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“Yes, yes. May God restore you to health. He is, in truth, as is saj,
man, and more. . .." ,

Smiling broadly, he added, “And his face possesses an unforge
But where is he?”

Reluctantly I rose to my feet, shook hands, and left. I continued y,
eastward and westward through the quarter, inquiring about Zaahal.
everyone who, by reason of age or experience, I felt might be likely tq
Eventually I was informed by a vendor of lupine® that he had met hiy
while ago at the house of Sheikh Gad, the well-known composer. I w
musician’s house in Tabakshiyya,* where I found him in a room tast,
nished in the old style, its walls redolent with history. He was seated on
his famous lute beside him, concealing within itself the most beautiful
of our age, while somewhere from within the house came the sound of
and mortar and the clamor of children. I immediately greeted him
duced myself, and was put at my ease by the unaffected way in
received me. He did not ask, either in words or gesture, what had bro
and I did not feel that he even harbored any such curiosity. Amaz
understanding and kindness, which boded well, I said, “O Sheikh Gad, I ¢
admirer of yours, having long been enchanted by the renderings of your s
“Thank you,” he said with a smile. )
“Please excuse my disturbing you,” I continued timidly, “but I was told
Zaabalawi was your friend, and [ am in urgent need of him.” il
“Zaabalawi!” he said, frowning in concentration. “You need him?
with you, for who knows, O Zaabalawi, where you are.”
“Doesn't he visit you?” I asked eagerly.
“He visited me some time ago. He might well come right now; on
hand I mightn’t see him till death!”
I gave an audible sigh and asked, “What made him like that?”
The musician took up his lute. “Such are saints or they would not be
he said, laughing. ,
“Do those who need him suffer as I do?” i
“Such suffering is part of the cure!” f
He took up the plectrum and began plucking soft strains from the string
Lost in thought, I followed his movements. Then, as though addressing myse
I said, “So my visit has been in vain.” f
He smiled, laying his cheek against the side of the lute. “God forgive you,
said, “for saying such a thing of a visit that has caused me to know you

you me!”
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I was much embarrassed and said apologetically, “Please forgive me; my feel
ings of defeat made me forget my manners.” il

“Do not give in to defeat. This extraordinary man brings fatigue to all who
seek him. It was easy enough with him in the old days when his place of abodé
was known. Today, though, the world has changed, and after having enjoyed @
position attained only by potentates, he is now pursued by the police on a
charge of false pretenses. It is therefore no longer an easy matter to reach him,
but have patience and be sure that you will do so.” b
3. Beans.
4. A quarter for the straw trays made and sold there.
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5. From a poem by the Bm&mé_.:d\mzo poet
:.5 al-Farid, who represents spiritual ecstasy
as a kind of drunkenness.




