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“So, who wrote this internet response for you? 

Moussa Zahran had put on an old pantsuit and a white shirt. He was closely shaved, had put perfume on, oiled and combed back his heavy mass of black hair. He wanted to look presentable. The applicants might be many and it was not every day one could earn that much money.

— I did, he answered shyly.

The man shoved a sheet of paper and a pencil in his hands.

— Write something.

Moussa tried to write his name, to no avail. He eventually gave back pencil and paper.

— Look, I don’t know how this thing works. But a guy approached me in the street while I was picking up trash. He said there was an ad in the paper I could be interested in. He read it to me, told me about the money. He said he could put me in touch with you thanks to the computers. That’s how it went down. I was told to come here, so I came here. I’m strong, I’m used to running, to carry heavy stuff. I’m in good shape, really.

The two men were talking at the end of a narrow alley, close to the Coptic cemetery. It was late and the traffic had died down in Cairo’s main roads.

— If you want us to do business together, you’re gonna have to be straight with me, alright? Samâane said.

— Well, I am.

— How many of you live there, at your place?

Moussa explained how he lived with his two brothers and his wife, Haniya, on the roof of a building. His parents had died a few years back. He and his brothers were collecting plastic materials -shampoo and laundry bottles mostly- to sort them by brand and resell them to the factories. With the three of them, they worked in the stench of garbage but racked up around a thousand pounds every month. Just enough to survive in a ramshackle hut.

— “Now let me explain who I am. I’m Samâane. I am your chance. I’m gonna take care of you and earn you all that money. Do you know how much that is?

— Tthirty-five thousand pounds. I heard it, it was in the paper.

— Thirty-five thousand, yes, that’s it.

— It’s a huge pile of money.

— Indeed. What you gonna do with it?

Moussa sniffed and blew his nose with an old handkerchief. The place was dirty. A cat was mewing in a corner.

— My wife is sick. The doctor talked about something wrong in her head. The money is for her surgery. For her to live.

— How much does the surgery cost?

— Twenty thousand pounds. I need it. She’s dead without it, you understand?

— What you are about to do is for a good cause, Moussa.

Moussa counted on his fingers. He had already done the calculation earlier that day, but had forgotten.

— Besides, I’ll have fifteen thousand pounds left.

Samâane smiled then patted his shoulders and arms out, messed with him a little.

— How old are you?

— Twenty-nine.

— Perfect. What we talk about, you and me, you can’t tell anyone. Not even your family, alright? It’s not the kind of thing we want going around.

— I promise. I want the money, it’s the only thing that matters to me.

— You’ll have it if you do everything we tell you. Do you have questions?
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Paul Deveille was getting ready for his third trip to Cairo. This time his wife Caroline was coming along. Their faces were tense and neither wanted to talk while packing. The coming days wouldn’t be a bed of roses. The drive from Neuilly to Charles de Gaulle airport took their driver over an hour due to traffic. Once they were seated in the quiet business class area, comfortable in their large chairs, Caroline finally addressed her husband.

— “When we get there, I don’t want to see him, Paul. You will go alone. To me this individual doesn’t exist.

— I understood that alright, he answered just as coldly.

— By the way, you shou
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