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Come one come all!

He called everyone nearby to gather around me. He called them in a merry voice as if it was the 
carnival, not a market of the dark ages. The year may be 2010, but to me, to people like me, 
heck to humanity, it is the dark ages. I could honestly say I had not foreseen this fate. From all  
of the possible outcomes of journeying throughout life, this wasn't a future to be expected by 
anyone. I imagined war, death, meaningless death of course, but death nonetheless. Still, this 
was one reality I had overlooked. I would escape the moment to live another, but I couldn't, at 
least not when I'm chained to a poll like an animal.

Don't miss the opportunity, seize it!

Opportunity? He speaks of this horrible degrading event as if it was a chance for something 
grand, something that would enlighten another's life and make it better. He speaks of this as if it  
was a great moment by which he could make the world a better place to live in. This makes no 
sense whatsoever, because to me, this is nothing other than the reign of retardation. Because of 
this event, the dark ages seem kind and more civilized than 2010. Certainly the people must see 
things the way they are … Perhaps to some, this is sane. From the looks of it, there appears to be 
a number of interested buyers. I see a man with a round figure and a long mustache bugging his 
eyes on me; I see a young lady dressed like a spoiled princess scanning me through her Gorge 
Armani orange shades to see if  I'm worth her easy-gained money and useless time.  They're 
gathering around me with their eyes checking me out as if I was an item, not a human being.

An Arab slave!

Lair. A kidnapped man would be more correct. Not one of my ancestors was a slave. Still, it 
hurts to hear those words. Hearing those words hurt more than the beating I got day and night 
before I was chained to this humiliating stage. An Arab slave, how insulting. Even the name 
Arabs is insulting. Arabs. The word, it contains hatred and prejudiced from the moment it was 
launched, probably because they named us instead of us choosing our own name. What's wrong 
with Arabians? I grew up thinking of myself as an Arabian boy, not an Arab. I wonder how 
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they'd  feel  if  we  changed  their  name  to  a  hideous  one  and  it  stuck.  An  Arab  slave,  how 
degrading.  We  were  once  on  top  in  every  field.  In  science,  they  would  come  to  us;  in 
constructing societies and man-made laws, they would come to us; in knowing more about life 
and death, they would come to us. Still, even when we were on top, we did not condescend on 
others. We always saw man as equal regardless of race, gender or class. We had never looked 
down at anyone let alone abducted them. I guess this comes to show how much human beings 
differ, and how monstrous they can be.

He's healthy and lively, physically speaking of course!

Does he mean that I'm mentally damaged? That I'm insane and he's sane? What kind of a sane 
person comes with a squad at night to a man's own home and kidnaps him from his family? 
Without any warning or so much as a reason, he came and abducted a peaceful man. Even if it 
was for money, is that remotely sane?

Work him day and night.

He said it without any compassion. What am I? Am I not a human being? Do I not bleed when 
you pierce me? Am I made of stone? Or am I some sort of animal? Yes, that's how they see 
people that are different from them, strange animals that must be overworked and used to the 
fullest without any compassion or remorse. But even if they do see me as an animal, don't I get  
any rights at all? Even animals have rights. No, I suppose to them we are lower than animals. To 
them, we're probably freaks of nature. What have I done to deserve this? All I ever wanted in 
life was peace with my family. I never hurt anyone, and if I did then I apologize. In fact, I'm 
willing to pay for it with money, I have loads in my bank account. I'll pay, what ever the price 
is, I'll pay … but not my life. Children cannot grow up right without their father; a child has to  
have a father; a wife needs her husband.

He's yours, at a very cheap and reasonable price!

Cheap? Human lives are cheap? No wonder why he's who he is, he has no value for human 
lives. I wonder if the others can see who the real freak here is, me or him.

$30!

The crazy son of a ***** did it! He actually did it! He placed a price on a human life! … So, a 
human life finally comes down to 30 bucks. Oh, right, I forgot, it's only us Arabs that are worth  
so little. I went to Yale and worked hard to become a CEO of Headfirst Industries only to be 
sold at a measly 30 bucks. If only mother could see her son now. The real irony here is that the 
watch I was wearing when I was kidnapped was worth at least double that price.
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Don't think of it as spending 30 bucks on worthless trash, but think of it as an investment!

Investment? What's he blabbering about? I know that he hadn't gone to college because of his 
carrier position, but what about high school? I doubt he even finished school at all. Back when I 
was a student, bullies like him picked on nerds like me, and now, after 20 years, monsters like 
him still pick on decent people like me. Is it ever going to be my turn to shine, or is life always  
going to be unfair to small people like me? I might look like worthless trash right now, but its 
only because of my awful appearance. Its not my fault that my abductor refuses to give me clean 
cloth or allows me to wash up. I've been in this inhumane state for about a week now, and, 
although my abductor is able to stand up right and speak, I doubt that he is human. After all,  
would a human treat another like the way he treated me?

I see you raising a hand, my fellow man, but do I hear a 40?

A buyer. Hmm, it appears that this really is the dark ages after all. I wonder what the police 
would say about this illegal activity.  Oh right,  I forgot, they're the ones who permitted this 
auction in the first place. If this society really finds this 'auction' acceptable, then I understand 
what Emily Dickinson meant when she wrote 'Much Madness is Divinest Sense'.

Can he make bombs? A man asked. 
There's only one way to find out, $40! My abductor replied.

That hurts. I've never seen a bomb in real life let alone build one. I wouldn't even know a thing 
about them if it wasn't for Call of Duty or Loony Toons. I see the problem with these people, 
they've obviously read too much dime stories. Stereotyping and racism are the elements which 
brought me here … If there was only a way to make them see that I'm just like them. No, I take  
that back. They are monsters, I'm nothing like them. Still, in this millennium one would think 
that it is possible to communicate with distant societies through words. Sadly, I found out the 
hard way that such a root is impossible to establish. Ever since I was abducted, every time I 
opened my mouth in attempt of reasoning, I was either hit by a wooden bat, punched like a 
punchbowl, or kicked with my abductor's boot. I received the beating for opening my mouth, I 
wonder what would've happened if I tried to move. Every time I was struck, I lost something 
more important than spilled blood and broken bones, but my will to speak. Now, I know better.  
These barbarians are incapable of communicating with people from the outside world, the only 
means of communication they possess is hostility. Robed of the freedom of speech, my thoughts 
are all what remains. 

I got 40, but do I see a 50?

Greed. That's the only sick craving that is driving this lunatic. Even though the bidding is high, 
he aims for more. I feel sorry for him. I know I should be furious at him, and I am, but at the 
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same time I pity him. Money is all what he knows. Money is his friends, his family, his life and, 
sadly, his world. What an idle and horrible existence he leads. I suppose that is what one would 
feel if he lived an empty life free of love. From the time he spent with me, I assume he has no 
wife, no children, no brothers or sisters, and probably no mother or father. Like insects, they 
breed without wedlock then live on without acknowledging their  off-springs.  My life might 
seem horrible and ugly now, but it is far more beautiful than he could ever imagine.

Ah, 70! Well done, my good gentleman,

He doesn't even know the meaning of the word gentleman. People like him should be locked up 
behind bars, not me. Humans amuse me on how they make decisions according to one's blood or 
difference in pigmentation. Because an idiot was born in their society, he is thought of as a 
respectable member, whereas a good man would be sold as a slave because he was born in 
another society. Humans amuse me. Throughout history we see how they reacted towards others 
from  different  races  or  regions,  but  those  distinctions  were  eliminated  before  the  new 
millennium,  yet,  we  see  those  distinctions  make  a  comeback  regardless  of  everything  and 
history itself. If there's anything I've learned from human behavior, it's that people never learn. 
Humans amuse me, they really do.

Ah, the gentlemen in the back, 75, is it? $75!

Wow, 75 bucks. I had no idea that I was desired so much. 75 bucks. That's even cheaper than 
the meal I had with my family on Eid. I suppose one in my state could either cry or laugh at his  
ridiculous situation. I refuse to cry.

What does he eat? A man asked.
Anything you feed him! $70! My abductor replied.

I'll eat anything they feed me? What am I, a duck? No, a pig in their eyes. Sadly, it would be 
true. I haven't eaten anything for days and would gobble up dry dirty bread if it was thrown at 
me. It's degrading, but my dignity isn't worth the cruel starvation. During the last week, I had no 
food given or water offered to me, but I endured and survived. I'm not sure how much more 
time I  have left,  but  I  refuse to surrender anymore.  He could beat  my body but will  never 
destroy my soul. I might not be able to escape from the physical restraints, but the mental ones 
are at my disposal. As long as I live, for whatever time I have rest, I won't give in.

Going once … going twice … sold! Sold for the gentlemen in the back for $75!

Sold. This means this episode of my life is over. Whether it becomes better or bitter depends on 
my owner. My owner, words I never thought I would say, even in my mind. Still, I refuse to 
contaminate my thinking with this negative thinking. Man is born free, lives free and was meant 
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to die free. I will maintain those three somehow, but for now, I must live as my life is presented 
to me. I wonder how my life will be like? Will I have to suffer more than I already have? Or 
will  I be lucky to find peace,  and perhaps,  see my family again.  I  won't  be optimistic,  nor 
pessimistic, but I will be strong. I have to live the moment until I can walk on my own again, 
then I will search for my family. For now, I can't, no mustn't, think about them. I suppose that 
this is human nature, they lose what they do not value, and I did not value any of these things 
before they were taken from me. Money, food, cloth, family, and as ridiculous as it may seem, 
freedom. 

***
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This is a dark tale about an abducted man of a high prestige and a 
loving family. He was abducted not because of his social standings, nor 
was it because of his personality or beliefs, but because of his skin 
color ... 

“auction” is written by Yousef A. Mustafa. For more information 
regarding this text, please contact me at q8bkman@gmail.com. Kuwait Book is licensed under a Creative Commons 
Attribution-Noncommercial-No Derivative Works 3.0 Unported License. To fully understand the terms of the license,  
please visit: http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/3.0. Kuwait, 2010. 

7


