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Dear Publisher,

Can Evangelical Christians envision themselves witnessing to Muslims? I have given a compassionate portrayal of the Muslim perspective in my contemporary novel, Death of a Terrorist, in order to inspire heartfelt prayer and genuine outreach. My story portrays a Moroccan Muslim computer whiz who seeks to alleviate the disgrace of an unwed sister pregnant with the child of an American. A brother’s death, his underemployment, and failure in school fuel his hatred for America and drive him to join an Islamic terrorist group in Canada. When he meets a Christian woman who freely shares the Gospel, his beliefs are challenged. While his commitment to the jihad prohibits any contact with her, he wrestles with whether he will find fulfillment in Islamism or whether love and peace can be found in Christ.

I am a registered nurse and have a BA in history. I became sensitive to cross-cultural conflicts after working for over eighteen months as a YWAM missionary in Brazil and Mozambique. In Morocco the struggles within the Muslim culture disturbed me, so I researched further in Morocco and in America. The novel that arose from my research offers hope in the face of concerns about terrorism, and the compelling plot unveiled within this eye-opening setting appeals to a wide market. 

Most novels, like Oliver North’s The Assassins and Joel Rozenberg’s The Last Jihad, portray Islamists as insane fanatics and focus on combating them. While John Updike’s novel, The Terrorist, objectively portrays an Islamist, I have found no similar novel in the CBA market that helps Christians take Christ’s exhortation to love your enemies and apply it to Islamists. My recently revised manuscript is 95,000 words long. To prevent hindrances while living abroad, I am using Jacob S. Wells as a pseudonym. Thank you for considering my story. 

Sincerely in Christ,

Donald Roome
 “…the laws of poetry command us to rise above our anger and 

try to see the present in the light of eternity.”

Alexander Solzhenitsyn
Prologue
After Sunset Prayer, Jamal stole into his room and seized his pen and paper to write a letter. Twilight shrouded the barracks of the boot camp for the jihad, so he faced an open window. He sat hunched over on his mat with his back to the door.  Chairs and electric lights were inappropriate luxuries for men in training. Though his leaders didn’t want him writing to anyone, Jamal decided to sneak out one last letter to his brother. He glanced over his shoulder frequently, desperate to finish before his roommate, Raouf, came back.

             Qassim,

You must understand duty demands I avenge what the “Great White Satan” did to Amina. If you were the eldest, you would also do whatever it took to resolve our family’s disgrace. Many of my friends say I’m crazy for not disowning Amina; Omar even said I should kill her. They are wrong about our sister: America is the culprit. Amina was a good Muslim woman before America corrupted her with its materialism and immorality. Sure, Bill made her pregnant, but he is not the source of the evil. Look around in Fez; you will see most of the young men and women have already been seduced by American perversions. I hate America for her support of Israel’s atrocities against Palestinians, and I detest America even more for violating Iraqi sovereignty. But what America has done with her perversions in our own country and is attempting to do in every Muslim country is abominable—America must be destroyed. Allah will be praised the day her Christianity can no longer propagate sexual immorality and materialism in the world.

My leaders settled the argument between me and my roommate, so you don’t need to worry—

“Jamal!” Raouf called from the bottom of the hill outside their door. “Our munitions instructor wants us to practice setting explosives in the dark.”

Jamal stashed the letter under his mat, shot to his feet, and took a deep breath. Although the explosives expert no longer made him nervous, he didn’t feel comfortable about tonight. 
“Why tonight?” Jamal asked when he met Raouf outside. “With the long hike we had today, couldn’t we do it tomorrow?” 

“With the moon covered by clouds, it will be exceptionally challenging tonight.”

They trudged in silence towards a deserted rifle range far from the camp. Ikwan al-Tawhid had promised them all the water they could drink. Water. He wished some was splashing down his parched throat right now. Ah, just the thought of cool, clean water encouraged him. But thoughts didn’t wash away the feeling that dry cotton was in his mouth.

As they crested a large dune, he caught Raouf sneering at him. Jamal sighed. So Raouf wasn’t happy with the way their argument was settled after all. If he had to endure more of Raouf’s resentment, the munitions instructor would be a welcomed sight. 
Omar, the munitions instructor, stood waiting for them in the middle of the rifle range. “Ssalamu ‘lekum,” Omar greeted them somberly with the formal salutation literally meaning ‘with peace.’ 
“Wa ‘lekum ssalamu,” Raouf and Qassim replied.

“We need to make your practice as realistic as possible,” Omar said, his lantern casting eerie shadows on his face. “Frequently, you will be setting roadside bombs in the dark and in places that are under surveillance. The pressure will be fierce there, but Allah is great.” Omar peered into Jamal’s eyes. “We’ve gone over this several times with dummy explosives, so tonight we’re using the real land mines…. Are you ready?”

Jamal swallowed hard and studied Omar’s expression. Real land mines seemed like an unnecessary risk. At least Omar didn’t have that ominous tone he had a month ago when he warned: “Be careful to check how the explosives are wired—you never know if the person wiring them has a bad attitude.” When he had said that, the look he had had in his eyes made Jamal queasy just recalling it.

“Here is your bundle of land mines and the new detonation device.” Omar handed them each a suitcase. “Your shovels are there. Open your suitcases and examine your setup with your flashlight. If you have any questions, now is the time to ask.” 

Jamal examined the contents of his suitcase and then looked up to check out Raouf. Jamal studied Omar’s face. Omar was looking down at the ground with a somber look on his face. Jamal wiped beads of perspiration from his upper lip with a shaky hand.

“Don’t be nervous.” Omar peered at Jamal. “These are the same setups we worked with in class. The mechanism takes four hundred pounds to trigger it when you put the black knob to the far right. Go ahead and test it before you connect the explosives.”

Jamal and Raouf put their black knobs to the right and stepped on the mechanism.

“Nothing happened, right?” Omar said. “Now put the knob to the far left. Then lightly tap the lever on top with your hand.”

Jamal and Raouf put their knobs to the left and tapped the top levers. 

Click… Click.

“You hear that click sound?” Omar asked. “If you hear that sound when it’s connected to the land mines, your next moment will be in paradise.”

Jamal felt a knot in his throat. A hot gust blew on his sweaty back, and he shivered. He replaced the mechanism and picked up the bundle of land mines with his jittery fingers. 

“Be careful,” Omar growled. “Jamal, you go first. Raouf and I will sit behind the sandbag barricade and time you with my stop watch. Run out a hundred yards, and dig your hole in the road that runs through the rifle range.” 

Jamal nodded and secured his suitcase. His heart pounded so hard he could feel it in his ears. When he looked up, he saw Omar frowning at him. He’d never understand Omar—couldn’t he be a little encouraging? Jamal took a deep breath and picked up his shovel. He dashed for over a hundred yards and dug a hole for the land mine. Enough daytime heat lingered to leave Jamal covered with sweat and grit by his feverish exertion.

He positioned the explosives in the hole with the wires exposed and grabbed the detonation mechanism. He checked again to make sure the knob was still all the way to the right. As he examined it, he noticed a tiny spring loaded lever. “Ugh…” How could he have missed that before—the lever looked like it might interfere with the trip mechanism. Just to be safe, before connecting the explosives, he should test the lever by putting the knob to the left and then to the right. 

“Hurry up!” shouted Omar. “You’re taking too much time.”

Jamal shook his head and swallowed hard. With shaking hands, he connected the detonation device without a second test and put it in the hole next to the explosives. He sprinkled gravel around and on top of the land mine, leaving a slight bump. Jamal scraped most of the excess away and padded the rest down. As he padded the ground, it suddenly sank a quarter inch.

Click.

Chapter One
Disgrace and Despair 
Qassim Saqqaf sat at the dinner table and eyed their servant girl enviously: she was escaping down the hallway to answer the door for what was likely just one of the beggars of the Fez medina who frequently shuffled past the squalid street out front gathering table scraps. If Qassim had found an excuse for answering the door, he would have gone out to the street and made his escape. Instead, he was stuck facing his furious father again. Qassim’s gaze jumped from various spots on the pristine, mosaic tiled walls and floor in an attempt to avoid eye contact. 

Qassim peered at his aloof friend Abdullah Ali before he reached across the courtyard table and grabbed a fig out of a silver dish. Though supper churned in his stomach, he chewed the fig because he wanted a distraction. His mother sat next to his friend and peered at both of them.
Glaring at them, his father stood with his jaw clenched and his chest puffed out. Though three inches shorter than Qassim’s lanky six feet, he was sixty pounds heavier with meaty hands that made Qassim’s hands appear frail. His father folded his arms and his muscles threatened to burst the seams of his brown jellabah. His father, Khaliq Saqqaf, waited for him to reply. 

Qassim noticed the veins bulging on his father’s neck and swallowed hard. After hiding Amina for the last five months, did Father expect him to admit he was helping her now? Qassim forced himself to look in his father’s eyes. “I’ve already told you I don’t know where she is.”

Father’s head tilted back, and his eyes narrowed. 

“I’ll have her friends followed if you want.” Qassim doubted that placated Father, but he was willing to take a beating if that’s what it took to keep Amina hidden. 

Before his father could respond, he heard his nine-year-old brother, Abda, talking to Amina’s friend Malika in the kitchen. He glanced at his mother and father to gauge their reaction. 

They both were scowling at him. 

Did they suspect Malika knew where Amina was? Whatever lame excuse Malika gave for being here, the real reason was obvious to him—Amina must be in serious trouble.

“Ssalamu ‘lekum,” Malika said after she entered the room a little too nonchalantly.

“Wa ‘lekum ssalamu,” Qassim responded and looked at Mother. He didn’t dare look at Father.

“My brother needs help with a math assignment, and I was hoping Qassim would help him.” Malika peeked at Qassim while she sat and removed her hijab from her head. Qassim saw her foot twitch nervously and offered her a magazine to help relieve her tension. She flipped through the pages and made no eye contact with Mother.

“Why doesn’t your brother come here?” Mother spoke ominously, her voice almost a growl. 

Malika shrugged. “He’s too proud to ask for help. I was hoping that Qassim would casually drop by to see me. He could say he was picking up a magazine that I had borrowed. While he was there, he could offer to help my brother.”

Qassim heard his father breathing heavily and saw his eyes were bulging above his flaring nostrils. Any minute Father would explode. Qassim leaned back attempting to act casually. “Sure, why not? Can I stop by in an hour?” He pointed at Abdullah. “That should give us just enough time to stop at your home first.” Qassim scooted out from the frosh placed for seating around the table and stood. He could feel his parents’ stares burning on his neck as he and Abdullah slipped out. 

They both threw aside their eyeglasses to peel their jellabahs off over their heads. After putting on their glasses, they thrust their bicycles out the door and rushed away before anyone could question why they were leaving so hurriedly. Fortunately, the street clothes they wore under their discarded jellabahs didn’t hinder pedaling, for the terrain of the medina was challenging enough. They pedaled the first two hundred yards through twisted streets. Abdullah’s stubby body struggled to keep up with Qassim’s long legs. As they walked their bicycles up a set of stairs, Qassim kept glancing behind them.

When Qassim reached the top of the stairs, he turned and saw Abdullah straining to catch his breath. “Wait for me at your home,” Qassim said as he patted Abdullah’s fleshy arm. Abdullah headed toward his home, and Qassim rode to Mouna’s where he and Malika had decided to hide Amina. He chose a longer route to Mouna’s because the streets were less likely to be crowded, yet he narrowly missed numerous pedestrians. 
“Smeh liya!” He yelled his apology as he passed them.

Some yelled, “Be careful,” or “Watch out.” Two yelled some unkind words.

Within five minutes he was at Mouna’s home. He banged the sturdy door as hard as he could several times, the noise echoing outside in the street. After catching his breath, he banged the door again. Sweat began to collect on his brow and behind his neck. He looked down the street to see if anyone had followed him.
“I’m coming, I’m coming,” yelled a voice inside. A moment later Mouna greeted him with a worried look on her face. She was dressed in American clothes and wore her black hair short like Amina. After she let Qassim in, she stuck her head out the door and peeked in both directions.
She jerked her head back in and slammed the door shut. Leaning against the door with a terrified look in her eyes, she collapsed. “This is bad.”

“What?” Qassim exclaimed.

“Your brother, Abda, followed you.”

++++++++++++++++++

Bill Wallace fidgeted with his coffee cup in the modern café far from the old medina. He focused on his boney hands while he sat waiting for Mouna’s brother Khalid to reply. On other days here, he was absorbed with analyzing his research for his doctoral dissertation. Normally he found comfort in the noisy café with its aroma of mint and fried foods, but today his stomach ached. From the moment he first met Khalid ten minutes ago, Khalid’s eyes burned at him beneath his bushy brows. Khalid kept his head tilted forward, casting an ominous shadow on his dark, stubbly face. 

All Bill wanted was to convince his fiancé, Amina, to live with him while they waited to get married. Though that violated their moral codes, hadn’t they already broken that taboo with Amina’s pregnancy? Khalid wasn’t related to Amina, so he shouldn’t care what they did if they were secretive. Bill didn’t ask Khalid about his plan to have Amina move in with him. He just asked if he could see her.

“This morning I discovered Amina was living in my home when I answered the cell phone that she left in our lounge.” Khalid leaned back in his chair and sneered at Bill. “You were asking to speak with her, and I didn’t know what to say. I felt humiliated for the shame she brought to my home.”

“Excusez moi.” Bill hesitated because his tone of voice was hardly apologetic and Khalid was not fluent in French. “Listen, Amina and I had an argument, so she refused to talk with me. But I love her very much. I need to tell her—”

“If you love her, why did you disgrace her and bring shame to her family?” Khalid leaned forward on the table and peered at him. “Most of her family wants to kill her…. I should kill her and you.”

Bill looked around the cosmopolitan café filled with the clatter of customers and doubted Khalid would follow through with his threat here. He wasn’t sure how serious Khalid was, but his safety when walking the streets was a concern. Buying a gun might be reasonable, but he was against firearms. He knew nothing about martial arts, so he needed to find a way to reason with Khalid.  “Nobody knows Amina is hiding in your home, so you should escape any embarrassment. If you tell me where you live, I’ll sneak her out of there.”

Khalid stood abruptly, jarring the table and spilling the coffee. “If you come near my home, I’ll kill you. In fact, if you’re not out of my sight in the next ten seconds, I’ll strangle you with my bare hands.”

++++++++++++++++++
“Khalid discovered her hiding here this morning and wanted her to leave,” Mouna said as she followed Qassim into the main part of her home. “He said that she could stay until tonight but only on the condition that she hides on the roof until then.”

“The roof!” Qassim shouted. “She’ll die in the heat.” He ran across their courtyard and hustled up the steep spiral staircase. He knew she’d be staying in the sweltering tin shed because she wouldn’t want to be seen by neighbors on the open roof.

“My brother threatened to kill her if he found her any place but on the roof,” Mouna called to him from the bottom of the stairs.

After three flights, Qassim was huffing to catch his breath. The door leading from the staircase to the small metal shack was closed. Qassim knocked. “Amina, it’s me.”

“Qassim?” a faint voiced replied. 

Qassim opened the door and hot air blasted his face. Stepping in, he waited for his eyes to adjust to the dim room. The door to the roof at the other end of the shack was open a crack. A cot filled half of the shack where Amina lay on crumpled sheets. When he saw her matted hair and her jellabah ringed with sweat, he gritted his teeth. Her glazed eyes and shallow breathing worried him. He quickly knelt beside the cot and brushed the hair off her forehead.  “La Bas?” Qassim greeted her with the familiar salutation that meant literally: ‘No harm?’ He wanted to appear casual, but his throat tightened with mixed emotions. 

“Qassim,” Amina whispered. “Can you help me?”

“Amina…, Amina…,” With a lump in his throat, he cradled her face in his hands and gently kissed her forehead. He inhaled tentatively; putrid air from body odor and soiled, stored furniture gagged him. “You need to leave here.”

“How?” Amina grabbed his arms and clung to him quivering.

“Why are you shivering?” Qassim leaned back and examined her. Her abdomen was large with child; her face was drawn with worry and lack of sleep.

“I can’t stay here because Father will learn of it, and I’m afraid relatives will see me if I leave.”

Qassim shuddered. Abda would soon tell his family and the bloody retribution Father would extract was unthinkable. “We’ll get you to a safe place.”

Amina opened her eyes wide and lay her head back down. “I’ve shamed my whole family. Why aren’t you mad at me?”

“You and me, we’ve always helped each other. That will never change. Can you get up?” Qassim pulled on her arms to help her sit up. Shortly, Mouna appeared with a pitcher of water. He let her drink some and used the rest of the water to sponge her face and neck. Putting his arm behind her back, he let her rest before getting her to stand.

With Mouna pushing on Amina’s belly from below and Amina clinging to Qassim’s side, they wound down the staircase and made it to Mouna’s bed before resting. 

“We need to decide where you can go next while you regain your strength.” Qassim lifted Amina’s feet to help her lie down. When he sat next to Amina, Mouna offered to get some clean clothes and help her get washed.

Amina said nothing until Mouna left. “I must go to Rabat.”

Qassim pushed his hand against her shoulder to look at her better. “Why Rabat?”

“I want to keep the baby,” Amina said, looking at her belly.
“What?” Qassim exclaimed. “You want to disgrace our family further?”

“Does anybody care about me?” Amina hid her face with a pillow. “Like Jamal, everybody thinks I’ve been corrupted by the djinns of the Western world.”    

Qassim grimaced at Amina’s flippant comment about the demons of the West. “Are you making fun of Jamal?” Though the afternoon was hot, the repercussions of Amina’s plan sent shivers down Qassim’s back. He longed to say something but didn’t know where to begin.

“When Jamal discovered I loved an American, he acted as though I had died.” Amina stared into space with knitted brow. “I guess for me then, it was as though he had died too.”

“Jamal was not acting as though you had died.” Qassim shook his head in disbelief. “He didn’t know how to deal with what you did. But he still loves you.” Qassim stood and faced her. “And what will become of your relationship with Bill?”

Amina gazed at Qassim, but she said nothing. Mouna interrupted as she returned with clean clothes. Qassim went downstairs, so Mouna could help Amina in the bathroom. While he was waiting, he peeked out the front door and didn’t see Abda anywhere. If Abda reported to Father what he saw, they had to move quickly, and he needed to invent a good excuse for being here.

Shortly, Mouna came downstairs and announced that Amina wanted to talk with him. Qassim found her sitting in Mouna’s room sipping orange juice. “Ah, now you look well enough to have a baby.” Qassim looked at her with a raised eyebrow. “Why Rabat?”

She looked down at her hands and said nothing.

“You never answered me about what would become of your relationship with Bill.” Her silence startled him and he sat back. “Do you plan on becoming a Christian, or will Bill become a Muslim?” Qassim asked, needling her so she would open up.

“Neither. I will remain a Muslim, and Bill a Christian.”

“Good,” Qassim said, believing that Bill and her would be parting ways. 
“Christians and Muslims use different names for Allah, but it is the same Allah.” 

Qassim shook his head. “That sounds like Bill talking.” 

  
“Bill will not stop me from being a Muslim. We believe we are able to bring out the best in each of our religions. Our faiths complement each other.” 

“Is that what the Qur’an teaches?” Qassim gawked at her. She wasn’t talking like she and Bill were splitting up.
Amina took a sip of her orange juice and shook her head. “It doesn’t matter what form our worship of Allah takes. What is important is that we are sincere in our faith.”

“Hah,” Qassim scoffed. “What kind of Muslim are you? Maybe you will spend one day a week in a Christian church.” He pulled on his sweat dampened shirt. His head throbbed as he tried to collect his thoughts.

 “Nothing’s wrong with going inside a church once in a while.” Amina jerked around and faced away.

Qassim sat back, dazed. “You think that is all right? Don’t you care that you are hurting us—stabbing a knife in the very heart of your family?”  Qassim gritted his teeth. He was only making matters worse. 

Amina kept her mouth shut, but her frown and heavy breathing demonstrated an agitation Qassim rarely saw. 

Amina jerked her head up with her jaw jutting forward. “Qassim, times have changed; we are living in the twenty-first century.” 
“And you’re keeping the baby.” Qassim muttered and wagged his head.
Amina glared at him. “You hate my baby, but I don’t. I love this child that’s inside me, and I won’t give him up.”

“Is that how you justify what you are doing to our family? Don’t you care if you’ll be separated from our family forever?” Qassim clenched his fist so tight his knuckles hurt. “Girls get killed for doing what you are doing.”  
Amina took a deep breath. “Bill and I intend to get married.”

Qassim sat back stunned. Someone needed to put reason into Amina’s head. “Given time, our parents will forgive you, but they won’t if you keep the baby. Allah have mercy on you if you marry Bill. Do you yearn so much for a baby that you’ll insult your family and Allah? How can you still be a Muslim?”

“I won’t change my Muslim faith if I marry Bill.” Amina pressed her lips together.

Qassim stood and got into her face. “Your baby will be a Christian.”

“We will teach him both religions. When he is of age, we will let him decide which faith he wants to follow. The important thing is that I marry someone of the Book.”

Amina’s stupidity shocked him. He thumped the side of his head with the palm of his hand. “As his wife, Bill will rule over you and will tell you where to worship.”

“Bill is not like that. You will just have to understand; this is what I am supposed to do. Allah will show you what you should do.” Amina stared straight ahead, her arms folded and her jaw set. Everything about her indicated she was done talking.

Exasperated, Qassim needed time to think. Amina had been the most loyal friend he had, and they needed to flee before Father decided to pay a visit. If he helped her get to Rabat, he’d at least leave the door open for him to talk some sense into her. Nobody else she knew would give her good advice. 

Qassim took out his cell phone to make arrangements. Mouna’s cousin drove a taxi and could be trusted to not tell anyone about Amina’s escape. After he made arrangements to get to the train station, Mouna insisted she walk with Amina to meet her cousin. Mouna’s presence accompanying them seemed a needless risk. They would be more noticeable with two women, and they could say their goodbyes at home. Qassim threw his bike into a closet and ordered Amina and Mouna to get ready to flee. As they prepared to leave Mouna’s, Qassim’s hands trembled noticeably, and his voice quaked when he issued last minute instructions. With hijabs covering their hair and veils over their faces, the women scurried as fast as Amina’s condition would allow. They all remained silent and refrained from looking around as they fled. Fifty meters from Mouna’s home they nearly bumped into two boys after they turned a corner in the street. Qassim cursed the boys for being careless, but he was relieved it wasn’t Abda or Father. 

Abdullah’s home was on the way to the Bab Guissa where they could meet the taxi. Though Amina didn’t trust Abdullah, Qassim stopped there because he needed him to walk Mouna back to her home and get his bicycle. When he told his friend about the need to hurry because Abda had followed him to Mouna’s, Abdullah seemed to move slower. He even protested against helping Amina. Abdullah listed numerous men who would kill her on sight and who wouldn’t hesitate to harm them if they attempted to interfere. With the promise that Amina would stay out of sight in Rabat, Abdullah acquiesced, but Abdullah’s grumbling baffled him. Qassim just hoped Amina would escape the medina unnoticed in the bustle of the late afternoon shopping.

After agreeing on a story for Father to explain his being at Mouna’s, they slipped out of Abdullah’s. Two hundred meters later Qassim heard Mehdi calling him, his classmate and nemesis since childhood. He might have wanted to dish out his usual harassment, or he might have recognized that Amina was fleeing with them. Though he hoped the later was not the case, he wasn’t about to stop to find out. The foursome hurried faster and turned a corner that helped them escape Mehdi but took them on a longer route. When they arrived at Bab Guissa, Mouna’s cousin jumped out of his taxi and released a verbal barrage relaying how valuable his time was. Qassim barked at him for being so impatient and opened the door for Amina. The women embraced tearfully. 

 “Malika will be joining you at her sister’s place in Rabat shortly.” Mouna spoke reassuringly to Amina. “She’ll help you.”

“Sssss…,” Qassim hissed. “Hurry.”

Mouna wiped her eyes and hugged Amina once more.

When they got to the train terminal, Qassim found an isolated spot where he could talk to Amina without being overheard. The ambient station noise made eavesdropping difficult anyways. Qassim looked at her and recalled the American clothes she usually wore. He resented their predicament. “Everything about you recently—your clothes, the way you talk and strut about…” Qassim paused. The screech of an arriving train and the bickering of a family bustling past jarred his mind.
“Many Moroccans wear American clothes and are still good Muslims…,” Amina said when the family was gone. “And how do you think I am strutting about?
Qassim grabbed her hair, forcing her to look at him “You wear tight pants and look men right in the eye when you meet them on the street, just as if you were a prostitute.”
Amina jerked her head and freed her hair from his grip with her hand. “I’m a good Muslim.”

“Yeah, right,” Qassim replied sarcastically. But he couldn’t look her in the eye. He had grabbed her because he was angry again, and she remained more faithful to him than anyone. Qassim took a deep breath. He had wanted to reconcile her to the truth, and instead he had attacked her.
Amina lowered her gaze. “Is this how you want to say goodbye to me?” 

“Will you give me your address so I can contact you?” Qassim couldn’t force himself to apologize. Amina gave him the address, but only on the condition that he memorize it and not write it down. 

After Amina boarded the train, Qassim took a bus to the medina and ambled to Malika’s home lost in his thoughts. He had to make a pretense of offering to help with a math assignment, but with his life crashing around him, he could hardly tutor someone. Although he wished Jamal were here to deal with Amina, at least Jamal was doing something to vindicate the family name.
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