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Police come into town. When they arrive anyone who has 
anything to do with this artifact will be in a lot of trouble...
especially you. Chief Rensoir bends with the rules to keep 
this town in order, but when the reinforcements arrive they 
don’t have to be nice. In fact they won’t be. They don’t have 
to try and restore order after their job is done. They just want 
their artifact. It will be chaos for everyone...especially the 
person with the artifact. You’ll either be caught and executed 
or you’ll just have to hush up that artifact for the next five 
years while the ruckus dies down. That’s a large sword of 
Damocles over your head for a long time. You don’t have 
enough time to fool around.”
	 “That is ok. I will sell to Savid tomorrow if that is the 
case.”
	 Sylvia prepared to argue with this but then held herself 
back and smiled. “Alright,” she paused, “I will pay twenty-
one thousand.”
	 “Mistress!” protested Afiz, “This is outrageous. We 
should not cater to him. Let’s take him at gunpoint and force 
him to tell us where it is.”
	 “Afiz. That wouldn’t be very diplomatic. Besides, it 
would be most likely that he would not co-operate and we’d 
have to shoot him. That wouldn’t do for anyone.”
	 “But Mistress!”
	 “That’s quite enough, Afiz.” Afiz quieted down. “Is it a 
deal, Mr. El Adiz?”
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	 “Most certainly. But we must arrange to meet somewhere 
to make the transaction.”
	 “Yes. Somewhere inconspicuous,” Sylvia said, wishing 
to grin but holding it back in front of Habibi. “I suggest the 
desert. It is the favoured area of all illegal transactions...and 
thankfully there is no embargo out into the dessert or for 
returning…well, aside for the locals, but the police hardly 
very effective keeping everyone in place. Especially during 
this mess. There would be few there to see us, less to catch 
us and still fewer to stop us.”
	 Habibi stroked his mustache. “Very good. The desert is 
my territory of passion.”
	 “Good. Then let us discuss our plans...” Sylvia sat herself 
down in her chair and they spoke as the moon slowly arched 
into the night.
          

	 Rensoir called his second in command into the office.
	 “Yes sir?”
	 “I have it on good authority that Habibi left into the desert 
this morning…”
	 “Again sir?”
	 “Yes, again. No doubt he hid something out there the 
other day. I want guards patrolling the outposts, particularly 
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the ones that nobody uses. I want him, or whoever he’s 
selling the artifact to, caught when they come back in, 
understand?”
	 “Yes sir.”
	 “The moment you hear anything, contact me.”
	 “Yes sir.”
	 The phone rang. “Excuse me,” Pierre said and his second 
in command left. “Allo?” he spoke into the receiver, “Yes. 
I assure you, as soon as the artifact is found we will bring 
down the embargo. Yes, I understand sir.”
	 Pierre hung up the phone. That was the third call about 
the embargo this morning. Foreign dignitaries. For a moment 
Pierre understood why the Algerians hated the French so 
much.

	 Habibi’s camel slouched slowly through the edge of town 
and headed out towards the desert...bored, slothful. The 
city’s business dimmed the further outwards he moved and 
soon the narrow streets oozed out into widely spaced huts 
and walls…and then small houses spaced by several yards. 
Habibi very quickly found himself at the edge of the desert, 
just over the mountains and now passing deep into seas of 
sand. He did not see the chief and his sergeant waiting behind 
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