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Introduction.
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I was recovering from a long bilious flight and checked in to a cheap and dingy 3-star hotel room, located on a small block nestled into the busy and crowded city of Cairo. The noise from the heavy and polluting traffic, combined with the non-stop humming from the old and dirty air-condition, destroyed any chance of me recovering from my 17-hour flight from Sydney and getting a nice, plentiful sleep. The night was young, so I decided that I should explore this magical city of Cairo on my own, as the guided tours were to begin tomorrow morning and I had no plans for the remainder of today. I was always a firm believer in walking around in a new city on my own is the best way to experience it, stirring myself away from the typical tourist traps and the heavily-time constricted trips, one can truly see the genuine hustle and bustle and the everyday life of a city’s inhabitants and beauty of the culture.

I took the remote control and switched off the old wooden-framed 1960’s style vintage television and was about to leave the stinky and old hotel room, complete with the heavy stench of a decade-old dirty Mediterranean carpet and all when I began to feel a sudden rush of hesitation and anxiety overwhelming my entire body. Humans tend to overestimate certain dangers, I am, for instance, often afraid of shark attacks when swimming in Australian waters, although it is statistically scarce to be killed by one. Although excited that I was in Cairo, I was also gripped by a fear of being targeted in a terrorist attack as such things occur sporadically in Egypt, according to the media that continuously influence the population.

The fear was amplified by the fact that my loving partner of many years, sweet, gentle Elaine, I call her my dear Laney, had refused to travel with me to Cairo, citing the risk of a terrorist attack as the main reason why. Eventually, I brushed off my negative thoughts and managed to calm myself down, reminding myself that the choices I make in everyday occurrences of my life, such as my diet and exercise, probably has a more significant impact on my life expectancy than terrorist attacks statistically will ever have.

I walked around aimlessly, absorbing all there is to offer of the magical and lustrous city, smelling all the fragrance and delicious aroma, looking at the old and archaic Egyptian buildings while taking photographs until I came across a sizeable Egyptian Bazaar.  I am not a big fan of shopping, but I remembered that Elaine had asked for a tin of Egyptian perfume, and I wanted to have something to eat, as the food there seemed affordable and smelled delightful. 
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The Blue Crystal.
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After eating an authentic Egyptian meal, I felt a bit fazed by the noise and the massive commotion at the bazaar. Whenever I travel overseas, especially in the Middle East, I always stand out as an obvious tourist, as I am very tall, and I look very North European. It’s the price that I must pay for being 190 centimetres (6’3”) tall man with a North European Swedish bloodline. My looks attracted a myriad of salesmen in the bazaar, and they were all trying to peddle me different trinkets and riff-raff as souvenirs. I felt the stress and discomfort coming upon me, as I dislike crowds and people pushing things upon me. After saying no repetitively and ignoring dozens of street peddlers, I finally came across something I really wanted, a shimmering blue crystal sold from a healing crystal market stand, located just at the far end of the dingy old flea market.  

I studied the mysterious blue crystal for a while trying to contact the presumed seller, an old Egyptian woman, who was squatting behind an old wooden table, smirking and showing off her yellow teeth and a wart on her big nose. But, why did I suddenly want a crystal? I pondered the question, and I couldn’t come up with any sensible explanation. I have never had any interests in gemstones or healing crystals my entire life, but somehow this enchanting crystal was shining with a bright and wondrous blue light. It was so beautiful that it looked as if the crystal was talking to me in a way I hadn’t experienced since I ingested LSD and magic mushrooms in my rebellious youth. I took it up with my two fingers, laid it in my hand and stared at it for a long time, completely mesmerised by its beauty for what felt like an eternity.

“Can I help you, Good Old Sir?”, the rasping sound of the lady seller was suddenly interrupted by a young Egyptian man that appeared from the back end of the squalid shop.

I was brought back to my senses when the store clerk approached me. How long had it been? The other street peddlers had swarmed to me like bees, but this Egyptian man had taken his time and given me the chance to study his products first. I examined the man, he looked different. While the others were wearing everyday Middle-Eastern garments or the typical robes and headscarves due to the sizzling heat, this Egyptian man looked like he had been transported through time, or at least was participating in some sort of a Renaissance fair. 

“How much is this crystal...?”, I stuttered with a confused voice.

“For you sir, this beautiful Zeto crystal is only 1500 pounds!”, Said the salesman confidently.

1500 Egyptian pounds. How much is that in Australian Dollars? I thought to myself. Shortly after I calculated the figures in my head and figured out the answer, it was over A$100 Australian Dollars. I was confused, and I studied both the Egyptian salesman and the enchanting crystal for a while. I must have misheard him. 

“Excuse me, did you say 1500 Egyptian Pound for this piece of glass?” I asked.

“I did, but the price has just gone up. It is now 2,000 Egyptian Pounds!” answered the angry and impatient peddler. 

Now I was bewildered. The street peddlers always lowered their prices at any sign of haggling, but this Egyptian man had increased the price instead. How could this be? I was going to put the crystal away, but I couldn’t, I felt extremely drawn in and compelled to buy it. 

“Okay, 2000 Egyptian pounds. That’s a deal.” I said sheepishly, as I paid for the mysteriously glowing blue crystal and put it in my pocket. After paying for the enchanting gem, I took a cab back to my dingy hotel. My brain was apparently not working properly, I was exhausted, and I desperately needed some good sleep and rest.
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A bumpy bus-ride.
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The following day, I woke up feeling a stabbing pain in my stomach, after a minimal amount of sleep. Clearly, my choice of food the day before hadn’t been a smart one, and I had spent the entire night throwing up in the bathroom.  I was considering not showing up for the bus ride to the pyramids, but I decided against it and got myself ready to go. I was only spending a few days in Cairo, before flying to Sweden to my dear old parents, and spending it by being sick and self-pitying in this cheap hotel room was not my version of an ideal holiday.

I passed up on the hotel breakfast and instead bought some refreshing mints and other snacks in the corner shop outside of the hotel, to cover up the stench of my vomit from the night before. I didn’t want to risk throwing up on the bus, bringing some mints and a bag of nuts would be handy if I got hungry later. I got on the tour bus, and the guide was happily chirping and sharing some interesting facts about Cairo, or at least I believe he did, but my attention was foggy after the rough night. I slowly slipped into a dreamy abyss and fell asleep on the bus.

After what felt like a short time, we reached the pyramids, and I woke up from a nap feeling a bit better.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
1

rtin Lundqvist

Written by Ma)





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





