FOREWORD

In the Name of God the Compassionate,
the Merciful. In Him I Trust

PRAISE BE TO GOD, the Beneficent King, the Creator of the world
and man, who raised the heavens without pillars and spread out the
earth as a place of rest and erected the mountains as props and made
the water flow from the hard rock and destroyed the race of Thamud,
'Ad, and Pharaoh of the vast domain.! I praise Him the Supreme
Lord for His guidance, and I thank Him for His infinite grace.

To proceed, I should like to inform the honorable gentlemen and
noble readers that the purpose of writing this agreeable and enter-
taining book is the instruction of those who peruse it, for it abounds
with highly edifying histories and excellent lessons for the people of
distinction, and it provides them with the opportunity to learn the
art of discourse, as well as what happened to kings from the begin-
nings of time. This book, which I have called The Thousand and One
Nights, abounds also with splendid biographies that teach the reader
to detect deception and to protect himself from it, as well as delight
and divert him whenever he is burdened with the cares of life and
the ills of this world. It is the Supreme God who is the True Guide.

1. No specific Egyptian pharaoh is referred to here. Thamud and 'Ad were two neighboring
tribes of the Arabian peninsula that were destroyed by natural disasters. They are referred
to in pre-Islamic poetry and the Quran, and their destruction is cited as an example of
God’s wrath against blasphemy.




PROLOGUE

[The Story of King Shahrayar and Shahrazad,
His Vizier's Daughter]

1T 18 RELATED—but God knows and sees best what lies hidden in
the old accounts of bygone peoples and times—that long ago, during
the time of the Sasanid dynasty, in the peninsulas of India and
Indochina, there lived two kings who were brothers. The older
brother was named Shahrayar, the younger Shahzaman. The older,
Shahrayar, was a towering knight and a daring champion, invincible,
energetic, and implacable. His power reached the remotest corners
of the land and its people, so that the country was loyal to him, and
his subjects obeyed him. Shahrayar himself lived and ruled in India
and Indochina, while to his brother he gave the land of Samarkand
to rule as king.

Ten years went by, when one day Shahrayar felt a longing for his
brother the king, summoned his vizier* (who had two daughters,
one called Shahrazad, the other Dinarzad) and bade him go to his
brother. Having made preparations, the vizier journeyed day and
night until he reached Samarkand. When Shahzaman heard of the
vizier’s arrival, he went out with his retainers to meet him. He dis-
mounted, embraced him, and asked him for news from his older
brother, Shahrayar. The vizier replied that he was well, and that he
had sent him to request his brother to visit him. Shahzaman com-
plied with his brother’s request and proceeded to make preparations
for the journey. In the meantime, he had the vizier camp on the out-
skirts of the city, and took care of his needs. He sent him what he
required of food and fodder, slaughtered many sheep in his honor,
and provided him with money and supplies, as well as many horses
and camels.

For ten full days he prepared himself for the journey; then he
appointed a chamberlain in his place, and left the city to spend the
night in his tent, near the vizier. At midnight he returned to his
palace in the city, to bid his wife good-bye. But when he entered the
palace, he found his wife lying in the arms of one of the kitchen boys.
When he saw them, the world turned dark before his eyes and, shaking

2. A dynasty of Persian kings who ruled from c. 226 to 641 c..
3. The highest state official or administrator under a caliph or a king (literally, “one who
bears burdens”).
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his head, he said to himself, “I am still here, and this is what she has
done when I was barely outside the city. How will it be and what will
happen behind my back when I go to visit my brother in India? No.
Women are not to be trusted.” He got exceedingly angry, adding, “By
God, I am king and sovereign in Samarkand, yet my wife has betrayed
me and has inflicted this on me.” As his anger boiled, he drew his
sword and struck both his wife and the cook. Then he dragged them
by the heels and threw them from the top of the palace to the trench
below. He then left the city and, going to the vizier, ordered that they
depart that very hour. The drum was struck, and they set out on their
journey, while Shahzaman’s heart was on fire because of what his
wife had done to him and how she had betrayed him with some cook,
some kitchen boy. They journeyed hurriedly, day and night, through
deserts and wilds, until they reached the land of King Shahrayar, who
had gone out to receive them.

When Shahrayar met them, he embraced his brother, showed him
favors, and treated him generously. He offered him quarters in a
palace adjoining his own, for King Shahrayar had built two beautiful
towering palaces in his garden, one for the guests, the other for the
women and members of his household. He gave the guesthouse to
his brother, Shahzaman, after the attendants had gone to scrub it, dry
it, furnish it, and open its windows, which overlooked the garden.
Thereafter, Shahzaman would spend the whole day at his brother’s,
return at night to sleep at the palace, then go back to his brother the
next morning. But whenever he found himself alone and thought of
his ordeal with his wife, he would sigh deeply, then stifle his grief,
and say, “Alas, that this great misfortune should have happened to
one in my position!” Then he would fret with anxiety, his spirit would
sag, and he would say, “None has seen what I have seen.” In his
depression, he ate less and less, grew pale, and his health deterio-
rated. He neglected everything, wasted away, and looked ill.

When King Shahrayar looked at his brother and saw how day after
day he lost weight and grew thin, pale, ashen, and sickly, he thought
that this was because of his expatriation and homesickness for his
country and his family, and he said to himself, “My brother is not
happy here. I should prepare a goodly gift for him and send him
home.” For a month he gathered gifts for his brother; then he invited
him to see him and said, “Brother, I would like you to know that I
intend to go hunting and pursue the roaming deer, for ten days.
Then I shall return to prepare you for your journey home. Would you
like to go hunting with me?” Shahzaman replied, “Brother, I feel dis-
tracted and depressed. Leave me here and go with God’s blessing
and help.” When Shahrayar heard his brother, he thought that his

dejection was because of his homesickness for his country. Not
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wishing to coerce him, he left him behind, and set out with his
retainers and men. When they entered the wilderness, he deployed
his men in a circle to begin trapping and hunting.

After his brother’s departure, Shahzaman stayed in the palace and,
from the window overlooking the garden, watched the birds and trees
as he thought of his wife and what she had done to him, and sighed
in sorrow. While he agonized over his misfortune, gazing at the heav-
ens and turning a distracted eye on the garden, the private gate of his
brother’s palace opened, and there emerged, strutting like a dark-
eyed deer, the lady, his brother’s wife, with twenty slave girls, ten white
and ten black. While Shahzaman looked at them, without being seen,
they continued to walk until they stopped below his window, without
looking in his direction, thinking that he had gone to the hunt with
his brother. Then they sat down, took off their clothes, and suddenly
there were ten slave girls and ten black slaves dressed in the same
clothes as the girls. Then the ten black slaves mounted the ten girls,
while the lady called, “Mas’ud, Mas'ud!” and a black slave jumped
from the tree to the ground, rushed to her, and, raising her legs, went
between her thighs and made love to her. Mas'ud topped the lady,
while the ten slaves topped the ten girls, and they carried on till noon.
When they were done with their business, they got up and washed
themselves. Then the ten slaves put on the same clothes again,
mingled with the girls, and once more there appeared to be twenty
slave girls. Mas'ud himself jumped over the garden wall and disap-
peared, while the slave girls and the lady sauntered to the private
gate, went in and, locking the gate behind them, went their way.

All of this happened under King Shahzaman’s eyes. When he saw
this spectacle of the wife and the women of his brother the great
king—how ten slaves put on women’s clothes and slept with his
brother’s paramours and concubines and what Mas'ud did with his
brother’s wife, in his very palace—and pondered over this calamity
and great misfortune, his care and sorrow left him and he said to
himself, “This is our common lot. Even though my brother is king
and master of the whole world, he cannot protect what is his, his
wife and his concubines, and suffers misfortune in his very home.
What happened to me is little by comparison. I used to think that I
was the only one who has suffered, but from what I have seen, every-
one suffers. By God, my misfortune is lighter than that of my brother.”
He kept marveling and blaming life, whose trials none can escape,
and he began to find consolation in his own affliction and forget his
grief. When supper came, he ate and drank with relish and zest and,
feeling better, kept eating and drinking, enjoying himself and feeling
happy. He thought to himself, “I am no longer alone in my misery;
[ am well.” ,
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For ten days, he continued to enjoy his food and drink, and when
his brother, King Shahrayar, came back from the hunt, he met him
happily, treated him attentively, and greeted him cheerfully. His
brother, King Shahrayar, who had missed him, said, “By God,
brother, I missed you on this trip and wished you were with me.”
Shahzaman thanked him and sat down to carouse with him, and
when night fell, and food was brought before them, the two ate and
drank, and again Shahzaman ate and drank with zest. As time went
by, he continued to eat and drink with appetite, and became light-
hearted and carefree. His face regained color and became ruddy,
and his body gained weight, as his blood circulated and he regained
his energy; he was himself again, or even better. King Shahrayar
noticed his brother’s condition, how he used to be and how he had
improved, but kept it to himself until he took him aside one day and
said, “My brother Shahzaman, I would like you to do something for
me, to satisfy a wish, to answer a question truthfully.” Shahzaman
asked, “What is it, brother?” He replied, “When you first came to
stay with me, I noticed that you kept losing weight, day after day,
until your looks changed, your health deteriorated, and your energy
sagged. As you continued like this, I thought that what ailed you
was your homesickness for your family and your country, but even
though I kept noticing that you were wasting away and looking ill, I
refrained from questioning you and hid my feelings from you. Then I
went hunting, and when I came back, I found that you had recov-
ered and had regained your health. Now I want you to tell me every-
thing and to explain the cause of your deterioration and the cause of
your subsequent recovery, without hiding anything from me.” When
Shahzaman heard what King Shahrayar said, he bowed his head,
then said, “As for the cause of my recovery, that I cannot tell you,
and T wish that you would excuse me from telling you.” The king was
greatly astonished at his brother’s reply and, burning with curiosity,

said, “You must tell me. For now, at least, explain the first cause.”
Then Shahzaman related to his brother what happened to him
with his own wife, on the night of his departure, from beginning to
end, and concluded, “Thus all the while I was with you, great King,
whenever 1 thought of the event and the misfortune that had
befallen me, I felt troubled, careworn, and unhappy, and my health
deteriorated. This then is the cause.” Then he grew silent. When
King Shahrayar heard his brother’s explanation, he shook his head,
greatly amazed at the deceit of women, and prayed to God to protect
him from their wickedness, saying, “Brother, you were fortunate in
killing your wife and her lover, who gave you good reason to feel
troubled, careworn, and ill. In my opinion, what happened to you
has never happened to anyone else. By God, had I been in your
place, 1 would have killed at least a hundred or even a thousand
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women. I would have been furious; I would have gone mad. Now
praise be to God who has delivered you from sorrow and distress.
But tell me what has caused you to forget your sorrow and regain
your health?” Shahzaman replied, “King, I wish that for God'’s sake
you would excuse me from telling you.” Shahrayar said, “You must.”
Shahzaman replied, “I fear that you will feel even more troubled and
careworn than 1.” Shahrayar asked, “How could that be, brother? I
insist on hearing your explanation.”

Shahzaman then told him about what he had seen from the palace
window and the calamity in his very home—how ten slaves, dressed
like women, were sleeping with his women and concubines, day and
night. He told him everything from beginning to end (but there is no
point in repeating that). Then he concluded, “When I saw your own
misfortune, I felt better—and said to myself, ‘My brother is king of
the world, yet such a misfortune has happened to him, and in his very
home.’ As a result I forgot my care and sorrow, relaxed, and began to
eat and drink. This is the cause of my cheer and good spirits.”

When King Shahrayar heard what his brother said and found out
what had happened to him, he was furious and his blood boiled. He
said, “Brother, I can’t believe what you say unless I see it with my
own eyes.” When Shahzaman saw that his brother was in a rage, he
said to him, “If you do not believe me, unless you see your mis7f0r~
tune with your own eyes, announce that you plan to go hunting.
Then you and I shall set out with your troops, and when we get out-
side the city, we shall leave our tents and camp with the men behind
enter'the city secretly, and go together to your palace. Then the nexé
morning you can see with your own eyes.”

King Shahrayar realized that his brother had a good plan and
ordered his army to prepare for the trip. He spent the night with his
br'other, and when God'’s morning broke, the two rode out of the city
with their army, preceded by the camp attendants, who had gone to
drive the poles and pitch the tents where the king and his army were
to camp. At nightfall King Shahrayar summoned his chief chamber-
lain and bade him take his place. He entrusted him with the army
and ordered that for three days no one was to enter the city. Then he
and his brother disguised themselves and entered the city in the dark.
They went directly to the palace where Shahzaman resided and slept
there till the morning. When they awoke, they sat at the palace win-
dow, watching the garden and chatting, until the light broke, the day
dawned, and the sun rose. As they watched, the private gate opened
and there emerged as usual the wife of King Shahrayar, walking’
among twenty slave girls. They made their way under the trees until
they stood below the palace window where the two kings sat. Then
they took off their women'’s clothes, and suddenly there were ten
slaves, who mounted the ten girls and made love to them. As for the
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lady, she called, “Mas’ud, Mas'ud,” and a black slave jumped from the
tree to the ground, came to her, and said, “What do you want, you
slut? Here is Sa’ad al-Din Mas'ud.” She laughed and fell on her back,
while the slave mounted her and like the others did his business with
her. Then the black slaves got up, washed themselves, and, putting
on the same clothes, mingled with the girls. Then they walked away,
entered the palace, and locked the gate behind them. As for Mas’ud,
he jumped over the fence to the road and went on his way.

When King Shahrayar saw the spectacle of his wife and the slave
girls, he went out of his mind, and when he and his brother came
down from upstairs, he said, “No one is safe in this world. Such
doings are going on in my kingdom, and in my very palace. Perish
the world and perish life! This is a great calamity, indeed.” Then he
turned to his brother and asked, “Would you like to follow me in
what I shall do?” Shahzaman answered, “Yes. I will.” Shahrayar said,
“Let us leave our royal state and roam the world for the love of the
Supreme Lord. If we should find one whose misfortune is greater
than ours, we shall return. Otherwise, we shall continue to journey
through the land, without need for the trappings of royalty.” Shahza-
man replied, “This is an excellent idea. I shall follow you.”

Then they left by the private gate, took a side road, and departed,

journeying till nightfall. They slept over their sorrows, and in the
morning resumed their day journey until they came to a meadow by
the seashore. While they sat in the meadow amid the thick plants
and trees, discussing their misfortunes and the recent events, they
suddenly heard a shout and a great cry coming from the middle of
the sea. They trembled with fear, thinking that the sky had fallen on
the earth. Then the sea parted, and there emerged a black pillar
that, as it swayed forward, got taller and taller, until it touched the
clouds. Shahrayar and Shahzaman were petrified; then they ran in
terror and, climbing a very tall tree, sat hiding in its foliage. When
they looked again, they saw that the black pillar was cleaving the
sea, wading in the water toward the green meadow, until it touched
the shore. When they looked again, they saw that it was a black
demon, carrying on his head a large glass chest with four steel locks.
He came out, walked into the meadow, and where should he stop
but under the very tree where the two kings were hiding. The demon
sat down and placed the glass chest on the ground. He took out four
keys and, opening the locks of the chest, pulled out a full-grown
woman. She had a beautiful figure, and a face like the full moon,
and a lovely smile. He took her out, Jaid her under the tree, and
looked at her, saying, “Mistress of all noble women, you whom I car-
ried away on your wedding night, I would like to sleep a little.” Then
he placed his head on the young woman'’s lap, stretched his legs to
the sea, sank into sleep, and began to snore.

r
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Meanwhile, the woman looked up at the tree and, turning her head
by cha?ce, saw King Shahrayar and King Shahzaman. She lifted tlL'lC
demon’s head from her lap and placed it on the ground. Then she came
and ftood under the tree and motioned to them with her hand, as if to
say, “Come down slowly to me.” When they realized that she };ad seen
them, they were frightened, and they begged her and implored her, in
the name of the Creator of the heavens, to excuse them from clir;lb—
ing down. She replied, “You must come down to me.” They motioned
to her, saying, “This sleeping demon is the enemy of mankind. For
God’s sake, leave us alone.” She replied, “You must come down‘ and
if you .don’t, I shall wake the demon and have him kill you.” She’lZe pt
gesturing and pressing, until they climbed down very slowly alid
s‘tood before her. Then she lay on her back, raised her legs, and said
“Make love to me and satisfy my need, or else I shall wake tl,le demon’
an‘d he will kill you.” They replied, “For God’s sake, mistress, don’t d(;
this to us, for at this moment we feel nothing but dismay aryld fear of
this d(.emon. Please, excuse us.” She replied, “You must,” and insisted
swearing, “By God who created the heavens, if you dor71’t doit, I shali
Yvake my husband the demon and ask him to kill you and thryow ou
into the sea.” As she persisted, they could no longer resist and t{le
made love to her, first the older brother, then the younger. When they
were ’c’lone and withdrew from her, she said to them, “Give me ou)r/
rings,” and, pulling out from the folds of her dress a small plilrse
opened it, and shook out ninety-eight rings of different fashions anci
colors. Then she asked them, “Do you know what these rings are?”
They answered, “No.” She said, “All the owners of these rings sle‘t
with me, for whenever one of them made love to me, I took\a rirll)
from him. Since you two have slept with me, give me your rings 5(%
that I may add them to the rest, and make a full hundred. A hur%d,red
men have known me under the very horns of this filthy, monstrous
cuckold, who has imprisoned me in this chest, locked ’it with four
locks, and kept me in the middle of this raging, roaring sea. He has
guarc.led me and tried to keep me pure and chaste, not realizing that
nothing can prevent or alter what is predestined and that when a
woman desires something, no one can stop her.” When Shahrayar
and Shahzaman heard what the young woman said, they were greaytl
amazed, danced with joy, and said, “O God, O God! There is n())l
power ‘and no strength, save in God the Almighty, the Magnificent
Great ls'women’s cunning.”” Then each of them took off his ring an(i
handed it to her She took them and put them with the rest in the
g;l(r:lse. TP;}en sl‘lttmg again by the demon, she lifted his head, placed it
shaﬁ ‘())VI;keel:i;}.)”, and motioned to them, “Go on your way, or else I
; They_tur.ned their backs and took to the road. Then Shahrayar
urned to his brother and said, “My brother Shahzaman, look at this
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sorry plight. By God, it is worse than ours. This is no less than a
demon who has carried a young woman away on her wedding night,
imprisoned her in a glass chest, locked her up with four locks, and
kept her in the middle of the sea, thinking that he could guard her
from what God had foreordained, and you saw how she has man-
aged to sleep with ninety-eight men, and added the two of us to
make a hundred. Brother, let us go back to our kingdoms and our
cities, never to marry a woman again. As for myself, I shall show you
what I will do.”

Then the two brothers headed home and journeyed till nightfall.
On the morning of the third day, they reached their camp and men,
entered their tent, and sat on their thrones. The chamberlains,
deputies, princes, and viziers came to attend King Shahrayar, while
he gave orders and bestowed robes of honor, as well as other gifts.
Then at his command everyone returned to the city, and he went to
his own palace and ordered his chief vizier, the father of the two girls
Shahrazad and Dinarzad, who will be mentioned below, and said to
him, “Take that wife of mine and put her to death.” Then Shahrayar
went to her himself, bound her, and handed her over to the vizier,
who took her out and put her to death. Then King Shahrayar
grabbed his sword, brandished it, and, entering the palace cham-
bers, killed every one of his slave girls and replaced them with
others. He then swore to marry for one night only and kill the
woman the next morning, in order to save himself from the wicked-
ness and cunning of women, saying, “There is not a single chaste
woman anywhere on the entire face of the earth.” Shortly thereafter
he provided his brother Shahzaman with supplies for his journey
and sent him back to his own country with gifts, rarities, and money.
The brother bade him good-bye and set out for home.

Shahrayar sat on his throne and ordered his vizier, the father of
the two girls, to find him a wife from among the princes’ daughters.
The vizier found him one, and he slept with her and was done with
her, and the next morning he ordered the vizier to put her to death.
That very night he took one of his army officers’ daughters, slept
with her, and the next morning ordered the vizier to put her to death.
The vizier, who could not disobey him, put her to death. The third
night he took one of the merchants’ daughters, slept with her till the
morning, then ordered his vizier to put her to death, and the vizier
did so. It became King Shahrayar’s custom to take every night the
daughter of a merchant or a commoner, spend the night with her,
then have her put to death the next morning. He continued to do
this until all the girls perished, their mothers mourned, and there
arose a clamor among the fathers and mothers, who called the
plague upon his head, complained to the Creator of the heavens,
and called for help on Him who hears and answers prayers.
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Now, as mentioned earlier, the vizier, who put the girls to death
had an older daughter called Shahrazad and a younger one calle(i
Dinarzad. The older daughter, Shahrazad, had read the books of lit-
erature, philosophy, and medicine. She knew poetry by heart, had
studied historical reports, and was acquainted with the sayin)gs of
men and the maxims of sages and kings. She was intelligent, knowl-
edgeable, wise, and refined. She had read and learned. 6neyday she
said to her father, “Father, T will tell you what is in my mind.” ‘He
asked, “What is it?” She answered, “I would like you to marry me to
King Shahrayar, so that I may either succeed in saving the people or
perish and die like the rest.” When the vizier heard what his daugh-
ter Shahrazad said, he got angry and said to her, “Foolish one, don't
you know that King Shahrayar has sworn to spend but one, night
with a girl and have her put to death the next morning? If I give you
to him, he will sleep with you for one night and will ask me to put
you to death the next morning, and I shall have to do it, since I cannot
disobey him.” She said, “Father, you must give me to him, even if
he kills me.” He asked, “What has possessed you that you’ wish to
imperil yourself?” She replied, “Father, you must give me to him.
This is absolute and final.” Her father the vizier became furious and
said to her, “Daughter, ‘He who misbehaves, ends up in trouble,” and
‘He who considers not the end, the world is not his friend.’ As the
populal‘~ saying goes, 'l would be sitting pretty, but for my curiosity.’
I'am afraid that what happened to the donkey and the ox with the
merchant will happen to you.” She asked, “Father, what happened to
the donkey, the ox, and the merchant?” He said:

[The Tale of the Ox and the Donkey]

THERE WAS A prosperous and wealthy merchant who lived in the
countryside and labored on a farm. He owned many camels and
herds of cattle and employed many men, and he had a wife and
many grown-up as well as little children. This merchant was taught
the language of the beasts, on condition that if he revealed his secret
to anyone, he would die; therefore, even though he knew the lan-
guage of every kind of animal, he did not let anyone know, for fear of
death. One day, as he sat, with his wife beside him and his children
playing before him, he glanced at an ox and a donkey he kept at the
farmhouse, tied to adjacent troughs, and heard the ox say to the
donkey, “Watchful one, I hope that you are enjoying the comfort and
the service you are getting. Your ground is swept and watered, and
they serve you, feed you sifted barley, and offer you clear, cool water
to drink. I, on the contrary, am taken out to plow in the middle of the
night. They clamp on my neck something they call yoke and plow,
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push me all day under the whip to plow the field, and drive me beyond
my endurance until my sides are lacerated, and my neck is flayed.
They work me from nighttime to nighttime, take me back in the dark,
offer me beans soiled with mud and hay mixed with chaff, and let me
spend the night lying in urine and dung. Meanwhile you rest on well-
swept, watered, and smoothed ground, with a clean trough full of hay.
You stand in comfort, save for the rare occasion when our master the
merchant rides you to do a brief errand and returns. You are comfort-
able, while I am weary; you sleep, while I keep awake.”

When the ox finished, the donkey turned to him and said, “Green-
horn, they were right in calling you ox, for you ox harbor no deceit,
malice, or meanness. Being sincere, you exert and exhaust yourself
to comfort others. Have you not heard the saying ‘Out of bad luck,
they hastened on the road’? You go into the field from early morning
to endure your torture at the plow to the point of exhaustion. When
the plowman takes you back and ties you to the trough, you go on
butting and beating with your horns, kicking with your hoofs, and
bellowing for the beans, until they toss them to you; then you begin
to eat. Next time, when they bring them to you, don’t eat or even
touch them, but smell them, then draw back and lie down on the
hay and straw. If you do this, life will be better and kinder to you,
and you will find relief.”

As the ox listened, he was sure that the donkey had given him good
advice. He thanked him, commended him to God, and invoked His
blessing on him, and said, “May you stay safe from harm, watchful
one.” All of this conversation took place, daughter, while the mer-
chant listened and understood. On the following day, the plowman
came to the merchant’s house and, taking the ox, placed the yoke
upon his neck and worked him at the plow, but the ox lagged behind.
The plowman hit him, but following the donkey’s advice, the ox, dis-
sembling, fell on his belly, and the plowman hit him again. Thus the
ox kept getting up and falling until nightfall, when the plowman took
him home and tied him to the trough. But this time the ox did not
bellow or kick the ground with his hoofs. Instead, he withdrew, away
from the trough. Astonished, the plowman brought him his beans
and fodder, but the ox only smelled the fodder and pulled back and
lay down at a distance with the hay and straw, complaining till the
morning. When the plowman arrived, he found the trough as he had
left it, full of beans and fodder, and saw the ox lying on his back,
hardly breathing, his belly puffed, and his legs raised in the air. The
plowman felt sorry for him and said to himself, “By God, he did seem
weak and unable to work.” Then he went to the merchant and said,
“Master, last night, the ox refused to eat or touch his fodder.”

The merchant, who knew what was going on, said to the plow-
man, “Go to the wily donkey, put him to the plow, and work him hard
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until he finishes the ox’s task.” The plowman left, took the donke
and placed the yoke upon his neck. Then he took him out to the ﬁel)(li
and drove him with blows until he finished the ox’s work, all the
while driving him with blows and beating him until his si(ies were
lacerated and his neck was flayed. At nightfall he took him home
barely able to drag his legs under his tired body and his droopin,
ears. M.eanwhile the ox spent his day resting. He ate all his fooclg
drank his water, and lay quietly, chewing his cud in comfort. All da,
!ong he !(ept praising the donkey’s advice and invoking God's bless)-,
ing on l'nm. When the donkey came back at night, the ox stood up to
greet him, saying, “Good evening, watchful one! You have done me a
favor beyond description, for I have been sitting in comfort. God
bless you for my sake.” Seething with anger, the donkey did not
rePly, but said to himself, “All this happened to me because of m
mls(’:alculation. ‘I would be sitting pretty, but for my curiosity.” If}ll
don't find a way to return this ox to his former situation, I will perish.”
Then he went to his trough and lay down, while the ox continued t‘0
chew his cud and invoke God’s blessing on him.

“yo U, MY DAUGHTER, will likewise perish because of your miscal-
culation. Desist, sit quietly, and don’t expose yourself to peril. I
advise you out of compassion for you.” She replied, “Father, I ml;st
go to thfe king, and you must give me to him.” He sa,id, “Don:t do it.”
She insisted, “I must.” He replied, “If you don’t desist, I will do t.o
you what the merchant did to his wife.” She asked, “Father, what did
the merchant do to his wife?” He said: , ,

[The Tale of the Merchant and His Wife]

AFTER WHAT HAD happened to the donkey and the ox, the mer-
chant and his wife went out in the moonlight to the stab,le and he
heard the donkey ask the ox in his own language, “Listen <’)x what
are you going to do tomorrow morning, and what will y01; do’when
the plowman brings you your fodder?” The ox replied, “What shall
I dol but follow your advice and stick to it? If he brings n’w my fodder,
[ will pretend to be ill, lie down, and puff my belly.” The donkey
shook his head, and said, “Don’t do it. Do you know what I heard ou}r]
master the merchant say to the plowman?” The ox asked, “What?”
T.he donkey replied, “He said that if the ox failed to get u7p and e;:lt
his fodder, he would call the butcher to slaughter him and skin him
and WOL'lld distribute the meat for alms and use the skin for a mat. I
am af.rald for you, but good advice is a matter of faith; therefore .if
he brings you your fodder, eat it and look alert lest they cut <;ur
throat and skin you.” The ox farted and bellowed. ’
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The merchant got up and laughed loudly at the conversation
between the donkey and the ox, and his wife asked him, “What are
you laughing at? Are you making fun of me?” He said, “No.” She said,
“Tell me what made you laugh.” He replied, “I cannot tell you. I am
afraid to disclose the secret conversation of the animals.” She asked,
“And what prevents you from telling me?” He answered, “The fear of
death.” His wife said, “By God, you are lying. This is nothing but an
excuse. I swear by God, the Lord of heaven, that if you don'’t tell me
and explain the cause of your laughter, I will leave you. You must tell
me.” Then she went back to the house crying, and she continued to
cry till the morning. The merchant said, “Damn it! Tell me why you
are crying. Ask for God’s forgiveness, and stop questioning and leave
me in peace.” She said, “I insist and will not desist.” Amazed at her,
he replied, “You insist! If 1 tell you what the donkey said to the ox,
which made me laugh, I shall die.” She said, “Yes, I insist, even if you
have to die.” He replied, “Then call your family,” and she called their
two daughters, her parents and relatives, and some neighbors. The
merchant told them that he was about to die, and everyone, young
and old, his children, the farmhands, and the servants began to cry
until the house became a place of mourning. Then he summoned
legal witnesses, wrote a will, leaving his wife and children their due
portions, freed his slave girls, and bid his family good-bye, while
everybody, even the witnesses, wept. Then the wife’s parents
approached her and said, “Desist, for if your husband had not known
for certain that he would die if he revealed his secret, he wouldn'’t
have gone through all this.” She replied, “I will not change my mind,”
and everybody cried and prepared to mourn his death.

Well, my daughter Shahrazad, it happened that the farmer kept
fifty hens and a rooster at home, and while he felt sad to depart this
world and leave his children and relatives behind, pondering and
about to reveal and utter his secret, he overheard a dog of his say
something in dog language to the rooster, who, beating and clapping
his wings, had jumped on a hen and, finishing with her, jumped down
and jumped on another. The merchant heard and understood what
the dog said in his own language to the rooster, “Shameless, no-good
rooster. Aren’t you ashamed to do such a thing on a day like this?”
The rooster asked, “What is special about this day?” The dog replied,
“Don’t you know that our master and friend is in mourning today?
His wife is demanding that he disclose his secret, and when he dis-
closes it, he will surely die. He is in this predicament, about to inter-
pret to her the language of the animals, and all of us are mourning for
him, while you clap your wings and get off one hen and jump on
another. Aren’t you ashamed?” The merchant heard the rooster reply,
“You fool, you lunatic! Our master and friend claims to be wise, but
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he is foolish, for he has only one wife, yet he does not know h
manage her.” The dog asked, “What should he do with her?” ot
The rooster replied, “He should take an oak branch pus'h her int
a room, lock the door, and fall on her with the stici( beating E .
mercilessly until he breaks her arms and legs and she c;ies cout é"I o
long'er want you to tell me or explain anything.’ He should ,0 on
beating her until he cures her for life, and she will never o )03%: h'on
in anything. If he does this, he will live, and live in peace [Tllnd th e
will be no more grief, but he does not know how to man;‘e " Wefle
my daughter Shahrazad, when the merchant heard the con%fe.rsat'e ,
between the dog and the rooster, he jumped up and, taking a I(')Il:
branch, pushed his wife into a room, got in with her, ’and lo%kcerzi (t)ﬁ
door. Then he began to beat her mercilessly on her c’hest and sh le
ders and }(ept beating her until she cried for mercy, screamin “(I)Vu -
no, ,I don’t want to know anything. Leave me alone,,leave me e;gl,one Of
don’t want to know anything,” until he got tired of hitting her al;d
opened the door. The wife emerged penitent, the husband learned

good management, and everybody was ha
. a ;
turned into a celebration. ppy, and the mourning

“ 1’[: YF) U”DON’T relent, I shall do to you what the merchant did t
his w1'fe. She said, “Such tales don’t deter me from my request I(E
you w1s}'1, I can tell you many such tales. In the end, if you dgn't té.lk
me to ng Shahrayar, I shall go to him by myself l;ehind our ba le;
and tell him that you have refused to give me to one likeyhim arfd
‘t‘hat you have begrudged your master one like me.” The vizier asked
Mﬁ;stgougeally do this?” She replied, “Yes, I must.” e
ired and exhausted, the vizier went to Kl;‘l : issi
the grot{nd before him, told him about his d%asg}?liia};lagd?ECIYtlﬁzilgg
w<?uld give l:er to him that very night. The king was astonifhed ans
said to him, “Vizier, how is it that you have found it possible to give m
your daughter, knowing that I will, by God, the Creator of hea\in asli
ﬁou to put her to death the next morning and that if you refuse I,will
ave you put to death too?” He replied, “My King and Lord, 1 ha\’fe told
herbev.eryth{ng and explained all this to her, but she refuses’ and insi(;ts
ﬁn eing with you tonight.” The king was delighted and said “Gokto
er, prepare her, and bring her to me early in the evening.” ’
t T,he lvm'er ernt down, repeated the king’s message to his daugh-
er, and said, “May God not deprive me of you.” She was very ha
and, after preParing herself and packing what she needed rz)lvenflt)()),
aer y(;aner sister, Dinarzad, and said, “Sister, listen well io what 1
m telling you. When I go to the king, I will send for you, and whe
you come and see that the king has finished with me sa;' ‘Sister, ]}
you are not sleepy, tell us a story. Then I will begin to t,ell aystory, a,nld
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it will cause the king to stop his practice, save myself, and deliver the
people.” Dinarzad replied, “Very well.”

At nightfall the vizier took Shahrazad and went with her to the great
King Shahrayar. But when Shahrayar took her to bed and began to
fondle her, she wept, and when he asked her, “Why are you crying?”
she replied, “T have a sister, and I wish to bid her good-bye before day-
break.” Then the king sent for the sister, who came and went to sleep
under the bed. When the night wore on, she woke up and waited until
the king had satisfied himself with her sister Shahrazad and they were
by now all fully awake. Then Dinarzad cleared her throat and said,
“Sister, if you are not sleepy, tell us one of your lovely little tales to
while away the night, before I bid you good-bye at daybreak, for I don’t
know what will happen to you tomorrow.” Shahrazad turned to King
Shahrayar and said, “May 1 have your permission to tell a story?” He
replied, “Yes,” and Shahrazad was very happy and said, “Listen”:

THE FIrsT NIGHT
[The Story of the Merchant and the Demon]|

It is said, O wise and happy King, that once there was a prosper-
ous merchant who had abundant wealth and investments and com-
mitments in every country. He had many women and children and
kept many servants and slaves. One day, having resolved to visit
another country, he took provisions, filling his saddlebag with loaves
of bread and with dates, mounted his horse, and set out on his jour-
ney. For many days and nights, he journeyed under God’s care until
he reached his destination. When he finished his business, he
turned back to his home and family. He journeyed for three days,
and on the fourth day, chancing to come to an orchard, went in to
avoid the heat and shade himself from the sun of the open country.
He came to a spring under a walnut tree and, tying his horse, sat by
the spring, pulled out from the saddlebag some loaves of bread and a
handful of dates, and began to eat, throwing the date pits right and
left until he had had enough. Then he got up, performed his ablu-
tions, and performed his prayers.

But hardly had he finished when he saw an old demon, with sword
in hand, standing with his feet on the ground and his head in the
clouds. The demon approached until he stood before him and
screamed, saying, “Get up, so that I may kill you with this sword,
just as you have killed my son.” When the merchant saw and heard
the demon, he was terrified and awestricken. He asked, “Master, for
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what crime do you wish to kill me?” ied, “I wi
kill you because you have killed m)e/ sor?b?rﬂznr:?er]rcr}elfllllte;],k Id‘}v‘I‘Sh .
has killed your son?” The demon replied, “You havé killescle ; Wh(:
The merchant said, “By God, I did not kill your son. When TnYdSﬁW
could that have been?” The demon said, “Didn’t you s.it down dtnk it
some dates from your saddlebag, and eat, throwing the pits i ahe'ouci
left?” The merchant replied, “Yes, I did.” The demon sai]fl “Yng lil?ln
my son, for as you were throwing the stones right and left ;n (s)u h o
pened to be vslalking by and was struck and killed by one ,of tyh o 'ap(i
I ml:st now kill you.” The merchant said, “O my lord, please dem:tdk?ll
me. "l;he demon replied, “I must kill you as you killeé hin(l—blond f
blood. . The merchant said, “To God we belong and to God we peteirn,
rcl‘eh:trel ESI rllﬁlpgv;/fr 01; Ztl;;:nggh, save in God the Almighty, the Mr:g_:;lirfril :
. If1 killed him, id it by mistake. Please forgive me’ "Thed -
replied, “By God, I must kill you, as you killed m g' "Then he seired
r};hm and, Lhrow};’ng him to the grour}lld, raised thz ss(\))xrflorc;lﬂ :loegtzisiizrend
e merchant began to weep and mourn his family and his wif .
children. Again, the demon raised his sw i il the and
chant cried until he was drenched MthOISai‘(s),s;:)lfiigwbr}!}eu:lieirsnflr(;

power or strength, save in God the Almighty, the Magni ”
he began to recite the following verses: St Sl

Life has two days: one peace, one wariness
And has two sides: worry and happiness. ,

{‘\sk him who taunts us with adversity,

Doc;:s fate, save those worthy of note oppress?
Don’t you see that the blowing, raging’; storms .
Only the tallest of the trees beset,

And of earth’s many green and barren lots

Only the ones with fruits with stones are };it

And of the countless stars in heaven’s vault

None is eclipsed except the moon and sun?

You ’tf‘lought well of the days, when they wére ood
Oblivious to the ills destined for one. 800
You'were deluded by the peaceful nights

Yet in the peace of night does sorrow stu,n.”

“BW(l;eg tlhe merc.hant finished and stopped weeping, the demon said
y God, I must kill you, as you killed my son, even if you weep blood »

The merchant 2
asked, “Must you?” The ied, “
raised his sword to strike. g fefion spfied " ttust," a1

e ;Izg r:;ugzizg over;)ook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence, leav
anrayar burning with curiosity to h : ;

g : : : y to hear the rest of th !
" er:)%tga}:zad said to her sister Shahrazad, “What a strungej;ndelf)iioerly
ryl” Shahrazad replied, “What is this compared with what I shall tel)ll
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you tomorrow night if the king spares me and lets me live? It will be
even better and more entertaining.” The king thought to himself, “I will
spare her until I hear the rest of the story; then I will have her put to
death the next day.” When morning broke, the day dawned, and the sun
rose; the king left to attend to the affairs of the kingdom, and the vizier,
Shahrazad’s father, was amazed and delighted. King Shahrayar gov-
erned all day and returned home at night to his quarters and got into
bed with Shahrazad. Then Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad,
“Please, sister, if you are not sleepy, tell us one of your lovely little tales
to while away the night.” The king added, “Let it be the conclusion of
the story of the demon and the merchant, for I would like to hear it.”
Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure, dear, happy King":

THE SECOND NIGHT

It is related, O wise and happy King, that when the demon raised
his sword, the merchant asked the demon again, “Must you kill me?”
and the demon replied, “Yes.” Then the merchant said, “Please give
me time to say good-bye to my family and my wife and children,
divide my property among them, and appoint guardians. Then I shall
come back, so that you may kill me.” The demon replied, “I am
afraid that if I release you and grant you time, you will go and do
what you wish, but will not come back.” The merchant said, “I swear
to keep my pledge to come back, as the God of Heaven and earth is
my witness.” The demon asked, “How much time do you need?” The
merchant replied, “One year, so that I may see enough of my chil-
dren, bid my wife good-bye, discharge my obligations to people, and
come back on New Year’s Day.” The demon asked, “Do you swear
to God that if I let you go, you will come back on New Year’s Day?”
The merchant replied, “Yes, I swear to God.”

After the merchant swore, the demon released him, and he mounted
his horse sadly and went on his way. He journeyed until he reached
his home and came to his wife and children. When he saw them, he
wept bitterly, and when his family saw his sorrow and grief, they
began to reproach him for his behavior, and his wife said, “Husband,
what is the matter with you? Why do you mourn, when we are
happy, celebrating your return?” He replied, “Why not mourn when
I have only one year to live?” Then he told her of his encounter with
the demon and informed her that he had sworn to return on New
Year’s Day, so that the demon might kill him.

When they heard what he said, everyone began to cry. His wife
struck her face in lamentation and cut her hair, his daughters wailed,
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and his little children cried. It was a day of mourning, as all the chil-
dren gathered around their father to weep and exchange good-byes.
The next day he wrote his will, dividing his property, discharged his
obligations to people, left bequests and gifts, distributed alms, and
engaged reciters to read portions of the Quran in his house. Then he
summoned legal witnesses and in their presence freed his slaves and
slave girls, divided among his elder children their shares of the prop-
erty, appointed guardians for his little ones, and gave his wife her
share, according to her marriage contract. He spent the rest of the
time with his family, and when the year came to an end, save for the
time needed for the journey, he performed his ablutions, performed
his prayers, and, carrying his burial shroud, began to bid his family
good-bye. His sons hung around his neck, his daughters wept, and
his wife wailed. Their mourning scared him, and he began to v:/eep
as he embraced and kissed his children good-bye. He said to them7
“Children, this is God'’s will and decree, for man was created to die.’,’
Then he turned away and, mounting his horse, journeyed day and
night until he reached the orchard on New Year’s Day.

He sat at the place where he had eaten the dates, waiting for the
demon, with a heavy heart and tearful eyes. As he waited, an old
man, leading a deer on a leash, approached and greeted him, and he
returned the greeting. The old man inquired, “Friend, why do you sit
here in this place of demons and devils? For in this haunted orchard
none come to good.” The merchant replied by telling him what had
happened to him and the demon, from beginning to end. The old
man was amazed at the merchant’s fidelity and said, “Yours is a mag-
nificent pledge,” adding, “By God, I shall not leave until I see what
will happen to you with the demon.” Then he sat down beside him
and chatted with him. As they talked . . .

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. As
the day dawned, and it was light, her sister Dinarzad said, “What a
strange and wonderful story!” Shahrazad replied, “Tomorrow night I
shall tell something even stranger and more wonderful than this.”

THE THIRD NIGHT

.When it was night and Shahrazad was in bed with the king
Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “Please, if you are not sleepy)
tell us one of your lovely little tales to while away the night.” The kiné;
added, “Let it be the conclusion of the merchant’s story.” Shahrazad
replied, “As you wish”:
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I heard, O happy King, that as the merchant and the man with the
deer sat talking, another old man approached, with two black
hounds, and when he reached them, he greeted them, and they
returned his greeting. Then he asked them about themselves, and
the man with the deer told him the story of the merchant and the
demon, how the merchant had sworn to return on New Year’s Day,
and how the demon was waiting to kill him. He added that when he
himself heard the story, he swore never to leave until he saw what
would happen between the merchant and the demon. When the
man with the two dogs heard the story, he was amazed, and he too
swore never to leave them until he saw what would happen between
them. Then he questioned the merchant, and the merchant
repeated to him what had happened to him with the demon.

While they were engaged in conversation, a third old man appro-
ached and greeted them, and they returned his greeting. He asked,
“Why do I see the two of you sitting here, with this merchant
between you, looking abject, sad, and dejected?” They told him the
merchant’s story and explained that they were sitting and waiting to
see what would happen to him with the demon. When he heard the
story, he sat down with them, saying, “By God, I too like you will not
Jeave, until I see what happens to this man with the demon.” As they
sat, conversing with one another, they suddenly saw the dust rising
from the open country, and when it cleared, they saw the demon
approaching, with a drawn steel sword in his hand. He stood before
them without greeting them, yanked the merchant with his left
hand, and, holding him fast before him, said, “Get ready to die.” The
merchant and the three old men began to weep and wail.

But dawn broke and morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed
into silence. Then Dinarzad said, “Sister, what a lovely story!” Shahrazad
replied, “What is this compared with what I shall tell you tomorrow
night? It will be even better; it will be more wonderful, delightful,
entertaining, and delectable if the king spares me and lets me live.”
The king was all curiosity to hear the rest of the story and said to him-
self, “By God, I will not have her put to death until I hear the rest of
the story and find out what happened to the merchant with the demon.
Then I will have her put to death the next morning, as I did with
the others.” Then he went out to attend to the affairs of his kingdom,
and when he saw Shahrazad’s father, he treated him kindly and
showed him favors, and the vizier was amazed. When night came, the
king went home, and when he was in bed with Shahrazad, Dinarzad
said, “Sister, if you are not sleepy, tell us one of your lovely little tales
to while away the night.” Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest
pleasure”:
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THE Fourta NigHT

It is related, O happy King, that the first old man with the deer
approached the demon and, kissing his hands and feet, said, “Fiend
and King of the demon kings, if I tell you what happened to me and
that deer, and you find it strange and amazing, indeed stranger and
more amazing than what happened to you and the merchant, will
you grant me a third of your claim on him for his crime and guilt?”
The demon replied, “I will.” The old man said:

[The First Old Man'’s Tale]

DEMON, THIS DEER is my cousin, my flesh and blood. I married
her when I was very young, and she a girl of twelve, who reached
womanhood only afterward. For thirty years we lived together, but
I was not blessed with children, for she bore neither boy nor girl. Yet
I continued to be kind to her, to care for her, and to treat her gener-
ously. Then I took a mistress, and she bore me a son, who grew up to
look like a slice of the moon. Meanwhile, my wife grew jealous of my
mistress and my son. One day, when he was ten, I had to go on a
journey. I entrusted my wife, this one here, with my mistress and
son, bade her take good care of them, and was gone for a whole year.
In my absence my wife, this cousin of mine, learned soothsaying and
magic and cast a spell on my son and turned him into a young bull.
Then she summoned my shepherd, gave my son to him, and said
“Tend this bull with the rest of the cattle.” The shepherd took hin
and tended him for a while. Then she cast a spell on the mother,
turning her into a cow, and gave her also to the shepherd. ,
When I came back, after all this was done, and inquired about my
mistress and my son, she answered, “Your mistress died, and your son
ran away two months ago, and I have had no news from him ever
since.” When I heard her, 1 grieved for my mistress, and with an
anguished heart I mourned for my son for nearly a year. When the
Great Feast of the Immolation* drew near, I summoned the shepherd
and ordered him to bring me a fat cow for the sacrifice. The cow he
brought me was in reality my enchanted mistress. When I bound her
and pressed against her to cut her throat, she wept and cried, as if
saying, “My son, my son,” and her tears coursed down her cheeks.
Astonished and seized with pity, I turned away and asked the shepherd
to bring me a different cow. But my wife shouted, “Go on. Butcher her,

4. A four-day Muslim feast that celebrates the pilgrimage to Mecca and that is marked by
the slaughtering of sheep and cattle as sacrificial offerings to God.
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for he has none better or fatter. Let us enjoy her meat at feast’ ‘timcf.” I
approached the cow to cut her throat, ar}d again she crlgd, as if saying,
“My son, my son.” Then I turned away from her and said to the shep-
herd, “Butcher her for me.” The shepherd butchered her, and when he
skinned her, he found neither meat nor fat but only skin“fmd bone. I
regretted having her butchered and said to the shepl'lerd, Take her all
for yourself, or give her as alms to whomever you wish, and find me a
fat young bull from among the flock.” The she.pherd took her away and
disappeared, and I never knew what he did with h'er. -
Then he brought me my son, my heartblood, in the guise of a fat
young bull. When my son saw me, he shook his head loose frqnq thf:
rope, ran toward me, and, throwing himself at my fee.t, kept rubbing 1:118
head against me. I was astonished and touched with sym.p{':lthy, pity,
and mercy, for the blood hearkened to the blood and the dlvm‘e bond,
and my heart throbbed within me when I saw the tears coursing over
the cheeks of my son the young bull, as he dug the eart.h with his hoofs.
I turned away and said to the shepherd, “Let him go with t'he rest of the
flock, and be kind to him, for I have decided to spare him. Brm% me
another one instead of him.” My wife, this very deer, shou.ted, You
shall sacrifice none but this bull.” I got angry and replied, “I hster.led to
you and butchered the cow uselessly. I will not listen to you anc.l klll“tllls
bull, for I have decided to spare him.” But she pressed me, saying, “You
must butcher this bull,” and I bound him and took the knife . . .

But dawn broke, and morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed
into silence, leaving the king all curiosity for the rest of the story. Then .her
sister Dinarzad said, “What an entertaining story!” Shahrazad replied,
“Tomorrow night I shall tell you something even stranger, more kvonder-
ful, and more entertaining if the king spares me and lets me live.

Tue Firra NIGHT

The following night, Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, "Please,
sister, if you are not sleepy, tell us one of your little tales.” Shahrazad
replied, “With the greatest pleasure”:

I heard, dear King, that the old man with the deer said to the
demon and to his companions:

I took the knife and as I turned to slaughter my son, he' wept, bel-
lowed, rolled at my feet, and motioned toward me with his to'ngue. I
suspected something, began to waver with trepidation and pity, and
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finally released him, saying to my wife, “I have decided to spare him,
and I commit him to your care.” Then I tried to appease and please
my wife, this very deer, by slaughtering another bull, promising her
to slaughter this one next season. We slept that night, and when
God’s dawn broke, the shepherd came to me without letting my wife
know, and said, “Give me credit for bringing you good news.” I
replied, “Tell me, and the credit is yours.” He said, “Master, I have a
daughter who is fond of soothsaying and magic and who is adept at
the art of oaths and spells. Yesterday I took home with me the bull
you had spared, to let him graze with the cattle, and when my
daughter saw him, she laughed and cried at the same time. When I
asked her why she laughed and cried, she answered that she laughed
because the bull was in reality the son of our master the cattle
owner, put under a spell by his stepmother, and that she cried
because his father had slaughtered the son’s mother. I could hardly
wait till daybreak to bring you the good news about your son.”

Demon, when I heard that, I uttered a cry and fainted, and when I
came to myself, I accompanied the shepherd to his home, went to my
son, and threw myself at him, kissing him and crying. He turned his
head toward me, his tears coursing over his cheeks, and dangled his
tongue, as if to say, “Look at my plight.” Then I turned to the shep-
herd’s daughter and asked, “Can you release him from the spell? If
you do, T will give you all my cattle and all my possessions.” She
smiled and replied, “Master, I have no desire for your wealth, cattle,
or possessions. I will deliver him, but on two conditions: first, that
you let me marry him; second, that you let me cast a spell on her who
had cast a spell on him, in order to control her and guard against her
evil power.” I replied, “Do whatever you wish and more. My posses-
sions are for you and my son. As for my wife, who has done this to my
son and made me slaughter his mother, her life is forfeit to you.” She
said, “No, but I will let her taste what she has inflicted on others.”
Then the shepherd’s daughter filled a bowl with water, uttered an
incantation and an oath, and said to my son, “Bull, if you have been
created in this image by the All Conquering, Almighty Lord, stay as
you are, but if you have been treacherously put under a spell, change
back to your human form, by the will of God, Creator of the wide
world.” Then she sprinkled him with the water, and he shook himself
and changed from a bull back to his human form.

As I rushed to him, I fainted, and when I came to myself, he told
me what my wife, this very deer, had done to him and to his mother. I
said to him, “Son, God has sent us someone who will pay her back for
what you and your mother and I have suffered at her hands.” Then, O
demon, I gave my son in marriage to the shepherd’s daughter, who
turned my wife into this very deer, saying to me, “To me this is a
pretty form, for she will be with us day and night, and it is better to
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turn her into a pretty deer than to suffer her sinister looks.” Thus shf1
stayed with us, while the days and nights followed one ar}other, sn

the months and years went by. Then one day the shephe.rd s daughter
died, and my son went to the country of this very man th.h wh;l)‘m yf)u
have had your encounter. Some time later I took my wife, this vcr(}i
deer, with me, set out to find out what had happened to my son, an

chanced to stop here. This is my story, my strange and amazing story.

: o :
The demon assented, saying, “I grant you one-third of this man’s

l'f .Y’ .
: ?Fhen, O King Shahrayar, the second old man with the two black

dogs approached the demon and said, “I too Shé.lll tell you what hﬁap(i
pened to me and to these two dogs, and if I tell it to you and you fin

it stranger and more amazing than this man’s s'tory“wﬂl'yo’l,l grant rﬁe
one-third of this man’s life?” The demon replied, “I will.” Then the

old man began to tell his story, saying . . .

But dawn broke, and morning overtook Shahrazad, .tmd she lftpsed
into silence. Then Dinarzad said, “This is an amazing story,” and
Shahrazad replied, “What is this compared with w?mt ”I shall 'tell y0.1:l
tomorrow night if the king spares me and lets me live! Ti'-te kmgd sai
to himself, “By God, I will not have her put to death until 1 ﬁﬁ hout
what happened to the man with the two bl(ick dogs. Then I will have
her put to death, God the Almighty willing.

THE SixTH NIGHT

When the following night arrived and Shahrazad was in bed with

i i id, “Si i t sleepy,
King Shahrayar, her sister Dinarzad said, Stster,”zf you are not slec
tellgus a little tale. Finish the one you started.” Shahrazad replied,

“With the greatest pleasure”: '
| heard,gO happy King, that the second old man with the two dogs

said:

[The Second Old Man'’s Tale]

DEMON, AS FOR my story, these are the details. These two dogs are
my brothers. When our father died, he left behind three sons, and
left us three thousand dinars,® with which each of us opened a shop

5. Gold coins, the basic Muslim money units.
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and became a shopkeeper. Soon my older brother, one of these very
dogs, went and sold the contents of his shop for a thousand dinars,
bought trading goods, and, having prepared himself for his trading
trip, left us. A full year went by, when one day, as I sat in my shop, a
beggar stopped by to beg. When I refused him, he tearfully asked,
“Don’t you recognize me?” and when I looked at him closely, I recog-
nized my brother. I embraced him and took him into the shop, and
when I asked him about his plight, he replied, “The money is gone,
and the situation is bad.” Then I took him to the public bath, clothed
him in one of my robes, and took him home with me. Then I exam-
ined my books and checked my balance, and found out that I had
made a thousand dinars and that my net worth was two thousand
dinars. I divided the amount between my brother and myself, and
said to him, “Think as if you have never been away.” He gladly took
the money and opened another shop.

Soon afterward my second brother, this other dog, went and sold his
merchandise and collected his money, intending to go on a trading
trip. We tried to dissuade him, but he did not listen. Instead, he
bought merchandise and trading goods, joined a group of travelers,
and was gone for a full year. Then he came back, just like his older
brother. I said to him, “Brother, didn’t I advise you not to go?” He
replied tearfully, “Brother, it was foreordained. Now I am poor and
penniless, without even a shirt on my back.” Demon, I took him to the
public bath, clothed him in one of my new robes, and took him back to
the shop. After we had something to eat, I said to him, “Brother, I shall
do my business accounts, calculate my net worth for the year, and
after subtracting the capital, whatever the profit happens to be, I shall
divide it equally between you and myself.” When I examined my books
and subtracted the capital, I found out that my profit was two thou-
sand dinars, and I thanked God and felt very happy. Then I divided the
money, giving him a thousand dinars and keeping a thousand for
myself. With that money he opened another shop, and the three of us
stayed together for a while. Then my two brothers asked me to go on a
trading journey with them, but I refused, saying, “What did you gain
from your ventures that I can gain?”

They dropped the matter, and for six years we worked in our
stores, buying and selling. Yet every year they asked me to go on a
trading journey with them, but I refused, until I finally gave in. I
said, “Brothers, I am ready to go with you. How much money do you
have?” I found out that they had eaten and drunk and squandered
everything they had, but I said nothing to them and did not reproach
them. Then I took inventory, gathered all I had together, and sold
everything. I was pleased to discover that the sale netted six thou-
sand dinars. Then I divided the money into two parts, and said to my
brothers, “The sum of three thousand dinars is for you and myself to
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use on our trading journey. The other three thousand I shall bury in
the ground, in case what happened to you happens to me, so that
when we return, we will find three thousand dinars to reopen our
shops.” They replied, “This is an excellent idea.” Then, demon, I
divided my money and buried three thousand dinars. Of the remain-
ing three I gave each of my brothers a thousand and kept a thousand
for myself. After I closed my shop, we bought merchandise and trad-
ing goods, rented a large seafaring boat, and after loading it with our
goods and provisions, sailed day and night, for a month.

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
her sister Dinarzad said, “Sister, what a lovely story!” Shahrazad replied,
“Tomorrow night I shall tell you something even lovelier, stranger, and
more wonderful if I live, the Almighty God willing.”

THE SEVENTH NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “For
God's sake, sister, if you are not sleepy, tell us a little tale.” The king
added, “Let it be the completion of the story of the merchant and the
demon.” Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure”:

I heard, O happy King, that the second old man said to the demon:

For a month my brothers, these very dogs, and I sailed the salty
sea, until we came to a port city. We entered the city and sold our
goods, earning ten dinars for every dinar. Then we bought other
goods, and when we got to the seashore to embark, I met a girl who
was dressed in tatters. She kissed my hands and said, “O my lord, be
charitable and do me a favor, and I believe that I shall be able to
reward you for it.” I replied, “I am willing to do you a favor regardless
of any reward.” She said, “O my lord, marry me, clothe me, and take
me home with you on this boat, as your wife, for I wish to give myself
to you. I, in turn, will reward you for your kindness and charity, the
Almighty God willing. Don’t be misled by my poverty and present
condition.” When I heard her words, I felt pity for her, and guided
by what God the Most High had intended for me, 1 consented. |
clothed her with an expensive dress and married her. Then I took her
to the boat, spread the bed for her, and consummated our marriage.
We sailed many days and nights, and 1, feeling love for her, stayed
with her day and night, neglecting my brothers. In the meantime
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they, these very dogs, grew jealous of me, envied me for my increas-
ing merchandise and wealth, and coveted all our possessions. At last
they decided to betray me and, tempted by the Devil, plotted to kill
me. One night they waited until I was asleep beside my wife; then
they carried the two of us and threw us into the sea.

When we awoke, my wife turned into a she-demon and carried me
out of the sea to an island. When it was morning, she said, “Hus-
band, I have rewarded you by saving you from drowning, for I am
one of the demons who believe in God. When 1 saw you by the
seashore, I felt love for you and came to you in the guise in which
you saw me, and when I expressed my love for you, you accepted me.
Now I must kill your brothers.” When I heard what she said, I was
amazed and I thanked her and said, “As for destroying my brothers,
this I do not wish, for I will not behave like them.” Then I related to
her what had happened to me and them, from beginning to end.
When she heard my story, she got very angry at them, and said, “I
shall fly to them now, drown their boat, and let them all perish.” I
entreated her, saying, “For God’s sake, don’t. The proverb advises ‘Be
kind to those who hurt you.” No matter what, they are my brothers
after all.” In this manner, I entreated her and pacified her. After-
ward, she took me and flew away with me until she brought me
home and put me down on the roof of my house. I climbed down,
threw the doors open, and dug up the money I had buried. Then I
went out and, greeting the people in the market, reopened my shop.
When I came home in the evening, I found these two dogs tied up,
and when they saw me, they came to me, wept, and rubbed them-
selves against me. I started, when I suddenly heard my wife say, “O
my lord, these are your brothers.” I asked, “Who has done this to
them?” She replied, “I sent to my sister and asked her to do it. They
will stay in this condition for ten years, after which they may be
delivered.” Then she told me where to find her and departed. The
ten years have passed, and I was with my brothers on my way to her
to have the spell lifted, when I met this man, together with this old
man with the deer. When 1 asked him about himself, he told me
about his encounter with you, and I resolved not to leave until I
found out what would happen between you and him. This is my
story. Isn't it amazing?

The demon replied, “By God, it is strange and amazing. I grant
you one-third of my claim on him for his crime.”

Then the third old man said, “Demon, don’t disappoint me. If I
told you a story that is stranger and more amazing than the first two
would you grant me one-third of your claim on him for his crime?”
The demon replied, “I will.” Then the old man said, “Demon, listen”:
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But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
her sister said, “What an amazing story!” Shahrazad replied, “The rest
is even more amazing.” The king said to himself, “I will not have her
put to death until 1 hear what happened to the old man and the
demon; then 1 will have her put to death, as is my custom with the
others.”

Tue ExgHTH NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “For
God'’s sake, sister, if you are not sleepy, tell us one of your lovely little
tales to while away the night.” Shahrazad replied, "With the greatest
pleasure”:

I heard, O happy King, that the third old man told the demon a
story that was even stranger and more amazing than the first two.
The demon was very much amazed and, swaying with delight, said,
“I grant you one-third of my claim on him for his crime.” Then the
demon released the merchant and departed. The merchant turned
to the three old men and thanked them, and they congratulated him
on his deliverance and bade him good-bye. Then they separated, and
each of them went on his way. The merchant himself went back
home to his family, his wife, and his children, and he lived with them
until the day he died. But this story is not as strange or as amazing as
the story of the fisherman.

Dinarzad asked, “Please, sister, what is the story of the fisherman?”
Shahrazad said:

[The Story of the Fisherman and the Demon]

IT 1S RELATED that there was a very old fisherman who had a wife
and three daughters and who was so poor that they did not have even
enough food for the day. It was this fisherman’s custom to cast his net
four times a day. One day, while the moon was still up, he went out
with his net at the call for the early morning prayer. He reached the
outskirts of the city and came to the seashore. Then he set down his
basket, rolled up his shirt, and waded to his waist in the water. He cast
his net and waited for it to sink; then he gathered the rope and started
to pull. As he pulled little by little, he felt that the net was getting heav-
ier until he was unable to pull any further. He climbed ashore, drove a
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stake into the ground, and tied the end of the rope to the stake. Then
he took off his clothes, dove into the water, and went around the net,
shaking it and tugging at it until he managed to pull it ashore. Feeling
extremely happy, he put on his clothes and went back to the net. But
when he opened it, he found inside a dead donkey, which had torn it
apart. The fisherman felt sad and depressed and said to himself,
“There is no power and no strength save in God, the Almighty, the
Magnificent,” adding, “Indeed, this is a strange catch!” Then he
began to recite the following verses:

O you who brave the danger in the dark,
Reduce your toil, for gain is not in work.

Look at the fisherman who labors at his trade,
As the stars in the night their orbits make,

And deeply wades into the raging sea,

Steadily gazing at the swelling net,

Till he returns, pleased with his nightly catch,
A fish whose mouth the hook of death has cut,
And sells it to a man who sleeps the night,

Safe from the cold and blessed with every wish.
Praised be the Lord who blesses and withholds:
This casts the net, but that one eats the fish.

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
her sister Dinarzad said, “Sister, what a lovely story!” Shahrazad
replied, “Tomorrow night I shall tell you the rest, which is stranger and
more wonderful, if the king spares me and lets me live!”

THE NINTH NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “Sister, if
you are not sleepy, finish the fisherman's story.” Shahrazad replied,
“With the greatest pleasure”:

I heard, O happy King, that when the fisherman finished reciting
his verses, he pushed the donkey out of the net and sat down to mend
it. When he was done, he wrung it out and spread it to dry. Then he
waded into the water and, invoking the Almighty God, cast the net
and waited for it to sink. Then he pulled the rope little by little, but
this time the net was even more firmly snagged. Thinking that it was
heavy with fish, he was extremely happy. He took off his clothes and,
diving into the water, freed the net and struggled with it until he
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reached the shore, but inside the net he found a large jar full of nothing
but mud and sand. When he saw this, he felt sad and, with tears in
his eyes, said to himself, “This is a strange day! God’s we are and to
God we return,” and he began to recite the following verses:

O my tormenting fate, forbear,

Or if you can't, at least be fair.

[ went to seek, my daily bread,

But they said to me it was dead.
And neither luck nor industry
Brought back my daily bread to me.
The Pleiades® many fools attain,
While sages sit in dark disdain.

Then the fisherman threw the jar away, washed his net, and,
wringing it out, spread it to dry. Then he begged the Al'migl?ty God
for forgiveness and went back to the water. For the third time, he
cast the net and waited for it to sink. But when he pulled it up, he
found nothing inside but broken pots and bottles, stones, bones,
refuse, and the like. He wept at this great injustice and ill luck and
began to recite the following verses:

Your livelihood is not in your own hands;

Neither by writing nor by the pen you thrive.
Your luck and your wages are by lot;

Some lands are waste, and some are fertile lands.
The wheel of fortune lowers the man of worth,
Raising the base man who deserves to fall.

Come then, O death, and end this worthless life,
Where the ducks soar, while the falcons are bound to earth.
No wonder that you see the good man poor,
While the vicious exalts in his estate.

Our wages are alloted; 'tis our fate

To search like birds for gleanings everywhere.
One bird searches the earth from east to west,
Another gets the tidbits while at rest.

Then the fisherman raised his eyes to the heavens and, seeing that
the sun had risen and that it was morning and full daylight, said,
“O Lord, you know that I cast my net four times only. I have already
cast it three times, and there is only one more try left. Lord, let the sea

6. The Pleiades, a cluster of stars in the constellation of Taurus.
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serve me, even as you let it serve Moses.”” Having mended the net, he
cast it into the sea, and waited for it to sink. When he pulled, he found
that it was so heavy that he was unable to haul it. He shook it and
found that it was caught at the bottom. Saying “There is no power or
strength save in God, the Almighty, the Magnificent,” he took off his
clothes and dove for the net. He worked at it until he managed to free
it, and as he hauled it to the shore, he felt that there was something
heavy inside. He struggled with the net, until he opened it and found a
large long-necked brass jar, with a lead stopper bearing the mark of a
seal ring.® When the fisherman saw the jar, he was happy and said to
himself, “T'will sell it in the copper market, for it must be worth at least
two measures of wheat.” He tried to move the jar, but it was so full and
so heavy that he was unable to budge it. Looking at the lead stopper,
he said to himself, “I will open the jar, shake out the contents, then
roll it before me until I reach the copper market.” Then he took out a
knife from his belt and began to scrape and struggle with the lead
stopper until he pried it loose. He held the stopper in his mouth, tilted
the jar to the ground, and shook it, trying to pour out its contents, but
when nothing came out, he was extremely surprised.

After a while, there began to emerge from the jar a great column of
smoke, which rose and spread over the face of the earth, increasing
so much that it covered the sea and rising so high that it reached the
clouds and hid the daylight. For a long time, the smoke kept rising
from the jar; then it gathered and took shape, and suddenly it shook
and there stood a demon, with his feet on the ground and his head in
the clouds. He had a head like a tomb, fangs like pincers, a mouth
like a cave, teeth like stones, nostrils like trumpets, ears like shields,
a throat like an alley, and eyes like lanterns. In short, all one can say
is that he was a hideous monster. When the fisherman saw him, he
shook with terror, his jaws locked together, and his mouth went dry.
The demon cried, “O Solomon,? prophet of God, forgive me, forgive
me. Never again will I disobey you or defy your command.”

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
Dinarzad said, “Sister, what a strange and amazing story!” Shahrazad
replied, “Tomorrow night I shall tell you something stranger and more
amazing if I stay alive.”

7. When Moses and the Jews fled from Egypt, pursued by Pharaoh and his army, Moses
struck the water of the Red Sea with his stick, and the sea parted, so that he and his
people were able to cross safely into Sinai, while his pursuers were drowned. Moses is a
prophet in Islam, as well.

8. A ring that houses a precious or semiprecious stone (usually agate) engraved with the
name of a person and used to imprint a signature; it is in other instances engraved with
talismanic words and used as a charm.

9. The Old Testament king and son of David.
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THE TENTH NIGHT

The following wight, when Shahrazad was in bed with King
Shahrayar, her sister Dinarzad said, “Please, sister, finish the story of
the fisherman.” Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure”:

I heard, O happy King, that when the fisherman heard what the
demon said, he asked, “Demon, what are you saying? It has been
more than one thousand and eight hundred years since the prophet
Solomon died, and we are now ages later. What is your story, and why
were you in this jar?” When the demon heard the fisherman, he said,
“Be glad!” The fisherman cried, “O happy day!” The demon added,
“Be glad that you will soon be put to death.” The fisherman said, “You
deserve to be put to shame for such tidings. Why do you wish to kill
me, I who have released you and delivered you from the bottom of
the sea and brought you back to this world?” The demon replied,
“Make a wish!” The fisherman was happy and asked, “What shall 1
wish of you?” The demon replied, “Tell me how you wish to die, and
what manner of death you wish me to choose.” The fisherman asked,
“What is my crime? Is this my reward from you for having delivered
you?” The demon replied, “Fisherman, listen to my story.” The fisher-
man said, “Make it short, for I am at my rope’s end.”

The demon said, “You should know that I am one of the renegade,
rebellious demons. I, together with the giant Sakhr, rebelled against
the prophet Solomon, the son of David, who sent against me Asif ibn-
Barkhiya, who took me by force and bade me be led in defeat and
humiliation before the prophet Solomon. When the prophet Solo-
mon saw me, he invoked God to protect him from me and my looks
and asked me to submit to him, but I refused. So he called for this
brass jar, confined me inside, and sealed it with a lead seal on which
he imprinted God’s Almighty name. Then he commanded his demons
to carry me and throw me into the middle of the sea. I stayed there
for two hundred years, saying to myself, ‘Whoever sets me free during
these two hundred years, I will make him rich.” But the two hundred
years went by and were followed by another two hundred, and no one
set me free. Then I vowed to myself, ‘Whoever sets me free, I will
open for him all the treasures of the earth,” but four hundred years
went by, and no one set me free. When I entered the next hundred
years, I vowed to myself, ‘Whoever delivers me, during these hundred
years, I will make him king, make myself his servant, and fulfill every
day three of his wishes,” but that hundred years too, plus all the inter-
vening years, went by, and no one set me free. Then I raged and raved
and growled and snorted and said to myself, ‘Whoever delivers me
from now on, I will either put him to the worst of deaths or let him
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choose for himself the manner of death.’ Soon you came by and set
me free. Tell me how you wish to die.” \
When the fisherman heard what the demon said, he replied, “To
God we belong and to Him we return. After all these years wit}; my
bad luck, I had to set you free now. Forgive me, and God \:vill grant
you forgiveness. Destroy me, and God will inflict on you one who
will destroy you.” The demon replied, “It must be. Tell me how you
w.ish to die.” When the fisherman was certain that he was going to
die, be mourned and we,}?t, saying, “O my children, may God not
‘(‘leprlve us of each other.” Again he turned to the demon and said,
For God’s sake, release me as a reward for releasing you and deliver-
ing you from this jar.” The demon replied, “Your death is your reward
for releasing me and letting me escape.” The fisherman said, “I did
you a good turn, and you are about to repay me with a bad on;:. How
true is the sentiment of the following lines:

Our kindness they repaid with ugly deeds,
Upon my life, the deeds of men depraved.
He who the undeserving aids will meet
The fate of him who the hyena saved.”

The demon said, “Be brief, for as I have said, I must kill you.”
Then the fisherman thought to himself, “He is only a demon whiie
[ am a human being, whom God has endowed with reasc;n and
thereby made superior to him. He may use his demonic wiles on me
but I will use my reason to deal with him.” Then he asked the demon’
“Must you kill me?” When the demon replied, “I must,” the ﬁsher:
man said, “By the Almighty name that was engraved on the ring of
Solomon the son of David, will you answer me truthfully if T ask you
about something?” The demon was upset and said with a shudder,

“Ask, and be brief!”

.But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
Dinarzad said, “Sister, what an amazing and lovely story!” Shahrazad
Teplied, “What is this compared with what I shall tell you tomorrow night
if the king spares me and lets me live! It will be even more amazing.”

THE ELEVENTH NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “Sister, if

you are not sleepy, finish the story of the fisherman and the demon.”
Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure”:
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I heard, O King, that the fisherman said, “By the Almighty name, tell
me whether you really were inside this jar.” The demon replied, “By the
Almighty name, I was imprisoned in this jar.” The fisherman said, “You
are lying, for this jar is not large enough, not even for your hands and
feet. How can it be large enough for your whole body?” The demon
replied, “By God, I was inside. Don'’t you believe that I was inside it?”
The fisherman said, “No, I don’t.” Whereupon the demon shook him-
self and turned into smoke, which rose, stretched over the sea, spread
over the land, then gathered, and, little by little, began to enter the jar.
When the smoke disappeared completely, the demon shouted from
within, “Fisherman, here I am in the jar. Do you believe me now?”

The fisherman at once took out the sealed lead stopper and hur-
riedly clamped it on the mouth of the jar. Then he cried out, “Demon,
now tell me how you wish to die. For I will throw you into this sea,
build a house right here, and sit here and stop any fisherman who
comes to fish and warn him that there is a demon here, who will kill
whoever pulls him out and who will let him choose how he wishes to
die.” When the demon heard what the fisherman said and found him-
self imprisoned, he tried to get out but could not, for he was prevented

by the seal of Solomon the son of David. Realizing that the fisherman
had tricked him, the demon said, “Fisherman, don’t do this to me. |
was only joking with you.” The fisherman replied, “You are lying, you
the dirtiest and meanest of demons,” and began to roll the jar toward
the sea. The demon shouted, “Don’t, don’t!” But the fisherman
replied, “Yes, yes.” Then in a soft and submissive voice the demon
asked, “Fisherman, what do you intend to do?” The fisherman replied,
“I intend to throw you into the sea. The first time you stayed there for
eight hundred years. This time I will let you stay until Doomsday.
Haven't I said to you, ‘Spare me, and God will spare you. Destroy me,
and God will destroy you? But you refused, and persisted in your
resolve to do me in and kill me. Now it is my turn to do you in.” The
demon said, “Fisherman, if you open the jar, I will reward you and
make you rich.” The fisherman replied, “You are lying, you are lying.
Your situation and mine is like that of King Yunan and the sage
Duban.” The demon asked, “What is their story?” The fisherman said:

[The Tale of King Yunan and the Sage Duban]

DEMON, THERE WAS once a king called Yunan, who reigned in one
of the cities of Persia, in the province of Zuman." This king was
afflicted with leprosy, which had defied the physicians and the sages,
who, for all the medicines they gave him to drink and all the ointments

1. Modern Armenia.
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tbey applied, were unable to cure him. One day there came to the
city of King Yunan a sage called Duban. This sage had read all sorts ()Cf
books, Greek, Persian, Turkish, Arabic, Byzantine, Syriac, and I:Ieb;ew
had' studied the sciences, and had learned their groundw’ork as well as
their principles and basic benefits. Thus he was versed in 2’1” the SC(i‘-
ences, from philosophy to the lore of plants and herbs, the harmful as
well as the beneficial. A few days after he arrived in Ehe city of Kin
Yunan, the sage heard about the king and his leprosy and the fact tha%
the physicians and the sages were unable to cure him. On the followin
day, when God’s morning dawned and His sun rose, the sage Dubal%
put on his best clothes, went to King Yunan and, introducing himself,
said, “Your Majesty, I have heard of that which has afflicted your bod ,
and heard that many physicians have treated you without finding Z
way .to. cure you. Your Majesty, I can treat you without giving you an
medlc'lne to drink or ointment to apply.” When the king heard thisy
he said, “If you succeed, I will bestow on you riches that would b(;
enough .for you and your grandchildren. I will bestow favors on you
and I will make you my companion and friend.” The king bestowe(i
}:obes of honor on the sage, treated him kindly, and then askekd him
Qan you .really cure me from my leprosy without any medicine t(;
drink or ointment to apply?” The sage replied, “Yes, I will cure you
externally.” The king was astonished, and he began to feel res eci/ as
well as great affection for the sage. He said, “Now, sage, do w}[l’at ou
have prom.ised." The sage replied, “I hear and obey. I wiﬁ do it tonzlor-
row morning, the Almighty God willing.” Then the sage went to the
city, rented a house, and there he distilled and extracted medicines
and drugs. Then with his great knowledge and skill, he fashioned a
mallet with a curved end, hollowed the mallet, as we,ll as the handle
and filled the handle with his medicines and drugs. He likewise made’
a ball. When he had perfected and prepared everything, he went on
the following day to King Yunan and kissed the ground be’fore him.

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she | i i
. . 0k | : apsed into silence. Then
Zer sister Dmarza.d said, “What a lovely story!” Shahrazad replied, “You
ave heard nothing yet. Tomorrow night I shall tell you something
stranger and more amazing if the king spares me and lets me live!”

THE TWELFTH NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “Please

sister, finish the rest of the story of the fisherman and the demon.”
Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure”;
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I heard, O King, that the fisherman said to the demon:

The sage Duban came to King Yunan and asked him to ride to the
playground to play with the ball and mallet. The king rode out,
attended by his chamberlains, princes, viziers, and lords and emi-
nent men of the realm. When the king was seated, the sage Duban
entered, offered him the mallet, and said, “O happy King, take this
mallet, hold it in your hand, and as you race on the playground, hold
the grip tightly in your fist, and hit the ball. Race until you perspire,
and the medicine will ooze from the grip into your perspiring hand,
spread to your wrist, and circulate through your entire body. After
you perspire and the medicine spreads in your body, return to your
royal palace, take a bath, and go to sleep. You will wake up cured,
and that is all there is to it.” King Yunan took the mallet from the
sage Duban and mounted his horse. The attendants threw the ball
before the king, who, holding the grip tightly in his fist, followed it
and struggled excitedly to catch up with it and hit it. He kept gallop-
ing after the ball and hitting it until his palm and the rest of his body
began to perspire, and the medicine began to ooze from the handle
and flow through his entire body. When the sage Duban was certain
that the medicine had oozed and spread through the king’s body, he
advised him to return to his palace and go immediately to the bath.
The king went to the bath and washed himself thoroughly. Then he
put on his clothes, left the bath, and returned to his palace.

As for the sage Duban, he spent the night at home, and early in
the morning, he went to the palace and asked for permission to see
the king. When he was allowed in, he entered and kissed the ground
before the king; then, pointing toward him with his hand, he began
to recite the following verses:

The virtues you fostered are great;
For who but you could sire them?
Yours is the face whose radiant light
Effaces the night dark and grim.
Forever beams your radiant face;
That of the world is still in gloom.
You rained on us with ample grace,
As the clouds rain on thirsty hills,
Expending your munificence,
Attaining your magnificence.

When the sage Duban finished reciting these verses, the king stood
up and embraced him. Then he seated the sage beside him, and with
attentiveness and smiles, engaged him in conversation. Then the king
bestowed on the sage robes of honor, gave him gifts and endowments,
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and granted his wishes. For when the king had looked at himself the
morning after the bath, he found that his body was clear of leprosy, as
clear and pure as silver. He therefore felt exceedingly happy and i)n a
very generous mood. Thus when he went in the morning to the recep-
tion hall and sat on his throne, attended by the Mamluks?2 and cham-
berlains, in the company of the viziers and the lords of the realm, and
the sage Duban presented himself, as we have mentioned, the,king
stood up, embraced him, and seated him beside him. He treated him
attentively and drank and ate with him.

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
her sister Dinarzad said, “Sister, what a lovely story!” Shahrazad
replied, “The rest of the story is stranger and more amazing. If the king
spares me and I am alive tomorrow night, I shall tell you something
even more entertaining.”

THE THIRTEENTH NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “Sister, if
you are not sleepy, tell us one of your lovely little tales to while away
the night.” Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure”:

I heard, O happy King who is praiseworthy by the Grace of God
that King Yunan bestowed favors on the sage, gave him robes o%
honor, and granted his wishes. At the end of the day he gave the sage
a thousand dinars and sent him home. The king, who was amazed at
the skill of the sage Duban, said to himself, “This man has treated me
externally, without giving me any draught to drink or ointment to
apply. His is indeed a great wisdom for which he deserves to be
honored and rewarded. He shall become my companion, confidant
and close friend.” Then the king spent the night, happy at his recov-
ery from his illness, at his good health, and at the soundness of his
body. When morning came and it was light, the king went to the royal
reception hall and sat on the throne, attended by his chief officers
while the princes, viziers, and lords of the realm sat to his right anci
le'ft. Then the king called for the sage, and when the sage entered and
k{ssed the ground before him, the king stood up to salute him, seated
h%m beside him, and invited him to eat with him. The king 7treated
him intimately, showed him favors, and bestowed on him robes of

3 'Titers «l. » . o g vics
tL}:th‘l)lf' slaves,” members o_f a military force, originally of Caucasian slaves, who made
emselves masters of Egypt in 1254 c.E. until their massacre in 1811.
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honor and many other gifts. Then he spent the whole day conversing
with him, and at the end of the day he ordered that he be given a
thousand dinars. The sage went home and spent the night with his
wife, feeling happy and thankful to God the Arbiter.
In the morning, the king went to the royal reception hall, and the
princes and viziers came to stand in attendance. It happened that
King Yunan had a vizier who was sinister, greedy, envious, and fretful,
and when he saw that the sage had found favor with the king, who
bestowed on him much money and many robes of honor, he feared
that the king would dismiss him and appoint the sage in his place;
therefore, he envied the sage and harbored ill will against him, for
“nobody is free from envy.” The envious vizier approached the king
and, kissing the ground before him, said, “O excellent King and glori-
ous Lord, it was by your kindness and with your blessing that I rose to
prominence; therefore, if I fail to advise you on a grave matter, [ am
not my father’s son. If the great King and noble Lord commands,
I shall disclose the matter to him.” The king was upset and asked,
“Damn you, what advice have you got?” The vizier replied, “Your
Majesty, ‘He who considers not the end, fortune is not his friend.’
I have seen your Majesty make a mistake, for you have bestowed
favors on your enemy who has come to destroy your power and steal
your wealth. Indeed, you have pampered him and shown him many
Favors, but I fear that he will do you harm.” The king asked, “Whom
do you accuse, whom do you have in mind, and at whom do you point
the finger?” The vizier replied, “If you are asleep, wake up, for I point
the finger at the sage Duban, who has come from Byzantium.” The
king replied, “Damn you, is he my enemy? To me he is the most faith-
ful, the dearest, and the most favored of people, for this sage has
treated me simply by making me hold something in my hand and has
cured me from the disease that had defied the physicians and the
sages and rendered them helpless. In all the world, east and west,
near and far, there is no one like him, yet you accuse him of such a
thing. From this day onward, I will give him every month a thousand
dinars, in addition to his rations and regular salary. Even if I were to
share my wealth and my kingdom with him, it would be less than he
deserves. 1 think that you have said what you said because you envy
him. This is very much like the situation in the story told by the vizier
of King Sindbad? when the king wanted to kill his own son.”

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
her sister Dinarzad said, “Sister, what a lovely story!” Shahrazad replied,
“What is this compared with what I shall tell you tomorrow night! It
will be stranger and more amazing.”

3. Not to be confused with Sindbad the Sailor.
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THe FOURTEENTH NIGHT

' The I/{oll.owing n-ight, when the king got into bed and Shahrazad got
in with him, her sister Dinarzad said, “Please, sister, if you are not
sleepy, tell us one of your lovely little tales to while away the night.”
Shahrazad replied, “Very well”: ‘

I heard, O happy King, that King Yunan’s vizier asked “King of
the age, I beg your pardon, but what did King Sindbad’syvizier tell
the kir‘l‘g when he wished to kill his own son?” King Yunan said to the
vizier, “When King Sindbad, provoked by an envious man, wanted to

kill his own son, his vizier said to him. !
aid to him, ‘Don’t do what you wi
afterward.”” , Y il regret

[The Tale of the Husband and the Parrot]

I HAVE HEARD it told that there was once a very jealous man who
hé'ld a wife so splendidly beautiful that she was perfection itself. The
w1f§ always refused to let her husband travel and leave her be.hind
until one day when he found it absolutely necessary to go on a journe ;
He went to the bird market, bought a parrot, and brought it homey.
The parrot was intelligent, knowledgeable, smart, and retentive. Then.
he went away on his journey, and when he finished his business and
came back, he brought the parrot and inquired about his wife ;lurin
his absence. The parrot gave him a day-by-day account of what his wifg
had done with her lover and how the two carried on in his absence
When the husband heard the account, he felt very angry, went to hi;
Yv1fe, and gave her a sound beating. Thinking that one of h’er maids ha(\l
1nfor{ned her husband about what she did with her lover in her hus-
band’s absence, the wife interrogated her maids one by one, and the
all swore that they had heard the parrot inform the husband.’ :
When the wife heard that it was the parrot who had informed the
hu.sband, she ordered one of her maids to take the grinding stone and
grind under the cage, ordered a second maid to sprinkle water (;ver
the cage, and ordered a third to carry a steel mirror and walk back and
forth all night long. That night her husband stayed out, and when he
came home in the morning, he brought the parrot, spoke with it, and
aske'd about what had transpired in his absence that night. The p,arrot
replied, “Master, forgive me, for last night, all night lonté I was unable
to hear or see very well because of the intense darkness ,the rain, and
the thunder and lightning.” Seeing that it was summe,rtime dl’ll‘in
the mlon’t’h of July, the husband replied, “Damn you, this is n(; seaso;(rlg
for rain.” The parrot said, “Yes, by God, all night long, I saw lwh'tt I
told you.” The husband, concluding that the parrot had,lied about(his
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wife and had accused her falsely, got angry, and he grabbed the parrot
and, taking it out of the cage, smote it on the ground and killed it. But
after the parrot’s death, the husband heard from his neighbors that
the parrot had told the truth about his wife, and he was full of regret
that he had been tricked by his wife to kill the parrot.

King Yunan concluded, “Vizier, the same will happen to me.”

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
her sister Dinarzad said, “What a strange and lovely story! ” Shahrazad
replied, “What is this compared with what I shall tell you tomorrow
night! If the king spares me and lets me live, I shall tell you something
more amazing.” The king thought to himself, “By God, this is indeed

an amazing story.”

Tue FIFTEENTH NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, "Please,
sister, if you are not sleepy, tell us one of your lovely little tales, for they
entertain and help everyone to forget his cares and banish sorrow from
the heart.” Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure.” King
Shahrayar added, “Let it be the remainder of the story of King Yunan,
his vizier, and the sage Duban, and of the fisherman, the demon, and
the jar.” Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure”:

I heard, O happy King, that King Yunan said to his envious vizier,
“After the husband killed the parrot and heard from his neighbors that
the parrot had told him the truth, he was filled with remorse. You too,
my vizier, being envious of this wise man, would like me to kill him and
regret it afterward, as did the husband after he killed the parrot.” When
the vizier heard what King Yunan said, he replied, “O great king, what
harm has this sage done to me? Why, he has not harmed me in any way.
I am telling you all this out of love and fear for you. If you don’t dis-
cover my veracity, let me perish like the vizier who deceived the son of
the king.” King Yunan asked his vizier, “How so?” The vizier replied:

[The Tale of the King'’s Son and the She-Ghoul]
1T 15 sA1D, O happy King, that there was once a king who had a son

who was fond of hunting and trapping. The prince had with him a
vizier appointed by his father the king to follow him wherever he

s Tar 6 o e -
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went. One day the prince went with his men into the wilderness
and when he chanced to see a wild beast, the vizier urged b to
go after it. The prince pursued the beast and continued to res(:
in pursuit until he lost its track and found himself alone ili) thé
wilderness, not knowing which way to turn or where to go, when he
came upon a girl, standing on the road, in tears. When t,he oun
prince asked her, “Where do you come from?” she replied, “I a)rln th%
daughter of an Indian king. I was riding in the wildern(;ss when 1
dozed off and in my sleep fell off my horse and found myself alone
and helpless.” When the young prince heard what she said, he felt
sorry for her, and he placed her behind him on his horse a’nd rode
on. As they passed by some ruins, she said, “O my lord, I wish to
relieve myself here.” He let her down and she went into, the ruins
Then he went in after her, ignorant of what she was, and discovere(j
that she was a she-ghoul, who was saying to her children, “I brought
you a good, fat boy.” They replied, “Mother, bring him t(; us, so tll('glat
we may feed on his innards.” When the young prince hea,rd what
they said, he shook with terror, and fearing for his life, ran outside
The she-ghoul followed him and asked, “Why are you7 afraid?” an(i
he told her about his situation and his predicament conclud.in “I
have been unfairly treated.” She replied, “If you hav,e been unfz%i,rl
treated, ask the Almighty God for help, and he will protect you frorr}ll
harm.” The young prince raised his eyes to Heaven . . . i

Btft morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
her sister Dinarzad said, “What a strange and lovely story!” Shailrazad
re.plled, What is this compared with what I shall tell you tomorr
night! It will be even stranger and more amazing.” "

THE SIXTEENTH NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said, “Please, sister, if you are not

sleepy, tell us one of your lovely little tales.” ied, “
i y little tales.” Shahrazad replied, “I shall

I heard, O King, that the vizier said to King Yunan:

Wben the young prince said to the she-ghoul, “I have been
unfairly treated,” she replied, “Ask God for help, and He will protect
you fﬁom harm.” The young prince raised his eyes to Heaven and
sa'ld,' O Lord, help me to prevail upon my enemy, for ‘everything is
within your power.”” When the she-ghoul heard his invocation, ghe
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gave up and departed, and he returned safely to his father and told
him about the vizier and how it was he who had urged him to pursue
the beast and drove him to his encounter with the she-ghoul. The
king summoned the vizier and had him put to death.

The vizier added, “You too, your Majesty, if you trust, befriend,
and bestow favors on this sage, he will plot to destroy you and cause
your death. Your Majesty should realize that I know for certain that
he is a foreign agent who has come to destroy you. Haven't you seen
that he cured you externally, simply with something you held in your
hand?” King Yunan, who was beginning to feel angry, replied, “You
are right, vizier. The sage may well be what you say and may have
come to destroy me. He who has cured me with something to hold
can kill me with something to smell.” Then the king asked the vizier,
“My vizier and good counselor, how should I deal with him?” The
vizier replied, “Send for him now and have him brought before you,
and when he arrives, strike off his head. In this way, you will attain
your aim and fulfill your wish.” The king said, “This is good and
sound advice.” Then he sent for the sage Duban, who came immedi-
ately, still feeling happy at the favors, the money, and the robes the
king had bestowed on him. When he entered, he pointed with his
hand toward the king and began to recite the following verses:

If I have been remiss in thanking you,

For whom then have I made my verse and prose?
You granted me your gifts before I asked,

Without deferment and without excuse.

How can 1 fail to praise your noble deeds,

Inspired in private and in public by my muse?

I thank you for your deeds and for your gifts,
Which, though they bend my back, my care reduce.

The king asked, “Sage, do you know why I have had you brought
before me?” The sage replied, “No, your Majesty.” The king said, “1
brought you here to have you killed and to destroy the breath of life
within you.” In astonishment Duban asked, “Why does your Majesty
wish to have me put to death, and for what crime?” The king replied,
“I have been told that you are a spy and that you have come to kill
me. Today 1 will have you killed before you kill me. ‘T will have you
for lunch before you have me for dinner.”” Then the king called for
the executioner and ordered him, saying, “Strike off the head of this
sage and rid me of him! Strike!”

When the sage heard what the king said, he knew that because he
had been favored by the king, someone had envied him, plotted
against him, and lied to the king, in order to have him killed and get

of the crocodile?” The s
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Maimuna was a foolish girl,

Though from a sage descended
And many with pretense to kill
Are many on dry land upended.

his"l"ﬁz:g:cz;izner' a;zlpr(l)]ached the sage, bandaged his eyes, bound

, and raised the sword, while the sage cried :

regret, and implored, “For God’s sake, your Maj%styrlsi)a’r:xrgfrzes:ej
] , an

God will spare you; destro
) ’ y me, and God wil »
tearfully began to recite the following Versvev;:l destroy you.” Then he

The'y who deceive enjoy success
While I with my true counsel Fail
And am rewarded with disgrace
If T live, I'll nothing unveil; .
If I die, then curse all the r7nen
The men who counsel and pre\,/ail.

Then t : i
en the sage added, “Is this my reward from your Majesty? It is

like the reward of the crocodile.” The king asked, “What is the st
; a e story

- ’ age replied, “I am in no condition to
i arr)lde((;):)foﬂlsdsake, spare me, and God will spare you. lt)e(it};c())u
]’*hen o vlw bf:stroy you,” and he wept bitterly. ’
o fl;)ar no }?men approached the king and said, “We beg your
J1oy o give him ﬁor our sake, for in our view, he has d
g to deserve this.” The king replied, “You do ,not know (:Ez
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reason why I wish to have him killed. I tell you that if I spare him, T will
surely perish, for I fear that he who has cured me externally from my
affliction, which had defied the Greek sages, simply by having me hold
a handle, can kill me with anything I touch. I must kill him, in order
to protect myself from him.” The sage Duban implored again, “For
God’s sake, your Majesty, spare me, and God will spare you. Destroy
me, and God will destroy you.” The king insisted, “I must kill you.”

Demon, when the sage realized that he was surely going to die, he
said, “I beg your Majesty to postpone my execution until T return
home, leave instructions for my burial, discharge my obligations,
distribute alms, and donate my scientific and medical books to one
who deserves them. I have in particular a book entitled The Secret
of Secrets, which I should like to give you for safekeeping in your
library.” The king asked, “What is the secret of this book?” The sage
replied, “It contains countless secrets, but the chief one is that if
your Majesty has my head struck off, opens the book on the sixth
leaf, reads three lines from the left page, and speaks to me, my head
will speak and answer whatever you ask.”

The king was greatly amazed and said, “Is it possible that if I cut
off your head and, as you say, open the book, read the third line, and
speak to your head, it will speak to me? This is the wonder of won-
ders.” Then the king allowed the sage to go and sent him home
under guard. The sage settled his affairs and on the following day
returned to the royal palace and found assembled there the princes,
viziers, chamberlains, lords of the realm, and military officers, as
well as the king's retinue, servants, and many of his citizens. The
sage Duban entered, carrying an old book and a kohl* jar containing
powder. He sat down, ordered a platter, and poured out the powder
and smoothed it on the platter. Then he said to the king, “Take this
book, your Majesty, and don’t open it until after my execution. When
my head is cut off, let it be placed on the platter and order that it be
pressed on the powder. Then open the book and begin to ask my
head a question, for it will then answer you. There is no power and
no strength save in God, the Almighty, the Magnificent. For God’s
sake, spare me, and God will spare you; destroy me, and God will
destroy you.” The king replied, “I must kill you, especially to see how
your head will speak to me.” Then the king took the book and
ordered the executioner to strike off the sage’s head. The execu-
tioner drew his sword and, with one stroke, dropped the head in the
middle of the platter, and when he pressed the head on the powder,
the bleeding stopped. Then the sage Duban opened his eyes and
said, “Now, your Majesty, open the book.” When the king opened the
book, he found the pages stuck. So he put his finger in his mouth,

4. Cosmetic, used by Eastern, especially Muslim, women to darken the eyelids.
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wetted it with his saliva, and opened the first page, :

opening the pages with difficulty until he turnedpsgsér;"l]iv}:; kgﬁt
when he. looked in the book, he found nothing written inside, and
he gxclaxmed, “Sage, I see nothing written in this book.” ;Fhe7sa e
replled, Open more pages.” The king opened some more pages bit
still found nothing, and while he was doing this, the drug spread

through his body—for the book had b ; )
i B, ssvary; i el ad been poisoned—and he began

Bu.t morn?ng overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
her sz”ster Dinarzad said, “Sister, what an amazing and entertainin,
story!” Shahrazad replied, “What is this compared with what I shaﬁ
tell you tomorrow night if the king spares me and lets me live!”

THE SEVENTEENTH NIGHT

\ The' Jollowing night Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “Please
sistet, if you are not sleepy, tell us one of your lovely little tales to while)
away the night.” The king added, “Let it be the rest of the story of the

sage and the king and of the fisherman and the demon.”
ied. S
replied, “Very well, with the greatest pleasure”: on.” Shahrazad

I'heard, O King, that when the sage Duban saw that the drug had

spread through the king’s body and that the ki ;
i ng was h
swaying, he began to recite the following verses: ¢ caving and

For long they ruled us arbitrarily,

But suddenly vanished their powerful rule.
Had they been just, they would have happily
Lived, but they oppressed, and punishing fate
Afflicted them with ruin deservedly,

‘/‘\,nd on the morrow the world taunted them,
Tis tit for tat; blame not just destiny.”

As the sage’s head finished reciting the verses, the king fell dead

and at that very moment the he:
: ad too succumbed to d
consider this story. wailh Bamn,

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then

he . . . .
r sister Dinarzad said, “Sister, what an entertaining story!” Shah-

razad replied, “What is this c A
row night if I live!” ompared with what I shall tell you tomor-
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The following night, Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “Please,
sister, if you are not sleepy, tell us one of your lovely little tales to while
away the night.” The king added, “Let it be the rest of the story of the
fisherman and the demon. " Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest
pleasure”:

I heard, O King, that the fisherman said to the demon, “Had the
king spared the sage, God would have spared him and he would have
lived, but he refused and insisted on destroying the sage, and the
Almighty God destroyed him. You too, demon, had you from the
beginning agreed to spare me, I would have spared you, but you
refused and insisted on killing me; therefore, shall punish you by
keeping you in this jar and throwing you into the bottom of the sea.”
The demon cried out, “Fisherman, don’t do it. Spare me and save me
and don’t blame me for my action and my offense against you. If T
did ill, you should do good. As the saying goes, ‘Be kind to him who
wrongs you.’ Don’t do what Imama did to 'Atika.” The fisherman
asked, “What did Imama do to 'Atika?” The demon replied, “This is
no time and this narrow prison is no place to tell a story, but I shall
tell it to you after you release me.” The fisherman said, “I must
throw you into the sea. There is no way I would let you out and set
you free, for I kept imploring you and calling on you, but you refused
and insisted on killing me, without any offense or injury that merits
punishment, except that | had set you free. When you treated me in
this way, I realized that you were unclean from birth, that you were
ill-natured, and that you were one who rewards good with ill. After I
throw you into the sea, I shall build me a hut here and live in it for
your sake, so that if anyone pulls you out, I shall acquaint him with
what I suffered at your hands and shall advise him to throw you back
into the sea and let you perish or languish there to the end of time,
you the dirtiest of demons.” The demon replied, “Set me free this
time, and I pledge never to bother you or harm you, but to make you
rich.” When he heard this, the fisherman made the demon pledge
and covenant that if the fisherman released him and let him out, he
would not harm him but would serve him and be good to him.

After the fisherman secured the demon’s pledge, by making him
swear by the Almighty Name, he opened the seal of the jar, and the
smoke began to rise. When the smoke was completely out of the jar,
it gathered and turned again into a full-fledged demon, who kicked
the jar away and sent it flying to the middle of the sea. When the
fisherman saw what the demon had done, sure that he was going to
meet with disaster and death, he wet himself and said, “This is a bad
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omen.” Then he summoned his courage and cried out, “Dem
lhave l:worn "@md given me your pledge. Don’t betray m;a. Com?enl;gcol:l
est the Almighty God punish you for your betrayal. Demon, I ,'
to you what the sage Duban said to King Yunan, ‘Spare me ’an:lel()lea(;
Xélrlrlzﬂaflzzr(z]u;‘,vieitiﬁy rfrlle},1 and God will destroy you.”” \’Nhen tﬁe
ard at the fisherman said, he laughed, and wh h
fisherman cried out again, “Demon, spare me ”ghe el W“ vie N
{na}rll', follow me,” :cmd the fisherman flollowed ’him, r}faln)rltliel)(fl ’beliil;}:iflr_
Lliliml}jei{sf)i[e)f,tg?}t:l tl:;zly ca.I(rlle toda mountain outside the city. The§
e other side an > to a vast wi i
mirddle of which stood a lake surrouclfcllzz L(;(;‘OVL?:th?i]lls]demess7 .
o T'he (%emon halted by the lake and ordered the fisherman to cast
is net and 'ﬁsh. The fisherman looked at the lake and marveled
he saw fish in many colors, white, red, blue, and yellow. He ¢ et l’?S
net., and when he pulled, he found four fish inside o.ne re?lS -
whlt’e, one blue, and one yellow. When he saw them , he was fy I(I)m;
aflmlratlon and delight. The demon said to him “Tai(e the(m tu t]’(l)
i(;ng okf your Citi; a;;i offer them to him, and he v:/ill give you en(())ug}?
make you rich. Please excuse me, for
you ricb. But don't fish here more than i)ﬁlclz“: SZy(.)"t!;“e}:evr:a)s,ato'mal‘(‘?
shall miss you,” the demon kicked the ground with his f:)OtYIz?gc,l i
o'penec'l and swallowed him. The fisherman, O King returne(i tnthlt
city, still marveling at his encounter with the demox’1 and at theocole

ored fish. He entered the royal
yal palace, and
to the king, the king looked at t}E’emC.e. .an when he offered the fish

-But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Th
Dinarzad said, “Sister, what an amazing and entertainin ; t e’V'L’
Shahrazad replied, “What is this compared with what shallg t sllmy'
tomorrow night if the king spares me and lets me live!” s,

THE NINETEENTH NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “Sister,

tell us the rest of the sto ]
ry and what happened to the fisher :
Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasiﬁe”: e

kiighi?:ﬁ’t}? ﬁng,lthzla{t \(Iivhenhthe fisherman presented the fish to the

i e king looked at them and saw that th e

took one of them in his hand and 1 : i L
; in his and looked at it with great amaz

Then he said to his vizier, “Take them to the cook whom the ffrir[r)l::otr.
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of Byzantium has given us as a present.” The vizier took the fish and
brought them to the girl and said to her, “Girl, as the saying goes, ‘1
save my tears for the time of trial.” The king has been presented
these four fish, and he bids you fry them well.” Then the vizier went
back to report to the king, and the king ordered him to give the
fisherman four hundred dirhams.” The vizier gave the money to the
fisherman, who, receiving it, gathered it in the folds of his robe and
went away, running, and as he ran, he stumbled and kept falling
and getting up, thinking that he was in a dream. Then he stopped
and bought some provisions for his family.

So far for the fisherman, O King. In the meantime the girl scaled
the fish, cleaned them, and cut them into pieces. Then she placed
the frying pan on the fire and poured in the sesame oil, and when it
began to boil, she placed the fish in the frying pan. When the pieces
were done on one side, she turned them over, but no sooner had she
done this than the kitchen wall split open and there emerged a
maiden with a beautiful figure, smooth cheeks, perfect features, and
dark eyes. She wore a short-sleeved silk shirt in the Egyptian style,
embroidered all around with lace and gold spangles. In her ears she
wore dangling earrings; on her wrists she wore bracelets; and in her
hand she held a bamboo wand. She thrust the wand into the frying
pan and said in clear Arabic, “O fish, O fish, have you kept the
pledge?” When the cook saw what had happened, she fainted. Then
the maiden repeated what she had said, and the fish raised their
heads from the frying pan and replied in clear Arabic, “Yes, yes. If
you return, we shall return; if you keep your vow, we shall keep ours;
and if you forsake us, we shall be even.” At that moment the maiden
overturned the frying pan and disappeared as she had come, and the
kitchen wall closed behind her.

When the cook came to herself, she found the four fish charred,
and she felt sorry for herself and afraid of the king, saying to herself,
“‘He broke his lance on his very first raid.”” While she remonstrated
with herself, the vizier suddenly stood before her, saying, “Give me
the fish, for we have set the table before the king, and he is waiting
for them.” The girl wept and told the vizier what she had seen and
witnessed and what had happened to the fish. The vizier was aston-
ished and said, “This is very strange.” Then he sent an officer after
the fisherman, and he returned a while later with the fisherman. The
vizier shouted at him, saying, “Bring us at once four more fish like
the ones you brought us before, for we have had an accident with
them.” When he followed with threats, the fisherman went home
and, taking his fishing gear, went outside the city, climbed the

5. Small silver coins; in Iraq the dirham is one twentieth of a dinar.
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mountain, and descended to the wilderness on the other side. Wh

be came to the lake, he cast his net, and when he pulled up h(; f el}
inside four fish, as he had done the first time. Then he bl'(l)l,l ht ?}l)m(
back to the vizier, who took them to the girl and said, “F gl‘.he o
front of me, so that I can see for myself.” The girl pr(;par(?(ll then;i IE
at once, placed the frying pan over the fire, and threw them iS

When the. fish were done, the wall split open, and the maidn'
appeared in her elegant clothes, wearing necklaces and other j .
elry anfl holding in her hand the bamboo wand. Again she thrustjin_
wand into the frying pan and said in dear Arabic, “O fish, have ;
!‘(ept the pledge?” and again the fish raised their heads al;d re liy:du
Yes, yes. If you return, we shall return; if you keep your vop ;
shall keep ours; and if you forsake us, we shall be even.}’l’ S

.But m;rnif/tg o:/ertook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
Dinarzad said, “What an entertaining story!” Shahrazad replied
)

“What is this compared with what I shall i
I live, the Almighty God willing!” i iatieiriie

THE TWENTIETH NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “Please

sister, if you are not sleepy, tell us one of i
vare ) your lovely little tales to whi
away the night.” Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasureo' '~w >

I heard, O happy King, that after the fish s i
Furned the fr.ying pan with the wand and disa}[))([))l:;’r(:zeirirtlg ltd}fenoo‘;er::
'1121& frf)l'n wh¥ch sh(? had emerged, and the wall closed behindpher.
i e vizier said to himself, “I can no longer hide this affair from the
ing,” and he went to him and told him what had ha d to th
fish before his very eyes. e iein .
The king was exceedingly amazed and said, “I wish to see this wi
hr.rgle():vvﬂileeyeasl;’(’ia}:eﬁ. he sefgt fo}: the fisherman, who came ;Sft‘gtg
, e king said to him, “I w i
fou‘r more fish like the ones you brouglinligf(:)l:(:.o Il-)ll:?rg)/'l}’l'eré}lli?lnl:e
%s}?lgged three o'fﬁcers to guard the fisherman and sent-him awae
On: reilhermanhcbsappeared for a while and returned with four ﬁslzl;
e hf onfe w l}lte, one bh.le, and one yellow. The king commanded,
- lmthourd gn'dred dirhams,” and the fisherman, receiving the
e s};i%at e}l;e it in t‘tle folds of his robe and went away. Then the
§ ]g ; dto the vizier, “Fry the fish here in my presence.” The vizier
plied, “I hear and obey,” and he called for a stove and a frying pan
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and sat to clean the fish. Then he lit the fire and, pouring the sesame
oil, placed the fish in the frying pan.

When they were almost done, the palace wall split open, and the
king and vizier began to tremble, and when they looked up, they saw
a black slave who stood like a towering mountain or a giant descen-
dant of the tribe of 'Ad.® He was as tall as a reed, as wide as a stone
bench, and he held a green palm leaf in his hand. Then in clear but
unpleasant language, he said, “O fish, O fish, have you kept the
pledge?” and the fish raised their heads from the frying pan and said,
“Yes, yes. If you return, we shall return; if you keep your vow, we
shall keep ours; and if you forsake us, we shall be even.” At that
moment, the black slave overturned the frying pan, in the middle of
the hall, and the fish turned into charcoal. Then the black slave
departed as he had come, and the wall closed behind him. When the
black slave disappeared, the king said, “I cannot sleep over this
affair, for there is no doubt a mystery behind these fish.” Then he
bade the fisherman be brought before him again.

When the fisherman arrived, the king said to him, “Damn you,
where do you catch these fish?” The fisherman replied, “My lord,
I catch them in a lake that lies among four hills, on the other side of
the mountain.” The king turned to the vizier and asked, “Do you
know this lake?” The vizier replied, “No, by God, your Majesty. For

sixty years, 1 have hunted, traveled, and roamed far and wide, some-
times for a day or two, sometimes for a month or two, but I have
never seen or known that such a lake existed on the other side of the
mountain.” Then the king turned to the fisherman and asked him,
“How far is this lake from here?” The fisherman replied, “King of
the age, it is one hour from here.” The king was astonished, and he
ordered his soldiers to be ready. Then he rode out with his troops,
behind the fisherman, who led the way under guard, muttering
curses on the demon as he went.

They rode until they were outside the city. Then they climbed the
mountain, and when they descended to the other side, they saw a
vast wilderness that they had never seen in all their lives, as well as
the four hills and the lake in whose clear water they saw the fish in
four colors, red, white, blue, and yellow. The king stood marveling;
then he turned to the vizier, princes, chamberlains, and deputies
and asked, “Have any of you ever seen this lake before?” They
replied, “Never.” He asked, “And none of you knew where it was?”
They kissed the ground before him and replied, “By God, your

Majesty, till now we have never in our lives seen this lake or known

6. Tribe supposedly destroyed by God’s wrath; see n. 1, p. 3.
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about it, even though it is close to our city.” The king said, “There i
a mystery behind this. By God, I shall n):)t return f’ostll:(;’ c?;ijclj:ltlii
; find tllme at’]s"pfr t(;1 the (llnystcry behind this lake and these fish in
our colors. en he ordered his me g i
e e e, s men to halt and pitch the tents,
th?n it was dark, he summoned the vizier, who was an experienced
and wise man of the world. The vizier came to the king, without
being seen by the soldiers, and when he arrived, the king sai:i “I wish
to reveal to you what I intend to do. At this very hour, I shall ,0 all b
myself to look for an answer to the mystery of this7 lake ar?d ;hesz
fish. Early tomorrow morning you shall sit at the entrance of my tent
and tell the princes that the king is indisposed and that he has given
you orders not to let anyone be admitted to his presence. You must
not let anyone know about my departure and absence, and you must
wait for me for three days.” The vizier, unable to disobey him, abided
by the order, saying, “I hear and obey.” ,

Then the king packed, prepared himself, and girded himself with
the royal sword. Then he climbed one of the four hills, and when he
reach'ed the top, he journeyed on for the rest of they night. In the
morning, when the sun rose and steeped the mountaintop with
light, th? king looked and sighted a dark mass in the distance. When
h'e saw 1‘t, he was glad, and he headed in its direction saying to
blmself, ‘There may be someone there to give me inform’ation ”gHe
journeyed on, and when he arrived, he found a palace, built u'nder
a lucky star, with black stones and completely overla,id with iron
plates. It had double doors, one open, one shut. Pleased, the kin
knoc'ked gently at the door and waited patiently for a whil,e withou%
hearing any reply. He knocked again, this time more loudly than
before, but again waited without hearing any reply or seeing anyone
He knocked for the third time and kept knocking repeatedlz bu£
once more waited without hearing any reply or seeing anyone. Then
he said to himself, “There is no doubt that there is no one inside, or
perhaps the palace is deserted.” Summoning his courage, he ente’red
and shouted from the hallway, “O inhabitants of the paiace I am a
stranger and a hungry traveler. Have you any food? Our L’ord will
requite you and reward you for it.” He shouted a second and a third
time but heard no reply. Feeling bold and determined, he advanced

from the hallway into the center of the palace and looked around
but saw no one. ’

.But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
Dinarzad said, “Sister, what an amazing and entertaining story’l” Sha-
hrazad replied, “What is this compared with what T shall t(.zll ou
tomorrow night if I live, the Almighty God willing!” :



54 Tre ARABIAN NIGHTS
Tue TWENTY-FIRST NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “For God's
sake, sister, if you are not sleepy, tell us one of your lovely little tales to
while away the night.” Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure”:

I heard, O King, that the king walked to the center of the palace
and looked around, but saw no one. The palace was furnished with
silk carpets and leather mats and hung with drapes. There were also
settees, benches, and seats with cushions, as well as cupboards. In
the middle there stood a spacious courtyard, surrounded by four
adjoining recessed courts facing each other. In the center stood a
fountain, on top of which crouched four lions in red gold, spouting
water from their mouths in droplets that looked like gems and
pearls, and about the fountain singing birds fluttered under a high
net to prevent them from flying away. When the king saw all this,
without seeing anyone, he was astonished and regretted that he
found none to give him any information. He sat pensively by one of
the recessed courts, when he heard sad moans and lamentations and
the following plaintive verses:

My soul is torn between peril and toil;

O life, dispatch me with one mighty blow.

Lover, neither a bankrupt nor a noble man
Humbled, by love’s law do you pity show.

Ev’n from the breeze I jealously used to guard you,
But at the blow of fate the eyes blind go.

When, as he pulls to shoot, the bowstring breaks
What can the bowman facing his foes do?

And when the foes begin to congregate

How can he then escape his cruel fate?

When the king heard the lamentation and the verses, he rose and
moved toward the source of the voice until he came to a doorway
behind a curtain, and when he lifted the curtain, he saw at the upper
end of the room a young man sitting on a chair that rose about
twenty inches above the floor. He was a handsome young man, with
a full figure, clear voice, radiant brow, bright face, downy beard, and
ruddy cheeks, graced with a mole like a speck of amber, just as the
poet describes it:

Here is a slender youth whose hair and face

All mortals envelope with light or gloom.

Mark on his cheek the mark of charm and grace,
A dark spot on a red anemone.

'
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The king greeted the seated young man, pleased to see him. The
young man wore a long-sleeved robe of Egyptian silk with gold embroi-
dery, and on his head he wore an Egyptian conical head covering, but
his face showed signs of grief and sorrow. When the king greeted him,
the young man greeted him back courteously and said, “Pardon me,
sir, for not rising, for you deserve even a greater honor.” The king
replied, “Young man, you are pardoned. I myself am your guest, having
come to you on a serious mission. Pray tell me the story behind the
lake and the colored fish, as well as this palace and the fact that you sit
alone and mourn with no one to console you.” When the young man
heard this, his tears began to flow over his cheeks until they drenched
his breast. Then he sang the following Mawwaliya verses:”

Say to the man whom life with arrows shot,

“How many men have felt the blows of fate!”

If you did sleep, the eyes of God have not;

Who can say time is fair and life in constant state?

Then he wept bitterly. The king was astonished and asked, “Young
man, why do you cry?” The young man replied, “Sir, how can I refrain
from crying in my present condition?” Then he lifted the skirt of his
robe, and the king saw that while one half of the young man, from
the navel to the head, was human flesh, the other half, from the
navel to the feet, was black stone.

But morning overcame Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence.
Then King Shahrayar thought to himself, “This is an amazing story.
I am willing to postpone her execution even for a month, before having
her put to death.” While the king was thinking to himself, Dinarzad
said to her sister Shahrazad, “Sister, what an entertaining story!”
Shahrazad replied, “What is this compared with what I shall tell you
tomorrow night if I live, the Almighty God willing!”

THE TWENTY-SECOND NIGHT

The following night Shahrazad said:
I heard, O King, that when the king saw the young man in this

Sondition, he felt very sad and sorry for him, and said with a sigh,
Young man, you have added one more worry to my worries. I came

7. Poems in colloquial language, often sung to the accompaniment of a reed pipe.
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to look for an answer to the mystery of the fish, in order to save
them, but ended up looking for an answer to your case, as well as the
fish. There is no power and no strength save in God, the Almighty,
the Magpificent. Hurry up, young man, and tell me your story.” The
young man replied, “Lend me your ears, your eyes, and your mind.”
The king replied, “My ears, my eyes, and my mind are ready.” The
young man said:

[The Tale of the Enchanted King]

MY STORY, AND the story of the fish, is a strange and amazing one,
which, if it could be engraved with needles at the corner of the eye,®
would be a lesson to those who would consider. My lord, my father
was the king of this city, and his name was King Mahmud of the
Black Islands. For these four hills were islands. He ruled for seventy
years, and when he died, I succeeded him and married my cousin.
She loved me very much, so much so that if I was away from her even
for a single day, she would refuse to eat and drink until I returned to
her. In this way, we lived together for five years until one day she went
to the bath and I ordered the cook to grill meat and prepare a sump-
tuous supper for her. Then I entered this palace, lay down in this very
spot where you are sitting now, and ordered two maids to sit down,
one at my head and one at my feet, to fan me. But I felt uneasy and
could not go to sleep. While I lay with my eyes closed, breathing heav-
ily, I heard the girl at my head say to the one at my feet, “O Mas’uda,
what a pity for our poor master with our damned mistress, and him so
young!” The other one replied, “What can one say? May God damn
all treacherous, adulterous women. Alas, it is not right that such a
young man like our master lives with this bitch who spends every night
out.” Mas'uda added, “Is our master stupid? When he wakes up at
night, doesn’t he find that she is not by his side?” The other replied,
“Alas, may God trip the bitch our mistress. Does she leave our master
with his wits about him? No. She places a sleeping potion in the last
drink he takes, offers him the cup, and when he drinks it, he sleeps
like a dead man. Then she leaves him and stays out till dawn. When
she returns, she burns incense under his nose, and when he inhales
it, he wakes up. What a pity!”

My lord, when I heard the conversation between the two maids,
I was extremely angry and 1 could hardly wait for the night to come.
When my wife returned from the bath, we had the meal served but

8. lLe., if a master calligrapher could by a miracle of his art write the entire story at the cor-
ner of an eye, it would then be read as a double miracle, one for the extraordinary events,
one for the extraordinary art.




