




















































Walking along the corniche, the river is to our left, a green park up the hill to 
our right. A large steel bolt bangs down on the pavement just in front of us. 
The ubiquitous young policeman is there; he signals us to stop while runs 
up the hill in pursuit, with his Kalashnikov at the ready. Minutes later, he 
returns, apparently not having found the trouble-maker. We continue our 
walk.        































































 
































