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Today we celebrate the third anniversary of thediign revolution. A milestone
that calls for reflection on those three yearshafatic action, great moments,
dashed dreams, big achievements, sacrifice anaylaétand all the components of
a human drama of the highest order. Tumultuanedj historic hours... greatness
achieved, then lost, retrieved and lost again énfély of uncertainty as the elusive
dream of building our new republic on an inclusseeiety and a system of laws
seems to be overtaken by an active war on terror.

Yesterday, four bombs killed and maimed many innbeetims in Cairo, and
destroyed part of the Museum of Islamic Art. Arbealevable jewel, one of the
finest museums in the world, irreplaceable piebestered and lost to future
generations. Umayyad artifacts, Mamluk lanternginfitd woodwork, medieval
manuscripts... some of the finest legacies of ouphysare destroyed. Itis
amazing how artifacts of bygone times should taugso deeply in the midst of
the real blood of real people, but they do. Peaptenot defined just by current
bonds; they are defined by their culture and histbtegacy. Our heritage counts.

The promoters of political Islam having lost the@gart of large parts of the public,
and having failed to undo the removal of their negji have opted for terrorism.
We are no longer talking of violence during masguelic demonstrations, we are
no longer talking of individuals killed in massigenfrontations in the street, we
are now witnessing bombs, sometimes targeted aytindols of state power,
sometimes against ordinary people, always intetaéeirorize and intimidate.

But the people are not intimidated. They demaed&pression of the fanatics by
the army and the police. The calls for law and pedel for an iron hand are
widespread, and they are demonstrating a stroagkstf determination among the
public, but they are also raising the ever-prespatter of the autocratic state and
its apparatus of repression.

The revolution started with a magnificent grandeuts waves of youthful
peaceful protesters, armed only with their coneitéi Violence and the scramble



for power tainted that greatness. Blood has bp#led. Violence has taken its
toll. And today we are locked into an epic struggletween the forces of the
Muslim Brotherhood (MB) and its Jihadist alliesdahe forces of the state being
cheered on by the vast majority of the populatéord an incessant stream of
attacks in the national media.

Today, Egypt is at a difficult cross-roads. laffirming its right to build a
democratic system where human rights shall be ctspend protected. But
forces are pulling in different directions. The $fim Brotherhood (MB) and the
Jihadists seem determined to use violence and tefitee machinery of the state is
determined to stop them. And the people with &qomad anger against the
Brotherhood and their Jihadist allies are calliogthat machinery of state to crush
them, to destroy them. They are willingly callimgon and egging on the forces of
the state. But that same machinery will also astethe forces of the autocratic
state. And there, our dreams of democracy analuar are themselves at risk.
That is the price we pay for waging a “war on teirfor wanting security at any
cost, order by any means... we risk embarking oipaesty slope towards the
autocratic state.

The terrorism of the MB and its allies will evenitydail, for ultimately terrorism
always does. But it leaves its legacy of deadraasned behind. The chaos they
try to launch, mostly at universities, brings tbecks of government to restore
order and inevitably lives are lost. Sometimesloesidents, not the police, take
on the MB and their allies. But violence still etsipwith its horrors and its
anguish, and brings sad stories of innocent liwset Wwhether police or
demonstrators. We as a nation have to end thisl sip death and destruction.

But what makes the usually mild Egyptian peoplées@e in their opposition to
the MB and its Jihadist allies? It is that whemahie to manipulate and mobilize
large enough numbers of people to publicly supih@it cause, the MB and its
Jihadist allies have turned to violence and teriMistaking the mild temper of the
average Egyptian to be a weakness that would suztoimtimidation, they
completely missed the real dimension of the unjguenomenon that is the
Egyptian Revolution. That revolution, peacefulugb it was, broke the traditional
docility of the people, broke the barrier of felaatterstwhile repressive services
had imposed. The people are no longer afraid.y Tk not be intimidated. Their
caring side is transformed into anger by the lds$deothat has become a staple of
Egyptian politics today. True, it is proportiongtéhr less than the violence that is
found in other Arab countries, but it is still aryeignificant departure from the
Egyptian norm, enough so to be recognized as atapinaly different situation.
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We are - literally — in a new world, fashioned bg events of the last three years.
It is a different Egypt.

In that different Egypt, the loss of life has takextoll... Death is the ultimate
price that a human being can pay. And today, afidat on the three years of the
revolution, | must write of terrorism and its regs®n, | must write of death.

So how can one write of events that bring represama death and threaten even
more? How can we communicate the passion and tuthalchaos and purpose
that gives crowds their character and individulaésrtresolve? O to be able to
write in a strict, distant prose in a swift and ampromising manner that feels like
sudden death... a surprise, yes for death alwaysuspaise, even when it is
expected. For it is the finality of death thatmises us. For we continue to
advance, day to day, in the narrative of life, thiet dead have aborted their
narrative in mid-sentence so to speak.

Every life is precious. Every death touches marartse

Death and its aftermath:

People react differently to death. Not death eadbstract, but death of a loved
one, especially the death of someone young whitiésl kn the flower of youth,
without warning. And every death is connected smynlives, and it affects each
of them.

Families and friends can perhaps find in themsealve&£motional resources to
cope with the pain of separation in the case @igori and may even be able to
marshal the tenderness and support that can helpawe the legacy of prison,
but they have no recourse to deal with the finalitgeath, except grief and
mourning. Some scream and walil as if to exor¢isedevilish anger and searing
pain they feel. Others keep it locked up in sikeand sadness, a veritable miracle
of restraint. But wherever you look, wherever i@ence took its toll, the grief of
mourning in all its searing agony, writhing incokece, painful confusion, and
frustrated anger is there....

The process of mourning the dead creates a bondntethby the grief that binds
together the dead and the living they leave behiritb me, the manner of
mourning is important. | remain convinced thas imost true and powerful when
it occurs in the dignity of internal reflection, tria the practiced forms of public
howling and crying in a ritualized process. Thsseietally sanctioned rituals have



even developed a professional caste of performkosemsure for the grieving
family that there is enough wailing at a commemueatvent for the departed.
But whatever the manner of its expression, the ggieeal. It is palpable. It leaves
scars on the living.

Egypt has had more than its share of such deathradsh in the last few years,
and every one of them needs to be accounted foreelds to be properly
investigated, with the responsible parties brougla court of law. We cannot
simply turn a blind eye to the loss of life. Evényman life is precious, and the
murder and mayhem of terrorism cannot be justifiesnatter what the political
cause the terrorists are trying to advance. Kjlamd maiming innocent people
can never be justified.

It is usually the young who die in such conflici&/hether they are the ones who
strap explosives to themselves or who shoot andtareat. Whether they serve in
uniform or are caught in the crossfire. The mothegep for their sons; the fathers
are shattered. Parents expect to be buried biydhilren, not to have to bury
their offspring. It is the most devastating loBse lives unlived, the dreams
unfulfilled, the story of a life’s journey aborted its very beginning, in the flower
of youth.

The siblings and friends are also overwhelmed byldks and shaken to the core.
For in youth we feel invincible, we think deathfas away in the future. Now it
becomes close and personal.

There is a finality in death that is insurmountalilee loss, even if expected after a
long iliness, is still a painful and difficult tration. It forces us to confront our
own mortality, our own lives. And the loved onevesa a vacuum in our lives. But
the loss of the flower of youth brings pain andemgpt just sadness and grief.

Egypt has had a lot of that pain and anger indkethree years, and at an
accelerating pace in the last few months. Mothargibg their sons in Northern
Sinai, or receiving the coffins of bodies of offis&and service men killed in action
there; wondering “Why? Why him?”

The pain. The anger. These are deep felt emoti@tdduch all those who lose a
loved one. But all of us feel another form of pamd anger. The pain of dreams
unfulfilled, the anger at feeling that our revotutihas been betrayed, time and
again. The dreams of freedom, social justice amdamn dignity for all has eluded
us in successive regimes. The dream of an inadysaticipatory democratic
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republic that involves all and protects all as égitezens in a system of just laws
remains elusive. Economic well-being, a boomingneeny with opportunities for
youth to find gainful and dignified employment, HBeen promised but remains
feasible, but just beyond reach. The millions c¢mployed youths that swell our
cities were the prime artisans of our peaceful fEppwer movements, those
human waves that surprised our rulers and imprassedorld. Today many of
them have been manipulated into becoming the spadrbf the forces of
disruption of the Muslim Brotherhood and its Jilsdillies, wreaking havoc in
universities and desperately trying to show thay ttan disrupt the pattern of
normal life and activity, or even the cannon fodakthe acts of terrorism that
punctuate the Brotherhood’s campaign for politmalver after the removal of
President Morsi.

The pain and the anger that spreads in Egypt lildive, is mobilizing the
Egyptian people against the Brotherhood and itsdigt allies and is strengthening
calls for ever stronger actions against them. ddlls are morphing from concern
for stamping out terror into demanding a strongdh@mot directly an iron fist, to
rule the country and crush them. And there’s tle Buch governments may well
succeed in the appointed task of destroying thee®of terrorism, but they
invariably limit our democratic processes, and lemgle our conceptions of a state
devoted to freedom and pluralism.

The pain and the anger motivate the calls for swtions. And the horror of
terrorism and its destructive violence and the &asim of its actions does require
a state capable of providing basic safety foritigens. But beware the vortex of
violence and the slippery slope of necessary shisttcThis is not just about
Egypt, but about all states that have found, orfimidl, themselves confronted with
the challenge of dealing with terror and those whoose violence as a means of
advancing their political agenda.

The Vortex of Violence: the Downward Spiral of Repression:

Political regimes dealing with opponents who hasepted violence as a means of
pushing their political agenda have to be firm asd force. But that usually also
puts them in the difficult position of having tougge, monitor and judge how harsh
their own forces should be. Violence by opponéuntss to terrorism, and
terrorism can never be justified, no matter whatghblitical agenda. It must be
dealt with firmly, for every citizen has a basiaimn right to safety.



But not all opponents of the regime, not even mb#hose who are active
members in the opposing movement, are terroriafisere and how does the
decision-maker draw the line? It is tempting tstify harsh measures against that
opposition by asserting that they were planningglotting the killing and

maiming of innocent citizens. Some undoubtedly weéd¢hers may have
sympathized with their cause but had misgivingauabte methods they wanted to
use. Others, doubtless more numerous, simply aihnige with the cause in very
general terms. Still others were not involved wita cause but were opposed to
the regime in power, and thus found themselves mgadbommon cause with those
who advocated, and even executed, terrorist acts.

But just as rounds of cyclical violence betweerdfeg tribes claims a basis in
previous rights denied, or previous assaults bydtweer party”, the regime and its
opponents enter into that treacherous terraineatish of destroying that which
they claim to protect and defend. Soon blood flowdoth sides. Soon calls for
harsh measures initially to stem the flow of blotbdn to break the back of those
who plan the violence are commonplace. Then tihghhaeasures begin. They
initially are cheered on by crowds tired of insdétyuand demanding law and order.
But the violence of the opposition soon turns tooiesm, and the harsh measures
of the regime soon extend not just to those caungthte act, but more broadly to
those who support them. The deadly machinerymssion starts taking hold.

The decision-makers become embarked on a slipjmpg svhere soon speed picks
up and you can neither stop, nor slow down, noo§etlt takes a very able and
self-assured hand to steer a course that balameekfterent concerns well, and
gauges the dose of harshness to keep focused aa Wil avoid the spilling of
innocent blood, and to keep it bound by the norfmastice, and to mete out
justice tempered by mercy and compassion.

Most regimes rarely succeed at that. Confronteddposition that turns to
violence and terrorism, they succeed in stoppiegvtblence and in stamping out
the terrorism, but they do so at enormous mordal eosl with a loss of the
legitimacy of their actions by the excesses ofrthgents. Even when there is a
watchful press and an active political oppositiod a well-informed public,
excesses do occur. Vast numbers are deprive@infiftbedom on the flimsiest of
reasons, and worse, far worse, despite what tfa tlexts say, the merciless logic
of the downwards spiral of repression takes hola frisoners are questioned,
then abused and ultimately tortured.

Enlightened Despots and the Road of No Return:




Whether or not those who control political powemnteal it, they now find
themselves at the helm of an increasingly autaceatd repressive regime. That
paves the way to dictatorship. Dictators are songt claimed to be enlightened
despots, but to me the emphasis has to be on tttledespot. Despotism is the
opposite of democracy, and it has never been caobhpatith respect of human
rights. Soon the autocratic regime throws itswder, captures more and more of
the opposition that it can label as terroristseordrist-sympathizers. Soon all
opposition is suspect.

Soon the numbers in the prisons increase. Tlghtgiare violated in the name of
national security. Itis a road of no return. Theees of reason must stop the ship
of state from embarking on that journey. If nbgde violations, initially few, will
become common, and then they become the norm.

Opposition, any opposition is soon considered urgiat and even treasonous.
The dream of pluralism and inclusion and of buiddihe mechanisms of
democracy to allow a chorus of views to enrich putbéébate and engage the
nation, fades away. Opposing views are censdpescussion is derided as
indecision and debate as obstruction. Insteadyubhsuit of unification around
national purpose is hailed as salvation. Thabnatipurpose is what the
government says it wants for the good of the cqunél those who oppose it are
now not just suspect, but enemies to be crush#tkiname of national security
and society’s interest.

TheHorror of Repression:

In invoking national security and the vague conaéphe interests of society, the
door is opened to moving from firmness in enfording law to repression.
Opposing views are marginalized then outlawed. édiss derided then forbidden.
Order has to prevail, and grey men who operatendehinery of the state start to
wield enormous power that they never earned fraptiblic they claim to

protect.

Security services are the same everywhere. Thaduath suspicion at all who
disagree as the potential fomenters of troubléh@potential artisans of terror.
Imperfect evidence is sufficient, due processnsucnvented. Soon the innocent
join the guilty in the prisons. Treatment in thespns worsens, and confessions
are extracted from the incarcerated to justifyrtivearceration.
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The renunciation of what the prisoner believedhe,necessary breaking of the
person’s will to get him or her to admit the erobtheir ways, is the stuff of
dictatorships based on political ideology. It wae stuff of Stalinism at its worst
in the Moscow trials of the 1930s, so vividly depat by Arthur Koestler’'s
appropriately named “Darkness at Noon”, where reration and self-
denunciation was a necessary prelude to the indeiexecution. Itis as if the
tyrants needed to have confirmation that they wigig in the murder of their
opponent, or that at least they would use that betrayal by the prisoner of all
they had stood for as not only denial of self-wphiit a demonstrable proof to
their comrades opposing the regime that they ngdodeserved their support. No
martyrs allowed.

But that is precisely why the approach to dealimiy wpponents driven by a
powerful political ideology cannot be based solatystrength and coercion.
Knowing this, the prisoners will find inner strehgtto withstand psychological
pressure and even physical pain, far longer thgorewould expect.

| once asked a colleague who, in his youth, had beprisoned and tortured; why
not just give the jailers all they want immediateBdter all, everybody has a
threshold, after which that confession or informativould be torn from them, and
the torturers, sadists all, would not tire out megup before that threshold was
reached. So it made eminent and rational sengiwedhem what they want and
avoid the agony and the horror that was to comat @ast to minimize it.

His answer was compelling. It is not a case obratl argument here. Itis an
emotional response to an extreme situation. Rejusi give in is not a matter of
bravado but a case of trying to deny the jaileesrthictory and maintaining the
dignity of the prisoner. By affirming their potal belief in the face of coercive
force and brute power, the prisoners were screathmigrejection of that barbaric
state that would do this to its own citizens, aadydits agents, the jailers, the
satisfaction of hearing their positions “justifieldy the self-incrimination of the
prisoners. It was the last desperate attemptdiseticonfronting the abyss to seek
to affirm remnants of human dignity for the prisomdio has been stripped of
everything.

Prisoners who have been abused and even tortweph bdack into society. They
are never the same as when they went in. Somel®arebroken. A few have
reflected and become wiser. Others are simply roawéious. Most are as
headstrong as the day they were imprisoned, dsfidafending the worth of the
cause they suffered for, and feeling more committat ever because of the price



9

they have had to pay, and because of the horratshtey were forced to endure by
the agents of the state they oppose.

The L egacy of Violence:

Egypt’s revolution has been claiming a number afnglives, and an even larger
number ravaged, if not totally destroyed, by impmisient, which not only creates
a mark on their records that they will carry foe tiest of their lives, but also — and
perhaps more importantly — changes their outlookfen Prison does that. It robs
the interned of their idealism and their innocernicdestroys their dreams and
leaves behind largely embittered souls. Seldons goison result in socially
rehabilitating a person of criminal inclination.ll ke more so, when that person is
incarcerated for political reasons.

Whether they were incarcerated as part of theipaliconfrontations or whether
they are the hapless families of those who digbdeahands of the terrorists or state
agents, grief and sadness give way to a demarskfting scores.

The anger at past misdeeds, combines with theedeswash away the anger
through the pursuit of justice, and the two grot ia fern of a thousand leaves
each promising redress, solace, and closure.

Yet with the passage of time, justice shows that ot the same as vengeance.
And the fern-leaves of the past wither, yellow d@ngl The drive for justice is
gradually replaced by the desire for revenge. e dince bright green leaves
become brown and lifeless.

And the anger and the desire for vengeance lears sa the living that are fuel
for resurgent hatreds.

O how mean the vengeful are.

O how embittered they become.

A sense of justice denied drives them to denygast those who hurt them.
The cycle of violence and of hatred feeds on seehrigs

We need to learn from the noblest of our peersdhwaho were able to transcend
personal tragedy to turn their hands and theirggegat building a better future.
For in truth there is no fulfillment in hatred arevenge. For revenge is an empty
promise. The reason to seek revenge is sometoseslthe fog of hatred of that
unjust other, who once upon a time caused us pairgaef and even agony.
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Punishment becomes the purpose of the quest. tleinge be rained upon the
head of those who initiated the violence. Let tteerffier as we, their victims,
suffered once so long ago. The causes, the reabensistifications, are all there.
Pressed like a dried fern-leaf in the pages obtiek of memory, it is there, but
when you return to it, it is dead, brittle, andaklas into dust... so do not be afraid
to confront the memories, to transcend them.

Transcend them to what?

Listen to the Better Angels of our Nature:

Remember the early days of the revolution. Remernfieegrandeur and nobility
of the peaceful demonstrations that stunned thédvemd brought to life dreams of
better tomorrows. It is now three years since axeHaunched our revolution.
Many young people have paid with their lives fag thursuit of their dreams,
whatever these dreams were. But the dead ararstihg us, not just in the
grieving of those who loved them, but in the burtiegy pose to our memory.

This is a classical dilemma. Soyinka, a surviviathe Nigerian civil war, bears
witness to this excruciating tension that comea$#osensitive ones who witnessed
and participated in the events where comrades iamahies lost their lives.
Soyinka wrote in his inimitable style of the “Theilen of Memory” and “The
Muse of Forgiveness”. He showed how those who wersent must bear witness
to the sufferings of the victims of the conflictslt.is almost criminal to think of
forgetting them and moving on. To forgive and &rgrould be a form of treason.
And yet, societies must be able to move on. Tlwot live in the past forever.
They must turn the page and create the new. Tseo§ite fathers should not be
visited on the sons... and because of that Soyird@watites of the “Muse of
Forgiveness” and the tension that it creates wghnecessary and unavoidable
“Burden of Memory”.

And the two are there together. Frustratinglyheziwill go away. It is easy to
succumb to the pull of memory with its rending d¢ati closure and its siren’s song
of justice and revenge. Yet we know that we ntiisik of the future. We cannot
live in the past forever. That innate dualismlbftangs will remain within us, but
the better angels of our nature tell us that liteiter to let the wheels of justice
guided by the due process of law deal with the mwals few and to forgive the
many who may at some time, or even now, have sywgeat with them. That is
the path of national reconciliation and the onlyhpa build a future for our
children. The path that the better angels of @tunme call on us to follow.
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Even more, the great figures in our history alluelso: The muse of forgiveness
that exists within each of us is awakened and gthemed by reflecting on their
example. Jesus calling forth to forgive his enatier they know not what they
are doing”. The Prophet Muhammad entering Mectsa gkars of conflict with

its inhabitants declaring a general amnesty for &hd among our own too mortal
politicians Lincoln freeing the slaves and covenmth a blanket amnesty all those
who caused and fought against the Union in the AsaerCivil War. Gandhi
reminding us that pursuing a policy of “an eyedareye” will make everyone
blind. Mandela despite the horrors of Apartheidnes out of prison after 27 long
years, not for revenge, but to dismantle Aparthestiablish democracy and bring
about the reconciliation of his people. Restomjustice by having the Truth and
Reconciliation Commission hear the victims and rédbeir grievances, but allow
for reconciliation and rebuilding a new “Rainbowtida”.

Or the “dreamers” like Monet and Schumann, whomaghort years after the
massive slaughter of World War Il could articulateision of a single Europe,
where a community of nations would collaborate prakper in peace and
democracy, outlawing war among their people. Amaytsucceeded, for within a
generation, young people in France and Germanylcmtlimagine that their
countries would ever go to war against each other.

No action is complete, and imperfection is theolioall our human attempts. But
we know within our hearts that ultimately we in Bgylike others who came

before us and others to come after us, will havteatescend the violence and move
on to national reconciliation. But is our publeady to listen to such thoughts
now? Or is the war on terror taking its toll in @l@mand for a strong and muscular
path to put an end to the chaos and the killinglamty about a return to normality
and security?

The Seduction of Ambition, the Corruption of Power

The political leaders of a country with a vast aogverful army, and a well-
established police force and security apparatpeaally when called forth with a
popular mandate to stamp out terrorism, bring lsakility and launch the country
on a road to prosperity, have all doors open tmth&hey often want to emulate
the great leaders who have put their stamp onigteri of their countries.
Legitimate ambitions, no doubt, but that give arripg to the artisans of the

black arts of conspiratorial politics, the Machiéie& grey eminences who can

only flourish in the shadow of the leader. It@&gwsuch people, and there are many
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of them, the opening to insinuate themselves ardmdeader, and to keep all
other voices away from his ears. They control sste the leader. Praetorian
guards or their modern equivalent, they createandircle around the leader
controlled by gatekeepers from among themselvesy Kkep the leader in a
bubble, harping on the historic moment that calis to greatness, if only he
would consolidate his power here, and pull in thpasition there. A nip and a
tuck, and a consolidation of power here and a fg3wn of dissent there... all in
the name of realizing their destiny to achieve gress. The media, no longer a
watchdog, but a propaganda machine, reinforcesrauphifies that call that the
leader is the indispensible man at the historic ewtrrand who really has no
ambition for himself, only for the country. No pensl gain, it is for the vast and
underprivileged masses that he speaks. Ambitios tiinly disguised is still very
seductive, for we all want to believe that we arng out of noble motivations
and for altruistic purposes to serve the publienast. And who does not want to
leave a legacy of great achievements for his cguartd his people?

But the seduction of ambition is invariably follosvby its twin: the corruption of
power. As Lord Acton famously said: “Power corsy@nd absolute power
corrupts absolutely”. And it does.

The persons who are corrupted by the processiofyralver others are not innately
evil. They usually begin as honest men, with arédsi accomplish things that

they believe to be in the public interest. And ngvpower, they use it. Then they
encounter opposition from equally well-meaning passwho have different views
on how to serve the interests of the people, ante8mes it is difficult to find a
common meeting ground. Sometimes it is difficalbfive to explain and gain
support of the many, especially in dealing witthtacal issues. Both sides may be
motivated by purely patriotic and altruistic reasoout the one wielding power has
a shortcut way to enforce his views.

That is where the danger lies. The more the parspower finds that they can
more easily get their way by imposing restrictiansl compulsions on others, the
greater the strain on their own morality. As tppetite for using force against
people increases, the leader believes in the utignable wisdom of their desired
course of action. Such leaders not only ceasedorbe accountable in any
meaningful way, they also tend to increasingly sund themselves with advisers
who not only share their general viewpoint, but winast also be seen as slavishly
loyal to the leader. Such advisors and assiststsseem to derive a peculiar
pleasure from forcing others to obey their ordérgends and supporters are
appointed to easy jobs of questionable necessity.
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Corruption sets in. Artificial jobs are created floose supporting the regime.
Ventures are given monopolies or land transaci@wasllowed to benefit the well-
connected who in turn share their ill-gotten gauits the Leader and/or his
cronies. Loans from public entities are given aadrapaid. Prestige projects take
precedence over the basic necessities of the pesoplan all this the opposition is
silenced by the exercise of power, which prevenysmeaningful accountability.
Elections become rituals of reaffirming power todd who already possess it. The
leader and his surrounding elite lose their abtlitylistinguish between what is
morally right and what is politically expedienthd@ regime is thoroughly corrupt.
That is how unchecked power corrupts those whodwiel

That is why the systems of governance we seekristagct are not those that are
designed to make exceptional men shine, but th@geotdinary persons cannot
destroy. For it takes an extraordinary individisatome into power and resist the
seductive call of personal ambition and rejectdmeupting influence of the
exercise of power. Sometimes, providence does aeration such a man, as it did
with George Washington at the time of founding thited States. His exemplary
restraint made a government of laws possible, nta@leeparation of powers a
reality.

A Providential L eader?

In its hour of anger and loss, Egypt is turningsteneral Abdel Fattah El Sissi,
who has just been given the title of Field Marshal] who is leaving his post as
head of the Armed Forces to become a candidatbéqrresidency under the
newly approved constitution. Barring some totalhforeseeable event, it is a
foregone conclusion that he will sweep the polla iandslide. He will become
Egypt’s next elected president.

He will face enormous challenges and he will néedstupport of one and all to
deal with the violence in our streets, the coriupin our highest offices, the
neglect of our institutions, and the shameless®sfto circumvent the law. Will
he indeed be the strong and visionary leader whswiround himself with ability
and talent and meet these challenges and guide Bgypnd the current crisis in
our land? 1| sincerely hope so.

Will he be the rare providential man, who will shidve restraint of a George
Washington, and allow a nation of laws to emergthar than succumb to the
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seduction of ambition and the corruption of powst the autocratic state and its
repressive machinery can so skillfully nurture®inkcerely hope so.

For the sake of Egypt and the Egyptian people, mdwe suffered much and still
pursue that elusive dream of an inclusive pluralsbciety, will he be the leader
who can end terror and then lead our national r&bation? | sincerely hope so.

Will he be able to deal with the deeper issueshhse riven the body politic of
Egypt , and which have created anxiety among alers| aimlessness amongst our
unemployed youth, and a vacuum of virtual despawrag the many who look to
religion not for political guidance but to give emmer meaning of their lives? |
sincerely hope so.

Forever Renewed, Forever Young:

But whatever happens, | am certain that Egypt basedo a cross-road. The tide
of political Islam has been stopped. The Islamisfect is receding, but the
specter of the autocratic state and its repressaehinery is rising anew. It may
be tamed by our new constitution, our new leaddram new parliament and a
reinvigorated judiciary. The elusive dream of acluisive pluralistic society may
be ultimately at hand. But it may not. And anotwave of youthful Egyptians
will have to reignite the torch of freedom and |¢laél country anew, now or a
generation from now.

Youthful dreams shape our views, our hopes and make purpose to create a
better world, a world of beauty and of justice aghity. | was myself a child of
the sixties, where these dreams lit up the plaoet Paris to Cairo, from the
campuses of America to the lands of Africa, from filelds of Asia to the favelas
of Latin America. Dreams that did translate irfte €nd of colonialism, the end of
apartheid and significant advances in human rightswomen'’s rights
everywhere.

Yet when we grow up, many of us find ourselves dastipn maintaining the
conventional, the passé, and the bourgeois vahag¢sve once detested, despised
or dismissed. Those who scoffed at the absurdityoofgeois values see their own
world transformed into bourgeois absurdity. Retioharies with beards and long
hair, tie-died t-shirts and jeans, became the C&f@srporations, bankers,

political leaders and bureaucrats that they onspided and attacked. Rebellious
youngsters become parents of rebellious youngstessuch is the cycle of the
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generations. And every generation brings forthiitssamers and its
revolutionaries.

Our youth, are the real guardians of the valudaiafanity. They reinvigorate
revolutionary fervor every generation and they dreew dreams suited to their
times. They have shown their mettle in these thezgs of the Egyptian
revolution. | have always had an abiding faitlyauth, and | continue to do so.
Like Robert Frost, | say:

Now | am old my teachers are the young.

What can’t be molded must be cracked and sprung.
| strain at lessons fit to start a suture.

| go to school to youth to learn the future.

Youth, yes, but also the young at heart. Yeang wrankle the skin, but to give
up our ideals wrinkles the soul. The years may noarkface, diminish our
physical vigor, whiten our hair and limit our eygsi, but we can remain young at
heart... for you are:

As young as your faith, as old as your doubt;

As young as your dreams; as old as your cynicism;
As young as your self-confidence, as old as yaarr; fe
As young as your hope, as old as your despair.

You will remain young as long as you believe in leauty of your dreams, as
long as you believe in hope, cheer and courage.y Dybu give in to pessimism,
and lose your heart to cynicism, then, and oniy tlaee you grown old. And then,
indeed as Douglas MacArthur said... “You just fadegaw

And the Egyptian revolution itself is still youndf. is only three years old. Much
remains ahead, unwritten in the book of time. \@hat the future holds, | know
that it is only by holding on to the values of humtlignity for all, equality for all,
liberty for all and creating the institutions ofepublic of laws based on freedom
and participation that the promise of the revolutigll be redeemed, its dreams —
at least partially — fulfilled. And | know thatig the Egyptian youth of today and
tomorrow who will make it happen.

XXXXXXXXXXX  END  XXOXOOXXXXXX
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