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Fatima stopped in front of an old house and knocked at the
door.

The House in Heliopolis

‘Fatima, the servant, says there's a sick European woman in
the bedroom,” Leila explained to Ahmed. ‘Fatima has never seen
the woman and the bedroom door is always locked. Perhaps this
is the house we are looking for.”

‘But we must make certain,’ said Ahmed cautiously™. ‘It may
not be Christine Farrow. Perhaps it is a sick woman.’

‘We must make certain,” said Leila. ‘I must get inside the
house and find out who she is.’

‘But how are you going to get inside? asked Ahmed.

‘Let’s wait until Fatima comes out. Perhaps she will help us!”

They sat in the car waiting. Just after five o'clock, Fatima
came out of the house again. She had a basket in one hand and
a bunch of keys in the other. Leila and Ahmed got out of the car.
Leila stopped Fatima and spoke to her. She showed Fatima her
police identity card. ‘We want to ask you about the man you work
for," said Leila.

‘He's a foreigner,” replied Fatima.

‘And what about the woman in the bedroom? asked Leila.

T've never seen her,” replied Facima, “The bedroom door is
:l]“"-lYﬁ ll)('.kl'l].‘

‘But if you haven't seen her, how do you know it's a woman in
the bedroom? said Ahmed.

‘I've heard her crying — and | know the sound of a woman
crying.

‘How long has she been in the bedroom? Leila asked.

‘About five days,” replied Fatima, ‘Since last Friday.

Leila and Ahmed looked at one another.

‘Where are you going now?" Leila asked Fatima.

Fatima told them that she was going to buy bread. Because
of the heat in Cairo, bread does not stay fresh. In the morning,
people buy bread for breakfast and lunch. Then they buy more
fresh bread in the evening.

‘Are those the keys of the house? asked Leila.

“The foreigner locks himself in his bedroom every evening
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