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Southern Albania (M) 28
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There was a king, and this king had a mare which he kept for his own use. He mounted this mare and went
riding. The mare did not have a colt, and the king did not have a son. He mounted the mare and went to look for a
cure that would make her bear. And the mare went too.
On the road that he took he found an old man. The old man said,
“Where are you going?” The king said,
“I go to seek a cure that will make the mare bear, because I have had her for ten years and she is barren. And
my wife is the same.” The old man said,
“Take this apple and go back again. When you come to the palace peel this apple and give it to the queen to
eat. Give the skin of the apple to the mare. Both will then become fruitful, and each will bear of its kind.”
So the king took the apple and turned back. When he came to the palace, he did as the old man had told him: he
gave the apple to the queen and the skin to the mare. In time they both became fruitful. The queen bore a son with
a star on his forehead, and the mare bore a colt with a star on its forehead. And the two of them, the boy and the
colt, were so made that whenever they went outside the whole world shone. The king gave this colt to his son, so
that no one but the boy might ever ride it.
After a time the boy grew up and reached the age of twenty. Then he was seized with a desire to hunt, and
every day he went hunting on horseback. One day he went far away and came to the bank of a river which was as
large as the Vjosa. On the other side of the river he saw a most beautiful girl, who had gone there to hunt and was
hunting with greyhounds, accompanied by her retainers. This girl was the daughter of a king; but the king was a
king of the djinns, and the girl was a djinn, not a human being. When the boy saw what a beautiful girl she was,
he fell in love with her. And every day he went to hunt in that place, and he saw the girl, who also came there to
hunt.
One day the boy made up his mind to speak to the girl. He beat his horse and jumped across the river and went
up to her. The girl said,
“What do you want in my lands?” The boy said,
“I have come to make a request of you, because I have longed for you and have become very sad. Now do you
want me or not?” When the girl saw how handsome the boy was, she fell in love with him and said,
“I love you five times as much as you love me. But it is not going to be easy, because your father is a king and
my father is a king; but your father is a king of men and my father is a king of djinns, and they will not agree.”
The boy said,
“What shall we do, because I can not give you up?” The girl took out some cakes that she had with her and
said to the boy,
“Take these and go back to your home and pretend to become deathly sick. And whatever they give you to cure
you, eat none of it; but secretly eat of these cakes. They will question you, and whatever they ask you about, say,
‘I do not wish.’ But when they ask you about me and say, ‘Would not you like such-and-such a girl?’, at that time
you sigh deeply, and they will understand that you want me. In that way our fathers will agree to our marrying.”
Then they separated.
The boy went home and became sick. They brought him things to eat, but he did not eat. All the doctors were
called, as they would be for a king who had only one son, and this son without an equal in the whole world. But
the doctors were not able to find out what sickness he had.
So one of the king’s shepherds set out to bring a lamb, and a melon grower set out to bring a watermelon. And
on the way the two met. They said to one another,
“Where are you going.?”
“To the king,” said one. The other said,
“I am going to the king too, because he has a boy who is deathly sick.” And the two went along together.
When they arrived, each presented his gift. As soon as the melon grower saw the boy, he understood that the
boy was not sick, but was only making believe. So he said to the king,
“I have a favor to ask of you.” The king said,
“Tell me what you wish.” The melon grower said,
“Your highness, take all your men outside the boy’s room, and you go out too. Leave me alone with the boy
that I may have his confidence, and I shall cure him absolutely.” The king said,
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“Let it be done.”
So he took all the men outside and left the melon grower with the boy. The melon grower began to question the
boy about what he wanted; he named all the things there were in the world. The boy replied,
“I do not wish.” After that the melon grower said,
“Don’t you want the daughter of the king of the djinns?” Thereupon the boy sighed deeply and said,
“I want her.” The melon grower said,
“I shall tell the king, and it shall be done. But you get up.” So the boy got well. The melon grower went to the
king and said,
“The boy is well. Go and see him, he is up and has gone to see his horse. But he is in love with the daughter of
the king of the djinns. Take her as a bride for the boy, for if you don’t the boy will become lonesome and you will
lose him.”
Then the king made up his mind to take the daughter of the king of the djinns, and straightway he sent to invite
the king of the djinns to a banquet. When he came, they feasted for a week. They ate, they drank, and they amused
themselves with music and with guns and with all things that befitted the feast of a king. At the end of the feast
the king of men said to the king of djinns,
“Now we have become acquainted, and from now on we shall be friends. If you wish to, let us do what I am
going to ask of you.” The king of djinns said,
“Whatever you ask me shall be done.” The king of men said,
“You give your daughter to my son, and let us become in-laws.” The king of djinns said,
“Let it be done. I am more than ready.”
So the two kings agreed on the match and exchanged rings. The king of djinns set forth and went home. His
wife received him and asked him what happened at the feast of the king of men. He said,
“They received me well and rendered me great honor, and we became in-laws. And I shall give my daughter to
his son.” When the queen of the djinns heard this, she cried out and said to her husband,
“You mean to give the girl to a man? That is something that can not be done. If you have really done it, you
have done very wrong.”
And she took her daughter and went away to the end of the world, where there was another king of djinns.
There she engaged her daughter to that king of djinns. After a while the mother died, and the girl was left alone.
When the son of the king of men heard that the girl had gone away, he became sick again, and he went and
spoke with the horse. The horse said,
“Since you are taken so sadly for this girl, ask your father to let you put on fine clothes and put on my saddle
two saddle bags filled with gold. Say to him, ‘I shall go into the court and mount my horse once more, then die.
But unless I mount the horse once more in fine clothes and with saddle bags filled with gold, my soul will not
depart.’”
The boy did as the horse told him, and the king granted his request and did everything the boy asked. But he
placed men to watch that the boy did not go out, and had the gates shut. When the boy came out to mount his
horse, he let the horse prance round the courtyard until the horse warmed up. Then he shouted to the king,
“Good-by, father!”
And before the king could say, “Hold him!”, the horse sprang out of the courtyard and was gone.
*
On the road that the boy took, he found a house without door, without window. In this house was a very
beautiful girl. This girl had seven brothers, who were fighting the king of Russia because he wanted to marry their
sister and they did not wish to give her to him. They had been fighting for five years. When the boy came to this
house, which was like a fortress, he drew his sword and struck the wall. When he struck it, the wall opened, and
he went in. He found the girl alone. She said,
“Who are you and how do you come here? There is a great king who has fought with my brothers for five
years, and he has not been able to get in.” The boy said,
“When I came in I meant no harm, but I wanted to see what was inside. Now tell me where your brothers are
fighting, so I may go and join them.” She said,
“They are on the shore of the sea, because in the morning ships are coming with an army, and they will have to
fight.”
Then the boy went out. Again he struck the wall with his sword, and it closed up and became as it had been
before. He went forth to the seven brothers, who received him. They all sat down and talked together, and he
asked them what they were doing there. They told him about their affairs and said,
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“In the morning ten ships are coming with men, and our plight is bad.” He said,
“Do not be afraid, because I shall also stay here and fight with you.”
In the morning the ships bearing the army came. The seven brothers got up to occupy the ground where the
fight was to be. The boy said to them,
“Stay here and let the enemy land. After that we shall go and fight.” They answered,
“They are many, we are few; and if they land, we are lost.” He said,
“You let them land and do not worry.”
After they had allowed the enemy to land, the king’s son got up, mounted his horse, and from the forehead of
the horse he lifted the veil that covered the star. Then he raised his fez and dashed toward the enemy. On account
of the glare from the stars, the enemy was not able to see him, to say nothing of killing him. So he went among
them, killing all and leaving but a few men, enough to go in a ship and spread the news. When he returned to his
companions, they took him and returned to their home. The men who were spared went with the news to the king
of Russia and said,
“Do not lose any more men, because there is one who shines like the sun, and our men can not see him, to say
nothing of killing him.” The king of Russia, when he heard this, retired and gave up the fight.
These seven brothers, after they had gone home together with the king’s son, waited a month for the enemy to
return, but they did not come. Afterwards they said to the boy,
“You saved us. Now let us make you a brother and give you our sister.” The boy said,
“That will be all right. But I have a longing for the daughter of the king of the djinns. And I shall go to see if I
can not find her. When I come back, I shall take your sister.” So they exchanged rings. And the youngest of the
seven brothers said,
“I shall go with my new brother.” Then he kissed his other brothers and the two went away.
*
On the road that they took was an inn that could be seen from afar. The horse said to the boy,
“Do you see that inn? A black man lives there. And this black man places a table in the road, but no one sits
down to eat for fear of him. The table is of gold, and all that goes with it, the plates, the spoons, and the forks are
of gold. And the fare is such as is not even served by kings.
Now, when we approach the inn, leave your companion with his horse behind this hill, where he cannot be
seen, and we shall go to the inn. When you come to the table, dismount and eat as fast as possible. The black man
will come out to speak to you, but do not be afraid. When he comes, get up and mount me quickly, because the
black man has a mare of which no horse in the world is an equal, and I shall have to fight her. But before we reach
the inn, we are going to pass a man who sells hides. You buy five buffalo hides and wrap them round my body and
put the saddle over them.”
The boy did as the horse told him. He went to the man who sold hides and bought the hides and wrapped them
round his horse. He went to the inn, having left his companion some distance away. When he came to the table, he
dismounted and ate. The black man came to the window and said,
“Who are you?”
The boy did not answer him, but continued to eat. The black man got down from the window, mounted his
mare, and came out. The boy finished eating and quickly mounted his horse.
When the black man’s mare came out of the door of the inn, she neighed, and the place turned into an ocean.
The horse and the mare were in the water up to their bellies. The mare leaped toward the horse, and the horse
toward the mare, and they began to fight. The mare snapped at the horse with her mouth and ripped off a buffalo
hide each time she snapped. And each time the horse attacked the mare he broke one of her ribs. By the time the
mare had ripped five hides off the horse, most of the mare’s ribs were broken.
Both horse and mare became tired and the two animals fell to the ground.
Then the black man and the boy fought with swords, until both swords were broken, and neither of the two
fighters was wounded. When their swords were broken, they fought with their hands, but neither was able to
throw the other. After they both had become tired and had no more strength left, the black man said:
“I have seen the whole world, but never yet have I seen such a man as you. Can’t we become brothers?” The
boy said,
“Very well, but I don’t believe you.”
Then the black man gave proof of his sincerity, and the boy had more confidence. The black man took the boy
and went into the inn. The boy took his horse and called to his companion behind the hill, who came also.
This black man was not really a black man at all, but was a woman, the Beauty of the Earth. After they had
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entered the inn, the black man went into another room, took off the black skin, and became the Beauty of the
Earth. In this form she brought them coffee, gave them her hand, and made them welcome.
When they beheld the Beauty of the Earth, they began to tremble. So she returned to the other room, put on the
black skin, and came back again as the black man. The black man said to the king’s son,
“Did you see my sister, who brought in the coffee?” The boy said,
“I saw her.” The black man said,
“I am ready to give her to you.” The boy said,
“I shall take her. But first I must go and find the daughter of the king of the djinns. When I return I shall take
your sister.” So they agreed and exchanged rings. Afterwards the black man said,
“I am she myself.” And he took off the skin and they saw her.
“Now,” said the black man, because he was the black man whom people called Black Uzengia, “you alone are
helpless. Unless I go with you, you will not be able to find that girl.” The boy said,
“Do as you wish. If you wish to come, let us be off.”
After that they stayed a month at the house of Black Uzengia, until the mare was healed. Then the three of
them got on horseback and took to the road.
*
After going a great distance, they came into another far off world. There they found a very large river. This
river had a bridge in two spans, one of which hung on this side of the river and one on the other side. When they
came near, Black Uzengia said,
“When we come to the bridge, listen carefully to what I say, because you will have to say the same thing. And
until I reach the other side no one must come on the bridge, because it will fall and you will be drowned.” Then
Black Uzengia approached the bridge and said to it,
“It’s I, bridge, who am passing. If it be another, he will not get across.”
At that the two spans lifted, a bridge was formed, and Black Uzengia passed over to the other side. Then the
other two said the same thing, and they crossed over.
When they approached the town where the daughter of the king of the djinns was living, they went to the
house of an old woman. They heard music and guns and singing and dancing, as if there were a wedding in the
town. When they came to the old woman, they asked,
“What is this? Is there a wedding here?” The old woman said,
“They are marrying the daughter of the king of the djinns to a king of her kind.” Black Uzengia said,
“When is she to be called for?” The old woman said,
“In three days.” Black Uzengia said to the old woman,
“Take this handful of gold and go and whisper to the daughter of the king that the son of such-and-such a king
has come and wishes to see her. Then come and tell us what she says.”
So the old woman went. When she arrived at the door she began, as was the custom for an old woman, to talk
to the servants. She said,
“I come to see your mistress, because she is going away from here, and we shall see her no more.”
The servants would not let the old woman go in, so she began to shout. The mistress heard her and said to her
servants,
“What’s the matter with the old woman? Why does she shout?” The servants said,
“She wants to come to you.” The girl said,
“Let her come.” When the old woman came in to the mistress, she kissed her and whispered to her,
“The son of such- and-such a king wishes to see you.” The girl said to her servants,
“Go and cut a branch from the large apple tree that is at the back of the little garden.” When they had done her
bidding and cut the branch, the girl took it and beat the old woman till she shouted and scolded and went to her
guests screaming,
“Go away from here, because on your account the daughter of the king has beaten me.”
Black Uzengia, who really understood things as they were, treated the old woman kindly, gave her more gold,
and asked what the daughter of the king had said. The old woman answered,
“She sent and had a branch cut from the large apple tree at the back of the small garden.”
Black Uzengia said, “Good.” Then Black Uzengia took the boy aside and said to him,
“Tonight you go and sit under the tree and the girl will come there. Don’t be afraid, because I shall be outside
the garden watching.”
In the evening the boy went and sat under the tree. In the middle of the night the daughter of the king came to
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where he was. Finding the boy asleep, she did not speak to him but put a handful of sweets in his pocket and went
away. In the morning Black Uzengia came and woke the boy up and asked him what had happened. The boy said,
“She did not come.” Black Uzengia began to look through the boy’s pockets. He found the sweets and said,
“What did you put in your pocket last night?” The boy answered,
“I put nothing in my pocket.” Black Uzengia said,
“But what are these sweets that you have in your pocket?” When the boy saw them, he was surprised. Black
Uzengia went on,
“She came, but you were asleep. Now, if we can, we must send the old woman again to see what she says.”
So they went to the old woman, and with much trouble Black Uzengia again arranged with her to do his
bidding. He gave her a great deal more money and sent her off.
The daughter of the king was watching from the window to see the old woman come. When she saw her
coming, she said to the servants,
“Let the old woman come in.”
So she went in and said the same thing as before. The mistress sent for a branch from the small apple tree in
the middle of the large garden, and beat the old woman, who again went away shouting and returned to her guests.
Black Uzengia spoke to the old woman and asked her with what branch she had been beaten. Then he took the
boy and put him under the small apple tree in the middle of the large garden and left him there.
Again the daughter of the king got up in the middle of the night and went to the boy and found him asleep. She
took the boy’s fez, left her fez, and went away. When the boy woke up in the morning, he met Black Uzengia and
was questioned. He said,
“She did not come.” Black Uzengia said,
“What kind of a fez did you have last night?” The boy said,
“My own fez.” Black Uzengia said,
“Look, was it this fez?”
When the boy looked, he was surprised.
A third time they went to the old woman and sent her off against her will. She went to the daughter of the king
and spoke to her. The girl sent for her servants and said to them,
“Go and cut a bunch of nettles from the back of the large garden.”
The servants went and cut them and brought them to their mistress. She took them, threw the old woman on
the ground, and beat her with the nettles in such a way that blisters came out on her from head to foot. After she
had been thoroughly beaten, the old woman went away very unhappy. She went home and began to scold and
swear at her guests and started to throw them out of the house, but Black Uzengia treated her kindly and gave her
still more money. Then the old woman told them where the nettles had been cut.
Afterwards Black Uzengia took the boy and with his own hands placed him among the nettles, so that if he
moved the least bit the nettles would sting him. So this time the boy did not go to sleep. In the middle of the night
the daughter of the king came and found the boy awake and said to him,
“What do you want?” He said,
“I have come to see you.” She replied,
“I love you. But things won’t be easy for us, because there are djinns here. I would be able to get away without
their catching me, but you can not go.” The boy said,
“What shall we do?” She said,
“Tomorrow morning I am going to be taken as a bride. In this there is hope for you, if you are able to do what I
say. But you must make up your mind to lose a man.” The boy said,
“Tell me what to do.” She said,
“Tomorrow morning, as I go to be married, there is a mosque at a certain place on the road. At that point I shall
say to the wedding guests,
“‘It was the last wish of my mother that before I became a bride I should go alone into the mosque and pray.’
“They will let me go into the mosque alone. If you have a man to go to the mosque ahead of me and be there
when I go in, I shall give him my clothes to put on, so he may go out as the bride. Thus we shall have time to
flee.”
The boy agreed to try. Then he went to Black Uzengia and told him what had happened. Black Uzengia said,
“Where can we find the man?” The boy who was the youngest of the seven brothers said,
“I shall go and risk my head. If I’m saved, I’m saved. If not, it doesn’t matter.”
*
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So the youngest of the seven brothers went and entered the mosque. In the morning the girl came and gave him
her clothes. The boy put them on and became a bride, and she put on the boy’s clothes. Then the wedding guests
went off with the bride; the girl came out and met Black Uzengia and the king’s son, and they went away to Black
Uzengia’s inn. There they waited to see what would happen to the boy who had become a bride.
After the boy had dressed as the bride, they took him to the palace of the king and married him. When the time
came for the bridegroom to go and sleep with the bride, the bride pretended to be sick and instead of sleeping with
the bridegroom, slept with one of the bridegroom’s sisters.
Now the bridegroom had three sisters and all three were of marriageable age. When the pretended bride slept
with the eldest sister, they began to kiss. The bridegroom’s sister said,
“If one of us were only a man, what fun we would have!” The bride replied,
“I am a man.” And then they enjoyed themselves and were happy.
The next day the bride continued to be sick in bed. In the evening the eldest sister again wished to sleep with
the bride. The second oldest said,
“I want to sleep with her tonight.” So the two sisters fought and then appealed to their father, the king. He said
to them,
“Last night the eldest slept with the bride, tonight the second daughter sleeps with her.”
So the bride went to bed with the second daughter, and did the same as with the other. Again the next day the
bride continued to be sick. In the evening one of the older sisters wanted to sleep with the bride, but the youngest
sister, who knew that the bride was a man, said that she wanted to sleep with her, and so the two went off together.
In the night, when the pretended bride approached her as he had the other two sisters, she said,
“What you did with my sisters will not pass with me. If you love me, marry me, and we shall go away.” He
said,
“I love you, but we can not get away.” She said,
“It’s my business how we shall get away.”
So they got up and went to the king’s stable, and she picked out a horse faster than all the other horses. They
mounted it together, and she tied the boy to the horse and to herself, so that he would not fall off in riding fast.
And two days later they found their friends at the inn.
So the five of them set out together, the king’s son with his two wives: the daughter of the king of the djinns
and Black Uzengia; and the boy with his bride. They came to the house of the seven brothers, where they were
received and entertained. After the king’s son married their sister also, he wanted to go away with his three wives.
The youngest of the seven brothers said that he wished to go with him also, so he came along too.
Black Uzengia picked up her palace, which was near the inn, and took all her belongings and followed. She set
up her palace opposite the palace of the boy’s father, the king, and they all went there together; the king’s son with
his three wives and the brother-in-law with his wife.
*
The king woke up one morning and saw a new palace opposite his own. He was surprised, so he asked whose
palace it was and when it had been built. His men went and looked and then came back and told him that it was
the palace of his son. Then the boy invited his father and all his father’s men to a feast. While they were feasting,
the father of the boy fell in love with the boy’s brides. And he said to the boy,
“Give me one of your wives.” The boy said,
“You have a hundred wives. How many more do you want? I have only three and am not going to take any
more, and it took a great deal of trouble to get these.” And not one wife did he give to the king, his father.
So the king returned to his palace and invited the boy to a feast. And the boy came with all his wives and with
his brother-in-law and the latter’s wife. The king received them as well as they had received him. After they had
eaten and drunk, the king said to his son,
“Would you like to play cards?” The boy said,
“I’ll play, but what shall we play for?” The father said,
“We’ll play, and if you beat me, you take my eyes out; and if I win, I’ll take your eyes out.”
So they began to play. The boy beat his father the first game, and the father said,
“Now you have won, take out my eyes.” The boy said,
“I won’t take out your eyes, but we’ll play another game.”
So they played again, and again the boy beat his father. And again the father said,
“Now take out my eyes, for you have won.” The boy said,
“I won’t take out your eyes, because you are my father.” The father said,
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“If I had won, I would have taken out your eyes. If you wish, take out mine.”
Then they began to play again for the third time. This time the father beat the son, and when he had won, he
said to the boy,
“Now I have won, and I’ll take out your eyes.” The boy said,
“I beat you twice and did not take out your eyes. Now you beat me once and right away you want to take out
mine.” The king said,
“I have won. I will take out your eyes.”
Then he took out the boy’s eyes, with the intention of getting hold of his wives. When the boy’s eyes were
taken out, the daughter of the king of the djinns understood what was happening and said to Black Uzengia,
“Why are we staying here? The king has taken out our husband’s eyes with the intention of marrying us.”
So the wives departed with the brother-in-law of the king’s son and went to their own palace. After they had
gone to the palace, the king wished to capture it by force and take them. But Black Uzengia was so powerful that
she fought with the king until she beat his whole army, and he could not conquer her.
Now let us leave Black Uzengia and tell about the boy.
*
After the king had taken out his son’s eyes, he had him thrown into a forest so the wild animals would eat him.
When the men had left him there and had gone away, the boy found a tree and groped his way up it to be safe
from the animals. This place was the meeting place of the devils, who assembled there near a spring each night to
be questioned by their leader. At midnight, when they assembled, the leader asked one devil what he had done that
day. He answered that he had prompted the king to take out his son’s eyes. Then the master devil rejoiced greatly
and kissed him on the forehead and promoted him to a higher rank. Then the leader questioned a second devil,
who said,
“Today I went and pissed on the sheep of that shepherd who lives on the mountain, and the sheep became sick
and will die.”
The master gave him his rank and asked another what he had done that day. This one said,
“I tried hard but I did not do anything.”
With that the master became angry and took him and beat him. The devil cried out and said,
“If only the king’s son knew that if he came to this spring, put ashes in his eyes, and then washed his eyes with
this water, he would be cured! If only the shepherd knew that if he came and took some of this water and
sprinkled it on the sheep, they would be cured!”
Then the cock crowed, and the devils went away.
After they had gone, the boy climbed down from the tree and moved in the direction where he had heard the
voice. When he came near the spring, he heard the bubbling of the water. So he groped his way to the spring, felt
round with his hands, and found the ashes. He took the ashes and put them in the sockets of his eyes. Then he
went to the water and bathed them; and they became eyes again, and he saw the world.
Afterwards he found an old pumpkin that the devils had left behind. He filled it with water and went off to the
shepherd whose sheep were all about to die. The shepherd wanted to kill himself but the other shepherds were
holding him. The boy came up and said to them,
“What’s the matter? Why are you holding this man?” They answered,
“Don’t you see what’s the matter? All the sheep are on the ground about to die, and our master wants to kill
himself.” Then the boy said to the shepherd,
“What will you give me if I save the sheep?” The shepherd said,
“Whatever you wish. Just get the sheep up, that I may see them once more on their feet, and you can take them
all. At least, I’d gladly give you half of them and anything else you want.” The boy said,
“I don’t want them. But I do want you to make me a suit of clothes in the style of the Vlachs.\fn{ Provincial
Rumanians; apparently in those days thought to dress very stylishly. } It must be very beautiful; and I’ll let you keep my own
clothes.”
Then the boy sprinkled the sheep, and they got up. The shepherd took him, and they went to the sheepfold and
ate. Then the shepherd made a fine suit of clothes for the boy, and offered to give him anything else he wanted.
But the boy said,
“I do not want anything, because I have what I want.”
*
After this the boy went off in his fine clothes and went to his father, the king. He found his father very sad,
because Black Uzengia had killed the biggest part of his army, and he had not been able to capture her. The boy
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said to the king,
“What’s the matter, O king, that you are so very sad?” The king said,
“What’s the matter, my shepherd? Don’t you see that I have lost my whole army? And I am not able to take the
women whom I wish.” The boy said,
“What will you give me to go and capture them for you?” The king said,
“I will give you half of my kingdom, and we shall rule together.” The boy said,
“It’s all right for you to give me half of your kingdom, but give me one of those women. Give me the least
beautiful.” The king said,
“I give her to you.”
Then the boy set out and went to the palace of Black Uzengia. Black Uzengia had put on her black skin and
waited to kill whoever might come near. When the boy came toward her, she hurled a lance at him; and the boy
caught it in his hand. He threw it back at her, and she caught it in her hand. As the boy came nearer, Black
Uzengia threw the lance again, and again he caught it. When Black Uzengia saw that the boy caught the lance
every time she threw it, she cried out to the others,
“Now we are lost, because here is a man as strong as our husband, and he will capture us.”
The daughter of the king of the djinns looked carefully and recognized him, because he had a small front tooth;
and when he laughed she knew him. And she said to Black Uzengia,
“Don’t shoot at him, for he is none other than our husband.”
Then they all recognized him and opened the gate and he went in. And he sent word to the king,
“Come, for I have captured the palace.”
The king set out with great joy and went to the palace. When he arrived, he took the shepherd and kissed him,
because he did not know it was his own son. Together they went in and sat down in a room. Afterwards the king
sent for the wives and seated them round him in a circle and was happy. The shepherd said,
“It’s well for you to give me half of your kingdom, but give me also a wife, the one that pleases you least."
The king said,
“Which one shall I give you, my son? Shall I give you this one? She’s pretty. Or shall I give you this one?
She’s better. Or shall I give you this one? She’s better still. But never mind, afterwards I’ll give you a niece of my
own.” The shepherd said,
“We have agreed that you shall give me one of these.” But the king could not bring himself to give one of them
away, and he said to the shepherd,
“Let’s not talk about it now, we’ll settle it afterwards. Come, let us go through the rooms and see what they are
like. Let us see whether this palace is better than mine, because I shall live in one, and the other I shall give to
you.”
So they got up and went through the rooms, and Black Uzengia ordered a fire to be made. While they were
going through the rooms the fire became roaring hot, and after they had visited everywhere the boy said,
“Come, let us go and see the kitchen.”
They went to the kitchen, where the fire was, and after they had come therein and were looking about, Black
Uzengia seized the king and threw him in the fire, and he burned to ashes.
And the boy remained with his wives and became king. They are alive today; and the whole day long they sit
and reign.
2
There was a man in a village, and he was alone. He had neither brother nor sister nor father nor mother. But he
did have a little money, and he got along just as well as all his friends. As he was without relatives, he married; he
took a good wife, sensible and of good family, and he was very happy with her. And he made more money, twice
as much as he had before he was married.
After a while they had a daughter. And a year after the girl was born the wife died, and the husband was left
with the young child. He did not know what to do, because he was worried about his work, which had become
impossible for him. He was also worried about who should take care of the child, because she was young and
needed some one to be with her all the time. Since he did not know what to do, he called together his friends, such
as he had, and they said to him,
“You can’t go through the world this way, because you will be ruined. Get married and take another wife.” But
he did not wish to marry, and he said to his friends,
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“It’s all very well to advise me to marry, but how will I know what sort of person will please me?”
His friends insisted, and they succeeded in getting him married. He took another wife and left her at home to
take care of the child and look after the house. But this wife did not like the child and took care of it very much
against her will.
After a while she became with child and bore a daughter. After that she bore another daughter—that made two.
And the daughter of the first wife made three girls in all. The oldest one they named Mary, the second Lilo, and
the youngest one Lena.
*
When the daughters grew up, and one after the other reached the age of ten, they called the oldest girl Mary of
the Ashes. The stepmother did not like to look at her, because she was so beautiful, and her own daughters were
not pretty at all. So the stepmother had a grudge against the eldest girl, but she did not dare show it, because she
was afraid of her husband.
After a time the husband died and left the stepmother mistress of the house. After she got things in her own
hands, she began to make beautiful dresses for her own daughters, but she dressed her stepdaughter in old, tattered
rags. Her own daughters lived an easy life. Whenever there was any work to be done, it fell to Mary. The stepmother sent her for wood, for water, and to do the washing; she made her do all the hard work. When she came
into the house, the stepmother threw her a piece of musty bread, and she ate it dry. The other ones had fine food
for themselves; and the mother ate with her two daughters. And these daughters adorned themselves, dressed up in
fine clothes, and went out walking—that was all they did. Still the stepmother was angry because Mary was
prettier than her daughters.
The oldest girl, Mary of the Ashes, as they called her, had an aunt, her mother’s sister. Sometimes she would
go there, and her aunt would give her good food to eat; because at home she never even set her eyes on good food,
much less ate it. But whenever she went to her aunt’s, she did it secretly; because, if her stepmother and sisters
saw her going there, they scolded her and beat her.
After some time the three girls became marriageable. The stepmother engaged a matchmaker for her own
daughters, as she wished to marry them off, but she did not bother her head about Mary of the Ashes. Wherever
she went, she made fun of her and said,
“This is Mary, covered with ashes. I tell her to dress well and to wash, but she has no sense, not even enough
to wash and comb her hair and put on decent clothes.”
She spoke this way to everybody. But everyone who saw her own daughters knew what they were like, and no
one cared to marry them. All the young men who came, and whom she really wanted for her own daughters, asked
for Mary of the Ashes. This made her very angry; but she could not think of any way to get rid of the girl.
After a while the stepmother had the idea of sending Mary to the mill where the djinns gathered, to perish
there. So one day she said to her,
“Take the corn on your back and go to the mill to have it ground.”
As it happened, the day was nearly over, and before the girl could get to the mill night would have come.
Therefore she said,
“How can I go there now, it’s night? Before I’d reach the mill, it would be an hour after dark. Let me go
tomorrow morning.” The stepmother said,
“You’ll go now, and tomorrow morning you’ll be back here. What do you fear? A person like you ought not to
be afraid. Not even the plague would touch you.” As the girl was leaving, she said to her stepmother,
“Give me a distaff. and three bundles of flax, so I may spin in the night while I’m waiting there for the corn to
be ground and the flour made.”
So her stepmother gave her a distaff and three bundles of flax, and the girl went off. to the mill. By the time
she got there it was already an hour after dark. When she reached the mill, she found the door wide open; but
there was no one inside, because the miller was afraid to stay there at night on account of the djinns who gathered
there. Anything that the miller had to grind, he left at the mill; and he left the door wide open, because no one
would go there for fear of being frightened to death by the djinns.
When the girl came and found the door open, she went in, set down her corn, and looked round. She found the
miller’s oil lamp and lit it, and she started the mill. Then she threw in the corn to be ground and sat down to spin
the flax.
After a while the djinns came. They formed a circle round her and began to shout and sing, but they did not
touch her. Afterwards they stopped the shouting and singing and began to question the girl. They said to her,
“What’s that you’re spinning?” The girl answered,
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“This is something that takes a great deal of pains.” They said,
“Tell us how it takes pains”; for the djinns were looking for an excuse to twist the girl and make her crooked.
But she began to explain and said:
“It’s this way: we plow the earth, then we plow it over again; then we sow it; then we weed it; then we reap it;
then we spread it in the sun, and it dries; then we gather it; then we tie it; then we beat it to take the seeds out;
then we load it; then we take it to a river; then we put it in the water; then we leave it ten days; then we take it out;
then we spread it out; then we dry it; then we tie it; then we load it; then we bring it to the house; then we break it;
then we card it; then we make it into bundles; then we put it on a distaff; then we spin it until our spindle is full;
then we wind it and make it into a ball; then we weave it; then we take it off; then we wash it; then we cut it; then
we sew it; then we wear it.”
Thus spoke Mary of the Ashes, and the djinns stayed quiet and listened to what she said. And they all came up
to her and placed gold pieces on her body; and they covered her from head to foot with gold. By the time she
finished her story of the flax, the cock crowed, and the djinns disappeared and left her alone. The corn was ground
and the flour made. The girl collected it, stopped the mill, put the flour on her back, and went away.
Just at dawn she came home. The stepmother and her daughters were still asleep; they were not yet up when
Mary of the Ashes came. The dog was on the stairs, where it was kept; and when it saw the girl coming from the
mill, and saw her covered from head to foot with gold pieces, the dog barked and said,
“Here comes Mary of the Ashes clothed in gold.” The stepmother heard it from upstairs, where she had been
asleep, and said to the dog,
“Dog, may madness take you, because the Dijon’s have choked Mary of the Ashes; and you say that Mary of
the Ashes comes in gold.” No sooner had the stepmother said these words to the dog than the girl spoke outside
the door and said,
“Open the door so I can come in.”
So the old woman got up and opened the door. When she saw Mary of the Ashes all covered with gold, she
almost burst. She greeted her with pretended friendliness and asked her,
“What’s the reason for your being clothed in gold?” The girl said,
“There in the mill the djinns gather; and to whoever comes there they give gold pieces and clothe them in
gold.” The stepmother said,
“This evening I’ll send Lilo.”
In the evening she got Lilo ready with a little corn (she could not carry much, because she was not used to
carrying), and gave her three bundles of flax and sent her off.. The girl went to the mill and found the mill
deserted and the door open. She went in, put down her load, and looked round, as Mary of the Ashes told her to
do. She found the miller’s lamp, lit it, started the mill, and threw in the corn to grind. The djinns came and found
her there; and they began to shout and sing, as was their custom. After a while they stopped and began to question
Lilo and said,
“What’s that you’re spinning?” Lilo said,
“Can’t you see it’s flax? Have you no eyes?”
At this reply, they twisted her hand. Again they asked her about the distaff.; she answered in the same way;
they twisted her other hand. They asked her about the flour; she said such-and-such a thing; they twisted her legs.
Finally they twisted her neck, so that her face was at the back of her body. So the time passed, the cock crew, and
the djinns disappeared, leaving Lilo in the mill twisted in the hands, the legs, the head, and all over.
In the morning the millers came and found her all twisted and asked her where she came from. She told them
where she was from, so they put her on one of their horses and sent her home. The mother had gotten up and was
waiting for Lilo to come clothed in gold. The dog saw her first, coming home all twisted, so he barked and said,
“Here comes Lilo with her head and her hands and her legs twisted. She is riding on one of the miller’s
horses.” Lilo’s mother said,
“Dog, madness take you, because Lilo will come clothed in gold. If Mary of the Ashes came in gold, how
much more will Lilo, who is more beautiful and knows how to talk better than Mary of the Ashes.”
While she spoke these words to the dog, she saw Lilo coming all twisted. Then she cried and went to meet Lilo
and took her into the house. She took her upstairs and called for doctors and priests and the like, and with a great
deal of pain they put Lilo’s head a little in place, so that she looked to the front. And when Lilo was cured, the
mother again began to look for husbands for her daughters.
*
At that time a prince in some other place did not wish to marry, because of all the princesses he had seen none
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pleased him. One night, while he was asleep, Mary of the Ashes appeared to this prince in a dream, but she never
told the prince who she was. She pleased him beyond all telling, and it seemed in his dream as if he asked her
where she came from, and as if she told him what village she lived in. So the prince took the measure of her body
and her feet, that he might make a dress to fit her and slippers for her feet. Thus the prince dreamed all night long;
and in the morning when he got up, he found the measurements just as he had taken them. He was surprised and
said,
“Well, then, I’ll make a pair of slippers this size and go and see how this dream is going to turn out.”
So the prince made the slippers. He set out and went to a town that was near the village, not more than half an
hour away; and there he opened an inn and sent a public announcer to say,
“I am here for fifteen days. Each evening I shall hold a feast, that all who wish may gather here, and whoever
has an unmarried daughter may bring her, for I shall take to wife the one who pleases me most.”
Then the prince had fine dishes prepared, and everybody gathered there. He had every kind of drink that is to
be found in the world. Every night the people gathered at the prince’s inn and ate and drank and rejoiced. And
whoever had an unmarried daughter brought her, and she talked with the prince.
News of this came to the place where Mary of the Ashes lived, and all the people gathered and went to the inn;
and whoever had unmarried daughters took them along. The two sisters of Mary of the Ashes and their mother got
ready to go. All day long they prinked\fn{ Adorned themselves.} and fixed their clothes, so that they might please the
prince.
While these two were adorning themselves, Mary of the Ashes was there looking on. They said to her,
“You’d like to be doing this too, putting on one of our dresses and going to the prince.” And they made fun of
her, and she said,
“I don’t belong there. You who are worthy, go.”
So the two girls and their mother set out. After they had gone, Mary of the Ashes was left alone in the house,
so she went off to her aunt’s. When she got there, she sat down, very sad, and her eyes were filled with tears. Her
aunt saw how depressed she was and said,
“Why are you so sad, and why do you cry?” Mary of the Ashes said,
“It’s about the luck I’ve had.” Her aunt said,
“Maybe you, too, would like to go to the prince’s to look on?” She said,
“How shall I go there?” The aunt said,
“I shall give you a dress, if you wish to go.” Mary of the Ashes said,
“I want to go only to look on, not because the prince may choose me.”
This aunt of Mary’s was a witch. So she got up and took two mice, four locusts, and a pumpkin, one of those
large ones that are nice to eat. She turned the mice into horses, the locusts into coachmen, and the pumpkin she
made into a coach. And she made for the girl a dress of gold. The coach was gold, the coachmen were dressed in
gold, and even the horses’ bridles and saddles were of gold. All this she got ready outside the door, and then she
said to Mary of the Ashes,
“Get into the coach and go. But bear in mind that you are to leave half an hour before midnight comes. If you
stay there, and twelve o’clock strikes, the horses will become mice, the coachmen locusts, and the coach a
pumpkin, and you will again be dressed in old rags. When eleven o’clock strikes, you had better get ready to
leave.”
So Mary of the Ashes climbed into the coach and drove to the prince.
*
When the prince’s attendants saw a lady of such splendor arrive, they called to the prince and said,
“A great lady arrives. She must be the daughter of a king, to judge by her splendor.”
Then the prince went out and met her and helped her from the coach and escorted her into the room. And he
took her aside and said,
“Where do you come from?”
She told him the name of another place. She stayed on and pleased the prince very much.
Soon the prince took out the slippers he had had made. He passed them around to all the unmarried girls who
were in the room, and they tried them on to see if the slippers would fit any of them. All the girls tried them, but
they fitted no one. The two sisters of Mary of the Ashes and her stepmother were beside her. She knew them, but
they did not know her. Her two sisters tried on the slippers, but they did not fit. Afterwards Mary of the Ashes put
them on, and they fitted her exactly, just as if they had been cut for her. When the prince saw that the slippers
fitted her so well, he was pleased, because he liked the girl.
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Then they made merry and were happy until eleven o’clock. And the prince gave Mary of the Ashes sweets of
all sorts with his own hands. She gave some of them to her sisters, and they ate, but the prince wished to talk only
to Mary of the Ashes. When eleven o’clock struck, she got up to go. The prince wished her to stay longer, so he
could talk to her, but she did not stay. She went off and returned to her aunt.
*
And, just as the clock struck twelve, the horses became mice, the other things became as they were before, and
Mary of the Ashes again had on her old dress. Then her aunt questioned her and said,
“What happened?” She said,
“Wonderful things happened. The prince wanted to talk with me more than with all the other girls.”
And she went on to tell her aunt about the slippers, how all the other girls tried them on, but they fitted no one
except herself. Then Mary of the Ashes went to her own home ahead of her sisters, and lay down and slept.
When her sisters came, they found her at home as they had left her. She spoke to them; she opened the door for
them; and they came in. She met them and said,
“How was it at the prince’s?” They said,
“Wonderful things happened. If you had been there, you would have seen—let alone a prince—a daughter of a
king who came there and was dressed all in gold. The prince had her sitting next to him, and we two sat next to
her. The prince gave her all sorts of sweets with his own hands, and she gave some of them to us, and we ate
them. We alone talked together. She wanted to talk only with us, and not with any of the other girls.” Mary of the
Ashes said,
“It would have been fine if I too could have looked on. But I am not made for such a place, because I have no
dress and I am not beautiful.”
*
Again the next evening the sisters and their mother went to see the prince. Mary of the Ashes went to her
aunt’s; and her aunt gave her just what she had given her the night before. Again she went off, and drove to the
prince’s. The prince came out and met her and kept her next to himself, and they were happy that evening, as on
the other evening. Time passed; eleven o’clock came. Mary of the Ashes got up to go. The prince said to her,
“Please stay a little longer.” And the prince went outside and spoke to his guards and said,
“Saddle your horses and have them ready. And, when this lady gets into her coach and goes, you mount your
horses and follow her to see where she lives.”
Then he went back inside again; and she stayed another half hour. When she got up to go, the prince went out
with her. She got into the coach and went away.
The prince’s guards had their horses ready, and, when the coach went, they mounted their horses and followed
it. The girl drove straight to her aunt’s house, got out of the coach, and went in. The guards came up to look at the
coach, but, before they reached it, twelve o’clock struck and the carriage with all the horses and men disappeared.
So they waited outside the house and watched to see what might happen. After an hour passed, and she had talked
to her aunt as much as she wished, she went off to her own house. When she went outside, the prince’s guards saw
her, but she did not see them. The guards followed her, saw what house she went to, and made a sign on the side
of the house where it could not be seen. Then they returned to the prince. When they returned, the prince asked
them,
“What did you see? How far did you follow her?” They said,
“We followed the coach to such-and-such a village, where she got out of the coach and went into a house.
When we approached the coach to look at it, lo and behold, it disappeared in front of our eyes, and we did not see
where it went, but it seemed to us as if the earth had swallowed it on the spot. After we had seen this, we waited
there and watched to see what would happen. When we had waited some time, we saw a girl with a face like hers;
but, as for her dress, she did not have on a gown but wore old, tattered rags. She came out of that house and went
away. We followed her as far as she went. She turned into another house. And, when we saw what house she went
into, we made a sign on that house.” The prince said,
“Do you remember the house, so that we can go there the next time?” They said,
“We can remember it without a sign, how much more so since we’ve made a sign.” So the men whom the
prince had gathered together were dispersed, and each went to his own home.
*
In the morning the prince set out and went to his home, and when he got there he stayed two months, until all
was ready. In those two months he made preparations to get married; but no one knew where his bride was.
Then he set out with wedding guests, music, and great array. He went again to that town where he had been
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before, and he took the dress and the slippers that he had made when he had the dream. When he came into that
town with the wedding preparations and the wedding guests, the people wondered whom he was going to take for
his bride, and they said,
“Where has he got a bride here? All the time he stayed here no girl pleased him except that daughter of a king
who came in a coach, but she does not live in this place. It seems that he is hunting after air.”
Thus the people spoke. But when they saw that he continued in the direction of the village of Mary of the
Ashes, everyone in the town came out to see where he was going. He went straight to that village, and the guards
who knew the place were ahead. They went directly to the house of Mary of the Ashes. The guards recognized the
house and saw the sign they had made.
Then the prince commanded them to surround the house on all sides, so that neither Mary of the Ashes nor
anyone else could get out. After this, the prince, with guards and other men, went into the house, and there they
found the three girls and their mother, the stepmother of Mary of the Ashes.
After they found them, the prince took out the slippers and gave them to the other girls first. They tried them
on, but the slippers did not fit. Afterwards he gave them to Mary, and she put them on, and they fitted her exactly,
as if they had been cut to order for her feet.
Then he took out the dress and gave it to her, and she put it on. And when she put it on, it fitted her exactly as
if it had been made to order. When the prince saw that she was the same one whom he had seen in the dream, and
who had come to the inn when he had the feasts, he was very happy and said to Mary of the Ashes,
“After all I have done, at last I have found you, the one I was looking for.” Then he said,
“Come, let us go to my palace, and you shall be my wife, and I your husband.” When the other sisters and the
stepmother heard this, the world became black to them and they said to one another,
“How does it happen that Mary of the Ashes, whom we made fun of, becomes a princess?”
They all three began to cry and talk as if they were sorry that Mary of the Ashes had been taken away from
them. Mary of the Ashes went and said to her sisters and her stepmother,
“Don’t be sad. In a little while I’ll send for you and take you there, and we can all be together.”
So she went away. The prince took her to his palace, and they were married, and they loved one another very
much.
*
After two months had passed, Mary, the princess, said to the prince,
“I am longing for my sisters and stepmother. If it’s possible, let’s bring them here and put them in one of our
houses, which we can spare, so that they can live here and be near me.”
When she said this to the prince, the prince did not want to refuse her request, because he loved her very much.
So he said to her,
“Let’s send and get them.”
They sent and got them and put them in one of their houses, and the house was beautiful. They gave them fine
things to eat and drink, and they gave them pretty clothes. After a while they married off Lilo, twisted as she was,
and gave her to one of the high officials. The stepmother stayed at home with Lena. The prince and the princess
hoped to find a good husband for her, because she was a little more beautiful than Lilo. They found many possible
husbands, but they could not decide to give her to any of them, so Lena was still unmarried.
*
Then the princess became with child. When the time came, she bore a son. When Mary, the princess, was with
child, her stepmother went and consulted a witch as to what trick she might devise for getting rid of the princess
and giving her own daughter to the prince.
The witch she consulted was a great witch and knew much magic. The stepmother went to her and said,
“Such-and-such is my position. If you can succeed in putting away the princess, and can give my daughter to
the prince, I shall give you whatever you wish.” The witch said,
“I have a way of doing away with her, but don’t you say a word to the prince or any one else. Go and get me
one hundred lire, which I need for the magic, and after that I’ll show you what to do.” The stepmother went and
said to the princess,
“I need a hundred lire. I want to give it to a matchmaker, so he can make a nice match for Lena. Perhaps we
can give her to a pasha.”
The princess counted her out a hundred lire. She took it and went with it to the witch according to the bargain
that they had. And when she brought the money, the witch kept the lire and said,
“Now you go away, and in ten days you come back again, so that I can give you the magic. If it doesn’t work,
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I’ll give you back your hundred lire and a hundred lire of my own.”
Then the stepmother went home again. After she had gone, the witch made the magic in a needle. When the ten
days were gone, the stepmother came again to the witch and said,
“Is the magic ready?” The witch answered,
“I have it ready.” The stepmother said,
“Bring it here for me to see, and teach me how to use it.” Then the witch took out the needle and said,
“Take this needle; it contains all the magic. You keep it. When the princess is in child-bed, that she may bear
either a boy or a girl, you have a word at that time with the midwife. After the child is born, you stick this needle
into the princess’s head. At once she will turn into a bird and fly away. In her place in the bed you put your own
daughter. And when the time comes for the prince to see the girl, if he should say to her, ‘You have changed and
become different from what you were,’ the girl must say to him,
“‘That’s the way childbirth changes women.’
“The prince will believe these words and will say nothing more about it, so your daughter will become the
princess.”
The stepmother took the magic needle and went home, and in a little while the time came for the princess to
give birth to her child. As soon as the stepmother saw that it was time for the princess to have her child, she took
the midwife aside and said to her,
“When the princess has given birth, I am going to put my own daughter in her place. The princess will turn
into a bird and fly away. Whatever you see, don’t say a word about it; and I’ll do you a good turn and will give
you whatever you wish.” The midwife consented and said,
“Do whatever you wish: I’ll not say a word.”
The time came for the child to be born, and the midwife and the stepmother went together to help the princess.
The prince, having heard that the time had come for his wife to give birth, had gone and sat down in another
room, there to await the news of which would be born, a boy or a girl.
The other two had taken the daughter in secretly. When the child was born, the stepmother put the needle in the
princess’s head, and the princess became a bird and flew out of the window. She then took her own daughter and
put her in the bed as the mother.
After that they went and gave the glad news to the prince that a son had been born. The prince was happy that
the princess had been spared and had had a son. All was well; but the girl whom the mother had put in the bed had
no milk to give the child. The child wanted to suck and cried all the time. Lena put it on her breast, but she had no
milk. When it cried so much, the prince heard it and said,
“What’s the matter that this child cries all the time?” The girl’s mother said,
“The princess gives birth for the first time, and she has no milk. For that reason the baby has nothing to drink,
so it cries.”
Immediately the prince ordered a wet nurse, and she nursed the baby. And the prince still thought he had his
own princess. But the baby cried all the time in spite of having a wet nurse to feed it.
*
And the princess, who had been turned into a bird, came to the window every day. When she came to the window, she said,
“Tsiu, tsiu, mother’s child.” One day the prince was in the room; and the bird came to the window and said,
“Tsiu, tsiu, mother’s child.”
The prince heard it and was surprised, and he was not able to make out what kind of a bird it was. One day the
stepmother of the princess, after the baby had been crying a long time, said to the prince,
“This bird comes every day to the window and says, ‘Tsiu, tsiu, mother’s child.’ It seems to me that this bird is
a ghost; that’s why the baby cries all the time. Put hunters to watch for it when it comes and kill it, because, until
that bird is dead, the child cannot stop crying.”
So the prince took his gun and waited at the window, and he stationed his hunters outside to watch for the bird,
to kill it when it came. The bird came again, and they shot at it but could not kill it. When the bird saw this, it
went away and went to a deserted country and stayed some time.
After forty days had passed, Lena got up from bed, and went and took the blessing from the church; and the
time came for her to sleep with the prince. When the prince saw her, he knew that she was not the former princess
he had had, and he said to her,
“Why have you changed in this way?” She said,
“Don’t you know that when women give birth their looks change from the fright of childbearing?” The prince
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believed her, because the voices of the two girls were alike, and he paid no more attention to the thing but thought
to himself,
“Then it must be true that women change in looks from the fright of having children.” And so he had Lena for
a princess.
*
After a good deal more time had passed, the bird ventured nearer and came into the prince’s garden each day.
One day the prince went out for a stroll in the garden; and he did not have his gun with him. When the bird saw
that the prince did not have a gun, it came near and perched high up in the branch of a tree. As soon as the prince
noticed that the bird was perched in a tree, he went under the tree to look at it, because the bird was very
beautiful, more beautiful than a rock partridge.
After the prince saw how beautiful and how tame it was, he stayed under the tree with his head up and looked
at the bird. The bird, seeing him look so curiously, hopped down a branch lower and came nearer. As it came
nearer and nearer to him, the prince was taken with a great love for the bird, and thought to himself,
“If it would only come still a little closer, I could catch it alive and be happy.”
When the bird understood his intentions, that he did not have any evil purpose in mind, but wished to catch it
alive, it fluttered down from the branch and went and perched on the prince’s hand. He took the bird and kissed it
and began to stroke it, and he was happy to have caught it alive.
And the bird was one that had no equal in beauty.
While he was stroking it, he stroked its head, and he hurt himself on the needle that the bird had in its head.
When he looked to see what had hurt him, he pricked his hand. Then he looked again and saw the needle. So the
prince took hold of the needle and pulled it out of the bird’s head.
As soon as he drew out the needle, immediately the bird that he had just had in his hand turned into his wife.
When the prince saw her, he was amazed and terrified that a bird should turn into a human being, and he said,
“Who are you, who was a bird and is now a human being?” She said,
“I am your wife, the princess, who had a son. My stepmother put this needle, which you have pulled out, into
my head, and I became a bird. And she put her daughter in my place in the bed.”
After she said this to the prince, they embraced and kissed. Then they went through the garden and came to the
palace together.
*
When the stepmother saw them both coming together, she was rigid with fright. After they came in, the prince
sent for the stepmother and her daughter. He took them into a room and spoke to the stepmother and said,
“Do you know this woman?” She said,
“I know her.” The prince said,
“If you know her, why did you do this thing you have done? What evil did she do you?” She said,
“I was misled, and a witch made me do such-and-such.”
So the prince sent for the witch and spoke to her, and the deed of the midwife came to light too. And he took
the four of them, the stepmother and her daughter and the witch and the midwife, and he buried them alive so that
only their heads were above the ground, until they died in great agony.
He stayed with the princess he loved and with his son, and they are all alive today.
3
There was a poor man; he was a hunter and lived by hunting. Time passed; he married and had a son. When
this boy was born, the hunter died and left the young boy. The mother of the boy stayed alone with her son; they
lived together; and the boy grew up.
When he was fifteen, the boy went to school, and the other boys jeered at him because he was poor and
without relatives. And they called him a bastard.
One day the other boys had been teasing him a great deal, and he went home to his mother and cried. His
mother said,
“What’s the matter, my son, that you cry?” The boy said,
“What should be the matter? All the other boys jeer at me and call me a bastard. Now I want you to tell me
whether I have a father, or am I a bastard?” His mother said,
“Now you have no father, because your father died and left you when you were young.” The boy said,
“What was my father’s occupation?” The old woman said,
16

“What do you want of your father’s occupation? Your father’s occupation did not lead anywhere.” The boy
said,
“I want you to tell me what he lived by. Either you tell me my father’s occupation or I will go away, because I
cannot live here on account of the words of my friends.” When the old woman saw that the boy was insistent, she
told him and said,
“Your father was a hunter, but he never had any luck.” The boy said,
“Where is the gun he used when he went hunting?”
So the old woman showed it to him. The gun was rusty and was like an old pair of fire tongs. The boy himself
scraped off the rust and cleaned it and took it and went hunting. He followed his father’s occupation. He learned
to hunt better than his father; he followed the game better; and he lived better by hunting.
*
One day when he had gone hunting, he went a great distance from home. He went far into the woods to find
some game, and there in the woods he saw hanging in a tree four quarters of meat. When he saw it, he was
surprised and thought,
“Who has brought this meat and hung it here?”
So he climbed up in the tree to where the meat was hanging and took the meat in his hand to lift it down. When
he touched the meat, it turned into a woman. When he saw this, he was afraid, but the woman spoke to him and
said,
“Who are you?” He said,
“I am a man; who are you?” The woman said,
“Thank the Lord, because I have been here twenty years without seeing a man, and today I see one.” The boy
said,
“Who are you?” She said,
“I am the Beauty of the Earth. A black djinn took me away. He comes here every night and touches me, and I
come to life. He keeps me alive all night, but in the morning he turns me into four quarters of meat, as you saw,
and hangs me here and goes away. In the evening he comes again. Now I have been made to live this way for
twenty years.” The boy said,
“What do you want me to do, now that I have found you?” She said,
“Let us go to your house, because I have an art by which we can live well.”
So the boy took her and they went away. When the boy was getting down from the tree he found two precious
stones in its roots. The boy picked up the stones without telling the woman. He did not know what the stones
were, but he saw how beautiful they were, and for that reason he took them. After he picked them up, they went to
the boy’s house. When they came to the house, the boy left the stones in a chink in the wall outside the house, and
he took the game he had killed and made supper and ate. That day the king in that village died, and in the evening
a public crier announced,
“From the second hour of night, and after, no lights are to burn in the whole village.”
The king’s son placed men at posts overlooking the whole village; and wherever they saw lights they reported
it to the king’s son, so that he might kill anyone who had a light. When the boy heard what the public crier said,
he ate supper and put out the light, and they all lay down and slept.
But the boy did not know that the stones were shining. The men on guard watched from where they were: the
whole town was pitch black, but the house of the hunter had a light. In the morning the new king asked the men
who had been on watch whether they had seen lights anywhere or not. They said,
“Nowhere in the whole village did we see any light except in the house of the hunter’s son.” The king sent for
the hunter’s son and asked,
“Didn’t you hear the public crier that I sent out in the evening?” The hunter’s son said,
“I heard him.” The king said,
“If you heard him, why did you disobey and leave a light on all night?” The boy answered,
“I heard the public crier. He said, ‘Lights are to be put out after the second hour of night.’ And I put my light
out at the first hour, as I always put it out; for I am a poor man and cannot afford to keep a light burning all night.
But give me a day of grace today; and tonight I’ll keep watch, because this must be something that some one else
has done to me out of spite. I did not have any light.”
*
The king agreed to let him go free until the following night, so he could find out what the light was. And the
boy went away to his own house. The Beauty of the Earth spoke to him and said,
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“What did the king have to say when he sent for you?” The boy said,
“In the night some one came outside the house and put a light there just for spite, in hopes that the king would
kill me.” She said,
“Did you leave anything outside last night?” The boy said,
“Last night I left one or two stones that I found in the roots of the tree where I saw you.” She said,
“Bring those stones to me, so I can see what kind of stones they are.”
The boy went and got them and brought them to her. When she saw them, she knew that they had been shining.
She said to the boy,
“You put these stones in a box, and tonight we’ll watch and see what it could have been that made the light.”
So they put the stones in a box and went out and kept watch in the night, but they did not see anything. In the
morning the king spoke to those he had put on guard and questioned them. They said,
“We did not see a light anywhere, neither at the house of the hunter’s son, nor anywhere else.”
So the king sent for the hunter's son and spoke to him and questioned him. And the boy said,
“All night long I watched and saw nothing.” The king said,
“You are lying. Last night you did not have a light burning; and the night before last you had one burning.”
The boy said,
“Neither last night nor the night before did I have it burning. But let me off this evening also, so I can find out
what this thing is.”
And the king let him off that day as well.
*
The boy went to his house and sat down, very sad, and the Beauty of the Earth said to him,
“What’s the matter that you sit there so sad?” The boy said,
“What’s the matter with me? Why, we haven’t found the man who lit our light the other night, and the king
won’t believe what I tell him, but says that we lit the light ourselves.” She said,
“The light was from the stones that we left outside. But if you show the king these stones, you will have to
suffer many things.” He said,
“Just let me be saved from this thing now, so the king won’t kill me and I will be free. What happens after this,
let it happen.” She said,
“As long as you want it this way, put the stones back again in the same place you had them, and tomorrow
morning take them to the king and say, ‘Some one put these stones by my house, and they shone.’ But do not tell
him that you found the stones yourself.”
Then the boy went and put the stones back where they had been before; and they shone. Those who were on
watch saw the light, and in the morning they went to the king and said,
“Again the son of the hunter had a light all night.”
Thereupon the king sent for the boy to speak to him, and the boy came with the stones, to bring them to the
king. On the stairs that he went up to go to the king he met the vizier, who saw the stones. The vizier knew what
they were worth and said to the boy,
“Don’t take those stones to the king. If you get away this time, you will only suffer a great deal more. But give
me the stones, and I’ll see to it that you are saved from the king. I’ll see that he does not cut your head off, and in
addition I’ll give you a thousand lire.” The boy said,
“I am going to give them to the king. Whatever happens to me, let it happen.”
So the boy went and took them to the king. When he went in, the king said to him,
“Again last night your light burned.” The boy said,
“There was no light. But some one put these stones in a chink in the wall of the house, and they shone.”
The king called in the vizier and asked him if he knew what kind of stones they were. The vizier said,
“I know what they are, and such stones as these neither your father nor any other king ever had.”
So the king gave the boy a reward and kept the stones. The boy went off, took up his own occupation again,
and went hunting.
*
The vizier, out of spite, because the boy had not given him the stones but had taken them to the king, wondered
what trick he might devise to do away with the boy. One day he said to the king,
“This son of the hunter, who brought you those stones, can bring you enough more of the same kind for you to
build a palace of them. Get hold of him and scare him into bringing them, and if he doesn’t bring them, cut off his
head.”
18

The king, boy that he was, listened to the advice of the vizier. He sent for the son of the hunter and said to him,
“I want you to find enough of these same stones to make a palace.” The boy said,
“Where shall I find these stones? They are not easily found.” The king said,
“That you should know—whether they are easy or not easy to find. I want enough of these stones to build a
palace. Either you will get me the stones, or I shall cut off your head; one or the other will be done. Now think it
over, and tomorrow morning bring me your answer.”
So the boy went away and went to his own house in tears. The Beauty of the Earth said,
“What’s the matter, that you are sad and are crying?” He said,
“What’s the matter? Why, the king wants enough stones like those two I brought him to make a palace. Now:
are there such stones that I might take to him? If I don’t find them, he is surely going to kill me.” She said,
“I told you before that those stones would give us trouble, but don’t be sad now. In the morning go to the king
and say, ‘This thing I shall do. I shall go and find the stones, if you will get workmen and mules ready to carry
them and bring them in.’”
So the boy went and spoke to the king as she had advised, and the king made ready workmen and mules. On
the next day the boy was to take them to where all the stones were. When the boy came home, he said,
“I spoke to the king as you told me, and the king has made everything ready. Now where shall I find these
stones, and where shall I take those people?” Then she took a cauldron and put it in front of her and said to the
boy,
“Hit me between the eyes with all your strength.”
The boy hit her, but he hit her weakly. She said,
“I told you to hit me with all your strength and not to spare me.”
So the boy hit her again, and her tears streamed out until she had filled the cauldron half full of tears. Then she
said,
“Take this cauldron full of tears and go behind the mountain and sprinkle the rocks with these tears of mine.
But be careful to sprinkle only as many as are needed to build a palace.”
Then the boy went and sprinkled the rocks with the tears of the Beauty of the Earth, and they all turned into
precious stones.
Then the king sent and fetched them and made a palace, and there were just enough for the palace: neither was
there a stone left over nor a stone too few. After the king had built his palace out of precious stones, he again gave
the boy a reward, and the boy had an easy life and went hunting every day.
*
One day it happened that he killed a lynx. He skinned it, took the skin, and went home and said to the Beauty
of the Earth,
“I shall take this skin to the king, so he can pray.”\fn{ I.e., so he, being a Muslim, can use it as a prayer rug; the lynx would
have been a royal animal}
By this time the boy had become a good friend of the king, and went in and out of the king’s house freely.
When he said this to the Beauty of the Earth, she said to him,
“Don’t take this skin to the king, because it will get you into trouble again.” He said,
“I am going to take it; and whatever happens, let it happen.” She said,
“As long as you want to, take it to him.”
The boy took the skin and brought it to the king, and again he met the vizier. The vizier said to the boy,
“What kind of a skin is that?” The boy said,
“It’s a skin, and I’m bringing it to the king.” The vizier said,
“Why are you giving this skin to the king?” The boy said,
“For him to pray on.” The vizier said,
“Now give it to me, and I’ll let you have whatever you want.” The boy said,
“I won’t give it to you, because I’m taking it to the king.”
“Then, go on!” said the vizier. “You’ll find what you’re looking for.” The boy went in and took the skin to the
king and said,
“Take this skin, because it is good to pray on.”
The king took it and gave the boy a reward, and he went away. After some time had passed, the vizier said to
the king,
“It’s fine to build a house out of precious stones, such as no other king has ever had. But you ought to furnish
the whole place with these skins, such as your highness has to pray on.” The king said,
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“Where can enough of these skins be found to furnish all the rooms of the palace? With much difficulty one
skin could be found, enough to pray on.” The vizier said,
“You scare the son of the hunter, and he’ll find them.” Then the king sent for the son of the hunter and spoke to
him and said,
“I want enough of these skins to furnish the whole palace.” The boy said,
“I am as old as I am and have gone hunting day after day, and of this kind of animal I haven’t found any other
beside the one I brought you.” The king said,
“You should know how to find them. Do what you have to. I want these skins without fail. Tomorrow morning
bring me your answer: either you will get them for me, or 1 will cut your head off.”
*
So the boy went back home very sad. The Beauty of the Earth said to him,
“What’s the matter? Why are you sad?” The boy said,
“What’s the matter? The king wants enough lynx skins to furnish all the rooms of the palace. Now where can I
find them? I have been a hunter for so long and have only found one.” She said,
“I warned you before not to take that skin to the king, because you would get in trouble. This task is possible,
but greater troubles will come of it. Tomorrow morning you go to the king and tell him to make ready twenty
loads of three-year-old wine and twenty mules to carry it. You take them and go to such-and-such a spring, then
cover the spring over and fill up the pools with the wine. When the lynxes come to drink water they will drink
wine and get drunk; then you can catch them and kill them all.” So the boy did as she told him; and he went and
said to the king,
“Load twenty loads of three-year-old wine, and in the morning I’ll come and get it.”
So the king made ready the wine, and loaded the mules. The boy came and took them and said to the king,
“Tomorrow morning send me twenty butchers to such-and-such a place. I shall meet them and take them to
skin the lynxes; and we’ll bring the skins to you.”
So the boy made this arrangement with the king and went his way. He took the mules loaded with wine and led
them to the spring. There he unloaded them; then he led the mules far away from the spring and left them. Then
he went back to the spring, covered it over, filled the pools of the springs with wine, and hid himself. The lynxes
came, drank the wine, and got drunk. Some even died of drunkenness, others he destroyed.
In the morning he went and fetched the butchers, and they skinned the animals and brought the skins to the
king, just as many as would furnish all the rooms. And again the king gave the boy a reward, and he went home.
The vizier, when he saw that he was not able to get rid of the boy by any trick, said to the king,
“You have done all these wonderful things that no other king in the world has done. You have built a palace out
of precious stones and have furnished it with lynx skins. But you still need one thing more. If you can do that too,
then you will be the most famous person in the world and in all kingdoms.” The king said,
“Tell me what it is that still needs to be done.” The vizier said,
“It’s fine that you have done all these wonderful things, without your father’s being dead yet two years. But
you ought to send a letter to your father, that he may rejoice in your deeds.” The king said,
“Is it possible for a letter to go to that world?” The vizier said,
“The son of the hunter will go and take it, just as he has done these other things. If building the palace of
precious stones and furnishing it with lynx skins that reached throughout the whole length of rooms were
possible, surely it will be possible to do this. As he has done those things, so will he be able to deliver the letter.”
*
The king, boy that he was, really believed that letters could be sent to the World of the Dead. He sent for the
son of the hunter and said to him,
“I want you to deliver a letter to my father, so he can rejoice in my deeds, in my palace made out of precious
stones and furnished with lynx skins.” The son of the hunter said,
“Is it possible to send a letter to that world? Any man, if he went into that world, would never come back.” The
king said,
“You ought to know that. I want you to take a letter to Father, to tell Father of the work I have done, so he will
rejoice. Whether you come back or not matters little to me. Tomorrow morning give me your answer, whether you
will go or not.”
Then the boy went home very sad. The Beauty of the Earth said,
“What’s the matter, that you are sad?” The boy said,
“Now indeed the end has come. There is no more hope, because the king wants to send a letter to his father,
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who is dead.” She said,
“Do not be sad, because we can do this task. You go and tell the king to give you fifteen days of grace, and tell
him to send a public announcer throughout the whole realm, ‘that whoever has a letter for the World of the Dead
shall write it and send it in, because a man is going there.’” So in the morning the boy set out and went to the
king, and the king said,
“What do you say? Will you take a letter to my father, or shall I cut off your head?” The boy said,
“I’ll go and take it, and I’ll bring an answer back. But you are to send a public announcer throughout the whole
realm, ‘that whoever has a letter to write for the World of the Dead may write it.’ And at the end of fifteen days all
the letters, as many as there are, will be collected, and I’ll set out.”
The king agreed, and for fifteen days letters came from all directions. The king gathered them together and
made them into one load. When the day came for the boy to set out and take the letters, the Beauty of the Earth
said to him,
“Now go to the king’s stables and choose a horse that is faster than all the other horses. Load the letters on
him, mount him, and set out. Go as far as you can go in one day. In the night you come back by another road and
come here. But take care that no one sees you on the way.”
The boy obeyed. He went to the king and said,
“Are the letters ready?” The king said,
“They are ready. I have made them into a bundle ready to load.”
His own letter and those of the great ones, such as viziers and the like, the king had put aside into a double bag,
so that they would not get lost. Then the boy went out and chose the best and fastest horse; he loaded the letters,
mounted, and set out. After he had ridden all day long, he turned back late at night and went home.
When he arrived, the Beauty of the Earth took him and shut him up in one room, and the horse she shut up in
another. There she left them for three days without giving them anything to eat, and she took the letters and
opened them and read them to see what was written, so she could answer each one of them. And so she left them
for three days, the boy and the horse. After the third day she gave the horse twenty-five drams of oats daily and
the boy a fig a day. She kept them both, the boy and the horse, on this fare until she had read all the letters and
written answers to each and every one. At the end she wrote for the dead king and said to the son,
I have received your letter and am rejoicing that you have done all these things on the advice of the vizier. But I
have a favor to ask, that you send me my vizier for a short time, so I can have him here, because here I am king again.
Send me the vizier whether he wishes to come or not.

Thus was written the letter of father to son.
Two months passed before she had finished all the letters, and in that time the boy and the horse had become
so thin that there was no flesh on their bones. Then, late one night, she took them out and loaded on the letters.
She put the boy to ride on the horse, and the horse’s legs swayed from side to side. The boy went as far as he had
gone in the night. In the morning, when the day broke, he turned about and went in the direction of the king’s
palace. The people heard that the boy and the horse were coming back from the World of the Dead, and everyone
came out to meet them. When they saw that the boy and the horse had dwindled down to skin and bones, they all
believed that they had really gone to the World of the Dead. After they read the letters, each for himself, and each
had an answer to the words he had written, then they believed it still more. And when the king read the letter from
his father, he sent for the vizier and said,
“You go to my father, because he needs you there.” The vizier said,
“These letters are false, because it is not possible for a living man to go to the World of the Dead and come
back again.” The young king said,
“Not long ago you told me that the boy could go. Now you tell me this thing is not possible. But you will go
whether you want to or not; because if you don’t go, I’ll cut your head off.” The vizier said,
“This whole thing is a lie. If it is true, let the son of the hunter jump into a pot that boils with oil on the fire. If
he jumps out again unharmed, then I will believe it. Otherwise I do not believe it and will not go.” The king said
to the son of the hunter,
“You will jump into the boiling oil and jump out again unharmed, so that the vizier will believe.” The boy said,
“You see what condition I am in after this trip. Let me go home and stay ten days to get rested. After that I’ll
come and talk with you.”
So again the boy went home and rested, but he was sad. The Beauty of the Earth said to him,
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“What’s the matter, that you are sad? Now you have no more sorrow ahead of you and things will go well.”
The boy said,
“Now I have my greatest trouble. The king has ordered me to jump into a pot of boiling oil.” She said,
“Be calm. This is nothing.” After the ten days passed, she said to him,
“Today you go to the king and tell him to build a big fire, to put the pot on it and fill it with oil, and to let the
oil boil as long as they wish. Afterwards you take these herbs, and when you jump into the cauldron, put the herbs
in your mouth and you will not take any harm. I used these herbs when the black djinn took me and made me into
four quarters of meat, and through these herbs I came back to life again.”
Then the boy took the herbs; and he had them with him when he went to the king. The king said to him,
“Are you going to jump into the pot of boiling oil to-day, or what are you going to do?” The boy said,
“Let them get it ready, and I’ll jump in.”
Then the vizier himself went and made the fire. He put the pot over it and filled the pot full of oil, and he left it
there until it boiled very hard. Afterwards he called the king and the boy, and the vizier said to the king,
“Let the son of the hunter jump into this. If he comes out alive, then will I believe that the letter is true, and I
will go to your father.”
When the vizier spoke these words, the boy crouched down and jumped into the pot. He came up; his head
stuck out of the oil, and his body was in the oil, and the oil was boiling. He said to them,
“Do you wish me to stay longer, or may I come out?” The king said,
“Come out.” So the boy came out from the oil unharmed. The king said to the vizier,
“Well! Now do you believe the thing is true?” The vizier said,
“I do not believe it, because this boy must be a magician.”
*
Then the king ordered them to take the vizier and throw him into the oil, and there was not a bone of him left.
Then the king made the son of the hunter vizier, and the son of the hunter took to wife the Beauty of the Earth;
and they rule and enjoy their inheritance.
4
There were three brothers, all three beardless. They had nothing else to do but go along the roads and cheat
whomever they met. In this way they had made much money, so much that they began to have friends in Stamboul and do business there.
One day a peasant sent his wife to the market to sell an ox that he had in excess of his herd. When the woman
took the ox and had been an hour on her way, she passed a bridge. One of the beardless men was waiting on the
bridge to cheat people. When the woman came by, the beardless one asked her,
“What are you doing with that ox?” The woman said,
“I am taking it to the market to sell it.” The beardless one said,
“It’s a good ox and will sell well in the market, because oxen have a price. But if it were possible for you to cut
off its tail, it would sell at a better price.”
The woman, woman that she was, really believed it and cut off the ox’s tail and went on her way. At a different
bridge she met another beardless man, the brother of the first one. And he said to the woman,
“What are you doing with that ox?” She said,
“I am taking it to the market to sell it.” He said,
“It’s a good thing to have cut off its tail. But if you cut off its horns, you will sell it for a better price than you
would have sold it for.”
The woman listened to him, cut off the ox’s horns, and went on her way. She met another beardless one sitting
at the next bridge. He spoke to the woman and said,
“What are you doing with that ox?” She said,
“I am taking it to the market to sell.” The beardless one said,
“You have done well to cut off its tail and its horns. But if you will also cut off its ears, it will look a fine ox;
and you will sell it for more than you would have sold it for.”
The woman listened and then cut off the ox’s ears, which made the animal a sight to be seen. Then she went on
and came to the market to try to sell it. But who would buy it, after what she had done? All day long she waited in
the market place, but no one offered to buy the ox. So she took it and went back home again. When she got home,
her husband asked her,
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“Did you sell the ox?” She said,
“I did not sell it, because such-and-such a thing happened. I met three men at three bridges, and the first one
told me to cut off the ox’s tail, so that it would sell for more. And I did so. I came to another bridge, and another
man told me to cut off its horns, and I cut them off. I came to another bridge, and another man told me to cut off
its ears; and I cut off its ears that I might sell it at a better price. But when I came to the market place, everybody
came up and laughed at me. No one would offer me a price, so I brought it back here again.”
When the peasant went to look at the ox, he was frightened at the sight of it. He took the ox and butchered it.
Part of it he sold and part he ate himself.
*
After a week had passed, the peasant pawned his oxen. He got ten lire,\fn{Turkish lire; when this folkteller was born,
there was still a Turkish Empire:H} bought a donkey, and set out for the market. He went away from the village, took
out five lire and put them in the donkey’s ass. He went on to a bridge where there was a beardless man. He
accosted the beardless one; they greeted each other and sat down to talk. The beardless one was waiting for someone to come, so that he might cheat him, but the peasant knew all about the beardless men. After they had sat and
talked, the peasant with the beardless one, the time came for the donkey to do something, and he did it. The
peasant jumped up and scattered the donkey’s dung and took out five lire. The beardless one saw that he was
gathering lire, and said to the peasant,
“What’s this that you’re doing? Are you picking lire out of the donkey’s dung?” The peasant said,
“Whenever this donkey does anything, he makes lire come out, now five, now eight, now ten, according to
how he has eaten. When he eats a great deal of hay, he makes many lire come out. If he eats a little, he only makes
a few.” The beardless one said,
“Won’t you sell me this donkey?” The peasant said,
“I’ll sell it, but the price is high.” The beardless one said,
“Tell me the price. How much do you want?” The peasant said,
“I want five hundred lire.”
The beardless one offered two hundred; but they did not make a bargain. The peasant took the donkey and
went on. After the peasant had gone, the beardless one went another way and told the news to his brother.
“See if you can’t buy a donkey which such-and-such a man will go by with,” he said, “because whenever this
donkey does anything, he makes lire come out. I offered to give him two hundred lire, but he asked for five
hundred. If you offer him three hundred, or three hundred and fifty, perhaps you can buy it from him.” And the
youngest beardless one went back and took his place.
The peasant, as he was going along the road, again put five lire in the donkey. When he came to a bridge,
another beardless man was waiting for him, and they talked together. In a short time the donkey again did what he
had to. The peasant again collected five lire. The beardless one watched him and said to the peasant,
“Won’t you sell me that donkey?” The peasant said,
“I’ll sell it, but the price is high.” The beardless one said,
“How much do you want?” The peasant said,
“I want five hundred lire, because two hundred have been offered me at another bridge, and I did not want it.”
The beardless one said,
“I’ll give you three hundred.” The peasant said,
“I won’t give him to you for that.”
Then the beardless one offered him three hundred and fifty, but he would not accept it. So he went off with the
donkey. By another way the beardless one went ahead to the oldest brother and told him the news.
“Here is a donkey that, whenever he does anything, makes five lire come out. We both have made the owner a
price, but he will not sell him to us. The youngest brother offered two hundred lire, and I offered three hundred
and fifty. He wants five hundred lire and nothing less than five hundred. You buy him for five hundred.” And he
went back to his own place.
Again, according to his plan, the peasant put five lire in the donkey. And when he came to the oldest beardless
man, the latter spoke to him; and they sat down to talk for a while. There, while they talked, the donkey passed.
The peasant again collected the lire. The oldest beardless one asked him what he was doing, as if he did not know
about it from the brother, who had brought him the news, and said,
“Won’t you sell this donkey?” The peasant said,
“I’ll sell him, but I want a high price.” The beardless one said,
“How much do you want?” He said,
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“Five hundred lire, because three hundred and fifty were offered me, and I did not take it.” The beardless one
said,
“I’ll give you four hundred lire, and you let me have him.” The peasant said,
“I’ll not give him up for a bit less than five hundred lire.” The beardless one said,
“You want five hundred, and five hundred I’ll give you, if you’ll show me what trick to do that he may make a
great many lire.” The peasant said,
“Give me the five hundred lire and I’ll show you what to do so that he’ll make five hundred lire for you in
three days.”
The beardless one took out and counted the lire for the peasant. When the peasant had taken the lire, he said to
the beardless one,
“Now take the donkey and take him home and shut him up alone in the grain shed, that he may eat as much as
possible. And for three days and three nights no one must go to look at him, because it would disturb him and he
would not make so many lire.”
So the peasant got his money and went back home by another road and set about his own business.
The three beardless men gathered together, took the donkey, and with great joy brought him home, that he
might make a great many lire for them. When they got him home, they locked him up in the shed where they kept
the oats; and the three of them stayed in the house and waited until the three days that the peasant told them about
were over, so they might go and collect the lire.
The donkey, after twenty-four hours had passed, died, because he ate and ate oats and did not have any water
to drink. So he burst. On the third day, the youngest beardless one went to peek through a crack in the door to see
what the donkey had done. Since the donkey had been dead for over a day, he was all bloated. His legs were
sticking straight up in the air, and his shoes were shining. When the beardless one saw the shining shoes through a
crack in the door and they looked so large, he hurried to his brothers and said,
“He has made lire without count, and now he has started to make enormous silver ones, each as big as a shoe.”
When the brothers heard this, they rejoiced and waited for the time to come when they might go and collect the
lire. As soon as the time came, they went into the shed. They saw the donkey with his legs in the air; they looked
for the lire, but there was nothing. So they took the donkey and threw him out; and then they went off to kill the
peasant.
*
The peasant had a feeling that these men were, coming to kill him. On the day before he had caught two young
hares. This day he left one of them at home, and took the other to the field with him, where he was working. In the
morning, before going to the field, he spoke to his wife and said,
“This afternoon you prepare five or six different kinds of food. You make such-and-such food and such-andsuch.”
And he named each kind of food. Then he went off to the field. While he was working, the beardless men came
up to kill the peasant. He greeted them with kind words and said,
“What’s the matter, that you come in such anger?” The beardless men said,
“What’s the matter? You have cheated us. You gave us a donkey to make lire. He did not make any lire at all,
but died.” The peasant said,
“What can have happened that he made no lire, because never an hour passed but that he made lire.” And he
went on, “Don’t be upset, because I’ll give you your money back again. If you wish to leave me a hundred lire,
you can do so. If you don’t wish to, don’t leave it; you take it all. But stay around a while; and this evening come
to my house for supper and to sleep. Tomorrow morning I’ll give you the money, and you can go about your own
business.”
Then the beardless men were pleased, and they went and sat down near where the hare was tied. The peasant
came, took the hare, and said to it,
“You go to the house and tell your mistress to make a fine meal this evening, because we have guests. Tell her
to make such-and-such food and such-and-such.” And he told the hare just what he had told his wife in the
morning. “And you,” he said to the hare, “stay there and rock the cradle so the child won’t cry and keep his
mother from preparing the food.”
Then he let the hare loose, and it went away, nobody saw where. When the beardless men saw this, they were
amazed and one said to the other,
“Can this be really true, that the hare gives orders and stays to rock the child?” The other said,
“This evening we’ll see whether it’s true. If the hare is really in the house, and the food that’s been ordered is
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prepared, it will be true.”
Evening came; the farmer unyoked the oxen; and they all went to the house together. When the peasant went in
the gate, he called to his wife, and she answered. He said to her,
“Did the hare come?” She replied,
“It came.”
“But where is it now?” he asked.
“Rocking the baby,” she said. Again he said,
“Did it tell you the different foods I ordered?” She said,
“It told me, and I prepared them. Put away your tools and come in, because the food is ready.”
Then the farmer went in with all the beardless men. They sat down a while, and the supper came, just those
foods that he had ordered by the hare. When the beardless men saw that the food was the same as had been
ordered, they noticed the hare, which was tied to the cradle, so that when it tried to get away, the cradle rocked.
Then they believed it to be really true that the hare had delivered the message. And after they had eaten, they
stayed and slept. In the morning the beardless men got up and said to the peasant,
“Won’t you give us the hare; and we’ll agree on a price?” The peasant said,
“I don’t want to give you the hare. I have this hare to help me because my boy is still very young. And the hare
is worth much more than the donkey.” The beardless men insisted,
“You give it to us, and we’ll give you still more money than we gave for the donkey.”
After some bargaining they came to an agreement. They gave him three hundred lire in addition to the five
hundred they had given him for the donkey. That made eight hundred for the hare. And the beardless men took the
hare and went off to their own house.
In a few days the beardless men had a draft to send to Stamboul, and they were to receive money. So they
wrote a letter to a friend they had in Stamboul, put in the draft, and hung the letter round the hare’s neck. And they
said to the hare,
“You go and return quickly, and bring us an answer from our friend.”
They let the hare loose, and the hare went and is still going.
*
After five or six days passed and the hare did not show up, they set out again to go to the peasant with their
minds made up to kill him. On that day the peasant had a feeling that the beardless men were coming to kill him.
So in the morning, when he was going to the field, he went and bought a length of gut in the market, filled it with
blood, and came home. He said to his wife,
“This afternoon you make five or six different kinds of food. Half of them you make without seasoning and
half you make very briny, so that none of the food can be eaten. And you tie this gut full of blood round your
neck. Then I’ll get mad at you and pretend to kill you; and I’ll puncture the gut, the blood will spurt out, and you
twitch and act as if you’d died.”
This arrangement he made with his wife, and he went off to the field. Again the angry beardless men came to
kill him. But he met them with kind words and said,
“What’s the matter?” They said,
“It wasn’t enough that you cheated us once with the donkey. Now you cheat us again with the hare.”
“Why?” he asked. They said,
“The hare’s gone away. We sent it with a letter and a draft to Stamboul, and it was to bring back an answer.
And it went away and didn’t come back.” The peasant said,
“Who knows but that it might have come to a narrow pass, where a hunter waited and killed it? But stay
around, and this evening come to my house to eat and spend the night. And in the morning I’ll give you your
money, and you can go.”
So that evening they went to the peasant’s house. His wife brought supper, that they might eat. She served the
food; they took it. They put one food into their mouths—hay. They put another in—brine. They could not eat any
of the food that was served. The husband acted as if he were mad. He scolded his wife, drew his knife, and threw
the woman down as if to kill her. Then he punctured the gut she had on her neck, and the blood spurted out. The
beardless men shouted and said,
“You have done a terrible thing to kill your wife on our account.” He said,
“I kill her this way every time I get mad, but I bring her back to life again.” They said,
“How will you bring her back? How can you bring a dead person back to life?” He said,
“It’s the knife that brings her back. Wait until my anger passes; after that I’ll bring her back.”
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When the beardless men heard this, they had no more patience, but wanted to see the thing done; because how
would he be able to bring her back? They said,
“For our sake get up and bring her back. And if she comes back, we will give you money.” He got up, took the
knife, and went and put it against his wife’s throat again and said,
“You, knife, who killed her, bring her back to life.” Three times he said it, and when he said it the third time his
wife got up and said,
“How suddenly sleep overcame me.” The husband said,
“Beautiful sleep had taken you; but you have these friends to thank. But for them I wouldn’t have brought you
back after what you did just now.” When the beardless men saw this, they said to the peasant,
“Now give us this knife, and we’ll leave with you all the money we’ve given you; because we too sometimes
get mad and would like to kill our wives to frighten them, and then bring them back again.” The peasant said,
“I need my knife, because if I don’t kill my wife once a month, she won’t obey me. For this reason I will not
give it to you. But for your sake I’ll give it to you, if you’ll give me five hundred lire more.” They said,
“That’s too much.”
They bargained for a while and came to an agreement that they leave what money they had given him for the
donkey and the hare and give him two hundred lire more. And they took the knife and went off to their own
house.
*
Some time later, anger seized the oldest brother, and he took the knife and killed his wife. After he had killed
her, he waited a while for his anger to pass; and then he went to her and said,
“You, knife, who have killed her, bring her back.”
But did she come back? He had killed her, as was to be expected. He tried and tried, but could not bring her
back. The second brother said,
“You watch. Give it to me and I’ll kill my wife, and you’ll see that I bring her back again.”
He killed her and tried to bring her back. He tried and tried, but she would not come to life again. The youngest
said,
“You don’t know how. If you give me the knife, you’ll see how to bring them back.” He took it and killed his
wife and he was not able to bring her back either.
*
All three wives of the beardless men were gone. They took them and buried them and then set out with their
minds made up to kill the peasant. When they came, they found him again in the field. And they did not wait, but
wanted to kill him at once. The oldest said,
“Don’t kill him. We’ll take him and throw him into the sea.”
The peasant had a sack of grain with him that he had brought along to sow in the field. When the beardless
men saw the sack, they emptied out the grain and took the peasant and put him in the sack. They tied the neck of
the sack tightly and threw it over their shoulders and took him to the shore of the sea to drown him. They went
some distance along the shore and left him there while they went to look for a place to throw him over. While the
beardless men were gone looking for a place; the peasant, whom they had left in the sack, began to shout,
“I don’t want the Beauty of the Earth; because I am an old man, and I don’t deserve her.”
A shepherd was passing by with his sheep, and he heard the peasant saying these words. The shepherd went up
near the sack and said,
“Who’s in there, in the sack?” The peasant answered,
“An order came from the king that they give me to the Beauty of the Earth. I am old and am not made for such
pleasure, because I am now in old age. And when I did not wish to go, they took me and forced me into this sack,
so that they might take me to the Beauty of the Earth.” The shepherd said,
“Why don’t you get out of the sack, and I’ll get in? I can go and join the Beauty of the Earth.” The peasant
said,
“Undo the sack quickly. Come, you get in and go join the Beauty of the Earth.”
So the shepherd untied the sack, the peasant got out, and the shepherd got in. The peasant tied it up again as it
had been, and he took the sheep and went off. After they had found a place to throw him over, the beardless men
came back and took the sack which they believed to hold the peasant and threw it into the sea. And the shepherd
drowned.
When the peasant saw that they had thrown the shepherd into the sea and were returning, he took his sheep and
came to meet the beardless men with his herd. When the beardless men saw him, they were amazed and said,
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“Now is this you whom we threw into the sea?” He said,
“I am that one in person. Why did you throw me in near the shore? Had you thrown me a little farther out I
should have brought still more and better sheep, because in shore all the sheep are black-eyed; while farther out
they are red-eyed.” They said,
“Can we go and catch some too?” He said,
“Jump farther out from shore, and you’ll get much more and much better ones.” They said,
“You come and show us where to jump.” The peasant took them up on a high cliff and said to them,
“Get a good start, and jump as far out as possible.”
Then the oldest one jumped first, and he went down to the bottom of the sea and came up. And while he was
struggling with his arms and legs as he drowned, the others said to the peasant,
“What is our brother saying, now that he’s been down?”
“That you two jump in as quickly as possible, because he cannot keep them all,” said the peasant.
So the other two beardless men jumped, and all three were drowned. And the peasant took the sheep and the
money and was victorious.
For the ears of the ox that they had cut off, and for the horns and for the tail, he had killed all the beardless
men.
The peasant lives happily today—the whole day long.
5
There was a king who had three sons. This king longed to have a mosque in which to pray, so he built a
wonderful mosque. When the workmen had finished it, the king went to pray. While he prayed, a dervish came in
and said to the king,
“It is a wonderful mosque but not worthy of your prayers.”
When the king heard what the dervish said, he destroyed the mosque from its foundations and made another
more wonderful than the first. Again, when this one was finished, he went in to pray. And the dervish came and
spoke to him the same words,
“It is a wonderful mosque but not worthy of your prayers.”
So the king tore down the second mosque and built another. He spent as much money on this new one as he
had spent on everything he had in the whole kingdom. And when for the third time he completed the mosque, he
again went to pray. And while he prayed, the dervish came once more and said the same thing to him,
“It is a wonderful mosque but not worthy of your prayers.”
The king got up and went out. He went to the palace and sat down, very sad, because, although he had gone to
pray, he had not succeeded in praying. And, furthermore, he did not have enough money to pull down the mosque
again and build a new one. While the king grieved, his sons saw that he sat sighing and was very sad, so they said
to him,
“What’s the matter, father, that you sit grieving? We still have things: we are kings. Why are you so sad?” And
the king said,
“Whenever I go to the mosque to pray, a dervish comes and says to me, ‘It is not worthy of your prayers.’” The
boys said,
“Tomorrow morning you go to the mosque and pray; and we’ll wait outside the door and capture this dervish,
so that we can find out what he means.”
So they did. The king entered the mosque and prayed, and the boys waited outside. As usual the dervish came
and said to the king,
“It is a wonderful mosque but not worthy of your prayers.” And while the dervish made his way out through
the door, the boys seized him and said to him,
“Why do you say that it is a wonderful mosque, yet not worthy of prayers?” The dervish said,
“This mosque is a more wonderful one than anyone else has, but it lacks the nightingale Gizari to sing in it.
Then it would be such a place as is not to be found in the whole world.” The boys said,
“Where is the nightingale Gizari, that we may go and get it?”
“I have heard it,” said the dervish. “But where it is, I do not know.”
And with these words he went away. The boys went to the palace and said to their father,
“The dervish has told us that you need the nightingale Gizari, but not even the dervish knows where the
nightingale is. Now we shall set out to find it.”
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*
So the three boys set out to go and look for the nightingale. When they had traveled twenty days, they came to
a place, and there they found three roads. Each was marked with a stone, and there was writing on the stones. The
inscriptions for two of the roads said,
“He who goes on this road will return.” But on the stone marking the third road was written,
“Who goes on this road will return no more.”
And so the three boys sat down and talked the matter over. The youngest brother said to the other two,
“Here: let us separate and each take a road, and let us leave our rings here. Whoever is the first to return will
go in search of the others.”
So they left their rings under a stone, kissed each other, and separated. The youngest boy took the road which
was marked:
“Who goes on this road will return no more.”
The other two took the roads that returned. One of the two older brothers went into a village and became a
barber, and the other went into another town and opened a coffee house. And there they remained looking after
their own affairs.
*
The youngest, who took the road that did not return, wandered into a savage country, which had neither house
nor tavern nor men anywhere. Everything was wild and savage.
As he was going along he came upon a savage woman who was combing her hair with broom. The boy went
up to her and combed her hair with a comb and took out the dust and lice that she had on her head. When he had
helped her in this way, she said to him,
“What do you wish from me, that you do this wonderful thing and save me from the lice?” He said,
“I don’t wish you to give me anything, but I shall ask you a question. And, if you know the answer, tell me.”
She said,
“What question will you ask me?”
“I am looking for the nightingale Gizari,” said the boy. “Have you heard it anywhere, while you play among
the mountains?”
“The bird that you are looking for is not here,” she said. “You go back where you came from, because here
everything is wild; and even I who am a savage do not dare go over on that side of the mountains, for over there,
there are big, wild animals.”
“I shall go,” said the boy. “And as the Lord, wishes, let it be done.”
*
So he went away from her and crossed over the mountain. There he saw a house, which belonged to a leopard,
and he went there. The leopard was not at home, but the leopard’s wife was at home and she was making bread.
The boy went in and spoke to her. She said to him:
“What do you wish here? When my husband comes back he will eat you.” The boy replied,
“Now that I have come here, let him do with me as he wishes.”
When the time came for the wife of the leopard to place the bread in the oven, she did not know how to
separate the burning coals from the other things in the oven except with her dugs.\fn{ Her breasts} Each time she
would burn herself and become ill for ten days. When the boy saw her begin to separate the burning coals with her
dugs, he spoke to her and said,
“Let me separate them for you.”
And he cut some twigs and separated them. When he had taught her to make bread without becoming ill she
was greatly pleased. But she was afraid that when the leopard came home he would eat the boy. So when she took
the bread out, she gave some to the boy, and he ate it, and then she took him and hid him in the cupboard.
Soon the leopard returned to his house and found his wife, not ill, but on her feet. So he came in and spoke to
her angrily and said,
“Why didn’t you make bread today?” She said,
“I have made bread.”
“But whenever you make bread, you are ill,” he replied. “Why aren’t you ill now?”
“I have found another way, so that I am not burned any more when I make bread.” And after she had shown
him, she said,
“If the person were here who showed me how not to be burned when I make bread, what would you do to
him?”
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“I would make that man a brother,” said the leopard. So she brought the boy out from the cupboard and said,
“Here is the one who showed me.”
Thereupon the boy and the leopard kissed and became friends. And the leopard spoke to him and said:
“What has brought you here?”
“I am looking for a bird that they call the nightingale Gizari,” said the boy. “Have you heard of it anywhere or
not?” The leopard said,
“That bird is not here. But I have a brother who is very old. His eyelids have fallen down and have covered his
eyes, and he can see no more. You go there.” He pointed to the house and continued,
“There, when you come near the house, you will find the wife of my brother the lion. She is very old, and she
will be standing looking at the house with her back to you. You go up behind her and touch her eyes with your
mouth, and she will say to you,
“‘Who are you that kisses my eyes?’ You say,
“‘I am your son, and know you for my mother.’ Then my brother from within will speak to you and say,
“‘Who is this?’ You must speak frankly with him and say,
“‘I am a friend of your brother the leopard. He has sent me here with a request.’ And he will say to you,
“‘Come in.’
“When you have said what you have to say, go and pull up his eyelids that he may see you. He will know
where the nightingale is, but if he doesn’t know, don’t go on any further, but return here.”
These words the leopard spoke to the boy, and they kissed and separated.
*
The boy went to the lion’s house and did as the leopard had commanded. Then he spoke to the lion and said,
“Do you know where the nightingale is?” The lion replied,
“That bird is not anywhere here. You go back again, because in this place and further on are the wild animals
of the djinns. And not even I, who am king of all the wild animals, ever go into that part.”
But the boy, in spite of all that the lion said to him, did not return. He left the good lion and went along a road
on which the lion had told him not to go.
And after he had taken the road, he went as far as he went. There three eagles came out with open mouths to
eat the boy, and the boy drew his sword and cut the legs off one, the wings off another, and the beak off the third.
And after he had wounded them, they went about their own business.
The boy continued on the road again and went his own way. He went as far as he went, until he saw a house in
the middle of a great plain. When he saw the house, he turned and went to it. There he found an old woman who
had put some cakes in the fire to bake. When the old woman saw the boy, she shouted and said,
“What do you wish here? My children will come and eat you.” The boy replied,
“Now that I have come into your hands, do with me whatever you wish.”
So the old woman took a cake out of the fire and gave it to the boy to eat. Then she placed a table in the middle
of the room, and in the middle of the table she put a saucer of water, and around the table she placed some bread.
And she took the boy and hid him in the cupboard, leaving a hole through which he might look out and see what
happened.
After a while the eagle appeared whose wings he had cut off. It came in through the window and went directly
to the water that had been placed in the middle of the table and drank it. While drinking the water, it turned into a
human being. In a little while the other eagles that he had wounded came, and they also drank and turned into
human beings. After they had all turned into human beings, they said to the old woman, their mother,
“The smell of man strikes us.”
“You come from human beings,” she said. “That’s why the smell strikes you.” As soon as the girls had eaten
some bread, the old woman said to them,
“If I had a man here, what would you do to him.” The oldest daughter said,
“In the name of the one who cut off my wings, I would not go near him.” The second one said,
“In the name of the one who cut off my legs, I would not go near him.”
And the youngest one said the same. After that the old woman brought out the boy, and he said to them,
“I am the one who wounded you.” They were greatly pleased to meet the boy again, and they said,
“Why have you come here?”
“I am looking for the nightingale Gizari,” was his reply. “No one that I have asked so far knows where it is.”
“We know where the nightingale Gizari is,” they said. “But if you are traveling on foot, don’t go any further
than you have come. If you continue, you will be three years on the road before you get there.”
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“But what am I to do?” he asked. They said,
“Do us a good turn that we shall ask of you. Then we will take you there and back on our wings.”
“What good turn do you wish me to do for you?” he said. They answered,
“You will stay here three months with us, and you will sleep one month with each of us.”
So he agreed to their plan and stayed with them three months, and at the end of three months they took him
and carried him to the place where the nightingale was.
*
She who owned the nightingale Gizari was the Beauty of the Earth and a queen, and she had in her courtyard
five hundred guards to keep watch. At the outside door she had a wolf, at the front door a leopard, and at the door
that opened into her private room she had a lion.
These things the girls showed to their friend and left him in the middle of the court at a time when all the men,
the wolf, the leopard, and the lion were asleep. The boy passed by them all and went into the private room of the
Beauty of the Earth.
In the room she had four lamps burning, and also on the table were four lamps not burning. Those which were
burning were almost burned out. So when the boy went in, he lit the four that were not burning and put out the
four that burned. Then he stole the cage with the nightingale Gizari in it, and went out as fast as he could. As he
was going out, the guards woke up, but before they could lay hands on the boy, his friends took him and carried
him away to their house. There they stayed for some time. After a while the boy said to them,
“Now take me to my own country.”
And they took him and carried him to the place where he had parted from his brothers in the beginning. He
came to the stone where they had left their rings, and there he found his brothers’ rings. So he set out and hunted
up his brothers—the one a barber, the other a coffee-house keeper—and said to them:
“Let us return to our father, because I have the nightingale Gizari along with me.”
And so the three brothers went away to go to their father. After they had gone some distance, they were
overcome with thirst. They could not find a spring to drink from, but they did find a well. However, they had
nothing with which to pull up the water. So the oldest brother said to the youngest,
“You go down in the well and fetch up the water, so we can have a drink.”
They let the boy down with a rope, and then they cut the rope, left him in the well, and went away. The well
was not so full of water that the boy drowned, for it was only up to his neck, so that his head remained just above
water. After they had thrown the boy into the well, the nightingale Gizari stopped singing—it sang no more. But
they took it and went to their father and brought it to him. He asked for his youngest son,
“What has happened to him?” They said,
“He turned out to be good for nothing and has wandered to a town far away.”
*
About that time the queen, the Beauty of the Earth, the one who owned the nightingale Gizari, came to wage
war on the king and to look for the man who had stolen the bird. So the eldest brother set out and went to meet the
Beauty of the Earth. She said to him,
“Did you come and take the nightingale Gizari?”
“I came,” he said. She said,
“Where did you find it?” He said,
“In a cypress tree.”
Thereupon she threw him on the ground and ordered her men to beat him, so that he died under the sticks.
When the second brother saw that she had killed the eldest and had turned her cannons on the king’s palace and
on the town, and had destroyed half of the palace, he was beside himself with fear. He went at once and told his
father the truth of what they had done: that they had thrown their young brother into a well.
After he had told the king this, straightway the king sent and had the boy pulled from the well barely alive,
hardly breathing and not able to speak. So they took him home.
After two days the boy came to himself and spoke. With the boy’s speaking, the nightingale Gizari began to
sing, and it sang beautifully enough to drive the whole world out of its mind.
The Beauty of the Earth, when she heard the nightingale Gizari, immediately ordered a red carpet put down
from the gate of the palace to the boat where she was. Then the boy mounted his horse, took the nightingale
Gizari in his hand, and rode over the carpet. The villagers, when they saw him hurry by on his horse, were greatly
terrified and said,
“Now the Beauty of the Earth will turn the town upside down.”
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But they were wrong.
As soon as the boy reached the ship, the Beauty of the Earth came out to meet him, and they went on board
together. She said to him,
“From where did you take the nightingale Gizari?”
He told her truly how he had taken it. So they agreed and were married; and the son of the king took the
Beauty of the Earth.
They are still alive, and all day long they sit and rule.
189.114 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Fatima (1887-after 1990)} Northern Albania (F) 3
What could I tell you about it?\fn{ Life in her village in what was northern Albania when she was born—annexed by Montenegro after the Balkan Wars (1912-1913), but prior to that, part of Albania as its borders were prior to the First Balkan War. The other two
centenaryyians in this section come from the same area as Fatima } It was a very difficult life, moja.\fn{My dear} Terribly
difficult. We had nothing, moja. We all had to work as children. We knitted and weaved a lot. We made cornbread, cooked potatoes and beans. Even if you had money, there was nothing to buy. E, ja.\fn{“Oh, yes”—an expression accompanied by a deep sigh}
*
E, ja. Someone comes to ask for your hand in marriage. That is the way they were with women. I was married
in another village. I really cannot remember how old I was when I got married. I do not want to lie to you. That
would be a disgrace.
I never saw my husband before the wedding. I saw him for the first time when I went to his house to get married. I never saw him before that. Never! Of course, I was not afraid. Not at all.
It would have been stupid if I told my father I did not want to marry the person he picked out for me.
“I do not want him.”
Never! That would have been stupid. They would not even hear you. The job is over. Once it is done, it is done
forever.
*
Kiss a man before I was married? God forbid! Only my husband, and that was after we were married. Not with
anyone else. No, no, only my husband!
There was lots of food: meat, pilav, soup, bread. That is the way it was in those times. We first went to the djamija.\fn{Mosque} We did. Yes, we did. Then, after the ceremony in the djamija, we went to his house. I was
dressed like every other bride, all in white clothing.\fn{ Muslim brides wear white}
I found two brothers-in-law in the house. No one else. No mother-in-law, no father-in-law. Just my husband
and his two brothers. There were three. Three brothers. His parents had died, and only those three were left.\fn
{She was then asked if she slept with her brother-in-law prior to sleeping with her husband }
*
Oh God, no! That is only a custom among Montenegrins, not with us. We sleep only with our husbands. It is
not our custom for the bride to sleep with her brother-in-law on her wedding night. You slept with your husband.
We even had a separate room, a room for ourselves. They slept in their room, and we slept in ours. That is the way
it was, moja. That way.
I did love my husband, my God. He loved me, and I loved him. Sure, we kissed a lot. I do not know if I lived
this long because I lived with a man who loved me, and I loved him. He died a long time ago. He died 40 years
ago.
*
I had six children—three boys and three girls. It does not matter if you have boys or girls. They are the same.
Yours is yours, moja. Oh, yes. It was much better to have sons in this society. They liked them more, much more
than girls. The men fire their guns when a son is born. Everybody is happy, especially the men. But so are the
women.
There were no hospitals at that time, moja. No, no. I had them all at home. Oh, yes. I had them all in bed. And
life was so difficult. There was nothing, nothing.
Some women gave birth all by themselves, but usually you find some woman who holds the baby,\fn{ As it exits
the body} then she settles it and diapers it. There is always a lot of pain. Oh, no, my husband did not hear me. He
was a strong man and young, so he slept well. He did not hear a thing.
I breast-fed all my children. That is what we do. Some I breast-fed for a year, some a year and a half.
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What? My husband and I decide on how many children we should have? No, no! We never decided on anything, only what God wrote down. You have—you have. You do not have—you do not have. Bogu hvala\fn
{Thanks be to God} Even if males are more important in this place, they are both loved the same, moja. You cannot
separate the two, at least a mother cannot. Which finger can you cut off? They are all the same. Which finger can
you cut off your hand? That is your own heart, moja.
Of course it is known that males live better than females. Women take care of males. They are to be respected.
First a woman looks after the males. Females learn very early to take care of themselves. They have to take care
of others. There is no time for her. Every woman knows that. Even today women take care of the family.
*
Of course some people had children who were not healthy, mentally or physically. What could you do? That is
the way God made him, moja. You cannot kill it. No. But it did happen among some people. Yes, it happened.
That is very painful. It is painful to kill your own child. I do know of some situations where the mother killed
her child. But they are stupid people. Stupid! They are stupid! So stupid! She strangles it when she is at work in
the fields. She does not know what to do with it, so she kills it. That is the way it happened, moja. That is the way
it was.
*
When a woman could not have children in my time, the husband often just took another wife. He just takes
another one. He keeps the first one, too. She becomes their sluga.\fn{Servant} She waits on them. She does all the
work.
That happened to my brother. His wife could not have children, so he took another. He married her, kept her,
and with her had six or seven children. The first one took care of them, and then she died. This one is still living.
Her three sons are in America. And she has a son and daughter here.
He usually never sends an infertile wife back to her parents. He just keeps her as a sluga. Of course he sleeps
with both wives. He spends the night sometimes with her, then her, or with both wives in the same bed. That is the
way they did it, moja. That is what I heard.
Yes. Not easy. My God, how could it have been easy? Then again, sometimes the wife has only daughters,
which is also not so good here. But he keeps her anyway. What can he do when God did not give him a son? Sons
are important. Especially here.
Yes, it happened that when the second wife has no children, he takes a third one. They all remain in the house.
And these are not big houses. Mostly one room. That is all stupid, duso\fn{A variation of dusa, soul}
*
Sometimes a Muslim girl would marry a Christian boy, and the parents are forced to accept it. The parents
have no reason to get angry. That is their fate. Whatever happens is fate. What can you do about it? Nothing.
But, still, they do get angry. Sometimes such a girl would be killed. Oh, yes. Many times it happened here. It is
hard on the parents, especially when a son marries outside of his religion. It is hard with a girl, too, but it is much
harder with a boy.
*
An unmarried girl get pregnant? God save me from such a thing! We call that kind of girl a kurva.\fn{Slut} It
certainly did happen. When that happens some parents accept her, and some throw her out. Some take her, others
do not.
That is a terrible disgrace for the whole family. She blackens their names. She blackens her brother’s cheek.
What else do you live for but for this?\fn{ She pats her face} What shame! What horror! One lives for this. What does
one have but a name? What does one have but this? One lives for this, duso—for this. You have to be very careful.
Control yourself. Control yourself.
It is just as bad if a married woman is unfaithful. That, too, is difficult. That hurts. That hurts a lot. I do not
know how to tell you what her husband does to her.
Oh, God forbid! Of course, we heard of it happening. She is stupid, moja. Some husbands keep her, and others
throw her out. Some keep beating her, if he decides to keep her. Her life is not easy. She disgraced her husband
and her family.
It should not be easy for her. Sometimes the husband kills her. He usually hangs her. There was a girl who was
engaged over there. She made a mistake by being unfaithful. Her family hanged her. Her parents hanged her. They
are all stupid, moja.
Oh yes, her parents hanged her over there. They hanged her. Her own parents did it!
*
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My husband died a long time ago. We were married for 50 or 60 years. He died of a stroke. What a pity! He
died at home, and I was there when it happened.
No, no! I did not scratch my face for him. I just grieved. Nothing else. Muslim women never go to the cemetery, so we are not there when they bury them. Only males go. They put a cefu\fn{White skull cap} on the dead
man’s head, wrap him in a white shirt, and into the coffin with him, then into the grave. Nothing else is placed in
the grave.
They bury the body as soon as possible, though they keep it a little longer today. But in the old days they
buried him right away. As soon as he dies, he gets buried. Quickly.
*
There is no difference between the two.\fn{ Customs of Muslim and Christian women } We all pray to one God. God
created us the same. All the same, so there should not be any difference.
We worked just as hard as the Montenegrin women. We worked outdoors. We dug, we plowed, planted tomatoes and potatoes. We did all that work. No one did it for us. We were not like some Muslim women who live
inside the house, sitting at home and taking care of themselves, oiling their skins and doing other things to look
good for themselves and their husbands. Oh no, we never did that.
We had to work so we could live, moja. We did not even have a dress to put on, forgive me. Today, they have
enough to change their shoes and clothes five times a day. In my time, we had nothing. Forgive me, we would
wash our children, wrap them in something, and put them in the cradle. Then we had to wait for his only change
of clothing to dry so we could dress him.
We were very poor. Today you could never find something like that happening in this country.
No one lived well in this land. Everyone was poor. It did not matter what your religion was. We all lived the
same. Everybody suffered. Especially the women.
Muslim men, like Montenegrin men, had only one wife. One wife, moja. We did not have harems here. Oh,
some men took a few wives, but that was very rare. It is enough to support one and the children. Even that is too
much sometimes.
Today is much different. Can you imagine what it was like when I was young? Poor, moja. Poor. But even
today, when there is much more, men only take one wife.\fn{ Then: did she remember the wars?}
*
Of course. I remember the Turkish wars. I was married during the Turkish war—the Balkan war. My husband
was a soldier in that war. I remember many wars. So many. In my lifetime, I lived through the Balkan Wars, then
with the Austrians, then this one with the Italians and the Germans, and, finally, the partisans. All the wars were
difficult, but this last one with the partisans was the worst.
E, ja, the worst! The worst, e, ja! There was a lot of hunger. We were never hungry. There was always bread.
As long as there is bread, you are not hungry. The soldiers were hungry. They had bread to eat, but nothing else.
Nothing else. They lived through horrors. Soldiers need more than bread to fight.
But they did. An only son died over there during the war, jedinac u majku,\fn{The only son in his mother } Eeeeee,
he died over there.
How would it not be difficult to lose your only son. Only son! Only son! An only son! Eeeeee!
*
I do not know why I have lived so long. What can I do? We live as long as God says we should. We do not
decide. He decides. Until God says, you live or die.
*
I have nothing to ask for. I have everything a dusa would want. Whatever a dusa asks for, I have. Here they
are.\fn{Her daughter-in-law and her grandson’s wife} They take care of me too well. Bless them. Two nevjeste.\fn{Brides,
for it is not uncommon for a woman to be called nevjesta—a term of both endearment and respect—all of her life } This is my nevjesta
from my grandson, this one, e, ja. The other one is my son’s bride. May God help them. Everything is good.
Of course I would like to be young again, yes, yes, but only let it be the way it was.
189.117 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Paska (1888-after 1990)} Northern Albania (F) 4
There were 10 children in my family—six sisters and four brothers.
All my sisters died. They died a year or two after they married. We do not know from what they died. There
must have been some illness, seeing that only one sister lived—me.
About 20 people lived in my house—my father and mother, 10 children, an uncle, and my father’s sister.
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Twenty people in one house, in one room. I was the youngest of them all. Because all my sisters died, my parents
loved me very much.
My mother was an only child. So, after she got married, her parents were left alone. My mother used to cry a
lot for her parents because they were alone. Here, when a girl marries she goes to her husband’s village and his
home. She was so sad that my father asked her,
“What is the matter with you? Do you miss your parents?”
“Yes,” she said. “I would like to give my son to my parents. They argue a lot, and if I gave them a child, they
would not have time to argue. They would have to wash and take care of the child.” Then, my father said to my
mother,
“So you are not sad and do not cry anymore, we’ll give them the child.”
He was my eldest brother and their first child. Later, my mother had three sons and many daughters. Here
people do not pay much attention to daughters. Sons are important. My parents were lucky; they had four sons, if
you count the one they gave away. Four sons! Just what every parent wants.
My grandmother was not Albanian. She was a Montenegrin from Podgorica. I know that she was not young
when she got married. But it did not matter that she was not Albanian. If you are Montenegrin or Albanian, you
suffer. Life is hard here. We used to raise cows and pigs. So we always had milk and cheese, but not much else.
Take a look around. Poor. Very poor. All rocks. Wherever you look, rocks. You cannot grow much on rocks.
We live in a tough land, and we are tough people. The ones who are not tough do not live.
No, I did not see my brother very often. In this land there is no time to visit. Besides, we always leave our rod
behind when we marry. And our dom is not always too near. Unless your birth family comes to see you, you never
see them.
*
I was 17 when I got married. My husband had no one, no mother, no father—only two sisters in Albania. He
was about 27 when we got married. He had just come home from the war.\fn{ The Balkan Wars, 1912-1913} I never
saw him before we were married. They just gave me to him.
My father asked him for 20 dinars, the price of a ring or a bracelet. Imagine! He gave me for so little. At that
time all my sisters were married.
The oldest married first. My sisters did not know their husbands either. They only knew their fathers-in-law,
because they were the ones who came to the house to ask for their hands in marriage. Nothing about the girl was
important in those days except if she came from a good house. If he was from a good house, he could get a
beautiful woman.
*
Refuse? Refuse the man your parents picked for you? Never! Oh, no! We could never refuse the man our
parents picked out for us. No one would dare refuse. That was a big disgrace. Whatever they decided for you, you
did.
Imagine refusing! They would have killed me, or at least beat me. In the end, I would have to take him
anyway. So why cause trouble for yourself? Take it and live with it. After I had my child I spent a week with my
parents. I rarely saw them after that.
*
It was a fairly large wedding. We were very poor, so we could not afford much. I did not know my husband
until I was brought to his house. I did not have children until four years later. Four years!
He lived all alone, and when they left me there I was so frightened that I shook all over. I especially shook
when I got into bed with him. Can you imagine how it was? You are with someone you do not know, never saw
before. He asked me,
“Why are you shaking?” And I said,
“Oh, for no reason. I do not know why.” And he said to me,
“You do not have to be afraid.”
He loved me, but he was very strict. Yes, he hit me a little. He hit me because of some word I said, or I did
something he did not like. He did not allow me to go to church or to go shopping. I never went to the pijac.\fn
{Marketplace} He was very jealous. He used to say,
“When they see you, they will come to you. If you stay home, they will not come.”
No one ever came to my house. He hid me, so men did not see me. I have to tell you this, even though I am
ashamed. My husband used to tie me to something in the house so that I could not go out. You can see that we do
not have neighbors close by. Where would I go? He would not come home all day or all night. He gave me just
34

enough room to move around. That is how jealous he was.
See how I lived? Whatever he wanted to do, he did. Even if I could get away, where would I go? To my parents? Never! They would send me back, and my life would be even more miserable. So you suffer. That is what I
did—suffer.
My husband had many other women in the village, so he never came to me. Of course there were those kinds
of women in the village. He went to married women, those that had children. That is what men did. It was safer to
go to a married woman. There were none of the houses,\fn{ Of prostitution} so men went to married women with
children. If she got pregnant, she could always say the child is her husband’s.
*
Complain? Never! How could I complain to him? I would not dare. Sometimes I did, and he would hit me. For
four years he never came to me. People began to think that I could not have children. That is very bad. People
marry to have children.
I was ashamed, but I could not tell anyone about it. How could I tell them that my husband has not come near
me for four years? They would not even believe me. They just thought that I could not have children. Women who
cannot have children are not treated too well.
So, after four years, when I saw that he is never going to come to me, I begged him, because I wanted children.
He was happy doing what he always did, going to other women, but he knew that I was right. Then I began
having children, but I did not have luck.
I lost my first son when he was a child and the second one when he was a grown man.
*
I had three daughters and two sons. I gave birth to my son\fn{ First son} alone in the house. Well, I had him in
the barn on some straw. Only God helped me. I struggled so much. Sometimes I would kneel down to give birth,
sometimes I would lie down. There were no doctors then. I had pains for 12 hours. My husband was home at that
time, but he did not help me. He just lit the fire.
I had a difficult time getting up to wash the baby. I thought I was going to die. He was upstairs and I was
downstairs in the barn. You know the way our houses are. People live on the top floor, animals on the ground
floor. We did not have any warm clothes either, and it was winter.
I do not know how we survived. I suffered too much. All my children were born the same way.
My husband was very happy when he learned he had a son. He did not fire his gun, but relatives from the
village came and fired their guns. When I had my second son, they fired less. They said,
“Now, they will have many.”
Two of my daughters died when they were very little. One lived for five weeks, the other for a half-year. Also,
one of my sons died when he was little.
Having a daughter is not too good, but having more than one is even worse. This is especially true in homes
where there are no sons. I know of a husband who said to his wife who just gave birth to a girl,
“If you have one more girl, I will kill you.”
He really does not kill her, but they argue a lot. They keep trying very hard to have a son. No one in this
country is happy having daughters, not even mothers. This is not a place for girls—only boys. That is what everyone wants. That is what makes everyone happy.
Many women nursed their children for a long time. This was true with women who were not honorable. They
did not want to have many children. As long as she nursed, she did not get pregnant.\fn{ Wives who used any form of
birth control were considered undesirable and worthless, even by other women }
*
When an unmarried girl got pregnant, she was ridiculed by everyone. She could never associate with other
women. That was a terrible disgrace for the father, brother, and everyone. Those bastard children were thrown in
the garbage, as if nothing happened. Some of those girls committed suicide by jumping into a well. Sometimes
she would drown the baby in the well. What is the sense of living when everyone curses you and beats you?
The father of a bastard child was never killed, but no one went into that house again. It would have been better
50 or 60 years ago if they killed such a man, then it would not happen again.
An unfaithful wife was either killed or sent home to her parents, who did not want her either. And if her husband kept her, he would beat her every day of her life, and she could not do anything about it. She just had to take
the beatings. What she did was not good for her or the family.
Some disappeared. Some even killed themselves. It is better for her not to live. What she did is terrible. A disgrace!
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*
Losing any child is terrible, even if they are little. But the death of a son is the worst, the worst of all. There is
no worse.
My eldest son was murdered. There was some kind of argument concerning his sister’s daughter. The girl was
his niece. That is all he told me about it. All I know is that they killed him.\fn{ Most blood vendettas result from an insult
to a female member of the family} He was 52 years old. We wore black for three years, including a black scarf covering
my head. I was not allowed to cry at the funeral. It was the custom that a mother cannot cry for her son, and she
was not allowed to wear black. Everyone could, but not the father and mother. I wore black for three years.\fn{ Catholic Albanian women, like Montenegrin women, wore black when they were in mourning }
Today people take food to the cemetery. That was not done when I was first married. Now they take rakija,
cognac, and cigarettes. These are served to the men only, even though women are there. Women go to the cemetery, except among Muslims. After five weeks a priest comes and gives a service at the cemetery, and people serve
wine and juice, and cookies for the children. Sometimes three brothers are buried in the same grave. Even four
bodies could fit in there. It is like a cellar. Each grave is a meter and a half deep.
I knew of a situation where someone was buried alive.\fn{ Bodies were not embalmed, and there was no doctor to pronounce death. The family or a villager made the determination } Do you want me to tell you about it?
There was a girl, around 15 or 20 years old. She lived a little farther away from here. She was chasing after
some goats and fell into a well. She was a Muslim. They found her, and the hodja\fn{Muslim cleric} came. They
wrapped her in some rag, placed her in a grave, and buried her. Later on, people heard her crying.
No, they did not dig her up, even though they heard cries. You know, Turks, they are buried in the ground.
Who knows why they did not try to dig her up? We never had too much to do with Muslims. They have different
customs.
*
During wars, especially the Turkish and Austrian wars, people were hungry . I have to say that when the Turks
were here it was not bad. We had enough to eat. When the Turks left, they left behind as much as we needed. But
when the Austrians came, we had nothing. We picked onions and some kind of grass, and they\fn{ The women}
made some kind of bread. That is what we ate. Of course people died from hunger, many children and adults. The
Turks left flour, so we were able to make bread. Because the flour was full of worms, we sang a song:
“From those worms, we will burst!”
And many people did die from those worms. I guess you cannot understand this. You are an American.
*
My son’s grandfather\fn{Her father-in-law} was in the war. He and my brother were killed. Everyone was trying
to run away. The Turks wanted to destroy everything. Some people even gave their children Turkish names so
they would not get killed. Even if they were Catholics, they gave them Turkish names. There were some Catholic
people in my village who changed their names, and to this day they remain Turks. They do not go to the djamija,
but they celebrate Ramazan.\fn{Ramadan} They do not eat pork.
Those people are my cousins; our fathers were brothers. Now, one is Catholic and the other a Turk. But we get
along. We go to each other’s weddings. We have the same things, except one is Catholic and the other is a Turk.
In my village two or three men killed about 28 Turks, but they ran out of ammunition, so the Turks killed them.
The Turks took my grandfather. They offered him some coffee, and he said,
“I am at war with you. We fought against each other, and I will not drink coffee with you.”
He was a brave man. All our men are.
Did you know some Turks used to cut off the heads of people? I never saw them do it, but we heard and knew
it happened many times. As soon as we heard them coming, we would run and hide, leaving behind our houses,
land, and everything we had.
The Turks were not good. They did everything to us.
*
That\fn{Rape} was the one thing women feared the most. The enemy always burned down houses, and women
used to hide so they would not get caught by a soldier. You never saw a woman outside of her home.
What a life! Either we had nothing to eat or our men were dying in wars. We were burying our children
because we had nothing to give them when they were sick. And, on top of everything else, we had to hide so we
would not be raped.
You can see how difficult our lives were. Mine was no different from the others. Everyone suffers here.
*
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Socialize? Never. First of all, while my husband was alive, I could never go anywhere. I always stayed home.
There was not time to socialize. I guess if I had a sister-in-law or a mother-in-law I could talk to her, but I had no
one. No one. The only people I had around me were my two children. That is all. Just them.
My husband was hardly ever home. Even when he was, he hardly spoke to me. I was alone, always. I told you
I was never allowed to go to the pijac. So, I never had a chance to speak to other women.
Women never spoke to men, anyway. But I would have liked to be with some people. And that is the way I
passed my life. Now I am old and sick. It is too late for me.
*
Oh, if I could just have some medicine. That is most important to me.
I am a diabetic. I have to get up about 30 times a night to go to the bathroom. I cannot sleep. I am so tired.
189.121 Autobiographical Statement\fn{by Nadira (1888-after 1990)} Northern Albania (F) 5
I was born in a village where the old people lived—where they fought, where they always fought. I lived there
with my parents and brothers.
My father was married twice. He had, my God, many children. His first wife died, and he took a wife from
another town, a bigger town. With his first wife he had four children.
One daughter died right after she married. This daughter was not married a year when she had a son, and then
she died. My God, I do not know what she died from. She just had a baby and died.
He then married another woman, my mother, to take care of his children. And my mother raised those children.
She loved them, and they loved her. In the old village, they all loved her.
It is not like that now. Now, they cannot stand the sight of their mother. No, they cannot,
My mother had many children. She was also married before, and when she married my father, she brought two
daughters with her. She was a widow. One of her daughters died before she married my father. With my father she
had three children—two daughters and a son.
My grandfather took good care of his daughters. The poor man had no sons, so he took care of his daughters. It
was not easy for him to have no sons, no one to carry on his name. That is very important here. My mother’s
father, mother, and sisters all died. She was left, but she did not live long. She was always sickly. This mother of
mine was very sick.
My father treated my mother so-so. He was the way most men were in the old times. Men do not pay any
attention to women. He only noticed her when she did something wrong. He never hit her, my God, never! But
there was so much work to do. There were so many children to be fed and raised. It was not easy. He had to take
care of the animals and the fields, so that we did not go hungry.
When we were little we went to school. We studied under the hodja. We did that only when we were little. As
soon as we were old enough to work, we planted wheat and harvested it. We also removed kernels from the corn,
and we milked the animals. In those days, that is the way it was.
*
I was about 18 years old when I got married. Eighteen years old. One of my sisters-in-law knew me, and she
told my husband that I was a good girl, and she would marry me to him. That is how I got engaged. In our
tradition we never pick who we are going to marry. That is all done by someone else. They choose someone for
you. They never ask you. And you say nothing because they are your family, and you must respect your family.
He was young, too. Maybe five or six years older. Our families do everything to marry off their daughters, just
so they can get them out of the house. That is what they really wanted—to get rid of the daughters. Daughters are
not too welcome. Parents always have the worry of getting them honorably married. She goes away to her
husband’s village. Many women never see their families again. Sons stay home, married or not.
Parents also try to get them married. The sooner they have children, the better. In this land, the sooner they
have sons, the better. Pity the home that has no sons, like my grandfather. A pity!
*
Fall in love? Fall in love? We never even thought of such a thing. You went directly from one family to another. From your house to your husband’s house.
Kiss a man? God forbid! When we saw some member of a husband’s family from a distance, we would cover
our faces immediately. Then we ran as fast as we could, so we would not be seen. It was not a custom for us, then,
to be seen by any member of the husband’s family until we were brought into his house. My husband never saw
me. He did not know what I looked like. I did not know what he looked like, either. Two strangers who have to
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spend the rest of their lives together. Imagine! Two strangers! My God, that is the way it was. But the people
praised me. They said,
“She is pretty, she is good, and she is a good homemaker.”
That is how they praised me. That is the way people got married in the old times. Good family. Good character
was important. Most important.
My husband was in the army when the Austrians were here. His father wrote him that he wanted to arrange a
marriage for him to this or that girl. He said to his father,
“If it will please you, arrange an engagement for me.” After we were married, I said to him,
“How could you get engaged without seeing me?” He said,
“My brother wrote to me that he is pleased with the girl.”\fn{ That he (his brother) finds his (her husband’s) future wife
(herself) suitable for marriage}
No one asked me anything. They\fn{ The husband’s relatives} came to get me with a horse. In the old days they
carried the bride on a horse, while her two brothers-in-law held her hands, walking alongside the horse—one on
each side, and the bride on the horse. They hold your hands to show you that they will protect you. Now you are
one of their family. That is how I came to my home.
*
During the wedding ceremony they tie the bride next to her husband. No, not because they were afraid she
would run away. It was the custom. She belongs to him. Yes, my God, that is the truth. There was no singing.
There were no musicians at that time, no, no. There was no music then. There was only firing of guns. Pistols.
Lots of firing.
Men like guns. They love to fire them. But no musicians.
We did not have much of a wedding. There were very few weddings, not like now. There was no rakija, no
nothing. They did have rice, meat, soup, and pita. The kind of pita you make by stretching the dough very thin.
Do you know what I mean? They fired guns on my wedding. My God, they fired a lot.
When I got to my husband’s house, I found two brothers-in-law, a mother-in-law, and a sister-in-law. My
mother-in-law had two or three daughters. One died and two were left. They loved me like these two eyes. Aoooo!
They loved me. When it got dark, my brother-in-law would protect me so that I was not afraid and to show me
how much they liked me in the house. He would sit next to me. You are not afraid when they treat you that way,
even if they are strangers. They were all strangers to me.
The house had two or three rooms, small rooms. It was an old house, God help you, small houses, small rooms.
One room was the size of these two beds. Of course I slept with my husband the first night. No, no, God no! Not
with my brother-in-law! No, no! We did not do that. Now they go on a honeymoon. Sometimes they go away for
10 days before they go to the husband’s house. No one ever did that in my time. Never! It was just like I told you.
That way.
Oh, my God, of course I was afraid when I went to bed with my husband for the first time. A person is afraid
of a strange man. Imagine, when you do not see him! You do not know him, my God, you are afraid. You shake
like this. This was my first time. And others, jadne, had the same thing happen to them. None of us know our husbands, and you sleep with a stranger—a stranger. That is how it was.
Yes, he was good. I was not as much for him as he was for me. Every honor to him. Oh, the way he loved me!
I gave birth to so many children, and he never said to me,
“Woman, you gave me too many.”
I brought a gift to my husband—a shirt and pants. We made everything. For my mother-in-law I brought a
bracelet. That is what I brought. I also brought a nightgown and a comforter. You do not know what that is, do
you? Yes, and some pillows and a blanket made of wool—all of that.
*
Auuuu! I had nine children—five sons and four daughters. One son died when he was little. He died suddenly,
within a week. He was only a week old. And he was born big. You know, we Muslims have our children bathed by
a hodja. When the hodja bathed him, he said,
“I never saw a baby this size at this age.”
I dressed him and took him home. He died a few days later.
I gave birth to all of my children in the house. Not one was born in a hospital. We gave birth to our children in
the house.\fn{What she probably means is the bottom floor of the house, where the animals lived } No one helped me when I was
giving birth. My mother-in-law helped me with the first one. She loved me. I gave birth and raised them. Only
God helped me. Then I gave birth again, and again, and again, again. One was born when the Italians were here.
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They were here for three years. That is when this one was born. He was born during the time of the [Communist]
Party.\fn{“You were a much older woman when you had your last child.”}
*
Oh, yes, my God, I had plenty of years when I had this one. We were both old when we had this one, my God.
Too old!\fn{I heard story after story of women over 50 years of age having children } A woman, a partisan, came into the house
and said,
“Are you resting?” They were fighting all around here, God help me, shooting all around. I said,
“No, I am not resting, but I just gave birth.”
“How did you give birth when there is a war going on? War!” she said.
“What can I do?” I said, my God. People were running into the mountains because they were afraid of the
planes. Planes were coming from America, no, not America, but that other country. England, yes, England. The
Germans told us not to be afraid. My husband spoke their language as well as they did. He said to me,
“They are not throwing bombs here. This is a small place.”
My God, he was right. They did not bomb. Not even one bomb did they throw. No, my God.
My husband loved his daughters more than his sons. My daughter always used to say to me that she loved her
father more than she loved me, because “you were not good to me.” But I was good to them, my God. I said to
her,
“Now, when I do not see you for a month, it is as if I do not see you at all. But your father loved you all.” That
is what I said, my God.
*
I cannot remember when we became Muslims. Oh, my God, that was a long time ago. A long time ago, when
Mohammed was here, and he was a peasant.\fn{ The Ottoman Turks converted the Albanians to Islam in the sixteenth century }
At one time there were famous people here. No, he will come back again. He will come back from the other
world. He has to come back. The way things are, no one listens to anyone. It is still that way.
We have been Muslims a long time, my God. Before that? Oh, God, we were never Catholic. Not Catholic!
No! Mohammed took one of yours for a wife.\fn{She confused Mohammed with Sulteyman the Magnificent (1494-1566) of the
sixteenth century, who took as his second wife an Eastern Orthodox Christian woman from Belgrade, who became his favorite wife: “my
love of another faith.” He ruled during the period her ancestors became Muslims } He took three wives, maybe more.\fn{ This is
true of both Mohammed and Suleman the Magnificent } I do not know how many. Our men take one wife. Maybe, some

take more.
*
If a woman cannot have children, some of the husbands take another wife. Some men keep the first one in the
house. A good man, a real man, does not get rid of her, like send her back to her parents. Her parents do not want
her. Remember, I told you that parents can hardly wait to get their daughters out of the house. So she really has no
place to go back to.
No, he lets her stay in the house. Sometimes, some women will say to their husband,
“Get married, so you can have a baby.” My God, just that way.
Women without children are very unhappy, and they feel sorry for their husband because they cannot give him
any children. Children are very important. What is life without them? Empty. Some men kept two wives. The first
one loved his children and took care of them like her own.
Of course he sleeps with both women if he wants to, and maybe if she wants to. He does whatever he wants. It
is his wife and his house. Maybe the first wife will say to him,
“Do not sleep with me anymore. You have slept with me long enough. Now sleep with that young one.” She
says that to him. One woman in our village, one of our relatives, married and had no children after I do not know
how many years. Everyone in the village told her husband,
“Get married, for God’s sake, so you can have children.”
He got married, but he did not have any children with her either. So he kept both women without children. And
he died. I do not know for how long he lived.
The two women were left without children. They now had property, and they both lived on that property, both,
until they died. They left the property to some grandnephews they liked. You know, children from their brothers.
My God, that is the way it was.
They, my God, lived like single girls. God! God! They went from one house to another.\fn{ She means they went
visiting, something women generally did not do } They went, they walked. No one interfered or forbade them to go. No,
they went everywhere.\fn{“Are widows allowed to marry in-laws?”}
39

*
Of course. My God, a widow could marry her own brother-in-law. She takes her brother-in-law. She lives with
him and maybe has a child or two. She takes her brother-in-law. She has children, and they love each other.
One woman over here in my village got married like that. With her first husband she had four sons and two
daughters. Three sons are now in America. Then her husband died. Everyone was telling her,
“Do not get married. You already have four sons and two daughters—six children—so do not get married.”
But she, my God, married her brother-in-law’s son, her nephew. She married him, my God. He was like a
child, young. She married him. She had property. She had her own property, and he married her. With him she had
three sons and a daughter. Ku Ku! Ku Ku!\fn{Meaning horror of horrors} How could she have married him?
And there she is, still living. Alive! And her three sons and a daughter-in-law are all in America. Her husband
died. Both of her husbands died. Only her children are living.
She is now living with one of her sons here, and she has three daughters here, in Yugoslavia.\fn{ Remember, this
woman and the two before her were born where they were before Yugoslavia was even created, and when their birthplaces were part of
Albania} Three sons in America and a daughter. That is how she got married. I am sure the families were not too

happy about her marrying her nephew, but what could they do? She and he did what they wanted to do.
*
I do not know what happens when an unmarried girl gets pregnant. I do not know about that. She alone knows
that. There. I certainly do not know about that. But, there are many, my God. There are many that are pregnant
and not married. They raise them, I guess.
I do not know whether any of them kills the child. That I cannot tell you. But some did get pregnant in the old
times. They killed them in the old times. They wear some old rag around them, so no one sees them pregnant.
In those times, that was a very bad thing to do. Everybody suffers. A big disgrace for everyone. Poor parents
and brother!\fn{“It must have been very difficult for you during wartime.”}
*
There was fighting in the village where I was born. They fought with Crna Gora. My God, they all fought in
the old times. That is the way it was. The Turkish country was here for 500 years. Five hundred! It\fn{ The Ottoman
Empire} was in Sarajevo. It was in Bosnia. It was in Belgrade. It was everywhere. They always fought. Even the
Muslim Albanians fought with the Catholic Albanians! They all fought at one time.
Now they get along. Now there is peace. Thank God, there is peace.
I lived through many wars: the Balkan Wars, the first big war, and then the second one with the Germans and
Italians. Then the civil war, when Tito\fn{Josip Broz Tito (1892-1980) virtually the sole leader of Yugoslavia from 1945 until his
death} was here. But, he gave us freedom. He gave everyone freedom, and now they like each other as if they were
brothers. He gave freedom. Everybody loved and respected him. Even czars and kings came to him.
Of course I liked him. Why should I not like him? He made peace among the people. He brought peace to them
all. You could walk everywhere at night. Even little children could walk around and not be afraid.
Before he gave us peace everyone was afraid of one another. We were afraid of those who always came to steal
our cows and pigs. They even went into the old towns. They were the Catholics. They came around and wan-ted
meat. Oh, no, God forbid. No, truly, the Muslims never did that, only the Catholics. That kind of Muslim I do not
know. But, my God, the Catholics did. Yes, they did. They did.
The Montenegrins were very different. Montenegrin women were very good. They were sung about. In poems.
Just to mention them was an honor. They sang about Montenegrin women who went to war. They carried guns,
and it was a pleasure to see them go. Aaaaaa, I do like them. God help me, how can I not like them?
No, no, Muslim women did not go to war. Once they came to dress them up in uniforms. They dressed up my
daughter, who is now in France. Some women came to teach them military things. That was during the partisan
war. Then Tito gave everyone peace, and they were released. So they did not have to suffer any more. Tito gave
freedom.\fn{“You must have been very sad when your husband died.”}
*
Of course. I cried when my husband died. I did. I cried a lot. My daughter had died. I want to tell you about it.
I had just married her. Her husband was desperate to become engaged. She was my second daughter. I have another one here in the village. And that went on and on. He keeps asking for her, keeps asking, keeps asking. And I
do not want to give her to him. He was an only son, and then I began to think—he had animals, hogs, cows. I
finally gave her to him.
She gave birth every year. In 12 years she had six children. Our custom is to circumcise. And she wants to
circumcise three sons. She had four sons and two daughters, she did not want to circumcise the last son. First she
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said,
“After my daughter marries, I will circumcise him.”
I do not know why she would say such a thing. She lived with her husband for 12 years. And then she drowned
in water—my daughter drowned in water. She left behind three sons and two daughters when she drowned in that
water.
I do not know how she drowned. I do not know if she did it herself. She was never afraid of water. So what
happened to her we do not know. My husband used to say,
“Do not tell them.”\fn{The sons}
We had sons, so we did not want anything terrible going into them, so they wonder how their sister drowned.
\fn{Meaning that her suicide might be a bad omen for her brothers, should they know the circumstances of their sister’s death }
My daughter’s child was not even three days old when it died. She took the child with her. My daughter took
her son with her when she died. Three sons remained. Her two daughters married and are now living in America.
And that is it.
Women never go to the cemetery. Only men do that. But I have to tell you something as if you were my
daughter. My grandson came to visit, and he said to me,
“Baba, will you listen to me?”
“For what?” I said.
“To go to the cemetery with me, so you can see the grave,” he said.
So I listened to him, and I went with him, my son, and daughter-in-law. What are we going to see there? We
are just going to see black earth, yes? We have nothing to see, my God. Nothing! Why people go to the cemetery I
do not know. What good is seeing black earth?\fn{“Do people here practice blood revenge?”}
*
Of course there were men u krv.\fn{“In blood”—another expression for blood revenge} They were u krv because that is
the way it was fated. It is fated that they kill each other. Then they stop, and a year later they take u krv again.
Many men died that way. It goes on and on. Somebody says something to someone, insults someone in his family,
and they are u krv. It is all fate—fate!
*
There was very little taking of women. They would not dare. These jadne were never to show that they are
alive, let alone make it possible for someone to steal them. Girls were afraid to go out of the house. There were
some girls who liked to go out, but they were afraid their parents or brother would kill them. It happened in Albania.
Well, in Albania there was a beautiful woman who wanted to go “on that road”,\fn{ Meaning to prostitute herself}
and her brother wanted to kill her. So he took her away from that place, you know. And he wants to kill her, his
sister. His other brother was alive then. He had two living brothers. One of his brothers heard that he did not kill
their sister. He wondered,
“Why did he not kill his sister?” So he went there and killed her himself.
Of course he killed her, my God! She was a little wild. She wanted to go with Italians. So for that he killed her.
He would not kill her for anything else. They had only that one sister. And there were three brothers. He killed her
with a pistol, shot her until she died. That was a disgrace for your girl to go “on that road.”
That does not happen today, my God! Today they are educated! It is better that way. It is better she takes whoever she chooses than to fight, God forbid! He asks her, “Do you want me?” and she says,
“Yes, I want you.”
He likes her, so he may have luck with her. Let him have luck with her, my God. What can we do? There, my
son has had two [marriages]. I arranged the engagement of my three sons. They never once said to their mother or
father,
“With whom did you arrange my engagement?”
They took who we picked for them. We did the best we could for them.\fn{ “When you were young, did you or other
women wear cosmetics?”}
*
Yes, my God. Women did take care of their skin. They protected their faces. Yes, yes. They were looked-after
women. Truly, they were. There was something they removed their eyebrows with. I know you do not know what
that is, but in the old days they did not have what they have today. They did not have pluckers. No, there was
something they boiled. Like wax. They boiled it in a djezva.\fn{A pot for making Turkish coffee} Some old lady who
knew how to do it would pat, pat, pat, pat, pat\fn{She pats her face} then again, pat, over the face. Some women in
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the old times made things so that the face shines. So the face looks young. Some women had beautiful skin at 80
years of age. That is the way they took care of themselves. Even if they were poor, they found a way. They did,
my God.
Of course, they took care of themselves so they looked good for their husbands. But what do I know? I only
know that I worked hard and had no time for anything, especially myself.
My God, we worked hard! Some women did take the hair off their legs, but I never did. I never had too much
hair on my legs. True, true. Some women took the hair off their legs.
Yes, they took the hairs from here also.\fn{ Pointing to her pubic area} Now something else came out that is rubbed
on and removed, and the hair comes off. Removes all hair, all! An old woman, around 80 years old told me,
“My daughter buys it for me. She buys it for me.”
In the olden days they had some kind of golden henna. They called it that. They boiled it in a djezva. Do you
know what a djezva is? Something in which you make coffee and more. So they would cook it in that, then they
would spread it over their bodies, and the hairs would come off. No, no, I never used what just came out. I
removed my hairs with what we boiled in a djezva. What they have now comes out of a factory.
Today they use a brush, they say, and the hairs come off. That is what they say, my God.
*
Yes, we were hungry, my God. Most times we were not, because we always planted something. But one year
God sent us a grasshopper. Maybe you do not know what a grasshopper is. Oh, oh! It was like clouds, that is how
many there were in the field: And they ate everything—wheat, tobacco, and barley—when it was young. They ate
it all.
How do I know God sent that? That is—God always does good. After a while the people never saw him—the
grasshopper. God sent a white bird. Those were white doves. White like snow. God sent these doves, and they
gathered all the grasshoppers. Never, never, never in their lives did they ever see those grasshoppers again! Even
if one came into the garden, he would eat everything up to the mountain—never, never, never again! The bird that
God sent saved us from hunger.
I guess you never heard of such a thing. In this land, everything happens. Things that nobody ever heard of.
Only here. Grasshoppers! Imagine! Grasshoppers who eat everything!
So during that time people were hungry. The grasshopper ate everything, everything in the fields. Do you
know that everything was closed for nine months?\fn{ Meaning the fields where the grasshoppers had eaten away all of the
plants} Some people in our family died, especially over there, over there in the Arab countries. Here, not many
people died from hunger, but there was much suffering. There was little to eat.
*
I went to Mecca many years ago. My son was not born yet. When I arrived in Mecca, I told my friend\fn{ A
woman with whom she traveled} that her daughter-in-law was going to have a baby. I learned that from a woman who
was on the trip. She was such a good woman that I will never put her out of my mind.
I went to Mecca by bus. Airplanes? We had no airplanes. We never even heard of airplanes. We were in a bus,
and it was nice. I did not even get a headache. We were two women traveling together. My brothers-in-law went
to Mecca, too. My head never hurt, and I was many years old.
We stayed for five or six weeks. We did. We came by bus. We slept in a room they gave us. They gave everyone a room, of course. We drank water from a mountain. Water. It came, cold water from the mountain, and it
would ice up. They brought ice and threw it in the water. And my head never hurt.
*
Aaaaaaaaaa, a wish? I would ask for my dead son to come back—to have him live. And also that daughter
who left six children. That is what I would wish, my God—that. She left six children. They were all raised without a mother. And their father got married. He had five or six more sons and daughters.
No, now I am old, my God. Now, I would like God to help me when I die. Now I do not need anyone. I will, if
God permits, find them all over there. If God wills it. I cannot—I cannot help anyone now.
1920
16.56 Excerpt from The Palace Of Dreams: “Morning”\fn{by Ismail Kadare (1936- )} Gjirokastër, Gjirokastër
County, Albania (M) 11
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… The curtains were letting in the uncertain light of dawn, and as usual he pulled up the blanket in the hope of
dozing on a while longer. But he soon realized he wouldn’t be able to. He’d remembered that this sunrise heralded
no ordinary day, and the thought drove away all desire for sleep. A moment later, as he groped by the bed for his
slippers, he felt an ironical grimace flit briefly over his still-numb face. He was dragging himself from his
slumbers in order to go to work at the Tabir Sarrail, the famous bureau of sleep and dreams. To anyone else the
paradox might have seemed wryly entertaining, but he was too anxious to smile outright.
A pleasant aroma of tea and toast floated up from downstairs. He knew both his mother and his old nurse were
awaiting him eagerly, and he did his best to greet them with some show of warmth.
“Good morning, Mother! Good morning, Loke!”
“Good morning, Mark-Alem. Did you sleep well?” There was a gleam of excitement in their eyes, connected,
no doubt, with his new appointment. Perhaps, like himself not long before, they’d been thinking this was the last
night when he’d enjoy the peaceful sleep of ordinary mortals. From now on his life was bound to be different.
As he ate his breakfast he couldn’t concentrate his thoughts on anything, and his anxiety continued to grow.
When he went upstairs to dress, instead of going back to his room he went into the big drawing room. The pale
blue tones of the carpet had lost their power to soothe. He went over to the bookshelves and, just as he had done
the day before in front of the medicine cabinet, stood for some time gazing at the titles on the spines of the books.
Then he put out his hand and took down a heavy folio volume bound in dark-brown, almost black, leather. It was
years since he’d last opened it. It contained the history of his family, and on the cover some unknown hand had
inscribed the title,
The Quprilis from Generation to Generation,

followed by the French word,
Chronique.

As he turned the pages he had difficulty following the lines of manuscript, the style of which varied with the
different authors. It wasn’t hard to guess that most of the writers had been old men, or else younger ones
confronting the end of their lives or on the brink of some great misfortune—the sort of occasion when people feel
an irresistible need to leave some testimony behind them.
The first of our great Family to attain high office in the Empire was Meth Quprili, born some three hundred years
ago in a small town in central Albania.

Mark-Alem heaved a deep sigh. His hand went on turning the pages, but his eyes paused only on the names of
viziers and generals.
“Lord, they were all Quprilis!”\fn{Here and elsewhere I have inserted quotations marks to identify thought-speech; they are not
in the manuscript before me:H} he thought. And when he woke up he’d been stupid enough to wonder at his own appointment! He really must be a prize idiot.
When he came upon the words Palace of Dreams, he realized he’d been trying both to find and to avoid them.
But it was too late to skip to the next page.
Our Family’s connections with the Palace of Dreams have always been very complicated. At first, in the days of the
Yildis Sarrail, which dealt only with interpreting the stars, things were relatively simple. It was when the Yildis Sarrail
became the Tabir Sarrail that they began to …

Mark-Alem’s anxiety, which a short while ago had been distracted by all those names and titles, now seized
him by the throat once more.
He started leafing through the Chronicle again, but this time roughly and fast, as though a gale had suddenly
started to blow through the tips of his fingers.
Our patronymic is a translation of the Albanian word Ora (qyprija or kurpija); it refers to a bridge with three arches in
central Albania, constructed in the days when the Albanians were still Christians and built with a man walled up in its
foundations. After the bridge, which he helped to build, was finished, one of our ancestors, whose first name was Gjon,
followed an old custom and adopted the name of Ora, together with the stigma of murder attached to it.
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Mark-Alem slammed the book shut and hurried from the drawing room. A few moments later he was out in the
street.
It was a wet morning, with a light sleet falling. The tall buildings, looking down on the bustle in the streets
with their heavy doors and wickets still shut, seemed to add to the gloom.
Mark-Alem buttoned his overcoat right up to the neck. As he glanced at the swirls of delicate flakes fluttering
around the wrought-iron streetlamps, he felt a cold shudder run down his spine.
As usual at this hour of the day the avenue was full of clerks from the ministries hurrying to get to their offices
on time. Mark-Alem wondered several times as he went along whether he ought to have taken a cab. The Tabir
Sarrail was farther away than he’d thought, and a thin layer of half-melted snow was making the pavements
slippery.
He was now walking past the Central Bank. A little farther on, a line of frost-covered carriages stood outside
another imposing building. He wondered which ministry it was.
Someone in front of him skidded on the pavement. Mark-Alem watched him as he tried to recover his balance,
fell, picked himself up, examined—muttering an oath as he did so—first his bespattered cape and then the place
on which he’d slipped, and finally continued on his way, somewhat dazed.
“Keep your eyes open!” Mark-Alem said inwardly, not quite sure if he was warning the stranger or himself.
As a matter of fact, there was no need for him to worry. He hadn’t been told to present himself at the office at
any particular time; he wasn’t even sure he had to be there in the morning. He suddenly realized he had no idea of
the hours that were kept at the Tabir Sarrail.
Somewhere in the mist, away to his left, a clock let out a brazen chime, addressed as if to itself. Mark-Alem
walked on faster. He’d already turned up his fur collar, but now involuntarily made as if to turn it up again. In
fact, though, it wasn’t his neck that was cold, but a specific place in his chest. He felt in the inside pocket of his
jacket to make sure his letter of recommendation was still there.
He suddenly noticed there were fewer people about than before. All the clerks are in their offices already, he
thought with a pang. But he soon calmed down; his position was quite different from theirs. He wasn’t a civil
servant yet.
In the distance he thought he could make out a wing of the Tabir Sarrail, and when he got nearer he found he
was right. It really was the Palace, with its faded cupolas which looked as if they’d once been blue, or at least
bluish, but which were now almost invisible through the sleet. This was one of the sides of the building. The front
must face on to the street around the corner.
He crossed a small, almost deserted esplanade, over which rose the strangely slender minaret of a mosque. Yes,
here was the entrance to the Palace. Its two wings stretched away into the mist, while the main part of the building
stood back a little as if recoiling from some threat.
Mark-Alem felt his anxiety increase. Before him lay a long series of identical entrances, but when he got
nearer he realized that all these great doors, wet from the sleet, were closed, and looked as if they hadn’t been
opened for some time.
As he strolled by them, examining them out of the corner of his eye, a man with a cowl over his head suddenly
materialized beside him.
“Which is the way in?” asked Mark-Alem.
The man pointed to the right. The sleeve of his cape was so ample it remained unaffected by the movement of
the arm within, and his hand was dwarfed by the enormous folds of cloth. Good heavens, what a strange getup,
thought Mark-Alem as he went in the direction indicated. After a while he heard more footsteps nearby. It was
another hooded man.
“Over here,” he said. “This is the staff entrance.”
Mark-Alem, flattered at being taken for a member of staff, finally found the entrance. The doors looked very
heavy. There were four of them, all exactly alike and fitted with heavy bronze knobs. He tried one of them and
found it, strangely, lighter than he’d expected.
*
He then found himself in a chilly corridor with a ceiling so high he felt as if he were at the bottom of a pit. On
either side there was a long row of doors. He tried the handles of all of them until one opened, admitting him to
another, less icy corridor. At last, beyond a glass partition, he saw some people. They were sitting in a circle,
talking. They must be ushers or at least some kind of reception staff, for they were all wearing a sort of pale blue
livery much the same color as the Palace cupolas. For a moment Mark-Alem thought he could see marks on their
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uniforms like those he’d noticed in the distance on the cupolas themselves and ascribed to damp.
But he didn’t have time to pursue his examination, for the people he was observing had stopped talking and
were looking at him inquiringly. He opened his mouth to greet them, but they were so obviously annoyed at
having their conversation interrupted that instead of saying good morning he merely mentioned the name of the
official to whom he was supposed to present himself.
“Oh, it’s about a job, is it?” said one of them. “First floor on the right, door eleven!”
Like anyone entering a large government office for the first time, but all the more so because he had arrived in
a state of numb uncertainty, Mark-Alem would have liked to exchange a few words with someone. But these
people seemed so impatient to resume their confounded conversation he felt they were actually ejecting him back
into the corridor. He heard a voice behind him:
“Over there—on the right!”
Without looking around he walked on as directed. Only the tension he was under and the cold shudders still
running through his body prevented him from feeling annoyed.
*
The corridor on the first floor was long and dark, with dozens of doors opening off it, tall and unnumbered. He
counted ten and stopped outside the eleventh. He’d have liked to make sure it really was the office of the person
he was looking for before he knocked, but the corridor was empty and there was no one to ask. He drew a deep
breath, stretched out his hand, and gave a gentle tap. But no voice could be heard from within. He looked first to
his right, then to his left, and knocked again, more loudly this time. Still no answer. He knocked a third time and,
still hearing nothing, tried the door.
Strangely enough it opened easily. He was terrified, and made as if to close it again. He even put out his hand
to clutch it back as it creaked open wider still on its hinges. Then he noticed the room was empty. He hesitated.
Should he go in? He couldn’t think of any rule or custom that applied to this situation. Finally the door stopped
creaking.
He stood gazing wide-eyed at the benches lining the walls of the empty office. After lingering a moment in the
doorway he felt for his letter of recommendation, and this restored his courage. He went in.
“Dash it all,” he thought.
Seeing in his mind’s eye his large house in Royal Street and the influential relatives who often gathered there
after dinner in the huge drawing room with its tall chimneypiece, he sat down on one of the benches with a compareatively casual air. Unfortunately, the image of his house and relatives soon faded, and he was once more
seized with apprehension.
He thought he detected a muffled sound like a whisper, but couldn’t tell where it came from. Then, looking
around the room he discovered a side door, from beyond which seemed to come the sound of voices. He sat still
for a moment, straining his ears, but the murmur remained as indistinct as ever. By now his whole attention was
concentrated on this door, on the other side of which he for some reason supposed it must be warmer.
He put his hands on his knees and sat like that for some time. At any rate he’d managed without too much
trouble to get inside a building to which very few people had access. It was said even ministers themselves
weren’t allowed in without a special pass.
Two or three times he glanced at the door where the sound of the voices came from, but he felt he could stay
there for hours or even days without standing up and going over to open it. He’d just sit on the bench and wait,
thanking his stars for letting him get as far as this anteroom. He hadn’t expected it to be so easy. But had it really
been as easy as all that? Then he reproached himself: a walk through the drizzle, a few closed doors, some ushers
in copper-sulfate-colored liveries, this empty waiting room—you couldn’t really call that difficult.
And yet, without quite knowing why, he heaved a sigh.
At that moment the door opened. He stood up. Someone poked his head in, looked at him, then vanished again,
leaving the door ajar. Inside, Mark-Alem heard him say:
“There’s someone out in the anteroom!”
Mark-Alem didn’t know how long he waited. The door remained ajar, but instead of human voices he could
now hear a strange crackling sound. The man he’d glimpsed before finally reappeared—a very short man holding
a sheaf of papers which fortunately, as Mark-Alem said to himself, absorbed most of his attention. Nevertheless,
he did dart a searching glance at Mark-Alem, who was tempted to offer some apology for having made him leave
what was probably a nice warm office. But the midget’s expression froze the words on Mark-Alem’s lips. Instead,
his hand slowly plucked the letter of recommendation from his pocket and held it out.
The other seemed about to take it when he suddenly snatched back his arm as if afraid of being burned. He
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craned forward and scanned the letter for two or three seconds, then drew away. Mark-Alem thought he detected a
mocking gleam in his eye.
“Come with me!” said the little man, heading for the door that led into the corridor.
Mark-Alem followed him out. At first he tried to memorize their route so as to be able to find his own way out,
but he soon gave up the attempt as useless.
The corridor was even longer than it had seemed before. A faint light reached it from other passages branching
off it. Mark-Alem and his guide finally turned along one of these. After a while the little man stopped in front of a
door and went in, leaving it open for the visitor. Mark-Alem hesitated a moment, but when the other beckoned, he
entered too.
*
Even before he felt the warmth he recognized the smell of red-hot coals coming from a big copper brazier in
the middle of the room. A square-faced man with a morose expression was sitting at a wooden table. Mark-Alem
had the feeling he’d been sitting waiting for them with his eyes fixed on the door before they’d even crossed the
threshold.
The midget, with whom Mark-Alem reckoned he’d by now broken the ice, went over to the other man and
whispered something in his ear. The man sitting at the table went on staring at the door as if someone were still
knocking at it. He listened a moment longer to what the little man was saying, then muttered a few words himself,
but in such a way that his face remained completely immobile.
Mark-Alem began to think his enterprise was coming to nothing; that neither the letter of recommendation nor
any of the other intercessions on his behalf carried any weight in those eyes, whose only interest seemed to reside
in the door.
Then suddenly he heard himself being spoken to. His hand groped nervously inside his coat and brought out
the letter of recommendation. But he immediately had the impression that he’d done the wrong thing and changed
the atmosphere for the worse. For a split second he thought he must have misheard, but just as he was about to put
the letter back in his pocket the midget reached out for the envelope. Mark-Alem, reassured, held it out nearer, but
his relief was premature, for the other, as before, drew back and wouldn’t touch the letter. Instead, he waved his
hand in the air as if to indicate its proper destination. Mark-Alem, somewhat taken aback, realized he was supposed to hand the letter directly to the other official, who was no doubt superior in rank to his escort.
Rather to Mark-Alem’s surprise, the senior civil servant actually took the letter. Even more amazingly, for the
visitor had begun to think he would never take his eyes off the door, he opened the envelope and began to
investigate its contents. Mark-Alem scrutinized him all the time he was reading in the hope of finding some clue
in his face.
But instead, something happened that he found really terrifying, filling him with the kind of faint but rapidly
mounting panic that is often produced by an earthquake. And what Mark-Alem was feeling was indeed caused by
a kind of upheaval.
For as he read the letter, the official with the morose expression had slowly risen from his chair. The movement was so slow and so smooth it seemed to Mark-Alem that it would never end, and that the formidable official
on whom his fate depended was going to turn into a monster of some kind before his very eyes. He was on the
point of yelling, “Never mind! I don’t want the job. Give me back my letter. I can’t bear to watch you uncoiling
like that!,” when he saw that the process of standing was now over and the official was finally upright.
Mark-Alem was astonished, after all this, to find his host was of merely average height. He drew a deep breath,
but once more his relief was premature. Now that he was standing, the official began to walk away from his desk
at a pace as deliberate as before. He was making for the middle of the room.
But the man who’d brought Mark-Alem here seemed unsurprised, and moved aside to let his superior pass.
Now Mark-Alem felt quite reassured. The man must just be stretching his legs after sitting down for too long, or
perhaps he suffered from piles, or gout.
“And to think,” Mark-Alem said to himself, “I nearly let out a howl of terror! My nerves really have been in a
terrible state recently!”
For the first time that morning he was able to face his interlocutor with his usual self-assurance. The official
still had the letter of recommendation in his hand. Mark-Alem was expecting him to say, “Yes, I know all about it
—the job’s yours,” or at least to give him some hope, make him some promise for the next few weeks or months.
His many cousins wouldn’t have exerted themselves for nothing, moving heaven and earth for over two months to
arrange this appointment. And perhaps it was more important for this functionary, by whom he’d been so
unnecessarily terrified, to remain on good terms with Mark-Alem’s influential family than it was for Mark-Alem
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himself to get on the right side of him.
As he watched him Mark-Alem was now so much at ease that for a moment he felt his face might break into a
smile. And he’d have allowed it to do so if he hadn’t suddenly been shattered by a new and horribly unexpected
development. The official carefully folded up the letter of recommendation, and just as Mark-Alem was expecting
some kindly comment, tore it across, twice. Mark-Alem shuddered. His lips moved as if to ask a question or
perhaps just to get some air, but the official, as if he hadn’t done enough already, went over and threw the pieces
into the brazier. A mischievous flame spurted from the ash-choked embers, then died away leaving scraps of
blackened paper.
“We don’t accept recommendations at the Tabir Sarrail,” said the official in a voice that reminded Mark-Alem
of a clock chiming through the dark.
*
He was petrified. He didn’t know what he ought to do—stay there, decamp without more ado, protest, or
apologize.
As if he had read his thoughts, the man who had brought him here silently left the room, leaving him alone
with the official. They were now face-to-face, separated by the brazier. But this didn’t last long. With the same
interminable movement as before, the official moved back to his place behind the desk. But he didn’t sit down. He
merely cleared his throat as if preparing to deliver a speech, then, glancing back and forth between the door and
Mark-Alem, said:
“We don’t accept recommendations at the Tabir Sarrail. It’s completely contrary to the spirit of this institution.”
Mark-Alem didn’t understand.
“The fundamental principle of the Tabir Sarrail resides not in being open to outside influences but in remaining closed to them. Not in openness but in isolation. And so, not in recommendation but in its opposite. Nevertheless, from today you’re appointed to work here.”
“What’s happening to me?” thought Mark-Alem. His eyes, as if to make sure again of what had taken place,
took in the remains of the letter, lying in ashes on the sleeping embers.
“Yes, from this moment on you work here,” said the official again, having apparently noticed Mark-Alem’s
appalled expression.
He drew a deep breath, spread his hands out over the desk (which Mark-Alem now noticed was covered with
files), and went on:
“The Tabir Sarrail or Palace of Dreams, as it’s called in the language of today, is one of our great Imperial
State’s most … important institutions.” He was silent for a moment, scrutinizing Mark-Alem as if to assess how
far he was capable of taking in the meaning of his words. Then he went on:
“The world has long recognized the importance of dreams, and the role they play in anticipating the fates of
countries and of the people who govern them. You have certainly heard of the Oracle of Delphi in ancient Greece,
and of the famous soothsayers of Rome, Assyria, Persia, Mongolia, and so on. Old books tell sometimes of the
beneficial effects of the seers’ predictions, sometimes of the penalties incurred by those who rejected them or
accepted them too late. In short, books record all the events that have ever been told of in advance, whether or not
they were actually affected by the forecast.
“Now this long tradition undoubtedly has its own importance, but it pales into insignificance beside the operations of the Tabir Sarrail. Our Imperial State is the first in the history of the whole world to have institutionalized
the interpretation of dreams, and so to have brought it to such a high degree of perfection.”
Mark-Alem listened in bewilderment. He still hadn’t quite got over the previous emotions of the morning, and
this matter-of-fact flood of abstruse phrases crowned all!
“The task of our Palace of Dreams, which was created directly by the reigning Sultan, is to classify and
examine not the isolated dreams of certain individuals—such as those who in the past were for one reason or
another granted the privilege, and who in practice enjoyed the monopoly, of prediction through interpretation of
divine omens—but the Tabir as a whole: in other words, all the dreams of all citizens without exception. This is a
vast enterprise, beside which the oracles of Delphi and the predictions of all the hordes of prophets and magicians
in the past are derisory. The idea behind the Sovereign’s creation of the Tabir is that Allah looses\fn{Unleashes; lets
loose} a forewarning dream on the world as casually as He unleashes a flash of lightning or draws a rainbow or
suddenly sends a comet close to us, drawn from the mysterious depths of the Universe.
“He dispatches a signal to the earth without bothering about where it will land; He is too far away to be
concerned with such details. It is up to us to find out where the dream has come to earth—to flush it out from
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among millions, billions of others, as one might look for a pearl lost in the desert.
“For the interpretation of that dream, fallen like a stray spark into the brain of one out of millions of sleepers,
may help to save the country or its Sovereign from disaster; may help to avert war or plague or to create new
ideas.
“So the Palace of Dreams is no mere whim or fancy; it is one of the pillars of the State. It is here, better than in
any surveys, statements, or reports compiled by inspectors, policemen, or governors of pashaliks, that the true
state of the Empire may be assessed.
“For in the nocturnal realm of sleep are to be found both the light and the darkness of humanity, its honey and
its poison, its greatness and its vulnerability. All that is murky and harmful, or that will become so in a few years
or centuries, makes its first appearance in men’s dreams. Every passion or wicked thought, every affliction or
crime, every rebellion or catastrophe necessarily casts its shadow before it long before it manifests itself in real
life. It was for that reason that the Padishah decreed that no dream, not even one dreamed in the remotest part of
the Empire on the most ordinary day by the most godforsaken creature, must fail to be examined by the Tabir
Sarrail.
“And there’s another imperial order that is still more fundamental: The table drawn up after the dreams of
every day, week, and month have been collected, classified, and studied must always be absolutely accurate. To
this end not only is there an enormous amount of work to be done in processing the raw material, but it is also of
the utmost importance that the Tabir Sarrail should be closed to all external influence. For we know there are
forces outside the Palace which for various reasons would like to infiltrate the Tabir Sarrail with their own agents,
so that their own plans, ideas, and opinions might be presented as divine omens scattered by Allah among
sleeping human brains. And that is why letters of recommendation are not allowed in the Tabir Sarrail.”
Mark-Alem’s eyes involuntarily shifted to the burned paper now quivering on the embers.
“You’ll be working in the Selection department,” the official went on in the same tone as before. “You might
have begun in one of the less important sections, as most new employees do, but you’re going to begin in Selection because you suit us.”
Mark-Alem glanced furtively at the quivering remains of the letter, as if to say,
“Haven’t you gone yet?”
“And remember,” said the other, “that what’s expected of you above all is absolute secrecy. Never forget that
the Tabir Sarrail is an institution totally closed to the outside world.” One of his hands rose from the table and
wagged a menacing forefinger.
“Many, both individuals and whole factions, have tried to infiltrate us, but the Tabir Sarrail has never fallen
into the trap. It stands alone and apart from human turmoil, outside all competing opinions and struggles for
power, impervious to everything and without contacts with anyone. You may forget everything else I’ve just told
you, but there’s one thing, my boy, which, I repeat, you must always bear in mind.
“And that’s secrecy.
“This isn’t a piece of advice. It’s the order of orders in the Tabir Sarrail.
“And now, get to work. Ask in the corridor where the Selection department is. The people you’re going to
work with will have been told all about you before you get there. Good luck!”
*
Out in the corridor Mark-Alem was at a loss. There were no passersby from whom he might ask the way to
Selection, so he started off at random. Scraps of what the senior official had said were still ringing in his ears.
“What’s happening to me?” he thought, shaking his head in an attempt to clear it.
But instead of dispersing, the echoes of the words he’d just heard only clung to him all the more obstinately.
He even had the impression that in this wilderness of corridors they ricocheted off the walls and colonnades,
acquiring a resonance even more sinister than before:
“You’ll be working in Selection, because you suit us …”
Without knowing why, Mark-Alem began to walk faster.
“Selection.” He kept repeating the word in his mind, and now he was alone it struck him as sounding very odd.
He caught a glimpse of a figure a long way away down the corridor, but couldn’t tell whether it was receding
or approaching. He was tempted to call out to it, or at least wave, but it was much too far away. He walked faster
still, almost ready to break into a run, shout, do anything so as to overtake the man who now seemed to him to
represent his only chance of salvation in this endless corridor. As he hurried along he heard the sound of heavy
footsteps somewhere to his left. He slowed down and listened. The footsteps, rhythmical and threatening, were
coming from a side corridor opening into the main one. Mark-Alem turned and saw a group of men marching
48

along silently, carrying large files. The covers of the files were the same color as the cupolas and the ushers’
uniforms—pale blue with a tinge of green. As the group passed him, Mark-Alem asked timidly,
“Please, could you tell me how to get to Selection?”
“Go back the way you came,” answered a hoarse voice. “I suppose you’re new here?”
Mark-Alem had to wait for the other to get over a fit of coughing to be told that the fourth corridor on the right
would take him to the stairs leading up to the second floor, and that he should ask for further instructions there.
“Thank you sir,” he said.
“Don’t mention it,” replied the stranger. As he moved on, Mark-Alem heard him still coughing desperately and
finally gasping,
“I think I must have caught a cold.”
It took Mark-Alem more than a quarter of an hour to find the Selection offices. The people there were waiting
for him.
“I suppose you’re Mark-Alem,” said the first clerk he came across, before he’d had time to speak. He nodded.
“Come with me,” said the other. “The boss is waiting for you.”
Mark-Alem followed obediently. They went through a series of rooms where dozens of clerks sat at long
tables, poring over open files. None of them showed the slightest interest in either him or his guide, whose shoes
clattered on the floor as he walked.
Like the others, the boss sat at a table with a couple of files open in front of him. The man escorting MarkAlem went up to his superior and whispered something in his ear. But Mark-Alem had a feeling the boss hadn’t
heard. His eyes went on devouring the closely written pages in one of the files, yet Mark-Alem had a fleeting
impression that on the edge of his glance there lurked, like a dying wave, the outer fringe of something fearful,
though its epicenter was far away.
Mark-Alem hoped his escort would whisper to the boss again, but he showed no inclination to do so. He just
stood there calmly, waiting for his superior to finish with the file.
He had to wait some time. It seemed to Mark-Alem as if the boss would never look up; as if he himself would
be stuck there indefinitely, perhaps until office hours were over, or even longer.
The whole room was plunged in silence. The only sound was the faint one made by the boss when he turned a
page. At one point Mark-Alem noticed he’d stopped reading and was just staring vaguely at the file. He seemed to
be thinking over what he’d just read. This went on for some time, perhaps for as long as the time he’d spent actually reading. Eventually the boss rubbed his eyes as if to remove one last mist from them, and looked up at MarkAlem.
The fearsome wave, which had already lost much of its force when Mark-Alem first saw it, had now completely disappeared.
“Are you the new one?” Mark-Alem nodded.
Without more ado the boss stood up and began to walk between the long tables. The other two followed. They
went through several rooms which Mark-Alem sometimes did and sometimes didn’t think he’d been through
before.
When he saw a table in the distance with an unoccupied chair behind it and an unopened file on top, he
realized this must be his place. And sure enough, the boss stopped and pointed at a spot between the table and the
empty chair.
“That’s where you’ll be working,” he said.
Mark-Alem looked at the unopened file with its bluish cover.
“The Selection service occupies several rooms like this,” said the boss with a sweep of his arm. “It’s one of the
most important departments in the Tabir Sarrail. Some people think Interpretation is the essential department. But
it isn’t. The Interpreters like to think they’re the aristocrats of this institution, and affect to look down on us selectors. But as you must know, this is pure vanity on their part. Anyone with the least gumption can see that without
us here in Selection, Interpretation would be like a mill without any wheat. We’re the ones who supply them with
all their raw material. We are the basis of their success.” He waved a dismissive hand.
“Oh well … you’ll be working here, so you’ll see for yourself. I believe you’ve already been given the necessary instructions. I don’t want to overwhelm you on your first day, so I shan’t go into detail now about all your
duties. I’ll just tell you what you need to know to start with, and you can pick up the rest as you go along. This is
the chief room in Selection.” Another of the sweeping gestures.
“Between ourselves, we call it the Lentil Room, because this is where the dreams are first sifted. In other
words, this is where it all starts. Here in this very room …”
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He blinked as if he’d lost the thread of what he’d been saying.
“Well,” he went on after a moment, “to be quite accurate I ought to say the first sifting is done by our provincial sections. There are about nineteen hundred of them all over the Empire. Each one has its own subsections,
and all these cells do a preliminary sorting before they send the dreams to the Center. But the sorting they do is
only provisional. The real selection begins here. Just as the farmer separates the wheat from the chaff, so we separate the dreams that contain something of interest from those that do not. It’s this winnowing process that is the
essence of our Selection. Do you see?”
The boss’s eyes were growing brighter and brighter. His words, which had come with difficulty before, now
crowded on him faster than he could formulate his ideas, and he kept speaking faster and faster as if to try to make
use of them all.
“Yes, that’s the principal aim of our work,” he repeated, “to eliminate from the files any dreams that are devoid
of interest.
“To begin with, all those that are purely private and have nothing to do with the State. Then dreams caused by
hunger or satiety, cold or heat, illness and so on—in short, all those that are connected with the flesh. Then come
the sham dreams, those that never really happened but have been invented by people to further their ambitions, or
by mythomaniacs or provocateurs. All these three categories have to be weeded out. But that’s easily said! It isn’t
so easy actually to identify them. A dream may seem to be purely personal, or due to trivial causes like hunger or
rheumatism, when in fact it’s directly relevant to matters of State—probably more so than the latest speech by
some member of the government! But to recognize that takes experience and maturity. One error of judgment and
everything can start to go wrong, do you see? To cut a long story short, ours is very highly skilled work.”
He now abandoned irony and adopted a more easy tone to explain to Mark-Alem what his practical duties
would be. There was still a trace in his eyes, however, of previous tension.
“As you’ll have noticed,” he went on, “there are other rooms beside this one, and in order to get a better idea
of the work you’ll be called upon to do you must spend a day or two in each of them. Then, when you’ve acquired
an overall idea of what Selection is, you’ll come back here to the Lentil Room, where you’ll find the work all the
easier because of your initiation. But that won’t begin until next week. Meanwhile, you’ll make a start here.”
He leaned across the table, drew the file over and flipped open its blue cover.
“This is your first file. It contains a group of dreams that arrived on October nineteenth. Read them very carefully, but whatever you do don’t be too hasty. If you think there’s the slightest chance that a dream might have
been fabricated, leave it where it is and don’t be in too much of a hurry to remove it. After you there’ll be another
sorter, or, to give him his proper title, a second inspector, and he’ll check what you’ve done and correct any errors.
Then there’s another inspector to check up on him, and so on. In fact, all the people you see in this room are doing
just that. So good luck!”
He stayed there another few seconds looking at Mark-Alem, then turned around and left.
Mark-Alem was momentarily rooted to the spot, then slowly, trying not to make any noise, he edged the chair
back a little, slid between it and the table, and, still very cautiously, sat down.
The file now lay open in front of him. His wish, and that of his family, had been granted. He’d been given a
job in the Tabir Sarrail; he was even sitting on a chair at his desk, a genuine official in the mysterious Palace.
He bent a little closer over the file, until his eyes could make out what was written in it, then calmly began to
read. The stiff first page bore the name and date of the file, followed lower down by the inscription
Issued to Surkurlah. Contains 63 dreams.

With an apprehensive finger Mark-Alem turned to the next page. This, unlike the first, was covered with
closely written text. The first three lines were slightly separated from the rest and underlined in green ink. They
read:
Dream of Yussuf, clerk in the post office at Aladjehisar,
sub-prefecture of Kerk-Kili, pashalik of Kustendil,
last September 3 just before dawn.

Mark-Alem looked up from the file.
“September 3,” he thought bemusedly.
Could it all be true? Was he really now an official in the Tabir Sarrail, installed at his own desk and reading
the dream of Yussuf, who worked at the post office in Aladjehisar in the sub-prefecture of Kerk-Kili in the
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pashalik of Kustendil—reading it in order to settle his fate, to decide whether his dream was to be thrown in the
wastepaper basket or inserted into and analyzed by the vast machinery of the Tabir?
He felt a quiver of pleasure run up his spine. Looking down at the file again he read:
Three white foxes on the minaret of the local mosque …

Suddenly he was startled by the ringing of a bell.
*
He looked up sharply as if he’d been tapped on the shoulder. Looking first to his left and then to his right, he
was amazed by what he saw. All the people who had hitherto seemed glued to their chairs and mesmerized by the
files open in front of them had suddenly broken the spell. They were now standing up, chatting and scraping their
chairs on the floor as the bell went on echoing through the rooms.
“What is it?” asked Mark-Alem. “What’s going on?”
“It’s the morning break,” answered his nearest neighbor. (But where had he been until now?)
“The morning break,” he repeated. “Of course you’re new, so you don’t know the timetable. But you’ll soon
learn.”
On all sides the occupants of the room were moving between the long tables and making for the door. MarkAlem did his best to go on reading, but it was impossible: others kept jostling him and knocking against his chair.
But despite all this he bent over the file again, attracted to it now as by a magnet.
Three white foxes …

Then he heard a voice speaking just by his ear:
“You can get coffee and salep\fn{A soup made of the dried tubers of various species of Orchis, or of various East Indian orchids
of the genus Eulophia; containing gum and starch, it is used as a food much like tapioca, and is also capable of soothing inflamed or
abraded mucus membranes, and protecting them from irritation .}downstairs. Come on, there’s bound to be something you

like.”
Mark-Alem scarcely had time to see what the speaker looked like, but he got up, closed the file, and followed
everyone else to the door.
Out in the corridor he had no need to ask the way. Everybody was going in the same direction. Those in the
main corridor were joined by an endless stream of others from the side corridors. Mark-Alem mingled in the human tide, now advancing shoulder to shoulder. He was impressed by the number of people employed in the Tabir
Sarrail. There were hundreds of them, perhaps thousands.
The sound of footsteps grew louder, especially on the stairs. After descending one flight they went down a long
straight corridor, then down another lot of stairs. Mark-Alem noticed that the windows grew narrower on every
landing. It seemed to him they must be heading for some kind of basement.
By now all the people were crowded together in one mass. He could make out the separate scents of coffee and
salep even before they got to the refreshment room. It reminded him of breakfast in their own big house. He was
filled with another wave of delight. In the distance he could see long counters with dozens of assistants handing
out steaming bowls of salep and cups of coffee.
He let himself be swept toward the counters. Amid the general hubbub you could hear people sipping their
coffee or herb tea, brief bursts of coughing, the clink of coins. A lot of these people seemed to have colds, unless
after being silent for hours on end they needed to clear their throats before starting to speak.
After being pressed into a queue, Mark-Alem found himself stuck near a counter, unable to move either
forward or back. He realized other people were pushing in front of him, reaching over his head to take cups or pay
for them, but he was determined not to let it bother him. Anyhow, he didn’t really want anything to eat or drink.
He stayed where he was, shunted back and forth by the crowd, his only concern to do the same as everyone else.
“If you don’t move yourself you won’t get anything to drink!” said, a voice behind him. “You might let me
through, at any rate!”
Mark-Alem made way at once. The person who’d spoken, apparently surprised by his eagerness to oblige,
looked round curiously. He had a long ruddy face with nice round cheeks. He stared at Mark-Alem for a moment.
“Have you just been taken on?” Mark-Alem nodded.
“Yes, that’s obvious.” He took another couple of steps toward the counter, then turned and said,
“What’ll you have? Coffee or salep?”
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Mark-Alem was tempted to say, “Nothing, thanks,” but that might have seemed odd. And wasn’t he supposed
to be trying to be like everyone else and not draw attention to himself?
“A coffee,” he whispered, but moving his lips enough for the other to understand what he was saying.
He felt in his pocket for some change, but meanwhile his new acquaintance had turned around again and
reached the counter.
Mark-Alem, waiting, couldn’t help hearing snatches of the conversations going on around him. They were like
fragments being ground up by some great millstone. But now and then a few audible words or even whole
sentences would escape briefly, no doubt to be crushed at the next turn of the wheel. Mark-Alem strained his ears
to listen and was astonished at what he heard.
These people weren’t talking about the Tabir Sarrail at all, but about the most trivial and ordinary things, such
as the cold weather, the quality of the coffee, the races, the national lottery, the flu epidemic in the capital. Not a
single word about what went on in this building. You’d have thought they were officials in the Land Office or
some ordinary ministry, not that they worked in the famous Palace of Dreams, the most mysterious institution in
the whole Empire.
Mark-Alem saw his new friend emerging from the crush, a cup of coffee balanced precariously in either hand.
“This queuing—what a bore!” he said, still holding on to both cups as he tried to steer a way to a table that was
free among the scores or even hundreds scattered around the room. No chairs were provided, and the tabletops
were bare.
They served merely as ledges to lean on, and a place to leave empty cups. The other man finally found a free
table and set down the coffees. Mark-Alem shyly offered the coins he’d been holding in his hand. The other
waved them away. “It’s nothing,” he said.
“Thank you!” Mark-Alem picked up a cup of coffee, still clutching the money in his other hand.
“When did you start?” asked his companion.
“Today.”
“Really? Congratulations! Well, you’re right to …” He let the sentence trail off and took a sip of coffee.
“What section are you in?”
“Selection.”
“Selection?” the other exclaimed, as if surprised. He smiled. “Well, you’ve certainly made a good start. People
usually begin their career in Reception, or even lower down, in the Copying section.” Mark-Alem suddenly
wanted to find out more about the Tabir Sarrail. A small chink had appeared in his former reticence.
“So Selection’s an important department, is it?” he asked. The other stared at him.
“Yes, very important. Especially for a young recruit.”
“How do you mean?”
“I mean especially for someone who’s just been appointed.”
“And what about in general? Not just for someone young, but in general?”
“Yes, of course. In general it’s regarded as a crucial department. Of the utmost significance.” Now it was
Mark-Alem’s turn to stare.
“Naturally there are sections that are more important still …”
“Interpretation, for instance?” The other lowered his cup.
“Well, well—you’re not such a novice as you seem,” he said with a smile. “You’ve learned quite a lot already,
considering it’s your first day!”
Mark-Alem was tempted to smile back, but realized it was too soon to make so bold. The icy carapace that
seemed to cover his face this extraordinary morning hadn’t quite melted yet.
“Of course, Interpretation is the very essence of the Tabir Sarrail,” the other went on. “Its nerve center, its
brain, so to speak, for it’s there that the preliminaries carried out in the other sections take on their real signifycance.” Mark-Alem listened feverishly.
“And the people who work there are known as the aristocrats of the Tabir?” His companion pursed his lips and
thought for a moment.
“Yes. Something like that. Although of course …”
“What?”
“Don’t go thinking there aren’t any others above them.”
“And who are they?” asked Mark-Alem, surprised at his own audacity. The other looked back at him calmly.
“The Tabir Sarrail is always bigger than it seems,” he said.
Mark-Alem would have liked to ask him what he meant, but was afraid of presuming too far.
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“In addition to the ordinary Tabir,” went on the other, “there’s the secret Tabir. The dreams that are analyzed
there are not sent in by people themselves—they’re obtained by the State through methods and means of its own.
You’ll appreciate that that’s a section no less important than Interpretation!”
“Of course,” replied Mark-Alem, “although …”
“Although what?”
“Don’t all the dreams, whether they’re sent in spontaneously or collected by the secret Tabir, end up in
Interpretation?”
“As a matter of fact, all the sections but one are duplicated—they all have offices both in the ordinary Tabir
and in the secret one. Only the Interpretation department is a single service common to both. However, that
doesn’t mean it’s superior in the hierarchy to the secret Tabir as such.”
“But perhaps it’s not inferior either?”
“Perhaps. There’s a certain amount of rivalry between them.”
“In short, both those sections constitute the aristocracy of the Tabir.” The other man smiled.
“More or less, if that’s how you like to put it.” He took another swig at his cup, though there was no coffee left
in it now.
“But you mustn’t suppose even they are at top,” he went on. “There are others again above them.” Mark-Alem
looked at him hard to see if he was serious.
“And who are they?”
“The Master-Dream officers.”
“What?”
“The Master-Dream officers. The section that deals with the Arch-Dream, as they’ve taken to calling it lately.”
“And what’s that?” The other lowered his voice.
“We probably oughtn’t to be talking about that sort of thing,” he said. “But after all, you have just become a
member of staff. And these are really only organizational matters—I don’t suppose there’s anything secret about
them.”
“Probably not,” said Mark-Alem. He couldn’t wait to find out more.
“Do go on,” he said encouragingly. “I do belong here, in a way. My mother belongs to the Quprili family.”
“The Quprili family!”
Mark-Alem wasn’t surprised by his interlocutor’s astonishment. He was used to meeting with this reaction
whenever anyone found out about his origins.
“As soon as you said you’d gone straight into Selection, I guessed you must belong to a family close to the
State. But I must admit I didn’t imagine those dizzy heights.”
“Quprili was my mother’s maiden name,” said Mark-Alem. “My own name’s different.”
“That makes no odds. It’s the same thing for all intents and purposes.” Mark-Alem looked at him.
“Tell me some more about the Master-Dream.”
His companion drew a deep breath. Then, as if sensing his voice wasn’t going to be loud enough to need all
that air, he exhaled some of it again before he spoke.
“As perhaps you know, every Friday a traditional ceremony is held, ancient but discreet, in which one dream,
selected as the most important of all the thousands we’ve received and analyzed during the previous week, is
presented to the Sultan. That’s the Master- or Arch-Dream.”
“I have heard of it, but only vaguely, as a kind of legend.”
“Well, it’s not a legend—it’s a fact. And it gives work to hundreds of people in the Master-Dream department.”
He looked at Mark-Alem for some time before going on.
“And—would you believe it?—a dream like that, with its significant omens, is sometimes more useful to the
Sovereign than a whole army of soldiers or all his diplomats put together.” Mark-Alem listened open-mouthed.
“So now do you see why the position of the Master-Dream officers is so superior to ours?”
What a gigantic mechanism, thought Mark-Alem. Yes, the Tabir Sarrail really was unimaginably vast.
“You never see any of them about,” the other went on. “They even have their coffee and salep in a place of
their own.”
“A place of their own …” Mark-Alem echoed.
His new friend had just opened his mouth to supply more information when the sound of a bell, the same one
as had announced the coffee break, put a sudden stop to everything that was going on around them.
*
Mark-Alem had neither time nor need to ask what it meant. Even before the ringing had stopped, everyone
53

started to rush for the exits. Those who hadn’t finished the drinks in front of them emptied their cups and glasses
in one gulp. Others, who’d only just been served with beverages still too hot to drink, just abandoned them and
made off like the rest.
Mark-Alem’s companion had fallen silent just as suddenly, then nodded curtly and turned away. Mark-Alem
would have tried to detain him and ask him one last question, but as he was about to do so he was jostled first to
the left and then to the right, and so lost sight of him.
As he let himself be swept out along with the crowd, he realized he’d forgotten to ask his new acquaintance his
name. If only I knew what section he works in, he sighed. Then he consoled himself with the thought that they
might meet again at the next day’s coffee break and be able to have another chat.
The crowd was thinning by now, and Mark-Alem tried to find one of the faces he’d seen before in the
Selection department. In vain. He had to ask the way back there twice. When he arrived he crept in quietly, trying
not to be noticed.
The last chairs were still being scraped into place. Nearly all the clerks were ensconced at their long tables
again. Mark-Alem tiptoed to his desk, drew out his chair, and sat down. He did nothing for a few moments, then
bent over his file and started to read:
Three white foxes on the minaret of the local mosque …

then suddenly he looked up. He felt as if someone were hailing him from a long way away, sending out some
strange, faint, doleful signal like a call for help or a sob. What is it? he wondered. The question soon absorbed
him absolutely.
Without knowing why, he looked at the high windows. It was the first time he’d done so. Beyond the windowpanes the rain, so familiar but now so distant, mingled as it fell with delicate flakes of snow. The flakes eddied
wildly in the morning light, now distant too—so far away it seemed to belong to another life, another world from
which perhaps that ultimate signal had been sent out to him. With a vague sense of guilt he looked away and bent
over his file. But before he started reading again he heaved a deep sigh:
Oh, God! …
287.90 1. Irreversible Landscapes 2. The White Stain 3. Tango 4. Country Roads 5. Chess 6. Regarding
Hypermetropia 7. The Wanderings Of Freedom 8. The Forgotten 9. Shadows On The Snow 10. My Mother, The
Safety Instructions, And Me 11. The Mystery Of Prayers 12. The Television Owner 13. In A Nameless Place 14.
After The Evening Movie 15. Citadine Hotel, Berlin 16. Understanding A Journey 17. Child Of Nature 18. De
Jure 19. The Cinema 20. You’re One Of Us 21. Self Portrait In Silica 22. A List Of Things To Do 23. The Man
Without Land 24. Marked 25. Old News 26. Prisoners 27. Vertical Realities 28. A Pair Of Sandals Under A Tree
29. Narration In The Third Person 30. The Other Side Of The Mountain 31. Men 32. Meditation While Shaving
33. Small Town Funeral 34. A Question Of Numbers 35. The History Lesson 36. The Smell Of Milk 37. Monday
In Seven Days: Thirty-seven Poems\fn{by Luljeta Lleshanaku (1968- )} Elbasan, Elbasan County, Albania (F) 28
1
Irreversible is the river
on whose back
dead leaves swirl.
Irreversible are words—
the dust of roads
mingled with breath, warm breath
that sticks to our trembling lips
like fog to a boat.
*
Irreversible is this cup of tea
irreversible the restrained aura of melancholy
after a superficial conversation
about books and cemeteries.
Perhaps even routine—
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the eggcup
that keeps half of our round selves
in balance—
is irreversible.
*
Irreversible are all moments of love
even when they happen more and more frequently
even when skin turns to moss.
In love two bodies become one cactus
fused always
to that instant of death.
2
My head on your left shoulder
is a zero valence—a gray metallic loneliness.
Freckles, spots of rust …
Time drips slowly, mercury in the thermometer
hung on the wall shyly slides away
—autumn’s striptease
revealing what was hidden.
*
Each night, the same nightmare.
The silkworm
gnaws at fresh leaves
and your shadow slips from the chair
like a low-cut evening dress
I once wore.
*
Your zero valence is
a hopeless chemical loneliness—
burning flesh,
black suffocating gases.
*
Unconditional love
has always frightened me—
as has the stewardess in white, there, near the exit
who directs us to fasten our seatbelts
near the end of the journey.
3
The city has expanded
a diaphragm heaving open
a single bus stop now separating it from the cemetery.
*
There, seated on a stool, waits a widow, money
for a ticket clenched in her fist.
At home she cleaned herself up to her shoulders with alcohol
her body free of cuts and scratches.
*
Getting off the bus, she fixes her gaze on its license plate.
Her breasts, like flowers, droop
as soft rain falls like apostrophes
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in a conversation between two worlds.
*
In winter, no one is at the bus stop
but the driver waits there habitually, the engine idling,
half cigarette
dampened between his lips.
Soon the automatic door closes, springing back in place
like the last words of a verdict.
*
No one knows which expanded first,
the city or cemetery, a tango
with arms extended and thighs drawn up—
currents in open water.
4
In the country, fate steps
softly, never rushes anywhere
traverses the crucifixes
of cart tracks in the dirt.
*
A chimney exhales rings of smoke
and the sky’s black fingers twirl them
across the blind milky way.
*
Through the iron bars
of a little pub window
light spills out in white rectangles
like playing cards
overturned on a dusty table.
*
The night watchman’s dog
sits on a rickety chair
wagging its tail,
drooling, belching at stars.
*
And the shingle-covered roofs
clustered together in groups of four or five
resemble the scaly backs of crocodiles
drifting downriver
making sounds
not unlike drowning men.
5
Autumn. Veins of marble
swell in the rain.
*
The graves of my relatives
four inches of space between them lined up
like cars at a railroad crossing.
*
What once kept them together
like fingers in an ironsmith’s glove has vanished. … The war is over.
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*
In the afterlife there are only a few strangers
waiting for the train to pass. …
*
The smell of the earth
reminds me of home
where a clock that once hung on the wall is missing.
*
I polish the dust off their names with care—
the years … like little bruises on a knee,
love … which now pricks less
than the thorns of a rose.
*
There, at the entrance to the cemetery
the guard sits in his booth
playing chess with himself.
6
Don’t blame me for losing the ability to see what’s near.
A bay with no harbor,
I grew up without being kissed on the forehead at bedtime.
I never heard cryptic footsteps beneath my window
and no one whispered in my ear.
The olive grove in my yard was state owned
and looked like armor riddled by bullets; even after a bumper crop
not a single olive reached our table.
Never has a glass, bearing the impression of my lips,
shattered. Maybe it was because of superstition
but dishes were washed instantly, and never broke.
Never have I rummaged through a drawer
that didn’t give a slapped puppy yelp.
And never have I seen the flickering of a nightdress
gliding stealthily between rooms
nor felt the warmth of things that were solely mine—
the banister that led to my floor of dreams—
things belonging to me and things I belonged to.
My strength never came from the inside
but from the outside,
smoked meat
at the mercy of salt and frost.
*
Never have I savored the sweet taste of blame
nor the tartness of repentance
portioned out like halvah
at a requiem.
7
Not always does the plague of the first born
pass over the doorway architrave
smeared with blood.
*
Does the powerful and irreversible tempest drive away
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those who believe they are destined for the Promised Land?
And does it divide them along the way?
*
I remember when I was ten
my happy, restless wanderings,
a spoon beating white merangue.
*
I felt my soul radiating
from my warm body,
fragrance from blossoming night flowers.
*
That wasn’t freedom. Freedom wasn’t a feeling of spaciousness.
Freedom was a vertical ascension
sacks of sand hauled by hot air balloons—
a sacred suspension!
*
I shake these memories from my body
as a zealot would shake dust from a carpet
whose arabesque wakes him from a dreamy sleep.
*
At last I am free from the illusion of freedom.
Now I am free.
8
The words we speak do not tell linear stories—
they are our living fossils.
Cats, unlike us, are all instinct,
their escape routes written in black-and-white
in arrows, crosses, and dashes.
*
Some say the morning birds, not cats or dogs, absorb
the whole day’s warmth. I absorb the energy
of people close to me
as cats do.
A pure energy
with no electrons to exchange
the energy of an ice cube dazzling in a glass—
the energy of people thinking aloud
exchanging ideas.
*
My people do everything loudly.
They suffer loudly; even their silence is loud.
Their fruit always ripens too soon.
*
It’s not heroism when at night, in secret,
the muezzin chanted verses of the Qur’an to us
and I lost my connection to everyone around me.
It was as if they stopped thinking
and dozed off, elbow to elbow,
like a vineyard after the harvest
no longer needing to be protected.
9
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The snow comes late this year. Violet shadows
doze like shepherds around
a white fire.
The swaying shadow of a fence looks like a woman’s clavicle—
a woman who dreams of her lover’s journey home through the snow,
his late return.
*
Thin trails lead to the doorway.
A car parked for hours
compresses black earth.
Radio signals float out of earshot.
A boat with its eel fishers
in luminous raincoats skims by.
A child—his little hands trembling—
casts slanting trees across the table.
*
The choir kneels.
The moment has come to speak
in a voice I have never known before.
*
I raise my head and see a single star in the night sky
shapeless and fearful like the shard of a broken bottleneck,
a star I have for years foolishly followed.
Perhaps the shadow of my infinite persistence
looks like a large hill
on the moon, a camel bent over a puddle
preparing for a new stretch
10
Just when I’m about to share
the discomfort of a long journey
with someone else’s eyes
I notice my mother
carefully following the stewardess
perform the safety instructions
between first class and coach.
*
The skin on her jaw stiffens
as she prays to her gods.
*
I try to understand the years that divide
the woman of my childhood from the one here today.
My mother never believed in miracles.
She would unwittingly crush the north star
with a flap of the blinds
for fear her children would catch cold.
She believed only in her touch
the rough horizontal knowledge
of two hands swollen by lye and water.
*
I am thinking,
How many digressions, from childhood to today,
59

separate me
from this little marionette, so easily manipulated,
*
when she reaches her right hand beneath her seat
to touch the orange life jacket
like a child touching a book of fairy tales under her bed.
11
In my family
prayers were said secretly,
softly, murmured through sore noses
beneath blankets,
a sigh before and a sigh after
thin and sterile as a bandage.
*
Outside the house
there was only a ladder to climb
a wooden one, leaning against a wall all year long,
ready to use to repair the tiles in August before the rains.
No angels climbed up
and no angels climbed down—
only men suffering from sciatica.
*
They prayed to catch a glimpse of Him
hoping to renegotiate their contracts
or to postpone their deadlines.
*
“Lord, give me strength,” they said
for they were descendants of Esau
and had to make do with the only blessing
left over from Jacob,
the blessing of the sword.
*
In my house praying was considered a weakness
like making love.
And like making love
it was followed by the long
cold night of the body.
12
His roof more red than the others, and above it
the television antenna
vibrating like a shrub on the edge of a cliff—
the only one among fifty houses.
*
They called him “the orphan” when he was a child
and the nickname stuck
and grew like a scar along his body.
*
He built his house by himself and then bought a television;
wolves attack the throat
where prey is most vulnerable.
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*
His gate stands wide open in the evenings,
an orgy of shoes in the corridor.
“Goal!” and “Ah!” crystallize in the air,
and his elbows tuck in during sad movies.
*
He never forgets a bone for his dog
and the coffee is always freshly brewed.
*
They call him “the television’s owner” now,
a nickname he likes. More than anyone he knows
his identity is not a question of a proper noun, but of a possessive.
*
He admires visitors
while they admire his blue tube.
Each envies the other. A chain.
A caravan drawn to an oasis
in the dunes.
13
No need to fill in a form
or to tap your fingertips with annoyance.
*
No need to do anything
in a place run by ghosts—
the temple stones lugged from afar, perhaps as far as a kilometer—
to taste the geometry of shadows.
*
The doors are open because there’s nothing to steal
from the city-state of diseased poets.
Like bandages on scuffed eyebrows
the postboxes open only when wet.
*
A town without advertisements, without pretty women
selling cavity-free smiles, without streets pointing to the suburbs,
the limits of cognition—the dictatorship of a blade of grass.
*
I greet my neighbors, but they don’t return the favor.
What’s the point of wishing someone good luck
when one is born and dies in a single day, perhaps within an hour?
*
Here they all are! On my worktable,
on the backs of books, little photos,
with the garden of Eden gleaming in the background,
stuck like receipts to the neatly hung clothes at the drycleaner’s.
*
And finally, astonishingly, I don’t know how to name this place.
A nation without martyrs doesn’t have a name.
Deserters, yes, are branded, as Spartan deserters once were,
with half-shaved faces—
light and darkness come together.
14
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Lulling in the curiosity of an evening movie
the four of us look like pieces broken off a relic,
small and large fragments
caught in an archaeologist’s sieve.
*
Ribs, elbows, shoulders, and knees
lean freely against one another.
The illusion, flickering, reflects
off the screen onto the ionic architecture of our flesh.
*
“We might have been happy,” you utter
with the same compassionate tone
you use when talking about the dog tied to a pole in the courtyard
on that fearful night of lightning.
We turn out the lights, get ready for bed,
our heads glowing like lemons in the dark,
sour and dissatisfied.
*
“We could … if I.”
*
We hide beneath a suffocating embrace
simply to avoid speaking
simply because we fear that we might have to tell a story
a story whose ending we don’t yet know
because we no longer hear barking in the courtyard.
*
Clay turns on its wheel
unable to realize
that it is history itself
that same story
told over and over in countless ways.
15
Evening. Two or three taxis line up in a row
waiting for someone who’s lost.
*
The room, just as I left it this morning
only the sheets have been changed
by hands I have never known
only the rain taps lightly against the window
like a withered bouquet of flowers.
*
The message on the answering machine is still there
the voice of a man
looking for a woman who slept here months earlier
a woman who had wiped herself dry with these same towels
clean and perfumed.
*
I replay it several times
piece together their past
try to avoid the question: “What might have happened next?”
*
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A telephone call from a phone booth
and then he arrives hurriedly and, perhaps, with great longing.
His lips wipe makeup off my face
carelessly and without pause
as the understudy does after the show.
*
Finally, I lie down on the bed
made by anonymous hands
stretching out among my lost words
(anxious, hurried questioning)
like a silk bookmark
between newly read pages of a book.
16
Like eels reaching the sea
or elephants returning to the smooth humus of riverbanks
we embark on a long journey
to decide where to bury you.
*
When I die, which door
will be slammed loudest by the stormy wind?
There is no death between need and excess.
Our last bed will be but a pair of eyes.
The soul, the last to go,
separates the walnut tree
from its shadow.
*
Look how deeply you sleep!
The sleep of an infant
ill-fitted for old age …
*
The spectacles placed crosswise by the bed
are waiting for someone’s breath to fog them. Beyond their rims objects are magnified, palpable,
clear, and raw
as on the world’s first day.
*
I am a heavy and lazy beast
digging up soil with my nails.
And if this is my last resting place
then I will never hear a twig break
hundreds of kilometers away.
The magnificent rituals of the forest in winter will continue
with an ice-cold heart
with a heart of snow.
17
No one noticed me
at my parents’ wedding—
my face scrunched
as if I had eaten sour fruit—
tucked away like a wet invitation in a pocket.
*
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Soon thereafter,
my mother swung the window of her chest shut
and opened a larger one on her belly
overlooking the street
in the morning
as the scent of fresh coffee
and toast wafted in.
*
She knew what she desired.
I was her pure, perfect objective,
I, who humbly flew from her body—
a magpie with a diamond in its throat
a novel read aloud, beginning on the last page.
*
The newly opened jars of cream
in her dresser drawers
were out of bounds for me
as were the untouched perfumes and powders
lipstick the size of a finger
pointing seductively to exotic places.
*
I was there until the very moment
chromosomes were combined—
a handful of hazelnuts with a handful of ginger—
but not a moment later.
18
When his wife died
he married her sister
to buy himself some time.
*
Fat, childish, obsessed with cleaning
a muzzle-loading musket
she never complained. With gold earrings
and bruises he planted on her face
she had all the solemnity of a married woman.
*
He gave her a small plot
and she built a colony.
She gave him many children
who grew up close to the earth—
strawberries with round eyes and thorns—
shooing geese from a zone of amnesty
with gnarled sticks in their hands.
*
In what seemed a few minutes
his world moved from the front door
to the back stairs.
*
Now, exhausted, she snores with her mouth wide open
against a pillow, a supporting wall
between him and his consciousness.
*
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Both find ways to lie to themselves:
he asking her to resist him more
and she—like the houses along the border
where the pleasure of contraband
has replaced cards on birthdays.
19
Without fail
Sundays at the cinema
were always rainy days
big black umbrellas
clashing against the ticket booth.
*
The doorman among the torn stubs
looked like a watercolor
hung crookedly on a kitchen wall.
We waited anxiously in the front row
looking straight ahead and
eating sunflower seeds
toasted over the ashes of textbooks
until the horizontal beam lit
a band of white dust and settled on the screen
and halos lit up over our heads—
a holy family in a Byzantine painting.
*
Always the same old films
soundtrack crackling like handfuls of rice
thrown at the newlyweds’ white car.
Beautiful actors kissed
as if for the first time.
*
When the lights came on
and we saw our faces
and shook out our frozen limbs
we were an allegory for desire and disappointment
pale fences in our backyards
on which mother used to dry the laundry—
fences that were once full of color and life.
20
Among seven days, eight are faded out
like the armpits and chests of denim work clothes.
You’re one of us!
*
Among seven women, eight have swollen varicose veins
and kidneys wrapped tight with woolen sashes.
You’re one of us!
*
The youngest imitates her mother’s pain, hands on waist trying
to gain her acceptance.
You’re one of us!
*
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Flitting around, with an egg in her mouth, shouting her dreams
then crushing them with stones, like dwindling fires lit by children.
You’re one of us!
*
Either scorn or be scorned
if you are a seed that doesn’t lay roots.
But when I produced scorn like a penknife out of my pocket
it failed to cut:
“Watch out! You’ll cut your hands! Put that thing away!”
You’re one of us!
*
Homonymic lives, all of ours,
mine no exception
misery that old typewriter
with its accent key missing.
You’re one of us!
*
Me, one of them
and in two places simultaneously.
I, the premonition of another life.
21
My portrait hasn’t changed much.
My head still leans a little to one side
in the same way
as if asking for an apology.
Apology? For what?
Because I was in the wrong place at the right time,
or in the right place at the wrong time,
or both? Because I was present
when asked to be invisible?
Asked not to tap a spoon against my teeth while eating, not to dream out loud,
not to make smoke when I get burned, not to make suds when I wash,
asked to remove my feathers when I crumble
when the elastic breaks and my soul lands between my feet
asked not to bother fixing it?
And believe me, life is light when you are invisible.
I followed the path I was told to follow.
Glass! First I was glass, full of curses, the elementary school’s window
made visible by dust.
Then I was the glass of a monocle that one eye trusted and the other didn’t.
Later, after I began to write, I became the thick glass
of a telescope
that revealed stars on the palm of a hand.
The eyes that peer through me still look tired,
and the stars, still millions of light years away.
I bear no false news, only a premonition;
my deception has distance.
*
Maybe some day, I won’t be an invisible thing,
a winding border between two worlds.
I will have a voice, a color, and be read on rainy days
well aware that a timid nod to a photographer
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is merely an alibi.
22
I always promise to come see you
but I never keep my promises
when they have anything to do with you
*
when you are just a name
on my list of things to do
always something more pressing
because you will always wait. …
*
There’s always a winter not far behind. …
How difficult it must have been for you
without a glass of warm tea in the evening
tortured between cold walls
like quicksilver in mortar
now used to fill teeth.
*
There’s always an early summer. …
with the sound of your neighbor and his son
who at the strike of midnight
always come home quarrelling
*
while you hold a photo of a girl, cut out of the newspaper,
the atrophied song of grasshoppers in the background
chirping away until noon the next day.
*
Sometimes when you were no longer here
I would draw a long line across
your name on my list
beginning from the left, straight through to the right,
like the holy commandments written in the Qur’an
no possibility
of turning back,
father.
23
I am a man without land.
Everything I have is written diagonally across my face,
the word “fragile” on a gift sent
during the holidays.
*
My grandfather grappled with his land
like a wolf in a trap
all alone in the world.
*
It was a fight without surprises, with intermittent ceasefires
and without flesh wounds: it was all-consuming.
*
His steps were enormous, his gaze like the mouth of a flesh-eating plant
empty and free of assumptions.
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*
When he lost the fight
he turned around and saw
all that had happened behind him:
the manna tree grew tall, overshadowing the neighbor’s yard,
his wife dead with one foot bare
and his sons aged into old bachelors.
*
My grandfather never built a tower. Instead, he spoke a horizontal language
and talked to God through it: he bought land, a lot of land. He bought continuity
and he swore at his creator who once told him
that he would never be able to think about tomorrow.
*
I am different; I am a man without land
and nothing ever happens behind my back.
I always live in the moment
like a wet piece of paper
stuck to the bumper of a truck traveling down the road.
24

My deskmate in elementary school
had blue nails, blue lips, and a big irreparable hole in his heart.
He was marked by death. He was invisible.
He used to sit on a stone
guarding our coats
as we played in the playground, that alchemy of sweat and dust.
*
The one marked to be king is cold,
ready for a free fall
born prematurely from a sad womb.
*
And the redheaded woman waiting for her drunk husband to return
will go on waiting for one hundred years.
It isn’t the alcohol; she is marked by “waiting.”
And he only as guilty as an onlooker
pushed indoors by rain.
*
What’s more, it isn’t the war
that took the life of the young boy
with melancholy eyes. He was marked as well, born to be on the recruiter’s list.
Melancholy is the standard arsenal of war.
*
And then there is one marked for survival
who will continue to eat his offspring like a polar bear
that never notices the warming climate.
*
All of them are as closed as theorems, their sky
a rental home
where hammering even a single nail of change is forbidden.
*
They are waiting for their next command, which they will ignore anyway
like the Argonauts who filled their ears with wax
and rowed on through the sirens’ path.
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25
In the village nestled between two mountains
the news always arrives one month late,
cleansed in transit, glorified, mentioning only the dead who made it to paradise,
and a coup d’etat referred to as “God’s will.”
*
Spring kills solitude with solitude, imagination
the sap that shields you from your body. Chestnut trees
awaken, drunken men
lean their cold shoulders against a wall.
*
The girls here always marry outsiders and move away
leaving untouched statues of their fifteen-year-old
selves behind.
*
But the boys bring in wives
from distant villages,
wives who go into labor on heaps of grass and straw in a barn
and bear prophets.
Forgive me, I’d meant to say “only one will be a prophet.”
The others will spend their lives throwing stones
(that is part of the prophesy, too).
*
At noon on an autumn day like today
they will bolt out of school like a murder of crows stirred by the smell of blood
and chase the postman’s skeleton of a car
as it disappears around a corner, leaving only dust.
*
Then they will steal wild pears from the “bitch’s yard”
and nobody will stop them. After all, she deserves it. She’s sleeping with two men.
*
Between the pears in one boy’s schoolbag
lies a copy of Anna Karenina
It will be skimmed over, impatiently, starting on the last page
cleansed and glorified, like old news.
26
Prisoners
guilty or not
always look the same when they are released—
patriarchs dethroned.
*
This one just passed through the gate
head bowed despite not being tall
his gestures like a Bedouin’s
entering the tent
he carried on his back all day long.
*
Cotton curtains, stone walls, the smell of burnt lime
take him back to the moment
the cold war ended.
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*
The other day his sheet was hung up in the courtyard
as if to flaunt the blood stain
after a wedding night.
*
Faces tarnished by sun
surround him, all eyes and ears:
“What did you dream of last night?”
A prisoner’s dreams
are parchment
made sacred by its missing passages.
*
His sister is still discovering his odd habits:
the bits of bread hidden in pockets and under his bed
the relentless chopping of wood for winter.
*
Why this fear?
What can be worse than life in prison?
*
Having choices
but being unable to choose.
27
Waking is an obligation:
three generations open their eyes every morning
inside me.
*
The first is an old child—my father;
he always chooses his luck and clothes one size too small for him.
*
Next comes grandfather … In his day, the word “diagnosis” did not exist.
He simply died of misery six months after his wife.
No time was wasted. Above their corpses
rose a factory to make uniforms for dockworkers.
*
And great-grandfather, if he ever existed,
I don’t even know his name. Here my memory goes on hiatus,
my peasant origins cut like the thick and yellow nails
of field-workers.
*
Three shadows loom like a forest over me
telling me what to do
and what not to do.
*
You listened to me say “good morning”
but it was either an elephant pounding on a piano
or the seams coming apart in my father’s little jacket.
*
Indeed, my father, his father, and his father before that
are not trying to change anything
nor do they refuse to change anything; the soap of ephemerality
leaves them feeling fresh and clean.
*
70

They only wish to gently touch the world again
through me, the way latex gloves
lovingly touch the evidence
of a crime scene.
28
That was it.
Now body, breath, and tree are one.
Tree? What tree? There’s no tree beyond the window
no tree to crave
the tranquility of bodies washed ashore.
*
A little courage is all I need
to open my eyes and confront
the fearftil scene before me—
the moon at midday
coming into focus in the dome of the sky.
*
Sometimes my belly contracts
like a cobra
that just swallowed its prey.
Yours rises and falls, without pause, never understated,
inclusive as a manifesto.
*
Nothing could change that rhythm.
There will be little mute cracks in porcelain
dessert knives
routine things
and when wind takes shape
the death of imagination.
*
What tree?
*
Now our breathing is steady
grammatical
blades of grass and mud
in a nest recently abandoned.
*
We smile a little
like a pair of sandals
that expose no toes or heels
resting at the foot of a ree.
29
It begins
when she searches in the darkness
for her likeness, a line of verse awaiting its end rhyme
or for a little music, or the exchange of carbon dioxide between flowers in the evening
the feeling of turning forty.
And it is just a matter of style
the manner in which she finds herself
because no clashes, no noise at all is expected any longer
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the hardest hits already taken
like a statue that’s lost its nose.
*
A forty-year-old woman
is a shadow in search of an object
a voice in the third person, a series of lessons
with little notes written in red, underlined
along the right margin. The space between lines is flesh, is someone
in the waiting room behind a dentist’s door
where the stench of arsenic
comes and goes.
Experience, experience, experience!
Little zigzags and a sense of accomplishment
with which the silkworm gnaws the mulberry leaf
starting from the tip.
*
She makes peace with everything: she keeps her drawers tidy,
practices yoga,
the takeoffs and landings
on the runway of her soul.
*
When she approaches forty
or better yet, if she approaches forty,
because being forty isn’t required
it’s her choice
like choosing a park bench
that faces away from the street
waiting for no one in particular.
30
The peak, covered in snow
all year long,
reflects the sky, but like a dogma
never touches it.
*
The electrocardiogram of sweat dried in the body
spreads from shirt to shirt
contagious as a flame, infecting everyone with its slow rhythm
to the youngest in the family, a little boy
lingering like a postscript
to everything that’s already been said.
*
But it’s not hard work that sweetens the cabbage,
harvests the corn, or repairs the beehives.
*
It’s that warm sigh, while staring at the mountain
on the other side of which
“life is, of course, better.”
*
The sigh is like a woman who sleeps with everybody.
Do whatever you want to her
but never ask her name
even as you leave.
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*
Everyone here resembles each one another,
not because of incest, but because they all fuck
the same woman
who emits pheromones of the Unknown.
*
The Centaur constellation
highlights a narrow goat’s path,
the only way out of the village.
“Good-bye,” is often heard, but never “Welcome!”
*
The doors, decorated with mignonettes,\fn{Herbs}
are a euphamism for the fear
that one day someone will return
to tell of what happens on the other side of the mountain.
31
Human existence is like a dead language
of which only an expression, a quotation, or a single word remains.
*
But a man without sons is a mutation.
His name will move from one ear to another by a clean female whisper
voiced like a dream without conflict
difficult to remember after night’s end.
*
Six daughters, each birth a failure
like the gold prospector
who brings home only silk and medicinal herbs.
*
Without a son in the family,
there is no river to carry the toxic remains
of his black-and-white anger,
no one to foresee war in the bones of the pet
sacrificed for dinner;
no wars, no births or deaths
when life gets lazy in peacetime.
*
His cell is a cave
sketched with naïve carbon drawings:
the hunter against the beast, the hunter against nature,
until the moment a woman appears around the fire.
Then strength moves from his muscles
to his eyes.
and the angle of the arrow’s aim shifts.
*
This is the end of the ice age
the end of clarity.
*
There is a secret that extinguishes men from the inside
like Dwarf Stars
changing from yellow to white
and then … to black, a smudge across the cosmos.
There is no son to inherit the father’s secret. …
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not the secret itself
but the art of solitude.
32
Shaving after work? What for?
It reminds me of my father
a long time ago
standing before a mirror, cracked as
corn grits cooked without fat.
He went on shaving at that hour
a razor sliding up and down
clearing a path from temple to chin
like the words of an apostle
and as his tongue twisted like a snail
emptying one cheek and filling the other
his words rebounded from the glass:
“The power of a man, my son,
is measured by the things he doesn’t do.
Passion should be kept hidden, like a turnip!”
*
It was as if breaking a rule, almost blasphemy
when I, years later,
early in the morning, before doing any housework
started shaving my own “thorn bush”
using my father’s razor.
*
When my hand trembled, I called out to God.
It wasn’t difficult. It was like searching for a barber
in a familiar neighborhood.
God is not used to saying, “What can I do for you, young man?”
The cross is older than man.
*
Here I am, without a single cut
my neck lit up as if by an internal lamp.
“A clean shave,” my dad always said,
my dad whose eyes at death—
his face unshaven for days
looking like a swarm of ants
trying to lift a grain of wheat—
caved in like the crumpled napkin of a child
made to leave the table
still hungry.
33
It always happens in the late afternoon
when the damp air stinks of oblivion
and the procession makes its way
toward a safe corner of town
like a caterpillar having just crawled
from a crack in the wall.
*
From a distance, women’s knees
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flash between skirts and stockings,
plump knees uncared for
like winter apples split in half.
*
And men lean their arms against the coffin
ever so gently
with no more effort
than it takes to nudge an old pot across the floor
to catch a leak.
*
With their free arms
they pluck oak leaves from their black suits,
clothes worn only for weddings and funerals.
And later that evening, they clean the dust and gray hairs off
with a brush and drops of vinegar
(although they may never be worn again).
And their shoes grow used to
the deafness of mud
along cemetery lanes.
*
I try to guess
what remains after a small town funeral.
Maybe nothing.
Not much pain, not much forewarning.
Not even wild roses or rosemary.
Only ghosts and oak leaves
humbly accepting
the gift of the first raindrops.
34
Two people form a habit.
Three people make a story.
*
A dog digs through the wedding trash:
Champagne bottles, cake, filets of beef, caviar,
a butchery of vows made in one night.
*
A castle would simply be called a “palace”
if it weren't for the barbarian assault.
*
The echoes of obstacles are heard:
someone who protects you from forgetfulness,
his pain petrified.
*
They remember nights on the soft grave
of an anonymous Turkish soldier, making love.
His hairy shoulder was a fig leaf
trying to touch the reptilian sky
that tomorrow would slide over everyone
like a bar of soap in a public restroom.
She had freckles; he had strong instincts.
That was enough reason for them to meet again and again
without setting a fixed time.
75

And perhaps, he could catch that piece of sky
if she weren’t so alarmed:
“Nobody’s here! I want to go home!”
*
There is no third eye,
no self-destructive gene
to stop freedom from growing without intention
like the cancerous cells of a tumor.
*
The third eye will accommodate them
Outside a frame, an apple bitten from both sides in their hands.
Aging starts now.
*
That night, when they returned, they were only two,
less than one,
shaking off blades of grass from their bodies,
metastases of an everlasting summer.
35
B talks about the afterlife
with the same degree of certainty
as a farmer who hangs his work clothes
behind the door late in the evening.
*
This is not a joke. …
*
For years he followed the parallel lines
his paralyzed father’s wheelchair made,
lines, which looped into large knots
like shoelaces tied impatiently.
Years later, when his wife left him—
he recalls it was summer—
he went to the garden as usual
gathered the rotten fruit fallen at night
to avoid attracting wasps
and closed the door behind her
faintly, without anger,
the way he used to fasten the buttons
on the back of her evening dress.
The next morning, when he had breakfast, he tasted
each morsel
with gratitude
a toothless chewing
like believers seated in the front row
of church on Sunday, muttering psalms.
*
The children he never had
continue coming home late at night,
sweaty, filthy, and with lame excuses
on the tips of their tongues.
He listens to them
while clipping his nails, and hesitates,
a fetus preparing for birth.
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*
History always happens somewhere else,
and like a railway keeper
clearing the sleepers of weeds and stones
or tightening a loose screw
*
he does not see it, but knows of power,
knows better than anyone when to get off the track
while listening with one ear against a rail.
36
Now
after many, many years
I can probably ask myself
how I was related to that old
cherry tree trunk of a man.
*
We shared plenty of time together.
When he would recount his dreams of the previous night
he moved his hands,
shovels clearing streets of snow.
He would read pages of his diary
written during the heat of the day
anticipating every comma, every word, every pause
with his forefinger,
the finger of fate, getting ahead of itself.
*
We would speak in English
an archaic dialect learned in prisons.
He would search out the translation
for Albanian words
trying to pronounce them with
desperate, faintly audible sounds,
gray hair stuck in a comb.
*
He taught me to ask “How are you?”
while looking directly into the other’s eyes.
*
On the mantelpiece
the photos of women in the family
alive or dead, all bent at the edges.
Their bellies, crossed by their hands
were houses nailed shut during epidemics.
*
It was the same every day.
Hours followed hours
until I grew impatient
or the sheep’s milk would overflow into the fire.
*
Only later, when there were no longer diaries,
when the cherry tree was gone, when the chimney crumbled,
when the photographs faded into silence
could I smell the piercing odor of burning milk
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and know that these days were coming to an end.
*
I was no longer a child
a child with whom the testament of reading could be trusted
*
… speaking to a child
is like trampling on fallen leaves
never waiting to be asked “why” or “how.”
37
i
Monday feels like an odd shoe
its other chewed by the dog tied at the gate.
The sun always rises through the open backdoor
and pours into the house like birdfeed along the street.
Men returning from the pebble beach
walking with their hands held behind them
on their way to nowhere
look like crosshairs on a gun
their spit still bitter with coffee
dandruff scattered along their collars;
to draw them you would have to hold your breath.
For weeks now there hasn’t been a single drop of rain. The thin
stream dwindles, sickly, syphilitic.
A child skipping school
sneaks away from his mother.
He is nine and still adds and subtracts on fingers
blackened by fresh walnuts
counting the years to his conscription.
He draws a large dusty circle in the dirt
that looks like a piece of blighted flesh
where a tumor had just been removed.
ii
Like salmon, ready to mate,
swimming upstream from the sea
to the river’s estuary
the wedding guests step backward in time
and beg the landlady to return their flesh:
“Mine is bright white …”
“Mine is soft, with a burn from a hot iron on my forearm …”
“Mine smells of sage, like a canvas bag …:”
“Mine is magical, you can wear it inside out …”
“Give me anything—it doesn’t matter!”
*
Here comes Mustafa, the drunkard,
with his head stuck to his body’s right side.
He is Monday’s Saint, guilty of everything,
absorbing everyone’s sins
like a swab of alcohol-dabbed cotton
pressed to a wound.
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iii
Before sleep the world returns whole beneath eyelids
like an army full of pride, gathered under the Arc de Triomphe,
the loot of war behind them.
The nightly rite of fucking
that shredded music
sufficient to hide
the motive for which we woke up this morning
and, even more so, the motive to wake up tomorrow.
*
The lamp turns off for the last time
and blood continues on its small circular route.
iv
When my grandma came here as a bride
with nothing more than her good name
the house was empty but for the hanging weapons.
There was so little here she had to build a whole town
just to find a pair of shoulders for a head.
She began by planting an apricot tree in front of the house
and later another, so that the two were
like hands cupped to a face
to warm it.
Then children dripped from her
as rain from a tin awning.
Those who fell on soft ground were forgotten.
Those on cement
managed to survive.
To this day
they still stand petrified in a black-and-white photograph
in woollen suits with oily unevenly cut hair
looking uncomfortable
looking as if their lives were borrowed from elsewhere.
v
Broken toys were my playthings:
zebras, wind-up Chinese dolls, ice cream carts
given to me as New Year’s presents by my father.
But none was worth keeping whole.
They looked like cakes whose icing had been licked off by a naughty child
*
until I broke them, cracked and probed their insides, the tiny
gears, the batteries,
not aware then that I was rehearsing
my understanding of freedom.
*
When I first looked at a real painting
I took a few steps backward instinctively
on my heels
finding the precise place
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where I could explore its depth.
*
It was different with people:
I built them up,
loved them, but stopped short of loving them fully.
None were as tall as the blue ceiling.
As in an unfinished house, there seemed to be a plastic sheet above them
instead of a roof
at the beginning of the rainy autumn of my understanding.
vi
Here is the honest man, the just man,
his face a picnic blanket
shaken of crumbs.
His kind never remains unemployed.
He asks, “Does anyone have a nail to drive into
the hole in my chest?”
*
My great-grandfather was like that,
and so was my grandfather and my father.
Maybe if I were a son I would have been the same,
staring up at a worthless father
(What a shame! I’d say).
*
“How far should I go?” the son would ask only once.
“Until you lose sight of yourself.”
It might have been a dream,
because his family tree was struck down by
a bolt of lightning
before the succulent scent of burnt sugar emanating from the Katsura\fn{ Cercidiphyllum, a type of hardwood tree native to
Asia, whose leaves exude this scent in the autumn}
spread over the village.
vii
The smell of roots in the air, and the rain falling
like bees returning to their hive, all at once.
It’s a tradition in my family to distinguish happy rain from melancholy rain
conceived above hilltops during summer.
I listen with one ear, waiting as if for the moment one recognizes that a stranger’s voice
is indeed one’s own voice.
*
My uncle asks for a fazzoletto to wipe his glasses.
He has used that word since the time he went to Florence
to have his pneumonia cured—a time he remembers
as fondly as a honeymoon.
*
With my report card in his hand
veins throb at his temples—a matter of life or death.
He is the one to determine
whether I will be a brick for a wall
or a stone for a barn.
The hand that he hits with
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is an instruction manual read only once
although the furrows on his palm—the limits of his destiny—
never leave scars on me.
“To hell with it! Bring me un fazzoletto!”
viii
“If you have dark skin
your smile is exquisite,
neither incomplete nor flashing rotten teeth.”
F. knows this. She mourns for her son.
Early in the morning she opens the window
lights the kerosene stove
with a piece of crumpled telegram still in her hand
sweeps the yard, feeds the chickens, cooks for ten,
fixes the chair with the sphinx’s arms
opposite the door.
And each day
with the claws of a hawk she fights against
disorder
begging for form and discipline
like the square plots of a field of wheat
guiding the part of herself that flies mercilessly
in a straight line
never landing.
*
She accepts greetings with her eyes
and pathways open before her
like the Sabbath among other days,
dedicated to gratitude and prayer.
ix
Medio tutissmus ibis, the middle is the safest ground.
The embroidered tablecloth in the middle of the table.
The table in the middle of the carpet.
The carpet in the middle of the room.
The room in the middle of the house.
The house in the middle of the block.
The block in the middle of the town.
The town in the middle of the map.
The map in the middle of the blackboard.
The blackboard in the middle of nowhere.
*
Lola is an angel. Her forehead hasn’t grown since she was eight,
her center of gravity unchanged. And she likes edges, corners,
although she always finds herself
in the middle of the bus
where people rush toward the doors at either end.
*
My neighbors never went to school
nor have they heard of aesthetics
and hardly ever have they read anything
about the Earth’s axes, symmetry, or absolute truth.
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But instinctively they let themselves drift toward the middle
like a man laying his head on a woman’s lap,
a woman who, with a pair of scissors
will make him more vulnerable than ever
before the day is done.
x
Preparing for winter
Isn’t tradition, but instinct. We hurl our spare anxieties
like precious cargo from a shipwreck.
*
Taedium vitae\fn{Tired of life} is a time zone
that no longer exists.
The smell of boiled beans separates us
from our neighbors, a dream above the stove
separates us from our ancestors.
*
There isn’t a middleman
between me and my talents.
The wind preaches with the nasal voice of a false prophet.
Years somersault over frozen slopes
and we instinctively hide our heads between our knees.
*
Limits wither away. My body
more abstract than ever, is a country without an anthem,
a country, delirious and once near death, which I touch
like a mother touching her lips to the forehead of her child
with a high fever.

The Church of the Holy Trinity (13th century), Berat, Berat County, Albania
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The Baitul Awwal Mosque (1995), Tirana, Tirana County, Albania

The Cathedral of St. Demetrius, Berat, Berat County, Albania
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The Cathedral of the Resurrection of Christ, Tirana, Tirana County, Albania

The Namazgah Mosque, Tirana, Tirana County, Albania
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The Cathedral of Saint Paul and Saint Astius, Durrës, Durrës County, Albania

The Xhamia e Parrucës Mosque (2007), Shkoder, Shkoder County, Albania
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The Cathedral of the Nativity of Christ, Shkoder, Shkoder County, Albania

The Church of the Dormition of the Theotokos, Labovë y Kryqit, Girocaster County, Albania
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The Orthodox Evangelical Cathedral, Gjirocaster, Girocaster County, Albania

The Lezhe Mosque, Krujë, Durrës County, Albania
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The Cathedral of the Resurrection of Christ, Korçe, Korçe County, Albania

The Mosque in Peshkope, Dibër County, Albania
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The Church of the Nativity of Christ, Cërrik, Elbasan County, Albania

The Shen Marie Village Mosque, Kukës County, Albania
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The Cathedral of St. Nicholas, Lezhë, Lezhë County, Albania

A small mosque in Kalis, Kukës County, Albania
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The Church of St. Athanasius, Vlorë, Vlorë County, Albania

A mosque in Fier, Fier County, Albania
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