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	 “Well…” Habibi continued to stroke his mustache which 
Pierre eyed suspiciously.
	 Then Pierre looked back at his desk piled high with forms 
and papers. “I’m sorry my friend, but I won’t have time for 
our usual visit today.”
	 “That is unfortunate.”
	 “Yes. Turning away friends for paperwork... Perhaps you 
could join me for dinner tonight?”
	 “I would be most honoured.”
	 “Excellent! Come meet me here at six and we shall walk 
home together.”
	 “Until then,” said Habibi.
	 “Until then,” returned the chief of police as Habibi 
headed out the door.
	 “Criminal!” squawked the parrot. Pierre smiled and, 
taking his fan, put it down on the desk, pulled out a pen and 
began to fill it out.

	 The police station was even busier when Habibi returned 
at six…after he had made and hid his purchase. Almost as 
busy as he had been all afternoon. Though the sun had cooled 
down, the inside of the police station had heated up. Two 
officers were arguing in one corner and paper was all over 
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the floor. Pierre seemed very glad to leave the building.
	 “It is good to get away from that mess,” said Pierre. 
“Come let’s stop by Adin’s and get some wine for dinner.” 
After getting the wine and a half an hour of walking they 
neared Pierre’s house.
	 Pierre’s beautiful black-haired wife greeted them at the 
door.
	 “I thought you might be bringing Habibi,” she said. “So 
I prepared twice as much.”
	 “Ah, such a wife, no, Habibi? And we have brought you 
wine.”
	 “Lovely. It won’t be long.” And she returned to the 
kitchen with the cook. Habibi and Pierre discussed in the 
living room for a while philosophies and the such. They 
were an interesting pair of friends. Not so much because one 
was a man of the law and the other a man of breaking it, but 
because one was French and the other was Muslim-looking. 
Habibi wasn’t Muslim. He didn’t ally himself to any one but 
himself. But proper European stock hanging around barbaric 
Muslim breed was not generally accepted in these or any 
parts. Pierre could easily lose his job were visiting dignitaries 
from France to ever find out. Pierre explained it away to his 
officers and ‘society’ friends as merely an opportunity to 
understand what the criminal mind was up to…and so to 
better keep tabs on the city. For this, the officers and society 
thought he was brilliant, daring…and charming. Habibi 
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didn’t mind Pierre explaining their friendship this way…for 
it was the same reason why Habibi hung around Pierre. But 
between all that they were… somehow …friends.
	 “So tell me, Habibi. How did you spend your afternoon? 
I have a hunch it was as busy as mine.”
	 “Yes.”
	 “I should have thought as much. I knew it when I saw 
you stroking your mustachio this afternoon.”
	 “You know me too well.”
	 Pierre laughed, “Not well enough, however, or you would 
be behind bars.”
	 “Then what would you do if you had me behind bars?”
	 “I do not know. My life would certainly be less intriguing. 
I suppose I would have to help you escape. Perhaps leave the 
bars open by accident one day.” He laughed. Habibi grinned 
and took another sip of wine.
	 “Dinner is served, sir,” said the cook and then left.
	 “Well,” said Pierre, “we are called to dinner.”

...

	 “It always amazes me that the desert is so bare, nothing 
goes on there, and yet, it is abuzz with criminal activity,” the 
beautiful Mrs. Rensoir said.
	 “Thankfully it is not my territory,” said Pierre.
	 “Yes, thankfully,” said Habibi smiling at Pierre who 
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smiled back.
	 “It’s because it is no man’s land, my dear. There are no 
police out there to stop anything, so criminals go there. But 
it all has to come through the city eventually.” Pierre leaned 
back into his chair and rested his hands on his belly.
	 “Also it is because Algerians are not permitted to leave 
the city without government approval and so the French 
don’t spend any time in the desert...because nobody should 
be there. This is the sort of blind faith in bureaucracy that 
the civilized world relies on, dear.”
	 “Of course, there are ways around permits,” said Pierre. 
There was a pregnant pause in the conversation and the chief 
sipped his wine.
	 “You are a most excellent cook, Mrs. Rensoir—” Habibi 
began but was interrupted by a sudden commotion in the 
other room: the maid arguing with someone at the front 
door.
	 “You can’t come in here,” the maid said but the sounds of 
footsteps rushing followed and immediately a police officer 
stormed menacingly into the dining room. The officer’s 
face turned to shock when he recognized his chief of police 
standing up from the dinner party table. The young officer’s 
shock quickly turned to embarrassment.
	 “I’m sorry, sir,” he stumbled, “I was unaware that you 
lived here.”
	 Pierre patted his mouth with his napkin as he rose. 
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“That’s alright, Marchand. I told you to inspect each and 
every house regardless.”
	 “Thank you sir.” The young man nodded and turned 
visibly less red.
	 “Go about your search then,” Pierre said, “and keep me 
informed around nine.”
	 “Yes sir.” The officer apologized to everyone and then 
turning, left in his rigid French officer’s walk.

	 The purplish haze of Savid’s Midnight Oasis neon sign 
highlighted the street, flashing both in and out of time with 
the jazz music oozing out from within. Savid catered to the 
wealthy of Algiers and dealt only with the sleazy. It was a 
busy night for both the wealthy and the sleazy.
	 Habibi was one of the few customers tonight in a kaftan. 
The clientele of the Midnight Oasis were generally French 
and foreign. The richest, in tails, were often at the back 
smoking and gambling: Illegal in Algiers...except for at the 
Oasis. Savid had an ‘understanding’ with the police.
	 It was still early for a Thursday night, perhaps eleven, as 
Habibi entered the club. Habibi, taking out some mustache 
wax, made his way to the back area of the Midnight Oasis 
but it wasn’t until about half an hour later that he saw the 
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