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      “Paris, my coffee please.”

      “Alright, Raphaella.”

      I hung up, longing for a fragrant steaming hot cup of coffee to give myself a boost. I had been away from work for a week as I came down with bronchopneumonia. As soon as I felt better, I went straight to the office. My doctor raised some objections, insisting that I stay longer at home as I was still weak. Yet, that’s impossible because my job is extremely demanding. To make up, I had to work overtime. I glimpsed at the golden clock on the wooden wall opposite me that showed 10:30 am, and remembered that I had to take my last antibiotic pill in half an hour.

      In front of me were the reports of the internal auditor Phaedra Saronidou on the financial state of our offices in Athens and Rome. Over the last six months, performance had waned and I had no option but to visit these branches.

      I shut my eyes and laid my head on the back of my brown leather armchair, looking behind me. The entire wall was a big pane of glass that let the sunlight in, drenching my office. Across from it was the view of the Mediterranean Sea. The sunbeams glittered like gold on the bluish-green waters, forming a bright path beyond the horizon. The sea exerted such a positive effect on me that it soothed and carried me away, whisking my sensations off to a unique place. Whatever troubled me, I instantly forgot. I sighed at the spectacle before me. I heard a noise behind me that made me turn around, thus snapping out of my reverie.

      It was Paris, my assistant. Tall, slim, of perfect analogy. As a woman, I was smitten the moment I laid my eyes on him. What an unbeatable combination with black eyes, fair complexion, and short black hair that glistened with gel! At first, when I hired him, I was afraid his looks might dazzle me, but fortunately things didn’t work that way. Eventually, my gut feeling was borne out: he was a man of extraordinary ability.

      Paris Velpis showed what a professional he was as soon as he took office. He simplified every single procedure in my workplace—anything from filing significant documents to typing and regularly posting all necessary letters, to making sure the reports on each sector were on my desk in good time. He methodically scheduled my appointments with my clients, the managers of each department, or the personnel. Every single day, he told me what name day it was, so that we would send a present and wishes. He would also let me know who I had to speak to on the phone, depending on the job. He briefly reported any problem that might arise out of the blue and had to be resolved, so that the Black Diamond would run like clockwork. This way, he made sure its prestige and image weren’t sullied.

      Every week, I was supposed to meet the employees in person as my goal was to build and maintain a personal rapport. From the word go, I wanted to fulfil my vision, according to which the Black Diamond would fly freely and fearlessly to the four corners of the world. It would always be there for those who needed it. Thanks to this personal relationship, you didn’t make your staff feel like impersonal numbers, but personalities that were appreciated.

      Paris knew it was imperative that I speak to the production and financial departments on an everyday basis. That’s why he put me through to Mr. Stephanos Melidis, Financial Manager, and Mr. Stelios Sotiriou, Production Manager, at the same hour every day. These departments had the duty to send me their reports without fail and, only if I gave my seal of approval, would they be processed and completed. With time, Paris became my right hand man.

      My assistant was always polite, inventive, and extremely politic. He invariably came up with the right excuse, so that I would keep all difficulty at bay. He came to know all my habits and pet peeves, that’s why, along with my cup of coffee, he also brought my favourite chocolate-filled biscuits. He left the coffee on my left. Before I took the first sip, I smelled it, then started drinking and gorging myself on the biscuits that were sheer delight, with the sweet chocolate melting with the coffee in my mouth.

      “Hmm…Thank you so much, Paris. Thank you!”

      “Don’t forget to take your antibiotics. As for your 17:00 appointment with the Financial Manager, Mr. Stephanos Melidis, it’s called off as he took ill.”

      “Alright, so much the better as I didn’t want to take in any financial matters today. Besides, I wouldn’t be able to do it anyway as I’m leaving in the afternoon and won’t come back. So, take the rest of the day off and do whatever you like.”

      “OK, Mrs. Raphaella, thank you. Would you like something else?”

      “No, you can go.”

      I never admitted that I liked him, and I’d never let it show that I was drawn to him as a woman because I blocked the emotional and sexual aspects of my life. How did my emotions and brain manage to prevail upon my sexual instinct? I’ve no idea! Maybe it was fear or insecurity.

      There were some rumours that all the women in the office were in love with him.

      Oh, God, what else could they be, since he was an angel!

      Tongues were wagging about his personal life—that he dated lots of women, but didn’t go steady with anyone, that he was a stuffed shirt and a narcissist. Exactly what you would expect to hear about a Don Juan. Well, I’d love to be one of those women he was dating, but this time he would pay attention to me. Women like me would mean nothing to Paris. Gosh, what came over me? Why am I thinking this way? Have I fallen in love with him? Ah, no, that’s impossible! I just like him as a man because he’s hot, and beauty must be marvelled at.

      I sometimes had these thoughts, and sighed. That’s why I didn’t dispense with formalities when we were in the same room. I kept my distances, so that everything would be kept professional. I didn’t want any gossip behind my back.

      Over the past couple of years, I’ve been working at Black Diamond, which extracts, produces, and sells oil all over the world. The owners are two Cypriot brotherly friends of mine, Dimitris Kontonikolas and Miltos Iasonidis. The former is my maternal uncle. I admired him immensely from an early age. He was my invincible hero. This picture didn’t fade away with time. I was an unruly tomboy, and he would always save me when I was in hot water.

      I was extremely mischievous and, at the last minute, when I was about to get a rap over the knuckles, he came to my rescue and—hurray!—I was off the hook!

      God, there’s so much to remember from my childhood! The primordial war my own neighbourhood—called ‘lower neighbourhood’—waged against the ‘upper neighbourhood’, whose nickname was ‘Trachona’. In broad daylight, you could see a bunch of tots fighting with bows and arrows, fake guns, and slings. We were a pain in the neck of the women in the neighbourhood as our fights wouldn’t let them get a proper siesta. Besides, as we fought, we kicked up dust, smearing their windows and verandas.

      Every summer, we held the best kite contests. My brother Yiannis put in a lot of effort to make the best. That’s why everyone asked him to give them a hand with theirs. Our judges were children from each neighbourhood, along with a third one from somewhere else. If the end result wasn’t up to scratch for a group, then hell broke loose. We quarrelled, yelled, and hit one another. In the afternoon heat, we fought, beat, bled, sweated, and shrieked, but we couldn’t care less. One got his nose broken, another one hit his hand or eye. I always smile when I remember my carryings-on.

      “I don’t believe I hit my belly and enjoyed it! God, I was a master of mischief and folly. What wonderful years!”

      We played hide-and-seek till 1 or 2 in the morning. I saw what the word ‘freedom’ feels like on those hot humid nights when our sweaty clothes clung to the skin, as we played. I hid on the allotment next to my house that was full of weed. I adored lying among the tall swathes of grass, gazing at the stars in the dead of night, while my breathing, short from running, gradually slowed down and my lungs quietened. I travelled among those stars, I could feel them by my side, I touched them and became one with them, flying into their embrace, deluged in their light dust. All this made me so ecstatic, I shook like a leaf.

      I raised my right hand, took aim at them with one finger, counted them one by one as I wanted to put them all on my palm, then I brought them down to Earth next to me, so that they would keep me company. I shut my eyes, my heart pounding, and I felt a kind of fluttering that I didn’t want to end. What I lived was so beautiful, so light and soft, that it took my breath away. Yes, that was freedom. This sensation of flying high in the sky, feeling on top of the world, feeling as if your life flows in your veins like lava, flooding every artery and cell. I reached an unprecedented spring of power inside of me that made me strong and invincible.

      I felt the material of stars that is the material of life, and is scattered around on every single planet, in every single molecule of air, in every human being, in every animate and inanimate creature. This material is the power of life, and that’s the power I felt deep within. It’s so amazing that the stuff stars are made of resides in every human being, this pulse of life, this wild beauty made me travel inside of me, revealing a power I didn’t know I possessed.

      It’s ironic that this truth would save my life much later. My nostrils were assailed by the smell of fresh-trodden grass. The buzz of cicadas rent the warm atmosphere like violin notes that prettied up the scenery. A light cool breeze stroked my face. Unforgettable moments of innocence were indelibly etched in my memory. I remember voices calling out my name, but I wouldn’t reply. I stayed there lying on the grass, looking at the stars. I didn’t want that magic scene to end. I’d love to have stopped the time, and stayed there, but it’s impossible.

      Just like now in my grownup years, my uncle did his little tricks to change my daily routine. As soon as I completed my studies in the USA, I went back to Cyprus for two weeks to see my folks. I earned two doctorate degrees, one in Psychology and one in Business Management. I thought I’d go back to Miami for good, but a phone call from my uncle Dimitris kept me in Cyprus forever. He suggested to me my current position in his company. He wanted someone he could trust blindly—and I was that person. His words are still ringing in my ears:

      “My dear Raphaella, I need you, sweetheart. I became the owner of an oil company by chance. Can you believe this, honey? Me an oil tycoon? Sheikh Al-Raya gave it to me out of gratitude for saving his only son, Kalem-Halit Al Raya. He had made a suicide attempt. I’ll tell you all about it when we get together.”

      I couldn’t believe my ears! All this story put me in mind of Aladdin and the Forty Thieves, conjuring up magic carpets and magic. I was always drawn to the East as it was shrouded in mystery.

      My job is the only reason I stayed in Cyprus as it was fascinating from the word go. I’m General Manager of Black Diamond. I didn’t have, nor did I ever want to have, a social life. I always worked. I felt I existed through my job. The rest played second fiddle. Obviously, I was a workaholic. I wouldn’t admit to it, though, if I were told this truth.

      Having finished studying the two reports, writing down my comments and corrections in my notebook, I called in my assistant.

      He was standing before me within seconds. I handed him the reports with my commentary, so that he would type them and have them sent to each department.

      “I want to take another look at them before you send them.”

      “OK.”

      “I was wondering…Did I have any other appointments for the evening?”

      “Yes, you were seeing the manager of the bank we work with, and an advertiser to discuss our new logo, but I cancelled them both as you’re not staying in tonight.”

      “Well done! But make sure you let me know before you do that next time.”

      “Sure! But this is a special case.”

      “Alright, alright. Tomorrow, I want you to book two tickets for Dubai, Rome, and Athens for next month. If you don’t want to do this, I’ll find someone else as there’s a lot of work to be done.”

      “Why shouldn’t I want to tag along? Sure I will!”

      “That’s all for today! Go home as I’m leaving too. I need some sleep.”

      As I said this, I glimpsed at my watch. It was one in the afternoon. It would take me around twenty minutes to buy a newspaper, then go straight home for lunch and a nap. I had almost six hours on my hands to sleep and rest, then I would wake up and get dressed for dinner.

      At seven in the evening, Al-Raya would be arriving in Cyprus on his private jet. The Sheikh had accepted my uncle’s invitation to visit the island. At nine, they would dine at the private club ‘Mediterranean’. I couldn’t wait to meet Al-Raya. I had a particular hunch about that meeting.

      I wanted to look fresh and in high spirits for dinner, that’s why I needed some rest. I was thinking about all this as I rose from my seat.

      “Have a nice evening, Paris. See you tomorrow.”

      As I put on my warm beige coat off the rack by my desk, I abstractedly turned in his direction. He was looking at me with an imperceptible glow in his eyes—never before had I seen such a thing. It was as if he wanted to tell me something, but he hesitated.

      “You’re…You too! Have some rest!”

      He turned around, closed the door, and left. I wondered what he wanted to say.

      Well, I guess I’m just imagining things.
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      At last, I was going to meet the famous Al-Raya! I jingled my car keychain to take a closer look at the pattern. My uncle had given it to me one Sunday evening when he came over to my place to talk shop.

      I’ll never forget that evening as I was to hear an incredible story. I made coffee for him as my starry-eyed housemaid was on leave to visit her family in her village. We sat in the spacious living room overlooking the garden with the big pool, surrounded by lawn and tall banana and palm trees.

      I ensconced myself next to him on the big couch, holding a cup of coffee.

      “You know, uncle, things aren’t looking up in Rome and Athens. Numbers are dropping. Have a look.” I took hold of a piece of paper from among the notes splayed out on the wooden table in front of us.

      “I think someone’s stealing. How can you account for the fact that six thousand barrels arrive in Athens, and only five thousand and five hundred are sold? And this happens at every single delivery: fewer and fewer are sold.”

      “How did you figure that out?”

      “It’s as simple as ABC, uncle. The shipping invoice shows the numbers imported, then I add the total number of barrels sold at various gas stations.”

      “Look, Miltos and I were clear about that: A number of barrels should be kept in the warehouses for a rainy day.”

      “I know and take that out. Something else is going on and I’ll take the lid off it.”

      “Do what you have to do, my girl. I trust you.”

      He took out his cigarettes, lit one, then rose from his seat, got hold of his cup of coffee, and went to the full-size window to look outside. I couldn’t stand the smell of tobacco in my place, but I wouldn’t say anything out of respect. I was still seated on the couch, going over more reports.

      “I also think some numbers have been massaged as well. I’m going to Rome and Athens next month.” I made for the kitchen. “Uncle, I’ll bring some cheese pie and sandwiches to eat. I’m starving!”

      I came back carrying two trays that I put on the edge of the wooden table. I snatched a cheese pie and gulped it down with the coffee.

      “Besides, at the next board of directors, I’m going to present a study I conducted on the pros and cons of opening offices in Latin America. I’m really interested in the prospect of branching out to those markets.”

      A hush fell. My uncle stood still. I worried, so I leapt to my feet to approach him. I touched his right elbow.

      “Uncle, what’s the matter? Are you alright?”

      He turned around, his eyes bloodshot from crying. I grew worried, so I held his hand, and led him to the sofa.

      “Tell me, what’s going on? I’ll help you.”

      “You can’t help me, my girl. No one else can. There’s no remedy for long cherished secrets. Only time can soothe the wounds whose pain cuts right through you like a knife.”

      “Nonsense! Everything’s cured in life, except death. Come on! Speak up!”

      He turned around to shoot me a glance, and stroked my hair. He lay back on the sofa, letting out a deep sigh, and shutting his eyes.

      “This time years ago, Maria and I exchanged vows of love at the Prophet Elias Chapel in Kyrenia. That was before you were even born. It was a few months after the Turkish invasion…” There followed a narration of his past that I didn’t expect to hear…

      On July 20th 1974, when the Turkish invasion took place, Dimitris and Miltos were serving as commandos in St. Chrysostome in Pentadactylon. Everyone in his company was proud of Dimitris Kontonikolas. He was a brave and obedient man. During drills, he was always top, and excelled himself in the written exams. His captain invariably summoned him to his office, and they discussed lots of things. Worshipping Greek History, Dimitris grew up with the ideals of Pericles and Plato, the Greek Revolution heroes, and the Greek Cypriot Nationalist Guerrilla Organisation (GCNGO) in 1955. He stopped at nothing, and had no fears. He was knowledgeable, passionate, and eloquent, which made everyone rally around him. They all wanted to be friends with him as being seen at his side gave you prestige and respect. That’s why his word was like a prayer and an inviolable rule that everyone abided by. All this never went to his head. He was always simple and humble with a good sense of humour and a kind word to say about everyone around him.

      Miltos Ioannidis was from Limassol, and served as a soldier in the same battalion. He didn’t possess Dimitris’s leading potential. That’s why he admired him; Dimitris was what he wasn’t.

      Dimitris was on leave and back home for three days. After that, he would be discharged. That fateful morning of the coup d’état, on July 15th 1974, he left home at 5am. He was going to the Presidential Mansion, then to St. Chrysostome to receive his discharge note. Judging by a photo he showed me, I could tell he was tall—almost 6.5 feet. He had a toned-up body, with a fine waist, broad shoulders, and very long legs. His was short straight brown hair, and he sported a distinctive mole on the left cheek. His whole appearance, coupled with his personality, commanded admiration. As he was quite muscular, his gait resembled that of a feline. There was something valiant about him, and he exuded a kind of stateliness rare for his age.

      He was one of Makarios’s bodyguards, but after the Turkish invasion he was moved to his unit in St. Chrysostome in Pentadactylon. Unluckily, he never got discharged. The White Nose was the highest peak of Pentadactylon. It was called this way as it was always enveloped by clouds. It was a place of strategic importance as whoever conquered it could control everything in the area.

      That’s why a fierce battle was fought for the sake of controlling the mountaintop. My uncle and his military unit had to defend the White Nose at all costs. The Turks were tightening their stranglehold on them. The reinforcements they expected never came, since there were traitors. Dimitris never took to defeat. He was gripped by shock at seeing the Turks’ injustice and atrocities. He didn’t care if he would live or die anymore. He did something instinctive and spontaneous that left everyone speechless.

      With a Greek hero’s valiance, he shouted:

      “Hooah!” He then stood up and, wielding two guns, he started running after the enemy. Amid the smoke and the corpses, he ran and fired his gun unceasingly. He killed innumerable Turks. Back in the fort, Miltos said to himself, as he witnessed all this:

      “No, Dimitris, no!”

      In a while, Dimitris was surrounded by Turks, who were really intimidated by him as they took him for a lunatic. He struck terror into their hearts.

      “You cursed! Cursed people!” he yelled. When he ran out of bullets, he started killing with his knife and bare hands. He had a black belt in karate, which meant his two hands were lethal weapons. At some point, a Turk shot him from behind. The bullet pierced through the back of his left shoulder, and went out on the front side, a little over the heart, hurling him to the ground.

      Everyone gaped at him. As soon as Miltos saw him drop to the ground, he shouted to the others:

      “Cover me!” Then, he dashed in his direction. The bullets grazed overhead. He reached Dimitris; although he lay on the ground, the Turks were too scared to go near him. “Are you alright?” Miltos asked him.

      “Yes,” he replied in a low voice as he was too weak now.

      His friend carried him on his back, running in the opposite direction. Luckily, Dimitris’s wound was almost an inch over his heart. One of the Three Fates, Clotho, decided to spin the yarn of his life on Her loom.

      That Saturday afternoon, a few months before that grim July of 1974, he took leave and met Maria on the sly outside Kyrenia, since society back then didn’t permit any romantic encounters. They took a stroll around the verdant fields under the dazzling sunlight. At some point, far afield, they saw an undulating red and yellow stretch of land full of poppies and daisies.

      “Sweetheart, it’s so beautiful!”

      They finally reached the snow-white Prophet Elias Chapel by the coast. They got in, lit two candles, and in front of the icons, on the spur of the moment, Dimitris knelt before her.

      “I love you so much. Be the wife that I will love, honour, and respect. Be the woman who will be the mother of my children.” He held her hands, giving her an agonising look. Maria helped him to his feet, saying:

      “What’s wrong with you today? Like it’s the first time you’ll ever see me!”

      “Yes, you’re right. I don’t know why. Still, I feel a kind of loss deep inside of me. I’m afraid of tomorrow. Come on, tell me: Will you be my wife?”

      “Yes, I will, Mr. Kontonikolas, but studies come first. You’re going to be the chef you’ve always dreamt of, and I’ll become a lawyer. We’ll go to Athens together.”

      “Promise me we’ll always be together…”

      “Yes, we will, but you won’t get rid of me that easily. I’ll haunt you in the afterlife, so that you’ll be with me,” said Mary laughingly.

      “You’re out of your mind! I don’t know what’s the matter with you today. We’ve said that time and again: As soon as you’re done, we’ll study, then get married, work, and raise a family.”

      “Maria, I’m scared. I feel something terrible is going to happen that will keep us apart forever.”

      “Shh…There’s nothing else but the present moment.”

      Maria didn’t tell him that she agreed as she too had the same hunch. If she had shared that with him, probably things would have taken a different turn.

      True to form, Dimitris’s fears were borne out when the Turkish invasion took place, since this was the reason why Mary and her family got killed.

      My uncle cried his eyes out on my shoulder. He never got married as he was one of those people who love only once in their lives. I could step into his shoes because that’s exactly what I’m like as well.

      When the Turkish invasion was over, my uncle wanted to leave abroad to forget. After getting discharged from the army together with Miltos, he graduated as a Chef from the Hotel School in Nicosia, then left for Dubai. He had not a single penny to his name, but his heart was full of dreams.

      They both found very well-paid jobs. They worked as Chefs in Cypriot companies for a long time. Over the years, they made friends and acquaintances. Through their connections, they ended up working for an Arab sheikh, Al-Raya, who was filthy rich. He had his own oil companies in Saudi Arabia, along with ships, hotels all over the world, diamond fields, pharmaceuticals, as well as food chains.

      In Al-Raya’s palace, they felt like they were part of the famous movie A Thousand and One Nights. It was vast and sumptuous. It was a fifteen-minute drive from the main entrance to the place. Al-Raya had splurged on the huge gardens surrounding his house, and the forest on the right, since there was lots of drought because of the desert.

      Rosebushes in all colours, jasmines, sambac jasmines, gardenias, pansies, rare orchids, and all kinds of plants were found there. Every forty yards, there were some small artificial waterfalls. The woods down the road had some huge trees. Al-Raya loved playing golf, that’s why the forest he made was an immense golf course featuring some big and small hills and artificial lakes.

      There were three swimming pools—an outdoor one for men, an indoor for the women in his harem, and a small one for his children. He had four daughters and a son. There were eight women in his harem. They were all breathtaking. Al-Raya had a soft spot for his only son, twelve-year-old Kalem-Halit Al-Raya.

      The palace was protected by bodyguards armed like a yak. Al-Raya feared for his life. Little Kalem went to the kitchen every night as he enjoyed listening to Dimitris’s stories about Greek Mythology. He adored stories of Hercules, Achilles, the Trojan War, Ulysses, Theseus, Aeas, and the Twelve Olympian Gods. Achilles and Hercules gradually became his heroes.

      He was carried away with the stories he heard. He wouldn’t speak, he wouldn’t utter a single word; he simply listened with his mouth wide open, his eyes starting from their sockets. One night, as Dimitris narrated a story, he recalled the White Nose, and stroked Kalem’s head, thinking:

      How ironic! We were defeated by Muslims, and now it’s a Muslim I’m narrating our own stories to. But it’s not the boy’s fault. His soul was embittered.

      That night, Dimitris and Miltos made some Cypriot dishes—moussaka, pasta in the oven, afelia, seftalies, souvlaki, and meatballs. Kalem tried them all and he was excited! He only asked them not to cook any pork. The rest, he gulped down in one go. With time, Kalem grew on Dimitris. He was a kind obedient child. He was respectful and perspicacious. He replied only after he had weighed others’ words, which meant he was really mature for his age.

      As a way of thanking Dimitris for teaching him so many things about Greek mythology, one night Kalem invited them to the official dining hall, so that they would eat alone.

      That was a spacious oval hall as big as a football pitch where purple, beige, and gold prevailed. The marbles, doors, and windows were all made of gold, while the walls were a combination of beige and purple. The paintings by van Gogh and Pablo Picasso that adorned them were also made of gold. The only piece of furniture in the dining hall was a low round table with some huge cushions in various colours. Up to thirty people could sit around it. That fateful night, others cooked for them, since the two Cypriots were the guests of honour.

      They put on a formal suit and, at around eight, they were in the dining room. There was a protocol they had to abide by. Al-Raya was expecting them.

      “This is the least I can do for you as you please Prince Kalem-Halit.”

      They ensconced themselves on the huge cushions, waiting to be served by the servants. One of them banged the big gong at the entrance to the hall, which marked dinnertime. It sounded like a hollow bell in the dead of silence.

      The two Cypriot men prayed and crossed themselves, while Kalem and his father said their own prayers. It was a bit weird for Dimitris and Miltos to be eating with their bare hands, squatting on the big cushions. Al-Raya said:

      “You Christians are a little bit strange.” Then, he went on to talk about the differences between Christianity and Islam.

      At some point, during their discussion, Dimitris’s eyes caught a glimpse of a fleeting shadow at the opposite open French window that led to a huge oval veranda overlooking the garden. He reacted instinctively without much thought.

      “Kalem, duck your head!” he shouted and threw himself onto him. A small arrow noiselessly rent the air, piercing through his left shoulder, right where his old wound was. “Are you alright, boy?” he asked and lost consciousness.

      “Yes,” answered Kalem, scared. Meanwhile, Miltos didn’t stay idle. Like a feline, he jumped to the veranda, chasing the fiendish shadow. There followed a frantic manhunt through the endless gardens and the woods. Miltos kept up with him at the edge of the lake. He hurled himself onto him, grabbed him by the legs, and stopped him. They came to blows.

      As soon as Miltos saw him, he exclaimed:

      “My God!”

      He couldn’t believe he was fighting with a black-dressed man wearing a black mask. He was tall and very fierce. Fortunately, Miltos remembered the headlocks he had learnt at St. Chrysostome. After some time, he couldn’t take it any longer; he buckled and dropped to the ground. That very moment, Kalem-Halit showed up. As he had a black belt in karate, he confidently charged the black-clad man. That was a tragic mistake, though, as the victim was literally offering himself to his killer.

      As his opponent was physically stronger than the kid, he soon knocked him out. The moment the man flashed a knife to pierce through the kid’s heart, Miltos stepped in. With as much strength as he could muster, he got hold of the heavy iron white garden chair next to him, and hit him in the head, a second before the silver blade cut through Kalem’s flesh.

      Seeing the opponent on top of him, Kalem shut his eyes as he thought he was going to die. After a few seconds, though, he opened them again as nothing happened. He saw Miltos lying on the ground a few yards away, with the enemy splayed out beside him. He dragged himself as he was exhausted.

      “Mr. Miltos, are you alright?”

      “Yes, my boy. I must have broken my left leg as I’m in extreme pain. But I’m alright, I think. Some bruises I have will soon heal.”

      Kalem helped him to his feet, and they both stood over the opponent. They took off his cloth mask, and saw an unknown man with a shaved head. He had a hooked nose and broad cheeks. His fleshy lips were crowned with a thin moustache. They searched him to remove any weapons. When they took off his gloves as well, they saw a colourful tattoo on his right arm. Kalem asked out of curiosity:

      “What’s this?”

      They rolled up the black sleeve, and then they saw a tattoo that started from his elbow. Before them was a beautiful imposing pattern. It was a golden phoenix surrounded by flames. The bird had its wings wide open, and all around it were red flames.

      “Wow, Mr. Miltos! What’s this?”

      “It’s a gold Phoenix that rises from its ashes, my child. In other words, it’s reborn as it’s given a second chance.”

      “What you’re saying signifies beauty and kindness, but this man tried to do something evil tonight. He tried to kill me.”

      “Kalem, do you know him?”

      “No. I’ve never seen him before.”

      In the meantime, Al-Raya’s guards surrounded them. They were armed like yaks, their weapons ultramodern. They were in charge of the situation now. They threw cold water on the black-dressed man’s face. When the unknown man came to, they started to ask what his name was. Then, he shook his head and, as he couldn’t take it anymore, he replied in Greek:

      “Water, I want water!”

      Miltos puzzled and asked Al-Raya’s men to let him go closer. He grabbed him by the collar, and yelled:

      “You creep, are you Greek? A Greek man tried to kill a little child? Why? Who paid you?” The stranger was surprised to hear Miltos speak Greek. “Speak up, you asshole! What’s going on here?”

      While everyone’s eyes were on the man, waiting for an answer, a tiny arrow rent the air and lodged in his heart. Miltos could see him mumble something. He went closer to his mouth, only to hear these words:

      “You have to find three gifts…myrrh, gold, and incense…and the red mantle. Then, you’ll see the Golden Phoenix that’s absolute eternity, power, and beauty.”

      He stopped for a couple of seconds.

      “You’re kin to Leonidas. The chief must learn about this.”

      Blood started oozing from his wound and his mouth. Letting out an imperceptible breath, he passed away, as his head tilted to one side.

      Al-Raya’s men searched through the garden and the forest, looking for the second murderer.

      Miltos was shocked by the dead man’s words.

      He wondered to himself:

      “Who am I kin to? Those were the gifts the Three Wise Men offered to Jesus Christ. How does the Golden Phoenix add up? Good heavens! What’s going on? These guys are off their rocker!” Then, he dropped to the ground.
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      “Dear uncle, you got injured at the same spot twice?”

      “Yes, my girl.”

      “That’s really weird.”

      “Yeah, it is.”

      He took off his black jacket, and undid the second button of his white shirt. A scar right on his heart attested to the two blows.

      “That’s horrible, uncle! I can’t wrap my head around it! How was Mary?”

      “No, my girl. Let’s not rake over the ashes.”

      He stood up and looked at the sky outside with a blank stare. He told her he wanted a Cypriot coffee, and Raphaella went to the kitchen. After five minutes, she was back carrying a tray with a cup of coffee and water. He lit another cigarette with a trembling hand, while with the other he took hold of the cup. He walked around the living room, like a lion in a cage. He seemed like he didn’t know if he should speak or not.

      “You won’t tell anyone about what you’ll hear, girl, promise?”

      “Sure! You don’t have to ask me for that.”

      He continued narrating—some things he had experienced, while others he had heard through the grapevine.

      That was a close shave for Dimitris, a fleeting trip past the valley of death. The arrow that had pierced through his flesh was poisoned with a rare plant found in the Amazonian jungles. It had a slow effect on the nervous system, gradually paralysing it. Al-Raya left no stone unturned. He called in the best doctors and analysts of all specialties, so that Dimitris would soon be up and about. He spent oodles of money to find the antidote to this rare poison named ‘tetraphyllum’ as it formed in the blood some green four-leaf bubbles that gradually destroyed its platelets. This meant the victim paralysed and died. They found no antidote as they couldn’t make head or tail of the analyses of the poison or Dimitris’s reactions. At the last minute, as we clutched at straws, we thought of Vitamin B17.

      Vitamin B17 is a herb that acts as a powerful natural treatment for multiple diseases. It isn’t widely known as it goes against the grain: big pharmaceuticals opposed it as they would find it hard to sell all these medicines on the market. Those in the know, though, could tell for sure that this vitamin, coupled with several other herbs, was a potent protection against diseases like cancer, leukaemia, and other serious illnesses. The specific method strengthened white blood cells without ruining the core of the human cell. They had no other option. They tried it without knowing what the results would be as no one else had applied that method before.

      At times, Dimitris sleep-talked because of his high temperature. He was perspiring profusely. There was always a nurse to take care of him.

      Miltos too was bedridden for some time. His left leg, two ribs on both sides, and his nose were broken. His right shoulder was dislocated, and his head and right arm were seriously fractured and bruised. In other words, he was just like a mummy as he was bandaged from head to toe. On top of that, he had suffered a serious concussion. He was unresponsive for a long time and, whenever he opened his eyes, he felt dizzy as his vision was blurred. That’s why he fell into a deep slumber.

      This went on for three months. After that, his condition improved, thanks to the doctors’ care and medicines. He was being fed through saline solution. As soon as he tuned in to reality, Miltos told the nurse that he wanted to see Al-Raya. Within less than five minutes, the Sheikh was over his head.

      In his eyes, Miltos could see paternal affection. He was looking at Miltos with immense admiration and gratitude, which made his dark eyes light up. His lips were quivering, as two teardrops trickled down his cheeks. He held Miltos’s hand, and kissed it.

      “Thank you so much for saving my son, the most precious thing I have in life. I’m eternally indebted to you. Now you are my brothers, that’s why I will reward you as befits siblings.”

      “We don’t want anything, Al-Raya. How’s Dimitris?”

      “He was at death’s door. The arrow…”

      Al-Raya explained to him the procedure the doctors followed before they gave him a Vitamin B17 treatment. Then, he concluded:

      “Now he’s alright. He’ll be up and about in a few days. This vitamin works wonders, and no one even knows it exists! When Dimitris gets better, some things will change with worldwide medicines as I hold sway. He’s still weak, but much better. In a couple of weeks, he’ll come out of his coma that has lasted for several months now. Be patient, my boy. It’s a matter of time before he recovers.”

      “Thanks, God!” said Miltos to himself, as he looked high in the sky, and shed tears of joy. “Al-Raya, whoever wanted little Kalem dead? You have enemies? The murderer spoke Greek, saying all sorts of weird things before he died. A dying man never lies. He was saying something about three gifts—myrrh, gold, and incense—and a red mantle. He also said some gibberish about the Golden Phoenix tattooed on his arm. The gifts he mentioned were the ones the Three Wise Men offered to Jesus Christ. He also said I’m the relative of someone whose name escapes me. What does that man know about me? The red mantle doesn’t add up. What’s going on, Al-Raya?”

      As he spoke, Miltos the Arab rose from his seat, and paced up and down, his head bowed. As soon as he stopped, he went to shut the doors and windows. Then, he sat beside him on the bed. He had a blank stare, as if his eyes travelled in time, scurrying back to memories buried in the hush of his mind to get them all out. It was plain to see that this caused him a lot of pain. He said with a sigh:

      “I can’t lie to you. My only foe is my twin brother, Hassid-Tal Raya. We’re like two peas in a pod. When we were kids, nobody could tell us apart in the village where we grew up, Lafar. It’s a small village northeast of Riyadh. I supported my village, which has grown big now and become a tourist attraction. Our father, Mahtar-Sal Raya, was a poor fisherman. But he had a dream—to study—, and he made it come true in the teeth of adversity. That’s exactly why everyone held him in high regard as he was the only one in Lafar who knew how to read and write. Everyone looked upon him as the village chief. They consulted him on everything. He was just, generous with everyone, and extremely proud at the same time.

      ”You know, my boy, now I’m fabulously wealthy, but I prefer the time when I was a poor boy in Lafar, playing barefoot in the meadows, swimming and fishing in the crystal clear waters of Lake Vai. Just like a beast, I went hunting across the vast prairies, breathing in the wintry air that smelled of fresh soil and grass, and in the summer it smelled of the tall ears of corn spreading all over the place, just like gold that strangely glistens in the sun.

      ”I used to play with birds and animals, free from stereotypes. I felt the wind toying with my hair edges, sending shivers up and down my spine. What I loved the most was when I put my father’s animals out to pasture. I held the walking stick, and those moments the sky was my roof, and the soil and grass my turf. We didn’t follow rules or formalities in our small village. We ate meat once a month. We had a bath once a week, and my clothes were full of patches.

      ”My boy, I prefer that time because everything was simple, substantial, real, and beautiful. Life back then was sweeter, it had a different taste. There was no etiquette, no affectation or complexity.”

      A half-faded smile formed across his lips, and tears trickled down his cheek, as he carried on:

      “On summer nights, we lit fires around the village to keep wild animals at bay, and sat around them. We sang, listened to fairytales, and played hide-and-seek and tag. We fought for no reason—we just wanted to flex our muscles. That was really important to make others fear or respect us.

      ”The sound of the logs sizzling in the big fires, as well as the weird shadows cast by the flames in the dead of night, the blowing wind that stroked our faces, the birds and the howls of the wolves created an unprecedented atmosphere. Overhead were the shining stars that formed their own constellations across the vastness of the sky. Seated in the middle was my dad, who told us countless stories. Whenever it was a full moon, the whole village held a fair because everyone took that as a good omen. My brother Hassid and I were really close and loved each other. At least that’s what I thought. How could I be so stupid and blind? The slightest suspicion on my part would have spared me lots of predicaments.

      ”There was an old custom in Lafar: from an early age, they betrothed a boy to a girl, who would get married when they came of age, and this would be his wife for a lifetime. So, they arranged a date for me with Nafalte Fuah Vayaz. This made me the happiest man in the world as I was secretly in love with her—I fell in love the moment I laid my eyes on her on my first day at school. A teacher came to our village once a week. Nafalte and I discussed everything. When she was next to me, everything seemed fascinating and different. I lost track of time. I still hold on to the memory of that fateful summer night when Nafalte and I made a promise that was to leave an indelible mark on my life. This memory is so vivid—it seems like yesterday—, although it’s so old. After we listened to my old father narrating stories—as he always did—, Nafalte and I went to lie down at the edge of the lake, gazing at the stars. We didn’t speak; we simply watched the stars, hearing our breathing and the cool breeze. ‘Nafalte, I want to stop the time, and stay here forever’. ‘So do I, Al-Raya’, she said.

      ”All of a sudden, in the silence that prevailed, a star rent the darkness, leaving behind a shiny trail. It fell into the lake, and from the dark waters gushed out countless colours: red, blue, pink, purple, yellow, fuchsia, brown, orange, white, green, beige, and gold. It was a beautiful unique spectacle. It was as if a rainbow was being born before us. The water kept changing colours and shines, turning night into day. Each colour formed a different rainbow. It seemed like a painter’s brush put colour on a black canvas, and this took on shapes, vibrated, and came alive out of nothing. We stood gaping at this wonderful scene. After a few minutes, the colours were gone, and it went dark again.

      ”We stared for a long time at the spot where the star fell as a blue-and-white light came out. ‘Wow!’ we both exclaimed. ‘What was that? Nafalte, look, look! A big blue rose is floating where the star fell’. Without a second thought, I ran in that direction, swam in the cold waters, and took hold of it. The moment I touched it, I got goosebumps. A cool wave swept through my body within split seconds. Believe me, I still feel it when I see it.

      ”It had such an intoxicating smell that it made me fly. I dashed to Nafalte, and put it on her hair. I was shivering with the cold gust of wind as I was soaked to the bone, but I couldn’t care less. What we were living was so fascinating and unusual that I got carried away, whisked off to other worlds. ‘Nafalte, the stars conspired for us tonight. It’s a good sign for the course of our lives, for our souls. We’ll be together forever. Make a wish’. I stood gawking at her for, the moment I put the rose on her hair, around her formed an outline of blue light dust.

      ”I took her hand, we both turned our heads to the sky, and shut our eyes. We made a wish. Mine was to live a fulfilled and blissful life with Nafalte. That night, the rose gave me an unforgettable thing: it gave me the strength to dream, it gave me hope, which is infinitely strong, it gave me positivity and the courage to believe in myself and the ability of my soul to achieve everything. It gave me great powers of love. I didn’t have these characteristics before that. It was something that lifted me off the ground, and sent me to the seventh heaven, making me feel as light as a feather.

      ”I still have this rose. It’s like a turquoise velvet jewellery box. Forty years have passed since that night, and it’s still fresh, redolent, alive, and cool, as if it’s just been plucked from the rosebush. And it smells just as nice and seductive. It’s magical because it was born out of the star colours. I’ll show it to you later.”

      Al-Raya took hold of a handkerchief to wipe his tears. He rose from the bed, and went to open the heavy engraved mahogany door. He stood outside the room to relax for a while as he was shaking with tension.

      Miltos was so curious to hear what happened next in that incredible story. He was straining at the leash for the sheikh to come back and continue.

      After a while, Al-Raya came back in. He took Miltos in his arms—he was so light now after so many days of inertia and lack of food.

      “What are you doing?”

      “Hush! You’ll see…”

      He carried him to his private rooms that were so sumptuous and rich.

      They went to his retreat, which was a spacious room where the walls, the carpet, even the furniture, lamps, and paintings were turquoise, white, and blue. In the middle of the room stood a big crescent-shaped sofa. Underneath it, the carpet was brand new. In front of the sofa was a coffee table with a blue lampshade on top that cast a discreet light around the room.

      A massive painting on the opposite wall portrayed waterfalls that ended in a blue lake. In another painting on the right, you could see a bright rainbow. In the middle was an expensive carved piece of furniture that lent a luxurious note. There were white angels in the engravings.

      He put Miltos in the middle of the big Victorian settee. He went to the library, and took out the third book on his right. Then, the huge piece moved to the right, only to reveal a blank wall. He pressed in the middle, and the wall moved upwards. Behind it sprawled a small blue room. The middle-aged man walked in, took hold of a big blue velvety case, and brought it to Miltos.

      He knelt before him. He placed the box on his knees, opening it carefully. Before his eyes appeared a big turquoise velvet rose. There were still dewdrops on its petals. His eyes glistened. He held it in his hand and, as he smelled it, he burst out crying. Then, he handed it to Miltos, who couldn’t believe his eyes. It was the rose Al-Raya had spoken of in his story.

      “God, it’s beautiful and redolent!”

      He touched the turquoise petals with his fingertips. They were soft as silk.

      “You were right, Al-Raya. It’s intoxicating and majestic. It must possess magical properties, since it has remained intact all these years. It makes me feel as light as a feather, as if I can leap to my feet! But tell me how your story ends, and how you and your twin brother ended up becoming enemies.”

      “My child, there’s something you should learn before I carry on. You and Dimitris were saved thanks to this rose. Indeed, it has some magic properties, that’s why it’s remained fresh all these years. It was born out of celestial colours, that’s why it’s divine and magical. I once took it to Dimitris, and placed it on his wound for a while. The moment I touched him, a small wave of radiation turned up, and the wound miraculously disappeared. I also applied it to his nose, so that he could smell it. I thought it would do him lots of good. From that night, Dimitris was cured. I led the scientists to think that it was they who cured him with their medicines. I did the same to you, my boy. I brought it close to you only once, and it cured you. On both occasions, it gave out a small golden radiation, and that was it. I’ve noticed that sometimes it emits a golden, and others a blue radiation. That very moment, depending on the colour it gives out, golden or blue photons take the shape of the person who holds it.”

      Al-Raya slowly took the rose from Miltos’s hands, sat on the blue carpet, smelling the flower, and let his memory tear the layers of time, and go back to the past.

      “I asked Nafalte to keep our flower, but she refused as her house was less sumptuous than ours, and there was no hiding place. That night, we both realised that the rose was different, magical, but we never thought it would remain just as fresh for years. That’s why we wanted it to be in a place where it wouldn’t wilt. So, I took it as we had a small greenhouse in our garden. My dad liked taking care of flowers, so he built a small greenhouse at the rear of our house.

      ”I gave it to him and he planted it in a pot, and looked after it. Little did I know that it would still live on for forty years. That night, I forged a deep bond with Nafalte.

      ”After a few days, our wedding preparations started. We were going to get married on my eighteenth birthday. We didn’t make love as we waited for our wedding. We wanted to be pure in body and mind. After all, it was a golden rule that every girl should remain a virgin until her wedding night.

      ”Not even once did it occur to me that my twin brother Hassid-Tal was jealous of me as he too was in love with Nafalte. We always got on well. I shared all my secrets with him. He was my own blood, my brother. Fortunately, when I told him about the rose, he didn’t believe me and dismissed me as a dreamer and a romantic having illusions. He wanted Nafalte badly and, as he couldn’t have her, she became a fixation. His passion blew his mind and heart, and led him to crime. Since we were like two peas in a pod, no one recognised us and he took my place on the first wedding night. Not even our parents or Nafalte could tell us apart. My beloved brother did something cheap and vulgar that night.

      ”The wedding took place amid merriment. Nafalte was a sun ray, dressed in white. They threw flowers on us, and everyone was laughing and applauding as soon as the ceremony ended. There followed a shindig. We all sat in a big circle with a big fire in the middle. We drank and sang old and new songs.

      ”The moments I spent dancing with Nafalte were the happiest of my life. I held her in my arms. She was like a flower with her scent and soft skin and, when she looked at me, I felt like she was the whole world to me. That was the first and last time I ever held her in my hands. Those moments were absolute bliss for me as I had all I wanted in life. I felt complete. How should I know what would happen? When we sat down, my brother came closer and whispered in my ear that there was something serious he wanted to discuss with me. He took me aside, after he had made sure a henchman lay there wielding a knife. The moment we got to that spot, the man hit me in the back, and I dropped unconscious.

      ”Then, Hassid-Tal took my place. He drank, had fun, and raped my wife. Nafalte figured it all out when they were left alone in the room. He kissed her against her will. She resisted him as much as she could, but that villain beat her up. She fainted and then he ravished her. Afterwards, he took some of his henchmen and left Lafar.

      ”That same night, my fellow villagers found me beaten and unconscious. Luckily, mine wasn’t a serious wound. When my loved one woke up and realised what had happened, she committed suicide. She couldn’t take all that shame. Injured as I was, I was taken to see her. I saw her just before she breathed her last. She had taken poison. ‘That crook raped me, my love! I realised it wasn’t you the moment he kissed me. I didn’t want that, do you understand? I resisted him with all my might, but he hit me, I fainted, and then he raped me. It’s you I’ve always loved. You’re my only love. I’ll be waiting for you…’, she said and died in my arms. ‘No…Hassid-Tal, I’ll kill you, Hassid…’ I cried my eyes out and yelled, as I held my wife’s soulless body. I don’t know how long I stayed there in Nafalte’s arms. Then, I lost consciousness.

      ”We buried her. The whole village dressed in black. I was over her grave for forty days and nights. I sang her the verses she loved, I told her old stories, I cried and laughed to myself in silence. I slept very little. The only thing that kept me away from madness was revenge. Physically, I recovered thanks to the nostrums of a doctor who came from Riyadh. Mentally, I was already dead. I lived only for the sake of revenge.

      ”When the period of mourning was over, and I completely recovered, I left in search of my brother. My father and mother were inconsolable. They couldn’t believe that their own son, my brother, could do such a heinous thing. On the other hand, though, they didn’t want me to kill him. They wanted me to bring him back to be tried. Still, I had already tried and condemned him inside of me. I sought vindication.

      ”The big manhunt began. My first stop was our neighbouring city, Riyadh, which was eighty miles away from Lafar. Just as I left home, my parents kissed me on the forehead. Instinctively, without rhyme or reason, an inner drive made me want to take the rose with me. ‘Dad, bring me the blue rose. I’ll take it with me’. He fetched it without saying a word. My instinct bade me take it with me because it reminded me of my Nafalte, the night we had found it. Of course, I didn’t know anything about its properties. I put it in a bag, then in Riyadh I closed it in the turquoise box, thinking that it wouldn’t last long.

      ”When I got to Riyadh, I asked all my acquaintances and friends if they had seen Hassid. None of them had. I searched every nook and cranny, yet he was nowhere to be found. Like the earth had opened its mouth and swallowed him. I got disappointed and kept myself to myself inside my small hotel room. I slept for quite some time. I woke up to a light that fell on my eyes, and irked me. ‘What the heck!’ I thought. I shot to my feet irritatedly. I saw a beam of light come out of the box where the rose was kept. I opened it up out of curiosity. I was instantly dazzled by the white light that emanated from it. I unconsciously dropped it to the floor. This bright light deluged the whole room with drops of gold dust. I went down on my knees, shutting my eyes in fear. I felt there was an indeterminate supreme power in the room. After some time, I slowly opened my eyes. The white light lent the plain room a dreamlike hue. I reached out to take a few drops of this gold dust. As soon as I touched them, they disappeared. ‘What’s going on here?’ No sooner had I said that than before my eyes, in the void, popped up a large image. It showed Hassid walking along a busy street full of people and cars. He was getting in a car, holding a plane ticket. I could clearly see the number, the date, and the hour of the flight he had booked. He was restless and in a hurry. Just before the picture vanished, in the distance I made out a mast-shaped hotel. It was the Burj Al Arab in Dubai.

      ”The picture disappeared straight away. I was so shocked, I mumbled to myself: ‘But…that was Hassid, who booked a flight to leave. The villain is in Dubai, while I am here’. I figured that out from the mast-shaped hotel. It was the renowned Burj Al Arab, one of the tallest hotels in the world. And all this thanks to my guardian angel, my blue rose. I held it in my hands, and kissed it. It was then that it dawned on me that this wasn’t an ordinary rose; it had unique magical properties. It magically showed me my brother’s whereabouts.

      ”Up until then, I didn’t believe a single word about luck, horoscopes, psychics, and magic. It came as a shock to me to discover that my rose wasn’t a casual rose. To get a better picture of what was happening, I went to a bar, and drank a lot, which gave me strength. I started processing what I had to do from now on. Up to now, I had been one step ahead of Hassid, and I had to take advantage of that. He was leaving in a couple of days. I had plenty of time to prepare. Fortunately, no one knew me in Dubai, so I didn’t run the risk of being recognised. That same evening, I was in Dubai. I stayed at the airport for quite some time in order to examine it thoroughly. I learnt the entrances and exits, the shops, the departures and arrivals, as well as the taxi rank. I found out where the restrooms were, the cafes, and the duty-free shops. Then, I left without let or hindrance. I booked a cheap hotel room, and braced myself for the battle. I felt like an emotionless robot that acted in cold blood.

      ”Early the following afternoon, at around three, when Hassid was leaving, I was at his departure gate. I sat on a remote bench, waiting. I was disguised with a false moustache, sunglasses, and a hat. Next to me was a telephone booth. Earlier on, I had asked the assistant there to call out the name Hassid-Tal as there was a phone call for him. That’s how he would come right next to me.

      ”At around half past two, my brother turned up. He was unsuspectingly walking between two other men. He heard his name on the loudspeakers just before he passed through the departure gate. He puzzled for a second. ‘Who could possibly be asking for me?’ He walked on indifferently; he would just ignore the announcement. Still, the second, third, and fourth one made him go to the information desk. There, he reluctantly asked where he was supposed to go, and was shown which phone booth to pick. He came to me like sheep to the slaughter.

      ”As soon as he stepped into the phone booth, and picked up the receiver, I leapt to my feet, opened the door, and pushed him out, violently dragging him across the floor. I could wait no more. I jumped on him and started beating him up with all my might. At first, he was so shocked, he stood still, unable to react. After a while, though, he started punching me, knocking me down. I stood up again and we were now glaring at each other with animosity.

      ”‘You’re such a villain and a crook, a filthy piece of crap that must depart from this world as soon as possible before you contaminate everything with your touch. I’m going to kill you, Hassid-Tal’, I said and clenched my fists. ‘Dare if you can’. That very moment, I felt two hands behind me. It was his henchmen waiting for him at the departure gate. As soon as they touched me, I jumped over them and landed behind them. They both grabbed me, but I wouldn’t buckle. We fought hard until I beat them. My thirst for revenge made me invincible. Hassid seized the opportunity to escape, and took to his heels towards the exit. As I searched for him, I asked everyone around me if they had seen someone running, and they pointed at him. I didn’t keep up. He was outside the airport now. I saw him drive off on his Range Rover. I caught a fleeting glimpse of a couple trying to start the engine of a jeep they had rented. I grabbed hold of their keys, as I had them get off, and gave them money to hire another one. There followed a crazy manhunt in the streets of Dubai. I was after him. We were both driving recklessly. It was a miracle that we didn’t have an accident.

      ”We got out of the city. There were some treacherous mountains and lots of drought. The wheels of the car kicked up dust. I was so hot and tense that I thrust off my shirt. After some time, I saw him stop. He must have run out of petrol. There were high mountains and caves around the area. He got off the jeep and started running in the direction of a cave. He got in, and so did I after a while. It was such a big cave that you easily got lost. As soon as my eyes adjusted to the dark, I shouted: ‘Hassid-Tal, you coward! You don’t deserve to be Mahtar-Sal Raya’s son! Our father is ashamed to have you as his offspring!’

      ”Meanwhile, while I walked into the cave, I started to make out some huge stalactites and stalagmites that

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        Chapter 37
      


      		
        Chapter 38
      


      		
        Chapter 39
      


      		
        Chapter 40
      


      		
        Chapter 41
      


      		
        Chapter 42
      


      		
        Chapter 43
      


      		
        Chapter 44
      


      		
        Chapter 45
      


      		
        Chapter 46
      


      		
        Chapter 47
      


      		
        Chapter 48
      


      		
        Chapter 49
      


      		
        Chapter 50
      


      		
        Chapter 51
      


      		
        Chapter 52
      


      		
        Chapter 53
      


      		
        Chapter 54
      


      		
        Chapter 55
      


      		
        Chapter 56
      


      		
        Chapter 57
      


      		
        Chapter 58
      


      		
        Chapter 59
      


      		
        Chapter 60
      


      		
        Chapter 61
      


      		
        Chapter 62
      


      		
        Chapter 63
      


      		
        Chapter 64
      


      		
        Chapter 65
      


      		
        Chapter 66
      


      		
        Chapter 67
      


      		
        Chapter 68
      


      		
        Chapter 69
      


      		
        Chapter 70
      


      		
        Chapter 71
      


      		
        Chapter 72
      


      		
        Chapter 73
      


      		
        Chapter 74
      


      		
        Chapter 75
      


      		
        Chapter 76
      


      		
        Chapter 77
      


      		
        Chapter 78
      


      		
        Chapter 79
      


      		
        Chapter 80
      


      		
        Chapter 81
      


      		
        Chapter 82
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/ebook-cover-image.jpg
Vaso Eleftheriou
First Part of a Trilogy






