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“Liar,” she says to the highway sign that claims “The People of Indiana Welcome You.” The olive-skinned, dark-haired young woman drives west on the old National
 Road. A small zippered Quran and a camera are on the hatchback’s passenger seat in easy reach, covered by an open map—States of the Heartland. Khadra Shamy spent most of her growing-up years in Indiana. She knows better
 than the sign. 
                
She passes over the Whitewater River, bracing herself. Here comes the unbearable
 flatness of central Indiana. She has the feeling that the world’s been left behind her somewhere, in the final stretches of Pennsylvania, maybe,
 where the land had comforting curves. Out here there seems to be nothing for
 the eye to see. Strip mall, cornfield, small town main street, Kmart, Kroger,
 Kraft’s, gas station, strip mall, soybean field, small town main street, Kmart,
 Kroger, Kraft’s, strip mall. All blending into one flat sameness. 
                
There are silver silos and pole barns, tufts of goldthread on the meridian, and
 the blue day beginning to pour into the dark sky. But it is not mine, she
 thinks, this blue and gold Indiana morning. None of it is for me. Between the
 flat land and the broad sky, she feels ground down to the grain, erased. She
 feels as if, were she to scream in this place, some Indiana mute button would
 be on, and no one would hear. 
                
And the smell, she thinks, getting out at Glen Miller Park to pray fajr on the grass near a statue labeled Madonna of the Trail. God, what is it? She has forgotten it, living for years away. There is a
 definite smell to the air in Indiana. It’s not pollution; not a bad odor, really—nor a good one; just there. Silage, soybeans, Hoosier hay, what? she asks the Madonna after salah. The stone Madonna in a bonnet, holding a baby in her right arm, a little boy
 clinging to her skirts, peers stonily into the distance.  
                
“No checks no credit no credit cards.” Khadra buys antacid and a postcard of the Madonna of the Trail: Greetings from Richmond. Eyeing the postcard, she thinks: sloppy work. I could do better. Peering into
 the tarnished restroom mirror, she examines her face. Her forehead is high,
 with a Dracula’s peak, and a bit of grass has matted to it from prostration. She brushes it
 off.  
                
Gray-black pieces of a busted tire flap in the lane in front of her as she gets
 back on the road. A faded woman in a backyard adjacent to the highway hangs a
 large braided rug on a rope. Khadra sees a sign for the “Centerville Christian Church.” Isn’t that redundant? she wonders. Like “Muslim Mosque?” “. . . of Bosnian leader Alija Izetbegovic´, in war-torn former Yugoslavia. . . .” “. . . traffic heats up as racecar fans converge on Indianapolis this weekend. .
 . .” And then, finally, some music: Sade pouring out “Bullet Proof Soul.”

Khadra glances sideways at fields of glossy black cows. A sign flashes, “Mary Lou and Mother, Rabbit Foot Crafts,” but Khadra does not slow. Stimpson Grain Drying Corp. “100% American,” a sign advertises—what, she doesn’t know. Burly beardless white men in denim and work shirts sit in front of a
 burned-out storefront. The giant charred store sign, Marsh’s, leans against a telephone pole. Possibly their only grocery for miles. The
 men’s loose jowls have the cast of a toad’s underbelly. She feels them screw their eyes at her as she drives past, her
 headscarf flapping from the crosscurrent inside the car. She rolls the windows
 up, tamps her scarf down on her crinkly dark hair, and tries to calm the panic
 that coming back to Indiana brings to her gut. 



A little girl’s face appeared, a girl with dark hair and a high forehead. She peeked out from
 between the swaying bed linens—vined, striped, and flowered—alive on clotheslines. Tucked in the elbow between two buildings in the Fallen
 Timbers Townhouse Complex, the laundry corner was little Khadra’s hideout. Ruffled home-sewn nightgowns became Laura and Mary Ingalls racing
 Khadra along the banks of a prairie creek. Quivering calico blouse sleeves
 brushed against her as train brakes whinnied in the distance. Daddy longlegs
 moved from crevice to crevice in the bricks of the bordering buildings. Old Father Long-legs, wouldn’t say his prayers, take him by the left leg, and throw him down the stairs. Khadra followed them, fascinated. Picked up fat jewel-box caterpillars with
 white, yellow, and black stripes. Touched a potato bug, which cringed and
 curled into a ball, world within worlds.  
                
Her mother always ran the laundry twice in the Fallen Timbers basement laundry
 room with the coin machines. Because what if the person who used the washer
 before you had a dog? You never knew with Americans. Pee, poop, vomit, dog
 spit, and beer were impurities. Americans didn’t care about impurities. They let their dogs rub their balls on the couches they
 sit on and drool on the beds they sleep in and lick the mouths of their
 children. How Americans tolerate living in such filth is beyond me, her mother
 said. You come straight home.  
                
Sunshine filtered through the fabric forest. Khadra thrilled to its flutter of
 secrets and light, its shuttering and opening motions. Suddenly it revealed a
 boy with heavy pink flushed cheeks on a dirt bike, tearing through the hung
 laundry, pulling down rope, soiling sheets with his tire tread. Khadra ran.
 Screamed and ran. Fell, scraped her cheekbone on the cracked asphalt. He
 wheeled and turned. Gunning for her.  
                
“Stop it! Stop! You leave me alone, Brian Lott!” She scrambled to her feet. The back of her head was still ridged from where he’d knocked her against the brick of the apartment wall last time. She’d kicked him in the shin then, and she would do it again, even if it was a fight
 she must lose. She braced now for the next blow coming at her from Brian and
 the snout of his bike.  
                
“Khadra!” Three more kids on bikes wheeled around the corner of the building. Her
 assailant paused to look over his shoulder and she dodged out from where he had
 her cornered. O thank God. It was Eyad her brother, and his best friend Hakim,
 and her own friend Hanifa.  
                
“Come on!” Hakim called, slowing for her to get on. Khadra hopped onto his banana-seat and
 held on to the chrome back as he lifted his bottom up off the seat to boost his
 pedaling momentum. And they were off.  
                
They were four Muslim children of the heartland—two Arab, two black—flying in the blue-and-gold world on their bikes, right through the middle of
 the 1970s. Khadra flung her arms out in exultation and Hanifa, whizzing past
 her at high speed, had a beatific smile on her face from the thrill of the
 ride.  
                
“Brian Lott, whyn’t you go pick on someone your own size?” Eyad yelled at the boy on the dirt bike.  
                
“Fuck you, raghead!” Brian shouted back. “We’re gonna get all you fuckers!” He wheelied on “fuckers.”

Before they got to Khadra’s street her brother Eyad skidded to a halt and said, “Get off Hakim’s bike and get on mine. ’Cause he’s a boy and Mama might see you.” 

Hakim used to give her handlebar rides all the time, but she was getting older
 now, and her mother said she shouldn’t ride with boys anymore.  
                


The Lott boys had been the bane of Khadra and her family since day one. The day
 years ago when the Shamys moved in to number 1492 Tecumseh Drive, Fallen
 Timbers Townhouse Complex, Indianapolis, Indiana, on the southern city limits
 where the sprawling city almost met up with the small adjoining town of
 Simmonsville. Little Khadra had got out of the wide station wagon, blinking in
 the sunlight, a pudgy, shortwaisted girl wearing an elastic friendship
 bracelet.  
                
There was her father, wiry and olive-complexioned, with glasses. He wore a short
 beard on a thin pointy chin. Her mother was green-eyed and ivory-skinned and
 lovely. She wore a white wimple on her head, and a long blue robe. The color of
 sky, it swept the earth. A boy with short, smooth chestnut-brown hair got out
 last, stretching. Khadra’s brother Eyad was ivory-colored like the mother, with the high contrast between
 dark hair and pale skin that many Syrians have.  
                
Khadra and Eyad were unloading the U-Haul when they heard taunts behind them.
 Two boys with coarse pink faces, noses broadened in sneers. What they saw
 spilling out of the station wagon with its fake wood panel was a bunch of
 foreigners. Dark and wrong. Dressed funny. Their talk was gross sounds, like
 someone throwing up. 

“Hey, Allison-Bone!” one of them called. “Get a load of this.”

A thickwaisted white girl with a bowl haircut peered over their shoulders.  
                
Khadra and Eyad were inside calling dibs on bedrooms when they heard the crash
 of glass. Beer bottles, a pile of brown and gold shards at their doorstep.  
                
Their father went up to the door across the street and knocked. Khadra and her
 brother sat on the curb, watching as their mother swept up the glass bits with
 a plastic yellow broom. Skinny little white woman answered the door. Yellow
 hair like the broom bristles. 
                
“Yeah, that’s Vaughn’s boys.”

Sound of their father saying something. Stiff British textbook English, in an
 Arabic rhythm. Back of his head bobbing. He believed, he believed in the innate
 goodness of people, and in the power and sweetness of communicating with them.  
                
“Vaughn!” the yellow-haired woman called over her shoulder. 
                
Burly man at the door now. “—ACCUSING MY CHILDREN —OFF MY PORCH—BACK WHERE YOU PEOPLE CAME FROM!”



The neighbors on the other side were as nice as the Lotts were mean. They were a
 young couple and each had long hair and wore loose clothes and lots of
 necklaces. Lindsey and Leslie bewildered the Shamys, because you couldn’t tell which of them was the woman and which the man.  
                
“Miso soup for our new neighbors!” one of them said at the door, holding a bowl of something with a potholder
 under it. If male, he had very cleanshaven soft skin. If female, she had big
 knuckles and a very flat chest. This unnerved Khadra’s mother. If she could be sure it was the woman, she’d invite her in, but if it was the man, she’d stay behind the screen door and be careful not to touch his hand when she took
 the bowl. What was she supposed to do? In the end, she smiled politely and
 thanked him or her, wondering what on earth was in the soup.  
                


Khadra peers up now at the passing signs on the highway. “Home of James Whitcomb Riley.” “Pecans, We Buy and Sell” (hand-lettered on rough boards). “Merchants and Farmers Bank, your neighbors who care.” “Indianapolis Motor Speedway, use 465 to 65.” Her family had always avoided that route this time of year, and she now does
 the same. No sense getting pulled into Indy 500 traffic. “New Palestine Jct. 74.” And finally, “Welcome to Indianapolis—City at the Crossroads.” Here we go. Looking for the exit sign that will lead her back to horrible
 little Simmonsville.  
                
Back where you came from. 
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The first world Khadra remembered was Square One. This was before Indiana, when
 they lived in the Rocky Mountains. Four buildings faced a center playground,
 and around the playground lay a swath of green grass, dandelion dotted. Forming
 a ring around the grass was a sidewalk wide enough for hopscotch and Big Wheel
 drag racing. There was a willow tree on the lawn, which her mother called “the Shy Tree,” its Arabic name (because look how it’s tucking its head down shyly). The lawn was watered by wonderful spigots that
 made a musical sound as they inched around, chica-chica, chica-chica, chica
 chica. Then up swept an arc of water going back to the beginning,
 chica-chooooo.

“Mama, what’s heaven?”

“Heaven is where you have all your heart desires.” 

Khadra figured that meant heaven was Square One. There were swings on long
 silver chains. You wriggled your butt into the seat and you got pushed up-up-up
 and you learned the lines of the Fatiha:

“Bismillah arrahmani ’rahim!” Khadra sang as her father pushed her up. Green grass full of dandelions fell
 away beneath her. 
                
“Alhamdu lilahi rabil alamin,” Eyad yelled on the next swing. He knew how to pump for himself.  
                
“Arrahmani ’rahim!” Khadra called as she climbed into the blue atmosphere like an astronaut.  
                
Her father, pushing her one day, said, “Lift your legs hard going up. Push them down hard going down.” 

Suddenly Khadra could do it. “I can swing! By myself, I can swing!” Treetops flashed beneath her feet. “See me, Mama, see me, Baba!” And they saw.  
                


In Square One, their mother used to be willing to wash Eyad and Khadra’s bottoms. Your butt hung in the bowl, chin to knees, legs dangling down the
 white porcelain, you called, loud’s you could, ‘Mamaaaaa! Pleeease wash my booottom!” And she came hustling. The big fat water tin was too heavy; a grown-up had to
 lift it.  
                
One day she got a pink plastic watering can. It was small and light. “Look. You pour the water with your right hand like this, and you reach down with
 your left hand like this, and while the water runs over your pee-pee or your
 poo-poo place, you wipe and wipe and clean yourself.”

“Ew.” 

“No ew and no phew about it, young lady. Everybody has to clean their own bottom
 in this world.”



Alessandra-called-Sandra was from Mexico and spoke only Spanish until day before
 yesterday. A lot of the children in Square One were from other countries
 besides America. The American kids in Square One didn’t seem to know yet that they were supposed to be better than the rest because it
 was their country. Their parents were all students at the same university.  
                
Khadra and Eyad spoke only Arabic at first. You didn’t need to speak the same language to exchange friendship bracelets, and this
 Khadra and her Spanish-speaking friend did. Khadra couldn’t remember how she learned the new language, only that she opened her mouth one
 day and English came out. Pretty soon after Khadra and Alessandra-called-Sandra
 could talk to each other in English, they started making fun of the little
 Japanese boy in South Building for saying “I sreep in my loom.” 

“Chinese, Japanese, dirty knees, look at these!” Khadra and Sandra taunted, pointing to their non-existent breasts at the last
 line. The boy cried and went whimpering home. 
                
“You be’d mean to that boy,” Eyad said to her. He was two and a half years older than Khadra. 
                
“You’re not the boss of me!” She stamped her foot. 
                
Her parents called her and her brother in: prayer time. “Hafta go,” she said under the Shy Tree to Alessandra-called-Sandra.  
                
“Why?” 

“Hafta pray.” 

“Can I come?”

Khadra made her wait at the door, by the tin box where the milkman left cold
 bottles of milk at fajr time. “Mama, can Alessandra-called-Sandra watch us pray?”

“Welcome, welcome to the guest,” Mama said, sitting the little girl on a slatted wooden chair. “The guest is always welcome.” There wasn’t much furniture yet. America put wardrobes right into the walls, saved you
 having to buy them.

Her father was calling the qad qamat. Eyad spread the prayer rugs. Khadra ran to splash her ablutions fast-fast so
 she wouldn’t miss the bow and have to do the whole ralat over.  
                
“Elbows, please,” her father said gently, when she skidded into her place on the prayer rug,
 dripping water.  
                
She stuck her elbows out for inspection.  
                
“Dry elbows,” he said, shaking his head. “Do over.” 

“What if I just wet my elbows?” Khadra said. 
                
“That’s not ablution,” her mother said. “Ablution goes together, can’t be separated. It’s all one thing. Like prayer.” 

May my hands be instruments of peace, may my mouth speak only truth, may this
 nose smell the fragrance of holiness, may this face shine with the light of
 compassion, may these ears hear the Word of God, may this neck bend in humility
 to the One, may these feet walk in paradise.

Alessandra-called-Sandra swung her little ashy legs against the chair,
 bumpity-bump, while the family whispered the Fatiha, arms folded across chests.
 When they all knelt down-down-down, and put their faces on the floor for the sajda, her legs went still and her eyes got round as saucers.In Square One, Khadra and her brother didn’t notice how, near the end of each month, their mother measured out the cups of
 rice smaller and cooked a little less every day. They did notice marvelous
 snow- covered days, when she’d scoop the fresh fall into a bowl and sprinkle sugar on it and hand them
 spoons. Snowcones from God.  
                


The family’s first winter in the new land was a season of wonder. Khadra’s parents took the children for a drive up a Rocky Mountain ridge. The snow gave
 a halo to everything.  
                
“Look! Up there!” her father said as they turned a corner. Tall grand houses were padded with
 white down and outlined in colored lights, gable and turret and door.  
                
“And—look down!” her mother cried, pointing.  
                
There, spread below them, was the city, pinwheel after pinwheel of light.
 Spinning gears of light. This was amazing. This was America. The children
 marveled, but the parents were young themselves, and could hardly believe they
 were looking upon the world from these dizzying heights. They were a galaxy
 away from home, for the first time in sober young lives spent mostly within a
 small radius around Damascus.  
                
Danger abounded. Pork was everywhere. At first the young couple thought it was
 merely a matter of avoiding the meat of the pig. Soon their eyes were opened to
 the fact that pig meat came under other names and guises in this strange
 country. Sometimes it was called bacon, other times it was called sausage, or
 bologna, or ham. Its fat was called lard and even in a loaf of Wonder Bread it could be lurking. Bits of pig might appear in salad—imagine, in salad! Jell-O had pig. Hostess Twinkies had pig. Even candy could
 have pig.  
                
Pig meat was filthy. It had bugs in it, Khadra’s father said. That’s why God made it haram, her mother said. If you ate pig, bugs would grow and grow inside your stomach
 and eat your guts out. Always ask if there is pig in something before you eat
 anything from kuffar hands. 
Mrs. Brown the kindergarten teacher poured the candy corn into a little flowered
 plastic cup on Khadra’s desk.  
                
Khadra said, “I can’t eat this,” her round, baby-fat face grave.  
                
“Why not, sweetie?” Mrs. Brown said, bending low so her white face was next to Khadra’s.  
                
“There’s a pig in it.”

Mrs. Brown laughed a pretty laugh and said, “Nooo, there isn’t a pig in it, dear!”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m positive.”

She was so pretty and so nice and so sure. Khadra ate the candy corn and put
 some in her pocket. But when Eyad saw the candy corn on the bus he said, “Ommm, you ate candy corn. Candy corn has pig!”

“Nuh uh!”

But it did. And it was too late to throw it up. Khadra was tainted forever. If
 she lived, that is. Too ashamed to tell her parents, she waited in horror for
 the bugs to grow in her stomach and eat her guts out.
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One day Khadra’s father heard a call in the land and, the love of God his steps controlling,
 decided to take his family to a place in the middle of the country called
 Indiana, “The Crossroads of America.” He had discovered the Dawah Center.  
                
His wife said that a Dawah worker’s job was to go wherever in the country there were Muslims who wanted to learn
 Islam better, to teach it to their children, to build mosques, to help
 suffering Muslims in other countries, and to find solutions to the ways in
 which living in a kuffar land made practicing Islam hard. This was a noble
 jihad.  
                
“Position open: Chapter Coordinator, Dawah Center. Develop Islamic education
 programs via logical Islamic methodology. Requirements: Practicing Islamic
 lifestyle, sound Islamic belief, college degree. Contact: Br. Omar Nabolsy or
 Br. Kuldip Khan, Indianapolis Home Office, 1867 New Harmony Drive,
 Simmonsville, Indiana.” (Classified in The Islamic Forerunner)

So they loaded up everything they owned on the luggage rack of the station wagon
 and set off over prairie and dale like pioneers. Tall tall mountains shining in
 their eyes. Immaculate lakes like God’s polished tables. Rivers that churned and frothed. Forests, high-treed and
 terrifying, and then land so wide and flat it made you lonely.  
                
“Where’s Syria?” Khadra asked Eyad, staring at her stubby toes on the back window of the station
 wagon where they lay on a Navajo blanket. Khadra couldn’t remember Syria, although she thought of it whenever she rubbed a little
 boomerang-shaped scar on her right knee that had been made on a broken tile in
 Syria. Red blood running down a white stone step. Walay himmek. Ey na’am. Sometimes she had a vague memory of having been on a mountain. Dry sunny days
 that had a certain smell made her think of Syria, and when she bit into a tart
 plum or a dark cherry, her mouth felt like Syria.  
                
Eyad, with his serious gray-green eyes, remembered Syria in complete sentences,
 not flashes of words and tastes. Life there had Aunt Razanne and Uncle Mazen.
 And their kids, cousin Reem and cousin Roddy, drinking powdered milk from a big
 tin that said NEEDO. Syria was Mama’s daddy called Jiddo Candyman, with his tuft of thick white hair like cotton
 candy, throwing you up-up while you screamed with delight. The adhan floating down from up in the air. Streets busy with people who spoke Arabic in
 the same rhythms as his mother and father, ey wallah, people whose faces bore his parents’ features. Here in ’Mreeka, no one looked like them and they looked like no one.  
                
“Far away,” Eyad said gravely. “Syria’s far, far away.”

“Where? Point. Where the sky touches the ground, is that Syria?” 

“No,” he said, with authority. “Farther.”

“Like a star?” She squinted at the street lamps, making them send rays of light to her eyes.  
                
The little frontier family trekked the Oregon Trail in reverse, with as much
 wonder in their hearts as the pioneers of an earlier century heading the other
 way. Square One itself had been strange enough and new, and now they were going
 further, over the edge of the known world. At the start of every day, their
 mother recited the Throne of the Heavens and the Earth Verse, the three “I seek refuge” chapters from the Quran, and her favorite travel prayer: O Thou My God: I seek refuge in Thee from humiliation or humiliating, from being
 astray or leading others astray, from wronging or being wronged, from ignorance
 or having ignorance perpetrated upon me. 



It has been seven years since the adult Khadra had set foot in Indiananapolis.
 She’d left in the middle of a college degree, in the middle of a marriage to a nice
 Muslim guy, in the middle of community ties she cauterized abruptly. The Fallen
 Timbers Townhouses are coming up on the right and, on a whim, she turns off on
 General Wayne Drive toward it: the old homestead.  
                
There are laundry lines by the corner wall. There’s number 1492 Tecumseh Drive. A caramel-colored girl comes out the door swinging
 a brown shopping bag full of fancy ladies’ shoes. “¡A la casa de Simona!” she shouts over her shoulder.  
                
Khadra, returning to this ground that didn’t love her, tries to stave the panic in her gut that is entirely the fault of
 the state of Indiana and the lay of its flat, flat land, to which she had never
 asked to be brought. She repeats the favorite prayer of her mother aloud to the
 windshield of her little car and grips the steering wheel a little tighter,
 like someone holding a small lantern and going out to investigate, a little
 afraid of what she might find. 
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The Shamy family had come to Indiana for God. It wasn’t much pay. 

“It doesn’t matter,” Khadra’s mother said. “We are not in love with the glitter of this world.” But oh, Khadra loved the glitter of the purple banana seat bike at the garage
 sale. Her father haggled the price down to four dollars.  
                
“How come ’Nifa and them get new bikes, Baba?” she asked, skittering to keep up with her father as he maneuvered the bike to
 the station wagon.  
                
“When I was your age back in Syria, my folks were so poor I had to work after
 school till dark. Days we had nothing in the house but bread and olives.”

“Yeah, but how come Hanifa and them get new bikes?” 

“Say al-hamdu-lilah, Khadra.” He hoisted the bike into the cargo space of the station wagon. “Give thanks for what you have.”

“Hamdilah. But how come—”



His mother’s mother had been a seamstress. In the days of privation and cholera epidemic in
 Damascus, when menfolk were drafted by the Turks and forced to fight the Safar
 Barlek, she scraped through by sewing for the neighbors. She pedaled that
 kettle-black Singer to success. By the 1920s, ladies from all over Damascus
 would come to her with fashion magazines, point at an outfit, and she’d custom tailor it for them, or delegate it to one of her apprentices—young women vied to be trained by her.  
                
“Like, a fashion designer?” Khadra said, looking at the woman with the arching brows and upswept hair in
 the faded photo, one of the few pictures the Shamys packed with them from
 Syria. Her father’s grandma eyeballed you, looking kind of magnificent and cheekbony, not like the
 pictures of Mama’s mother, which showed a plump, sweet-faced woman looking like she was about to
 give you a big cozy hug in shades of black and white.  
                
The Shamy side tended to look heroic and solemn in photographs. Khadra’s dad, Wajdy, had a picture of his father, Jiddo Abu Shakker, in his youth,
 standing at attention in a military uniform. His mother, Sitto Um Shakker, is
 seated next to him in her bridal dress. Both look brave and sad and serious. Of
 course they wouldn’t have been called Um Shakker and Abu Shakker then, because they hadn’t had the first baby, Shakker, yet. 

Jiddo the Soldier-Man had died the year before they came to America. It happened
 when her father’s big brother Shakker got put in jail for saying things against the Syrian
 government. Her father said Syria was a mean government, and that Shakker had
 told the truth to its face and that’s called standing witness and that’s what a good Muslim should do. Shakker died a hero. A martyr. In Syria,
 everyone in the Shamy neighborhood called Wajdy “Shakker’s little brother.” 

The last picture they had of Jiddo Abu Shakker is of him in a fez and a full
 gray beard, smiling sadly. Baby Khadra is in his lap and little tyke Eyad in a
 sailor suit at his knee.  
                
“They didn’t have such fancy titles as ‘fashion designer’ in Syria then,” her father answered Khadra. “Seamstress is what she called it.” He had learned to sew almost by osmosis. “Burdas”—that’s what Wajdy called sewing patterns—“burdas are for beginners.” 

Little Khadra had only to point to a dress in her Sleeping Beauty Golden Book and her father would whip it up for her on the secondhand Singer. Her friends may have flaunted gorgeous new ghararas from Hyderabad on
 Eid, with gold-on-red and silver-on-green chumki-bordered brocade and matching depattas thrown over their shoulders like
 glamorous boas. But they had nothing on the fairy-tale gown Khadra’s father made for her. It boasted five—count ’em, five—tiers of ruffles on the full-length violet skirt, and a petal collar with
 rickrack trim.  
                


Their mother was getting fat. Soon the children were told—it wasn’t fat, it was a new baby on the way. Khadra and Eyad got it then—the worry about money. They clipped coupons for double coupon day and saved
 pennies for baby-food jars and diapers and plastic panties. In brother-sister
 huddles, Eyad and Khadra discussed getting jobs that would help the family
 budget. “Paper route?” Eyad whispered. “How much money do they make?” Khadra whispered back.  
                


Their mother didn’t work. At least, not outside the home. Inside she worked plenty, scrubbing
 things clean, getting spots out, refolding aluminum foil, deboning chicken to
 make it last several meals, stretching things out until the next paycheck.
 Making sure filth did not seep underfoot from the trickle around the toilet
 bowl and get carried to the rest of the house by the wet squishing soles of
 plastic bathroom slippers. Don’t wear the bathroom slippers outside the bathroom. Leave them at the door—you’re tracking impurities—now we can’t pray there until the carpet’s shampooed and purified! Making sure the kids did chores and didn’t turn into lazy American children. But Mama—Hanifa and Hakim are waiting for us to ride our bikes to the candy store! 

Hanifa and Hakim al-Deen lived in the Fallen Timbers. Their dad, Uncle Jamal,
 worked at a big pharmaceutical company but their mom, Aunt Khadija, was a
 secretary at the Dawah Center so they played with the Shamy kids nearabout
 every day. 
                
“I have a college degree, like Wajdy,” Khadra’s mother said to Aunt Khadija. At one time, she thought she might go to medical
 school. “But after I graduated, I chose to stay home. For the children.” She patted her belly, which globed firm and round in front of her. 
                
“That is her most important work: making more Muslims,” Khadra’s father liked to say jovially. “Good-quality Muslims, that is. An educated mother is the child’s first school!”

Ebtehaj Qadry-Agha had a good-quality Muslim baby at the hospital. A beaming Wajdy Shamy pointed him out to Khadra and Eyad through the
 nursery window, a red, squinting, mewling bundle that turned out to be a boy
 named Jihad. Khadra and Eyad spent the night at Hakim and Hanifa’s. 
                
The al-Deen townhouse was a mirror image of the Shamys’. Where the Shamys’ entrance and hallway were to the left of the dinette, kitchen, and living room,
 the al-Deen hallway was to the right. Instead of a matching country plaid couch
 set in harvest gold and hunter green, the al-Deens had a beige overstuffed
 sectional that overfilled the living room. Instead of the Shamys’ big wooden TV with the rabbit ears (on which they’d all watched Nixon’s big square head say “I am resigning the office of the presidency effective at noon tomorrow”), the Al-Deens had a hi-fi stereo system and stacks of records and eight-tracks
 by K-tel, from Al Green to the Valadiers. Khadra’s parents ignored this wall of music when visiting Uncle Jamal and Aunt Khadija
 and didn’t understand why they kept this monument to their pre-Muslim years.  
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. .. my creative life is my deepest prayer. . . .

—Sue Monk Kidd, The Dance of the Dissident Daughter
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How shall we sing the Lord’s song in a strange land?

—Psalm 137
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Go forth lightly and heavily and strive with your wealth
and your selves in the path of God, that is best for you, if

you but knew.

—Quran 9:41
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Hoosier \'hii-zhar/ a native or resident of Indiana — used
as a nickname.

—Merriam-Webster

. .. in the eighteenth century, Hoosier was used generally to
describe a backwoods-man, especially an ignorant boaster,
with an overtone of crudeness and even lawlessness.

—Howard H. Peckham, Indiana, A History
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