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                         The Lady of Flame                              

                         by G. L. Parry

     In a desert territory once held in dispute between two nations long consigned to the pages of history, Aasim Mahfouz sat sipping bitter black coffee on a shady balcony.  From his elevated vantage point he was afforded a depressing view of the decrepit fishing village to which the Halaib Triangle owed its name.      
     Ramshackle tenements cobbled together from crumbling brick walls and corrugated iron spread out around him like slums.  Few other traces of the original town remained.  Everything of value had been looted or hauled away for scrap centuries ago; the cars, hotels and tourists were gone, lost to sight and memory.  Abandoned following the final collapse of central rule in Egypt and the accompanying breakdown of law and order only the name persisted, a forlorn ghost of better times.                              

     The chipped crockery lacked a maker’s mark to show where it had been produced, not that that was unusual.  Aasim savoured the last dregs in his cup, paid the innkeeper with well-worn copper coins and returned reluctantly to his roach-infested room.      

