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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 I hear what happened to the old man and the
demon; then I will have her put to death, as is my custom with the
others.”

THE EigHTH 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 IS 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



32 THE ARABIAN NIGHTS

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.

I 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 Almighty 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, “I 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 [ 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 night, 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 I
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, [ 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, with my
bad luck, I had to set you free now. Forgive me, and God will 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
wish to die.” When the fisherman was certain that he was going to
die, he mourned and wept, saying, “O my children, may God not
deprive 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 one. 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, while
I am a human being, whom God has endowed with reason 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 I 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
replied, “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, 1 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. I
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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they 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 of
books, Greek, Persian, Turkish, Arabic, Byzantine, Syriac, and Hebrew,

had studied the sciences, and had learned their groundwork, as well as

their principles and basic benefits. Thus he was versed in all the sci-

ences, from philosophy to the lore of plants and herbs, the harmful as
well as the beneficial. A few days after he arrived in the city of King
Yunan, the sage heard about the king and his leprosy and the fact that
the physicians and the sages were unable to cure him. On the following
day, when God’s morning dawned and His sun rose, the sage Duban
put on his best clothes, went to King Yunan and, introducing himself,
said, “Your Majesty, I have heard of that which has afflicted your body
and heard that many physicians have treated you without finding a
way to cure you. Your Majesty, I can treat you without giving you any
medicine to drink or ointment to apply.” When the king heard this,
he said, “If you succeed, I will bestow on you riches that would be
enough for you and your grandchildren. I will bestow favors on you,
and I will make you my companion and friend.” The king bestowed
robes of honor on the sage, treated him kindly, and then asked him,
“Can you really cure me from my leprosy without any medicine to
drink or ointment to apply?” The sage replied, “Yes, I will cure you
externally.” The king was astonished, and he began to feel respect as
well as great affection for the sage. He said, “Now; sage, do what you
have promised.” The sage replied, “I hear and obey. I will do it tomor-
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 well 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 before him.

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
her sister Dinarzad said, “What a lovely story!” Shahrazad replied, “You
have 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 in 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? 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 of
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 and
left. Then the king called for the sage, and when the sage entered and
kissed the ground before him, the king stood up to salute him, seated
him beside him, and invited him to eat with him. The king treated
him intimately, showed him favors, and bestowed on him robes of

2. Literally “slaves,” members of a military force, originally of Caucasian slaves, who made
themselves 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. I 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 following night, 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, 1 beg your pardon, but what did King Sindbad’s vizier tell
the king 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, ‘Don’t do what you will regret
afterward.””

[The Tale of the Husband and the Parrot]

1 HAVE HEARD it told that there was once a very jealous man who
had a wife so splendidly beautiful that she was perfection itself. The
wife always refused to let her husband travel and leave her behind,
until one day when he found it absolutely necessary to go on a journey.
He went to the bird market, bought a parrot, and brought it home.
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 during
his absence. The parrot gave him a day-by-day account of what his wife
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 his
wife, and gave her a sound beating. Thinking that one of her maids had
informed her husband about what she did with her lover in her hus-
band’s absence, the wife interrogated her maids one by one, and they
all swore that they had heard the parrot inform the husband.

When the wife heard that it was the parrot who had informed the
husband, she ordered one of her maids to take the grinding stone and
grind under the cage, ordered a second maid to sprinkle water over
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
asked about what had transpired in his absence that night. The parrot
replied, “Master, forgive me, for last night, all night long, 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 summertime, during
the month of July, the husband replied, “Damn you, this is no season
for rain.” The parrot said, “Yes, by God, all night long, I saw what 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.”

THE 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.
1 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 1S sAID, O happy King, that there was once a king who had a son
v&fh.o was fond of hunting and trapping. The prince had with him a
vizier appointed by his father the king to follow him wherever he
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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 him to

go after it. The prince pursued the beast and continued to press

in pursuit until he lost its track and found himself alone in the

wilderness, not knowing which way to turn or where to go, when he
came upon a girl, standing on the road, in tears. When the young
prince asked her, “Where do you come from?” she replied, “I am the
daughter of an Indian king. I was riding in the wilderness when I
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 and 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 discovered
that she was a she-ghoul, who was saying to her children, “I brought
you a good, fat boy.” They replied, “Mother, bring him to us, so that
we may feed on his innards.” When the young prince heard what
they said, he shook with terror, and fearing for his life, ran outside.
The she-ghoul followed him and asked, “Why are you afraid?” and
he told her about his situation and his predicament, concluding, “1
have been unfairly treated.” She replied, “If you have been unfairly
treated, ask the Almighty God for help, and he will protect you from
harm.” The young prince raised his eyes to Heaven . ...

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
her sister Dinarzad said, “What a strange and lovely story!” S hahrazad
replied, “What is this compared with what I shall tell you tomorrow
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.” Shahrazad replied, “I shall
with pleasure”:

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

When the young prince said to the she-ghoul, “I have been
unfairly treated,” she replied, “Ask God for help, and He will protect
you from harm.” The young prince raised his eyes to Heaven and
said, “O Lord, help me to prevail upon my enemy, for ‘everything is
within your power.”” When the she-ghoul heard his invocation, she
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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 I 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 I will have you killed before you kill me. ‘1 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
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rid of him. The sage realized then that the king had little wisdom,
judgment, or good sense, and he was filled with regret, when it was
useless to regret. He said to himself, “There is no power and no
strength, save in God the Almighty, the Magnificent. I did a good
deed but was rewarded with an evil one.” In the meantime, the king
was shouting at the executioner, “Strike off his head.” The sage
implored, “Spare me, your Majesty, and God will spare you; destroy
me, and God will destroy you.” He repeated the statement, just as |
did, O demon, but you too refused, insisting on killing me. King
Yunan said to the sage, “Sage, you must die, for you have cured me
with a mere handle, and [ fear that you can kill me with anything.”
The sage replied, “This is my reward from your Majesty. You reward
good with evil.” The king said, “Don't stall; you must die today with-
out delay.” When the sage Duban became convinced that he was
going to die, he was filled with grief and sorrow, and his eyes over-
flowed with tears. He blamed himself for doing a favor for one who
does not deserve it and for sowing seeds in a barren soil and recited
the following verses:

Maimuna was a foolish girl,

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

The executioner approached the sage, bandaged his eyes, bound
his -hands, and raised the sword, while the sage cried, expressed
regret, and implored, “For God’s sake, your Majesty, spare me, and
God will spare you; destroy me, and God will destroy you.” Then he
tearfully began to recite the following verses:

They who deceive enjoy success,
While 1 with my true counsel fail
And am rewarded with disgrace.
If 1 live, I'll nothing unveil;

If I die, then curse all the men,
The men who counsel and prevail.

Then the sage added, “Is this my reward from your Majesty? It is
like the reward of the crocodile.” The king asked, “What is the story
of the crocodile?” The sage replied, “I am in no condition to tell you
a story. For God’s sake, spare me, and God will spare you. Destroy
me, and God will destroy you,” and he wept bitterly.

Then several noblemen approached the king and said, “We beg your
Majesty to forgive him for our sake, for in our view, he has done
nothing to deserve this.” The king replied, “You do not know the
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reason why I wish to have him killed. I tell you that if I spare him, I 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 I 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, and he kept
opening the pages with difficulty until he turned seven leaves. But
when he looked in the book, he found nothing written inside, and
he exclaimed, “Sage, 1 see nothing written in this book.” The sage
replied, “Open more pages.” The king opened some more pages but
still found nothing, and while he was doing this, the drug spread
through his body—for the book had been poisoned—and he began
to heave, sway, and twitch.

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
her sister Dinarzad said, “Sister, what an amazing and eniertaining
story!” Shahrazad replied, “What is this compared with what I shall
tell you tomorrow night if the king spares me and lets me live!”

THE SEVENTEENTH 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 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.” Shahrazad
replied, “Very well, with the greatest pleasure”:

I heard, O King, that when the sage Duban saw that the drug had
spread through the king’s body and that the king was heaving and
swaying, he began to recite the following verses:

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,

And on the morrow the world taunted them,
“'Tiis 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 head too succumbed to death. Demon,
consider this story.

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
her sister Dinarzad said, “Sister, what an entertaining story!” Shah-
razad replied, “What is this compared with what I shall tell you tomor-
row night if I live!”
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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, I 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 I
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 I 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, “Demon, you
have sworn and given me your pledge. Don't betray me. Come back,
lest the Almighty God punish you for your betrayal. Demon, I repeat
to you what the sage Duban said to King Yunan, ‘Spare me, and God
will spare you; destroy me, and God will destroy you.'”” When the
demon heard what the fisherman said, he laughed, and when the
fisherman cried out again, “Demon, spare me,” he replied, “Fisher-
man, follow me,” and the fisherman followed him, hardly believing
in his escape, until they came to a mountain outside the city. They
climbed over to the other side and came to a vast wilderness, in the
middle of which stood a lake surrounded by four hills.

The demon halted by the lake and ordered the fisherman to cast
his net and fish. The fisherman looked at the lake and marveled as
he saw fish in many colors, white, red, blue, and yellow. He cast his
net, and when he pulled, he found four fish inside, one red, one
white, one blue, and one yellow. When he saw them, he was full of
admiration and delight. The demon said to him, “Take them to the
king of your city and offer them to him, and he will give you enough
to make you rich. Please excuse me, for I know no other way to make
you rich. But don't fish here more than once a day.” Then, saying, “I
shall miss you,” the demon kicked the ground with his foot, and it
opened and swallowed him. The fisherman, O King, returned to the
city, still marveling at his encounter with the demon and at the col-
ored fish. He entered the royal palace, and when he offered the fish
to the king, the king looked at them . . .

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

THE NINETEENTH NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said to her sister Shahrazad, “Sister,
tell us the rest of the story and what happened to the fisherman.”
Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure”:

I heard, O King, that when the fisherman presented the fish to the
king, and the king looked at them and saw that they were colored, he
took one of them in his hand and looked at it with great amazement.
Then he said to his vizier, “Take them to the cook whom the emperor
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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. When
he came to the lake, he cast his net, and when he pulled up, he found
inside four fish, as he had done the first time. Then he brought them
back to the vizier, who took them to the girl and said, “Fry them in
front of me, so that I can see for myself.” The girl prepared the fish
at once, placed the frying pan over the fire, and threw them in.
When the fish were done, the wall split open, and the maiden
appeared in her elegant clothes, wearing necklaces and other jew-
elry and holding in her hand the bamboo wand. Again she thrust the
wand into the frying pan and said in dear Arabic, “O fish, have you
kept the pledge?” and again the fish raised their heads and replied,
“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.”

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
Dinarzad said, “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 TWENTIETH 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 to while
away the night.” Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure”:

I heard, O happy King, that after the fish spoke, the maiden over-
turned the frying pan with the wand and disappeared into the open-
ing from which she had emerged, and the wall closed behind her.
The vizier said to himself, “I can no longer hide this affair from the
king,” and he went to him and told him what had happened to the
fish before his very eyes.

The king was exceedingly amazed and said, “I wish to see this with
my own eyes.” Then he sent for the fisherman, who came after a
little while, and the king said to him, “I want you to bring me at once
four more fish like the ones you brought before. Hurry!” Then he
assigned three officers to guard the fisherman and sent him away.
The fisherman disappeared for a while and returned with four fish,
one red, one white, one blue, and one yellow. The king commanded,
“Give him four hundred dirhams,” and the fisherman, receiving the
money, gathered it in the folds of his robe and went away. Then the
king said to the vizier, “Fry the fish here in my presence.” The vizier
replied, “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, | 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 is
a mystery behind this. By God, I shall not return to the city until
I find the answer to the mystery behind this lake and these fish in
four colors.” Then he ordered his men to halt and pitch the tents,
and he dismounted and waited.

When 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 said, “I wish
to reveal to you what I intend to do. At this very hour, I shall go all by
myself to look for an answer to the mystery of this lake and these
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
reached the top, he journeyed on for the rest of the night. In the
morning, when the sun rose and steeped the mountaintop with
light, the king looked and sighted a dark mass in the distance. When
he saw it, he was glad, and he headed in its direction, saying to
himself, “There may be someone there to give me information.” He
journeyed on, and when he arrived, he found a palace, built under
a lucky star, with black stones and completely overlaid with iron
plates. It had double doors, one open, one shut. Pleased, the king
knocked gently at the door and waited patiently for a while without
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 repeatedly but
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 entered
and shouted from the hallway, “O inhabitants of the palace, I am a
stranger and a hungry traveler. Have you any food? Our Lord 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!” Sha-
hrazad replied, “What is this compared with what 1 shall tell you
tomorrow night if I live, the Almighty God willing!”



54 THE ArRABIAN NIGHTS
THE 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 | 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

condition, 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 Magnificent. 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 1 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 I could hardly wait for the night to come.
When my wife returned from the bath, we had the meal served but

8. Le., 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.
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ate very little. Then we retired to my bed and I pretended to drink
the contents of the cup, which [ poured out, and went to sleep. No
sooner had I fallen on my side than my wife said, “Go to sleep, and
may you never rise again. By God, your sight disgusts me and your
company bores me.” Then she put on her clothes, perfumed herself
with burning incense and, taking my sword, girded herself with it.
Then she opened the door and walked out. My lord, I got up . . .

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
Dinarzad said, “O my lady, what an amazing and entertaining story!”
Shahrazad replied, “What is this compared with what I shall tell you
tomorrow night!”

THE TWENTY-THIRD 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.”
Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure”:

It is related, O King, that the enchanted young man said to the king:

Then I followed her, as she left the palace and traversed my city
until she stood at the city gate. There she uttered words I could not
understand, and the locks fell off and the gate opened by itself. She
went out, and I followed her until she slipped through the trash
mounds and came to a hut built with palm leaves, leading to a domed
structure built with sun-dried bricks. After she entered, I climbed to
the top of the dome, and when I looked inside, I saw my wife stand-
ing before a decrepit black man sitting on reed shavings and dressed
in tatters. She kissed the ground before him and he raised his head
and said, “Damn you, why are you late? My black cousins were here.
They played with the bat and ball, sang, and drank brewed liquor.
They had a good time, each with his own girlfriend, except for myself,
for I refused even to drink with them because you were absent.”

My wife replied, “O my lord and lover, don’t you know that I am
married to my cousin, who finds me most loathsome and detests me
more than anyone else? Were it not for your sake, 1 would not have
let the sun rise before reducing his city to rubble, a dwelling place
for the bears and the foxes, where the owl hoots and the crow crows,
and would have hurled its stones beyond Mount Qaf.” He replied,

9. Legendary mountain cited for its remoteness.
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“Damn you, you are lying. I swear in the name of black chivalry that
as of tonight, if my cousins visit me and you fail to be present, I will
never befriend you, lie down with you, or let my body touch yours.
You cursed woman, you have been playing with me like a piece of
marble, and I am subject to your whims, you cursed, rotten woman.”
My lord, when I heard their conversation, the world started to turn
black before my eyes, and I lost my senses. Then I heard my wife
crying and imploring, “O my lover and my heart’s desire, if you
remain angry at me, whom else have I got, and if you turn me out,
who will take me in, O my lord, my lover, and light of my eye?” She
kept crying and begging until he was appeased. Then, feeling happy,
she took off her outer garments, and asked, “My lord, have you any-
thing for your little girl to eat?” The black man replied, “Open the
copper basin,” and when she lifted the lid, she found some leftover
fried rat bones. After she ate them, he said to her, “There is some
brewed liquor left in that jug. You may drink it.” She drank the liquor
and washed her hands and lay beside the black man on the reed shav-
ings. Then she undressed and slipped under his tatters. I climbed
down from the top of the dome and, entering through the door,
grabbed the sword that my wife had brought with her, and drew it,
intending to kill both of them. I first struck the black man on the
neck and thought that I had killed him.

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
Dinarzad said, “Sister, what an entertaining story!” Shahrazad replied,
“Tomorrow night I shall tell you something more entertaining if I live!”

THE TWENTY-FOURTH 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.” Shahrazad replied, “With the greatest pleasure”:

I heard, O King, that the enchanted young man said to the king:

My lord, I struck the black man on the neck, but failed to cut the
two arteries. Instead I only cut into the skin and flesh of the throat
and thought that I had killed him. He began to snort violently, and
my wife pulled away from him. I retreated, put the sword back in its
place, and went back to the city. I entered the palace and went to
sleep in my bed till morning. When my wife arrived and I looked at
her, I saw that she had cut her hair and put on a mourning dress.

v
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She said, “Husband, don’t reproach me for what I am doing, for I have
received news that my mother has died, that my father was killed in
the holy war, and that my two brothers have also lost their lives, one
in battle, the other bitten by a snake. I have every reason to weep
and mourn.” When I heard what she said, I did not reply, except to
say, ‘I don’t reproach you. Do as you wish.”

She mourned for an entire year, weeping and wailing. When the
year ended, she said to me, “I want you to let me build inside the
palace a mausoleum for me to use as a special place of mourning
and to call it the house of sorrows.” I replied, “Go ahead.” Then she
gave the order, and a house of mourning was erected for her, with a
domed mausoleum and a tomb inside. Then, my lord, she moved the
wounded black man to the mausoleum and placed him in the tomb.
But, although he was still alive, from the day I cut his throat, he never
spoke a word or was able to do her any good, except to drink liquids.
She visited him in the mausoleum every day, morning and evening,
bringing with her beverages and broth, and she kept at it for an entire
year, while I held my patience and left her to her own devices. One
day, while she was unaware, I entered the mausoleum and found her
crying and lamenting:

When [ see your distress,
It pains me, as you see.
And when [ see you not,
It pains me, as you see.
O speak to me, my life,
My master, talk to me.

Then she sang:

The day I have you is the day I crave;
The day you leave me is the day I die.
Were I to live in fear of promised death,
I'd rather be with you than my life save.

Then she recited the following verses:

If I had every blessing in the world

And all the kingdom of the Persian king,
If I see not your person with my eyes,

All this will not be worth an insect’s wing.

When she stopped crying, I said to her, “Wife, you have mourned
and wept enough and further tears are useless.” She replied,
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“Husband, do not interfere with my mourning. If you interfere
again, 1 will kill myself.” I kept quiet and left her alone, while she
mourned, wept, and lamented for another year. One day, after the
third year, feeling the strain of this drawn-out, heavy burden, some-
thing happened to trigger my anger, and when 1 returned, I found
my wife in the mausoleum, beside the tomb, saying, “My lord, I have
not had any word from you. For three years 1 have had no reply.”
Then she recited the following verses:

O tomb, O tomb, has he his beauties lost,

Or have you lost yourself that radiant look?

O tomb, neither a garden nor a star,

The sun and moon at once how can you host?

These verses added anger to my anger, and 1 said to myself, “Oh,
how much longer shall I endure?” Then I burst out with the follow-
ing verses:

O tomb, O tomb, has he his blackness lost,
Or have you lost yourself that filthy look?

O tomb, neither a toilet nor a heap of dirt,
Charcoal and mud at once how can you host?

When my wife heard me, she sprang up and said, “Damn you,
dirty dog. It was you who did this to me, wounded my beloved, and
tormented me by depriving me of his youth, while he has been lying
here for three years, neither alive nor dead.” I said to her, “You, dirti-
est of whores and filthiest of all venal women who ever desired and
copulated with black slaves, yes it was I who did this to him.” Then
I grabbed my sword and drew it to strike her. But when she heard
me and realized that I was determind to kill her, she laughed and
said, “Get away, you dog. Alas, alas, what is done cannot be undone;
nor will the dead come back to life, but God has delivered into my
hand the one who did this to me and set my heart ablaze with the
fire of revenge.” Then she stood up, uttered words I could not under-
stand, and cried, “With my magic and cunning, be half man, half
stone.” Sir, from that instant, I have been as you now see me,
dejected and sad, helpless and sleepless, neither living with the liv-
ing nor dead among the dead.

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
Dinarzad said, “Sister, what an amazing and entertaining story!”
Shahrazad replied, “Tomorrow night I shall tell you something more
entertaining if the king spares me and lets me live!”
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THE TWENTY-FIFTH 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”:

It is related, O King, that the enchanted young man said to the
king:

“After my wife turned me into this condition, she cast a spell on
the city, with all its gardens, fields, and markets, the very place where
your troops are camping now. My wife turned the inhabitants of my
city, who belonged to four sects, Muslims, Magians,' Christians, and
Jews, into fish, the Muslims white, the Magians red, the Christians
blue, and the Jews yellow. Likewise, she turned the islands into four
hills surrounding the lake. As if what she has done to me and the city
is not enough, she strips me naked every day and gives me a hundred
lashes with the whip until my back is lacerated and begins to bleed.
Then she clothes my upper half with a hairshirt like a coarse rug and
covers it with these luxurious garments.” Then the young man burst
into tears and recited the following verses:

O Lord, I bear with patience your decree,
And so that I may please you, I endure,
That for their tyranny and unfair use
Our recompense your Paradise may be.
You never let the tyrant go, my Lord;
Pluck me out of the fire, Almighty God.

The king said to the young man, “Young man, you have lifted one
anxiety but added another worry to my worries. But where is your
wife, and where is the mausoleum with the wounded black man?”
The young man replied, “O King, the black slave is lying in the tomb
inside the mausoleum, which is in the adjoining room. My wife
comes to visit him at dawn every day, and when she comes, she strips
me naked and gives me a hundred lashes with the whip, while I cry
and scream without being able to stand up and defend myself, since
I am half stone, half flesh and blood. After she punishes me, she
goes to the black slave to give him beverages and broth to drink.
Tomorrow at dawn she will come as usual.” The king replied, “By
God, young man, I shall do something for you that will go down in

1. Zoroastrian priests. Zoroastrianism is the religion of ancient Persia, based on the recogni-
tion of the dual principle of good and evil or light and darkness.
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history and commemorate my name.” Then the king sat to converse
with the young man until night fell and they went to sleep.

The king got up before dawn, took off his clothes, and, drawing
his sword, entered the room with the domed mausoleum and found
it lit with candles and lamps and scented with incense, perfume, saf-
fron, and ointments. He went straight to the black man and killed
him. Then he carried him out and threw him in a well inside the
palace. When he came back, he put on the clothes of the black man,
covered himself, and lay hiding at the bottom of the tomb, with the
drawn sword hidden under his clothes.

A while later, the cursed witch arrived, and the first thing she did
was to strip her husband naked, take a whip, and whip him again
and again, while he cried, “Ah wife, have pity on me; help me; I have
had enough punishment and pain; have pity on me.” She replied,
“You should have had pity on me and spared my lover.”

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
Dinarzad said, “Sister, what an amazing and entertaining story!”
Shahrazad replied, “What is this compared with what I shall tell you
tomorrow night if I live!” King Shahrayar, with a mixture of amaze-
ment, pain, and sorrow for the enchanted youth, said to himself, “By
God, I shall postpone her execution for tonight and many more nights,
even for two months, until I hear the rest of the story and find out what
happened to the enchanted young man. Then I shall have her put to
death, as I did the others.” So he said to himself.

THE TWENTY-SIXTH NIGHT

The following night Dinarzad said to 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 King, that after the witch punished her husband by
whipping him until his sides and shoulders were bleeding and she
satisfied her thirst for revenge, she dressed him with the coarse hair-
shirt and covered it with the outer garments. Then she headed to the
black man, with the usual cup of drink and the broth. She entered
the mausoleum, reached the tomb, and began to cry, wail, and
lament, saying, “Lover, denying me yourself is not your custom. Do
not be stingy, for my foes gloat over our separation. Be generous
with your love, for forsaking is not your custom. Visit me, for my life
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is in your visit. O my lord, speak to me; O my lord, entertain me.”
Then she sang the following verses of the Mufrad® variety:

For how long is this cruel disdain,
Have 1 not paid with enough tears?
O lover, talk to me,

O lover, speak to me,

O lover, answer me.

The king lowered his voice, stammered, and, simulating the accent
of black people, said, “Ah, ah, ah! There is no power and no strength
save in God the Almighty, the Magnificent.” When she heard him
speak, she screamed with joy and fainted, and when she came to her-
self, she cried, “Is it true that you spoke to me?” The king replied,
“Damn you, you don't deserve that anyone should speak to you or
answer you.” She asked, “What is the cause?” He replied, “All day
long you punish your husband, while he screams for help. From sun-
set till dawn he cries, implores, and invokes God against you and me,
with his deafening and enervating cries that deprive me of sleep. If it
had not been for this, I would have recovered a long time ago, and
this is why I have not spoken to you or answered you.” She said, “My
lord, if you allow me, 1 shall deliver him from his present condition.”
He replied, “Deliver him and rid us of his noise.”

She went out of the mausoleum, took a bowl, and, filling it with
water, uttered a spell over it, and the water began to boil and bubble
as in a caldron over fire. Then she sprinkled the young man with the
water and said, “By the power of my spell, if the Creator has created
you in this form, or if he has turned you into this form out of anger
at you, stay as you are, but if you have been transformed by my
magic and cunning, turn back to your normal form, by the will of
God, Creator of the world.” The young man shook himself at once
and stood up, erect and sound, and he rejoiced and thanked God for
his deliverance. Then his wife said to him, “Get out of my sight and
don’t ever come back, for if you do and I see you here, I shall kil
you.” She yelled at him, and he went away.

Then she returned to the mausoleum and, descending to the
tomb, called out, “My sweet lord, come out and let me see your
handsome face.” The king replied in a muffled voice, “You have rid
me of the limb, but failed to rid me of the body.” She asked, “My
sweet lord, what do you mean by the body?” He replied, “Damn you,
cursed woman, it is the inhabitants of this city and its four islands,

2. Literally “single,” a verse form.
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for every night at midnight, the fish raise their heads from the lake
to implore and invoke God against me, and this is why I do not
recover. Go to them and deliver them at once; then come back to
hold my hand and help me rise, for [ am beginning to feel better
already.” When she heard him, she rejoiced and replied joyfully, “Yes,
my lord, yes, with God’s help, my sweetheart.” Then she rose, went
to the lake, and took a little of its water.

But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
Dinarzad said, “What an amazing and entertaining story!” Shahrazad
replied, “What is this compared with what I shall tell you tomorrow
night if the king spares me and I live!”

THE TWENTY-SEVENTH NIGHT

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

It is related, O King, that the wife uttered some words over the
lake, and the fish began to dance, and at that instant the spell was
lifted, and the townspeople resumed their usual activities and
returned to their buying and selling. Then she went back to the
palace, entered the mausoleum, and said, “My lord, give me your
gracious hand and rise.” The king replied in a muffled voice, “Come
closer to me.” She moved closer, while he urged her “Come closer
still,” and she moved until her body touched his. Then he pushed
her back and with one stroke of the sword sliced her in half, and she
fell in two to the ground.

Then the king went out and, finding the enchanted young man
waiting for him, congratulated him on his deliverance, and the
young man kissed his hand, thanked him, and invoked God’s bless-
ing on him. Then the king asked him, “Do you wish stay here or
come with me to my city?” The young man replied, “King of the age,
and Lord of the world, do you know the distance between your city
and mine?” The king replied, “It is a half-day journey.” The young
man said, “O King, you are dreaming, for between your city and
mine it is a full year's journey. You reached us in half a day because
the city was enchanted.” The king asked, “Still, do you wish to stay
here in your city or come with me?” The young man replied, “O
King, I shall not part from you, even for one moment.” The king was
happy and said, “Thank God who has given you to me. You shall be a
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son to me, for I have never had one.” They embraced, holding each
other closely, and felt happy. Then they walked together back to the
palace, and when they entered the palace, the enchanted young king
announced to the eminent men of his kingdom and to his retinue
that he was going on a journey.

He spent ten days in preparation, packing what he needed,
together with the gifts that the princes and merchants of the city
had given him for his journey. Then he set out with the king, with his
heart on fire to be leaving his city for a whole year. He left, with fifty
Mamluks and many guides and servants, bearing one hundred loads
of gifts, rarities, and treasures, as well as money. They journeyed on,
evening and morning, night and day, for a whole year until God
granted them safe passage and they reached their destination. Then
the king sent someone to inform the vizier of his safe return, and the
vizier came out with all the troops and most of the townspeople to
meet him. Having given him up for lost, they were exceedingly
happy, and the city was decorated and its streets were spread with
silk carpets. The vizier and the soldiers dismounted and, kissing the
ground before the king, congratulated him on his safety and invoked
God’s blessing on him.

Then they entered the city, and the king sat on his throne and,
meeting with the vizier, explained to him why he had been absent for
an entire year. He told him the story of the young man and how he,
the king, had dealt with the young man’s wife and saved him and the
city, and the vizier turned to the young man and congratulated him
on his deliverance. Then the princes, viziers, chamberlains, and
deputies took their places, and the king bestowed on them robes of
honor, gifts, and other favors. Then he sent for the fisherman, who
was the cause of saving the young man and the city, and when the
fisherman stood before the king, the king bestowed on him robes of
honor, and then asked him, “Do you have any children?” The fisher-
man replied that he had one boy and two girls. The king had them
brought before him, and he himself married one of the girls, while
he married the other to the enchanted young man. Moreover, the
king took the fisherman’s son into his service and made him one of
his attendants. Then he conferred authority on the vizier, appointing
him king of the city of the Black Islands, supplied him with provi-
sions and fodder for the journey, and ordered the fifty Mamluks,
who had come with them, as well as a host of other people, to go
with him. He also sent with him many robes of honor and many fine
gifts for all the princes and prominent men there. The vizier took his
leave, kissed the king’s hand, and departed. The king, the enchanted
young man, and the fisherman lived peacefully thereafter, and the
fisherman became one of the richest men of his time, with daugh-
ters married to kings.
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But morning overtook Shahrazad, and she lapsed into silence. Then
Dinarzad said, “What an amazing and entertaining story!” Shahrazad
replied, “What is this compared with what I shall tell you tomorrow
night if the king spares me and lets me live!”

THE TWENTY-EIGHTH NIGHT

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

[The Story of the Porter and the Three Ladies]

1 HEARD, O happy King, that once there lived in the city of Bagh-
dad® a bachelor who worked as a porter. One day he was standing in
the market, leaning on his basket, when a woman approached him.
She wore a Mosul* cloak, a silk veil, a fine kerchief embroidered
with gold, and a pair of leggings tied with fluttering laces. When she
lifted her veil, she revealed a pair of beautiful dark eyes graced with
long lashes and a tender expression, like those celebrated by the
poets. Then with a soft voice and a sweet tone, she said to him,
“Porter, take your basket and follow me.” Hardly believing his ears,
the porter took his basket and hurried behind her, saying, “O lucky
day, O happy day.” She walked before him until she stopped at
the door of a house, and when she knocked, an old Christian came
down, received a dinar from her and handed her an olive green
jug of wine. She placed the jug in the basket and said, “Porter, take
your basket and follow me.” Saying, “Very well, O auspicious day,
O lucky day, O happy day,” the porter lifted the basket and followed
her until she stopped at the fruit vendor’s, where she bought yellow
and red apples, Hebron peaches and Turkish quinces, and seacoast
lemons and royal oranges, as well as baby cucumbers. She also
bought Aleppo jasmine and Damascus lilies, myrtle berries and
mignonettes, daisies and gillyflowers, lilies of the valley and irises,
narcissus and daffodils, violets and anemones, as well as pomegranate

3. Then and now capital of Iraq, at that time capital of the Abbasid caliphate and its empire,
situated on the Tigris River. It is the scene of several of the stories of the Nights.
4. Then and now an important city in northern Iraq.



