon as he saw Mrs. D coming towards me.-Those words are harsh and 

offensive to be said, don‟t you think?-  

I could not endure this racism, but I have to. I was always thinking of what 

that boy said to me – Negro – it really breaks the heart. But this injected me with 

more determinism to realize my dream whatever were the causes. At the school 

the only who were treating me Miss Carly and the lovely Tess. 

Tess was a British girl, white skinned, green eyes and black hair. She has an 

inner beauty that most of people lack; she came to America because of her 

father‟s work. She was the only friend I have that time.  

Despite of the racism I faced, I studied very well and got good degrees .I 

finished elementary school with unexpected success, but with hard years. 

Middle school was more difficult than what I passed by at elementary school. 

Tess and I studied at the same school. My first session was history, when I 

entered the class room the entire students stared at me as usual. Some of them 

were laughing, and others were whispering and staring at me. The teacher 

entered the classroom, examined our faces for a while; and then looked at me, 

„you! „He said drily, „it‟s you-Omar, right? They told me that you are intelligent 

boy, though your situation.‟ He continued, „you must be thankful to whom help 

you to reach this, to be here at this moment.‟ 

 I admit that I did not understand why he said that, but I replied‟ yes, sir, I‟m 

thankful to them a lot, in the meanwhile, I‟m doing the best to give them 

rewards, with success perhaps.‟ I continued, „my situation plays a big role in my 

life, sir, but this won‟t decrease in my determination.‟ He was astonished and the 

class was as well. 

„Well, with this great determination, I„ll treat you as I like.‟ He said with 

terrible look on his face. 

I was not comfortable from the latter saying, but I tried to forget. After the 

session Tess came to me,‟ what have you said, Omar?‟ she said „you shouldn‟t 

reply in that way.‟ 

„Why?‟ I asked, „was it a rude reply?‟  
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„Perhaps-for him.‟ 

Days went and Mr Fagin was treating me badly. His words were harsh, and a 

bit racial. It was hard of being persecuted; I tried to cope with the situation, I felt 

myself weak to change what they are saying about my race. I didn‟t go to a 

place, and was not persecuted there.  

One day Mrs. D entered my room, and found me in a deep thinking, looking 

to the blue sky, and then said, „the sky is the limit‟ I turned to her „Omar, what 

do you want to be?‟ she asked.  

I wondered her question then I replied, „I want to be powerful to fight who 

stains my race‟s respect.‟ 

„And do you think you are able?‟ she said seriously, and a glitter in her eyes 

shinned.  

„No, I‟m handicap. I can‟t fight.‟ I cried loudly. 

„But you can fight with another weapon; your situation is not an excuse to not 

do or not change their ideas.‟ She continued, „you have a mind; you have a hand, 

and you have words to change what they are saying about your race and the    

other races. You can do it by the power of your words.‟ 

I was satisfied of what she said; I knew that she was motivating me to be a 

writer; the dream that I built for years, but without any further step. Then she 

added, „Omar, you have a talent in writing, you should use it, and you are able to 

fight in such way.‟ I was motivated to be a writer and defend my race. 

It was long years to finish in the middle school; Mr Fagin left the school for 

reasons and that comforted me a little. I entered the high school, the hardest 

years ever. 

The riots increased and were difficult to be stopped, after what happened near 

the police station because of the excessive violence used to arrest an African 

American man; many died and all races were still separate. Some schools were 

closed, because of these riots for a time, and then the state government enforce 

them to integrate all races in one school. 

These riots made me write more and more about racism, and how we are 

treated. I tried to find more to say to people. Tess left the country because of her 

father‟s job as she said to me. My lovely flower left me alone unintentionally.  

„I „m sorry, Omar,‟ she said, „because I‟m leaving you, but I promise I‟ll call 

you as soon as possible.‟ 
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„Don‟t worry about me Tess,‟ I said confidently,‟ I will be fine; wish you 

luck.‟ 

After this farewell, I felt exhausted. Mrs D tried to make me relieved, but 

writing was the only thing that comforts me. The phone rang, once a night, when 

we were having dinner, and Mrs. D answered, suddenly her tears fell on her 

cheeks. I was afraid I thought directly of Tess. Then she ended the call, I asked 

her „is everything fine, mom?‟ 

„Yes, dear, I‟m fine.‟ She replied in a very sad voice. 

„But you‟ve shed tears.‟ 

„My sister,‟ she paused a moment then continued, „died.‟ 

I was shocked to hear the news, but I thought that Mrs. D has no family, it 

was unbelievable.‟ I‟m going to san Diego tomorrow, dear‟ she said, „I have to 

arrive early before the funeral.‟ 

„Do you have to?‟ I implored, „I don‟t want you to go alone.‟ 

„Oh, dear, I used to travel alone.‟ She comforted me, with her tender voice. I 

was sad enough to blow tears as flood. 

When the day came, she put her small suitcase in the car, then looked at me 

with a smile,  „you should not be sad, Omar,‟ she said, „ I will go only for a 

couple of days and return; you take care of yourself and write, dear, only write, 

and don‟t lose confidence. You are strong.‟ 

„Yes, I‟m,‟ I said with very sad voice, „just don‟t be late.‟ 

What mom said made fear walked into my body; I felt like it was farewell for 

ever. Doctor William took me to the school that day, I was deeply thinking of 

her, and worried. Suddenly a peculiar feeling invaded my soul; I felt 

uncomfortable. 

After school, Doctor William came to take me, and a sad look was on his 

face. He was pale. I asked him but he said nothing. 

 „Let‟s go to see the sea, Omar.‟ I was happy of that but I did not, 

unfortunately, predict what he would say to me there. When we arrived, he 

looked at the great extended blue water, „Omar,‟ he said in a very sad voice, „do 

you miss her?‟ There was a note of irritation in his voice.  

I was surprised with the question then I hastily said‟ is Mrs D fine? I felt 

strange feeling at school, what happened to her?‟ 

„She is fine, Omar, but…‟ He hesitated to say more. 
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„But- what?‟ I cried. 

„She will no longer return to us.‟ A thunder has clapped me on the head. I 

could not speak and tears were streaming down my face. 

The woman who taught and raised me died. My mother died. I shouted and 

cried loudly. Her soft smile, I missed, and her tenderness either. Her last word‟ 

you are strong‟ was the hardest word to me to apply. I was left alone in this 

dirty, dark world; no bright light of joy will appear, no soft smile will be seen. 

Loneliness was my destiny, and suffering was accompanied with it too. She was 

the sea I swim, the air I breathe; she went forever. I entered in a very deep 

mourning, and Doctor William tried hard to take it off, but he could not. I did 

not go to school for couple weeks. He came to me, once mourning, said, „Omar, 

I know that Mrs Dabline was essential in your life, but you have to be strong.‟ 

He added, „if she were alive, she would be sad of what are you now. Be 

confident, Omar, and don‟t forget what she had taught you. „ 

I gave no reply, and those words did not change my situation; he looked 

worried, and then went out. „Strong…a very difficult word to be applied when 

you lost a key person that your life depends on him, a fundamental one who has 

shaped your identity‟ I thought. 

After a few days I went to school with a sad face and little courage only to 

face people. When I entered the classroom, all stared at me, I was waiting for 

someone to console me, but no one did. I went straight towards my place, and 

put my head over my arms, looking to the sky and thinking of Mrs. D. „how 

shall I live without her? Who will encourage me to be a writer, though my 

condition?‟ I thought, „will I realize my dream after her death?‟ Questions were 

swiftly invading my mind. Suddenly there was a knock on the door; a man with 

square glasses entered the classroom. He had a curly, grey hair that was cut as 

the eighties‟ haircut, and with a unique style. He seemed very tidy person, and 

this was obvious from his tidy, black cloths. He was a new teacher. 

He looked at us and smiled, and then he wrote his name on the board „Mr. 

Edward Winston.‟ Then he said, „I‟m your new teacher of literature, and I‟m 

glad to see you, my students. I‟m very serious in doing my work and I like 

serious students and ambitious ones.‟ He was speaking in a leisurely way. All of 

us were astonished by this dynamic teacher. He asked abruptly, „now I want you 

to tell me your dreams?‟ He made the class active, and all wanted to say their 

dreams. But I was calm and silent, thinking of how will I say my dream, they are 

going to laugh. I looked at Mr. Winston, and how he treats them, laughs at some 

of their dream, and advises them to be more real.  

He encouraged me to think again of my dream. He turned to me, „all students 

have said their dream,‟ he went on, „and you are the only who left.‟ I looked at 
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him, and hesitated for a moment, then he added, „is everything fine, son. You 

should not be ashamed to say your dream. All of us have dreams, and no one has 

the right to prevent or mock us. I really want to know yours; you should have 

one to live for. We are created to have dream, and to fulfill it. Everyone in this 

life has a dream even the blind or the poor, each has dreams, and if you are shy 

of yours, you should have enough confidence to reveal it to people, to know who 

you are.‟ I was delighted to hear that from a teacher, he really touched my pain. 

He did not care if I am a handicap or a black, the most important was that I am a 

human being and have dream to fulfill. Mr. Winston had woken me up from 

deep fear full of darkness to a great hope full of brightness. I drew a smile on my 

lips, and felt every close door has opened with the key of my name- Omar.  

„I want to be a writer,‟ I said swiftly,‟ I want to be like Frederick Douglass, 

and write more and more about my race, about their happiness, about their 

sadness. I want to reveal every hidden truth whatever was the causes or 

consequences.‟  

He looked at me and smiled then said,‟ I appreciate your initiation and respect 

your dream; and I believe that you will work hard to get it… only with total 

confidence. Then he went on, turning to the students, „you too, should do hard 

and not waste time; enjoy your dreams and your life as well.‟  

What a wise advice he has given me! How many close doors he has opened 

for me. And what happiness he has let to invade my soul to refresh me. From 

that day on I reverted to write; and Mr. Winston was helping me to do better. He 

helped me to write articles and essays. He was surprised of my talent in writing, 

and he appreciated me a lot. After six months, I was in a very good level in 

writing as Mr. Winston. My dream is near to be true now; I felt strong enough to 

face the world with my writings. One day when I was in twelfth grade Mr. 

David Fletcher – the principle- called me for the first time.  

„Welcome Omar,‟ he said in a friendly manner; I was surprised,‟ I must 

confess‟, his voice trembled, „that I tried hard to know what the use of a black 

handicap. But I found a precious diamond that was unexpected to be found. You 

are- Omar-that diamond, you are a talented at writing and I was very surprised 

and delighted to have such talent in my school.‟ He took out a paper from the 

drawer then showed it to me, „this was your essay about “life in the wild”, you 

were present in every line in this essay, and I liked the way you‟ve described 

that wildlife. Actually no one can write such way…only talented like you, 

Omar.‟ I could not utter a word; he looked at me in a delightful way and drew a 

smile to show me that he was pleased. Then I knew the story and how my essay 

was seen by Mr. Fletcher, and that Mr. Winston was involved in this. I could not 

believe myself of being a real writer, and that some teachers liked my writings. I 

tried hard to write more essays to get more readers only to gain scholarship. I 

have sent them an article about „Racism‟ “when you feel yourself weak you call 
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your people to strengthen you, but what the use of this if we have one common 

belief that is, all of us are human beings. We are created altogether with the 

same criteria – one head, two hands – but different colours to show how 

different we are, and how talented also. We are stronger when we unite with 

neither superior nor inferior.” The reply was exceptional -a scholarship. The 

administration was delighted to have me. I felt for the first time that they did not 

care about my skin. 

I went to live with Doctor William, and those days at the orphanage have 

finished forever and the orphanage was closed. It was difficult to forget Mrs. 

Dabline, but I am walking on the road that she had paved for me.  

 I entered the university.  I have met some blacks. I was happy to interact with 

those wonderful people, and I had spent two successful years at university. I 

wrote my first novel „A Black Diamond‟. It was about a black widow woman 

who devoted her life to protect her children and to raise a white orphan girl 

despite of the difficult situation in the civil right movement. She had succeeded 

to raise that girl although she was extremely poor. My novel was quite widely 

read, and even Mr. Winston sent for me a copy appreciating this great work. 

I started working in a private press. I was writing articles about many 

subjects, but especially about the people and the students who experienced the 

harsh life during the riots of Los Angeles.  One of my articles was entitled 

„which fear we are living?‟- As Djamel said „my family, my friends and I were 

afraid to go out or even walk out in the streets. Horror was dominant in every 

soul. No one was protected or saved from the holocausts. Gun‟s shoots were 

heard many times everywhere. Life became harsh and difficult; the loss of 

friends was increasing. It was difficult even in the schools, most of the students 

held guns or knives with them, for two reasons; first for self-protection, second 

for imposition of power over other races. Perhaps you say we have freedom, but 

we don‟t even taste or feel it. From Black to Latin to Asian, to other races were 

trying to impose respect over its or your territory, even in the school. When 

alarms were heard, terror was seen in the students‟ eyes, and fights were taking 

place everywhere, but no one could stop them even the police were unable to 

stop such dirty battles. That was hard to live this way; many hearts were crying 

quietly of losing dears, and tears were kept in the eyes to do not show the 

weakness…-“This was one experience of a black young man.  I thrived in doing 

this, and even the editor was delighted for me.  

Once a day, I went to the press to give my work as usual. I waited for the 

editor because he had someone; as the door opened a very familiar face lit up, it 

was Tess‟s face. I could not believe myself that moment, I did not expect her; it 

was a long time, but she did not see me. Then I knew that she works here 

temporary. It has been a week, but she did not come. I did find nothing about 

her. After three weeks, I was desperate to go to work, but I did. At the door 
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entrance, the door suddenly opened by her – Tess – I looked at her, waiting to 

say something; she looked at me for a moment perhaps she was thinking or 

remembering my face as she saw me.  

„Excuse me, I didn‟t mean to hit your chair by the door, sir.‟ She said with her 

soft voice that brought smile to my face, even the glitter of her eyes did not 

change. She was still soft and kind. I did not want to lose the chance as I did last 

time 

 „Tess, right?‟  I said, she was astonished then she replied with smile, 

 „Yes, and who you are, sir?‟ 

„You did not remember Omar the handicap, did you?‟ 

„O…Omar, it‟s you. I can‟t believe myself, after this entire period destiny 

gathered us again. „She was happy till her tears fell down her cheeks. We have 

spoken about everything; she has told me her moving from New York and her 

returning to California. She became a journalist. „I work in the press 

temporarily.‟ She said softly, „My mother‟s cousin hired me, and I‟m covering 

social issues for now. It is really difficult work, therefore I feel sad when 

covering such matters.‟ I have told her of what had happened after she left. She 

was so sad about Mrs. Dabline‟s death. She was happy of what I am till now- a 

successful writer.  

A week later, Tess and I were going to work; suddenly a woman was calling 

„Omar…Omar!‟  I turned to see her; she added‟ you are Omar, aren‟t you?‟ Tess 

replied, „yes, he is Omar.‟ „You are Kelly‟s son.‟ I stopped her immediately, „I 

apologize, madam. I have no mother. I have been raised in an orphanage, and 

what are you saying is totally incorrect.‟ 

She tried to convince me, but Tess and I excused, and tried to get out of this 

nonsense. But the woman said, „I didn‟t want her to leave you at the hospital, 

but she couldn‟t raise you; she hadn‟t enough money to raise unexpected 

handicap child at that time.‟ We looked at her waiting for more to understand 

what the lady was saying, „she left you there because she was weak, and I 

helped her. I couldn‟t forget you when you were suffering there, between life 

and death, but she couldn‟t forget you even.‟ The lady was telling the story and 

crying at the same time, I was interested to know more about the story, because I 

felt that this lady was telling the truth, but whether of mine or not. 

„she was observing you in the orphanage till now, and she is proud of her 

famous black writer,‟ she went on, stepping towards me, ‟she told me that you 

are her son Omar, the black handicap, her only son.‟ Then the lady took my 

hand, said „she begged me to come and see you; she is asking for your 

forgiveness.‟  
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That lady put me in a very hard situation. How can I know that she was telling 

the truth? I have a mother and she is eager to see me. My real mother that I did 

not think once that I owe one; is she real?, and can I forgive her after all this 

suffering? Will I go to see her or not? These questions were occurring in my 

mind.  

The lady begged me again to give a reply, but I did say nothing. Tess took the 

lady‟s address if there would be contact. Before the lady or Miss Humphrey 

went, she looked at me and said „you, blacks, are good and kind, because I know 

you well. Omar, you have a wonderful mother and she is going to devote herself 

as Harriet in the black diamond.‟ I looked again to Miss Humphrey to know 

more even though I did not believe her. 

When I went home back the sadness was written all over my face; and Doctor 

William was surprised when Tess told him. I was all time thinking of her and 

whether this was the truth or not. After a long week, Dr. William found that 

perhaps she was my real mother when he searched for some information about 

the day of my birth. He came to me once a night, and found me in a thoughtful 

silence, ‟she is your real mother, Omar.‟ He said, breaking the deep thinking, 

„I‟m certain of that, you have to see her she is waiting.‟  

„She had waited for twenty seven years, but she couldn‟t wait for other couple 

weeks.‟ I said with an angry tone.  

„Yes, she couldn‟t. She is a mother Omar‟ he said,‟ you remember how Mrs. 

Dabline was worried about you all the time. You don‟t have to judge her 

feelings towards her only son.‟ 

„But why she didn‟t appear years earlier? Why now?‟ I asked. 

„You have to ask her this by yourself.‟ He replied. 

He tried to convince me to go and Tess did as well. But I refused then I 

approved to go at last. It is really beautiful when you find a dear person as your 

mother after long time, but it is hard to forgive when you know that this person 

already knows about you and could not step forward to see you this long time. I 

must confess that I really wanted to know and see my black mother, but I was 

afraid if I‟m not going to be touched by her. 

The day came, Doctor William, Tess and I went to Miss Humphrey‟s house. 

Both of them were happy, but I was speechless.  

When we arrived, Miss Humphrey opened the door happily. I hesitated at 

first, but then I encouraged myself to enter. 

 „I believe that you are eager to know your mother‟ she said. Of course I 

would know her face, smell, everything in her because she is my mother. 
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 Suddenly a black pretty lady entered the room; when I saw her I remembered 

her clearly. That black woman was working at the orphanage. She was one of 

the house servants there, and she was always good to me, but I have never 

thought that she would be my mother. She looked at me and shed tears; she tried 

to speak but she couldn‟t. I miss my mother; I miss the only heart that I own. I 

miss something in her that I waited for or l failed to have this long time. I‟m 

waiting someone to push me towards her, and to tell her that I love her deeply, 

but  I didn‟t think that I will forget every anger feelings, because she left me 

alone this long period. All of them were waiting for me to do something instead 

of staying still.  

„Omar,‟ she said with a soft voice, toned with happiness; her voice had 

broken the darkness of the night that I‟ve lived for a long time, ‟you are my son; 

you are the child that I bore and couldn‟t raise, but I was praying to meet you 

again, to smell the perfume that distinguishes you from other children in the 

orphanage.  You„ve been raised in front of me; when you cry I feel terribly weak 

and sad because I have nothing to give. I always tried to embrace you and kiss 

you, but I couldn‟t do either. I was always asking for forgiveness, because I left 

you alone there without any thing even… a name.‟ she was crying with 

frustration, „ I can‟t forgive myself,‟ she went on, „I worked in the orphanage to 

stay near you, just to have forgiveness from you. But now you are adult and I 

couldn‟t wait for destiny to join us again; I tried hard to find you, but it was 

difficult to say after all this long period that I‟m your mother. Omar, may I ask 

from you something?‟ I nodded. A slight grin touched her face, „please… could 

you forgive me?‟ 

 I stopped thinking that moment, and then felt relieved. I thought, „will I 

forgive her? Not because she shed tears and said few sad words, but she is really 

my mother whom I waited for long. She took care of me remotely. I looked at 

her I found in her eyes the tenderness that I need. 

 „I … I … love you mother.‟  

She ran towards me, and embraced me tightly. That was the happiest moment 

ever. In the evening, my mother told me how I was born. A very mysterious 

story I touched with my breath that time. The gloomy day of my birth, and the 

harsh life mother had lived that was beneath extreme poverty was obvious 

during the years of my life before this day. 

 „I believed that Mrs. Dabline would be happy to see you together.‟ Dr. 

William said. 

„Yes, she tried hard to see me, but unfortunately she didn‟t.‟ added my 

mother. 

 „Why Mrs. Dabline knew that you are my real mother?‟ I asked in surprise. 
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 „Yes, she knew that.‟ she replied then her voice trembled, and tears rose to 

her eyes, „she was shot wrongly when she-„ 

 Doctor William interrupted her, „no, but Omar –„he said. 

 „Let her finish.‟ I said angrily. 

 My mother continued, „she was intended to bring me to see you, because she 

knew that I was your mother. After I stopped working in the orphanage; she 

doubted that I had relation with you. So she came to my house and there were 

gun shoots there between some blacks and Asians, she was shot in the heart.‟  

Silence fell upon the room. I was surprised to know this ugly truth. Mrs. D 

died because of me. What a difficult situation I was passing through. This reality 

had made me write a poem about my white mother. 

 „O my white mother, the light of mine, the sun of mine. You‟re everyone to 

me, you are a part, and you still a part, dear to my heart. You who said life is 

white, and people are some pure and some impure, but everyone has goodness. 

You who said- Omar – my black boy, you are blessing from God, even though 

you are black and me white. You are as the light; Black outside, white inside.‟ 

Now I live with my mother after these long hard years. I proposed to Tess, 

and I got a positive reply. I had a family, and two pretty girls. I became a writer 

and I wrote many novels; my readers were asking for more.  

But you know I did not get this easily but with hard work, and the 

encouragement of many dear people. As my life was revolved around suffering, 

but I was able to cope, to live, and to smell the air of freedom and…respect, that 

is called the power of a black handicap. It is me…Omar the black handicap.  

 

 

THE END 
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