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Jackals and Arabs



We were camping in the oasis. My companions were asleep. An Arab,
tall and dressed in white, went past me. He had been tending to his
camels and was going to his sleeping place.



I threw myself on my back into the grass. I wanted to sleep. I
couldn’t. The howling of a jackal in the distance—I sat up straight
again. And what had been so far away was suddenly close by. A
swarming pack of jackals around me, their eyes flashing dull gold
and going out, slender bodies moving in a quick, coordinated
manner, as if responding to a whip.



One of them came from behind, pushed himself under my arm, right
against me, as if it needed my warmth, then stepped in front of me
and spoke, almost eye to eye with me.



“I’m the oldest jackal for miles around. I’m happy I’m still able
to welcome you here. I had already almost given up hope, for we’ve
been waiting for you an infinitely long time. My mother waited, and
her mother, and all her mothers, right back to the mother of all
jackals. Believe me!”
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