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Fromthe momenthe amved atthelonghouse. itwas cbvious that Hall
Alim had something on his mind. But he smiled at the children who leapt up
In delight when they saw him coming in,

“Peacel” he exclaimed overtheirsmadll. excitedvoices.shuffingback
to keep them from frampling the cured foes of his shoes. "Let me livel” he
laughed. “Lady Summer-Songs, help!”

Surnrmer-Songs stood, but pretended not to understand, for he had
spokeninArabic. “Guiet. children!” she said gently. “In all your noise, Hail Alim
forgot how to speakl” ik

Helookedpuzied: Summer-Songsbeckoned one of hersons to usher
hirmin and close the outer doors, shutting out the busy clatter of hooves and
wagar-whesls on the pavedroad. AsHgjl Alim brushed street-dust from hissilk
funic and frousers, he realized what hadhappened. Heloughed, andwoked
aboutthesmal courtyard, greeting the daughiters, sons, and grandchildren of
Summer-Songs in Onondaga. their native language.

“Iwasacrosstheseaforsolong.” he apclogized ashe sat down, “and
Arable wes the only longuage Ineeded.” He spoke Onondaga with astrong
accent, giving it an exofic spice: but he could stil be understood.

Summer-Songs nodded, her eyes sriling above her veil,

"Besides,” he went on, "l am always thinking you must understand
Arcbic—you write so beautifuly in "

She lowered her eyes, in hurmility and to conced het thoughts, forshe
understood spoken Arabic quite well. "The Holy Qur'an taught my pen.” she
said simply. “If there Is beauty in my books, praise Aliah, notme.”

"We praise Allah for all things.” Haji Alim agreed. “Many acrossthesea
told me Ishould praise Allah that | count among my friends so great a poet as
She-Who-Writes-Surmmier-Songs,”

She shook herhead, Looking away to end the subject. she said, "My
husband will be home soon; you miust stay for dinner.”

“Oh.nol Afterlast night. | won't need to eat for daysl | came tosee
your husband, notwear out my welcome atyour table,” said Hal Alim, but he
knew his protest was useless,

"You are alwayswelcome here,” she persisted, "Youknow that. And
the children would love to hear you ogain,”

"Thank you, but-"

“Hdji Aliml” carne a voice. "You would be unwise to refusel”

Haji Alimstood. smiling. “lsthatathveat?” he asked. lczily fingering the
jeweled hiit of his dagger.

“Cdllit afiendly waming from your Harbarmaster, said He-Who-Salls-
Through-Stom-Clouds, as he sfepped info the courtyard. He was dressed as
finely as Hajl Alim, and might have been mistaken for an Arabifhe couldhave
grownabeard, Storm-Clouds was tall, strangly built, and fair fo look upen, but
Haii Alim had taken years fo grow accustomed fo his beardless face.

"Afriendywamingiswhatlwould speck toyou about,” said Hajl Alim.
"Did you receive my message from Barcelona?”

Storm-Cloudsheldup ahand. “Please. old filend. letbusiness talk wait
untiiafterdinner.” Before Haji Alim could protest. he foundhimselfusheredfrom
the courtyard inte the banquet-chamber, where a place was already set for
hirn.

“Well, if you insist,” said Hajl Alim as he sat down.

The children and grandchildren of Surmer-Songs and Storm-Clouds
came in and took thelr places, some bearing dishes of food: dishes of squash;
of maize seasoned with herbs: of fresh codHish from the cold waters of the
Afiantic:of carboufrom thenerthemmainiand; of fragrantrice broughtaround
the world from far Incia. When all was ready. Storm-Clouds stood, and gave
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thanks and praise to Allah for the beautiful earth which gove them such
wholesome foeds. Thenhe sat, and the med begaon. Everyone ateslowly. to
savor the food,

“Haijl Alim,” said Summer-Songs, “last nightyouspoke only of the Holy
Cifies, Mecca and Medina. as befits their greatness. Now tell us of the other
cilies and places you have seen.”

Asthe family ate andlistened, Haji Alim told them ofthe glodous cities
and lands he had visited on his long joumey of pligrimage. He told of the
exciting and wedlthy port-cities hisship had touched, in Denmiark, Britain, and
Spain, across Norfh Afiica, and finally great Alexandria, where all westemn
pligrinns left ship to go onfoot to Mecca. He told of wonders ofland and sea.
from the Pyramids of Egypt to the Rock of Gibraltar to the |lce-Rivers of
Giresnland. Hetoldof great capital cifieshe had visited: Damascus. Cordova,
Rome; and the marvelous copital of all the Muslim world, Constantinople.

"In ol these places.” he sad. locking at the young children, "I met
iemnedscholus.wédﬂwmerchmts, and powerful princes who love to read
your grandmother's poetry.”

The children looked at She-Who-Wiites-Summer-Songs in slerit awe
ond dsbelef; they had never heard from her, or from their grandfather, thiat
shewasscfamous. None ofthemwere oldencughtoknow anything of poetry.
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beyond the simplest ihymes.

Surnmer-Songs shook her head, but her eyes smiled above her vedl.
“Haijl Alirn,” she said, "if you wish to educate these children, plecse remember
totellthem Whoisthe source of all our giffs, and Who truly deserves ourpraise.”

Atthatmoment. asif to confirm herwords, a distant voice called out
inArabic, "Allahls Most Greatl” For amoment, they dlistared at her, amazed.
Then they laughed at thermselves, for it was surset, and tirme for dl faithful
Mushms to pray. The muezzin's distant voice confinued the cdl to prayer.

Dinnerwas over, so the children and grandchildren left to go to their
chombersandpray. Somestayed folightwhale-cillamps and clear the table.
When the young pecple had finished cleaning and left, faking the fine china
dinner-plates and sening-dishes away with them, Storm-Clouds invited Haii
Alim to joln him and his wife in offering prayers. Summer-Songs stood behind
the men asthey al foced eastward, across the seatoward Mecca; she knew
Haiii Alim might be uncomfortable otherwise.

When thelr prayers where finished, the three sat at the table again.
andStomn-Cloudswenttothekitchento bringtea. HajiAimacceptedhiscup,
addedmaple-sugar, and inhded the fragrance of the fine kanian-blend tea.

Afterafewminutes ofrestfulslence intemupted only by the stiring and
sipping of feq, Stom-Clouds smiled at Haji Alim. “You mentioned a friendly
waming?” he asked.

Haji Aim glanced at Surmmer-Songs and quickly looked away,
spping histeauncomfortably. “llearnedmany disturbing thingsin my fravels,”
he began, thenstopped, siroked hisbeard for amoment, and sipped his tea
again.

“Ohl |promised to help put the grandchildren to bed.,” said Summer-
Songs breathlessly, in the manner of one who has forgotten something. She
stood, giving Storm-Clouds a knowing look. He nodded. The Arab would not
disclss serious matters with a woman, Accepting Haji Alim’s thanks for the
dinner. she left quickly,

When she was gone. Hail Alim grinned shiy. "She i afine woman,
Storm-Clouds. but a man of your standing could easlly support another wife-
-ayounger woman, perhaps.”

Storm-Clouds sighed, silently forgiving the old-fashioned Arab. "l
have told you many times. Haji Alim, my people agree with Muharmmad: it




