[Little Tek is trying to rent a camel for Patak, in preparation for their trip to the great city of Pantheon, jewel of the desert.]

Little Tek clasped the gold mark tightly in his hand.

‘No!’ he snarled. ‘You charge me fair, or see how I break your camel cages in the night time, merchant-thief!’

‘Wretch!’ cried the fat man, and swung his meaty fist downwards in a savage blow. Tek dodged it. ‘You dare threaten me with your stolen mark?’ spat Jed, eyes bulging. ‘Filth! Doubtless you would steal my camels too if you could!’

The boy flashed his teeth. ‘Maybe I slit the purse from your neck,’ hissed Tek, ‘but I no steal your dirty flea-sack camels for mine, fat man! Old man Patak no want your half-dead creatures for keeps.’

Jed’s bejewelled hand shot to his neck, a look out outrage on his bloated face as he staggered back towards his stall. Suddenly he grabbed his staff, and lashed out at the boy. Tek dove to one side, and hit the ground badly, scuffing his cheek in the dirt. He scrambled to his feet.

‘One copper drak!’ Tek shouted. ‘Fair charge to Patak, or I set your camels loose for the desert. I not let you steal his mark, greedy merchant!’

Jed sneered at the boy, an ugly look on his face. ‘You think that mark in your hand means you are not worthless, filth? That you may bargain with me, like a man? No! Two silver dens, street-brat, Patak or no Patak. Decide now before I break your arm.’ Jed looked every bit a dangerous man now, the thick staff gripped firmly in both his scarred hands.

Tek scowled at the man, his fists clenching in hatred. Too big, he thought. He break my arm for true, and take Patak’s mark for himself, fat lizard. After a moment, Tek sighed, and spoke through clenched teeth. ‘Deal,’ he said.

‘Good,’ said Jed with a smirk, relaxing his hold on the staff. ‘I’ll give you number six, the Bremian. You’d better watch her, brat.’ The merchant laughed to himself, an unpleasant sound, and started off to the camel pens behind him. ‘She bites.’ 

