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“He is a friend of yours, isn’t he?” Lasked eagerly.

“He was, once upon a time. A real man of mystery: he'd visit you so often
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. He had impeccable taste, and it was due to
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6. The central bazaar. cultures.
7. A medieval gate in Cairo. 9. A street in Cairo.
1. God (Arabic).

8. One who practices the art of decorative let-
tering (literally “beautiful writing”), which is
respected as a fine art in Arabic and Asian

2. One of the calligrapher’s major tasks is to
write religious documents and prayers to Allah.




