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As you may recall, we booked passage on a steamer bound for Morocco, after a strange
message was delivered to us during our hunt for the once thought to be extinct Huli Huli
bird. The brief message informed us of a mysterious violin that had turned up in a
market place in Casablanca. This, by no means will sound strange to most people,
however, what is strange is that this particular violin is said to have inside it what the
bedouins say is the voice of the sun, and consequently, that is the name they have given
the violin --- "The Voice of The Sun". I had heard rumors abounding several years ago
regarding such a violin while I was in a Persian market, however, I gave no thought to it
or any fancy of trying to prove or disprove its existence. To me, it was just a Persian folk
tale, and not true in the least, and at worst, just a cruel prank designed to break the
hearts of the fools who pursued it. So you can imagine my surprise when the message
spoke of it miraculously turning up in a market place in Morocco, and stressing the
utmost urgency with which I should cease all that I was doing and hurry to meet my
destiny in a land far off.

Having traveled the oceans for many long days after, we arrived in the bustling port of
Casablanca in mid-afternoon and were ported to our hotel by an old gray bearded man
called Yusef, who I must say treated his donkey with the utmost care and consideration
as the little creature pulled us and our baggage - laden wooden cart along through the
crowded cobbled streets and to the front of our hotel. We took respite from our long
sea voyage by leisurely refreshing ourselves and then gathering once more for afternoon
tea in the coolness of the hotel's parlor. Sinking into the comfort of my parlor chair, I
proposed the idea of our small party splitting up, which was unanimously understood
and agreed upon. We would all spend the night in Casablanca, and then tomorrow,
Percy, Edgar, Richard and my father's good friend old Professor Grayling and my wife
would travel to Thebes and the Valley of The Kings where my wife would meet up with
her uncle --- whom she hasn't seen for many years --- and where they would descend
the newly uncovered stairway leading down into the tomb of Tutankhamun. I would
stay behind in Casablanca and await the instructions that will lead me to what I now
affectionately call my "Sun Fiddle".

The next morning, I waited for word regarding the mysterious violin. The original
message that came to us told me to wait in Casablanca and instructions would be
delivered to me as to the whereabouts of the violin. Even long after my wife and
colleges had departed for Thebes, I awaited word of its whereabouts but nothing came.
I was growing impatient and began to think this whole fiasco was nothing more than a
game of cat and mouse, and that I should have never come here. Not knowing where
to begin my search, I chose to stay close to my hotel, and spent the afternoon waiting in



the coolness of my small room --mostly resting on my bed and wondering if what they
say about the Sun Fiddle is true. Does it really have the voice of the sun inside it?

It was a stifling hot evening around ten O'clock. The heat of the cruel Moroccan sun
clung to the night air, along with the distant echo of the last call to prayer that had
entered my open window no less than an hour ago. The ceiling fan had stopped
working just hours earlier, without which, my room was now like a small sauna, and I
was dreading the idea of trying to sleep through the smothering heat of yet another
Moroccan night. I walked to the window and looked up at the star-filled sky and
wondered who else in the world might also be gazing up at the same stars, and
wondering the same as I. As my eyes looked to the heavens, the smell of sandalwood
and jasmine filled my senses and reminded me of just how beautiful Casablanca can be
in the still of night. I fervently wiped the sweat coursing down my face one again with
my already sweat-dampened handkerchief as I made my way across the room and sat
down at my type-writer and began typing a letter to Aunt Agatha, to inform her of my
quest in finding the mysterious "Sun Fiddle". I had no sooner begun to type the first
line of my letter when something caught my attention to the right of me. A note was
quietly slipped under my door. My heart began to thump. Was this it? Were these
the instructions I had come all this way and waited so eagerly for? All in a moment, I
jumped up and pushed my chair back and rushed to the door and grabbed the note in
my hand. Without even looking at it, I quickly opened the door, thinking I would catch
the person who left it ,or at least hear their departing footsteps diminishing along the
corridor, however, I was greeted with nothing more than the silence of an empty hallway.
I closed the door and became almost frozen with anticipation as I leaned against the
back of the door --- clutching the crumpled note in my eager trembling hand. Almost
fearing to unfold it, I slowly opened the first quarter of the folded harsh white paper;
and then the next quarter and the next, until my eyes fell quickly upon the writing. I
was expecting to see a list of instructions or directions but instead, In a rather elegant
hand, the note conveyed just the words: "Market. 10 am. Samuel". My hand still
shook with excitement. I quickly took my watch from its pocket and checked the time.
It was now ten minutes after ten. In a matter of less than twelve hours, I will finally
have my rendezvous with destiny, and be holding "The Voice of The Sun", in my hands.

END of Part 1.




