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Dedicated to Roz, Sabrina, Sean
and Mom and Dad;
in appreciation of their unwavering

love and suppoxrt.

“Some trust in chariots, and some in horses:
but we will remember the name of the Lord our God”
Psalm 20:7







A chronicle of my adventures...
«.and of my life
changing learnings.

In search of the
@Gold of the Desert Kingsm
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January

In my research on early Mesopotamia, I have
come across numerous references to an ancient
gold mine and storehouse, high in the hills
of Rakar,

Apparently several centuries ago the kings
who ruled those desert lands decided to
store their wealth in a single location; one
that was therefore more easily protected
than several smaller sites, had they each
created their own storehouse.

I suspect it was probably also a convenient
way to watch one anothex!

Unfortunately the ways of the eternal
desert defeated them, for a sandstorm of
unprecedented fury raged for eight months
after they moved their gold to the mountains.







January (continued...)

The way to the mountains was lost; the desert
now much larger; and the peril crossing it
much greater.

They tried to return - but died doing so, and
were buried there in a place known as the
Tomb of Kings. A fearsome and forbidding
place by all accounts - and one avoided by
even the fearless desert nomads.

I now intend to go and cross this desert
for myself, and so recover the Gold of the
Desert Kings.







The First Monday in March

Well, I have made my way to a village on the
outskirts of what I now realize to be a vast
and perilous desert. This place will serve
as home base for me, as it seems to be able
to provide the basic necessities for such an
adventure as I propose.

It is not inhospitable - moreover once my
intentions were made clear I find myself
the topic of a constant source of discussion.
Apparently I am not the first to make such
a trip!

I must learn more.
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Tuesday

While haggling over the price of some figs
with a local vendor, I was approached by
a well-to-do tentmaker. He has given me to
understand that several others have set out
on a similar quest without his tents, and
learned, to their dismay, how unforgiving is
this vast and unyielding sea of golden sand.
I pressed him for more detail.

It seems that previously some have successfully
found their way to the treasure mines in the
mountains - and returned. Alive., This was
most heartening.







Tuesday (continued...)

It also seems that as many more were never
heard from or seen again - but the buzzard
population is, from what I understand, much
larger here than what would be considered
normal, This is most discouraging.

It may well be wise to consider acquiring
one of his fine products. I shall be giving
this considerable thought.







Wednesday

Today I was able to acquire a camel! They are
very different from what I had expected.
Their odor is quite strong; and it appears
they themselves are equally strong, and
able to carry a great deal. I see this as
most advantageous as I intend to have a
great deal of gold with me to bring back! I
shall name him Lawrence.

I am coming to appreciate this village more
each day. It is actually very well off - they
have many of the amenities one would like
but not expect (Herbert's Heavenly Honey
for one). The people are well educated and
courteous. I almost get the impression they
have a source of wealth that goes beyond
that which comes from the obvious tourism in
the area.
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Wednesday (continued...)

On that point, several very interesting
individuals seem to be here for much the same
purpose -~ although it mystifies me how they
heard of the mines. I'm considering joining
up with some of them; I've a feeling that I'd
do better with more heads than just mine,

I suppose there will be several parties
making a run for it shortly. Perhaps I
should step up my pace a bit - they all seem
quite enthusiastic to be gone, and my new
acquaintances and I are beginning to worry
about being left behind, and so possibly
returning less profitably than the other
groups.







Thursday

We're beginning to kit out for our adventure.
My, there's a lot to purchase! And our combined
resources - while far greater than what we
each have individually - still seem only
barely adequate., But we shall be able to
acquire the necessities. But alas, none of
Herbert's Heavenly Honey.

This is becoming more involved than I had
foreseen. The desert is not something to be
taken lightly, I'm learning. And to make
matters worse - within a month all travel
will become impossible, or so we've all been
told by the locals. Apparently a season the
locals call "khamsin” will arrive with such
severity that it is imperative that we be back
from our adventure before its arrival.







Thursday (continued...)

I have learned that khamsin is an extended
period of unrelenting, intense wind and
sandstorms; and that ancient legends speak
of a particularly harsh khamsin causing the
demise of the original Desert Kings!

My task is growing more daunting each hour!
But the gold beckons - and I shall persevere.

Thank goodness for my new-found companions.







Friday

We are finally getting ready to go, which
delights me. My fellow adventurers are
very pleased with Lawrence - apparently
he is an exceptionally fine animal -
although I cannot in good conscience
take credit for this particular bit of
good fortune.

Another bit of good news: one of our
group has acquired a map of the entire
region. This is indeed excellent! We
spent last evening immersed in dark
tea, figs, and discussion; poring over
the map to plan ouxr route.
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Friday (continued...)

We are progressing nicely. One thing however
continues to concern me: there are several
other groups also kitting out here, many I
feel more ready to leave than are we. Time
is against us all, so it pays to keep an eye
on them. I should hate to lose out because
others have gotten there before us. I sense
the need for haste now.

One other thing that has been bothering
me is the relative affluence of this small
village community. Now I have the answer,
and it has caused my desire for haste to
greatly increase!

It transpires that the secret of the mountain
gold is not as well kept as I had supposed.
These villagers have seen adventurers before,
as each year at this time there is a brief
window before the khamsin, when this vast
desert has some tolerance for trespassers.
Others have returned - with gold!

11






Friday (continued...)

But their capacity is limited - as is ours -
by that which they can carxy. However once
the gold is brought in, these enterprising
villagers have found a way to sell it for a
reasonable profit. And so they have become
quite successful as traders of this precious
commodity.

Unfortunately their buyers' demand is
limited, so the price they will pay us will
diminish as supply increases. The soonexr we
are back - assuming we survive, something
becoming more and more of a preoccupation
with me - the more we will make. It appears
that even here the law of supply and demand
is in effect.

And so - we must hurry!

12
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Saturday
A major victory for me today!

The seller of tents has been harassing me ever
since my arrival. Can you imagine - needing
a tent in the desert! And I've been successful
in convincing my colleagues the exorbitant
price he's asking is ridiculous. They have
- finally - agreed. So I feel quite proud of
myself. I've saved us considerable money
and rid myself of that pesky and persistent
haggler once and for all.

There is a rumor circulating of a very old,
some say doddering and senile, 0ld man who
has traveled the desert all his life., It
seems he has returned again, as is his want,
well in advance of the khamsin. It occurred
to me he may be able to give us some advice -
given the vast extent of his experience.

13
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Saturday (continued...)

But I've noticed few others have spoken with
him; and on searching out his whereabouts I
met many who cautioned me with respect to my
expectations - he is, by all consents, extremely
laborious of speech and mannexr. If he is indeed
so slow, then what value can he really be?

I've decided the time could be better spent
focusing on what is now our clear objective:
leave immediately, successfully find the
mountains, and return with gold, before those
whom I have now come to see as ouxr competitors
accomplish a similar task. We must be back
first! This has become our imperative.

We have a few more necessities to gather,
and then we can be off! I must say, despite
the looming dangers and the unknown, I'm
growing increasingly excited. If I can but
get used to Lawrence's unique odor I'm sure
all else will fall in line.

14
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Sunday

Whew - we have narrowly avoided a near
catastrophe!

While searching the bazaar for some last
minute things -~ chief among them mustache
wax - I discovered an out of the way location
~-1little frequented - and occupied by vendors
of the less popular items. My fancy was
immediately taken by a beautiful mahogany
box, housing a large and gleaming brass
compass. Surely such an item would be a
necessity for us. I can't imagine how I could
have overlooked such an obvious piece of
necessary equipment.

18






Sunday (continued...)

While chatting with the vendor, I was informed
of the vagaries of weather we might encounter.
It appears - I was told - that one day may not
at all be like another. Sandstorms can come
upon one suddenly. And also what they call
superheat - a scorching burning fire of a day.

We had not prepared for this. How fortunate
we are to have encountered such a learned
individual before setting out!

18
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Monday

Feeling rather proud of myself, I informed my
companions today of my new found information.
And in the nick of time, for we've decided to
begin our journey at first light tomorrow. An
exciting prospect! Soon the Gold of the Desert
Kings will be 1lining our pockets!

But first we must c¢ross what I am learning
is surely a fearsome and terrible desert.

Today we will buy the last of our provisions
to load on odoriferous Lawrence. I showed our
group the compass I purchased on our behalf,
explaining (rather more coherently than its
vendor I felt) that should we encounter a
sandstorm it would keep us from being lost.
And far cheaper than the shelter offered by
that gouging tent merchant.

17






Monday (continued...)

We have also decided to acquire considerable
extra water (poor Lawrence!) to offset the
effects of superheat, should we encounter
it; and extra food, since I've learned from
my worthy compass vendor that during a
sandstorm large quantities of food will be
ruined. We shall make provision for that.
My new friends were rather complimentary
regarding the value of my desert wisdom and
insight - I was, truthfully, quite flattered
in a modest kind of way.

Well, it's grown late, but I'm having trouble
sleeping. Tomorrow we're of fI Close inspection
of our map has shown that there is at least
one oasis en route - about four days from
here. We shall make first for there.

18






Monday (continued...)

My estimate is that we have only 25 days for
our Jjourney, nearly half of which will be
consumed in travel - both to and from the
mountains.

To be out any longer would be to court
disaster. Others are already en route, or
leaving tomorrow as well. It will be a tight
thing - a race, almost, to see who can return,
first, with the most.

Despite the hazards, I'm really quite looking
forward to the adventure. And am very
confident of our ability to excel.

Now I really must try to rest.

19
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Day 1

It's morning, and a beautiful day in the
desert! The sun is high but not too hot.
Lawrence seems to be enjoying himself
immensely, and smells much better with a
warm breeze blowing across the early morning
sands. Already the town is out of sight - how
quickly these dunes obscure everything - and
we can see no other parties, although several
left at the same time as did we.

We are appropriately attired, so the sun is
not too uncomfortable; well provisioned; and
in excellent spirits. I have assumed the task
of guiding our progress, so have begun to map
out our route.

By nightfall I trust we will be well on our
way to becoming rich!

20






Day 1 (continued...)

It's now the evening of what has been a
magnificent day. We're nearly bedded down for
the night. The party is in excellent spirits;
and we regaled one another by the fire tonight
with stories of our minor adventures during
the day.

I, I'm embarrassed to say, was the source of
most of the amusement. Apparently the ladle
I'd used all day to drink from was the same
one used for Lawrence! They only told this
to me tonight after a day of laughter at my
unknowing expense.

The sunset was magnificent tonight, casting
shades of red across darkened clouds that
defy description.

We are keen to begin our day tomorrow, one
day closer.

21






Day 4
What a time of it we've had!

We are, sadly, on our way back to the village.
How discouraging!

Two days ago we awoke to a beautiful morning
and set out with great hope. By noon the
wind had begun to blow quite strongly, and
shortly thereafter it picked up, carrying
sand with it. Our progress was delayed, for
soon we could barely see,

By nightfall we were paralyzed. The howling,
rushing wind sounded like a thousand
banshees. The sand stung our faces, our
hands; penetrated our clothes; found every
crack and seam - a million needles over and
over. We had no shelter, no respite.

22






Day 4 (continued...)

All the next day the sandstorm howled and
raged. We cowered together beside our stoic
Lawrence, and waited.

Finally, near the end of that eternal day,
the storm abated, and slowly came to an end at
sunset. We were in a sea of gold. The evening
rays stretched across the endless plains of
sand, making virgin and new the world in
which we found ourselves. Any trace of our
previous passage had long been erased. There
was no sound or sign of any others in this
whole wide world save ourselves.

Much of our unprotected food was ruined; so
we had little to eat; and even now are on
strict rations until we successfully return
to the village. Fortunately our water was
covered or we would surely perish from thirst.

23






Day 4 (continued...)

And, worst of all, we feared we were lost.
However - I remembered my compass. My compass
- hah! This useless artifact will, if we're
lucky, Jjust serve to get us home. I now
discover it was so poorly made that its inner
workings are nearly useless - being as
clogged and caked with sand as the rest of
us. Its box has seams so large they issued an
invitation for the blinding sand to take up
permanent residence., Clearly I was misled by
the good-for-nothing vendor who insisted I
buy the worthless thing.

I've been able to remove enough sand to get a
reading and so get us back on track for our
return. But now it is completely useless. I'll
leave it where we stand as we turn for home - a
testament to our discouragement and failure.

24
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Day &

We made it back late last night - exhausted,
discouraged, and yet relieved to be safe. Never
has such a small village looked so hospitable.

We have decided to try again.
There is still time.

And so we are quickly trying to re-equip
ourselves with the necessary provisions. I
believe I shall seek out the fine individual
I met earlier who sold those excellent and
economical tents, as I believe that he indicated
they would shelter us from sandstorms.

We've done some further planning over
breakfast and believe that, if we make haste,
we can be off again before sunset today and so
begin to make up for the time we've lost.

I must hurry.

25
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Day 8

We were in fact able to leave yesterday - but
heard some disturbing news from the local
vendors: another group was forced to return as
well, and they came across the buried remains
of a third group who had perished in the storm.

It appears we were lucky.

Today was beautiful and we have made
excellent time. A good day's trek is behind
us. My map has proved invaluable.

We are on our way again, and are quite
encouraged! I have even had time to scratch
my name on my own mug, and Lawrence's on his.

We hope to reach an oasis the day after
tomorrow, by midday. I'm sure our faithful
Lawrence will be glad of a rest, as will wel
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Day 8
How magnificent!

It's late afternoon and I'm sitting in the
shade of a tall, leafy palm tree. The breeze
is cool, and the sun is just starting to cast
long, inviting shadows across the well worn
paths of this lush desexrt oasis.

We've all had the chance to wash and take
the sand from our clothes, our hair, and our
boots. I even allowed myself the luxury of a
shave and a dab of mustache wax. What with
my recently acquired tan, clean safari shirt,
and pith helmet I do believe I cut quite the
dashing figure. A11 around me are the sounds
of several caravans - their camels, pots and
pans, shouts, and laughter.

27






Day 8 (continued...)

Clearly they are all as glad as I am to have
arrived here safely. Although there is an
undercurrent of competition, in this twilight
moment the overriding passion for us all is
to drink our fill of the abundant and cool
water that abounds in this spectacular place,
and share stories around the fire. Tomorrow
will be time enough to rekindle the desire
for gold and wealth; tonight - we celebrate
life.

The last 24 hours, while now in the past, still
give me cause for some concern. Yesterday we
encountered superheat for the first time.
Fortunately it lasted - inexplicably - for only
a day. But that was enough! We were trudging
through an oven - no - a blast furnace and
molten iron.

28






Day 8 (continued...)

Every step was an effort, and we found
ourselves having no choice but to stop every
hour or so to drink heavily from our water
stores - so quickly did we begin to dehydrate.
By the end of the day we took stock of our water
and were shocked - and considerably dismayed
- to realize how low our supplies had shrunk.
I'm sure none of us had realized how much
we had been consuming during that endless
march under the scorching and relentless,
unyielding pressure of such burning searing
heat. I can only surmise our predicament had
we not been so near this glorious oasis with
its 1limitless cool clean water.

That experience has also served as a warning
tous all. I'm not entirely sure we had foreseen
such a drain on our supplies, and hence have
resolved to fill every container - perhaps even
my shaving mug! - when we leave, in the event
we encounter such heat again.

29
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Day 8 (continued...)

I've overheard several of the other groups
saying much the same thing. Apparently it
was deep cause for concern among us all.

Tonight I shall talk to the other groups
about the likelihood of its re-occurrence -
perhaps some will know more than I. After
this last week I'm much more aware of how
little we really do know, and how much
better equipped we would be - and hence more
likely to survive, let alone succeed - if we
knew more. Tonight learning all I can will
be my personal objective.

30
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Day ©

It is nearly 10 am and we shall soon be off
again. But it was not an easy decision to
continue - we have been discussing and debating
the issue for the last two hours. It was the
proximity of neighboring villages that finally
persuaded us to continue. And our planning.

Last night we learned several things - all to
our dismay. Worst of all, I think, is that we
are but a day's trek from the mysterious Tomb
of Kings. It lies directly between us and
the mountains. The Bedouins who travel these
inhospitable wastelands say it's haunted by
long dead desert rulers; and some even go so
far as to say that those who entexr never return!
A ghastly place.
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Day 9 (continued...)

There is a way around it though - the way is
longer, but apparently safer. We intend to take
that alternate route. Some of the other groups
have clearly chosen the more reckless route,
and intend to brave those unknown dangexrs.
They seem far less afraid than I believe is
healthy. I fear for their safety.

In the spirit of goodwill I took the liberty of
mentioning this to them as they loaded their
gear this morning - I would not want their
deaths on my conscience. But they seemed
unperturbed despite my warnings. Oh well.
Certainly I am indeed fortunate to be a part
of a team that shows such good common sense,
and a willingness to listen to reason.
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Day 9 (continued...)

The other terrifying intelligence we received
from many sources was that, as khamsin season
approaches, the weather worsens! We will very
likely encounter much to fear in that arena.
It certainly gave us cause to pondexr.

As the argument raged around this issue I
must confess I found my mind drifting, and
I idly happened to look at the map. I noticed
for the first time that there are villages on
the western perimeter of this vast desert!

Villages!

I immediately interrupted the discussion to
bring home this discovery; and hastened to
point out that we had only to always have
enough food and water to carry us to the
nearest village, and we would be safe! A rather
excellent plan even if I do say so myself. That
turned the tide, and we agreed to continue.

33
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Day 9 (continued...)

And so we're off, with Lawrence bringing up
the rear - we've discovered he smells not nearly
as badly that way! As we go my companions are
in for a pleasant surprise - I traded one of
my oak mustache brushes (I had brought two in
case one was lost) for an excellent harmonica.
I shall play an aria from Vendi's opera "La
Traviata” for my colleagues as we go. It will
surely serve to buoy our spirits as we make our
way to the gold that awaits.

34
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Day 10

No sooner had we left camp this morning
than we were swallowed up in another
raging sandstorm! But... thanks to what I
may modestly say to be my own foresight...
we weathered it well and continue to make
excellent progress.

At the first sign of the coming storm we
quickly erected our excellent shelter -
quality workmanship in each stitch. It kept
out the sand, and left us well protected in
every way. We even had room for Lawrence -
although we only allowed his nose and head
inside. We waited out the worst of it with a
small meal and a nap.

As soon as the storm had abated we were able
to continue, refreshed, for the rest of the
day, and even into the night.
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Day 10 (continued...)

The stars are magnificent as they stretch out
like sequins over this vast and unpredictable
expanse of sand.

Our decision to circumvent the Tomb of Kings
has given us some measure of peace (how great
is man's fear of the unknown!). But it has
slowed us down somewhat. Nonetheless, if all
goes well we shall reach the mountains in two
more days, if we can keep up this pace.
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Day 13

It is early morning, and I am the first
among my companions to awake. How glorious
is the sunrise, and the cool breezes from the
mountains. We have made it! We have arrived!

The last two days have passed in a daze. The
sun was hot, but not unbearable - beautiful
days in the desert really, so we pushed on
long and hard, covering relentlessly mile
after mile with little pause.

By yesterday afternoon the mountain peaks
were in view - most heartening. Even Lawrence
seemed to pick up his pace somewhat. By
evening we were at the desert's end, and
collapsed, exhausted. We had made it.

And so this morning I awoke excited and
refreshed.
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Day 13 (continued...)

I dare not shave as our water supply is
precious until we find a fresh source. I shall
search for some in the mountains today, but
if I fail our supply must hold us until our
return. So it is a very precious commodity! I've
nonetheless waxed my mustache, dusted off
my now faded and tattered pith helmet, and
luxuriated in a change of undergarments.

I feel a new man - a bit dusty perhaps - but I
suspect it gives one a rather rugged look, so
all in all I'm not too displeased.

It is our intent to search out the gold today.
I can hardly wait.

I believe I shall wake my companions with a
small tune on my harmonica - something I've
been too exhausted to attempt prior to this.
I shall play Handel's Hallelujah Chorus for
them from his magnificent work - Messiah.
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Day 14

We found it! Late yesterday afternoon, the
setting rays of the sun shone directly on the
side of the mountain, and into a cave we'd
missed in our search earlier during the day.
The golden rays of that spectacular sunset
threw all in relief on the mountainside - the
rocks, the trees, the fissures and hollows~
but in one spot they seemed to disappeaxr. We
scrambled up in time to see a small entrance,
now brightly 1lit for some way back into the
mountains.

Inside we found gold! Pure, solid gold! And
paths radiating out from this treasure trove
in all directions. Obviously there are many
entrances - perhaps even many storage areas
like this one. That explains why we've seen
no other groups, something which has been
mystifying me. We determined to first empty
this cave, and then search for others.

39



IT'S weu erensD /



Day 14 (continued...)

It was all we could do to drag one bar out and
down to our camp before nightfall descended
quickly upon us.

We spent last night by the fire telling
stories - spinning dreams really - of what we
each intended to do with our new wealth!

It was a momentous night, and one I shall
long remember. We sat there warmed in front
from the fire, but slightly chilled at our
back from the cool mountain air, listening
to the crackling of the flames, the laughter
of happy comrades dreaming of vast fortunes,
while all the while the stars shone clear
and bright in a cloudless pure sky of
eternal black.

It is now early morning and we intend to
gather a great deal more today!

How exciting!
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Day 15

Our hopes of great wealth are dashed! We
are already on our return. In fact those
magnificent mountains are now but a hazy
memory on the horizon of our hope, and our
Journey.

How did such a promising future turn against
us so quickly?

Soon I shall have to lay aside this journal
and be on the move again. We have paused here
in the blinding sun for a short rest.

It is so hot. Surely we are again in the throes
of that dreaded superheat.

Our water supply is dangerously low - so
quickly are we consuming that precious liquid.

Water - in our enthusiasm on that first day
on the mountain we failed to determine if
water could be found.
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Day 15 (continued...)

On the second day... can it be but yesterday?
«swe found none. Our supply was running low.
But the gold beckoned.

So we gave up the search for water, to go in
search of more gold.

««I wonder if soon water will be the more
precious to us...

And then we came upon a sudden - and
devastating - realization. Our capacity was
limited!

Faithful, untiring Lawrence could carry
only so much. We needed water. And food. And
our shelter. Our capacity to carry gold was
limited!!

And then - the khamsin - it will come in but
10 days. It took us eternal days to get to the
mountains! How many to return??
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Day 15 (continued...)

And our water. Even food. Was there enough?
Is there enough?

Panic seized our hearts. And despair. And
still does! We could carry no more. We could
stay no longer. We had not the resources
to support our desire to bring back more of
that which has preoccupied our every waking
moment, and intruded on every dream-filled
sleep. The Gold of the Desert Kings.

I grow weak. I must drink again. When did I
last drink?

And we must keep moving, or else we shall
die in this burning furnace that chars a
man's feet and scorches a man's back.

If this nerve raw heat continues we are
surely lost.
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Day 18
The heat continues.
By tonight our water will be gone.

I must think of something before it's too late
for all of us.

eeseee the maplccoo

TEAMUWGR K-
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Day 19

I sit here, quietly, now more in my right
mind than I have been for 24 hours. Surely we
were all in delirium as we stumbled into this
small but welcoming village.

The heat has abated. We have drunk our fill.
And once again the passion for life and
living pulses through our veins.

As I read my last entries I realize how close
we were to perishing before I remembered: on
the outskirts of this vast desert were small
villages -~ a few huts really - that served as
home for a few of those hearty desert people.
If we could but reach onel

I was unable to speak, so dry were my lips.
My voice - but a croak. And my companions
were trudging on, oblivious, doggedly, to
their end.
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Day 19 (continued...)

In desperation I seized upon Lawrence's reins
and turned, determination now firing my
muscles - and yes, hope - to plod westward.

Unthinkingly, my companions followed
blindly - Lawrence being a beacon in their
heat-soaked stupor. And we walked sipping
that precious liquid carefully until, as the
flasks ran dry, we came upon the first bit
of scrub, and then a small hut, and finally
collapsed in the small town square.

That seems like a lifetime ago, but it is but
last evening. How strange is time.

The villagers revived us with life giving
water, Lawrence - our friend - has drunk his
fill. And we have been able to purchase -
with the very last of our money I had kept
hoarded in the bottom of a sack of figs - food
and water,
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Day 19 (continued...)

True - the prices are high - but only compared
to the village where we began our travels.
Here - on the edge of the world - any price
would not be too great.

And so we are off yet again.

It will not be easy. We still must cross an
ocean of swirling, scorching sand before we
return back to what we have come to call
home. And sell our gold (such as it is).

Yet we shall persevere.
We are rested. Alive. And provisioned.

If I can but find my harmonica I intend to
Play my companions a small excerpt from Mozart
as we leave. It seems, somehow, to be missing.
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Day 20

Today has passed uneventfully and without
change. A magnificent day. Sun - but not
unbearable.

We were determined to keep up the pace - but
it has been wearing.

We woke early, and walked until sunset,
with little in the way of a break from the
monotony. Even taking our food as we walked.

But - we are here.

Once again, back at the oasis. We shall only
pause briefly for a few hours, refill our
Jjugs, and be off.
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Day 20 (continued...)

How very interesting! We shall be away in a
few moments, but while the last of the items
are being tied down on intrepid Lawrence I
have a few minutes, and decided to pen my
thoughts, rather than, yet again, unlace my
boots to rid them of sand. No matter. They
will but fill up again within the hour.

But I digress - I suppose it is because
I am unabashedly amazed! ...Several groups
were gathered here with us at the oasis - all
making a short, and quick stop in their rush
to return home.

It appears several of them have considerably
more gold than do we! How did they manage
this? There is little time for talk or stories
at present - but I shall surely pursue this
back home.
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Day 20 (continued...)

And several seem to have had little in the
way of hardship. Did they know things we
did not? Were their expeditions planned
better? I doubt this, as I planned ours.

Hmmmeeeo

Well - we must be of fI It is surely a race now,
I believe.

e TEAMWORK., CHAIN
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Day 21
We are trapped! Safe. But trapped.

Outside there rages the most fearsome storm!
Sand swirls and hammers at everything. Our
tent is beginning to show signs of wear. I don't
know how many more hours of this it can take.

I would soothe myself and my friends with
some music while we wait - but I've still not
been able to locate my harmonica. I had hoped
for an opportunity to improve my ability on
this expedition, since my friends back home
have had no hesitation pointing out my few
small musical deficiencies. However I seem to
have misplaced it - most strange. I was sure it
was in the outside pocket of my knapsack.

Ah... the wind is abating somewhat. Perhaps
the day is not yet lost.
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Day 22

Exhaustion has again gripped our worn and
weary group. I must sleep.

It is midnight. I awoke with a start - a
dream perhaps - and stepped outside our
much bedraggled tent. The doorway was
nearly buried in the sand. I fear much of
it fell inside as I opened the flap. Outside
the storm is over. The heat has subsided. And
the crescent moon is just visible, a sliver of
silver in a black ocean of diamonds.

Everywhere the landscape is the same -
rounded hills of slowly shifting and sliding
sand. The gentle hiss of the grains as they
slide into sleep is soothing and calm.

We are, I believe, lucky to be alive.

We set off two days ago, feeling the worst was
over, and walking through the night to make
up time.
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Day 22 (continued...)

By morning we were again awash in boiling,
sweltering, unbearable heat. Superheat.
Every step was a chore, every moment draining
energy and fluid from our being, and bodies.
Then it struck.

From nowhere a raging burning wind. It
was all we could do to pull out what tattexrs
remained of our shelter after the last storm,
and try to tie it down as the sand came
rushing in upon us.

We barely made it. Thirst was over-powering.
Sand was in our mouths, our eyes, our clothes.
Even Lawrence pushed himself inside - a
fortunate act, as he helped hold up the
shelter now draped across his hump. We
drank; and collapsed. The storm raged and
with it the heat intensified - if such a
thing is possible.
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Day 22 (continued...)

We lay in a stupor - all of us - with a cup
of water at our face to rise periodically and
take a few precious sips.

But now - it has passed, as it had come.

The cooler air has returned, and with it
a desire for food. And so my strength has
returned. Soon I shall wake my companions
and we shall make the last push for home.

We shall leave our shelter behind now, for
it is so worn and ripped from the intensity
of these storms that it can serve no further
purpose. It has served us well.

Our water supplies, too, are low. Dangerously
so. Let us hope the remaining days remain
clear,
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Day 22 (continued...)

And so it is with mixed emotions I wake my
friends, my companions, in this adventure.

Will we survive?
I believe we shall.
And what a story we shall have to tell.

But there are pages still to write, and the
ink is running perilously low.
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Day 23

It has been a beautiful day in the desert.
We pushed very hard today, but the weather
held. I'm shocked how quickly our supplies
have diminished. We have rationed ourselves
today, and have enough for only one more
day. But by my reckoning this will suffice,
for we should be home by tomorrow night.

We are all somewhat uneasy - something even
Lawrence senses, I'm sure. If another sandstorm
comes upon us, or superheat, we are surely lost.
If my calculations are incorrect, and we fail
to arrive home tomorrow, we shall die.

If all goes well - we shall be safe and rich
- not as much as we had dreamed of, but
certainly better than before we began.

And we have our friendships: and I, for one,
many learnings I shall carry with me into
other chapters of my life. Tomorrows.. will
tell all.
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The 25th Day and the Conclusion of
our Expedition

I do believe I look quite dashing; really
rather heroic! I've traded in my khakis for
true Bedouin dress. These robes are at once
warmexr and cooler, clearly will not hold the
sand as my old garments did, and, with my sun
darkened face, make me indistinguishable
from the fiexrce nomads who successfully brave
the desert sands as a way of life. My newly
waxed mustache can, I'm sure, only serve to
undexrscore my native nomadic look. I heard
this village boasts a photographer of some
renown. I shall seek her out.

We arrived at home yesterday. My calculations
were correct, and we are all safe, sound,
happy, and wealthy.
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The 25th Day and the Conclusion of
our Expedition (continued...)

We were able to sell our gold for a
fair, albeit reduced price. Others had
returned before us, so the demand was
not as high as we had hoped. But we are
content - it is a good price.

Lawrence is tethered outside our hotel-
The Royal Palm - where we all began.
Can it be but twenty five days ago?
The ownex implied there was some form
of unpleasant odor emanating from
him - but clearly this is not the case,
as I smell nothing unusual. I firmly
suggested that perhaps his refuse
bins around back - and upwind - needed
emptying. The man clearly has limited
experience in these matters.
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The 25th Day and the Conclusion of
our Expedition (continued...)

Tonight there are rumors of a few other groups
returning -~ I must say they cut it awfully
close. Little room for error there. They are
still traipsing around in the heat, while
we've arrived a day early, shaved, bathed,
and refreshed. Superb planning, I must say.

We shall join the village in going down to
meet them - I do hope for their sakes they
were able to collect at least a little gold.
Perhaps I shall be able to advise them
should they decide to attempt a crossing
again next year.

Already the wind is strengthening and dryness
is in the air. Soon all will be impassible.
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The Following Morning

It's incredible! Unbelievable! I am at a loss
for words. In shock!

Last night three caravans returned. They
each have mountains of gold - well - two did;
the third had somewhat less. They are wealthy
beyond even my dreams. It's incredible! They
look far more rested than we are even now;
their faces do not show the haggard effects
of stress only now just leaving our own - and
they are richl!

It appears they each spent well over a week
in the mountains collecting gold. No wonder
they have so much.

They brought sad news also - of an entire
party who perished Jjust 24 hours from
home. They - like us - discovered you can
neither eat nor drink gold. Apparently they
misjudged their needs, and stayed too long
in the mountains.
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The Following Morning (continued...)

However, these three highly successful groups
used every moment of every day - even to the
last. And they made it count. In speaking with
a local merchant I discovered their starting
resources were much the same as our own.

Incredible!

Clearly I have much, still, to learn. But that
has been the greatest reward throughout
this adventure.

e —‘\——ﬁﬁ—A—ﬁ-
PLANTE WIN, NoT
JUST To AVOD FAILLURE!
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Postscript

It's a beautiful summer's day in June and I am
home now, and shall soon close this journal
for the last time. The post today brought
a small package - my harmonica! And a note
which I've copied here. Those delightful
scoundrels!

"We 'found' this at the bottom of Lawrence's
food pack., Although even he plays it much
better than you, we decided to return it -
and suggest you trade it away for another
mustache brush - something you truly know
how to use, almost as well as a map!

Your fellow adventurers in the search of the
Gold of the Desert Kings."
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You've read the book...
...now you can experience the adventure!

Call Fagle’s Flight at 1-800-567-8079.
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Eagle’s Flight..

Eagle’s Flight provides a half-day program to support the
content of “Gold of the Desert Kings~” in which participants
can relive this adventure, and personally experience these
powerful learnings for themselves. The program can be run
for small training groups or large conference events with
several thousand participants.

Eagle’s Flight is an innovative company that is a world-leader
in the development and delivery of powerful, principle-based
training programs.

The unique, experiential programs are designed to improve
performance by stimulating insights and inspiring results-
focused action. As a fast-growing progressive company,
Eagle’s Flight is a living model of a highly successful team
that sustains a rich corporate culture, and a commitment to
world-class leadership.

'

1-800-567-8079 worldwide 1-519-767-1747
www.eaglesflight.com




Leadership Programs

Eagle’s Flight also provides extensive leadership programs
drawn from the book:

“In Your Hands: The Behaviors of a World-Class Leader”
also by Phil Geldart, CEO of Eagle’s Flight

This is a practical and comprehensive guide to becoming a
world-class leader.

Phil Ge_ld;ar.
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