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TUNISIA

“Look there's the mosque.”

“In the middle of the Medina, the old city.”

Luc and Lucie peered excitedly out of the window as the plane
circled again and again, in a perfect blue sky, above Tunis,
waiting to land.

It had all been a frantic rush: end of term, Christmas
celebrations at Charmante la Forét as usual, then packing and

today, December 27th almost in Tunisia.

"It'll be great to see Granny and Grandad again. Will we see our
cousins too?"

"T hope so," said Dad "but they

live in Sousse not in Tunis.”

"Whereabouts will we be stay-
ing?" Luc asked, still looking out

of the window “"Whereabouts is

Montfleury?” Grandad worked in
the hospital and their flat was nearby.



"We'll be looking round the Medina tomorrow," replied granny.

"We could meet him there."

So it was arranged that they would all meet by the goldsmith's
shop near the Zitouna Mosque at eleven o'clock the following day.
Today seemed to be very long and after the huge meal Luc and

Lucie began to feel sleepy and went to bed.
They were just settling down when Pirate appeared.

"It's all very complicated here,” he complained. "My contact
doesn't want to meet you directly. He says we have to go to the
Medina. Near the mosque there are first some goldsmiths’ shops
and then some shops selling perfume. One of these will have a
small purple elephant outside with its howdah full of perfume
bottles. You have to say 'Hannibal' to the shopkeeper and he will

give you more instructions.”

"That's great, " said Lucie, "we've just arranged to meet
Mohammed by the goldsmith's shop near the Mosque tomorrow."
Luc had a sudden feeling of foreboding. "Who is this

shopkeeper? Is he on our side?”



"Well," replied Pirate tetchily "I have it on good authority that
he can be trusted but as I said, things are difficult to negotiate
here. I don't know about you but I'm exhausted,” With that he
perched on the curtain rail and fell sound asleep. Luc and Lucie

turned over in their beds and followed his example.

At half past ten the following morning, they were all entering
the Medina, the oldest part of the city and a maze of narrow
streets and alleys - a huge market really.

“Now,” said mum "if we get separated shall we agree fo meet in

front of the Zitouna mosque?”

"A good idea,” said granny "and to make sure everyone knows
where we are grandad's made some photocopies of a map of the
Medina. But I'm sure no-one will get lost.” Then they plunged
immediately into a riot of noise and colour and smells.

“Lucie, this is where they must have brought us when we were
three,” said Luc as they headed down the narrow street lined
with shops and stalls. Goods were spilling out in front of them:
shot silk - blue, green, red and purple; patterned rolls of heavy
cotton in earth colours, light cotton in vivid violet and piles of

pots,



recklessly squandered, rugs and carpets and wall hangings, beads
and bracelets, antique tables and chairs, stacks of books,
unfamiliar reverberating music, the sweet acrid smell of incense,
and the pungent smell of leather. It was overwhelming. They just

didn't know where to look.

Mum gazed enviously at an octagonal blue lamp. "That would look

great in our hall," she said.

“Let's just wait until we've seen some more. We don't want to buy

the first thing we see,” said Dad laughing.

Lucie was fascinated by some strange wooden game played on a
board with figures of carved soldiers and Luc was fingering a
beautiful green ceramic fish. There were temptations all around
and it was difficult to tear themselves away to meet Mohammed,
but, by eleven o'clock, they saw the Mosque in front of them and
there he was outside the goldsmith's shop. They rushed to greet
him and to introduce him to their family.

Mum'’s eyes were already wandering towards the finely decorated

filigree work ear-rings and rings in the shop window.



purple elephant outside.” Luc followed her as she went over
to the elephant’'s howdah and picked up one of the beautifully
twisted glass bottles containing purple liquid. She ook the
stopper out and smelt a heavy musky scent. A man emerged
from inside the shop.

"Do you want to buy that?"

"Not this one,” said Lucie "something lighter.”

"Perhaps this?" suggested the man, selecting a bottle
containing a pale green transparent liquid. It smelt of jasmine
and magnolia and Lucie loved it. It wasn't expensive so she
said "Yes I'd love that one - Hannibal."

"What did you say?"” said the man, startled.

"I said I'd love it - Hannibal," repeated Lucie.

"I didn't think you'd be so young,” the man muttered then “Give
it to me and I'll wrap it up.”



