As they drove through town Amanda was captivated with the Arabic signs on the shops and the people dressed in their traditional robes. She had so many questions to ask and so much to learn about this place. They parked the car and strolled down the street. Her aunt explained that they called the shopping markets, souqs. They walked past many fabric shops with rows of silks and cottons in every colour and design imaginable and shop windows dripping with gold jewelry. ‘Wow! Lots of bling’, thought Amanda. She noticed a sweet, spicy scent in the air. 
Many people smiled and said, “Hello.” Some stopped and shook her hand and asked her where she was from. They were all so eager to welcome her to their country. Amanda couldn’t imagine anyone mean or nasty living there.
They went into a small shop, called Aladdin’s Treasures, which was so full of stuff you could hardly turn around without bumping into something. Richly patterned prayer rugs in colours of red, green, wine and brown looked like magic carpets. They covered the walls and hung from the ceiling creating a kaleidoscope. Gold ceremonial daggers, called khanjars, were secured inside a glass cabinet. Rows and rows of wooden, carved camels of all shapes and sizes shared the shelves with shiny, brass Aladdin’s lamps. Amanda was enchanted with all the intriguing items, old and new, from many different places. 
Just as they were leaving, the merchant behind the counter said, “I have something special for you, miss.” Amanda glanced behind her to see if he were talking to her or someone else. As her aunt and Leah stepped out into the sunshine the merchant looked directly at her and added, “I have been saving it for you.”
Something especially for her? With a nervous smile Amanda asked, “What is it?” 
The old man pulled out a flat, round, ornate flask, about three inches tall and two inches wide, made of dull, grey pewter. Tiny, turquoise and red stones trimmed the top. A larger red stone sat on the top.
“It is for perfume,” explained the merchant. He lifted the red, stone–topped lid and pulled out a long, thin wand. He took Amanda’s hand and showed her how to apply the perfume from the wand on the inside of her wrist. Two pewter chains attached the top to the flask so the wand would never be lost.
Amanda picked up the wand and placed it back in the flask.
“What a beautiful thing,” she exclaimed. “It looks very old.”
“Oh, it is very old, miss. It belonged to a princess who took it with her always. Very far. Riding on a camel in the desert. It was her most prized possession.” The old gentleman spoke with great sincerity. “She would want you to have it.”
He paused and studied Amanda shaking his head from side to side. “It is worth fifty dirhams, but for you, I give it for only twenty dirhams.” He spoke like the East Indian janitor at her school.
Amanda decided in an instant that she had to have it. She had some silver coins, with a picture of an Aladdin style coffee pot on them, called dirhams in her pocket and counted out twenty of them. The bright sun hurt her eyes after being in the crowded, dark shop but she quickly located her aunt and Leah sitting on a bench waiting for her.
“Did you find something to buy?” her aunt asked.
“Yes, I did. It is very special. I might give it to my friend, or I might keep it for myself.” She showed them the little flask and told them the story about the princess.
Her aunt explained, “That might not be true. He may have told you that just to get you to buy it.”
Amanda looked at Leah who didn’t say anything. Amanda was sure the story was true, but why did the man say he was saving it for her? She was starting to get an uneasy feeling.
Later that afternoon Amanda began to feel hot and sticky and was quite happy when they arrived at the beach where she could change into her bathing suit. The beach was perfect. It was so clean and the fine, cream–coloured sand felt pleasant on her bare feet. They practically had the beach to themselves. The water of the Persian Gulf was the most stunning shade of aquamarine blue she had ever seen. She felt like she was stepping into a postcard as she dipped her toes in the water. It was lovely and warm so she jumped right in. Leah was right behind her. They splashed each other and giggled. Aunt Ella took pictures from the shore. “We will have to email some back home to your Mom and Dad,” she called out.
When they got tired of swimming Leah and Amanda walked on the beach and collected shells. “Did the man in the shop really say that the perfume carafe used to belong to a Princess?” asked Leah.
“Yes, that’s what he said and I believe him,” replied Amanda.
“Well, I once heard about a Bedouin Princess who was stolen from her family by another tribe. She escaped and traveled many miles across the desert and through the mountains to return home.” Leah picked up a white shell that glowed iridescent in the sun. It looked perfect until she turned it over and saw that a small, round hole was bored into the underside. She gave a grunt of annoyance as she tossed it back down.
“Did she get home OK?” Amanda stopped in her tracks and stared at her new friend. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]“I’m not sure. I never really heard the end of the story, besides it was a long time ago.” Leah found another of the white shells and this time it was unblemished. She added it to the small sack she carried around her neck before adding, “Those things don’t happen anymore.”




